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Anne Bradstreet (c. 1612-1672)

The Author to Her Book

5

10

15

20

1650?-1670?, 1678

Thou* ill-formed offspring* of my feeble* brain,
Who after birth did’st* by my side remain,
Till snatched* from thence* by friends, less wise than true,
Who thee abroad* exposed to public view;
Made thee in rags*, halting*, to the press to trudge*,
Where errors* were not lessened, all may judge.
At thy return my blushing* was not small,
My rambling* brat* (in print) should mother call;
I cast* thee by* as one unfit* for light,
Thy visage was so irksome* in my sight;
Yet being mine own, at length* affection would
Thy blemishes* amend*, if so I could:
I washed thy face, but more defects* I saw,
And rubbing off* a spot, still made a flaw*.
I stretched* thy joints* to make thee even feet*,
Yet still thou run’st more hobbling* than is meet*;
In better dress to trim* thee was my mind,
But nought* save* homespun* cloth, in the house I find.
In this array*, amongst vulgars may’st thou roam*;
In criticks hands beware* thou dost not come;
And take thy way where yet thou are not known.
If for thy Father asked, say thou had’st* none;
And for thy Mother, she alas* is poor,
Which caused her thus to send thee* out of door.

'You' / progeny / weak
'did'
grabbed, stole / that place
in foreign country
old cloths / hesitating / walk
heavily or with difficulty
defects, flaws, mistakes
(azaramiento, conturbación,
sonrojo, rubor)
wandering without a definite
route, (ir a su aire) / child
made / aside / inadequate
annoying, troublesome
without curtailment of
flaws / improve, set right, correct
imperfections
polishing / fault, mistake
(estiré) / (articulaciones) /
regular poetic meter
stumbling / suitable, fit,
proper, decorous
prune, (podar)
nothing / except / simple, plain
clothing / wander, (vagabundear)
be cautious

‘have’
expression of concern, pity
or grief
'you'

1.

What attitude toward “Her Book” (that is, a collection of poems) does the speaker express in line 1? What metaphor does she use that
would be appropriate for a woman but not necessarily for a man? How extensively does she develop this metaphor in the rest of the
poem, and how does the tone of this metaphor express her attitudes about her book?

2.

What is the tone of the speaker’s references to those friends who “exposed” her book to “public view” (that is, circulated it without her
consent)? How does this tone indicate her ambiguous feelings about them?

3.

How does the speaker excuse the fact that she is now issuing her book of poetry on her own initiative? How does the tone produce
humor? How does the tone of the concluding metaphor encourage you to smile, or even to laugh?

4.

What attitude toward herself does the speaker express? How do you react to this attitude? How do you think the poet wants you
to react?

5.

What is the tone1 of the extended metaphor of the child in lines 11-18?

6.

a) Do you sense in this poem a mingling of several attitudes? Is the speaker simultaneously merry and in earnest about what
happened?
b) In the speaker's (author's) comparison of her book to an illegitimate ragamuffin, we may be struck by the details of scrubbing and
dressing a child: details that might well occur to a mother who had scrubbed and dressed many. As she might feel toward such
a child, so she feels toward her book. She starts by deploring it but, as the poem goes on, cannot deny it her affection. Humor
enters (as in the pun in line 15). She must dress the creature in "homespun cloth", something both crude and serviceable. By the
end of her poem, the speaker seems to regard her book-child with tenderness, amusement, and a certain indulgent awareness of
its faults. Do you agree?

______________
1

The tone of a poem is similar to a tone of voice in that both communicate feelings. Still, this comparison raises a question: When
we read a poem, whose "voice" speaks to us? "The poet's" is one possible answer; and in some cases, like in this poem, that answer
may be right. We can be reasonably sure that the poet speaks for her very own book, and of her own experiences. In order to read a
poem, we seldom need to read a poet's biography; but in truth there are certain poems whose full effect would be enhanced by knowing
at least a fact or two of the poet's life. Theoretically, a great many points of view are possible; the speaker or narrator of a text is not
the same person as the "real-life" author. If he were, the text would cease to be fiction.

1

Anne Bradstreet (c. 1612-1672)
To my dear and loving husband 1641-1643?, 1678

5

10

If ever two were one, then surely we.
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee*;
If ever wife was happy in a man,
Compare with me, ye* women, if you can.
I prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold
Or all the riches that the East doth* hold*.
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench*,
Nor ought* but love from thee, give recompense.
Thy love is such I can no way repay,
The heavens reward thee manifold*, I pray.
Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere*
That when we live no more, we may live ever.

'you'

'you'

'do' / (atesore)
satiate
duty

many times
keep on steadily

1.
2.
3.
4.

Does the language of the poem strike you as overly simple and sentimental or plain and effective? Justify your answer.
Is the love for her husband totally idealized or is it balanced against his own love for her?
How does the love poem broaden and deepen in scope in the last four lines?
Which one of the following themes is most clearly evident in the two previous poems: family, identity, spirituality, tension between
faith and doubt, history...?
5. Research what the status of Anne Bradstreet was as a woman poet in XVII c. North America.
6. a) What cultural context is assumed in each of the poems?
b) To judge by her preceding poem to the above, what were her assumed ties across the Atlantic?

Phillis Wheatley (c.1753-1784)
On Being Brought from Africa to America

5

1773

’Twas mercy* brought me from my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted* soul to understand
That there’s a God, that there’s a Saviour too:
Once I redemption neither sought* nor knew.
Some view that sable* race with scornful* eye,
“Their colour* is a diabolic dye*.”
Remember, Christians, Negroes black as Cain 1
May be refined* and join the angelic strain*.

(misericordia, clemencia)
unenlightened, ignorant,
dark, irreligious, pagan

looked for
black / contemptuous,
superior, disrespectful
color of the skin / (tinte)

purified / race, (estirpe),
tune, melody, (canto)
1

After Cain murdered his
brother Abel, God “marked”
him so that his crime would
be known. This has sometimes been interpreted as
the story of the origin of
the Negro.

1. Try to describe who the speaker of this poem is and the situation which the poem presents.
2. Describe the tone of the poem, bearing in mind that tone involves the speaker's attitude towards (i) the addressee, (ii) the subject
matter; (iii) the speaker herself.
3. Do the biblical allusions change your sense of the poem's tone in any way? If so, how and why?
4. What values does the speaker of this poem by Phillis Wheatly celebrate?
5. List adjectives that may express the overall tone of the poem.

2

Washington Irving (1783-1859)
Rip Van Winkle

1819

A Posthumous Writing of Diedrich Knickerbocker
By Woden*, God of Saxons,
From whence comes Wensday, that is Wodensday.
Truth is a thing that ever I will keep
Unto thylke day in which I creep into
My sepulcher—
CARTWRIGHT*

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

[The following tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker*, an
old gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch history of the province, and
the manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, however,
did not lie so much among books as among men; for the former are lamentably scanty* on his
favorite topics; whereas he found the old burghers*, and still more their wives, rich in that
legendary lore* so invaluable* to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a
genuine Dutch family, snugly* shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading*
sycamore*, he looked upon it as a little clasped* volume of black-letter, and studied it
with the zeal* of a bookworm*.
The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the reign of the
Dutch governors, which he published some years since. There have been various opinions as to the literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit* better
than it should be. Its chief merit is its scrupulous* accuracy, which indeed was a little
questioned on its first appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is
now admitted into all historical collections* as a book of unquestionable authority.
The old gentleman died shortly* after* the publication of his work; and now that he is
dead and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been
much better employed in weightier* labors. He, however, was apt to ride* his hobby his own
way; and though it did now and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes* of his neighbors, and
grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference* and affection, yet his
errors and follies are remembered “more in sorrow than in anger,”* and it begins to be
suspected that he never intended to injure or offend. But however his memory may be
appreciated by critics, it is still held dear* by many folk whose good opinion is well
worth* having; particularly by certain biscuit-bakers*, who have gone so far as to imprint
his likeness* on their New-Year cakes; and have thus given him a chance of immortality,
almost equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo Medal, or a Queen Anne’s Farthing*.]
Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen
away to the west of the river, swelling up* to a noble height, and lording* it over the
surrounding* country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every
hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues* and shapes of these
mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect*
barometers. When the weather is fair* and settled*, they are clothed in blue and purple,
and print their bold* outlines* on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of
the landscape is cloudless, they will gather* a hood* of gray vapors about their summits*,
which, in the last* rays of the setting sun, will glow* and light up like a crown of glory.
At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager* may have descried* the light smoke
curling up* from a village’ whose shingle-roofs* gleam among the trees, just where the blue
tints* of the upland* melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little
village, of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists in the early
times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant*
(may he rest in peace!), and there were some of the houses of the original settlers* standing
within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed*
windows and gable* fronts, surmounted* with weathercocks* .

In Teutonic mythology,
the god of wisdom,
war, and storms.

The lines quoted are
spoken by a pedant
in W. Cartwright’s
play The Ordinary
(1651),III.i.1050-54.
The fictitious Dutch
historian from Irving’s earlier work
A History of New
York (1809).
few, (pocos)
villagers
tradition / having a
great value
comfortably / (frondoso)
(sicómoro) / fastened,
(asido, amarrado)
enthusiasm / (ratón
de biblioteca)

bit, (pizca)
conscientious,
punctilious, (escrupulosa)
(recopilaciones)
(poco tiempo) / (después)
(de mayor envergadura) / drive, direct
(suscita la impaciencia)
esteem, curtesy
Hamlet I.ii.231-32

(apreciada)
valued at / (confiteros)
(semblante, retrato)
Silver medals given
to those who fought
in the Battle of
Waterloo and
bronze farthings
stamped with the
image of Queen
Anne respectively.
(elevándose) / (enseñoreando)
(circundante)
tones of color, (matices)
(infalibles)
(hermoso) / (sereno)
prominent, vivid, wellmarked / (contornos)
(reunen) / covering /
peaks, (cúspides)
(postreros ) / (irradian)
traveler / caught sight
of, (des cubierto)
(eleva ondulante) / (techumbres de tabla)
tones / (altiplanicie)
Early governor of
the Dutch colony.
(colonos)
(en celosía, enrejadas)
(aguilones) / (rematados) / (veletas de gallo)
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In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly
time-worn* and weather-beaten*), there lived, many years since, while the country was yet a
province of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow*, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was
a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly* in the chivalrous days of Peter
Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina*. He inherited, however, but little
of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple, good-natured man; he was,
moreover, a kind neighbor, and an obedient, henpecked* husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance
might be owing that meekness* of spirit which gained him such universal popularity; for those men
are most apt to be obsequious* and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews* at
home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant* and malleable in the fiery* furnace of
domestic tribulation; and a curtain-lecture* is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the
virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant* wife may, therefore, in some respects be
considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice* blessed.
Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as
usual with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles*; and never failed, whenever
they talked those matters over in their evening gossipings, to lay all the blame* on Dame Van
Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached*. He
assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites* and shoot*
marbles*, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches and Indians. Whenever he
went dodging* about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on
his skirts, clambering* on his back, and playing a thousand tricks* on him with
impunity; and not a dog would bark* at him throughout* the neighborhood.
The great error in Rip’s composition* was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of
profitable* labor. It could not be from the want* of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit
on a wet rock, with a rod* as long and heavy as a Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a
murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble*. He would carry a
fowling-piece* on his shoulder for hours together, trudging* through woods and swamps*,
and up hill and down dale*, to shoot a few squirrels* or wild pigeons*. He would never refuse
to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil*, and was a foremost man at all country frolics*
for husking* Indian corn, or building stone fences*; the women of the village, too, used to
employ him to run their errands*, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging* husbands
would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend* to anybody’s business but his own;
but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm* in order, he found it impossible.
In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent*
little piece of ground* in the whole country; everything about it went wrong, and would
go wrong, in spite of him. His fences* were continually falling to pieces; his cow would
either go astray*, or get among the cabbages*; weeds* were sure to grow quicker in his
fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in* just as he had some
outdoor work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled* away under his
management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch* of Indian
corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst conditioned* farm in the neighborhood.
His children, too, were as ragged* and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son
Rip, an urchin* begotten* in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old
clothes, of his father. He was generally seen trooping* like a colt* at his mother's heels,
equipped* in a pair of his father’s cast-off* galligaskins*, which he had much ado* to
hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train* in bad weather.
Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish*, well-oiled*
dispositions, who take the world easy*, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with
least thought or trouble, and would rather starve* on a penny than work for a pound. If left
to himself, he would have whistled life away* in perfect* contentment*; but his wife kept
continually dinning* in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was
bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was incessantly going* , and
everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household* eloquence. Rip had
but one way of replying to all lectures* of this kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown
into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up* his eyes, but said
nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley* from his wife; so that he was
fain to draw off his forces*, and take to the outside of the house—the only side* which,
in truth, belongs to a henpecked* husband.
Rip’s sole domestic adherent* was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his
master; for Dame* Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness*, and even looked
upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master's going so often astray*. True it is,
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in all points of spirit befitting* an honorable dog he was as courageous an animal as
ever scoured* the woods; but what courage can withstand* the ever-during and
all-besetting* terrors of a woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house his
crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about* with
a gallows* air, casting many a sidelong* glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least
flourish of a broomstick* or ladle* he would fly to the door with yelping* precipitation.
Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on*; a
tart* temper never mellows* with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows
keener* with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from
home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle*
personages of the village, which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn*, designated* by a
rubicund* portrait of his Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade through
a long, lazy summer’s day, talking listlessly* over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy*
stories about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman*’s money to have heard
the profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into
their hands from some passing traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as
drawled out* by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper* learned little man, who
was not to be daunted* by the most gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely* they
would deliberate upon public events some months after they had taken place.
The opinions of this junto* were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village, and landlord of the inn*, at the door of which he took his seat from
morning till night, just moving sufficiently* to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large
tree; so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sundial. It is true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents*,
however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to
gather* his opinions. When anything that was read or related displeased him, he was
observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to send forth* short, frequent, and angry puffs*;
but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and
placid clouds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant* vapor
curl* about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token* of perfect* approbation.
From even this stronghold* the unlucky Rip was at length routed* by his termagant*
wife, who would suddenly break in* upon the tranquility of the assemblage* and call
the members all to naught*; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself,
sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago*, who charged* him outright*
with encouraging* her husband in habits of idleness*.
Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape
from the labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll*
away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and
share the contents of his wallet* with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellowsufferer* in persecution.“Poor Wolf,” he would say, “thy mistress leads thee a dog’s life
of it; but never mind, my lad*, whilst I live thou shalt never want a friend to stand by
thee!” Wolf would wag* his tail, look wistfully* in his master’s face; and if dogs can feel
pity, I verily* believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.
In a long ramble* of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled*
to one of the highest parts of the Kaatskill mountains. He was after his favorite sport of
squirrel-shooting, and the still* solitudes* had echoed and reechoed with the reports* of his
gun. Panting* and fatigued, he threw himself late in the afternoon, on a green knoll*,
covered with mountain herbage, that crowned* the brow* of a precipice. From an opening
between the trees he could overlook* all the lower* country for many a mile of rich
woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly* Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent
but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging* bark*, here
and there sleeping on its glassy* bosom*, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands*.
On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen*, wild, lonely, and shagged*,
the bottom filled with fragments from the impending* cliffs*, and scarcely lighted by the
reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay* musing* on this scene; evening
was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the
valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved*
a heavy sigh* when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.
As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing*, “Rip Van
Winkle, Rip Van Winkle!” He looked round, but could see nothing but a crow* winging* its
solitary flight* across the mountain. He thought his fancy* must have deceived* him, and
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turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring* through the still* evening air:
“Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” —at the same time Wolf bristled* up his back, and
giving a low growl*, skulked* to his master’s side, looking fearfully down into the glen.
Rip now felt vague apprehension stealing* over him; he looked anxiously in the same
direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up* the rocks, and bending under
the weight* of something he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human
being in this lonely and unfrequented place; but supposing it to be some one of the
neighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened* down to yield* it.
On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger’s
appearance. He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick bushy* hair, and a grizzled*
beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin* strapped* round his
waist—several pair of breeches*, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows* of
buttons down the sides, and bunches* at the knees. He bore* on his shoulder a stout* keg*,
that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load*.
Though rather shy* and distrustful of this new acquaintance*, Rip complied* with his usual
alacrity*; and mutually relieving one another, they clambered up a narrow gully*, apparently
the dry bed* of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long,
rolling peals*, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine*, or rather cleft*,
between lofty* rocks, toward which their rugged* path conducted. He paused for an instant,
but supposing it to be the muttering* of one of those transient thundershowers which often
take place in mountain heights*, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, they came to a
hollow*, like a small amphitheater, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks*
of which impending* trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses* of the
azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion
had labored on in silence; for though the former marveled greatly what could be the object of
carrying a keg of liquor up this wild* mountain, yet there was something strange and
incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired awe* and checked* familiarity.
On entering the amphitheater, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level*
spot* in the center was a company of odd-looking personages playing at ninepins*. They were
dressed in a quaint*, outlandish* fashion; some wore short doublets*, others jerkins*, with
long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches*, of similar style with that
of the guide’s. Their visages, too, were peculiar*: one had a large beard, broad* face, and
small piggish* eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by
a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock's tail*. They all had beards, of various shapes and
colors. There was one who seemed to be the commander*. He was a stout* old gentleman,
with a weather-beaten c o u n t e n a n c e *; he wore a laced doublet*, broad belt a n d
hanger*, high crowned* hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, with roses* in
them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlor* of
Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson*, and which had been brought over from Holland
at the time of the settlement*.
What seemed particularly odd* to Rip was, that, though these folks were evidently*
amusing* themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence,
and were, withal*, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing
interrupted the stillness* of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they
were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling* peals* of thunder.
As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their
play, and stared at him with such fixed, statuelike gaze*, and such strange, uncouth* ,
lackluster* countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote*
together. His companion now emptied the contents of the keg* into large flagons*, and
made signs to him to wait upon* the company*. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they
quaffed* the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to their game.
By degrees Rip's awe* and apprehension subsided*. He even ventured, when no eye
was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage*, which he found had much of the flavor* of
excellent Hollands*. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draft*.
One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to the flagon* so often that
at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam* in his head, his head gradually
declined*, and he fell into a deep sleep.
On waking, he found himself on the green knoll* whence* he had first seen the old man of the
glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping* and twittering*
among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft*, and breasting* the pure mountain
breeze. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the occurrences* before
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he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine*—the wild* retreat
among the rocks—the woe-begone* party at ninepins—the flagon—“Oh! that flagon! that
wicked* flagon*!” thought Rip,— “what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”
He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling-piece*,
he found an old firelock* lying by him, the barrel* incrusted with rust*, th e lock* falling
off*, and the stock* worm-eaten*. He now suspected that the grave
roisters* of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed * him with liquor,
had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away*
after a squirrel* or partridge*. He whistled after him, and shouted his name, but all in vain;
the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.
He determined* to revisit the scene of the last evening’s gambol*, and if he met with any
of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints*,
and wanting* in his usual activity*. “These mountain beds do not agree with me,” thought
Rip, “and if this frolic* should lay me up with a fit* of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time
with Dame Van Winkle.” With some difficulty he got down into the glen* he found the gully* up
which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment a
mountain stream was now foaming* down it, leaping* from rock to rock, and filling* the
glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift* to scramble up* its sides*,
working his toilsome* way through thickets of birch*, sassafras*, and witchhazel*;
and sometimes tripped up* or entangled* by the wild grapevines that twisted their
coils or tendrils* from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network* in his path.
At length he reached to where the ravine* had opened through the cliffs* to the amphitheater;
but no traces* of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high, impenetrable wall, over
which the torrent came tumbling* in a sheet* of feathery foam, and fell into a broad deep
basin*, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to
a stand*. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing* of
a flock* of idle crows, sporting* high in air about a dry tree that overhung* a sunny precipice;
and who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff* at the poor man’s
perplexities. What was to be done? The morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished*
for want* of his breakfast. He grieved* to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded* to meet his
wife; but it would not do to starve* among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the
rusty* firelock*, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.
As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew,
which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted* with everyone in
the country round*. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was
accustomed. They all stared* at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they
cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins*. The constant recurrence of this
gesture induced* Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment*, he
found his beard had grown a foot* long!
He had now entered the skirts* of the village. A troop* of strange children ran at his
heels, hooting* after him, and pointing at his gray* beard. The dogs, too, not one of
which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village
was altered; it was larger and more populous. There were rows* of houses which he had
never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts* had disappeared.
Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the windows everything was
strange. His mind now misgave* him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world
around him were not bewitched*. Surely this was his native village, which he had left but the
day before. There stood the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver* Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and dale* precisely as it had always been. Rip was sorely*
perplexed. “That flagon last night,” thought he, “has addled* my poor head sadly*!”
It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he
approached with silent awe*, expecting every moment to hear the shrill* voice of Dame
Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay*—the roof fallen in*, the windows
shattered*, and the doors off the hinges*. A halfstarved* dog that looked like Wolf was
skulking* about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur* snarled*, showed his teeth, and passed
on. This was an unkind cut* indeed. “My very dog,” sighed poor Rip, “has forgotten me!”
He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dam e Van Winkle had always kept in
neat order. It was empty, forlorn*, and apparently* abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his connubial* fears —he called loudly for his wife and children—the
lonely chambers* rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.
He now hurried forth, and hastened* to his old resort*, the village inn—but it too was gone. A
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large rickety* wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping* windows, some of them broken
and mended* with old hats and petticoats*, and over the door was painted, “The Union Hotel, by
Jonathan Doolittle.” Instead of the great tree that used to shelter* the quiet little Dutch inn of yore*,
there now was reared* a tall naked pole*, with something on the top that looked like a red nightcap*,
and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes;—all this
was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King
George under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly
metamorphosed. The red coat* was changed for one of blue and buff*, a sword was held in
the hand instead of a scepter*, the head was decorated with a cocked hat*, and underneath was
painted in large characters*, GENERAL WASHINGTON .
There was, as usual, a crowd of folk* about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very
character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling*, disputatious* tone about it,
instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy* tranquility. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas
Vedder, with his broad face, double chin*, and fair long pipe, uttering* clouds of tobaccosmoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, doling* forth the
contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean*, bilious-looking fellow, with
his pockets full of handbills*, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens—elections— members of congress—liberty—Bunker’s Hill— heroes of seventy-six*—and other
words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon* to the bewildered Van Winkle.
The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled* beard, his rusty* fowling-piece*, his
uncouth* dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the attention
of the tavern-politicians. They crowded* round him, eying* him from head to foot with great
curiosity. The orator bustled* up to him, and, drawing* him partly aside, inquired “On which
side he voted?” Rip stared* in vacant* stupidity*. Another short but busy little fellow pulled
him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe*, inquired in his ear, “Whether he was Federal or
Democrat*?” Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, selfimportant old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting
them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van
Winkle, with one arm akimbo*, the other resting on his cane, his keen* eyes and sharp* hat
penetrating*, as it were, into his very soul, demanded, in an austere* tone, “What brought him
to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob* at his heels; and whether he meant to
breed* a riot* in the village?”—“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed*, “I am a
poor quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!”
Here a general shout burst* from the bystanders—“A tory*! a tory! a spy! a
refugee! hustle him*! away with him*!” It was with great difficulty that the selfimportant man in the cocked hat* restored order; and, having assumed a tenfold* austerity
of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit*, what he came there for, and whom he
was seeking*? The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely*
came there in search of some of his neighbors, who used to keep about* the tavern.
“Well—who are they?—name them.”
Rip bethought* himself a moment, and inquired, “Where's Nicholas Vedder?”
There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin piping* voice,
“Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone* these eighteen years! There was a wooden
tombstone in the churchyard that used to tell all about him, but that’s rotten* and gone too.”
“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”
“Oh, he went off* to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at
the storming* of Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a squall* at the foot of
Antony’s Nose*. I don’t know—he never came back again.”
“Where’s Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”
“He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in congress.”
Rip’s heart died away* at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and
finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled* him too, by treating of*
such enormous lapses* of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—
congress—Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out*
in despair, “Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?”
“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three, “oh, to be sure! that’s Rip Van
Winkle yonder*, leaning* against the tree.”
Rip looked, and beheld* a precise counterpart* of himself, as he went up the mountain;
apparently as lazy, certainly as ragged*. The poor fellow was now completely confounded*.
He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst* of his
bewilderment*, the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name.
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“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit’s end*; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody else—
that’s me yonder*—no—that’s somebody else got into my shoes—I was myself last night,
but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve changed my gun, and everything’s changed,
and I’m changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!”
The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod*, wink* significantly, and
tap* their fingers against their foreheads*. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and
keeping the old fellow from doing mischief*, at the very suggestion of which the self-important man
in the cocked hat retired* with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh, comely* woman
pressed through the throng to get a peep* at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby* child in her arms,
which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. “Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush, you little fool; the old man won’t hurt
you.” The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train* of
recollections* in his mind. “What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.
“Judith Gardenier.”
“And your father’s name?”
“Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it’s twenty years since he went
away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since,—his dog came home
without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away* by the Indians, nobody
can tell. I was then but a little girl.”
Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering* voice:
“Where’s your mother?”
“Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a bloodvessel* in a fit* of
passion at a New England peddler*.”
There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence*. The honest man could
contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. “I am your
father!” cried he—“Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now! —Does
nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”
All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering* out from among the crowd, put her
hand to her brow, and peering* under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure
enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbor. Why*,
where have you been these twenty long years?”
Rip’s story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one
night. The neighbors stared* when they heard it; some were seen to wink* at each other, and
put their tongues in their cheeks*; and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the
alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed* down the corners* of his mouth, and shook his
head—upon which there was ageneral shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.
It was determined*, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly
advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the
earliest accounts* of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well
versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected* Rip at once,
and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a
fact, handed down* from his ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always
been haunted* by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first
discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of
the Half-moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise*, and keep a
guardian eye* upon the river and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them
in their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in a hollow* of the mountain; and that he himself had
heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals* of thunder.
To make a long story short, the company* broke up* and returned to the more important
concerns of the election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug*,
well-furnished house, and a stout*, cheery* farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for
one of the urchins* that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip’s son and heir, who was the
ditto* of himself, seen leaning* against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but
evinced* an hereditary disposition* to attend to anything else but his business.
Rip now resumed* his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former
cronies*, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear* of time; and preferred
making friends among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor*.
Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be id le* with
impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at the inn-door, and was reverenced as
one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times “before the war.” It was
some time before he could get into the regular track* of gossip, or could be made to
comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor*. How that there had
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been a revolutionary war,—that the country had thrown off the yoke* of old England,— and t hat,
instead of being a subject of his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United
States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little* impression
on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned*, and that was—
petticoat* government. Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke* of
matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, w ithout dreading* the tyranny
of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head,
shrugged his shoulders, and cast up* his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of
resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance*.
He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was
observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing*
to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down* precisely to the tale I have related,
and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood but knew it by heart*. Some always
pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head*, and that
this was one point on which he always remained flighty*. The old Dutch inhabitants,
however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunderstorm of
a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew* are at
their game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all henpecked* husbands in the
neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draft*
out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon*.

(yugo), dominion

NOT E.—The foregoing* tale, one would suspect, had been suggested to Mr. Knickerbocker by a little German superstition about the Emperor Frederick der Rothbart and
the Kypphauser mountain; the subjoined* note, however, which he had appended to the
tale*, shows that it is an absolute fact, narrated with his usual fidelity:

(antecedente)

“The story of Rip Van Winkle may seem incredible to many, but nevertheless I give
it my full belief, for I know the vicinity of our old Dutch settlements* to have been
very subject to marvelous events and appearances. Indeed, I have heard many stranger
stories than this, in the villages along the Hudson, all of which were too well
authenticated* to admit of a doubt. I have even talked with Rip Van Winkle myself,
who, when last I saw him, was a very venerable old man, and so perfectly rational
and consistent on every other point that I think no conscientious person could refuse
to take this into the bargain; nay*, I have seen a certificate on the subject taken
before a country justice, and signed with a cross, in the justice’s own handwriting.
The story, therefore, is beyond the possibility of doubt*.” D.K.
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1.

Describe Rip. What sort of husband, father, and provider is he? Judging strictly by his occupations, pastimes, and pleasures, how old
does he seem to you? Does he behave like a grown-up? How sympathetic are your responses to Rip van Winkle?

2.

What kind of woman is Dame Van Winkle? What kind of wife? Describe her relationship to Rip.

3.

a) Describe Rip's meeting with Hendrick Hudson's crew. How are these uncanny figures portrayed? Do you find them—or the episode
itself—unsettling in any way. Explain.
b) Is the narrator being deliberately ironic (saying just the opposite of what he believes about treatment of Native Americans), or does
he seem duped by the defences of the brutal mistreatment that he offers?

4.

a) How has the world changed during Rip's absence? How is his little village different when he returns?
b) In terms of his physical condition and appearance, Rip undergoes a significant transformation as a result of his experience. But
does his personality change as well? Has he learned anything from his experience? Does he undergo any kind of initiation,
progressing from childlike innocence to adult knowledge? What identity does Rip lose, discover, or come to have at the end?

5.

a) In “Rip van Winkle” social order changes in many respects. Does this change reflect an inner state of Rip van Winkle’s mind? How
has it affected his life?
b) How many things have changed regarding familial, social, economic, political, religious and cultural concerns at the end of the story?

6.

Having leaped out of time and over the American Revolution, Rip comes down from the mountain to discover he is out of time and place. His
village is no more itself either. His home has “gone to decay”. His favorite Dutch Inn has been “singularly metamorphosed” from King George
to George Washington. The village speaks a “perfect Babylonian jargon”. Everything is strange. He becomes to doubt his own identity when
nobody knows him by saying “I can’t tell what’s my name or who I am”. Is Rip van Winkle and his society in a freer position by the end?

7.

History represents the events of the past as they would have occurred to ordinary sense perception and reason, and sense perception
and reason act as filters, that is, they screen out whatever is repressed or whatever is profoundly disturbing to come to the surface.
According to the story, what is history and what is myth?, what is illusion and what is reality?

8.

A major theme running through texts by male American writers is the male protagonist leaving the civilized community for the wilderness
(or the sea) on a quest of sorts and perhaps joining forces with a male companion(s). Consider the psychological or cultural significance
of such narratives, as well as the role of and attitude toward women they portray.
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Henry David Thoreau (1817-1862)

[The Simple Life] extracts from Walden

1854

The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation. What is called resignation is
confirmed desperation. From the desperate city you go into the desperate country,
and have to console yourself with the bravery of minks* and muskrats*. [...]

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

Near the end of March, 1845, I borrowed an ax* and went down to the woods
by Walden Pond, nearest to where I intended to build my house, and began to cut
down some tall, arrowy* white pines, still in their youth, for timber*. It is difficult
to begin without borrowing, but perhaps it is the most generous course thus to
permit your fellow-men to have an interest in your enterprise*. The owner of the
ax, as he released his hold on it, said that it was the apple of his eye*; but I
returned it sharper than I received it. It was a pleasant hillside where I worked,
covered with pine woods, through which I looked out on the pond*, and a
small open field in the woods where pines and hickories* were springing up.
The ice in the pond was not yet dissolved, though there were some open
spaces, and it was all dark-colored and saturated* with water.
[...] They were pleasant spring days, in which the winter of man’s discontent*
was thawing* as well as t he earth, and the life that had lain * torpid* began
to stretch itself. One day , when my ax had come off and I had cut a g reen
hickory* for a wedge*, driving it with a stone, and had placed the whole to
soak* in a pond hole in order to swell* the wood, I saw a striped * snake run
into the water, and he lay* on the bottom, apparently * without inconvenience *,
as long as I stayed there, or more than a quarter of an hour, perhaps because he
had not yet fairly come out of the torpid* state. It appeared to me that for a like
reason men remain in their present low and primitive condition; but if they
should feel the influence of the spring of springs arousing* them, they would of
necessity rise to* a higher and more ethereal life.
[...] My days in the woods were not very long ones; yet I usually carried my
dinner of bread and butter, and read the newspaper in which it was wrapped, at
noon, sitting amid the green pine boughs* which I had cut off, and to my bread was
imparted some of their fragrance, for my hands were covered wit h a thick coat of
pitch* . B e f o r e I h a d d o n e I w a s m o r e t h e f r i e n d t h a n t h e f o e o f t h e p ine
tree, though I had cut down some of them, having become better acquainted *
with it. Sometimes a rambler* in the wood was attracted by the sound of my ax,
and we c h a tted* pleasantly over the chips* which I had made.
By the middle of April, for I made no haste in my work, but rather made the
most of it, my house was framed and ready for the raising. [...]
I dug* my cellar in the side of a hill sloping* to the south, where a woodchuck*
had formerly dug his burrow*, down through sumach* and blackberry* roots, and
the lowest stain* of vegetation, six feet square by seven deep, to a fine sand
where potatoes would not freeze in any winter. The sides were left shelving* ,
an d not stoned*; but the sun having never shone on them, the sand still keeps its
place. It was but two hours’ work. I took particular pleasure in this breaking* of
ground, for in almost all latitudes men dig into the earth for an equable*
temperature. Under the most splendid house in the city is still to be found the
cellar where they store their roots as of old, and long after the superstructure has
disappeared posterity remark its dent* in the earth. The house is still but a sort of
porch at the entrance of a burrow*.
At length, in the beginning of May, with the help of some of my acquaintances*,
rather to improve so good an occasion for neighborliness than from any
necessity, I set up* the frame of my house. No man was ever more honored in
the character of his raisers* than I. They are destined, I trust, to assist at the
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raising of loftier* structures one day. I began to occupy my house on the fourth of July, as
soon as it was boarded and roofed, for the boards were carefully feather-edged* and lapped*,
so that it was perfectly impervious* to rain, but before boarding I laid * the foundation
of a chimney at one end, bringing two cartloads of stones up the hill from the pond*
in my arms. I built the chimney after my hoeing* in the fall, before a fire became
necessary for warmth, doing my cooking in the meanwhile out of doors on the
ground, early in the morning: which mode* I still think is in some respects more
convenient and agreeable than the usual one. When it stormed* before my bread
was baked, I fixed* a few boards over the fire, and sat under them to watch my
loaf*, and passed some pleasant hours in that way. In those days, when my hands
were much employed, I read but little, but the least scraps* of paper which lay
on the ground, my holder*, or tablecloth, afforded * me as much entertainment,
in fact answered the same purpose, as the Iliad*.[...]

higher, greater

I have thus a tight shingled* and plastered* house, ten feet wide by fifteen long,
and eight-feet posts, with a garret* and a closet*, a large window on each side, two
trapdoors, one door at the end, and a brick fireplace opposite. The exact cost of my
house, paying the usual price for such materials as I used, but not counting the work,
all of which was done by myself, was as follows; and I give the details because very
few are able to tell exactly what their houses cost, and fewer still, if any, the separate
cost of the various materials which compose them:

(entablada) / (revocada)

Boards* ............................................................................. $8.03½,
Refuse shingles* for roof and sides .................................. 4.00
Laths* ................................................................................. 1.25
Two second-hand windows with glass .............................. 2.43
One thousand old brick...................................................... 4.00
Two casks* of lime* .......................................................... 2.40
Hair ...................................................................................... 0.31
Mantle-tree* iron ................................................................ 0.15
Nails.................................................................................... 3.90
Hinges* and screws............................................................. 0.14
Latch* ................................................................................. 0.10
Chalk*................................................................................. 0.01
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Transportation .................................................................... 1.40

mostly shanty* boards.
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These are all the materials, excepting the timber, stones, and sand, which I
claimed by squatter*’s right. I have also a small woodshed* adjoining, made
chiefly of the stuff* which was left after building the house.
I intend to build me a house which will surpass any on the main street in
Concord in grandeur and luxury, as soon as it pleases me as much and will cost me
no more than my present one.[...]
These statistics, however accidental* and therefore uninstructive* they may appear,
as they have a certain completeness, have a certain value also. Nothing was given me
of which I have not rendered* some account. It appears from the above estimate, that
my food alone cost me in money about twenty-seven cents a week. It was, for nearly
two years after this, rye* and Indian meal without yeast*, potatoes, rice, a very
little salt pork, molasses*, and salt; and my drink, water. It was fit* that I should
live on rice, mainly, who loved so well the philosophy of India. To meet the
objections of some inveterate* cavillers*, I may as well state, that if I dined out
occasionally, as I always h ad done, and I trust shall have opportunities to do
again, it was frequently to the detriment* of my domestic arrangements. But
the dining out, being, as I have stated, a constant element, does not in the least
affect a comparative statement like this.
I learned from my two years’ experience that it would cost incredibly little
trouble to obtain one’s necessary food, even in this latitude *; that a man may
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use as simple a diet as the animals, and yet retain health and strength. I have
made a satisfactory dinner, satisfactory on several accounts, simply off a dish
of purslane* (Portulaca oleracea) which I gathered in my cornfield, boiled and
salted. I give the Latin on account of the savoriness* of the trivial name. And
pray* what more can a reasonable man desire, in peaceful times, in ordinary
noons, than a sufficient number of ears* of green sweet corn boiled, with the
addition of salt? Even the little variety which I used was a yielding* to the
demands of appetite, and not of health. Yet men have come to such a pass
that they frequently starve*, not for want* of necessaries, but for want * of
luxuries *; and I know a good woman who thinks that her son lost his life
because he took to drinking water only. [...]
I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately *, to front* only the
essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not,
when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not wish to live what was
not life, living is so dear; nor did I wish to practice resignation, unless it was
quite necessary.
I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow* of life, to live so
sturdily* and Spartan-like as to put to rout* all that was not life, to cut a
broad swath* and shave close *, to drive life into a corner, and reduce it to its
lowest terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the whole and
genuine meanness * of it, and publish its meanness to the world; or if it were
sublime, to know it by experience, and be able to give a true account of it in
my next excursion *. For most men, it appears to me, are in a strange
uncertainty about it, whether it is of the devil or of God, and have somewhat
hastily* concluded that it is the chief end of man here to “glorify God and
enjoy him forever.”
Still we li v e mean ly *, lik e an ts; th o u g h th e fab le tells u s th at we were
lo ng ago ch ang ed into men; like pyg mies we figh t with cranes; it is error
upon error, and clout * upon clout, and our best virtue has for its occasion
a s u p er flu o u s a n d e v ita b le wret ch ed n ess * .
Our life is frittered* away by detail. An honest man has hardly need to
count more than his ten fingers, or in extreme cases he may add his ten
toes, and lump* the rest. Simplicity, simplicity, simplicity! I say, let your
affairs be as two or three, and not a hundred or a thousand; instead of a
million count half a dozen, and keep your accounts on your thumbnail *. In
the midst* of this chopping * sea of civilized life, such are the clouds and
storms* and quicksands* and thousand-and-one items to be allowed for,
that a man has to live, if he would not founder * and go to the bottom and
not make his port at all, by dead reckoning*, and he must be a great
calculator indeed who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals
a day, if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a hundred dishes, five; and
reduce other things in proportion.

(verdolaga)
tastiness, delicacy
(decidme)
(panochas)
concession
(se mueren de hambre) / lack / desire
(lujos, placeres)

leisurely & unhurried
/ face

core, (médula)
vigorously / flight,
defeat
strip, (ringlera) / (apurar, desentrañar la
verdad)
worthlessness, (mezquindad)
short journey

in a hurry

ignobly

blow, (tortazo)
misery, unhappiness
wasted, dissipated,
(desperdiciada)
put the rest in a lump
(montón) and not
bother counting them
minutest contro l, (hasta la última pizca)
middle / (picada)
(galernas) / (arenas
movedizas)
fill with water & sink,
(naufragar)
'dead reckoning' is a
method of calculating
the position of a ship
from a known earlier
position & later course
& distance when observations of the sun
are impossible, i.e.,
(cálculo, cuenta, computo)

1. What was Thoreau looking for when he went to live in the woods?
2. What does he learn by direct contact with nature, industry, beauty, economy and thinking? What kind of experience does he
achieve?
3. Is it possible for one to simplify life in today’s world? How could you simplify your life? Are these changes desirable?
Thoreau seems to have experienced an integration, a wholeness, rather than a fragmentation of his life. Is this now
possible?
4. Thoreau lives and works during his experience in Walden to achieve and recuperate that ideal state with Nature, that image
of a lost vision but by himself, alone. To whom or to what is the individual, the society or Nature to be subordinate?
What happens if you subordinate the individual to Nature or to a collective ideal embodied in a single figure or an
authority and thus fall into collective hysteria like that of Salem or Nazi madness? What values is Thoreau trying to
question and reorganize through his experience?
5. Can you think of other American heroes, in fiction or film, who leave civilization behind and journey into the wilderness?
What do you make of the recurrence of this theme (which one literary critic has called "the myth of the runaway male") in
our literature and popular arts? What does it seem to suggest about American society?

13

Margaret Fuller (1810-1850)
[The Future of Women]
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And now I have designated in outline, if not in fulness, the stream which is ever flowing from the
heights of my thought.
In the earlier tract* I was told I did not make my meaning sufficiently clear. In this I have
consequently tried to illustrate it in various ways, and may have been guilty of much repetition. Yet, as
I am anxious* to leave no room for doubt, I shall venture to retrace, once more, the scope of my design
in points, as was done in old-fashioned sermons.
Man is a being of two-fold relations, to nature beneath, and intelligences above him. The earth is
his school, if not his birth-place; God his object; life and thought his means of interpreting nature, and
aspiring to God.
Only a fraction of this purpose is accomplished in the life of any one man. Its entire accomplishment is to be hoped only from the sum of the lives of men, or Man considered as a whole.
As this whole has one soul and one body, any injury or obstruction to a part, or to the meanest
member, affects the whole. Man can never be perfectly happy or virtuous, till all men are so.
To address* Man wisely, you must not forget that his life is partly animal, subject to the same laws
with Nature.
But you cannot address him wisely unless you consider him still more as soul, and appreciate the
conditions and destiny of soul.
The growth of Man is two-fold, masculine and feminine.
So far as these two methods can be distinguished, they are so as
Energy and Harmony;
Power and Beauty;
Intellect and Love;
or by some such rude classification; for we have not language primitive and pure enough to express
such ideas with precision.
These two sides are supposed to be expressed in Man and Woman, that is, as the more and the less,
for the faculties have not been given pure to either, but only in preponderance. There are also
exceptions in great number, such as men of far more beauty than power, and the reverse. But, as a
general rule, it seems to have been the intention to give a preponderance on the one side, that is called
masculine, and on the other, one that is called feminine.
There cannot be a doubt that, if these two developments were in perfect harmony, they would
correspond to and fulfill one another, like hemispheres, or the tenor and bass in music.
But there is no perfect harmony in human nature; and the two parts answer one another only now
and then; or, if there be a persistent consonance, it can only be traced at long intervals, instead of
discoursing an obvious melody.
What is the cause of this?
Man, in the order of time, was developed first; as energy comes before harmony; power before
beauty.
Woman was therefore under his care as an elder. He might have been her guardian and teacher.
But, as human nature goes not straightforward, but by excessive action and then reaction in an
undulated course, he misunderstood and abused his advantages, and became her temporal master
instead of her spiritual sire.
On himself came the punishment. He educated Woman more as a servant than a daughter, and
found himself a king without a queen.
The children of this unequal union showed unequal natures, and, more and more, men seemed sons
of the handmaid, rather than princess.
At last, there were so many Ishmaelites* that the rest grew frightened and indignant. They laid the
blame on Hagar*, and drove her forth into the wilderness.
But there were none the fewer Ishmaelites for that.
At last men became a little wiser, and saw that the infant Moses was, in every case, saved by the
pure instincts of Woman’s breast*. For, as too much adversity is better for the moral nature than too
much prosperity, Woman, in this respect, dwindled less than Man, though in other respects still a child
in leading-strings*.
So Man did her more and more justice, and grew more and more kind.
But yet—his habits and his will corrupted by the past—he did not clearly see that Woman was half
himself; that her interests were identical with his; and that, by the law of their common being, he could
never reach his true proportions while she remained in any wise shorn* of hers.
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And so it has gone on to our day; both ideas developing, but more slowly than they would under a
clearer recognition of truth and justice, which would have permitted the sexes their due influence on
one another, and mutual improvement from more dignified relations.
Wherever there was pure love, the natural influences were, for the time, restored.
Wherever the poet or artist have free course to his genius, he saw the truth, and expressed it in
worthy forms, for these men especially share and need the feminine principle. The divine birds need to
be brooded* into life and song by mothers.
Wherever religion (I mean the thirst for truth and good, not the love of sect and dogma) had its
course, the original design was apprehended in its simplicity, and the dove presaged sweetly from
Dodona’s oak*.
I have aimed to show that no age was left entirely without a witness of the equality of the sexes in
function, duty, and hope.
Also that, when there was unwillingness or ignorance, which prevented this being acted upon,
women had not the less power for their want of light and noble freedom. But it was power which hurt
alike them and those against whom they made use of the arms of the servile, —cunning, blandishment,
and unreasonable emotion.
That now the time has come when a clearer vision and better action are possible—when Man and
Woman may regard one another as brother and sister, the pillars of one porch, the priests of one
worship.
I have believed and intimated* that this hope would receive an ampler fruition, than ever before, in our
own land.
And it will do so if this land carry out the principles from which sprang our national life.
I believe that, at present, women are the best helpers of one another.
Let them think; let them act; till they know what they need.
We only ask of men to remove arbitrary barriers. Some would like to do more. But I believe it needs
that Woman show herself in her native dignity, to teach them how to aid her; their minds are so
encumbered by tradition.
When Lord Edward Fitzgerald travelled with the Indians, his manly heart obliged him at once to
take the packs from the squaws and carry them. But we do not read that the red men followed his
example, though they are ready enough to carry the pack of the white woman, because she seems to
them a superior being.
Let Woman appear in the mild majesty of Ceres, and rudest churls* will be willing to learn
from her.
You ask, what use will she make of liberty, when she has so long been sustained and restrained?
I answer; in the first place, this will not be suddenly given. I read yesterday a debate of this year on
the subject of enlarging women’s rights over property. It was a leaf from the class-book that is preparing
for the needed instruction. The men learned visibly as they spoke. The champions of Woman saw the
fallacy of arguments on the opposite side, and were startled by their own convictions. With their wives
at home, and the readers of the paper, it was the same. And so the stream flows on; thought urging
action, and action leading to the evolution of still better thought.
But, were this freedom to come suddenly, I have no fear of the consequences. Individuals might
commit excesses, but there is not only in the sex a reverence for decorums and limits inherited and
enhanced from generation to generation, which many years of other life could not efface, but a native
love, in Woman as Woman, of proportion, of “the simple art of not too much,”—a Greek moderation,
which would create immediately a restraining party, the natural legislators and instructors of the rest,
and would gradually establish such rules as are needed to guard, without impeding, life.
The Graces* would lead the choral dance, and teach the rest to regulate their steps to the measure
of beauty.
But if you ask me what offices they may fill, I reply—any. I do not care what case you put; let them
be sea-captains, if you will. I do not doubt there are women well fitted for such an office, and, if so, I
should be as glad to see them in it, as to welcome the maid of Saragossa*, or the maid of Missolonghi*,
or the Suliote* heroine, or Emily Plater*.
I think women need, especially at this juncture, a much greater range of occupation than they have,
to rouse their latent powers. A party of travellers lately visited a lonely hut on a mountain. There they
found an old woman, who told them she and her husband had lived there forty years. “Why,” they said,
“did you choose so barren a spot?” She “did not know; it was the man’s notion.”
And, during forty years, she had been content to act, without knowing why, upon “the man’s
notion.” I would not have it so.
In families that I know, some little girls like to saw wood, others to use carpenters’ tools. Where
these tastes are indulged, cheerfulness and good-humor are promoted. Where they are forbidden,
because “such things are not proper for girls,” they grow sullen and mischievous.
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Fourier* had observed these wants of women, as no one can fail to do who watches the desires of little
girls, or knows the ennui that haunts grown women, except where they make to themselves a serene little
world by art of some kind. He, therefore, in proposing a great variety of employments, in manufactures
or the care of plants and animals, allows for one third of women as likely to have a taste for masculine
pursuits, one third of men for feminine.
Who does not observe the immediate glow and serenity that is diffused over the life of women,
before restless or fretful*, by engaging in gardening, building, or the lowest department of art? Here is
something that is not routine, something that draws forth life towards the infinite.
I have no doubt, however, that a large proportion of women would give themselves to the same
employments as now, because there are circumstances that must lead them. Mothers will delight to
make the nest soft and warm. Nature would take care of that; no need to clip the wings of any bird that
wants to soar and sing, or finds in itself the strength of pinion* for a migratory flight unusual to its
kind. The difference would be that all need not be constrained to employments for which some are
unfit.
I have urged upon the sex self-subsistence in its two forms of self-reliance and self-impulse, because
I believe them to be the needed means of the present juncture.
I have urged on Woman independence of Man, not that I do not think the sexes mutually needed by
one another, but because in Woman this fact has led to an excessive devotion*, which has cooled love,
degraded marriage, and prevented either sex from being what it should be to itself or the other.
I wish Woman to live, first for God’s sake. Then she will not make an imperfect man her god, and
thus sink to idolatry. Then she will not take what is not fit for her from a sense of weakness and
poverty. Then, if she finds what she needs in Man embodied, she will know how to love, and be worthy
of being loved.
By being more a soul, she will not be less Woman, for nature is perfected through spirit.
Now there is no woman, only an overgrown child.
That her hand may be given with dignity, she must be able to stand alone. I wish to see men and
women capable of such relations as are depicted by Landor* in his Pericles and Aspasia, where grace
is the natural garb of strength, and the affections are calm, because deep. The softness is that of a firm
tissue, as when
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A fervent, not ungovernable love.
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A profound thinker has said, “No married woman can represent the female world, for she belongs
to her husband. The idea of Woman must be represented by a virgin.”
But that is the very fault of marriage, and of the present relation between the sexes, that the woman
does belong to the man, instead of forming a whole with him. Were it otherwise, there would be no
such limitation to the thought.
Woman, self-centred, would never be absorbed by any relation; it would be only an experience to
her as to man. It is a vulgar error that love, a love, to Woman is her whole existence; she also is born
for Truth and Love in their universal energy. Would she but assume her inheritance, Mary would not
be the only virgin mother. Not Manzoni* alone would celebrate in his wife the virgin mind with the
maternal wisdom and conjugal affections. The soul is ever young, ever virgin.
And will not she soon appear?—the woman who shall vindicate their birthright for all women; who shall
teach them what to claim, and how to use what they obtain? Shall not her name be for her era Victoria*, for
her country and life Virginia*? Yet predictions are rash; she herself must teach us to give her the fitting
name.

Alessandro Manzoni
(1785-1873), Italian
novelist and poet.
Victoria was then
Queen of England
Virginia is a reference
both to America,
where Fuller sees woman’s future lying,
and to the virginity
of soul she celebrates here.

1. There are many ideas coming across while reading Margaret Fuller's work such as: "the object in life is to grow"; freedom of nation
should extend to all; not conform to the standards of passive feminity; sickness is the result of repression, not freedom; women should be
arbiters of their own destiny. Which of these and other ideas does her work suggest to you?
2. While many of her contemporaries believed that the individual self contains a refusal to admit outside influences, Fuller defended in her
life and writings that real growth comes only from a recognition of the outside world. What are your thoughts on these respects?
3. Temporally assume that the author is not the speaker, and give any evidence which you can find or imagine for thinking that the author
was: a) a woman; b) a man.
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Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849)
The Fall of the House of Usher

1839
Son coeur est un luth suspendu;*
Sitôt qu’on le touche, il résonne.*
DE BÉRANGER. 1
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During the whole of a dull*, dark, and soundless* day in the autumn of the year,
when the clouds hung oppressively low in the heavens*, I had been passing alone, on
horseback, through a singularly dreary* tract* of country; and at length found myself, as the shades of the evening drew on*, within view of the melancholy House of
Usher. I know not how it was—but, with the first glimpse* of the building, a sense of
insufferable gloom* pervaded* my spirit. I say insufferable; for the feeling was
unrelieved* by any of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, sentiment, with which the
mind usually receives even the sternest* natural images of the desolate or terrible. I
looked upon the scene before me—upon the mere* house, and the simple* landscape
features of the domain*—upon the bleak* walls—upon the vacant* eye-like windows—upon a few rank* sedges*—and upon a few white trunks of decayed trees—
with an utter* depression of soul which I can compare to no earthly* sensation more
properly than to the after-dream* of the reveller* upon opium—the bitter lapse* into
everyday life—the hideous* dropping off of the veil. There was an iciness, a
sinking*, a sickening of the heart—an unredeemed dreariness* of thought which
no goading* of the imagination could torture into aught* of the sublime. What
was it—I paused to think—what was it that so unnerved* me in the contemplation of the House of Usher? It was a mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple*
with the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I pondered*. I was forced to
fall back upon* the unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, beyond doubt, there are combinations of very simple natural objects which have the power of thus affecting us, still* the
analysis of this power lies* among considerations beyond our depth. It was possible, I
reflected, that a mere* different arrangement* of the particulars of the scene, of the
details of the picture, would be sufficient to modify, or perhaps to annihilate* its capacity
for sorrowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I reined* my horse to the precipitous*
brink* of a black and lurid* tarn that lay in unruffled* lustre by the dwelling, and
gazed down—but with a shudder* even more thrilling* than before—upon the remodelled and inverted images of the gray sedge, and the ghastly* tree-stems, and the vacant*
and eye-like* windows.
Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom* I now proposed to myself a sojourn* of
some weeks. Its proprietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my boon* companions
in boyhood; but many years had elapsed* since our last meeting. A letter, however,
had lately reached me in a distant part of the country—a letter from him—which, in
its wildly* importunate* nature*, had admitted of no other than a personal reply. The
MS.* gave evidence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of acute bodily illness—
of a mental disorder which oppressed him—and of an earnest* desire to see me, as
his best, and indeed his only personal friend, with a view of attempting, by the
cheerfulness of my society, some alleviation of his malady. It was the manner in
which all this, and much more, was said—it was the apparent* heart that went with
his request*—which allowed me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly obeyed
forthwith* what I still considered a very singular summons*.
Although, as boys, we had been even intimate associates* , yet I really knew little of my
friend. His reserve* had been always excessive and habitual. I was aware, however,
that his very ancient family had been noted*, time out of mind*, for a peculiar*
sensibility of temperament, displaying itself, through long ages, in many works of
exalted art, and manifested, of late*, in repeated deeds* of munificent* yet
unobtrusive* charity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the intricacies*, perhaps
even more than to the orthodox and easily recognisable beauties, of musical scienc e. I
had learned, too, the very remarkable fact, that the stem* of the Usher race, all time-honored
as it was, had put forth*, at no period, any enduring* branch; in other words, that the entire*
family lay* in the direct line of descent, and had always, with very trifling* and very

His heart is a hanging lute;
As soon as you touch
it, it resounds.

colorless / (silencioso)
skies, firmament
lugubrious, frightening,
depressing / region, area
came on
momentary look, sight
melancholy / (invadió)
unmitigated
most austere
only / (sencillo)
lands, area, realm, estate
/ dull / empty
overgrown, unkempt /
grasslike plants
complete,(fuerte) / (terrena)
(despertar) / (empedernido) / careless decline
(detestable)
(abatimiento) / sadness
(aguijonando) / anything
at all; (algo, otra cosa)
discouraged
try to manage or overcome
considered
(incurrir en)
(así)
remains
common / disposition
abolish, destroy
(dirigí) / (escarpado)
border / (fantasmagóric o)
/ imperturbable, serene
trembling / (sobrecogedor)
spectral / (vacías)
(como ojos)
melancholy / temporary
stay, (estancia)
happy
passed
(exasperadamente) /
(apremiante) / (tono)
manuscript
zealous, urgent, (vehemente)

plain, evident, obvious,
manifest, patent
plea
instantly / calls , commands
bids, (requerimientos)
(camaradas íntimos)
self-restraint, reticence
(destacado) / (tiempos inmemorables) /
odd, particular
(recientemente) / actions
/ generous
unnoticeable, discrete,
modest / difficulties
(estirpe, tronco)
(producido) / lasting,
persisting / (toda)
remained / insignificant
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temporary variation, so lain*. It was this deficiency, I considered, while running over in
thought the perfect keeping of the character of the premises* with the accredited character
of the people, and while speculating upon the possible influenc e which the one, in the
long lapse* of centuries, might have exercised upon the other—it w as this deficiency,
perhaps, of collateral 1 issue, and the consequent undeviating trans mission, from
sire* to son, of the patrimony* with the name, which had, at length, so ide ntified the
two as to merge* the original title of the estate in the quaint* and equivo cal
appellation * of the “House of Usher”—an appellation which seemed to include, in the
minds of the peasantry* who used it, both the family and the family mansion.
I have said that the sole* effect of my somewhat childish experiment—that of
looking down within the tarn*—had been to deepen the first singular impression.
There can be no doubt that the consciousness of the rapid increase of my superstition—for why should I not so term it?—served mainly* to accelerate the increase
itself. Such, I have long known, is the paradoxical law of all sentiments having terror
as a basis. And it might have been for this reason only, that, when I again uplifted*
my eyes to the house itself, from its image in the pool*, there grew in my mind a
strange fancy—a fancy* so ridiculous, indeed, that I but mention it to show the vivid
force of the sensations which oppressed me. I had so worked upon my imagination*
as really to believe that about the whole mansion and domain there hung* an atmosphere peculiar* to themselves and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere which had
no affinity with the air of heaven, but which had reeked* up from the decayed trees, and
the gray wall, and the silent tarn—pestilent and myst ic vapour, dull*, sluggish*, faintly
discernible, and leaden-hued*.
Shaking off* from my spirit what must have been a dream, I scanned* more
narrowly the real aspect of the building. Its principal feature seemed to be that of an
excessive antiquity. The discoloration of ages had been great. Minute fungi* overspread the whole exterior, hanging in a fine tangled web-work from the eaves*. Yet
all this was apart from any extraordinary dilapidation*. No portion of the masonry
had fallen; and there appeared to be a wild* inconsistency* between its still perfect
adaptation of parts, and the crumbling* condition of the individual stones. In this
there was much that reminded me of the specious* totality of old wood-work which
has rotted* for long years in some neglected vault*, with no disturbance from the
breath of the external air. Beyond this indication* of extensive decay*, however, the
fabric gave little token* of instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinising* observer
might have discovered a barely* perceptible fissure*, which, extending from the roof
of the building in front, made its way down the wall in a zigzag direction, until it
became lost in the sullen* waters of the tarn*.
Noticing these things, I rode* over a short causeway* to the house. A servant in
waiting took my horse, and I entered the Gothic* archway of the hall. A valet, of
stealthy* step, thence conducted me, in silence, through many dark and intricate
passages in my progress to the studio of his master. Much that I encountered* on the
way contributed, I know not how, to heighten* the vague sentiments of which I have
already spoken. While the objects around me—while the carvings* of the ceilings, the
sombre tapestries of the walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, and the phantasmagoric* 2
armorial trophies which rattled* as I strode*, were but matters to which or to such as
which, I had been accustomed from my infancy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge how familiar was all this I still wondered to find how unfamiliar were the
fancies which ordinary images were stirring* up. On one of the staircases, I met the
physician of the family. His countenance, I thought, wore* a mingled* expression of
low cunning* and perplexity. He accosted* me with trepidation* and passed on. The
valet* now threw open a door and ushered* me into the presence of his master.
The room in which I found myself was very large and lofty*. The windows were
long, narrow, and pointed, and at so vast a distance from the black oaken* floor as to
be altogether inaccessible from within. Feeble* gleams* of encrimsoned light made
their way through the trellised* panes*, and served to render* sufficiently distinct*
the more prominent objects around; the eye, however, struggled* in vain to reach the
remoter angles of the chamber, or the recesses* of the vaulted and fretted* ceiling.
Dark draperies* hung upon the walls. The general furniture was profuse, comfortless, antique*, and tattered*. Many books and musical instruments lay* scattered
about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of

remained, (permanecido)
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b y a di fferent li ne
father / something
which is inherited
(fundir) / (extraño)
naming, name
(campesinos)
single, only
basin, pond, pool

principally

raised, elevated
pond, tarn
picture
fancy
floated
odd
smelled unpleasantly
(opaco) / languid
(plomizo)
(sacudiendo) / examined
mushrooms
(alero)
(estado de deterioro)
(extraña) / (incongruencia)
disintegrating
(especiosa, engañosa)
disintegrated / crypt
(indicio) / (ruina)
sign / (minucioso)
(apenas) / crack,
opening
gloomy, dreary /
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activate, energize
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(fantasmagórico)
clattered / walked
with long firm steps

stimulating, arousing
exhibited, presented /
(mezcla de)
craftiness, artifice /
assailed / (turbación)
(criado) / directed
high
(de roble)
Tenuous / (destellos)
(enrejados) / glasses /
make / clear
tried
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sorrow. An air of stern*, deep, and irredeemable gloom hung over* and pervaded* all.
Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa on which he had been lying* at full
length, and greeted me with a vivacious warmth* which had much in it, I at first
thought, of an overdone* cordiality—of the constrained effort of the ennuyé*3 man of
the world. A glance*, however, at his countenance*, convinced me of his perfect
sincerity. We sat down; and for some moments, while he spoke not, I gazed* upon
him with a feeling half of pity, half of awe*. Surely, man had never before so terribly
altered, in so brief* a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with difficulty that I could
bring myself to admit the identity of the wan* being before me with the companion
of my early boyhood. Yet the character of his face had been at all times remarkable*.
A cadaverousness of complexion*; an eye large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a surpassingly* beautiful curve; a nose
of a delicate Hebrew model, but with a breadth* of nostril unusual in similar formations; a finely moulded chin, speaking, in its want of prominence, of a wan t* of
moral energy; hair of a more than web-like softness and tenuity*; these features*,
with an inordinate expansion above the regions of the temple*, made up altogether
a countenance* not easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere exaggeration of
the prevailing character of these features, and of the expression they were wont to*
convey, lay so much of change that I doubted to whom I spoke. The now ghastly* pallor*
of the skin, and the now miraculous lustre* of the eye, above all things startled* and even
awed* me. The silken* hair, too, had been suffered to grow all unheeded*,
and as, in its wild g o ssamer* textu re, it flo ated rath er th an fell ab ou t th e
face, I co u ld no t, ev en with effo rt, co n n ect its Arab esq u e* ex p ressio n
with an y id ea of simple h u man ity .
In the manner of my friend I was at once struck with* an incoherence—an inconsistency; and I soon found this to arise from a series of feeble* and futile struggles to
overcome an habitual trepidancy*—an excessive nervous agitation. For something of this
nature I had indeed been prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminiscences of
certain boyish traits*, and by conclusions deduced from peculiar physical conformation and temperament. His action was alternately vivacious and sullen*. His voice
varied rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits seem ed utterly*
in abeyance*) to that species of energetic conc ision—that abrupt*, weighty, unhurried,
and hollow-sounding enunciation— that leaden*, self-balanced and perfectly modulated guttural utterance*, which may be observed in the lost drunkard, or the
irreclaimable* eater of opium, during the periods of his most intense excitement.
It was thus that he spoke of the object of my visit, of his earnest* desire to see me,
and of the solace* he expected me to afford him. He entered, at some length, into
what he conceived to be the nature of his malady. It was, he said, a constitutional and
a family evil, and one for which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere* nervous
affection*, he immediately added, which would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed itself in a host of unnatural* sensations. Some of these, as he detailed them,
interested and bewildered* me; although, perhaps, the terms, and th e general manner
of the narration had their weight. He suffered much from a morbid* acuteness* of the
senses; the most insipid food was alone endurable*; he could wear only garments* of
certain texture; the odours of all flower s were oppressive; his eyes were tortured by
even a faint* light; and there were but peculiar sounds, and these from stringed* instruments, which did not inspire him with horror.
To an anomalous species of terror I found him a bounden* slave “I shall perish,”
said he, “I must perish in this deplorable folly*. Thus, thus, and not otherwise, shall
I be lost. I dread* the events of the future, not in themselves, but in their results. I
shudder* at the thought of any, even the most trivial, incident, which may operate
upon this intolerable agitation of soul. I have, indeed, no abhorrence* of danger,
except in its absolute effect—in terror. In this unnerved*—in this pitiable condition—I feel that the period will sooner or later arrive when I must abandon life and
reason together, in some struggle with the grim* phantasm, FEAR.”
I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through broken and equivocal hints*, another singular feature* of his mental condition. He was enchanted by certain superstitious impressions in regard to the dwelling* which he tenanted*, and whence, for many
years, he had never ventured forth—in regard to an influence whose supposititious* force
was conveyed in terms too shadowy* here to be re-stated—an influence which
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some peculiarities in the mere* form and substance of his family mansion,
had, by dint of* long sufferance, he said, obtained over his spirit—an effect which
the physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of the dim* tarn into which they all
looked down, had, at length*, brought about upon the morale of his existence.
He admitted, however, although with hesitation, that much of the peculiar gloom*
which thus afflicted him could be traced* to a more natural and far more palpable
origin—to the severe and long-continued* illness—indeed to the evidently* approaching
dissolution of a tenderly beloved sister—his sole* companion for long years—his last
and only relative* on earth. “Her decease,” he said, with a bitterness which I can
never forget, “would leave him (him the hopeless and the frail*) the last of the
ancient race of the Ushers.” While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was she
called) passed slowly through a remote portion* of the apartment*, and, without
having noticed my presence, disappeared. I regarded her with an utter* astonishment
not unmingled with dread*—and yet I found it impossible to account for such feelings.
A sensation of stupor oppressed me, as my eyes followed her retreating* steps. When a
door, at length, closed upon her, my glance* sought instinctively and eagerly* the
countenance of the brother—but he had burie d* his face in his hands, and I could only
perceive that a far more than ordinary wanness* had overspread the emaciated* fingers
through which trickled* many passionate tears.
The disease of the lady Madeline had long baffled* the skill of her physicians. A
settled apathy, a gradual wasting away* of the person, and frequent although transient affections of a par tially cataleptical*4 character, were the unusual diagnosis.
Hitherto* she had steadily* borne up against the pressure of her malady, and had
not betaken* herself finally to bed; but, on the closing in of the evening of my
arrival at the house, she succumbed* (as her brother told me at night with
ine xpressible agitation) to the prostrating* power of the destroyer; and I learned that
the glimpse* I had obtained of her person would thus probably be the last I should
obtain—that the lady, at least while living, would be seen by me no more .
For several days ensuing*, her name was unmentioned by either Usher or myself,
and during this period I was busied in earnest endeavours* to alleviate the melancholy of my friend .We painted and read together; or I listened, as if in a dream, to
the wild* improvisations of his speaking guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer
intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into the recesses* of his spirit, the more
bitterly* did I perceive the futility of all attempt at cheering a mind from which
darkness, as if an inherent positive quality, poured forth* upon all objects of the
moral and physical universe, in one unceasing radiation of gloom*.
I shall ever bear* about me a memory of the many solemn hours I thus spent alone
with the master of the House of Usher. Yet I should fail* in any attempt to convey an idea of
the exact character of the studies, or of the occupations, in which he involved me, or led* me
the way. An excited and highly distempered* ideality* threw a sulphureous* lustre
over all. His long improvised dirges* will ring forever in my ears. Among other
things, I hold painfully in mind a certain singular perversion and amplification of the
wild* air of the last waltz of Von Weber.5 From the paintings over which his elaborate*
fancy brooded*, and which grew, touch by touch, into vaguenesses at which I shuddered
the more thrillingly*, because I shuddered* knowing not why;—from these paintings
(vivid as their images now are before me) I would in vain endeavour* to educe* more
than a small portion which should lie* within the compass* of merely written words.
By the utter simplicity, by the nakedness of his designs, he arrested* and overawed*
attention. If ever mortal painted an idea, that mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at
least—in the circumstances then surrounding me—there arose out* of the pure abstractions which the hypochondriac contrived* to throw upon his canvas, an intensity
of intolerable awe*, no shadow of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation of the
certainly glowing* yet too concrete reveries of Fuseli. 6
One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my friend, partaking* not so rigidly
of the spirit of abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although feebly*, in words. A
small picture presented the interior of an immensely long and rectangular vault or
tunnel, with low walls, smooth*, white, and without interruption or d evice*.
Certain accessory points* of the design served well to convey* the idea that this
excavation lay at an exceeding depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet* was
observed in any portion of its vast extent, and no torch, or other artificial source
of light was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled throughout and bathed* the
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whole in a ghastly* and inappropriate* splendour.
I have just spoken of that morbid condition of the auditory nerve which rendered*
all music intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception of certain effects of stringed*
instruments. It was, perhaps, the narrow* limits to which he thus confined himself
upon the guitar, which gave birth*, in great measure, to the fantastic character of his
performances. But the fervid* facility of his impromptus could not be so accounted for*.
They must have been, and were, in the notes, as well as in the words of his wild*
fantasias (for he not unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed verbal
improvisations), the result of that intense mental collectedness* and concentration to which I have previously alluded* as observable only in particular moments
of the highest artificial excitement. The words of one of these rhapsodies I have
easily remembered. I was, perhaps, the more forcibly* impressed with it, as he
gave it, because, in the under or mystic* current of its meaning, I fancied* that I
perceived, and for the first time a full consciousness on the part of Usher, of the
tottering* of his lofty* reason upon her throne. The verses, which were entitled “The
Haunted* Palace,” ran very nearly, if not accurately, thus:
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I.
In the greenest of our valleys,
By good angels tenanted*,
Once a fair and stately* palace—
Radiant palace—reared* its head.
In the monarch Thought’s dominion—
It stood there!
Never seraph spread* a pinion*
Over fabric* half so fair*.
II.
Banners* yellow, glorious, golden,
On its roof did float and flow;
(This—all this—was in the olden
Time long ago)
And every gentle air that dallied*,
In that sweet* day,
Along the ramparts* plumed* and pallid,
A winged* odour* went away.
III.
Wanderers in that happy valley
Through two luminous windows saw
Spirits moving musically
To a lute*’s well-tuned law,
Round about a throne, where sitting
(Porphyrogene*!7)
In state his glory* well befitting*,
The ruler* of the realm* was seen.
IV.
And all with pearl and ruby glowing*
Was the fair palace door,
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing
And sparkling* evermore*,
A troop of Echoes whose sweet* duty
Was but to sing,
In voices of surpassing* beauty,
The wit* and wisdom of their king.
V.
But evil things, in robes* of sorrow,
Assailed* the monarch’s high estate*;
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(Ah, let us mourn*, for never morrow*
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!)
And, round about his home, the glory
That blushed* and bloomed
Is but a dim*-remembered story
Of the old time entombed*.
VI.
And travellers now within that valley,
Through the red-litten* windows, see
Vast forms that move fantastically
To a discordant melody;
While, like a rapid ghastly* river,
Through the pale door,
A hideous* throng* rush* out forever,
And laugh—but smile no more.

lament / future times
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horrible / crowd /
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I well remember that suggestions arising from this ballad, led us into a train*
of thought wherein* there became manifest an opinion of Usher’s which I mention
not so much on account of its novelty*, (for other men 8 have thought thus,) as on
account of the pertinacity* with which he maintained it. This opinion, in its
general form, was that of the sentience of* all vegetable things. But, in his
disordered fancy, the idea had assumed a more daring* character, and trespassed*,
under certain conditions, upon the kingdom of inorganization*. I lack words to
express the full extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. The belief, however,
was connected (as I have previously hinted*) with the gray stones of the home of
his forefathers. The conditions of the sentience* h ad been here, he imagined,
fulfilled in the method of collocation of these stones—in the order of their arrangement,
as well as in that of the many fungi which overspread* them, and of the decayed trees
which stood around—above all, in the long undisturbed endurance* of this arrangement,
and in its reduplication in the still waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the evidence of
the sentience—was to be seen, he said, (and I here started as he spoke,) in the gradual
yet certain condensation of an atmosphere of their own about the waters and the walls. The
result was discoverable*, he added, in that silent, yet importunate and terrible influence which
for centuries had moulded* the destinies of his family, and which made him what I now saw
him—what he was. Such opinions need no comment, and I will make none.
Our books—the books which, for years, had formed no small portion of the
mental existence of the invalid—were, as might be supposed, in strict keeping* with
this character of phantasm*. We pored* together over such works as the Ververt et
Chartreuse* of Gresset; 9 the Belphegor of Machiavelli; the Heaven and Hell of
Swedenborg; the Subterranean Voyage of Nicholas Klimm by Holberg; the
Chiromancy of Robert Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé, and of De la Chambre; the Journey
into the Blue Distance of Tieck; and the City of the Sun of Campanella. One
favourite volume was a small octavo edition of the Directorium Inquisitorum, by the
Dominican Eymeric de Gironne; and there were passages in Pomponius Mela, about
the old African Satyrs and AEgipans, 10 over which Usher would sit dreaming for
hours. His chief delight, however, was found in the perusal* of an exceedingly rare
and curious book in quarto* Gothic—the manual of a forgotten church—the Vigiliae
Mortuorum secundum Chorum Ecclesiae Maguntinae. 11
I could not help thinking of the wild* ritual of this work, and of its probable
influence upon the hypochondriac*, when, one evening, having informed me
abruptly* that the lady Madeline was no more, he stated his intention of preserving her corpse
for a fortnight*, (previously to its final interment,) in one of the numerous vaults*
within the main walls of the building. The worldly reason, however, assigned for
this singular proceeding*, was one which I did not feel at liberty to dispute. The
brother had been led to his resolution (so he told me) by consideration of the
unusual character of the malady of the deceased*, of certain obtrusive* and
eager* inquiries* on the part of her medical men, and of the remote and exposed
situation of the burial-ground of the family. I will not deny that when I called to mind
the sinister countenance* of the person whom I met upon the staircase, on the day of
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my arrival at the house, I had no desire to oppose that I regarded as at best a
harmless, and by no means an unnatural, precaution*.
At the request of Usher, I personally aided him in the arrangements for the
temporary entombment*. The body having been encoffined, we two alone bore* it to
its rest. The vault* in which we placed it (and which had been so long unopened that
our torches, half smothered* in its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little opportunity
for investigation) was small, damp*, and entirely without means of admission for
light; lying*, at great depth, immediately beneath that portion of the building in which
was my own sleeping apartment*. It had been used, apparently*, in remote feudal times,
for the worst purposes of a donjon-keep*, 12 and, in later days, as a place of deposit for
powder*, or some other highly combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, and
the whole interior of a long archway* through which we reached it, were carefully
sheathed* with copper. The door, of massive iron, had been, also, similarly protected. Its
immense weight caused an unusually sharp grating* sound, as it moved upon its
hinges*.
Having deposited our mournful burden upon tressels* within this region of horror,
we partially turned aside the yet unscrewed* lid* of the coffin, and looked upon the
face of the tenant*. A striking* similitude between the brother and sister now first
arrested* my attention; and Usher, divining*, perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out
some few words from which I learned that the deceased and himself had been twins*,
and that sympathies of a scarcely* intelligible nature had always existed between
them. Our glances*, however, rested not long upon the dead—for we could not
regard her unawed*. The disease which had thus entombed the lady in the maturity of
youth, had left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly cataleptical character, the mockery*
of a faint blush* upon the bosom and the face, and that suspiciously
lingering* smile upon the lip which is so terrible in death. We replaced and
screwed down the lid*, and, having secured the door of iron, made our way, with toil*, into
the scarcely less gloomy* apartments of the upper* portion of the house.
And now, some days of bitter grief* having elapsed*, an observable change came
over the features* of the mental disorder of my friend. His ordinary manner had
vanished. His ordinary occupations were neglected or forgotten. He roamed* from
chamber to chamber with hurried, unequal, and objectless step. The pallor* of his
countenance had assumed, if possible, a more ghastly* hue*—but the luminousness
of his eye had utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness* of his tone was heard no
more; and a tremulous quaver*, as if of extreme terror, habitually characterized his utterance*.
There were times, indeed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated mind was labouring with
some oppressive secret, to divulge* which he struggled for the necessary courage. At times,
again, I was obliged to resolve all into the mere* inexplicable vagaries* of madness, for I
beheld him gazing* upon vacancy* for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest
attention, as if listening to some imaginary sound. It was no wonder* that his condition terrified—that it infected me. I felt creeping* upon me, by slow yet certain
degrees, the wild influences of his own fantastic yet impressive superstitions.
It was, especially, upon retiring* to bed late in the night of the seventh or
eighth day after the placing of the lady Madeline within the donjon*, that I
experienced the full power of such feelings. Sleep came not near my couch—
while the hours waned and waned away*. I struggled to reason off the nervousness
which had dominion over me. I endeavoured* to believe that much, if not all of
what I felt, was due to the bewildering* influence of the gloomy* furniture of the
room—of the dark and tattered* draperies, which, tortured into motion by the
breath of a rising tempest, swayed* fitfully* to and fro upon the walls, and
rustled* uneasily about the decorations of the bed. But my efforts were fruitless*.
An irrepressible tremour gradually pervaded* my frame*; and, at length, there sat
upon my very heart an incubus* of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this off with
a gasp* and a struggle, I uplifted myself upon the pillows, and, peering* earnestly
within the intense darkness of the chamber, hearkened*—I know not why, except
that an instinctive spirit prompted* me—to certain low and indefinite sounds
which came, through the pauses* of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not
whence*. Overpowered by an intense sentiment of horror, unaccountable* yet
unendurable*, I threw on my clothes with haste* (for I felt that I should sleep no
more during the night), and endeavoured* to arouse* myself from the pitiable condition
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into which I had fallen, by pacing* rapidly to and fro through the apartment.
I had taken but few turns in this manner, when a light step on an adjoining*
staircase arrested* my attention. I presently recognised it as that of Usher. In an instant
afterward he rapped*, with a gentle touch, at my door, and entered, bearing* a lamp. His
countenance was, as usual, cadaverously wan*—but, moreover, there was a species of
mad hilarity in his eyes—an evidently* restrained* hysteria in his whole demeanour*.
His air appalled* me—but anything was preferable to the solitude which I had so long
endured, and I even welcomed his presence as a relief*.
“And you have not seen it?” he said abruptly*, after having stared* about him for
some moments in silence—“you have not seen it?—but, stay*! you shall*.” Thus
speaking, and having carefully shaded* his lamp, he hurried to one of the casements*,
and threw it freely open to the storm.
The impetuous fury of the entering gust* nearly lifted us from our feet. It was,
indeed, a tempestuous yet sternly* beautiful night, and one wildly* singular in its
terror and its beauty. A whirlwind* had apparently collected* its force in our vicinity;
for there were frequent and violent alterations* in the direction of the wind; and the
exceeding density of the clouds (which hung so low as to press upon the turrets* of
the house) did not prevent our perceiving the life-like* velocity with which they flew
careering* from all points against each other, without passing away into the distance.
I say that even their exceeding* density did not prevent our perceiving this—yet we
had no glimpse* of the moon or stars—nor was there any flashing forth of the
lightning. But the under surfaces of the huge* masses of agitated vapour, as well as
all terrestrial objects immediately around us, were glowing* in the unnatural light of
a faintly* luminous and distinctly* visible gaseous* exhalation which hung about and
enshrouded* the mansion.
“You must not—you shall not behold* this!” said I, shudderingly*, to Usher, as I
led* him, with a gentle violence, from the window to a seat. “These appearances,
which bewilder* you, are merely* electrical phenomena not uncommon—or it may be
that they have their ghastly* origin in the rank* miasma* of the tarn. Let us close this
casement*;—the air is chilling* and dangerous to your frame. Here is one of your
favourite romances*. I will read, and you shall listen;—and so we will pass away this
terrible night together.”
The antique volume which I had taken up* was the Mad Trist of Sir Launcelot
Canning;13 but I had called it a favourite of Usher’s more in sad jest* than in earnest;
for, in truth, there is little in its uncouth* and unimaginative prolixity* which could
have had interest for the lofty* and spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however,
the only book immediately at hand; and I indulged* a vague hope that the excitement
which now agitated the hypochondriac, might find relief* (for the history of mental
disorder is full of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness of the folly* which I
should read. Could I have judged, indeed, by the wild overstrained* air of vivacity
with which he hearkened*, or apparently* hearkened, to the words of the tale, I
might well have congratulated myself upon the success of my design*.
I had arrived at that well-known* portion of the story where Ethelred, the hero of
the Trist, having sought* in vain for peaceable admission into the dwelling* of the
hermit*, proceeds to make good an entrance by force. Here, it will be remembered,
the words of the narrative* run thus:
“And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty* heart, and who was now mighty
withal*, on account of the powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited no
longer to hold parley* with the hermit, who, in sooth*, was of an obstinate and
maliceful* turn, but, feeling the rain upon his shoulders, and fearing the rising of the
tempest, uplifted his mace* outright, and, with blows, made quickly room in the
plankings* of the door for his gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily*,
he so cracked, and ripped*, and tore all asunder*, that the noise of the dry and
hollow*-sounding wood alarmed and reverberated* throughout the forest.”
At the termination of this sentence I startled*, and for a moment, paused; for it
appeared to me (although I at once concluded that my excited fancy had deceived me)—it
appeared to me that, from some very remote portion* of the mansion, there came,
indistinctly*, to my ears, what might have been, in its exact similarity of character, the echo (but
a stifled* and dull* one certainly) of the very cracking and ripping* sound which Sir Launcelot had so
particularly described. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence alone which had arrested*
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my attention; for, amid the rattling* of the sashes* of the casements*, and the ordinary
commingled* noises of the still increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had nothing, surely,
which should have interested or disturbed me. I continued the story*:
“But the good champion Ethelred, now entering within the door, was sore*
enraged and amazed* to perceive no signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead*
thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious demeanour*, and of a fiery* tongue,
which sate* in guard before a palace of gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the
wall there hung a shield* of shining brass with this legend enwritten—
Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin*;
Who slayeth the dragon, the shield* he shall win;
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And Ethelred uplifted his mace*, and struck upon the head of the dragon, which fell
before him, and gave up his pesty* breath, with a shriek* so horrid and harsh, and
withal* so piercing, that Ethelred had fain* to close his ears with his hands against
the dreadful* noise of it, the like whereof was never before heard.”
Here again I paused abruptly, and now with a feeling of wild* amazement*—
for there could be no doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did actually* hear
(although from what direction it proceeded I found it impossible to say) a low*
and apparently distant, but harsh*, protracted*, and most unusual* screaming or
grating* sound—the exact counterpart of what my fancy had already conjured up
for the dragon’s unnatural shriek* as described by the romancer*.
Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of the second and most
extraordinary coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensations, in which wonder and
extreme terror were predominant, I still retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid
exciting, by any observation, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was by no
means certain that he had noticed the sounds in question; although, assuredly*, a
strange alteration had, during the last few minutes, taken place in his demeanour*.
From a position fronting my own, he had gradually brought round* his chair, so as to
sit with his face to the door of the chamber; and thus I could but partially perceive his
features*, although I saw that his lips trembled as if he were murmuring inaudibly.
His head had dropped upon* his breast—yet I knew that he was not asleep, from the
wide and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a glance* of it in profile. The motion of
his body, too, was at variance with* this idea—for he rocked from side to side with
a gentle yet constant and uniform sway*. Having rapidly taken notice of all this, I
resumed* the narrative of Sir Launcelot, which thus proceeded:
“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of the dragon,
bethinking* himself of the brazen* shield*, and of the breaking up of the enchantment
which was upon it, removed the carcass* from out of the way before him, and
approached valorously over the silver pavement of the castle to where the shield* was
upon the wall; which in sooth* tarried* not for his full coming, but fell down at his
feet upon the silver floor, with a mighty great and terrible ringing* sound.”
No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a shield of brass had indeed,
at the moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of silver—I became aware of a distinct*,
hollow, metallic, and clangorous*, yet apparently* muffled* reverberation. Completely unnerved, I leaped* to my feet; but the measured rocking movement of Usher
was undisturbed. I rushed* to the chair* in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly
before him, and throughout his whole countenance there reigned a stony* rigidity.
But, as I placed my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder* over his
whole person; a sickly smile quivered* about his lips; and I saw that he spoke in a
low, hurried, and gibbering* murmur, as if unconscious of my presence. Bending
closely over him, I at length drank in the hideous import of his words.
“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—long—many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it—yet I dared not*—oh, pity me,
miserable wretch* that I am!—I dared not—I dared not speak! We have put her
living in the tomb! Said I not that my senses were acute*? I now tell you that I heard
her first feeble movements in the hollow* coffin. I heard them—many, many days
ago—yet I dared not—I dared not speak! And now—to-night—Ethelred—ha! ha!—
the breaking of the hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, and the clangour*
of the shield!—say, rather, the rending* of her coffin, and the grating* of the iron hinges*
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of her prison, and her struggles* within the coppered archway of the vault! Oh
whither shall I fly? Will she not be here anon*? Is she not hur rying to upbraid* me for
my haste*? Have I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy and
horrible beating* of her heart? MADMAN !” here he sprang* furiously to his feet and
shrieked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up* his soul— “MADMAN! I

efforts
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hurry
palpitating / jumped
(entregando)

TELL YOU THAT SHE NOW STANDS WITHOUT THE DOOR!”
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As if in the superhuman energy of his utterance* there had been found the potency of a
spell*—the huge antique panels* to which the speaker pointed, threw slowly back* ,
upon the instant, their ponderous* and ebony* jaws. It was the work of the
rushing gust*—but then without those doors there DID stand lofty and enshrouded
figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon her white robes*, and
the evidence of some bitter struggle upon every portion of her emaciated* frame *.
For a moment she remained trembling and reeling* to and fro upon the threshold,
then, with a low-moaning* cry, fell heavily inward upon the person of her
brother, and in her violent and now final death agonies, bore* him to the floor a
corpse, and a victim to the terrors he had anticipated.
From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled* aghast*. The storm was still
abroad in all its wrath* as I found myself crossing the old causeway*. Suddenly
there shot along the path a wild light, and I turned to see whence a gleam* so
unusual could have issued*; for the vast house and its shadows were alone behind
me. The radiance was that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon* which now
shone vividly through that once barely-discernible fissure* of which I have before
spoken as extending from the roof of the building, in a zigzag direction, to the
base. While I gazed*, this fissure rapidly widened—there came a fierce breath of
the whirlwind*—the entire orb of the satellite burst at once upon my sight—
my brain reeled* as I saw the mighty walls rushing asunder*—there was a
long tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand waters—and the
deep and dank* tarn at my feet closed sullenly* and silently over the fragments
of the “House of Usher.”
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1. What is the overall atmosphere (the quality of setting, the mood deriving from the setting) of the story to judge by aspects such as
the extensive use of descriptions? Would it be of triumphant celebration? How does it function?
2. How many things does Madeline represent for Roderick? How does she look?, What does the vault suggest?
3. What is the narrator united to or identified with? Why is he summoned from his “cheerful" society?
4. What are the two contradictory desires within Roderick? What does he desire to be separated from and integrated into?
5. Why does Roderick put Madeline prematurely in the tomb? What is Madeline the embodiment of?
6. How does Roderick integrate Madeline into his life? What does Madeline reflect of Roderick? What does he bury of himself when he
puts Madeline into the tomb?
7. a) What is the atmosphere, that is, the quality of the setting, the mood deriving from the setting, throughout? How does it function?
b) What is the house a symbol of? Is it only an architectural mansion? What does the fissure suggest? What does its appearance
remind us of?
c) When it falls, that house leaves clear the circular, red-blood moon. What does this suggest? (Do not loose hold of who the
narrator is and what the atmosphere is.) What impression does it project?
d) To what extent does the mood deriving from the setting describe qualities of the psyche?
8. Who supposedly wrote the poem, “The Haunted Palace”, included within the story? What does it depict?
9. Life is referred to as the “kingdom of inorganization”. Why?
10. Is the world of death the Kingdom of Nirvana, cruelty or tyranny which man creates for himself, a sepulchre which he is enthusiastically
to inhabit?
11. What do we do with the poem included in the story? How does it integrate into the story? What does it depict?
12. Is there a moral failure to love from Roderick's part? Or an impossibility to love?
13. Does this story have anything to do with creation? Or the relation between creator and creature?
a) Is it possible to create or love?
b) Is creation something destructive for whoever participates in it?
c) Is Roderick a kind of omnipotent archangel chained to hell?
d) What is the distinction between Adam and Satan? Is there any?
e) Is evil the only possible good?
14. In what sense is the poem of the story a microcosm for the whole story?
15. Do the city, the palace, the kingdom have no future? Why?
16. What would stop, or better, sustain the house from falling? Which way does the narrative go?
17. Discuss the analogy between the story of the Ushers and the romance about the knight and the dragon.
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18. The plot of the story is improbable; the atmosphere of horror exaggerated; the character of Usher melodramatic. Nevertheless,
what are you touched by?
19. There is an intensely involuted quality of the Ushers; there is no 'collateral line'—only one son produces one son. Now, his sister
dead, Roderick Usher says that the family will end. Is this a hint of a history of incestuous marriage in the Ushers? Even if incest
is implied, clearly this is not a 'realistic' story, and we are not meant to examine Usher as if he were the object of a case study. Then
what is the significance of the intimacy between Usher and his sister?
20. In what sense does Anne Bradstreet’s “The Author to her book” connect with Poe’s story?
21. This story as most of E. A. Poe tales demands of the reader some ratiocination. The reader asks, who is Roderick Usher; what is his
relationship with his twin, Madeline; why does he put her “living in the tomb”; why, upon realizing his ghastly deed, does he dare not
speak or act, and why, upon realizing she is climbing the ancestral stairs to avenge herself, does Roderick not try to avert his doom?
The reader is told from the outset that Roderick suffers from a “constitutional and family evil,” the most apparent symptom of
which is “morbid acuteness of the senses.” (154-5) As the epigraph suggests, “His heart is a suspended lute/Whenever one
touches it, it resounds.” (You probably recall here a well-known Spanish poem in which the image of the harp is central).
The narration also implies that Roderick’s constitutional disease is directly related to another family evil-inbreeding: “the stem of
the Usher race ... the entire family lay in the direct line of descent.” Thus, Roderick and Madeline, with “sympathies of a scarcely
intelligible nature,” live alone and apart from the outside world, incestuously, but spiritually, in touch with one another. That sentient
a union only becomes physical in Madeline’s deathlike, and lovelike, embrace of Roderick at the end of the tale, an embrace that
paradoxically destroys the House of Usher. If we consider the whole narrative as projections of the narrator's experiences,
manifestations of the introverted self which lead him to final disintegration of personality, the momentary energy projected is the
euphoria of reunion mixed with the horror of isolation and annihilation, is an instance more of that which leads to a disintegrating fall.
a) Is all human experience headed in the entropic direction of death?
b) What are the powers it takes to come from the dead?

1

"His heart is a tight-strung lute; as soon as one touches it, it resounds.” The quotation is from “Le Refus” (1831) by Pierre-Jean de
Béranger (1780-1857), a French poet. Poe substituted “His heart” for the original “My heart.”
2
Evoking a succession of disordered images that flash in the mind.
3
French: “bored.”
4
Marked by muscular rigidity.
5
“The Last Waltz of Von Weber” was written by Karl Gottlieb Reissiger (1798-1859) in honor of the German composer Karl Maria
Von Weber (1786-1826), whose romantic music often attempted to evoke a sense of the supernatural.
6
John Henry Fuseli (1742-1825), Swiss-born English artist, described as “extreme in everything” His famous painting “The
Nightmare” (1785-1790), was an example of the romantic interest in psychologically terrifying experiences.
7
Pertaining to royalty or "the purple." Latin-Born to the purple, i.e., royalty. The word comes from porphyry, a dark red or purple rock.
8
“Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzani, and especially the Bishop of Llandaff:—See ‘ Chemical Essays,” vol. v.”—Poe’s note. Richard
Watson (1737-1816) was an English theologian, Bishop of Llandaff, and also a chemist and the author of Chemical Essays, 5 vols., 17811787. Robert Perceval (1756-1839), English physician and chemist. Lazzaro Spallanzani (1739-1799), Italian naturalist and physiologist.
9
The books of Usher’s library are meant to suggest his preoccupation with the supernatural and the demonic. Louis Gresset (17091777), French playwright and poet, author of Vert-Vert and La Chartreuse. Niccolo Machiavelli (1469-1527), Italian political
philosopher, author of Belfagor or The Demon Who Took a Wife, a novel of the supernatural. Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1772), Swedish
mystic, author of Heaven and Hell, a philosophical treatise filled with grotesque visions. Ludwig Holbers (1684-1754), author of Niels
Klim’s Underground Journey, a satire modelled on Gulliver’s Travels. Robert Fludd (1574-1637), Joannes Indagine, and Martin Cureau
de la Chambre (1594-1669) were authors of fifteenth- and sixteenth-century books on fortune-telling or chiromancy (palm reading). Das
alte Buch und die Reise ins Blaue hinein, by the German romanticist Ludwig Tieck (1773-1853), described a journey from one world to
another. Tommaso Campanella (1568-1639), author of The City of the Sun, a utopian novel. Nicholas Eymeric de Girone (1320?-1399),
author of Directorium Inquisitorum, a treatise on the tortures of the Inquisition. Pomponius Mela, Roman author of Chorographia, a
geography of the ancient world with accounts of fabulous beasts.
10
In classical myth, satyrs were woodland deities with the horns and hind-quarters of a goat. Aegipan was the Greek name sometimes
used for the goatish god Pan.
11
“Vigils for the Dead according to the Choir of the Church of Mayence.” The work is unknown, but many similar descriptions of
penitential rituals in behalf of the dead were written in the Middle Ages.
12
Underground prison cell beneath a castle tower.
13
The unidentified work and author are perhaps Poe’s invention.

Story line: A childhood companion of Roderick Usher, who has not seen him for many years, is summoned to the gloomy House of
Usher to comfort his sick friend. The decaying mansion stands on the edge of a tarn, and is fungus-grown and dreary. Roderick and his
twin Madeline are the only surviving members of the family, and both suffer serious physical and nervous maladies. Roderick entertains
his friend with curious musical and poetic improvisations, indicating his morbid tastes by his choice of readings. Madeline, in a cataleptic
trance, is thought to be dead, and her body is placed in the family vault. During a storm, Roderick is overcome by a severe nervous
agitation, and his friend reads aloud from a medieval romance, whose horrifying episodes coincide with strange sounds from outside the
room. Finally Madeline appears, enshrouded, and she and her brother fall dead together. The friend rushes from the house, and, as he
looks back in moonlight, sees the whole House of Usher split asunder and sink into the tarn.
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Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849)
The Masque of the Red Death
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The “Red Death” had long devastated the country. No pestilence had ever been so fatal,
or so hideous*. Blood was its Avatar* and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood.
There were sharp pains, and sudden dizziness*, and then profuse bleeding at the pores, with
dissolution. The scarlet stains* upon the body and especially upon the face of the victim,
were the pest ban* which shut him out from the aid and from the sympathy of his fellowmen. And the whole seizure*, progress and termination of the disease, were the incidents of
half an hour.
But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless* and sagacious. When his dominions
were half depopulated, he summoned to his presence a thousand hale* and light-hearted*
friends from among the knights and dames of his court, and with these retired to the deep*
seclusion* of one of his castellated abbeys. This was an extensive and magnificent structure, the
creation of the prince’s own eccentric yet august taste. A strong and loftly* wall girdled* it in.
This wall had gates* of iron. The courtiers, having entered brought furnaces and massy*
hammers and welded* the bolts*. They resolved to leave means neither of ingr ess* or
egress* to the sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy from within. The abbey was
amply* provisioned. With such precautions the courtiers might bid* defiance to contagion.
The external world could take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly to grieve*, or to
think. The prince had provided all the appliances* of pleasure. There were buffoons, there
were improvisatori*, there were ballet-dancers, there were musicians, there was Beauty,
there was wine. All these and security were within. Without was the “Red Death.”
It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his seclusion*, and while the
pestilence raged* most furiously abroad, that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand
friends at a masked ball of the most unusual magnificence.
It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade*. But first let me tell of the rooms in which
it was held. There were seven—an imperial suite. In many palaces, however, such suites
form a long and straight vista, while the folding* doors slide back nearly to the walls on
either hand, so that the view of the whole extent is scarcely* impeded. Here the case was
very different; as might have been expected from the duke’s love of the bizarre*. The
apartments* were so irregularly disposed that the vision embraced but little more than one
at a time. There was a sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel
effect. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and narrow Gothic window
looked out upon a closed corridor which pursued* the windings * of the suite. These windows
were of stained glass* whose color varied in accordance with the prevailing* hue* of the
decorations of the chamber into which it opened. That at the eastern extremity was hung, for
example, in blue—and vividly blue were its windows. The second chamber was purple in its
ornaments and tapestries, and here the panes* were purple. The third was green throughout,
and so were the casements*. The fourth was furnished and lighted with orange—the fifth
with white—the sixth with violet. The seventh apartment was closely* shrouded* in black
velvet tapestries that hung all over the ceiling and down the walls, falling in heavy folds*
upon a carpet of the same material and hue*. But in this chamber only, the color of the
windows failed to correspond* with the decorations. The panes* here were scarlet—a deep
blood color. Now in no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp or candelabrum, amid*
the profusion of golden ornaments that lay* scattered to and fro or depended from the roof.
There was no light of any kind emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers.
But in the corridors that followed the suite, there stood, opposite to each window, a heavy
tripod, bearing* a brazier* of fire that projected its rays through the tinted glass and so
glaringly* illumined the room. And thus were produced a multitude of gaudy* and fantastic
appearances. But in the western or black chamber the effect of the fire-light that streamed*
upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly* in the extreme, and
produced so wild a look upon the countenances* of those who entered, that there were few
of the company bold* enough to set foot within its precincts* at all.
It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the western wall, a gigantic clock
of ebony. Its pendulum swung* to and fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang*; and when
the minute-hand made the circuit of the face, and the hour was to be stricken, there came
from the brazen* lungs of the clock a sound which was clear and loud and deep and
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exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a note and emphasis that, at each lapse* of an hour,
the musicians of the orchestra were constrained* to pause*, momentarily, in their performance *,
to hearken* to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce* ceased their evolutions; and there
was a brief disconcert of the whole gay company; and, while the chimes* of the clock yet
rang, it was observed that the giddiest* grew pale, and the more aged and sedate passed their
hands over their brows as if in confused reverie or meditation. But when the echoes had fully
ceased, a light laughter at once pervaded the assembly; the musicians looked at each other
and smiled as if at their own nervousness and folly, and made whispering vows*, each to the
other, that the next chiming* of the clock should produce in them no similar emotion; and
then, after the lapse of sixty minutes, (which embrace three thousand and six hundred
seconds of the Time that flies,) there came yet another chiming* of the clock, and then were
the same disconcert and tremulousness and meditation as before.
But, in spite of these thing s, it was a gay and magnificent revel*. The tastes of the duke
were peculiar. He had a fine eye for colors and effects. He disregarded the decora* of
mere fashion. His plans were bold and fiery*, and his conceptions glowed* with barbaric
lustre*. There are some who would have thought him mad. His followers felt that he was
not. It was necessary to hear and see and touch him to be sure that he was not.
He had directed, in great part, the moveable embellishments* of the seven chambers,
upon occasion of this great fête*; and it was his own guiding taste which had given character
to the masqueraders. Be sure they were grotesque*. There were much glare* and glitter* and
piquancy* and phantasm*—much of what has been since seen in “Hernani”*. There were
arabesque figures with unsuited limbs and appointments. There were delirious fancies such as
the madman fashions. There was much of the beautiful, much of the wanton*, much of the
bizarre*, something of the terrible, and not a little of that which might have excited disgust*.
To and fro in the seven chambers there stalked*, in fact, a multitude of dreams. And these—
the dreams—writhed* in and about, taking hue from the rooms, and causing the wild music
of the orchestra to seem as the echo of their steps. And, anon*, there strikes* the ebony clock
which stands in the hall of the velvet. And then, for a moment, all is still, and all is silent
save the voice of the clock. The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes of the
chime* die away—they have endured* but an instant—and a light, half-subdued* laughter
floats after them as they depart. And now again the music swells*, and the dreams live, and
writhe to and fro more merrily* than ever, taking hue from the manytinted windows through
which stream the rays from the tripods. But to the chamber which lies* most westwardly of
the seven, there are now none of the maskers who venture; for the night is waning* away;
and there flows a ruddier* light through the blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the
sable drapery appals*; and to him whose foot falls upon the sable* carpet, there comes from
the near clock of ebony a muffled* peal* more solemnly emphatic than any which reaches
their ears who indulge* in the more remote gaieties of the other apartments.
But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them beat* feverishly the heart
of life. And the revel went whirlingly* on, until at length there commenced the sounding of
midnight upon the clock. And then the music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions* of
the waltzers were quieted; and there was an uneasy cessation of all things as before. But now
there were twelve strokes* to be sounded by the bell of the clock; and thus it happened,
perhaps, that more of thought crept, with more of time, into the meditations of the thoughtful
among those who revelled*. And thus, too, it happened, perhaps, that before the last echoes
of the last chime* had utterly* sunk* into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd
who had found leisure to become aware of the presence of a masked figure which had
arrested* the attention of no single individual before. And the rumor of this new presence
having spread* itself whisperingly around, there arose at length from the whole company a
buzz*, or murmur, expressive of disapprobation and surprise—then, finally, of terror*, of
horror, and of disgust*.
In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well be supposed that no
ordinary appearance could have excited such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of
the night was nearly unlimited; but the figure in question had out-Heroded Hero d1 , and gone
beyond the bounds of even the prince’s indefinite decorum. There are chords in the hearts of
the most reckless which cannot be touched without emotion. Even with the utterly lost, to
whom life and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no jest can be made. The
whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in the costume and bearing of the
stranger neither wit nor propriety existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from
head to foot in the habiliments of the grave. The mask which concealed the visage was made
so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse that the closest scrutiny must
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have had difficulty in detecting the cheat*. And yet all this might have been endured*, if
not approved, by the mad revellers around. But the mummer had gone so far as to assume
the type of the Red Death. His vesture* was dabbled* in blood—and his broad brow, with
all the features of the face, was besprinkled* with the scarlet horror.
When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image (which with a slow and
solemn movement, as if more fully to sustain its rôle, stalked* to and fro among the
waltzers) he was seen to be convulsed, in the first moment with a strong shudder* either of
terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened with rage.
“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely* of the courtiers who stood near him— “who
dares* insult us with this blasphemous mockery? Seize him and unmask him—that we may
know whom we have to hang at sunrise, from the battlements*!”
It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince Prospero as he uttered* these
words. They rang throughout the seven rooms loudly and clearly—for the prince was a bold*
and robust man, and the music had become hushed* at the waving* of his hand.
It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group of pale* courtiers by his side.
At first, as he spoke, there was a slight rushing* movement of this group in the direction of
the intruder, who at the moment was also near at hand, and now, with delib erate* and stately*
step, made closer approach to the speaker. But from a certain nameless* awe* with which
the mad* assumptions* of the mummer* had inspired the whole party, there were found
none who put forth hand to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed within a yard of the
prince’s person; and, while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank* from the
centres of the rooms to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, but with the same
solemn and measured step which had distinguished him from the first, through the blue
chamber to the purple—through the purple to the green— through the green to the orange—
through this again to the white—and even thence to the violet, ere a decided movement had
been made to arrest* him. It was then, however, that the Prince Prospero, maddening* with
rage and the shame of his own momentary cowardice, rushed* hurriedly through the six
chambers, while none followed him on account of a deadly* terror that had seized* upon
all. He bore* aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within
three or four feet of the retreating figure, when the latter, having attained the extremity of the
velvet apartment, turned suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp cry and the
dagger* dropped gleaming* upon the sable* carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards, fell
prostrate in death the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild courage of despair, a
throng* of the revellers* at once threw themselves into the black apartment, and, seizing the
mummer, whose tall figure stood erect and motionless within the shadow of the ebony
clock, gasped in unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements* and corpse-like mask
which they handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted* by any tangible form.
And now was acknowledged* the presence of the Red Death. He had come like a thief
in the night*. And one by one dropped the revellers in the blood-bedewed* halls of their
revel, and died each in the despairing posture of his fall. And the life of the ebony clock
went out with that of the last of the gay. And the flames of the tripods* expired. And
Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable dominion over all.
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1. What is happening throughout the country in Poe’s “The Masque of the Red Death”? How does Prince Prospero react to these events?
What does the Prince’s reaction tell us about him?
2. How is the building in which Prince Prospero and his thousand nobles take shelter described? To what extent does the description of this
“abbey” help us form an opinion of Prince Prospero?
3. How many rooms are used in the masquerade ball or revel in the story? In what ways might this number be significant? What is the
dominant color of each room? How are the rooms lighted? How do these details help create the atmosphere and mood of the story?
4. What color is the last room? What color is its window? Why does this room make the revellers nervous? To what extent does this last
room reflect the plot and ideas of the story?
5. What single object is located in this last room? How is this object described? What effect does it have on the revellers when it sounds?
How might you explain this effect? What do you thing Poe is suggesting symbolically with this object and its effects?
6. How are the nobles dressed for the masquerade? Why does the “masked figure” introduced near the end of the story stand out as
remarkable? How does Prospero react to this masked figure? Can you explain Prospero’s reaction? What does this figure represent?
7. What is the central conflict in this story? Who is the protagonist? The antagonist? Where is the climax of the story? How is the central
conflict resolved at the climax?
8. The extensive descriptions throughout the story suggest a mood of macabre festivity. How does this foreshadow the ending of the story?
9. This story could be called an allegory. The palace can represent any attempt to hide from the problems of the real world (for instance,
it could be the equivalent of drug abuse). The Red Death then represents reality, which insists on breaking in. Does the story work for
you on this level? Why or why not?
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Young Goodman Brown came forth at sunset into the street at Salem village 2 ;
but put his head back, after c r o s s i n g t h e t h r e s h o l d * , t o e x c h a n g e a p a r t i n g
k i s s w i t h h i s y o u n g w i f e . A nd Faith, as the wife was aptly * named,
thrust* her o wn pretty head into the street, letting the wind play with the
pink ribbons* of her cap* while she called to Goodman Brown.
“Dearest heart,” whispered she, softly and rather sadly, when her lips were
close to his ear, “prithee* put off * your journey until sunrise and sleep in your
own bed tonight. A lone* woman is troubled with such dreams and such thoughts
that she’s afeard* of herself sometimes. Pray tarry with * me this night, dear
husband, of all nights in the year.”
“My love and my Faith,” replied young Goodman Brown, “of all nights in the
year, this one night must I tarry away * from thee. My journey, as thou callest it,
forth and back again, must needs be done ‘twixt * now and sunrise. What, my sweet,
pretty wife, dost* thou* doubt me already, and we but three months married?”
“Then God bless you!” said Faith, with the pink ribbons*; “and may you find all
well when you come back.”
“Amen!” cried Goodman Brown. “Say thy prayers, dear Faith, and go to bed at dusk* ,
and no harm will come to thee*.”
So they parted; and the young man pursued* his way until, being about to turn
the corner by the meeting-house*, he looked back and saw the head of Faith still
peeping* after him with a melancholy air, in spite of her pink ribbons .
“Poor little Faith!” thought he, for his heart smote* him. “What a wretch* am I to
leave her on such an errand*! She talks of dreams, too. Methought* as she spoke
there was trouble in her face, as if a dream had warned her what work* is to be done
tonight. But no, no; ‘twould kill her to think it. Well, she’s a blessed angel on earth;
and after this one night I’ll cling* to her skirts and follow her to heaven.”
With this excellent resolve* for the future, Goodman Brown felt himself justified
in making more haste on his present evil purpose. He had taken a dreary* road,
darkened by all the gloomiest* trees of the forest, which barely* stood aside to let the
narrow path creep* through, and closed immediately behind. It was all as lonely as
could be, and there is this peculiarity* in such a solitude, that the traveller knows not
who may be concealed* by the innumerable trunks and the thick boughs* overhead;
so that with lonely footsteps he may yet be passing through an unseen* multitude.
“There may be a devilish Indian behind every tree,” said Goodman Brown to
himself; and he glanced* fearfully behind him as he added, “What if the devil himself
should be at my very elbow*!”
His head being turned back, he passed a crook* of the road, and, looking forward
again, beheld* the figure of a man, in grave and decent attire*, seated at the foot of
an old tree. He arose* at Goodman Brown’s approach and walked onward side by
side with him.
“You are late, Goodman Brown,” said he. “The clock of the Old South 3 was
striking as I came through Boston, and that is full fifteen minutes agone *.”
“Faith kept me back a while,” replied the young man, with a tremo r in his voice,
caused by the sudden appearance of his companion, though not wholly* unexpected .
It was now deep dusk* in the forest, and deepest in that part of it where these
two were journeying. As nearly as could be discerned*, the second traveller was
about fifty years old, apparently * in the same rank* of life as Goodman Brown,
and bearing* a considerable resemblance to him, though perhaps more in expression than features *. Still they might have been taken for father and son. And yet,
though the elder * person was as simply clad* as the younger, and as simple in
manner too, he had an indescribable air of one who knew the world, and who
would not have felt abashed* at the governor’s dinner table or in King William’s 4
court, were it possible that his affairs should call him thither*. But the only thing
about him that could be fixed upon as remarkable was his staff*, which bore* the
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likeness of a great black snake, so curiously wrought* that it might almost be
seen to twist* and wriggle* itself like a living serpent. This, of course, must have
been an ocular deception*, assisted by the uncertain * light.
“Come, Goodman Brown,” cried his fellow-traveller, “this is a dull pace for the
beginning of a journey. Take my staff*, if you are so soon weary*.”
“Friend,” said the other, exchanging his slow pace for a full stop, “having kept
covenant* by meeting thee here, it is my purpose now to return whence I came. I have
scruples touching the matter thou* wot’st* 5 of.”
“Sayest thou so?*” replied he of the serpent, smiling apart. “Let us walk on,
nevertheless, reasoning as we go; and if I convince thee* not thou shalt* turn back.
We are but a little way in the forest yet.”*
“Too far! too far!” exclaimed the goodman, unconsciously resuming his walk.
“My father never went into the woods on such an errand*, nor his father before
him. We have been a race of honest men and good Christians since the days of
the martyrs 6; and shall I be the first of the name of Brown that ever took this
path and kept— ”
“Such company, thou wouldst say,” observed the elder* person, interpreting his
pause*. “Well said, Goodman Brown! I have been as well acquainted with your family
as with ever a one * among the Puritans; and that’s no trifle* to say. I helped your
grandfather, the constable*, when he lashed* the Quaker woman so sma rtly* through
the streets of Salem; 7 and it was I that brought your father a pitch-pine * knot*,
kindled* at my own hearth*, to set fire to an Indian village, in King Philip’s war. 8 They were
my good friends, both; and many a pleasant walk have we had alone this path, and returned
merrily after midnight. I would fain* be friends with you for their sake*.”
“If it be as thou sayest,” replied Goodman Brown, “I marvel* t hey never spoke of
these matters; or, verily*, I marvel not, seeing that the least rumor of the sort
would have driven* them from New England. We are a people of prayer, and good works *
to boot*, and abide* no such wickedness*.”
“Wickedness or not,” said the traveller with the twisted* staff, “I have a very
general acquaintance* here in New England. The deacons of many a church have
drunk the communion wine with me; the selectmen* 9 of divers towns make me their
chairman*; and a majority of the Great and General Court 10 are firm supporters* of
my interest. The governor and I, too—but these are state secrets.”
“Can this be so?” cried Goodman Brown, with a stare* of amazement* at his
undisturbed companion. “Howbeit*, I have nothing to do with the governor and
council; they have their own ways, and are no rule for a simple husbandman* 11 like
me. But, were I to go on with thee, how should I meet the eye of that good old man, our
minister, at Salem village? Oh, his voice would make me tremble both Sabbath day and
lecture day.” 12
Thus far the elder traveler had listened with due gravity*; but now burst *
into a fit* of irrepressible mirth*, shaking himself so v iolently that his snake-like staff
actually * seemed to wriggle* in sympathy.
“Ha! ha! ha!” shouted he again and again; then composing himself, “Well, go on,
Goodman Brown, go on; but, prithee*, don’t kill me with laughing.”
“Well, then, to end the matter at once*,” said Goodman Brown, considerably
nettled*, “there is my wife, Faith. It would break her dear little heart; and I’d rather
break my own.”
“Nay*, if that be the case,” answered the other, “e’en go thy ways*, Goodman
Brown. I would not for twenty old women like the one hobbling* before us that Faith
should come to any harm.”
As he spoke he pointed his staff* at a female figure on the path*, in whom
Goodman Brown recognized a very pious and exemplary dame, who had taught him
his catechism in youth, and was still his moral and spiritual adviser, jointly* with the
minister and Deacon Gookin. 13
“A marvel*, truly, that Goody14 Cloyse should be so far in the wilderness at nightfall,”
said he. “But with your leave*, friend, I shall take a cut through the woods* until we
have left this Christian woman behind. Being a stranger to you, she might ask
whom I was consorting with* and whither* I was going.”
“Be it so,” said his fellow traveler. “Betake* you to the woods, and let me keep the
path.”
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Accordingly* the young man turned aside*, but took care to watch his companion,
who advanced softly* along the road until he had come within a staff’s length of the
old dame. She, meanwhile, was making the best of her way, with singular speed for
so aged a woman, and mumbling* some indistinct words—a prayer, doubtless—as
she went. The traveler put forth* his staff* and touched her withered* neck with what
seemed the serpent’s tail.
“The devil!” screamed* the pious old lady.
“Then Goody Cloyse knows her old friend?” observed the traveller, confronting
her and leaning on his writhing* stick.
“Ah, forsooth*, and is it your worship indeed?” cried the good dame. “Yes, truly it
is, and in the very* image of my old gossip*, 15 Goodman Brown, the grandfather of
the silly* fellow that now is. But—would your worship believe it?—my broomstick
hath strangely disappeared, stolen, as I suspect, by that unhanged* witch, Goody
Cory, 16 and that, too, when I was all anointed* with the juice of smallage, 17 and
cinquefoil, and wolf’s bane*—”
“Mingled with fine wheat* and the fat* of a newborn babe,” said the shape of old
Goodman Brown.
“Ah, your worship knows the recipe,” cried the old lady cackling* aloud.
“So, as I was saying, being all ready for the meeting, and no horse to ride on,
I made up my mind to foot it*; for they tell me there is a nice young man to be taken
into communion tonight. But now your worship will lend* me your arm, and we shall
be there in a twinkling*.”
“That can hardly be,” answered her friend. “I may not spare you my arm, Goody
Cloyse; but here is my staff, if you will.”
So saying, he threw it down at her feet, where, perhaps, it assumed life, being
one of the rods* which its owner had formerly* lent* to the Egyptian magi. 18 Of
this fact, however, Goodman Brown could not take cognizance. He had cast up his
eyes in astonishment, and, looking down again, beheld * neither Goody Cloyse nor
the serpentine staff*, but his fellow traveler alone, who waited for him as calmly
as if nothing had happened.
“That old woman taught me my catechism,” said the young man; and there
was a world of meaning in this simple comment.
They continued to walk onward, while the elder* traveler exhorted his companion to make good speed and persevere in the path, discoursing so aptly* that his
arguments seemed rather to spring up in the bosom of his auditor than to be
suggested by himself. As they went, he plucked* a branch of maple to serve for a
walking stick, and began to strip it of the twigs* and little boughs, which were wet
with evening dew* . The moment his fingers touched them they became strangely
withered* and dried up as with* a week’s sunshine. Thus the pair proceeded, at a
good free* pace, until suddenly, in a gloomy hollow* of the road, Goodman Brown sat
himself down on the stump* of a tree and refused to go any farther.
“Friend,” said he, stubbornly, “my mind is made up *. Not another step will I
budge on this errand*. What if a wretched old woman do choose to go to the devil
when I thought she w as going to heaven: is that any reason why I should quit* my
dear Faith and go after her?”
“You will think better of this by and by *,” said his acquaintance*,
composedly*. “Sit here and rest yourself a while; and when you feel like
moving again, there is my staff * to help you along.”
Without more words, he threw his companion the maple stick, and was as speedily
out of sight as if he had vanished into the deepening* gloom*. The young man sat a few
moments by the roadside, applauding himself greatly, and thinking with how clear a
conscience he should meet the minister in his morning walk, nor shrink from the eye *
of good old Deacon Gookin. And what calm sleep would be his that very night,
which was to have been spent so wickedly*, but so purely and sweetly now, in the
arms of Faith! Amidst these pleasant and praiseworthy meditations, Goodman
Brown heard the tramp * of horses along the road, and deemed * it advisable to
conceal himself within the verge* of the forest, conscious of the guilty* purpose
that had brought him thither *, though now so happily turned from it.
On came the hoof* tramps* and the voices of the riders, two grave old voices,
conversing soberly* as they drew* near. These mingled sounds appeared to pass along
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the road, within a few yards of the young man’s hiding place; but, owing doubtless to the
depth of the gloom at that particular spot, neither the travellers nor their steeds* were
visible. Though their figures brushed* the small boughs by the wayside, it could not
be seen that they intercepted, even for a moment, the faint* gleam* from the strip of
bright sky athwart* which they must have passed. Goodman Brown alternately
crouched* and stood on tiptoe, pulling aside the branches and thrusting forth* his
head as far as he durst* without discerning so much as a shadow. It vexed* him the
more, because he could have sworn, were such a thing possible, that he recognized the
voices of the minister and Deacon Gookin, jogging*19 along quietly, as they were wont* to
do, when bound* to some ordination or ecclesiastical council. While yet within
hearing, one of the riders stopped to pluck* a switch*.
“Of the two, reverend sir,” said the voice like the deacon’s, “I had rather miss* an
ordination dinner 20 than tonight’s meeting. They tell me that some of our community
are to be here from Falmouth 21 and beyond, and others from Connecticut and Rhode
Island, besides several of the Indian powwows, 22 who, after their fashion, know
almost as much deviltry* as the best of us. Moreover, there is a goodly* young
woman to be taken into communion.”
“Mighty well, Deacon Gookin!” replied the solemn old tones* of the minister. “Spur* up, or we shall be late. Nothing can be done, you know, until I get
on the ground.”
The hoofs* clattered* again; and the voices, talking so strangely in the
empty air, passed on through the forest, where no church had ever been gathered* or solitary Christian prayed. Whither, then, could these holy men be
journeying so deep into the heathen* wilderness? Young Goodman Brown
caught hold of a tree for support* being ready to sink down on the ground, faint*
and overburdened* with the heavy sickness * of his heart. He looked up to the
sky, doubting whether there really was a heaven above him. Yet there was the
blue arch *, and the stars brightening in it.
“With heaven above and Faith below, I will yet stand firm against the devil!”
cried Goodman Brown.
While he still gazed upward into the deep* arch of the firmament and had lifted his
hands to pray, a cloud, though no wind was stirring*, hurried across the zenith and
hid the brightening stars. The blue sky was still visible, except directly overhead*,
where this black mass of cloud was sweeping* swiftly* northward. Aloft in the air, as
if from the depths of the cloud, came a confused and doubtful sound of voices. Once
the listener fancied that he could distinguish the accents of townspeople of his own,
men and women, both pious and ungodly*, many of whom he had met at the
communion table, and had seen others rioting* at the tavern. The next moment, so
indistinct were the sounds, he doubted whether he had heard aught* but the murmur
of the old forest, whispering without a wind. Then came a st ronger swell* of
those familiar tones*, heard daily in the sunshine at Salem village, but never
until now from a cloud of night. There was one voice of a young woman,
uttering lamentations, yet with an uncertain sorrow, and entreating* for some
favor, which, perhap s, it would grieve* her to obtain; and all the unseen multitude,
both saints and sinners, seemed to encourage her onward.
“Faith!” shouted Goodman Brown, in a voice of agony and desperation; and
the echoes of the forest mocked* him, crying, “Faith! Faith!” as if bewildered *
wretches* were seeking* her all through the wilderness*.
The cry of grief, rage, and terror was yet piercing * the night, when the unhappy
husband held his breath for a response. There was a scream, drowned * immediately
in a louder murmur of voices, fading * into far-off* laughter, as the dark cloud
swept away*, leaving the clear and silent sky above Goodman Brown. But something fluttered * lightly down through the air and caught on the branch of a tree.
The young man seized it, and beheld * a pink ribbon.
“My Faith is gone!” cried he, after one stupefied* moment. “There is no good on
earth; and sin is but a name. Come, devil; for to thee is this world given.”
And, maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did Goodman
Brown grasp his staff* and set forth again, at such a rate* that he seemed to fly along
the forest path rather than to walk or run. The road grew wider and drearier* and
more faintly traced, and vanished at length, leaving him in the heart of the dark
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wilderness, still rushing onward* with the instinct that guides mortal man to evil.
The whole forest was peopled with frightful sounds—the creaking* of the trees, the
howling* of wild beasts, and the yell* of Indians; while sometimes the wind tolled*
like a distant church bell, and sometimes gave a broad roar aroun d the traveler, as if
all Nature were laughing him to scorn*. But he was himself the chief horror of the scene,
and shrank* not from its other horrors.
“Ha! ha! ha!” roared Goodman Brown when the wind laughed at him “Let us hear
which will laugh loudest. Think not to frighten me with your deviltry*. Come witch,
come wizard*, come Indian powwow*, come devil himself, and here comes Goodman
Brown. You may as well fear him as he fear you.”
In truth, all through the haunted* forest there could be nothing more frightful*
than the figure of Goodman Brown. On he flew among the black pines, brandishing*
his staff with frenzied* gestures, now giving vent* to an inspiration of horrid blasphemy, and now shouting forth* such laughter as set* all the echoes of the forest
laughing like demons around him. The fiend* in his own shape is less hideous than
when he rages in the breast of man. Thus sped* the demoniac on his course, until
quivering* among the trees, he saw a red light before him, as when the felled* trunks
and branches of a clearing* have been set on fire and throw up their lurid* blaze*
against the sky at the hour of midnight. He paused, in a lull* of the tempest that had
driven him onward, and heard the swell* of what seemed a hymn, rolling* solemnly
from a distance with the weight* of many voices. He knew the tune; it was a familiar
one in the choir of the village meeting-house*. The verse died heavily away, and was
lengthened by a chorus, not of human voices, but of all the sounds of the benighted*
wilderness pealing* in awful harmony together. Goodman Brown cried out, and his
cry was lost to his own ear by its unison with the cry of the desert*.
In the interval of silence he stole forward* until the light glared* full upon his
eyes. At one extremity of an open space, hemmed in* by the dark wall of the
forest, arose a rock, bearing* some rude, natural resemblance either to an altar or
a pulpit, and surrounded by four blazing* pines, their tops aflame *, their stems*
untouched, like candles* at an evening meeting. The mass of foliage that had
overgrown the summit of the rock w as all on fire, blazing high* into the night and
f i t f u l l y * i l l u m i n a t i n g t h e w h o l e f i e l d . E a c h pendent * t w i g * a nd leafy*
f e s t o o n * w a s i n a blaze*. As the red light arose and fell, a numerous congregation
alternately shone forth*, then disappeared in shadow, and again grew, as it were, out
of the darkness, peopling* the heart of the solitary woods at once.
“A grave and dark-clad* company,” quoth* Goodman Brown.
In truth they were such. Among them, quivering* to and from between gloom*
and splendor*, appeared faces that would be seen next day at the council board of
the province, 23 and others which, Sabbath* after Sabbath looked devoutly heavenward and benignantly over the crowded pews* from the holiest pulpits in the land.
Some affirm that the lady of the governor 24 was there. At least there were high dames
well known to her, and wives of honored husbands, and widows, a great multitude,
and ancient maidens*, all of excellent repute, and fair young girls, who trembled lest
their mothers should espy* them. Either the sudden gleams* of light flashing over
the obscure field bedazzled* Goodman Brown, or he recognized a score* of
the church members of Salem village famous for their especial sanctit y. Good
old Deacon Gookin had arrived, and waited at the skirts* of that venerable saint,
his revered pastor. But, irreverently consorting* with these grave, reputable,
and pio u s p eo p le, th ese eld ers * of the ch u rch , th ese ch aste* d ames an d
dewy* virgins, there were men of dissolute lives and women of spotted * fame,
wretches* given over to all mean and filthy* vice, and suspected even of horrid
crimes. It was strange to see that the good shrank not from * the wicked, nor were
the sinners abashed * by the saints. Scattered* also among their pale-faced enemies
were the Indian priests, or powwows *, who had often scared their native forest
with more hideous incantations tha n any known to English witchcraft*.
“But where is Faith?” thought Goodman Brown; and, as hope came into his heart,
he trembled.
Another verse of the hymn arose*, a slow and mournful strain*, such as the pious
love*, but joined to words which expressed all that our nature can conceive of sin, and
darkly hinted at far more. Unfathomable* to mere mortals is the lore* of fiends* . Verse
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after verse was sung; and still the chorus of the desert swelled between like the
deepest tone of a mighty * organ; and with the final peal* of that dreadful anthem*
there came a sound, as if the roaring* wind, the rushing* streams, the
howl ing* beasts, and every other voice of the unconcerted wilderness were mingling
and according with the voice of guilty man in homage to the prince * of all. The four
blazing* pines threw up a loftier* flame, and obscurely discovered shapes and visages
of horror on the smoke wreaths* above the impious* assembly. At the same moment the
fire on the rock shot redly forth* and formed a glowing arch above its base, where now
appeared a figure. With reverence be it spoken, the figure bore* no slight * similitude,
both in garb* and manner, to some grave divine * of the New England churches.
“Bring forth the converts!” cried a voice that echoed through the field and
rolled* into the forest.
At the word, Goodman Brown stepped forth* from the shadow of the trees and
approached the congregation, with whom he felt a loathful* brotherhood by the
sympathy of all that was wicked in his heart. He could have well-nigh* sworn that
the shape of his own dead father beckoned him to advance, looking downward from
a smoke wreath*, while a woman, with dim* features of despair, threw out her hand
to warn him back*. Was it his mother? But he had no power to retreat one step, nor
to resist, even in thought, when the minister and good old Deacon Gookin seized his
arms and led him to the blazing* rock. Thither came also the slender* form of a
veiled female, led between Goody Cloyse, that pious teacher of the catechism, and
Martha Carrier,25 who had received the devil’s promise to be queen of hell. A rampant*
hag* was she. And there stood the proselytes* beneath the canopy* of fire.
“Welcome, my children,” said the dark figure, “to the communion of your race. Ye
have found thus young your nature and your destiny. My children, look behind you!”
They turned; and flashing forth*, as it were, in a sheet* of flame, the fiend*
worshipers were seen; the smile of welcome gleamed* darkly on every visage.
“There,” resumed the sable*26 form*, “are all whom ye have reverenced from
youth. Ye deemed* them holier than yourselves, and shrank* from your own sin,
contrasting it with their lives of righteousness and prayerful aspirations heavenward. Yet
here are they all in my worshiping* assembly. This night it shall be granted* you to know
their secret deeds: how hoary*-bearded elders* of the church have whispered wanton*
words to the young maids* of their households*; how many a woman, eager* for
widows’ weeds*, has given her husband a drink at bedtime and let him sleep his last
sleep in her bosom; how beardless youths have made haste* to inherit their fathers’
wealth; and how fair damsels— blush not, sweet ones—have dug* little graves in the
garden, and bidden* me, the sole guest to an infant’s funeral. By the sympathy of your
human hearts for sin, ye shall scent out * all the places—whether in church, bedchamber,
street, field, or forest—where crime has been committed, and shall exult* to behold* the
whole earth one stain* of guilt, one mighty* blood spot*. Far more than this. It shall
be yours to penetrate, in every bosom, the deep mystery of sin, the fountains of all
wicked arts*, and which inexhaustibly supplies more evil impulses than human power—
than my power at its utmost*—can make manifest in deeds. And now, my children,
look up on each other.”
They did so; and, by the blaze of the hell-kindled torches *, the wretched man beheld*
his Faith, and the wife her husband, trembling before that unhallowed* altar .
“Lo, there ye stand, my children,” said the figure, in a deep and solemn tone, almost
sad with its despairing awfulness, as if his once angelic nature could yet mourn* for
our miserable* race. “Depending upon one another’s hearts, ye had still hoped
that virtue were not all a dream. Now are ye undeceived *. Evil is thef nature of
mankind. Evil must be your only happiness. Welcome again, my children, to
the communion of your race.”
“Welcome,” repeated the fiend* worshipers, in one cry of despair and triumph.
And there they stood, the only pair, as it seemed, who were yet hesitating on the verge* of
wickedness in this dark world. A basin* was hollowed*, naturally, in the rock. Did it
contain water, reddened by the lurid* light*? or was it blood? or, perchance, a liquid
flame? Herein did the shape of evil dip* his hand and prepare to lay the mark of
baptism upon their foreheads, that they might be partakers* of the mystery of sin,
more conscious of the secret guilt of others, both in deed and thought, than they could
now be of their own. The husband cast* one look at his pale wife, and Faith at him.
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What polluted wretches* would the next glance* show them to each other, shuddering
alike at what they disclosed and what they saw!
“Faith! Faith!” cried the husband, “look up to heaven, and resist the wicked* one.”
Whether Faith obeyed he knew not. Hardly had he spoken when he found
himself amid calm night and so litude, listening to a roar* of the wind which died*
heavily away through the forest. He staggered* against the rock, and felt it chill*
and damp *; while a hanging twig*, th at had been all on fire, besprinkled* his
cheek with the coldest dew.
The next morning young Goodman Brown came slowly into the street of Salem
village, staring* around him like a bewildered* man. The good old minister was
taking a walk along the graveyard to get an appetite for breakfast and meditate his
sermon, and bestowed* a blessing, as he passed, on Goodman Brown. He shrank*
from the venerable saint as if to avoid an anathema*. Old Deacon Gookin was at
domestic worship, and the holy* words of his prayer were heard through the open
window. “What God doth the wizard* pray to?” quoth* Goodman Brown. Goody
Cloyse, that excellent old Christian, stood in the early sunshine at her own lattice*,
catechizing a little girl who had brought her a pint* of morning’s milk. Goodman
Brown snatched away* the child as from the grasp of the fiend himself. Turning the
corner by the meeting-house*, he spied* the head of Faith, with the pink ribbons,
gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into such joy at sight of him that she skipped* along
the street and almost kissed her husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown
looked sternly* and sadly into her face, and passed on without a greeting.
Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed a wild dream*
of a witch-meeting*?
Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen* for young Goodman
Brown. A stern*, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man did he
become from the night of that fearful dream. On the Sabbath day, when the congregation
were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of sin rushed* loudly
upon his ear and drowned* all the blessed strain*. When the minister spoke from the
pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and, with his hand on the open Bible, of the
sacred truths of our religion, and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of
fu ture bliss* or misery unutterable*, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading lest* the
roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, waking suddenly at midnight, he shrank* from the bosom of Faith; and at mo rning or
eventide*, when the family knelt down at prayer, he scowled* and muttered to himself,
and gazed sternly* at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and was
borne to his grave a hoary* corpse, followed by Faith, an aged woman, and children and
grandchildren, a goodly* procession, besides neighbors not a few, they carved* no hopeful verse upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom*.
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1. While rereading the story sketch a map of Brown’s journey. Make particular note of where he goes, which people he sees or hears,
and the things he learns. Detail the main setting where the story takes place with all its characteristics.
2. When we learn in the opening sentence that this story begins in Salem village, what suggestions come to mind from our knowledge
of American history? How does Salem make a more appropriate setting than some other colonial American village?
3. Why is Brown's wife Faith "aptly named" (3)? Point to any passages in which the author seems to be punning on her name. What do
you understand from them?
4. What do you make of the fact that the strange man in the woods closely resembles Brown himself (45-57 & 124-129)?
5. As Brown and the stranger proceed deeper into the woods, what does Brown find out that troubles him? When the pink ribbon flutters
to the ground, as though fallen from something airborne (224-229), what does Brown assume? What effect does this event have
upon his determination to resist the devil?
6. What is the purpose of the ceremony in the woods? Does it bring to you an understanding of anything you have heard or read about
witchcraft, the witches' Sabbath, and the notion of making a pact with the devil?
7. What power does the devil promise to give his communicants (323-325)?
8. "Evil is the nature of mankind," declares the devil (345-6). Does Hawthorne agree with him? (Exactly what do we find in this story to
suggest the author's view?)
9. Was Brown's experience in the woods all a dream, or not? Does the narrative voice favor one explanation, or the other?
10. What is the relationship between Brown's frame of mind and the supernatural elements in the tale? Who is the stranger "with the
twisted staff"? How do the stranger, Deacon Gookin, Goody Cloyse, and the minister function in the story? How do they
influence the protagonist's mental and emotional state? Why does the point of view facilitate the interpenetration of the
psychological and the supernatural realms?
11. a) What seems to be the central conflict in the story? How is this apparent conflict resolved?
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b) Why does the husband reject Faith's joyfulness at his return? How is Goodman Brown’s life changed by this resolution?
What is the nature of his alienation?
c) To what extent does this change in Goodman Brown point to another conflict that remains unresolved?
Near the end of the story the narrator intrudes to ask the following: “Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest, and only
dreamed a wild dream of a witch-meeting?” What do you think the answer to this question is? If Goodman Brown’s visions came out
of his own dreams (mind, subconscious), what do they tell us about him?
a) Is Goodman Brown a round or flat character? Individual or representative? To what extent is he designed to serve as a symbolic
“everyman” or representative of mankind?
b) What do the names of Young Goodman Brown and Faith signify in terms of the overall meaning of the story?
How do we know from the very first paragraph that Hawthorne employs the omniscient point of view in the story? Locate other
examples of authorial intrusion in the story. Why is this method employed? What is the effect?
a) Consider the use of symbolism in the story, such as the symbolism of sunset and night, the walking stick, the witch’s Sabbath,
the marriage to Faith, and the vague shadow amid the darkness, together with other symbols that you may find.
b) Explain the effect of Faith's pink ribbons.
What details go into the establishment of the two distinct settings in this story? What characterizes Salem? The woods? What might
we be justified in seeing the forest as a symbolic setting of?
What sort of sin does Goodman Brown discover in most of his friends and neighbors during the night in the woods? What common
thread runs through most of this sin?
To what extent are the people, objects, and events in Goodman Brown’s adventure invested with enough consistent symbolic
resonance to justify calling his episode in the woods an allegory? Consider Brown’s wife, Faith, as an allegorical figure. What do you
make of Brown’s statements that “I’ll cling to her skirts and follow her to Heaven” and “Faith kept me back awhile”. In this same light,
consider the other characters Brown meets in the forest, the sunset, the walk into the forest, and the staff “which bore the likeness
of a great black snake.”
We sense omniscience or authorial intrusion at times in the story. Hawthorne limits the omniscience to the mind of the protagonist,
but he also reserves the right to be omniscient, or all-knowing; he even editorializes, or comments on the action, notably at the end
of the tale. In fact, after reading this mysterious, temptingly symbolic story, we might very well wish the omniscient voice had
editorialized more in order to resolve some of the ambiguities raised by the narrative. Would it be appropriate to do so? What is the
effect to preserve these ambiguities within the overall context of the story?
Who seems to be the antagonist? What, if anything, do you think the antagonist really is?

1

Title given by Puritans to head of a household be a farmer or other ordinary citizen.
In Massachusetts. The village (now Danvers) where accusations of witchcraft led to the Salem trials and executions of 1692.
3
The Old South Church in Boston, built in 1669.
4
William III (1650-1702), King of England (1689-1702)
5
“Knowest.”
6
The martyrdoms of Protestants in England during the reign of Mary Tudor (1516-1558), Queen of England (1553-1558). She won the title
“Bloody Mary” for her persecution of Protestants.
7
A law of 1661 required that Quakers “be made bare from the middle upwards, tied to a cart, and whipped through the town....”
8
King Philip’s War (1675-1676), uprising of New England Indians (1675-1676), led by the Indian chief Metacom, who was known as “King
Philip.” It resulted in the suppression of Indian tribal life in New England and prepared the way for unlimited settlement of the area by European
immigrants. “Philip” was the English name of Chief Metacomoet of the Wampanoag Indian Tribe.
9
Town officers.
10
The rouling body or legislature of Puritan Colony.
11
A term meaning “farmer,” used here to suggest, “man of modest station.”
12
A midweek lecture on the Scriptures, usually given on Thursday.
13
Possibly Daniel Cookin (1812-1887), colonial Puritan magistrate and missionary to the Indians. He was never a Deacon at Salem.
Hawthorne perhaps uses his name to evoke memories of a pious good man.
14
a shortened from of “goodwife,” a respectful name for a married woman of low rank. A “Goody Cliyse” was one of the women sentenced
to execution by Hawthorne’s great grandfather, Judge John Hathorne.
15
from “good sib” or “good relative”.
16
Name of a woman who was also sent to execution by Judge Hawthorne.
17
A wild celery; cinquefoil a member of the rose family; wolf’s bane; a poisonous herb; all plants thought to have magic powers.
18
The magicians of Egypt and their rods that were turned into serpents are described Exodus 7:10-12.
19
Riding a horse at a slow trot.
20
The celebration held when a Puritan minister was ordained.
21
Village in sourtheastern Massachusetts.
22
A narragansett Indian word describing a ritual ceremony of dancing, intantation, and magic.
23
The Governor’s Council, consisting of “28 of the most considerable Gentlemen of the Country.”
24
Sir William Phips (1651-1695), royal Governor of Massachusetts (1692-1694). According to tradition, his wife was charged but not tried
for witchcraft at Salem in 1692.
25
Hanged as a witch at Salem, 1692. She had confessed that the devil had promised she would be “queen of hell.”
26
The term for “black” in heraldry.
2

_____________
Story line: Goodman Brown, a Puritan of early Salem, leaves his young wife, Faith, who pleads with him no to go, to attend a witches'
Sabbath in the woods. Among the congregation are many prominent people of the village and church. At the climax of the ceremonies,
he and a young woman are about to be confirmed into the group, but he finds she is Faith, and cries to her to look up to heaven, and
resist the wicked one. Immediately he is alone in the forest, and all the fearful, flaming spectacle has disappeared. He returns to his home,
but lives a dismal, gloomy life, doomed to skeptical doubt of all about him, and never been able to believe in goodness or piety.
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Herman Melville (1819-1891)

Bartleby, the scrivener: a story of Wall Street*
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I am a rather elderly* man. The nature of my avocations*, for the last thirty
years, has brought me into more than ordinary contact with what would seem an
interesting and somewhat singular set* of men of whom, as yet, nothing, that I know
of, has ever been written—I mean the law-copyists, or scriveners. I have known very
many of them, professionally and privately, and, if I pleased, could relate* d ivers*
histories, at which good-natured * gentlemen might smile, and sentimental souls
might weep*. But I waive* the biographies of all other scriveners, for a few passages in
the life of Bartleby, who was a scrivener, the strangest I ever saw or heard of. While, of
other law-copyists, I might write the complete life, of Bartleby nothing of that sort* can
be done. I believe that no materials exist, for a full and satisfactory biography of this
man. It is an irreparable loss* to literature. Bartleby was one of those beings of whom
nothing is ascertainable*, except from the original sources, and, in his case, those are
very small. What my own astonished* eyes saw of Bartleby, that is all I know of him,
except, indeed, one vague report, which will appear in the sequel*.
Ere* introducing the scrivener, as he first appeared to me, it is fit* I make some
mention of myself, my employés, my business, my chambers, and general surroundings* ;
because some such description is indispensable to an adequate understanding of the
chief character about to be presented. Imprimis*: I am a man who, from his youth
upward, has been filled with a profound conviction that the easiest way of life is the
best. Hence*, though I belong to a profession proverbially energetic and nervous, even
to turbulence*, at times, yet nothing of the sort have I ever suffered to invade my peace. I am
one of those unambitious lawyers who never addresses a jury, or in any way draws down* public
applause; but, in the cool tranquillity of a snug* retreat*, do a snug* business among
rich men’s bonds*, and mortgages*, and title-deeds*. All who know me, consider me an
eminently safe* man. The late John Jacob Astor*, a personage little given to
poetic enthusiasm, had no hesitation in pronouncing my first grand point to be
prudence; my next, method. I do not speak it in vani ty, but simply record * the
fact, that I was not unemployed in my profession by the late John Jacob Astor; a
name which, I admit, I love to repeat; for it hath * a rounded* and orbicular*
sound to it, and rings like unto bullion*. I will freely add, that I was not insensible
to the late John Jacob Astor’s good opinion.
Some time prior to the period at which this little history begins, my avocations* had
been largely increased. The good old office, now extinct in the State of New York, of a
Master in Chancery*, had been conferred* upon me. It was not a very arduous office,
but very pleasantly remunerative. I seldom lose my temper; much more seldom indulge
in dangerous indignation at wrongs and outrages*; but, I must be permitted to be rash*
here, and declare, that I consider the sudden and violent abrogation* of the office of
Master in Chancery, by the new Constitution, as a __ premature act; inasmuch as* I had
counted upon a life-lease* of the profits, whereas* I only received those of a few short
years. But this is by the way.*
My chambers* were upstairs, at No.___ Wall Street. At one end, they lived upon
the white wall of the interior of a spacious skylight shaft*, penetrating the building
from top to bottom.
This view might have been considered rather tame* than otherwise, deficient in what
landscape painters call “life.” But, if so, the view from the other end of my chambers
offered, at least, a contrast, if nothing more. In that direction, my windows commanded*
an unobstructed view of a lofty* brick wall, black by age and everlasting* shade; which
wall required no spy-glass to bring out its lurking* b eauties, but, for the benefit of all
near-sighted spectators, was pushed up to within ten feet of my window pan es*. Owing* to
the great height of the surrounding buildings, and my chambers* being on the
second floor, the interval between this wall and mine not a little* resembled * a
huge* square cistern.
At the period just preceding the advent* of Bartleby, I had two persons as copyists in
my employment, and a promising lad* as an office-boy. First, Turkey; second, Nippers;
third, Ginger Nut. These may seem names, the like of which are not usually found in the
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Directory. In truth, they were nicknames, mutually conferred* upon each other by my
three clerks, and were deemed* expressive of their respective persons or characters.
Turkey was a short*, pursy* Englishman, of about my own age—that is, somewhere not
far from sixty. In the morning, one might say, his face was of a fine florid hue*, but
after twelve o’clock, meridian—his dinner hour—it blazed* like a grate* full of Christmas coals; and continued blazing—but, as it were, with a gradual wane*—till six
o’clock, P.M., or thereabouts*; after which, I saw no more of the proprietor of the face,
which, gaining its meridian with the sun, seemed to set with it, to rise, culminate, and
decline the following day, with the like regularity and undiminished* glory. There are
many singular coincidences I have known in the course of my life, not the least* among
which was the fact, that, exactly when Turkey displayed* his fullest beams* from his red
and radiant countenance*, just then, too, at that critical moment, began the daily period
when I considered his business capacities as seriously disturbed for the remainder* of
the twenty-four hours. Not that he was absolutely idle*, or averse to business, then; far
from it. The difficulty was, he was apt* to be altogether too energetic. There was a
strange, inflamed, flurried*, flighty* recklessness* of activity about him. He would be
incautious* in dipping his pen into his inkstand. All his blots* upon my documents were
dropped there after twelve o’clock, meridian. Indeed, not only would he be reckless*,
and sadly given to making blots* in the afternoon, but, some days, he went further, and was *
rather noisy. At such times, too, his face flamed with augmented blazonry*, as if
cannel coal* had been heaped on anthracite. He made an unpleasant racket* with his
chair; spilled* his sand-box; in mending his pens, impatiently split* them all to pieces,
and threw them on the floor in a sudden passion; stood up, and leaned* over his table,
boxing his papers about i n a most indecorous manner, very sad to behold* in an elderly*
man like him. Nevertheless, as he was in many ways a most valuable* person to me, and
all the time before twelve o’clock, meridian, was the quickest, steadiest* creature, too,
accomplishing a great deal of work in a style not easily to be matched*—for these
reasons, I was willing to overlook* his eccentricities, though, indeed, occasionally, I
remonstrated* with him. I did this very gently, however, because, though the civilest,
nay*, the blandest* and most reverential of men in the morning, yet, in the afternoon, he
was disposed, upon provocation, to be slightly rash* with his tongue—in fact, insolent.
Now, valuing his morning services as I did, and resolved not to lose* them—yet, at the
same time, made uncomfortable by his inflamed* way after twelve o’clock—and being a
man of peace, unwilling by my admonitions* to call forth unseemly* retorts* from him,
I took upon me, one Saturday noon (he was always worse on Saturdays) to hint* to him,
very kindly, that, perhaps, now that he was growing old, it might be well to abridge* his
labours; in short, he need not come to my chambers* after twelve o’clock, but,
dinner over, had best go home to his lodgings*, and rest himself till tea-time.
But no; he insisted upon his afternoon devotions. His countenance * became
i ntolerably fervid*, as he oratorically assured m e — g e s t i c u l a t i n g w i t h a l o n g
ruler* at the other end of the room—that if his services in the morning were
useful*, how indispensable, then, in the afterno on?
“With submission*, sir,” said Turkey, on this occasion, “I consider myself your
right-hand man. In the morning I but marshal* and deploy* my columns; but in the
afternoon I put myself at their head, and gallantly* charge * the foe*, thus”— and
he made a violent thrust* with the ruler.
“But the blots*, Turkey,” intimated * I.
“True; but, with submission, sir, behold* these hairs! I am getting old. Surely, sir,
a blot* or two of a warm afternoon is not to be severely urged* against gray
hai rs. Old age—even if it blot * the page—is honorable. With submission, sir, we
both are getting old.”
This appeal* to my fellow-feeling* was hardly* to be resisted. At all events, I saw
that go he would not. So, I made up my mind* to let him stay, resolving*, nevertheless,
to see to it that, during the afternoon, he had to do with my less important papers.
Nippers, the second on my list, was a whiskered*, sallow*, and, upon the whole,
rather piratical-looking young man, of about five-and-twenty. I always deemed* him the
victim of two evil powers—ambition and indigestion. The ambition was evinced* by a
certain impatience of the duties of a mere* copyist, an unwarrantable* usurpation of
strictly professional affairs, such as the original* drawing up* of legal documents. The
indigestion seemed betokened* in an occasional nervous testiness* and grinning* irritability, causing the teeth to audibly grind* together over mistakes committed in copying;
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unnecessary maledictions, hissed*, rather than spoken, in the heat of business; and
especially by a continual discontent* with the height* of the table where he worked.
Though of a very ingenious mechanical turn, Nippers could never get his table to suit*
him. He put chips* under it, blocks* of various sorts, bits of pasteboard, and at last went
so far as to attempt an exquisite adjustment, by final* pieces of folded blotting-paper.*
But no invention would answer*. If, for the sake of easing his back, he brought the table
lid* at a sharp angle well up toward his chin, and wrote there like a man using the steep*
roof of a Dutch house for his desk, then he declared that it stopped the circulation in his
arms. If now he lowered the table to his waistbands, and stooped over* it in writing, then
there was a sore* aching* in his back. In short, the truth of the matter was, Nippers
knew not what he wanted. Or, if he wanted anything, it was to be rid of* a scrivener’s
table altogether. Among the manifestations of his diseased ambition was a fondness* he
had for receiving visits from certain ambiguous-looking fellows in seedy* coats, whom
he called his clients. Indeed, I was aware that not only was he, at times, considerable of
a ward*-politician, but he occasionally did a little business at the Justices’ courts, and
was not unknown on the steps of the Tombs*. I have good reason to believe, however,
that one individual who called upon him at my chambers*, and who, with a grand* air, he
insisted was his client, was no other than a dun*, and the alleged* title-deed, a bill. But,
with all his failings*, and the annoyances* he caused me, Nippers, like his compatriot
Turkey, was a very useful man to me; wrote a neat, swift* hand; and, when he chose,
was not deficient* in a gentlemanly sort of deportment*. Added to this, he always dressed
in a gentlemanly sort of way; and so, incidentally*, reflected credit upon* my chambers.
Whereas, with respect to Turkey, I had much ado* to keep him from being a reproach to
me. His clothes were apt* to look oily*, and smell of eating-houses. He wore his
pantaloons very loose* and baggy in summer. His coats were execrable*; his hat not to
be handled. But while the hat was a thing of indifference to me, inasmuch as his natural
civility and deference*, as a dependent Englishman, always led him to doff* it the
moment he entered the room, yet his coat was another matter. Concerning his coats, I
reasoned with him; but with no effect. The truth was, I suppose, that a man with so
small an income could not afford to sport* such a lustrous face and a lustrous* coa t at
one and the same time. As Nippers once observed, Turkey’s money went chiefly for* red
ink*. One winter day, I presented Turkey with a highly * respectable-looking coat of my
own—a padded* gray coat, of a most comfortable warmth, and which buttoned straight up
from the knee to the neck. I thought Turkey would appreciate the favour, and abate* his
rashness* and obstreperousness* of afternoons. But no; I verily believe that buttoning
himself up in so downy* and blanket-like* a coat had a pernicious effect upon him—
upon* the same principle that too much oats* are bad for horses. In fact, precisely as a
rash*, restive* horse is said to feel his oats, so Turkey felt his coat. It made him
insolent. He was a man whom prosperity harmed*.
Though, concerning the self-indulgent* habits of Turkey, I had my own private
surmises*, yet, touching* Nippers, I was well persuaded that, whatever might be his
faults in other respects, he was, at least, a temperate* young man. But, indeed, nature
herself seemed to have been his vintner*, and, at his birth, charged him so thoroughly
with an irritable, brandy-like disposition*, that all subsequent potations* were needless.
When I consider how, amid the stillness* of my chamber, Nippers would sometimes
impatiently rise from his seat, and stooping* over his table, spread his arms wide apart,
seize the whole desk, and move it, and jerk it, with a grim*, grinding* motion on the
floor, as if the table were a perverse* voluntary agent, intent on thwarting* and vexing* him, I
plainly* perceive that, for Nippers, brandy-and-water were altogether superfluous.
It was fortunate for me that, owing* to its peculiar* cause—indigestion—the irritability and consequent nervousness of Nippers were mainly* observable in the morning,
while in the afternoon he was comparatively mild. So that, Turkey’s paroxysms* only
coming on about twelve o’clock, I never had to do with their eccentricities at one time.
Their fits* relieved* each other, like guards. When Nippers’s was on, Turkey’s was off;
and vice versa. This was a good natural arrangement*, under the circumstances.
Ginger Nut, the third on my list, was a lad*, some twelve years old. His father was a
carman*, ambitious of seeing his son on the bench instead of a cart, before he died. So
he sent him to my office, as student at law, errand-boy*, cleaner and sweeper, at the rate
of one dollar a week. He had a little desk to himself, but he did not use it much. Upon*
inspection, the drawer* exhibited a great array* of the shells of various sorts of nuts.
Indeed, to this quick-witted youth*, the whole noble science of the law was contained in
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a nut-shell*. Not the least among the employments of Ginger Nut, as well as one which*
he discharged with the most alacrity*, was his duty as cake and apple purveyor for Turkey
and Nippers. Copying law-papers being proverbially a dry, husky* sort of business, my two
scriveners were fain* to moisten* their mouths very often with Spitzenbergs* , to be had at
the numerous stalls* nigh* the Custom House and Post Office. Also, they sent Ginger
Nut very frequently for that peculiar cake—small, flat, round, and very spicy*—after
which he had been named by them. Of a cold morning, when business was but dull*,
Turkey would gobble* up scores* of these cakes, as if they were mere wafers*—indeed,
they sell them at the rate of six or eight for a penny—the scrape* of his pen blending*
with the crunching* of the crisp* particles in his mouth. Rashes of all the fiery* afternoon
blunders* and flurried* rashnesses* of Turkey, was his once moistening a ginger-cake
between his lips, and clapping it on to* a mortgage, for a seal*. I came within an ace*
of dismissing him then. But he mollified* me by making an oriental bow*, and saying—
“With submission* , sir, it was generous of me tofind you in stationery o n m y
own account*.”
Now my original business—that of a conveyancer* and title-hunter*, and
d rawer-u p* of recondite* documents of all sorts—was considerably increased by
receiving the master’s office*. There was now great work for scriveners. Not only
must I push the clerks* already with me, but I must have additional* help.
In answer to my advertisement, a motionless* young man one morning stood upon* my
office threshold*, the door being open, for it was summer. I can see that figure now—
pallidly neat*, pitiably respectable, incurably* forlorn*! It was Bartleby.
After a few words touching* his qualifications, I engaged him, glad* to have among
my corps of copyists a man of so singularly sedate* an aspect, which I thought might
operate beneficially upon the flighty* temper of Turk ey, and the fiery* one of Nippers.
I should have stated* before that ground-glass folding-doors* divided my
premises* into two parts, one of which was occupied by my scriveners, the other by mys elf.
According to my humour, I threw open these doors, or closed them. I resol ved* to assig n*
Bartleby a corner by the folding-doors*, but on my side of them, so as to have this quiet
man within easy call, in case any trifling thing* was to be done. I placed his desk close
up to a small side-window* in that part of the room, a window which originally had
afforded* a lateral view of certain grimy* backyards and bricks, but which, owing* to
subsequent erections*, commanded* at present no view at all, though it gave some light.
Within three feet of the panes* was a wall, and the light came down from far above,
between two lofty* buildings, as from a very small opening in a dome*. Still further to
a satisfactory arrangement, I procured* a high green folding-screen*, which might
entirely isolate Bartleby from my sight, though not remove him from my voice. And
thus, in a manner, privacy and society were conjoined*.
At first, Bartleby did an extraordinary quantity of writing*. As if long famishing* for
something to copy, he seemed to gorge* himself on my documents. There was no pause
for digestion. He ran a day and night line*, copying by sun-light and by candle-light. I
should have been quite delighted* with his application, had he been cheerfully industrious. But he wrote on silently, palely*, mechanically.
It is, of course, an indispensable part of a scrivener’s business to verify* the accuracy
of his copy, word by word. Where there are two or more scriveners in an office, they
assist each other in this examination, one reading from the copy, the other holding* the
original. It is a very dull*, wearisome*, and lethargic* affair. I can readily imagine that,
to some sanguine* temperaments, it would be altogether intolerable. For example, I
cannot credit that the mettlesome* a poet, Byron*, would have contentedly sat down
with Bartleby to examine a law document of, say, five hundred pages, closely* written
in a crimpy* hand*.
Now and then, in the haste* of business, it had been my habit to assist in comparing
some brief* document myself, calling Turkey or Nippers for this purpose. One object I
had, in placing Bartleby so handy to me behind the screen, was, to avail* myself of his
se rvices on such trivial* occasions. It was on the third day, I think, of his being with me,
and before any necessity had arisen* for having his own writing examined, that, being much
hurried to complete a small affair I had in hand, I abruptly* called to Bartleby. In my haste*
and natural expectancy of instant compliance*, I sat with my head bent* over the
original on my desk, and my right hand sideways, and somewhat nervously extended with
the copy, so that, immediately upon emerging from his retreat*, Bartleby might snatch* it
and proceed to business without the least* delay*.
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In this very attitude did I sit when I called to him , rapidly stating what it was I
wanted him to do namely, to examine a small paper with me. Imagine my surprise, nay*,
my c onsternation, when, without moving from his privacy, Bartleby, in a singularly mild*, firm voice, replied, “I would prefer not to.”
I sat a while in perfect silence, rallying* my stunned* faculties. Immediately it
occurred to me that my ears had deceived me, or Bartleby had entirely misunderstood
my meaning*. I repeated my request* in the clearest tone I could assume; but in quite as
clear a one came the previous reply*, “I would prefer not to.”
“Prefer not to,” echoed I, rising in high excitement, and crossing the room with a stride* .
“What do you mean? Are you moon-struck?* I want you to help me compare this sheet
here—take it,” and I thrust* it toward him*.
“I would prefer not to,” said he.
I looked at him steadfastly*. His face was leanly* composed*; his gray eye dimly*
calm. Not a wrinkle* of agitation rippled* him. Had there been the least uneasiness,
anger, impatience, or impertinence in his manner; in other words, had there been anything ordinarily human about him, doubtless I should have violently dismissed* him
from the premises. But as it was, I should have as soon thought of turning my pale
plaster-of-paris bust of Cicero* out of doors. I stood gazing* at him a while, as he went
on with his own writing, and then reseated myself at my desk. This is very strange,
thought I. What had one best do? But my business* hurried me. I concluded to forget
the matter for the present, reserving it for my future leisure*. So calling Nippers from
the other room, the paper was speedily* examined.
A few days after this, Bartleby concluded four lengthy* documents, being quadruplicates of a week’s testimony taken before me in my High Court of Chancery*. It became
necessary to examine them. It was an important suit*, and great accuracy was imperative. Having all things arranged*, I called Turkey, Nippers, and Ginger Nut, from the
next room, meaning* to place the four copies in the hands of my four clerks, while I
should read from the original. Accordingly*, Turkey, Nippers, and Ginger Nut had
taken their seats in a row*, each with his document in his hand, when I called to
Bartleby to join this interesting group.
“Bartleby! quick*, I am waiting.”
I heard a slow scrape* of his chair legs on the uncarpeted floor, and soon he appeared
standing* at the entrance of his hermitage*.
“What is wanted?” said he mildly*.
“The copies, the copies,” said I hurriedly*. “We are going to examine them. There”—
and I held* toward him the fourth quadruplicate.
“I would prefer not to,” he said, and gently disappeared behind the screen*.
For a few moments I was turned into a pillar of salt*, standing at the head of my
seated column of clerks. Recovering myself, I advanced toward the screen, and demanded the reason for such extraordinary conduct.
“ Why do you refuse?”
“I would prefer not to.”
With any other man I should have flown* outright* into a dreadful passion, scorned*
all further* words, and thrust him ignominiously* from my presence. But there was
something about Bartleby that not only strangely* disarmed me, but, in a wonderful
manner, touched and disconcerted me. I began to reason with him.
“These are your own copies we are about to examine. It is labour saving* to you,
because one examination will answer for your four papers. It is common usage.
Every copyist is bound* to help examine his copy. Is it not so? Will you not speak?
Answer!”
“I prefer not to,” he replied in a flute-like* tone. It seemed to me that, while I had
been addressing him, he carefully revolved* every statement that I made; fully comprehended the meaning; could not gainsay* the irresistible conclusion; but, at the same
time, some paramount* consideration prevailed with* him to reply as he did.
“You are decided, then, not to comply* with my request—a request made according
to common usage and common sense?”
He briefly gave me to understand, that on that point my judgment* was sound*. Yes:
his decision was irreversible*.
It is not seldom the case that, when a man is browbeaten* in some unprecedented and
violently unreasonable way, he begins to stagger* in his own plainest faith. He begins,
as it were, vaguely to surmise* that, wonderful as it may be, all the justice and all the
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reason is on the other side. Accordingly, if any disinterested persons are present, he
turns to them for some reinforcement for his own faltering* mind.
“Turkey,” said I, “what do you think of this? Am I not right?”
“With submission, sir,” said Turkey, in his blandest* tone, “I think that you are.”
“Nippers,” said I, “what do you think of it?”
“I think I should kick him out* of the office.”
(The reader, of nice* perceptions, will here perceive that, it being morning, Turkey’s
answer is couched* in polite and tranquil terms, but Nippers’s replies in ill-tempered ones.
Or, to repeat a previous sentence, Nippers’s ugly mood was on duty*, and Turkey’s off*.)
“Ginger Nut,” said I, willing to enlist* the smallest suffrage* in my behalf, “what do
you think of it?”
“I think, sir, he’s a little luny*,” replied Ginger Nut, with a grin*.
“You hear what they say,” said I, turning toward the screen, “come forth* and
do your duty*.”
But he vouchsafed* no reply. I pondered* a moment in sore* perplexity. But once
more business hurried me. I determined* again to postpone the consideration* of this
dilemma to my future leisure. With a little trouble we made out* to examine the papers
without Bartleby, though at every page or two Turkey deferentially* dropped his opinion,
that this proceeding was quite out of the common; while Nippers, twitching* in his chair
with a dyspeptic* nervousness, ground out, between his set teeth, occasional hissing maledictions against the stubborn oa f* behind the screen. And for his (Nippers’s) part, this was
the first and the last time he would do another man’s bu siness without pay.
Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage*, oblivious* to everything but his own
peculiar business there.
Some days passed, the scrivener being employed upon another lengthy* work. His
late remarkable* conduct led* me to regard his ways narrowly. I observed that he never
went to dinner; indeed, that he never went anywhere. As yet I had never, of my personal
knowledge, known him to be outside of my office. He was a perpetual sentry* in the
corner. At about eleven o’clock though, in the morning, I noticed that Ginger Nut would
advance toward the opening in Bartleby’s screen, as if silently beckoned thither* by a
gesture invisible to me where I sat. The boy would then leave the office, jingling* a few
pence*, and reappear with a handful of ginger-nuts, which he delivered in the hermitage* ,
receiving two of the cakes* for his trouble*.
He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought I; never eats a dinner, properly* speaking; he
must be a vegetarian, then; but no; he never eats even vegetables, he eats nothing but
ginger-nuts. My mind then ran* on in reveries concerning the probable effects upon the
human constitution of living entirely on ginger-nuts. Ginger-nuts are so called, because
they contain ginger* as one of their peculiar constituents, and the final flavouring one.
Now, what was ginger? A hot, spicy thing. Was Bartleby hot* and spicy*? Not at al l. Ginger,
then, had no effect upon Bartleby. Probably he preferred it should have none.
Nothing so aggravates* an earnest* person as a passive resistance. If the individual so
resisted be of a not inhumane temper, and the resisting one perfectly harmless* in his
passivity, then, in the better moods* of the former*, he will endeavour charitably to
construe* to his imagination what proves* impossible to be solved by his judgment.
Even so, for the most part, I regarded Bartleby and his ways*. Poor fellow! thought I, he
means no mischief*; it is plain he intends no insolence; his aspect sufficiently evinces*
that his eccentricities are involuntary. He is useful to me. I can get along with him. If I
turn him away*, the chances are he will fall in with some less-indulgent employer, and
then he will be rudely treated, and perhaps driven forth miserably to starve*. Yes. Here
I can cheaply* purchase a delicious self-approval*. To befriend* Bartleby; to humour him
in his strange wilfulness*, will cost me little or nothing, while I lay* up in my soul what
will eventually prove a sweet morsel* for my conscience. But this mood was not invariable
with me. The passiveness of Bartleby sometimes irritated me. I felt strangely goaded on* to
encounter him in new opposition—to elicit* some angry spark* from him answerable to
my own. But, indeed, I might as* well have essayed* to strike fire with my knuckles*
against a bit of Windsor soap*. But one afternoon the evil impulse in me
mastered* me, and the following little scene ensued*:—
“Bartleby,” said I, “when those papers are copied, I will compare them with you.”
“I would prefer not to.”
“How? Surely you do not mean to persist in that mulish* vagary*?”
No answer.
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I threw open the folding-doors* near by*, and, turning upon Turkey and Nippers,
exclaimed:
“Bartleby a second time says, he won’t examine his papers. What do you think of it,
Turkey?”
It was afternoon, be it remembered. Turkey sat glowing like a brass boiler; his bald*
head steaming; his hands reeling* among his blotted* papers.
“Think of it?” roared Turkey; “I think I’ll just step behind his screen, and
black his eyes* for him!”
So saying, Turkey rose to his feet and threw his arms into a pugilistic position. He
was hurrying away to make good his promise, when I detained him, alarmed at the effect
of incautiously* rousing* Turkey’s combativeness after dinner.
“Sit down, Turkey,” said I, “and hear what Nippers has to say. What do you think of
it, Nippers? Would I not be justified in immediately dismissing* Bartleby?”
“Excuse me, that is for you decide, sir I think his conduct quite unusual, and, indeed,
unjust, as regards Turkey and myself. But it may only be a passing* whim*.”
“Ah,” exclaimed I, “you have strangely changed your mind, then—you speak very
gently* of him now.”
“All beer*,” cried Turkey; “gentleness is effects of beer—Nippers and I dined together
to-day. You see how gentle I am, sir. Shall I go and black his eyes?*”
“You refer to Bartleby, I suppose. No, not to-day, Turkey,” I replied; “pray, put up*
your fists.”
I closed the doors, and again advanced toward Bartleby. I felt additional incentives
tempting me to my fate. I burned to be rebelled against again. I remembered that
Bartleby never left* the office.
“Bartleby,” said I, “Ginger Nut is away; just step around to the Post Office, won’t
you? (it was but a three minutes’ walk), and see if there is anything for me.”
“I would prefer not to.”
“You will not?”
“I prefer not.”
I staggered* to my desk, and sat there in a deep study. My blind inveteracy* re turned.
Was there any other thing in which I could procure myself to be ignominiously* repulse d* by this
lean*, penniless wight*?—my hired clerk? What added* thing* is there, perfectly reasonable, that he will be sure to refuse to do*?
“Bartleby!”
No answer.
“Bartleby,” in a louder tone.
No answer.
“Bartleby,” I roared*.
Like a very ghost, agreeably* to the laws of magical invocation, at the third
summons*, he appeared at the entrance of his hermitage*.
“Go to the next room, and tell Nippers to come to me.”
“I prefer not to,” he respectfully and slowly said, and mildly* disappeared.
“Very good, Bartleby,” said I, in a quiet sort of serenely-severe self-possessed* tone, intimating*
the unalterable purpose of some terrible retribution* very close at hand. At the
moment I half intended something of the kind. But upon the whole, as it was
drawing* toward my dinner-hour, I thought it best to put on my hat and walk home
for the day, suffering much from perplexity and distress* of mind.
Shall I acknowledge it?* The conclusion of this whole business was, that it soon
became a fixed fact of my chambers*, that a pale young scrivener, by the name of
Bartleby, had a desk there; that he copied for me at the usual rate of four cents a folio
(one hundred words); but he was permanently exempt* from examining the work done by
him, that duty being transferred to Turkey and Nippers, out of compliment*, doubtless
to their superior acuteness*; moreover, said Bartleby was never, on any account, to be
dispatched* on the most trivial errand* of any sort; and that even if entreated* to take
upon him such a matter, it was generally understood that he would “prefer not to”—in
other words, that he would refuse point-blank*.
As days passed on, I became considerably reconciled to* Bartleby. His steadiness*,
his freedom* from all dissipation*, his incessant industry (except when he chose to throw
himself into a standing revery behind his screen), his great stillness*, his unalterableness* of
demeanour* under all circumstances, made him a valuable acquisition. One prime thing
was this—he was always there—first in the morning, continually through the day, and
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the last at night. I had a singular* confidence in his honesty. I felt my most precious
papers perfectly safe* in his hands. Sometimes, to be sure, I could not, for the very soul
of me, avoid* falling into sudden* spasmodic passions with him. For it was exceeding
difficult to bear* in mind all the time those strange peculiarities, privileges, and unheard-of exemptions, forming the tacit* stipulations* on Bartleby’s part under which he
remained in my office. Now and then, in the eagerness* of dispatching pressing* business,
I would inadvertently summon* Bartleby, in a short, rapid* tone, to put his finger, say, on
the incipient tie of a bit of red tape* with which I was about compressing* some papers. Of
course, from behind the screen the usual answer, “I prefer not to,” was sure to come; and
then, how could a human creature, with the common infirmities of our nature, refrain* from
bitterly exclaiming* upon such perverseness—such unreasonableness. However,
every added repulse* of this sort which I received only tended to lessen* the
probability of my repeating the inadvertence*.
Here it must be said, that according to the custom of most legal gentlemen occupying
chambers* in densely populated law-buildings, there were several keys to my door. One
was kept by a woman residing in the attic, which person weekly scrubbed* and daily
swept and dusted my apartments. Another was kept by Turkey for convenience sake*.
The third I sometimes carried in my own pocket. The fourth I knew not who had.
Now, one Sunday morning I happened to go to Trinity Church*, to hear a celebrated
preacher, and finding myself rather early on the ground I thought I would walk round to
my chambers for a while. Luckily I had my key with me; but upon applying* it to the
lock, I found it resisted by something inserted from the inside. Quite surprised, I called
out; when to my consternation a key was turned from within; and thrusting his lean*
visage at me, and holding the door ajar*, the apparition of Bartleby appeared, in h is
shirt-sleeves, and otherwise in a strangely tattered* dishabille*, saying quietly that he was
sorry, but he was deeply engaged just then, and—pref erred not admitting me at present. In
a brief word or two*, he moreover added, that perhaps I had better walk round the block two or
three times, and by that time he would probably have concluded his affairs.
Now, the utterly* unsurmised* appearance of Bartleby, tenanting* my law-chambers
of a Sunday morning, with his cadaverously gentlemanly nonchalance*, yet withal* firm
and self-possessed, had such a strange effect upon me, that incontinently I slunk away*
from my own door, and did as desired. But not without sundry* twinges* of impotent
rebellion against the mild effrontery* of this unaccountable scrivener. Indeed, it was his
wonderful mildness chiefly, which not only disarmed me, but unmanned* me as it were.
For I consider that one, for the time, is sort of unmanned* when he tranquilly permits his
hired clerk to dictate to him, and order him away from his own premises*. Furthermore,
I was full of uneasiness* as to what Bartleby could possibly be doing in my office in
his shirt-sleeves, and in an otherwise dismantled* condition of a Sunday morning.
Was anything amiss* going on? Nay*, that was out of the question. It was not to be
thought of for a moment that Bartleby was an immoral person. But what could he be
doing there?—copying? Nay* again, whatever might be his eccentricities, Bartleby
was an eminently decorous* person. He would be the last man to sit down to his
desk in any state approaching to nudity. Besides, it was Sunday; and there was
something about Bartleby that forbade* the supposition that he would by any secular
occupation violate the proprieties of the day*.
Nevertheless, my mind was not pacified; and full of a restless* curiosity, at last I
returned to the door. Without hindrance* I inserted my key, opened it, and entered.
Bartleby was not to be seen. I looked round anxiously, peeped* behind his screen; but
it was very plain* that he was gone. Upon more closely examining the place, I surmised*
that for an indefinite period Bartleby must have eaten, dressed, and slept in my office, and
that, too, without plate, mirror, or bed. The cushioned seat of a rickety* old sofa in one
corner bore* the faint* impress* of a lean*, reclining form. Rolled away under his desk,
I found a blanket; under the empty grate* a blacking box and brush, on a chair, a tin
basin, with soap and a ragged* towel; in a newspaper a few crumbs of ginger-nuts and
a morsel* of cheese. Yes, thought I, it is evident enough that Bartleby has been making
his home here, keeping bachelor’s hall* all by himself. Immediately then the thought
came sweeping* across me, what miserable friendlessness and loneliness are here revealed!
His poverty is great; but his solitude, how horrible! Think of it of a Sunday, Wall Street is
deserted as Petra 1 and every night of every day it is an emptiness. This building, too, which
of week-days hums with industry and life*, at nightfall echoes with sheer vacancy, and all
through Sunday is forlorn*. And here Bartleby makes his home; sole spectator of a solitude

(notable, singular)
(seguros)
escape / instant,
(súbita)
keep
unspoken / (cláusulas)
impatience at, (celo)
/ urgent
call, beckon / (apremiante)
(cordón rojo) / (a
punto de atar)
abstain, desist
(proferir)
refuse / diminish
lack of attention

quarters, site, place
(fregaba los suelos)
protection
First Episcopal church
in the Wall Street area
of New York City,
chartered in 1697.
(insertándola)

skinny, slim, thin
(entreabierta)
ragge d / a polite
French euphemism
for 'partially clothed',
(en batín)
(muy brevemente, lacónicamente)
absolutely / unexpected
/ (como inquilino de)
indifference, apathy
/ however
sneaked
various / pricks,
pangs
audacity
emasculated, (me de sralizó, me aniquiló )
(que me privaba de virilidad)
place, site
discomfort, (desasosiego, inquietud)
(de desaseo)
wrong / 'No'

'No'
(cortés, correcto)

eliminated
proper behavior
for a Sunday
(inquieta)
impediment , (obstáculo)
looked slyly or cautiously, (atisbé)
clear / suspected,
(conjeturé)
deteriorated
showe d / (leve) / (huella) / skinny, bony
firebox
frayed, (raída)
piece
(piso de soltero)
invading
1 Ancient Roman city
in th e Jordanian
d esert, its ruins
found in 1812.
(vibra industrioso y vivo)
abandoned, desolate

485

490

495

500

505

510

515

520

525

530

535

540

which he has seen all-populous—a sort of innocent and transformed Marius* brooding
among the ruins of Carthage!
For the first time in my life a feeling of overpowering stinging* melancholy seized
me. Before, I had never experienced aught* but a not unpleasing sadness. The bond* of
a common humanity now drew me irresistibly to gloom. A fraternal melancholy! For both I
and Bartleby were sons of Adam*. I remembered the bright silks and sparkling* faces I had
seen that day, in gala trim*, swan-like sailing down the Mississippi of Broadway; and I
contrasted them with the pallid copyist, and thought to myself, Ah, happiness courts* the
light, so we deem* the world is gay; but misery hides aloof*, so we deem that misery
there is none. These sad fancyings—chimeras*, doubtless, of a sick and silly* brain—led
on to other and more special thoughts, concerning the eccentricities of Bartleby. Presentiments of strange discoveries hovered* round me. The scrivener’s pale form appeared to
me laid out, among uncaring* strangers, in its shivering* winding-sheet*.
Suddenly I was attracted by Bartleby’s closed desk, the key in open sight* left in the lock.
I mean no mischief, seek* the gratification of no heartless curiosity, thought I;
besides, the desk is mine, and its contents, too, so I will make bold* t o look within.
Everything was methodically arranged, the papers smoothly* placed*. The pigeon-holes*
were deep, and removing the files of documents, I groped* into their recesses*. Presently
I felt something there, and dragged it out*. It was an old bandanna handkerchief, heavy
and knotted. I opened it, and saw it was a savings-bank.
I now recalled* all the quiet mysteries which I had noted in the man. I remembered
that he never spoke but to answer; that, though at intervals he had considerable time to
himself, yet I had never seen him reading no, not even a newspaper; that for long periods
he would stand looking out, at his pale window behind the screen*, upo n the dead brick
wall; I was quite sure he never visited any refectory* or eating-house*; while his pale face
clearly indicated that he never drank beer like Turkey, or tea and coffee even, like other
men; that he never went anywhere in particular* that I could learn; never went out for a
walk, unless, indeed, that was the case at present; that he had declined telling who he
was, or whence* he came, or whether he had any relatives* in the world; that though so
thin and pale, he never complained of ill health. And more than all, I remembered a
certain unconscious air of pallid—how shall I call it?—of pallid haughtiness*, say, or
rather an austere reserve about him, which had positively awed* me into my tame*
compliance* with his eccentricities, when I had feared to ask him to do the slightest
incidental thing for me, even though I might know, from his long-continued motionlessness,
that behind his screen he must be standing* in one of those dea d-wall reveries of his.
Revolving* all these things, and coupling them with the recently discovered fact, that he
made my office his constant abiding*-place and home, and not forgetful of his morbid moodiness*; revolving all these things, a prudential feeling began to steal* over me. My first
emotions had been those of pure melancholy and sincerest pity; but just in proportion as
the forlornness* of Bartleby grew and grew to my imagination, did that same melancholy merge into fear, than pity into repulsion. So true it is, and so terrible, too, that up
to a certain point the thought or sight of misery enlists* our best affections; but, in
certain special cases, beyond that point it does not. They err* who would assert that
invariably* this is owing* to the inherent selfishness of the human heart. It rather proceeds
from a certain hopelessness of remedying excessive and organic ill. To a sensitive being, pity is
not seldom pain. And when at last it is perceived that such pity cannot lead to effectual succour*,
common-sense bids* the soul be rid of* it. What I saw that morning persuaded
me that the scrivener was the victim of innate and incurable disorde r*. I might
give alms* to his body; but his body did not pain him; it was his soul that suffered,
and his soul* I could not reach.
I did not accomplish the purpose of going to Trinity Church that morning. Somehow,
the things I had seen disqualified* me for the time for church-going. I walked homeward,
thinking what I would do with Bartleby. Finally, I resolved upon this—I would put
certain calm questions to him the next morning, touching* his history, etc., and if he
declined* to answer them openly and unreservedly (and I supposed he would prefer not),
then to give him a twenty-dollar bill over and above* whatever I might owe* him, and
tell him his services were no longer required; but that if in any other way I could assist
him, I would be happy to do so*, especially if he desired to return to his native place,
wherever that might be, I would willingly help to defray* the expenses. Moreover, if,
after reaching home, he found himself at any time in want* of aid, a letter from him
would be sure of a reply.
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The next morning came.
“Bartleby,” said I, gently calling to him behind his screen.
No reply.
“Bartleby,” said I, in a still gentler tone, “come here; I am not going to ask you to do
anything you would prefer not to do—I simply wish to speak to you.”
Upon this he noiselessly slid* into view.
“Will you tell me, Bartleby, where you were born?”
“I would prefer not to.”
“Will you tell me anything about yourself?”
“I would prefer not to.”
“But what reasonable objection can you have to speak to me? I feel friendly
toward you.”
He did not look at me while I spoke, but kept his glance* fixed upon my bust of
Cicero*, which, as I then sat, was directly behind me, some six inches above my head.
“Why your answer, Bartleby?” said I, after waiting a considerable time for a reply,
during which his countenance* remained immovable, only there was the faintest* conceivable tremor of the white attenuated* mouth.
“At present I prefer to give no answer,” he said, and retired into his hermitage*.
It was rather weak in me, I confess, but his manner, on this occasion, nettled* me. Not
only did there seem to lurk* in it a certain calm disdain, but his perverseness
seemed ungrateful*, considering the undeniable good usage and indulgence * he
had received from me.
Again I sat ruminating* what I should do. Mortified as I was at his behavior, and
resolved as I had been to dismiss* him when I entered my office, nevertheless I strangely
felt something superstitious knocking at my heart, and forbidding me to carry out my
purpose, and denouncing me for a villain if I dared* to breathe one bitter word against
this forlornest* of mankind. At last, familiarly drawing my chair behind his screen, I sat
down and said: “Bartleby, never mind, then, about revealing* your history; but let me
entreat you, as a friend, to comply* as far as may be with the usages of this office. Say
now, you will help to examine papers to-morrow or next day: in short, say now, that in
a day or two you will begin to be a little reasonable:—say so, Bartleby.”
“At present I would prefer not to be a little reasonable,” was his mildly*
cadaverous reply.
Just then the folding-doors* opened, and Nippers approached. He seemed suffering
from an unusually bad night’s rest, induced by severer indigestion than common. He
overheard those final words of Bartleby.
“Prefer not, eh?” gritted* Nippers—”I’d prefer him, if I were you, sir,” addressing
me—“I’d prefer him; I’d give him preferences, the stubborn mule! What is it, sir, pray,
that he prefers not to do now?”
Bartleby moved not a limb*.
“Mr. Nippers,” said I, “I’d prefer that you would withdraw* for the present.”
Somehow, of late*, I had got into the way of involuntarily using this word “prefer”
upon all sorts of not exactly suitable* occasions. And I trembled to think that my contact
with the scrivener had already and seriously affected me in a mental way. And what
further and deeper aberration might it not yet produce? This apprehension had not been
without efficacy* in determining me to summary* measures.
As Nippers, looking very sour* and sulky*, was departing, Turkey blandly* and
deferentially* approached.
“With submission*, sir,” said he, “yesterday I was thinking about Bartleby here, and
I think that if he would but prefer to take a quart of good ale* everyday, it would do
much toward mending* him, and enabling him to assist in examining his papers.”
“So you have got the word too,” said I, slightly* excited.
“With submission, what word, sir,” asked Turkey, respectfully crowding* himself
into the contracted* space behind the screen, and by so doing, making me jostle* the
scrivener. “What word, sir?”
“I would prefer to be left alone here,” said Bartleby, as if offended at being mobbed*
in his privacy.
“That’s the word, Turkey,” said I— “that’s it.”
“Oh, prefer? oh yes—queer* word. I never use it myself. But, sir, as I was saying, if
he would but prefer.”
“Turkey,” interrupted I, “you will please withdraw*.”
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“Oh certainly, sir, if you prefer that I should.”
As he opened the folding-door to retire, Nippers at his desk caught a glimpse* of me,
and asked whether I would prefer to have a certain paper copied on blue paper or white.
He did not in the least roguishly* accent the word prefer. It was plain that it involuntarily rolled from his tongue. I thought to myself, surely I must get rid of* a demented man,
who already has in some degree turned the tongues, if not the heads of myself and
clerks*. But I thought it prudent not to break the dismission at once*.
The next day I noticed that Bartleby did nothing but stand at his window in his deadwall revery*. Upon asking him why* he did not write, he said that he had decided*
upon doing no more writing.
“Why, how now? what next?” exclaimed I, “do no more writing?”
“No more.”
“And what is the reason?”
“Do you not see the reason for yourself?” he indifferently replied.
I looked steadfastly* at him, and perceived that his eyes looked dull* and glazed*.
Instantly it occurred to me, that his unexampled* diligence in copying by his dim window
for the first few weeks of his stay with me might have temporarily impaired* his vision.
I was touched. I said something in condolence with him. I hinted* that of course he
did wisely in abstaining from writing for a while; and urged him to embrace* that
opportunity of taking wholesome* exercise in the open air. This, however, he did not do.
A few days after this, my other clerks being absent, and being in a great hurry to
dispatch certain letters by the mail, I thought that having nothing else earthly* to do,
Bartleby would surely be less inflexible than usual, and carry these letters to the Post
Office. But he blankly* declined. So, much to my inconvenience*, I went myself.
Still added days went by. Whether Bartleby’s eyes improved or not, I could not say.
To all appearance, I thought they did. But when I asked him if they did, he vouchsafed*
no answer. At all events, he would do no copying. At last, in reply to my urgings*, he
informed me that he had permanently given up copying.
“What!” exclaimed I; “suppose your eyes should get entirely well—better than ever
before—would you not copy then?”
“I have given up copying,” he answered, and slid* aside.
He remained as ever, a fixture* in my chamber. Nay*—if that were possible—he
became still more of a fixture than before. What was to be done? He would do nothing
in the office; why should he stay there? In plain fact, he had now become a millstone* to
me, not only useless as a necklace, but afflictive to bear*. Yet I was sorry for him. I speak
less than truth when I say that, on his own account, he occasioned me uneasiness*. If he
would but have named a single relative or friend, I would instantly have written, and
urged their taking the poor fellow away to some convenient retreat*. But he seemed
alone, abs olutely alone in the universe. A bit of wreck* in the mid-Atlantic. At length,
necessities connected with my business tyrannised * over all other considerations.
Decently* as I could, I told Bartleby that in six days’ time he must unconditionally leave the
office. I warned him to take measures, in the interval, for procuring some other ab ode*. I
offered to assist him in this endeavour*, if he himself would but take the fi rst
step toward a removal*. “And when you finally quit me, Bartleby,” added I, “I shall see
that you go not away entirely unprovided*. Six days from this hour, remember.”
At the expiration of that period, I peeped* behind the screen, and lo!* Bartleby
was there.
I buttoned up my coat, balanced myself; advanced slowly toward him, touched his
shoulder, and said, “The time has come; you must quit* this place; I am sorry for you;
here is money; but you must go.”
“I would prefer not,” he replied, with his back still toward me.
“You must.”
He remained silent*.
Now I had an unbounded* confidence in this man’s common honesty. He had frequently restored to me sixpences and shillings carelessly dropped upon the floor, for I
am apt to be very reckless* in such shirt-button* affairs. The proceeding*, then, which
followed will not be deemed* extraordinary.
“Bartleby,” said I, “I owe you twelve dollars on account; here are thirty-two; the odd* twenty
are yours—Will you take it?” and I handed the bills* toward him.
But he made no motion.
“I will leave them here, then,” putting them under a weight* on the table. Then
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taking my hat and cane* and going to the door, I tranquilly turned and added— “After
you have removed* your things from these offices, Bartleby, you will of course lock the
door—since everyone is now gone for the day but you—and if you please, slip* your
key underneath the mat*, so that I may have it in the morning. I shall not see you again;
so good-bye to you. If, hereafter, in your new place of abode*, I can be of any service to
you, do not fail to advise* me by letter. Good-bye, Bartleby, and fare you well*.”
But he answered not a word; like the last column of some ruined temple*, he remained standing* mute and solitary in the middle of the otherwise deserted room.
As I walked home in a pensive mood, my vanity got the better of* my pity. I could not
be highly plume* myself on my masterly management in getting rid of Bartleby. Masterly I call it, and such it must appear to any dispassionate thinker. The beauty of my
procedure seemed to consist in its perfect quietness. There was no vulgar bullying*, no
bravado of any sort, no choleric hectoring*, and striding* to and fro across the apartment,
jerking out* vehement commands for Bartleby to bundle himself off* with his beggarly
traps*. Nothing of the kind. Without loudly bidding* Bartleby depart—as an inferior
genius* might have done—I assumed the ground that depart he must; and upon that
assumption built all I had to say. The more I thought over my procedure, the more I was
charmed with it. Nevertheless, next morning, upon awakening, I had my doubts—I had
somehow slept off* the fumes of vanity*. One of the coolest and wisest hours a man has,
is just after he awakes in the morning. My procedure seemed as sagacious* as ever—but
only in theory. How it would prove in practice—there was the rub*. It was truly a
beautiful thought to have assumed Bartleby’s departure; but, after all, that assumption
was simply my own, and none of Bartleby’s. The great point was, not whether I had
assumed that he would quit* me, but whether he would prefer so to do. He was more a
man of preferences than assumptions*.
After breakfast, I walked down town, arguing the probabilities pro and con. One
moment I thought it would prove a miserable failure, and Bartleby would be found all
alive at my office as usual; the next moment it seemed certain that I should find his chair
empty. And so I kept veering* about. At the corner of Broadway and Canal Street, I saw
quite an excited group of people standing* in earnest conversation.
“I’ll take odds he doesn’t,*” said a voice as I passed.
“Doesn’t go?*—done!” said I; “put up your money.”
I was instinctively putting my hand in my pocket to produce my own, when I
remembered that this was an election day. The words I had overheard bore* no reference
to Bartleby, but to the success or non-success of some candidate for the mayorality*. In
my intent frame of mind*, I had, as it were, imagined that all Broadway shared in my
excitement, and were debating the same question with me. I passed on, very thankful that
the uproar* of the street screened* my momentary absent-mindedness.
As I had intended, I was earlier than usual at my office door. I stood listening for a
moment. All was still. He must be gone. I tried the knob*. The door was locked. Yes, my
procedure had worked to a charm; he indeed must be vanished. Yet a certain melancholy
mixed with this: I was almost sorry for my brilliant success. I was fumbling* under the
door-mat* for the key, which Bartleby was to have left there for me, when accidentally
my knee knocked against a panel, producing a summoning* sound, and in response a
voice came to me from within— “Not yet; I am occupied.”
It was Bartleby.
I was thunderstruck*. For an instant I stood like the man who, pipe in mouth, was
killed one cloudless afternoon long ago in Virginia, by summer lightning; at his own
warm open window he was killed, and remained leaning* out there upon the dreamy*
afternoon, till someone touched him, when he fell.
“Not gone!” I murmured at last. But again obeying that wondrous* ascendency*
which the inscrutable scrivener had over me, and from which ascendency, for all my
chafing*, I could not completely escape, I slowly went downstairs and out into the street,
and while walking round the block, considered what I should next do in this unheard-o f*
perplexity. Turn the man out by an actual* thrusting* I could not; to drive him away by
calling him hard names* would not do; calling in the police was an unpleasant idea; and
yet, permit him to enjoy his cadaverous triumph over me—this, too, I could not think of.
What was to be done? or, if nothing could be done, was there anything further that I
could assume in the matter? Yes, as before I had prospectively* assumed that Bartleby
would depart, so now I might retrospectively assume that departed he was. In the legitimate
carrying out* of this assumption*, I might enter my office in a great hurry, and pretending
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not to see Bartleby at all, walk straight against him as if he were air. Such a
proceeding would in a singular degree have the appearance of a homethrust*. It
was hardly possible that Bartleby could withstand such an application of the doctrine
of assumptions*. But upon second thoughts the success of the plan seemed rather
dubious. I resolved to argue the matter over with him again*.
“Bartleby,” said I, entering the office, with a quietly severe expression*, “I am
seriously displeased. I am pained*, Bartleby. I had thought better of you. I had imagined
you of such a gentlemanly organisation, that in any delicate dilemma a slight hint*
would suffice—in short, an assumption. But it appears I am deceived*. Why,” I added,
unaffectedly* starting*, “you have not even touched that money yet,” pointing to it, just
where I had left it the evening previous.
He answered nothing.
“Will you, or will you not, quit* me?” I now demanded in a sudden passion, advancing close to him.
“I would prefer not to quit you,” he replied, gently emphasizing the not.
“What earthly right have you to stay here?* Do you pay any rent? Do you pay my
taxes? Or is this property yours?”
He answered nothing.
“Are you ready to go on and write now? Are your eyes recovered? Could you copy a
small paper for me this morning? or help examine a few lines? or step round to the Post
Office? In a word, will you do anything at all, to give a colouring* to your refusal* to
depart the premises*?”
He silently retired into his hermitage*.
I was now in such a state of nervous resentment* that I thought it but prudent to check*
myself at present from further demonstrations*. Bartleby and I were alone. I remembered
the tragedy of the unfortunate Adams and the still more unfortune Colt* in the solitary
office of the latter; and how poor Colt, being dreadfully incensed by Adams, and
imprudently permitting himself to get wildly excited, was at unawares hurried into his
fatal act—an act which certainly no man could possibly deplore more than the actor
himself. Often it had occurred to me in my ponderings* upon the subject, that had that
altercation taken place* in the public street, or at a private residence, it would not have
terminated as it did. It was the circumstance of being alone in a solitary office, upstairs*,
of a building entirely unhallowed* by humanising domestic associations—an uncarpeted
office, doubtless, of a dusty, haggard* sort of appearance—this it must have been, which
greatly helped to enhance* the irritable desperation of the hapless* Colt.
But when this old Adam* of resentment rose in me and tempted me concerning Bartleby,
I grappled him and threw him*. How? Why, simply by recalling the divine injunction*: “A
new commandment give I unto you, that ye love one another*.” Yes, this it was that
saved me. Aside from higher considerations, charity often operates as a vastly wise and
prudent principle—a great safeguard to its possessor. Men have committed murder for
jealousy’s sake, and anger’s sake, and hatred’s sake, and selfishness’ sake, and spiritual
pride’s sake; but no man, that ever I heard of, ever committed a diabolical murder for
sweet charity’s sake. Mere* self-interest, then, if no better motive can be enlisted*,
should, especially with high-tempered men, prompt* all beings to charity and
philanthropy. At any rate, upon the occasion in question, I strove* to drown
my exasperated feelings toward the scrivener by benevolently construing* his
conduct*. Poor fellow, poor fellow! thought I, he don’t mean anything; and besides, he
was seen hard times, and ought to be indulged*.
I endeavoured*, also, immediately to occupy myself, and at the same time to comfort
my despondency*. I tried to fancy*, that in the course of the morning, at such time as
might prove agreeable to him, Bartleby, of his own free accord, would emerge from his
hermitage* and take up some decided line of march in the direction of the door. But no.
Half-past twelve o’clock came; Turkey began to glow in the face, overturn his ink-stand,
and become generally obstreperous*; Nippers abated* down into quietude and courtesy;
Ginger Nut munched his noon apple; and Bartleby remained standing at his window in
one of his profoundest dead-wall reveries. Will it be credited?* Ought I to acknowledge
it?* That afternoon I left the office without saying one further word to him.
Some days now passed, during which, at leisure intervals, I looked a little into “Edwards* on
the Will,” and “Priestley* on Necessity.” Under the circumstances, those books induced
a salutary* feeling. Gradually I slid* into the persuasion that these troubles of mine,
touching* the scrivener, had been all predestinated from eternity, and Bartleby was
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billeted* upon me for some mysterious purpose of an all-wise Providence*, which it
was not for a mere mortal like me to fathom*. Yes, Bartleby, stay there behind your
screen, thought I; I shall persecute you no more; you are harmless and noiseless as any
of these old chairs, in short, I never feel so private* as when I know you are here. At last
I see it, I feel it; I penetrate to the predestinated purpose of my life. I am content. Others
may have loftier* parts to enact; but my mission in this world, Bartleby, is to furnish
you with office-room for such period as you may see fit* to remain.
I believe that this wise and blessed frame of mind* would have continued with me,
had it not been for the unsolicited and uncharitable remarks obtruded* upon me by my
professional friends who visited the rooms. But thus it often is, that the constant friction
of illiberal* minds wears out at last the best resolves of the more generous. Though to be
sure, when I reflected upon it, it was not strange that people entering my office should
be struck* by the peculiar aspect of the unaccountable* Bartleby, and so be tempted to
throw out some sinister observations concerning him. Sometimes an attorney*, having
business with me, and calling at my office, and finding no one but the scrivener there, would
undertake to obtain some sort of precise information from him touching my whereabouts* ;
but without heeding* his idle talk, Bartleby would remain standing immovable in the
middle of the room. So after contemplating him in that position for a time, the attorney
would depart, no wiser than he came.
Also, when a reference was going on, and the room full of lawyers and witnesses, and
business driving fast, some deeply occupied legal gentleman present, seeing Bartleby
wholly* unemployed, would request him to run round to his (the legal gentleman’s)
office and fetch* some papers for him. Thereupon, Bartleby would tranquilly decline,
and yet remain idle* as before. Then the lawyer would give a great stare*, and turn to
me. And what could I say? At last I was made aware that all through the circle of my
professional acquaintance, a whisper of wonder* was running round, having reference to
the strange creature I kept at my office. This worried me very much. And as the idea
came upon me of his possibly turning out* a long-lived* man, and keep occupying my
chambers, and denying my authority; and perplexing my visitors; and scandalising my
professional reputation; and casting a general gloom over the premises*; keeping soul
and body together to the last upon his savings (for doubtless he spent but half a dime*
a day), and in the end perhaps outlive* me, and claim possession of my office by right
of his perpetual* occupancy: as all these dark anticipations crowded upon me more and
more, and my friends continually intruded their relentless remarks* upon the apparition
in my room; a great change was wrought in me. I resolved to gather all faculties
together, and forever rid me of this intolerable incubus*.
Ere revolving any complicated project, however, adapted to this end, I first simply
suggested to Bartleby the propriety* of his permanent departure. In a calm and serious
tone, I commended* the idea to his careful and mature consideration. But, having taken
three days to meditate upon it, he apprised* me, that his original determination remained
the same; in short, that he still preferred to abide* with me.
What shall I do? I now said to myself, buttoning up my coat to the last button. What
shall I do? what ought I to do? what does conscience say I should do with this man, or,
rather, ghost*? Rid myself of him, I must; go, he shall. But how? You will not thrust
him, the poor, pale, passive mortal—you will not thrust* such a helpless creature out of
your door? you will not dishonor yourself by such cruelty? No, I will not, I cannot do
that. Rather would I let him live and die here, and then mason up* his remains in the
wall. What, then, will you do? For all your coaxing*, he will not budge*. Bribes he
leaves under your own paperweight* on your table; in short, it is quite plain that he
prefers to cling* to you.
Then something severe, something unusual must be done. What! surely y ou will not
have him collared* by a constable*, and commit * his innocent pallor to the common
jail*? And upon what ground could you procure such a thing to be done?—a vagrant, is
he? What! he a vagrant, a wanderer, who refuses to budge*? It is because he will not be
a vagrant, then, that you seek to count him as a vagrant. That is too absurd. No visible
means of support*; there I have him. Wrong again: for indubitably he does support*
himself, and that is the only unanswerable proof that any man can show of his possessing the means so to do. No more, then. Since he will not quit* me, I must quit him. I will
change my offices; I will move elsewhere, and give him fair* notice, that if I find him on
my new premises I will then proceed against him as a common trespasser*.
Acting accordingly, next day I thus addressed him: “I find these chambers* too far
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from the City Hall; the air is unwholesome*. In a word, I propose to remove* my offices
next week, and shall no longer require your services. I tell you this now, in order that
you may seek* another place.”
He made no reply, and nothing more was said.
On the appointed day I engaged carts and men, proceeded to my chambers, and,
having but little furniture, everything was removed in a few hours. Throughout, the
scrivener remained standing* behind the screen, which I directed to be removed the last
thing. It was withdrawn; and, being folded* up like a huge folio, left him the motionless
occupant of a naked room. I stood in the entry watching him a moment, while something
from within me upbraided* me.
I reentered, with my hand in my pocket—and—and my heart in my mouth*.
“Good-bye, Bartleby; I am going—good-bye, and God some way bless you; and take
that,” slipping* something in his hand. But it dropped upon the floor, and then—strange
to say—I tore* myself from him whom I had so longed to be rid of*.
Established in my new quarters*, for a day or two I kept the door locked, and started*
at every footfall* in the passages*. When I returned to my rooms, after any little
absence, I would pause at the threshold for an instant, and attentively listen ere* applying my key. But these fears were needless. Bartleby never came nigh* me.
I thought all was going well, when a perturbed-looking stranger visited me, inquiring
whether I was the person who had recently occupied rooms at No.__ Wall Street.
Full of forebodings*, I replied that I was.
“Then, sir,” said the stranger, who proved a lawyer, “you are responsible for the man
you left there. He refuses to do any copying; he refuses to do anything; he says he
prefers not to; and he refuses to quit* the premises.”
“I am very sorry, sir,” said I, with assumed tranquillity, but an inward* tremor, “but,
really, the man you allude* to is nothing to me—he is no relation or apprentice of mine,
that you should hold me responsible for him.”
“In mercy’s name, who is he?”
“I certainly cannot inform you. I know nothing about him. Formerly I employed him
as a copyist; but he has done nothing for me now for some time past.”
“I shall settle* him, then—good morning, sir.”
Several days passed, and I heard nothing more; and, though I often felt a charitable
prompting* to call at the place and see poor Bartleby, yet a certain squeamishness*, of I
know not what, withheld me*.
All is over with him, by this time, thought I, at last, when, through another week, no
further intelligence reached me. But, coming to my room the day after, I found several
persons waiting at my door in a high state of nervous excitement*.
“That’s the man—here he comes,” cried the foremost* one, whom I recognised as the
lawyer who had previously called upon me alone.
“You must take him away, sir, at once,” cried a portly* person among them, advancing upon me, and whom I knew to be the landlord of No.—Wall Street. “These gentlemen, my tenants*, cannot stand* it any longer; Mr. B___ ,” pointing to the lawyer, “has
turned him out of his room, and he now persists in haunting* the building generally,
sitting upon* the banisters* of the stairs by day, and sleeping in the entry by night.
Everybody is concerned; clients are leaving the offices; some fears are entertained of a mob*;
something you must do, and that without delay*.”
Aghast* at this torrent, I fell back before it, and would fain* have locked myself in
my new quarters. In vain I persisted that Bartleby was nothing to me—no more than to
anyone else. In vain—I was the last person known to have anything to do with him, and
they held me to the terrible account*. Fearful, then, of being exposed in the papers (as
one person present obscurely* threatened*), I considered the matter, and, at length,
said, that if the lawyer would give me a confidential interview with the scrivener, in
his (the lawyer’s) own room, I would, that afternoon, strive* my best to rid them of*
the nuisance* they complained of.
Going upstairs to my old haunt*, there was Bartleby silently sitting upon th e banister*
at the landing*.
“What are you doing here, Bartleby?” said I.
“Sitting upon the banister,” he mildly* replied.
I motioned him into the lawyer’s room, who then left us.
“Bartleby,” said I, “are you aware that you are the cause of great tribulation to me by
persisting in occupying the entry after being dismissed* from the office?”
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No answer.
“Now one of two things must take place either you must do something, or something
must be done to you. Now what sort of business would you like to engage* in? Would
you like to reengage in copying for someone?”
“No; I would prefer not to make any change.”
“Would you like a clerkship* in a dry-goods store*?”
“There is too much confinement* about that. No, I would not like a clerkship*;
but I am not particular*.”
“Too much confinement,” I cried, “why, you keep yourself confined all the time!”
“I would prefer not to take a clerkship,” he rejoined, as if to settle* that little
item at once.
“How would a bar-tender*’s business suit* you? There is no trying of the
eyesight in that.”
“I would not like it at all; though, as I said before, I am not particular*.”
His unwonted* wordiness inspirited me. I returned to the charge.
“Well then, would you like to travel through the country collecting bills* for
the merchants? That would improve your health.”
“No, I would prefer to be doing something else.”
“How, then, would going as a companion to Europe, to entertain some young
gentleman with your conversation—how would that suit* you?”
“Not at all. It does not strike me that there is anything definite about that I like
to be stationary. But I am not particular.”
“Stationary* you shall be, then,” I cried, now losing all patience, and, for the first time
in all my exasperating connection with him, fairly flying into a passion. “If you do not
go away from these premises before night, I shall feel bound— indeed, I am bound*—
to—to quit the premises myself!” I rather absurdly concluded, knowing not with what
possible threat* to try to frighten his immobility into compliance*. Despairing of all
further efforts, I was precipitately leaving him, when a final thought occurred to me—one
which had not been wholly unindulged before*.
“Bartleby,” said I, in the kindest tone I could assume under such exciting circumstances, “will you go home with me now—not to my office, bu t my dwelling*—and
remain there till we can conclude upon some convenient arrangement* for you
at our leisure*? Come, let us start now, right away.”
“No; at present I would prefer not to make any change at all.”
I answered nothing; but, effectually dodging* everyone by the suddenness and rapidity of my flight*, rushed from* the building, ran up Wall Street toward Broadway, and,
jumping into the first omnibus*, was soon removed from pursuit*. As soon as tranquillity returned, I distinctly perceived that I had now done all that I possibly could, both in
respect to the demands of the landlord and his tenants*, and with regard to my own
desire and sense of duty, to benefit Bartleby, and shield* him from rude* persecution. I
now strove* to be entirely carefree and quiescent*; and my conscience justified me in the
attempt; though, indeed, it was not so successful as I could have wished. So fearful was
I of being again hunted out by the incensed* landlord and his exasperated tenants, that,
surrendering* my business to Nippers, for a few days, I drove about the upper part of
the town and through the suburbs, in my rockaway*; crossed over to Jersey City and
Hoboken, and paid fugitive visits to Manhattanville and Astoria. In fact, I almost lived
in my rockaway for the time.
When again I entered my office, lo*, a note from the landlord lay upon the desk. I
opened it with trembling hands. It informed me that the writer had sent to the police, and
had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a vagrant*. Moreover, since I knew more about
him than anyone else, he wished me to appear at that place, and make a suitable*
statement of the facts*. These tidings* had a conflicting effect upon me. At first I was
indignant; but, at last, almost approved. The landlord’s energetic, summary disposition
had led him to adopt a procedure which I do not think I would have decided upon myself;
and yet, as a last resort*, under such peculiar circumstances, it seemed the only plan.
As I afterward learned, the poor scrivener, when told that he must be conducted to the
Tombs, offered not the slightest obstacle, but, in his pale, unmoving way, silently
acquiesced*.
Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders joined the party*; and headed by
one of the constables* arm in arm with Bartleby, the silent procession filed* its way
through all the noise, and heat, and joy of the roaring* throughfares* at noon.

undertake, do
business, busy
yourself

post, employment /
(tienda de géneros)
seclusion / (ser empleado)
demanding, exigent,
requiring much
terminate

(empleado de bar) /
meet your demands
exigent
not customary
(cobrador)

meet your requirements

(Sedentario)

obliged, compelled

menace / conformity
(una que no había
escapado del todo
a mi ponderación
hasta entonces)
house
(arreglo), agreement,
(acuerdo)
(que nos convenga)

avoiding
escape / hurried out
bus / taken to another
occupation, (libre
de persecución)
(inquilinos)
protect / improper
tried / calm

enraged, (colérico)
handing, (dejando)
A lightweight fourwheeled carriage
with solid top and
undraped sides.
(he aquí, vaya, mira) ,
["lo"calls attention to
an amazing sight]
vagabond
appropriate
(declaración) / news

recourse

approved
(comitiva)
officers / (enfiló)
(rugientes , estruendosas) / (calles)

975

980

985

990

995

1000

1005

1010

1015

1020

1025

1030

The same day I received the note, I went to the Tombs, or, to speak more properly,
the Halls of Justice. Seeking the right officer, I stated the purpose of my call*, and
was informed that the individual I described was, indeed, within. I then assured the
functionary that Bartleby was a perfectly honest man, and greatly to be compassionated,
however unaccountably* eccentric. I narrated all I knew, and closed by suggesting the
idea of letting him remain in as indulgent confinement* as possible, till something less
harsh* might be done—though, indeed, I hardly knew what. At all events, if nothing
else could be decided upon, the alms-house* must receive him. I then begged to have
an interview.
Being under no disgraceful* charge*, and quite serene and harmless in all his
ways, they had permitted him freely to wander* about the prison, and, especially, in
the enclosed grass-platted* yards thereof. And so I found him there, standing all alone
in the quietest of the yards*, his face toward a high wall, while all around, from the
narrow slits* of the jail windows, I thought I saw peering* out upon him the eyes of
murderers and thieves.
“Bartleby!”
“I know you,” he said, without looking round— “and I want nothing to say to
you.”
“It was not I that brought you here, Bartleby,” said I, keenly* pained* at his
implied suspicion “And to you, this should not be so vile* a place. Nothing reproachful attaches to you by being here. And see, it is not so sad a place as one might think.
Look, there is the sky, and here is the grass.”
“I know where I am,” he replied, but would say nothing more, and so I left him.
As I entered the corridor* again, a broad meat-like man, in an apron, accosted* me,
and, jerking* his thumb over his shoulder, said, “Is that your friend?”
“Yes.”
“Does he want to starve*? If he does, let him live on the prison fare*, that’s all.”
“Who are you?” asked I, not knowing what to make of such an unofficially
speaking person in such a place.
“I am the grub-man*. Such gentlemen as have friends here, hire me to provide them
with something good to eat.”
“Is this so?” said I, turning to the turnkey*.
He said it was.
“Well, then,” said I, slipping* some silver into the grub*-man’s hands (for so they
called him), “I want you to give particular attention to my friend there; let him have
the best dinner you can get. And you must be as polite to him as possible.”
“Introduce me, will you?” said the grub-man, looking at me with an expression
which seemed to say he was all impatience for an opportunity to give a specimen* of
his breeding*.
Thinking it would prove of benefit to the scrivener, I acquiesced*; and, asking the
grub-man his name, went up with him to Bartleby.
“Bartleby, this is a friend; you will find him very useful to you.”
“Your sarvant*, sir, your sarvant,” said the grub-man, making a low salutation
behind his apron. “Hope you find it pleasant here, sir; nice grounds—cool
apartments *—hope you’ll stay with us some time—try to make it agreeable. What
will you have for dinner today”
“I prefer not to dine today,” said Bartleby, turning away. “It would disagree with
me; I am unused* to dinners.” So saying, he slowly moved to the other side of the
enclosure, and took up a position fronting the dead-wall.
“How’s this?” said the grub-man, addressing me with a stare* of astonishment.
“He’s odd, ain’t he?*”
“I think he is a little deranged*,” said I sadly.
“Deranged? deranged is it? Well, now, upon my word, I thought that friend of
yourn* was a gentleman forger*; they are always pale and genteel*-like, them forgers.
I can’t help pity ‘em can’t help it, sir. Did you know Monroe Edwards*?” he added
touchingly*, and paused. Then, laying* his hand piteously on my shoulder, sighed,
“he died of consumption* at Sing-Sing*. So you weren’t acquainted* with Monroe?”
“No, I was never socially acquainted with any forgers. But I cannot stop longer.
Look to my friend yonder.* You will not lose by it*. I will see you again.”
Some few days after this, I again obtained admission to the Tombs, and went
through the corridors in quest* of Bartleby; but without finding him.
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“I saw him coming from his cell* not long ago,” said a turnkey, “maybe he’s gone
to loiter* in the yards.”
So I went in that direction.
“Are you looking for the silent man?” said another turnkey, passing me. “Yonder* he
lies*—sleeping in the yard there. ’Tis not twenty minutes since I saw him lie down”
The yard* was entirely quiet. It was not accessible to the common prisoners. The
surrounding walls, of amazing thickness*, kept off all sounds behind them. The Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me with its gloom. But a soft imprisoned
turf * grew under foot. The heart of the eternal pyramids, it seemed, wherein, by some
strange magic, through the clefts*, grass-seed, dropped by birds, had sprung.
Strangely huddled* at the base of the wall, his knees drawn up, and lying* on his
side, his head touching the cold stones, I saw the wasted* Bartleby. But nothing stirred*.
I paused; then went close up to him; stooped over*, and saw that his dim eyes were open;
otherwise he seemed profoundly sleeping. Something prompted* me to touch him. I felt
his hand, when a tingling* shiver* ran up my arm and down my spine to my feet.
The round face of the grub-man peered* upon me now. “His dinner is ready.
Won’t he dine today, either? Or does he live without dining?”
“Lives without dining,” said I, and closed the eyes.
“Eh!—He’s asleep, ain’t he?”
“With kings and counselors,”* murmured I.
There would seem little need for proceeding further in this history. Imagination
will readily supply the meagre recital of poor Bartleby’s interment. But, ere parting
with the reader, let me say, that if this little narrative has sufficiently interested him,
to awaken curiosity as to who Bartleby was, and what manner of life he had prior to
the present narrator’s making his acquaintance*, I can only reply, that in such curiosity I fully share, but am wholly unable to gratify it. Yet here I hardly know whether
I should divulge one little item of rumour, which came to my ear a few months after
the scrivener’s decease. Upon what basis it rested I could never ascertain*; and
hence, how true it is I cannot now tell. But, inasmuch as this vague report has not
been without a certain suggestive interest to me, however sad, it may prove* the
same with some others; and so I will briefly* mention it. The report was this: that
Bartleby had been a subordinate clerk in the Dead Letter Office at Washington, from
which he had been suddenly removed by a change in the administration. When I think
over this rumour, hardly can I express the emotions which seize* me. Dead letters! does
it not sound like dead men? Conceive a man by nature and misfortune prone* to a pallid
hopelessness, can any business seem more fitted to heighten* it than that of continually
handling these dead letters, and assorting* them for the flames? For by the cartload they
are annually burned. Sometimes from out the folded paper the pale* clerk takes a
ring*—the finger it was meant for, perhaps, moulders* in the grave; a bank-note sent in
swift est* charity—he whom it would relieve, nor eats nor hungers any more; pardon for those
who died despairing; hope for those who died unhoping; good tidings* for those who died stifled*
by unrelieved* calamities. On errands of life, these letters speed to death* .
Ah, Bartleby! Ah, humanity!
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The story is been told from the angle of vision of the lawyer. The lawyer-narrator of "Bartleby the Scrivener" begins his narration by
telling us straightforwardly what kind of person he is, what he does, what his values are, his method of work and his difficulty in
telling Bartleby's story. He starts his tale with the word "I" and ends it with the word "humanity". By linking Bartleby with ordinarily
forlorn humanity he seems to resign himself to live inside a lost civilization, a lost humanity. We may wonder, therefore, if the events
that form the core of the story have altered the narrator's vision. Look at the lawyer-narrator's introduction of the story (lines 1-196)
where he deals with himself, with the physical, moral, social, intellectual and spiritual surroundings, with his employees, his need to
hire a new employee.
a) The narrator begins his tale by introducing himself and his office. How does he do so? What does he reveal as his goals? What
things does he seem to value most highly?
b) What tone of voice is the narrator using in this early part of the story? Look carefully at the first five paragraphs (1-52).
c) How does he regard his employees, Turkey, Nippers, Ginger Nuts? How does he characterize each of them? How does he act
toward them? What reasons does he give for acting as he does? Do his actions seem to match his reasons? What impression
of the lawyer's character do we receive?
d) What is the significance of the information that the narrator provides about himself and his employees at the beginning of the
story? How does the narrator's characterization of his three employees, and our impression of his interactions with them,
prepare the way for the introduction of Bartleby and for the narrator's response to him and to his behavior?
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Having examined how the narrator prepares the way for the introduction of his main character, now look at the first episodes
involving Bartleby (lines 197-416). This second section begins with Bartleby's appearance and ends with the lawyer's realizing that
Bartleby totally declines to work. It contains chiefly the lawyer's responses to Bartleby's first half dozen disinclinations to be a
normal worker and his gradual fall into passivity.
a) How does Bartleby fit into our picture of the office? What does this do for our sense of him and of his relationship with his
employer?
b) Try to find what similar pattern of behavior can be extracted from the part of the lawyer's reactions to Bartleby's disinclinations
to work? Bartleby does so in almost a dozen main instances throughout the story, about lines 242, 275, 358, 387, 402, 551, 575,
655, 741, 914 and 1017. What is similar to all of them from the point of the lawyer's behavior? What actions do they prompt him
to take? What are the results of those actions? Which ones mark a turning point in the story?
c) Sort out all references to food, money and stone imagery in this second section and try to figure out what preoccupations they
begin to reveal to us about the lawyer.
Whereas our hypothetical second unit manifests the lawyer's discovery of a futile attempt to deal with the public side of Bartleby, the
following section, lines 417 to 635, depicts the narrator's response to the private Bartleby and, in so doing, to challenge the public
aspects of the lawyer's life. By living day and night in his quarters, a place around which the lawyer's whole social, economic and
religious life turns, Bartleby comes to represent within Wall Street all that the lawyer is and lives for. Bartleby seems to be not only
the centre but also an expression of the lawyer's life.
a) How does the lawyer feel about his discovery of Bartleby living permanently in his office on Sunday when he was going to
church?
b) What do these two facts reveal about the lawyer's authority and religious beliefs? Why does he go so far in the original
connection of linking Bartleby and himself as being both "sons of Adam" (488)? What would a normal person do in the lawyer's
circumstances?
c) Who seems gradually more reduced to impotence or passivity, Bartleby or the lawyer? In what sense? What is the power of
Bartleby? Why does he affect the narrator so strongly?
An entirely new attitude on the part of the lawyer takes place when he finally brings himself to ask Bartleby to leave his premises
(645-6). Nevertheless Bartleby does not go away. Unable to persuade Bartleby either to work or to leave his office, the lawyer,
fearing to get a bad reputation, decides to move his business elsewhere in order to get rid of Bartleby. This episode has a clear unity
of beginning and end and we make it our fourth section, lines 636-862.
a) One important aspect of this unit is the lawyer's conception of love, predestination and freedom. Find out the lawyer's
conception of all three aspects and how much such a conception may block out or cancel the lawyer's human communion with
himself and others.
b) Examine the story's progress up to this point. What changes are taking place in the tone of the narrative? the actions? the
characterizations? Examine your reactions to these changes and developments. Can you accept them, or do you find them out
of character or hard to believe?
The fifth and last unit (863-1073) goes from the lawyer trying to get Bartleby out of his former place, now rented by another lawyer,
to the end. The lawyer's account teems with irony when he offers Bartleby five possibilities of employment and as the ultimate
alternative offers him his home; when he wanders through the suburbs, when he visits Bartleby at Tombs where he has been
confined on charges of vagrancy though he never moved; when the lawyer talks to the grab-man, when he finds about the
circumstances of Bartleby's death, and his past life reported in the final after-note that ends the story. How do you react to all these
instances, particularly to Bartleby's death? Has the death been made to seem inevitable? Why? Does it seem appropriate that the
narrator be the one to discover it? How do you feel now about the narrator's relation to Bartleby?
Look in retrospect at all the imagery of walls, money and food. This will let you glance at the whole story once more and will give you
a good key for discussing some of the shifts in tone and atmosphere that occur as the story unfolds.
a) Notice the use of walls to set scenes throughout the story. What is the effect on you of this pattern? of the combination of walls
and Bartleby? What does the subtitle of "Bartleby" suggest? What is the significance of Wall Street and the recurring image of
walls in the story? Where do they make the story progress to? What social and psychological significance do they have?
b) Similarly, look at mentions of money throughout the story. What character is most closely associated with them? What
characterization do you draw from this association? What assumptions govern the question that the narrator asks Bartleby:
"What earthly right have you to stay here? Do you pay any rent? Do you my taxes? Or is this property yours"?
c) Look as well at the after-note that ends the story, and ask what it adds to your sense of Bartleby, the narrator, and the story.
What is the significance of this postscript the narrator appends to the story? What psychological (or ideological) purpose does
it serve for the narrator? What symbolic purpose does it serve in the overall terms of the story?
d) Analyze all the passages of this last part to find in how many ways they are ironic. Are there any other ironies throughout the
story? Has the encounter with Bartleby changed the narrator's vision of life? Why isn't the story totally comic?
The lawyer's overall account is ironic in the sense that it reveals to us far more of the truth than he intends. What does he mean
when he considers himself "saved"? Why is his vision of life ironic? Has he been reliable enough for us to accept his vision?

_________________
Story line: A lawyer and also narrator of the story who operates a law office in Wall Street, comes to employ an extra scrivener
named Bartleby. Like any other employee, he is told to copy and proofread legal documents. Bartleby is most efficient and
laborious in copying from the start, but gradually his dedication dwindles to the point of total passivity for some incomprehensible reason to the lawyer who tells the story. Some inner attitude on the boss’ part prevents his being discharged even when he
ceases to work and uses the office as living quarters.
Unable to persuade Bartleby either to work or to leave the office, the lawyer moves his business elsewhere in order to rid
himself of Bartleby, but the new occupant of his former premises finds Bartleby there and calls the lawyer to have him taken out as
if he were responsible for the human inertia left there. After some unsuccessful attempts on the part of the lawyer to persuade
Bartleby to vacate the premises, he gives it all up and declares Bartleby is nothing to him.
Some time later, the lawyer is informed that the new tenant had the police remove Bartleby away to an asylum on charges of
vagrancy. He, feeling still some kind of kinship to Bartleby, visits him in the Tombs and tries to arrange for him with the ward to
receive special cares. Bartleby refuses all, becomes silent and falls gradually in what seems to be a definite sleep and eventual
death. The lawyer’s account closes reporting that he heard not only about his death but also adds, to conclude the story, a rumour,
according to which Bartleby was formerly a clerk in the Dead Letter Office down in Washington, whose strange atmosphere might
have affected his attitude towards life to the end, and makes him think men are as dead letters. Symbolically, Bartleby might have
been a letter sent to him he didn’t know how to read.
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Notes on «Bartleby": The story is told by a lawyer-narrator

lawyer’s reactions to Bartleby’s disinclinations follow always the

who asserts he is giving us the fragments of what he considers
Bartleby’s life. Of course, he does not seem to realize that the

same pattern:
1) shock and fear: «stunned» (243); «I was turned into a pillar

language he uses suggests far more than he thinks and reveals
meanings his mind does not apparently reach.

of salt», he says at one time (276);
2) questions and tries to reason with Bartleby: «why do you

The lawyer starts the story by telling us straightforwardly
what kind of person he is, what he does. He says he is rather an

refuse?» (279);
3) questions himself as to «what had one best do?» (258, 637,

«elderly man» and that he passes his days in the safety of the
«snug retreat» of his office. He has heroes in each of three
broad walks of life : in Law, his own profession, Cicero; in the

829);
4) retreats and makes some excuse like «my business hurried
me» (258, 406) and

Arts he admires the bold poet Byron; and in the world of Business and Finance, John Jacob Astor, one of America’s finest

5) thus rationalizes the ever unresolved situation.
This second section also starts constant references to food

examples of the self-made man, whose name becomes part of
the lawyer’s litany: for his name sounds to him as «bullion». His

and money preoccupations that bring no life or security to the
lawyer’s mind. Stone imagery picks up momentum too.

name suggests to him as well a heavenly sphere in which the
financial luminary is the Wall Street all mighty dollar. Byron draws
his admiration for the same reason: Astor is «bullion», Byron
«mettlesome». The pun is anything but accidental. Authenticity
and counterfeit, honesty and duplicity, permeates the whole of
the lawyer’s Ciceronian rhetorical account.
He considers «prudence» and «method» and recalls that is
the compliment Astor paid him, but, as the story unfolds, «prudence» becomes synonymous with ‘fear’ and «method» with ‘rationalization’; both, as we shall see, impenetrable obstacles to his
understanding his ‘kinship’ to Bartleby, his life and to see no other
meaning to human history but a hopeless lamentation at the end.
The story seems to me to have five structural parts or units
of about equal length. Each focuses on a different aspect of the
narrator’s response towards Bartleby; all of them dramatize the
particular brand of «prudence» and his ingenious and expedient «method» in dealing with Bartleby.

Part III: 417-635
The third section begins with the lawyer’s excuses on his
hope that Bartleby’s «unalterableness of demeanor under all
circumstances» (419-420) would make him «a valuable acquisition». Whereas the second unit concentrates on the lawyer’s
discovery of a futile attempt to deal with the public side of
Bartleby, the third depicts the narrator’s response to the private
Bartleby. In this third section, Bartleby’s attitude is going to challenge these other aspects of the lawyer’s life.
The juxtaposition of the lawyer’s churchgoing and his discovery of Bartleby living permanently in his office is significant
in this respect, for Bartleby not only challenges the lawyer’s
authority but also tests the foundations of his religious beliefs
and reveals them to be counterfeit, a point that will be more
fully understood in the next section where he mentions having
read works by Edwards and Priestly. However, here and there
the lawyer avoids painful self-awareness with the same pattern

Part I: lines 1-196
The first of these five units deals with the lawyer’s attitude

of rationalization. Though it is worth noticing that besides this
rationalizing, loneliness, self-alienation, Petra, Carthage, home

towards the physical, moral, social, intellectual and spiritual
worlds; for instance age and death are fears which are fully on
his mind much of the time. He craves safety and security; sur-

«forlornness», fear, and Adam crop up in the lawyers’ mind,
aspects that from now on are going to have a special bearing
on his hopeless vision of humanity.

rounding walls become all pervasive and a protective part of his
talk and his safety and security from beginning to end.

The lawyer’s life exists in terms of Wall Street social and economic activity. Bartleby seems to challenge that sheer meaning-

Regarding his employees he judges others by their usefulness to him and mocks the possibility of joining in a common

less sterile rationalistic bondage of loyalty. By living day and night
in his quarters, a place around which the lawyer’s whole social,

enterprise founded on self-respect and sympathy. He puts up
with Turkey’s excessive drinking, irritability and carelessness if

economic and religious life turns, Bartleby comes to represent
within Wall Street all that the lawyer is and lives for. Bartleby seems

he remains productive for a reasonable part of the day. Nippers
covers the other part of the day. He sees Nipper’s efforts to

to be not only the center but also an expression of the lawyer’s life.
But many other things have to be said before we make this point

better his life as «insolent». He despises Ginger Nuts for wanting to look for a career in the Law business.

better understood. The lawyer is taken, as he confesses, by an
«overpowering stinging melancholy» as he links Bartleby and him-

He is incapable of genuine rage and violence and thinks of
them as an attribute of a «man of peace».

self as being both «sons of Adam» (488). Why go so far in the
original connection? Why this kind of kinship? Where and who are

His need to hire a new clerk coincides with his receiving the
Master in Chancery Office which dealt with matters of equity.

the parental bonds of Bartleby or his relatives? Bartleby does not
seem to belong to any family or to have any relatives. All the envi-

Ironically, chancery means, among other things, being in ‘a helpless, hopeless or embarrassing position’, according to the dictionary; etymologically the word comes from ‘cancellarius’, ‘the

ronments he is drawn bring nothing but passivity; he has no role in
the areas of reason, of fear, of orderly public methods; he can
almost do without money and food. Walls are the only home as-

keeper of a barrier, a guard of legal documents’.

signed or available to him and rhetoric means nothing to his ways.
As readers we can’t stop wondering or speculating about who or

Part II: lines 197-416
The second part starts where Bartleby appears; his entry
into his world represents the most severe test to a man of prudence and method like him. Bartleby’s presence brings out into
the open all the narrator’s worst fears. This second section, which

what Bartleby is. Why do all the things he is asked to do stop or
gradually freeze his existence, putting him into passivity (352, 612),
silence, final sleep or eventual death?
Part IV: lines 636-862

begins with the appearance of Bartleby and ends with the
lawyer’s realizing that Bartleby totally declines to work, contains
chiefly the lawyer’s responses to Bartleby’s first half dozen dis-

It is not until section four that the lawyer can actually bring
himself to ask Bartleby to leave his premises (644-6). He tries
to remove Bartleby from public view because of vanity; the law-

inclinations to be a normal worker and his gradual fall into passivity.

yer fears getting a bad reputation because of Bartleby. Vanity
here means self-esteem and it feeds hungrily on good opinions

Bartleby is not in the office three days before he fills his
employer with consternation and makes him feel disarmed. The

of others. This becomes apparent when he mistakenly feels that
society approves of or bets on his action in the election day
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incident. If others approved of his decision, he can show to him-

When the lawyer goes to visit Bartleby at Tombs or Halls of

self he is right. Besides the election incident, the Colt’s story
(752-761) is also symbolically about what he is going to do to

Justice asylum whe re Bartleby is confined on charges of vagrancy,
he laments Bartleby is among «murderers and thieves». He tries

Bartleby, that is, rub him out by doing nothing for him. The Adam
theme crops up again in his mind as well as paternal kinship.

to present the place to Bartleby as a nice one. «Look, there is the
sky, and here is the grass» (992), says to Bartleby. Bartleby’s plain

One important aspect of this forth unit is the lawyer’s religious
conception of love, predestination and freedom. The fact he men-

answer is «I know where I am» by which he may be implying that
the important thing is not where one is but what one makes of the

tions having read J. Edwards on Freedom of the Will and J. Priestly’s
essay «On Necessity» is a sign of his preoccupation. It is all a
game of counterfeit religion. To better understand this point I have

situation in which one is, something to which the lawyer seems to
be denying recognition to himself as well as to others. The real
problem of establishing a meaningful relation to Bartleby has been

to touch upon two different possible views on the problem of faith
and will and decide what they represent for the lawyer.

cancelled with the Tombs legality once more. Law and certain attitudes bar freedom. Bartleby seems to be that inner freedom,

Traditional faith pays attention to conservative passivity; only
God’s grace can save us. The other view, manifested in writers

consciousness, human understanding and solidarity that the lawyer has been cancelling or drawn into a passivit y. To conceive

such as Emily Dickinson, is radically opposed. According to this
view, faith manifests itself to human beings through human beings

human life on exclusively legal or rational terms brings about
alienation and hopelessness.

exercising creative powers at hand. The bond of contention between these two commitments is traditionally expressed as the

The scene with the grub-man (1022ff) while at Tombs crackles with irony. The lawyer is asked if he knew Monroe Edwards,

doctrine of original sin. According to traditional doctrine, since the
fall of Adam human life has been cursed with a built-in inertia (non-

a great forger. He replies that he has not been «socially acquainted with any forgers» (1028). But as the reader has been

art) that will forever prevent man from fulfilling his destiny without
divine help, and such a help can be described only in terms of the

seeing all along his tale, it is that he has been deceiving himself
concerning human relationships, an obvious forgery in the sense

external and objective compliance with the religious establishment.
In this kind of faith one has only to comply with the destiny dictated
by an all-superior authority; one being a copyist of an assigned

that he has not allowed himself to face that fact. When a man
who supposedly occupies a place of authority and fears he is
not strong enough to rub out his challenger, he can be saved by

blueprint of predestination. Without going into further theological
polemics it is radical faith which requires human beings cre ative

loving him otherwise. The lawyer’s account is ironic; it reveals to
us far more of the truth than he intends. He does not seem to be

power as a necessary agent. This one is the one the lawyer discards
in favor of the traditional view. Passivity naturally sets in.

acquainted with or conscious of the fact that his ways of prudence and method ensure him only self-deceit.

From this traditional theological view which is the one the
lawyer’s mind holds, it is easy to understand why he called

To the grub-man’s confirmation that Bartleby is asleep the
lawyer comments «with kings and counselors» (1051), a state-

Bartleby a ghost, a wanderer and an «incubus» (823), which,
according to the dictionary, means an evil spirit, a nightmare sup-

ment we all know comes from the Book of Job. But when Job
utters that lament he is chained to the repressive forces of alienation, seeing no way of deliverance or resurrection from his dramatic situation while trying desperately to invert the deadly course
from the alienating forces his life is chained to. His agonic struggle,
however, has nothing to do with the situation on which Bartleby,
the lawyers’ surrogate, is. There is no agonic struggle involved to
invert the passive course of things into meaningful, fulfilling or
hopeful ways in his dealing. He evades real issues. All his creative
powers have been walled in or put to sleep, passivity or inertia at
Wall Street. Everything goes or else it is put to sleep. The fetal
position of Bartleby at the end seems to be an outer symbolic
image of the impotent inner state of the lawyer.
Closing the story the lawyer-narrator reports of a rumor that
Bartleby had previously worked for the «Dead Letter Office» at
Washington from which he had been suddenly removed by a
change in the administration. We could find some parallelism with
the lawyer’s removal from the Chancellor of Mastery position. Furthermore, Bartleby for him and the reader is a letter. From this
letter the lawyer, we know, has not come to learn much. Bartleby
was a kind of letter or message for him from which he has not
been able to extract any meaning; it is a meaningless word; a word
not heard; a dead letter; an inner force always silenced, walled
even on print, subservient to copyists of institutions in which it
is not incarnated in spirit but in law. By linking Bartleby with
ordinarily forlorn humanity in his final words, «Ah Bartleby!
Ah, humanity!», the lawyer has failed to see with what force
and finality he has cancelled his own creative powers. He
seems to resign himself to living inside a sterile «tomb» called
Wall Street, civilization, lost Humanity. Nevertheless, creative
or redemptive forces are not necessarily outside ourselves on
«grass», work, institutions for which we have not to be sheer
copyists. Were he actively conscious of this, hopelessness
would not set in. In one of the letters the lawyer mentions at
the end as being thrown into the furnace of the Washington
Office, he imagines a ring found in it for which there is no
Bride. The letter he has just written has that symbolic ring.
At least for his implied reade r!

posed to lie on sleeping persons. Though one wonders who is
more asleep, Bartleby or himself? Isn’t this attitude of the lawyer’s
mind responsible for walls, vagrant immobility and inertia expressed
by Bartleby? Why does Bartleby not have a home?
The lawyer must sense his impotence and fear to judge by
his decision to move his quarters out to another place when he
realizes that Bartleby does not go away from his own office.
Part V: lines 863 to the end
The fifth and last unit opens with what is already a familiar
note of the lawyer’s defensive pattern. It corresponds to the 10th
time Bartleby utters his «I would prefer not to». On his trying to
get Bartleby out of the place being now rented by another lawyer, offers him five possibilities of employment. These occupations go from the most individual to the widest public contact.
The lawyer assumes that freedom is dependent on external,
particular circumstances. But the unknown reality of Bartleby to
him has no essential identity with or life in any of those walks or
professions. As the ultimate alternative, the lawyer offers Bartleby
his home. Bartleby, once more, declines. The possibility of life
for Bartleby has not much to do with places and status. His living environment seems to be somewhere else or somehow different. The home the lawyer is offering him does not seem to be
the place where a person can be truly himself, a home where
the ‘there’ is transformed into a fulfilling ‘here’ and now which is
neither immobility nor vagrancy.
The lawyer wanders fearfully and fugitively through the suburbs, New Jersey, Hoboken, Manhattanville and Astoria (953-6),
supposedly at the same moment, Bartleby is been taken to the
immobility of the Tombs by the police on charges of vagrancy. The
juxtaposition of these two actions is obviously significant. Ironically the lawyer is the vagrant and Bartleby could be seen as the
lawyer’s repressed and confined creative power walled in all along,
thus cancelling human communion with himself or with others.
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from Incidents in the Life of a Slave Girl
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A small shed* had been added to my grandmother’s house years ago. Some boards were
laid across the joists* at the top, and between these boards and the roof was a very small
garret*, never occupied by any thing but rats and mice. It was a pent roof, covered with
nothing but shingles*, according to the southern custom for such buildings. The garret was
only nine feet long and seven wide. The highest part was three feet high, and sloped down
abruptly* to the loose board floor. There was no admission for either light or air. My uncle
Phillip, who was a carpenter, had very skilfully made a concealed* trap-door, which communicated with the storeroom. He had been doing this while I was waiting in the swamp*. The
storeroom opened upon a piazza. To this hole I was conveyed as soon as I entered the house.
The air was stifling; the darkness total. A bed had been spread on the floor. I could sleep
quite comfortably on one side; but the slope was so sudden that I could not turn on the other
without hitting the roof. The rats and mice ran over my bed; but I was weary, and I slept
such sleep as the wretched may, when a tempest has passed over them. Morning came. I
knew it only by the noises I heard; for in my small den* day and night were all the same. I
suffered for air even more than for light. But I was not comfortless. I heard the voices of my
children. There was joy and there was sadness in the sound. It made my tears flow. How I
longed to speak to them! I was eager to look on their faces; but there was no hole, no cracks
through which I could peep*. This continued darkness was oppressive. It seemed horrible to
sit or lie in a cramped* position day after day, without one gleam* of light. Yet I would have
chosen this, rather than my lot as a slave, though white people considered it an easy one; and it
was so compared with the fate of others. I was never cruelly overworked; I was never lacerated
with the whip from head to foot; I was never so beaten and bruised that I could not turn from one
side to the other; I never had my heel-strings cut to prevent my running away; I was never
chained to a log* and forced to drag it about, while I toiled in the fields from morning till night;
I was never branded* with hot iron, or torn by bloodhounds. On the contrary, I had always been
kindly treated, and tenderly cared for, until I came into the hands of Dr. Flint*. “I had never
wished for freedom till then. But though my life in slavery was comparatively devoid* of
hardships, God pity the woman who is compelled* to lead such a life!
My food was passed up to me through the trap-door my uncle had contrived; and my
grandmother, my uncle Phillip, and aunt Nancy would seize such opportunities as they could, to
mount up there and chat with me at the opening. But of course this was not safe in the daytime. It
must all be done in darkness. It was impossible for me to move in an erect position, but I crawled
about my den for exercise. One day I hit my head against something, and found it was a gimlet*.
My uncle had left it sticking there when he made the trap-door. I was as rejoiced as Robinson
Crusoe* could have been at finding such a treasure. It put a lucky thought into my head. I said
to myself, “Now I will have some light. Now I will see my children.” I did not dare to begin my
work during the daytime, for fear of attracting attention. But I groped round; and having found the
side next the street, where I could frequently see my children, I stuck the gimlet in and waited for
evening. I bored* three rows of holes, one above another; then I bored out the interstices between.
I thus succeeded in making one hole about an inch long and an inch broad. I sat by it till late into
the night, to enjoy the little whiff of air that floated in. In the morning I watched for my children.
The first person I saw in the street was Dr. Flint. I had a shuddering, superstitious feeling that it was
a bad omen*. Several familiar faces passed by. At last I heard the merry laugh of children, and
presently two sweet little faces were looking up at me, as though they knew I was there, and were
conscious of the joy they imparted. How I longed to tell them I was there!
My condition* was now a little improved. But for weeks I was tormented by hundreds
of little red insects, fine as a needle’s point, that pierced through my skin, and produced
an intolerable burning. The good grandmother gave me herb teas and cooling medicines,
and finally I got rid of them. The heat of my den was intense, for nothing but thin shingles
protected me from the scorching* summer’s sun. But I had my consolations. Through my
peeping-hole I could watch the children, and when they were near enough, I could hear
their talk. Aunt Nancy brought me all the news she could hear at Dr. Flint’s. From her I
learned that the doctor had written to New York to a colored woman, who had been born
and raised in our neighborhood, and had breathed his contaminating atmosphere. He offered
her a reward if she could find out any thing about me. I know not what was the nature of her

Small opening to admit light and air or to
permit observation
as well as a means
of escape.
(cobertizo)
beams, (vigas)
attic
boards, (tablas)
(bruscamente, de repente, súbitamente)
hidden
small lake

dwelling, refuge

(atisbar)
restrained / (reflejo,
destello)

big piece of wood
marked
Brent’s owner.
free
(forzada, obligada)

A small tool used
for boring or drilling.
Shipwrecked hero
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by Daniel Defo e.
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reply, but he soon after started for New York in haste, saying to his family that he had business
of importance to transact*. I peeped at him as he passed on his way to the steamboat. It
was a satisfaction to have miles of land and water between us, even for a little while; and
it was a still greater satisfaction to know that he believed me to be in the Free States. My
little den seemed less dreary than it had done. He returned, as he did from his former
journey to New York, without obtaining any satisfactory information. When he passed our
house next morning, Benny* was standing at the gate. He had heard them say that he had
gone to find me, and he called out, “Dr. Flint, did you bring my mother home? I want to
see her.” The doctor stamped* his foot at him in a rage, and exclaimed, ‘Get out of the
way, you little damned rascal! If you don’t, I’ll cut off your head.”
Benny ran terrified into the house, saying, “You can’t put me in jail again. I don’t belong to
you now.” It was well that the wind carried the words away from the doctor’s ear. I told my
grandmother of it, when we had our next conference* at the trap-door; and begged of her not
to allow the children to be impertinent to the irascible old man.
Autumn came, with a pleasant abatement* of heat. My eyes had become accustomed to
the dim light, and by holding my book or work in a certain position near the aperture I
contrived to read and sew. That was a great relief to the tedious monotony of my life. But
when winter came, the cold penetrated through the thin shingle roof, and I was dreadfully
chilled*. The winters there are not so long, or so severe, as in northern latitudes; but the
houses are not built to shelter* from cold, and my little den was peculiarly comfortless. The
kind grandmother brought me bed-clothes and warm drinks. Often I was obliged to lie in
bed all day to keep comfortable; but with all my precautions, my shoulders and feet were
frostbitten*. O, those long, gloomy days, with no object for my eye to rest upon, and no
thoughts to occupy my mind, except the dreary* past and the uncertain future! I was
thankful when there came a day sufficiently mild for me to wrap myself up and sit at the
loophole to watch the passers by. Southerners have the habit of stopping and talking in the
streets, and I heard many conversations not intended to meet my ears. I heard slave-hunters
planning how to catch some poor fugitive. Several times I heard allusions to Dr. Flint,
myself, and the history of my children, who, perhaps, were playing near the gate. One would
say, “I wouldn’t move my little finger to catch her, as old Flint’s property.” Another would
say, “I’ll catch any nigger for the reward*. A man ought to have what belongs to him, if he
is a damned brute.” The opinion was often expressed that I was in the Free States. Very
rarely did any one suggest that I might be in the vicinity. Had the least suspicion rested on
my grandmother’s house, it would have been burned to the ground. But it was the last place
they thought of. Yet there was no place, where slavery existed, that could have afforded me
so good a place of concealment*.
Dr. Flint and his family repeatedly tried to coax and bribe my children to tell something they had heard said about me. One day the doctor took them into a shop, and offered
them some bright little silver pieces and gay handkerchiefs if they would tell where their
mother was. Ellen shrank away from him, and would not speak; but Benny spoke up, and
said, “Dr. Flint, I don’t know where my mother is. I guess she’s in New York; and when
you go there again, I wish you’d ask her to come home, for I want to see her; but if you
put her in jail, or tell her you’ll cut her head off, I’ll tell her to go right back.”
[ . . . ]*

1.
2.

3.
4.

do, deal with

Her son; her
daughter’s name
is Ellen.
(golpeó con)

talk

decrease

cold
protect

very cold
horrible

money

hide

In the omitted
chapters, Brent
reveals herself to
her daughter Ellen,
who subsequently
escapes to the
North.

Who is supposed to be speaking the words of the text?
“Slavery is terrible for men; but it is far more terrible for women. Superadded to the burden common to all, they have wrongs, and
sufferings, and mortifications peculiarly their own”: Linda Brent dramatically documented this claim in her 1861 autobiography, Incidents
in the Life of a Slave Girl. From her description of sexual harassment by her owner, Dr. Flint, to her account of how she was prevented
from marrying, Brent analyzed the wrongs inflicted on slave women. In spite of Victorian taboos against so-called indelicate subjects,
she also explained why women like her were drawn into sexual relationships with white men other than their masters and the difficulty
these women had in obtaining freedom for their children. Her account was a political effort to help other “sisters in bondage.” Our
selection has been taken from that point in the narrative when Linda Brent has convinced her owner that she has fled to New York.
Actually, after running away to a swamp, where she encountered “large, venomous snakes [that] were less dreadful to my imagination
than the white men in that community called civilization,” she has hidden out in the same Southern town in which Dr. Flint and Mr.
Sands, a man who had promised to buy her children for her, at her grandmother’s house. Determined to shield herself and her children
from harm, she has not revealed to her son or daughter her presence in the house where they, too, are living. Do you find any common
thematic pattern running through the texts read up to now?
What attitudes do you encounter in this excerpt which most recent feminist women are still revindicating?
Does the text create images of race, women, money or other socially central themes? If so, are these images problematic and if so, why?
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[ . . . ] After several disappointments, Christie decided that her education was too old-fashioned for the
city, and gave up the idea of teaching. Sewing she resolved not to try till every thing else failed; and, after a
few more attempts to get writing to do, she said to herself, in a fit* of humility and good sense: “I’ll begin at
the beginning, and work my way up. I’ll put my pride in my pocket, and go out to service. Housework I like,
and can do well, thanks to Aunt Betsey. I never thought it degradation to do it for her, so why should I mind
doing it for others if they pay for it? It isn’t what I want, but it’s better than idleness*, so I’ll try it!”
Full of this wise resolution, she took to haunting that purgatory of the poor, an intelligence office*. Mrs.
Flint gave her a recommendation, and she hopefully took her place among the ranks of buxom* German,
incapable Irish, and “smart” American women; for in those days foreign help had not driven farmers’
daughters out of the field, and made domestic comfort a lost art.
At first Christie enjoyed the novelty of the thing, and watched with interest the anxious
housewives who flocked in demanding that rara avis*, an angel at nine shillings a week; and not
finding it, bewailed* the degeneracy of the times. Being too honest to profess herself absolutely perfect
in every known branch of house-work, it was some time before she suited* herself. Meanwhile, she was
questioned and lectured, half engaged and kept waiting, dismissed for a whim*, and so worried that she
began to regard herself as the incarnation of all human vanities and shortcomings.
“A desirable place in a small, genteel* family,” was at last offered her, and she posted* away to secure it,
having reached a state of desperation and resolved to go as a first-class cook rather than sit with her hands
before her any longer.
A well-appointed* house, good wages, and light duties seemed things to be grateful for, and
Christie decided that going out to service was not the hardest fate in life, as she stood at the door of
a handsome house in a sunny square waiting to be inspected.
Mrs. Stuart, having just returned from Italy, affected the artistic, and the new applicant found her with a
Roman scarf about her head, a rosary like a string of small cannon balls at her side, and azure draperies which
became her as well as they did the sea-green furniture of her marine boudoir*, where unwary* walkers
tripped over coral and shells, grew sea-sick looking at pictures of tempestuous billows* engulfing every
sort of craft, from a man-of-war to a hencoop* with a ghostly young lady clinging* to it with one hand,
and had their appetites effectually taken away by a choice collection of water-bugs and snakes in a glass
globe, that looked like a jar of mixed pickles in a state of agitation.
Madame was intent on a water-color copy of Turner’s* “Rain, Wind, and Hail,” that pleasing
work which was sold upsidedown and no one found it out. Motioning Christie to a seat she
finished some delicate sloppy process before speaking. In that little pause Christie examined her,
and the impression then received was afterward confirmed.
Mrs. Stuart possessed some beauty and chose to think herself a queen of society. She assumed majestic
manners in public and could not entirely divest* herself of them in private, which often produced
comic effects. Zenobia* troubled about fish-sauce, or Aspasia*indignant at the price of eggs will
give some idea of this lady when she condescended to the cares of housekeeping.
Presently she looked up and inspected the girl as if a new servant were no more than a new
bonnet, a necessary article to be ordered home for examination. Christie presented her recommendation, made her modest little speech, and awaited her doom.
Mrs. Stuart read, listened, and then demanded with queenly brevity:
“Your name?”
“Christie Devon.’
“Too long; I should prefer to call you Jane as I am accustomed to the name.”
“As you please, ma’am.”
“Your age?”
“Twenty-one.”
“You are an American?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
Mrs. Stuart gazed into space a moment, then delivered the following address with impressive solemnity.
“I wish a capable, intelligent, honest, neat, well-conducted person who knows her place and keeps
it. The work is light, as there are but two in the family. I am very particular and so is Mr. Stuart. I pay
two dollars and a half, allow one afternoon out, one service on Sunday, and no followers*. My tablegirl must understand her duties thoroughly, be extremely neat, and always wear white aprons.”

This selection appears
early in the novel, in
Chapter 2, “Servant”;
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“I think I can suit you, ma’am, when I have learned the ways of the house,” meekly* replied Christie.
Mrs. Stuart looked graciously* satisfied and returned the paper with a gesture that
Victoria* might have used i n restoring a granted petition, though her next words rather
marred* the effect of the regal act, “My cook is black”
“I have no objection to color, ma’am.”
An expression of relief dawned* upon Mrs. Stuart’s countenance*, for the black cook had been an
insurmountable obstacle to all the Irish ladies who had applied. Thoughtfully tapping her Roman nose with the
handle of her brush Madame took another survey of the new applicant, and seeing that she looked neat,
intelligent, and respectful, gave a sigh* of thankfulness and engaged her on the spot.
Much elated* Christie rushed home, selected a bag of necessary articles, bundled* the rest of her
possessions into an empty closet (lent her rent-free owing to a profusion of cockroaches*), paid up her board,
and at two o’clock introduced herself to Hepsey Johnson, her fellow servant.
Hepsey was a tall, gaunt* woman, bearing the tragedy of her race written in her face, with its
melancholy eyes, subdued* expression, and the pathetic patience of a wronged dumb animal. She
received Christie with an air of resignation, and speedily bewildered* her with an account of the duties
she would be expected to perform.
A long and careful drill* enabled Christie to set the table with but few mistakes, and to retain a tolerably
clear recollection of the order of performances. She had just assumed her badge* of servitude, as she called
the white apron, when the bell rang violently and Hepsey, who was hurrying away to “dish up,” said:
“It’s de marster. You has to answer de bell, honey, and he likes it done bery spry*.”
Christie ran and admitted an impetuous, stout* gentleman, who appeared to be incensed against the
elements, for he burst in as if blown, shook himself like a Newfoundland dog, and said all in one breath:
“You’re the new girl, are you? Well, take my umbrella and pull off my rubbers*.”
“Sir?”
Mr. Stuart was struggling with his gloves, and, quite unconscious of the astonishment of his new
maid, impatiently repeated his request.
“Take this wet thing away, and pull off my over-shoes. Don’t you see it’s raining like the very deuce*!”
Christie folded her lips together in a peculiar manner as she knelt down and removed a pair of muddy*
over-shoes, took the dripping* umbrella, and was walking away with her agreeable burden when
Mr. Stuart gave her another shock by calling over the banister*:
“I’m going out again; so clean those rubbers, and see that the boots sent down this morning are in order.”
“Yes, sir,” answered Christie meekly, and immediately afterward startled Hepsey by casting
overshoes and umbrella upon the kitchen floor, and indignantly demanding:
“Am I expected to be a boot-jack to that man?”
“ I’spects you is, honey.”
“Am I also expected to clean his boots?”
“Yes, chile. Katy did, and de work ain’t hard when you gits used to it.”
“It isn’t the work; it’s the degradation; and I won’t submit to it.”
Christie looked fiercely determined*; but Hepsey shook her head, saying quietly as she went on
garnishing* a dish:
“Dere’s more ‘gradin’ works dan dat, chile, and dem dat’s bin ‘bliged to do um finds dis sort
bery easy. You’s paid for it, honey; and if you does it willin’, it won’t hurt you more dan washin’
de marster’s dishes, or sweepin’ his rooms.”
“There ought to be a boy to do this sort of thing. Do you think it’s right to ask it of me?’ cried
Christie, feeling that being servant was not as pleasant a task as she had thought it.
“Dunno, chile. I’se shore I’d never ask it of any woman if I was a man, ‘less I was sick or ole.
But folks don’t seem to ‘member dat we’ve got feelin’s, and de best way is not to mind dese ere
little trubbles. You jes leave de boots to me; blackin’ can’t do dese ole hands no hurt, and dis ain’t
no deggydation to me now; I’s a free woman.”
“Why, Hepsey, were you ever a slave?” asked the girl, forgetting her own small injury at this
suggestion of the greatest of all wrongs.
“All my life, till I run away five year ago. My ole folks and eight brudders and sisters, is down
dere in de pit* now, waitin’ for the Lord to set ‘em free. And He’s gwine to do it soon, soon!” As
she uttered the last words, a sudden light chased the tragic shadow from Hepsey’s face, and the
solemn fervor of her voice thrilled Christie’s heart. All her anger died out in a great pity, and she
put her hand on the woman’s shoulder, saying earnestly:
“I hope so; and I wish I could help to bring that happy day at once!’
For the first time Hepsey smiled, as she said gratefully, ‘De Lord bress you for dat wish, chile.”
Then, dropping suddenly into her old, quiet way, she added, turning to her work:
“Now you tote* up de dinner, and I’ll be handy by to ‘fresh your mind ‘bout how de dishes goes,
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for missis is bery ‘ticular, and don’t like no ‘stakes in tendin.’ ”
Thanks to her own neat-handed ways and Hepsey’s prompting through the slide*, Christie got
on very well; managed her salver* dexterously, only upset one glass, clashed one dish-cover, and
forgot to sugar the pie before putting it on the table; an omission which was majestically pointed
out, and graciously pardoned as a first offence.
By seven o’clock the ceremonial was fairly over, and Christie dropped into a chair quite tired out with
frequent pacings to and fro. In the kitchen she found the table spread for one, and Hepsey busy with the boots.
“Aren’t you coming to your dinner, Mrs. Johnson?” she asked, not pleased at the arrangement.
“When you’s done, honey; dere’s no hurry ‘bout me. Katy liked dat way best, and I’se used ter waitin’.”
“But I don’t like that way, and I won’t have it. I suppose Katy thought her white skin gave her a right to
be disrespectful to a woman old enough to be her mother just because she was black. I don’t; and while I’m
here, there must be no difference made. If we can work together, we can eat together; and because you have
been a slave is all the more reason I should be good to you now.”
If Hepsey had been surprised by the new girl’s protest against being made a boot-jack of, she
was still more surprised at this sudden kindness, for she had set Christie down in her own mind as
“one ob dem toppin’ smart* ones dat don’t stay long nowheres.” She changed her opinion now,
and sat watching the girl with a new expression on her face, as Christie took boot and brush from
her, and fell to work energetically, saying as she scrubbed*.
“I’m ashamed of complaining about such a little thing as this, and don’t mean to feel degraded
by it, though I should by letting you do it for me. I never lived out* before: that’s the reason I made
a fuss*. There’s a polish, for you, and I’m in a good humor again; so Mr. Stuart may call for his
boots whenever he likes, and we’ll go to dinner like fashionable people, as we are.”
There was something so irresistible in the girl’s hearty manner, that Hepsey submitted at once with a
visible satisfaction, which gave a relish* to Christie’s dinner, though it was eaten at a kitchen table, with a
barearmed cook sitting opposite, and three rows of burnished dish-covers reflecting the dreadful spectacle.
After this, Christie got on excellently, for she did her best, and found both pleasure and profit in her
new employment. It gave her real satisfaction to keep the handsome rooms in order, to polish plate, and
spread bountiful* meals. There was an atmosphere of ease and comfort about her which contrasted
agreeably with the shabbiness* of Mrs. Flint’s boarding-house, and the bare simplicity of the old home.
Like most young people, Christie loved luxury, and was sensible enough to see and value the comforts of
her situation, and to wonder why more girls placed as she was did not choose a life like this rather than the
confinements* of a sewing-room, or the fatigue and publicity of a shop.
She did not learn to love her mistress, because Mrs. Stuart evidently considered herself as
one belonging to a superior race of beings, and had no desire to establish any of the friendly
relations that may become so helpful and pleasant to both mistress and maid. She made a royal
progress through her dominions every morning, issued orders, found fault liberally, bestowed
praise sparingly*, and took no more personal interest in her servants than if they were clocks, to
be wound* up once a day, and sent away the moment they got out of repair.
Mr. Stuart was absent from morning till night, and all Christie ever knew about him was that he
was a kind-hearted, hot-tempered, and very conceited* man; fond of his wife, proud of the society
they managed to draw* about them, and bent* on making his way in the world at any cost.
If masters and mistresses knew how skilfully they are studied, criticised, and imitated by their servants,
they would take more heed* to their ways, and set better examples, perhaps. Mrs. Stuart never dreamed that
her quiet, respectful Jane kept a sharp eye on all her movements, smiled covertly* at her affectations, envied
her accomplishments, and practised certain little elegancies that struck* her fancy.
Mr. Stuart would have become apoplectic* with indignation if he had known that this too
intelligent table-girl often contrasted her master with his guests, and dared* to think him
wanting* in good breeding when he boasted of his money, flattered a great man, or laid plans
to lure some lion* into his house. When he lost his temper, she always wanted to laugh, he
bounced and bumbled* about so like an angry blue-bottle fly; and when he got himself up elaborately
for a party, this disrespectful hussy* confided to Hepsey her opinion that “master was a fat dandy,
with nothing to be vain of but his clothes,”—a sacrilegious remark which would have caused her to
be summarily* ejected* from the house if it had reached the august ears of master or mistress.
“My father was a gentleman; and I shall never forget it, though I do go out to service. I’ve got no rich
friends to help me up, but, sooner or later, I mean to find a place among cultivated people; and while I’m
working and waiting, I can be fitting myself to fill that place like a gentlewoman, as I am.”
With this ambition in her mind, Christie took notes of all that went on in the polite world, of
which she got frequent glimpses while “living out.” Mrs. Stuart received* one evening of each
week, and on these occasions Christie, with an extra frill on her white apron, served the company,
and enjoyed herself more then they did, if the truth had been known.
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While helping the ladies with their wraps*, she observed what they wore, how they carried
themselves, and what a vast amount of prinking* they did, not to mention the flood of gossip
they talked while shaking out their flounces* and settling their topknots.
Later in the evening, when she passed cups and glasses, this demure*-looking damsel* heard
much fine discourse, saw many famous beings, and improved her mind with surreptitious studies
of the rich and great when on parade*. But her best time was after supper, when, through the crack
of the door of the little room where she was supposed to be clearing away the relics of the feast, she
looked and listened at her ease; laughed at the wits, stared at the lions, heard the music, was
impressed by the wisdom, and much edified* by the gentility of the whole affair.
After a time, however, Christie got rather tired of it, for there was an elegant sameness* about these
evenings that became intensely wearisome to the uninitiated, but she fancied that as each had his part to play
he managed to do it with spirit. Night after night the wag* told his stories, the poet read his poems, the singers
warbled, the pretty women simpered* and dressed, the heavy scientific was duly discussed by the elect precious,
and Mrs. Stuart, in amazing costumes, sailed to and fro in her most swan-like manner; while my lord stirred
up the lions he had captured, till they roared their best, great and small.
“Good heavens! why won’t they do or say something new and interesting, and not keep twaddling* on
about art, and music, and poetry, and cosmos? The papers are full of appeals for help for the poor, reforms of
all sorts, and splendid work that others are doing; but these people seem to think it isn’t genteel* enough to be
spoken of here. I suppose it is all very elegant to go on like a set of trained canaries, but it’s very dull fun to
watch them, and Hepsey’s stories are a deal more interesting to me.”
Having come to this conclusion, after studying dilettanteism* through the crack of the door for some
months, Christie left the “trained canaries” to twitter* and hop about their gilded* cage, and devoted* herself to
Hepsey, who gave her glimpses into another sort of life so bitterly real that she never could forget it.
Friendship had prospered in the lower regions, for Hepsey had a motherly heart, and Christie soon
won her confidence by bestowing her own. Her story was like many another; yet, being the first Christie
had ever heard, and told with the unconscious eloquence of one who had suffered and escaped, it made
a deep impression on her, bringing home to her a sense of obligation so forcibly* that she began at once
to pay a little part of the great debt which the white race owes the black.
Christie loved books; and the attic next her own was full of them. To this store she found her
way by a sort of instinct as sure as that which leads a fly to a honey-pot, and, finding many novels,
she read her fill. This amusement lightened many heavy hours, peopled the silent house with
troops of friends, and for a time, was the joy of her life.
Hepsey used to watch her as she sat buried in her book when the day’s work was done, and once
a heavy sigh roused Christie from the most exciting crisis of “The Abbot*.”
“What’s the matter? Are you very tired, Aunty?” she asked, using the name that came most
readily to her lips.
“No, honey; I was only wishin’ I could read fast like you does. I’s berry slow ‘bout readin’ and
I want to learn a heap,” answered Hepsey, with such a wistful look in her soft eyes that Christie
shut her book, saying briskly:
“Then I’ll teach you. Bring out your primer* and let’s begin at once.”
“Dear chile, it’s orful hard work to put learnin’ in my ole head, and I wouldn’t ‘cept such a ting from you
only I needs dis sort of help so bad, and I can trust you to gib* it to me as I wants it.”
Then in a whisper that went straight to Christie’s heart, Hepsey told her plan and showed what
help she craved.
For five years she had worked hard, and saved her earnings for the purpose of her life. When a considerable
sum had been hoarded up, she confided it to one whom she believed to be a friend, and sent him to buy her old
mother. But he proved false, and she never saw either mother or money. It was a hard blow, but she took heart
and went to work again, resolving this time to trust no one with the dangerous part of the affair, but when she
had scraped* together enough to pay her way she meant to go South and steal her mother at the risk of her life.
“I don’t want much money, but I must know little ‘bout readin’ and countin’ up, else I’ll get
lost and cheated. You’ll help me do dis, honey, and I’ll bless you all my days, and so will my old
mammy, if I ever gets her safe away.”
With tears of sympathy shining on her cheeks, and both hands stretched out to the poor soul who implored
this small boon* of her, Christie promised all the help that in her lay, and kept her word religiously.
From that time, Hepsey’s cause was hers; she laid by* a part of her wages for “ole mammy,” she
comforted Hepsey with happy prophecies of success, and taught with an energy and skill she had
never known before. Novels lost their charms now, for Hepsey could give her a comedy and tragedy
surpassing any thing she found in them, because truth stamped* her tales with a power and pathos the
most gifted fancy could but poorly imitate.
The select receptions upstairs seemed duller* than ever to her now, and her happiest evenings were spent
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in the tidy* kitchen, watching Hepsey laboriously shaping A’s and B’s, or counting up on her worn fingers the
wages they had earned by months of weary* work, that she might purchase one treasure,—a feeble, old
woman, worn out with seventy years of slavery far away there in Virginia.
For a year Christie was a faithful servant to her mistress, who appreciated her virtues, but did not
encourage them; a true friend to poor Hepsey, who loved her dearly, and found in her sympathy and affection
a solace* for many griefs and wrongs. But Providence had other lessons for Christie, and when this one was
well learned she was sent away to learn another phase of woman’s life and labor.
While their domestics amused themselves with privy* conspiracy and rebellion at home, Mr. and
Mrs. Stuart spent their evenings in chasing that bright bubble* called social success, and usually
came home rather cross because they could not catch it.
On one of these occasions they received a warm welcome, for, as they approached the house,
smoke was seen issuing from an attic window, and flames flickering* behind the half-drawn curtain.
Bursting out of the carriage with his usual impetuosity, Mr. Stuart let himself in and tore upstairs
shouting “Fire!” like an engine company.
In the attic Christie was discovered lying dressed upon her bed, asleep or suffocated by the smoke
that filled the room. A book had slipped from her hand, and in falling had upset* the candle on a chair
beside her; the long wick* leaned against a cotton gown hanging on the wall, and a greater part of
Christie’s wardrobe was burning brilliantly.
“I forbade her to keep the gas lighted so late, and see what the deceitful* creature has done with
her private candle!” cried Mrs. Stuart with a shrillness* that roused the girl from her heavy sleep
more effectually than the anathemas Mr. Stuart was fulminating against the fire.
Sitting up she looked dizzily about her. The smoke was clearing fast, a window having been
opened; and the tableau was a striking one. Mr. Stuart with an excited countenance* was dancing
frantically on a heap* of half-consumed clothes pulled from the wall. He had not only drenched
them with water from bowl and pitcher*, but had also cast those articles upon the pile like
extinguishers, and was skipping among the fragments with an agility which contrasted with his stout
figure in full evening costume, and his besmirched* face, made the sight irresistibly ludicrous*.
Mrs. Stuart, though in her most regal array*, seemed to have left her dignity downstairs with her
opera cloak, for with skirts gathered closely about her, tiara all askew*, and face full of fear and
anger, she stood upon a chair and scolded* like any shrew*.
The comic overpowered the tragic, and being a little hysterical with the sudden alarm, Christie
broke into a peal of laughter that sealed her fate.
“Look at her! look at her!” cried Mrs. Stuart gesticulating on her perch* as if about to fly. “She has
been at the wine, or lost her wits. She must go, Horatio, she must go! I cannot have my nerves shattered
by such dreadful scenes. She is too fond of books, and it has turned her brain. Hepsey can watch her tonight, and at dawn she shall leave the house for ever.”
“Not till after breakfast, my dear. Let us have that in comfort I beg, for upon my soul we shall
need it,” panted Mr. Stuart, sinking into a chair exhausted with the vigorous measures which had
quenched* the conflagration*.
Christie checked her untimely mirth, explained the probable cause of the mischief, and penitently
promised to be more careful for the future.
Mr. Stuart would have pardoned her on the spot, but Madame was inexorable, for she had so completely
forgotten her dignity that she felt it would be impossible ever to recover it in the eyes of this disrespectful
menial*. Therefore she dismissed her with a lecture that made both mistress and maid glad to part.
She did not appear at breakfast, and after that meal Mr. Stuart paid Christie her wages with a
solemnity which proved that he had taken a curtain lecture* to heart. There was a twinkle in his eye,
however, as he kindly added a recommendation, and after the door closed behind him Christie was sure
that he exploded into a laugh at the recollection of his last night’s performance.
This lightened* her sense of disgrace* very much, so, leaving a part of her money to repair
damages, she packed up her dilapidated wardrobe, and, making Hepsey promise to report progress
from time to time, Christie went back to Mrs. Flint’s to compose her mind and be ready à la
Micawber “for something to turn up*.”
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1. Though Alcott is best known for Little Women and its sequels, a fiction like Work reveals her continuing concern with social reform, especially her
sense of the ways in which young women were exploited by a society that obliged them to support themselves by offering them few opportunities
for self-improvement. Reconsider the text and jot down any question, unexpected detail or confusing passages you may come across.
2. Temporally assume that the author is not the speaker, and give any evidence which you can find or imagine for thinking that the author was:
a) a woman; b) a man.
3. What attitudes do you encounter in this excerpt which most recent feminists are still revindicating?
4. Does the text create images of race, women, money or other socially central themes? If so, are these images problematic anf if so, why?
5. Why does the oppression of women in a culture whose gender relationships are very different from our own matter to us?
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Frances E. W. Harper (1825-1911)
Aunt Chloe’s Politics

She’s Free!

1872

Of course, I don’t know very much
About these politics,
But I think that some who run ‘em,
Do mighty ugly tricks.
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I’ve seen ‘em honey-fugle* round,
And talk so awful sweet,
That you’d think them full of kindness,
As an egg is full of meat*.
Now I don’t believe in looking
Honest people in the face,
And saying when you’re doing wrong,
That “I haven’t sold* my race*.”
When we want to school our children,
If the money isn’t there,
Whether black or white have took it,
The love we all must share.
And this buying up each other
Is something worse than mean,
Though I thinks a heap of voting,
I go for voting clean.
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The danger was fearful, the pathway was wild . . . .
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But she’s free! yes, free from the land where the slave,
From the hand of oppression, must rest in the grave;
Where bondage and blood, where scourges* and chains,
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Have placed on our banner* indelible stains* . . . .
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The hunter is rifled* and foiled* of his prey,
The cursing* of men and clanking* of chains
Make sounds of strange discord on Liberty’s plains....
Oh! poverty, danger and death she can brave,
For the child of her love is no longer a slave.

1. Try to describe who the speaker of these poems is and the situations
presented in the poems.
2. Describe the tone of each poem, bearing in mind that tone involves the
speaker's attitude towards (i) the addressee, (ii) the subject matter; (iii)
the speaker herself.

Abraham Lincoln (1809-1865)
GETTYSBURG ADDRESS

November 19, 1863

Address Delivered at the Dedication of the Cemetery at Gettysburg.
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Four score* and seven years* ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation,
conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition* that all men are created equal.
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure*. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We
have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave their
lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting* and proper* that we should do this.
But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate—we can not consecrate—we can not hallow*—
this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far
above our poor power to add or detract*. The world will little note, nor long remember what
we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be
dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly
advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining* before us—
that from these honored dead we take increased devotion* to that cause for which they gave
the last full measure of devotion—that we here highly resolve* that these dead shall not have
died in vain—that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom—and that
government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.
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1. This seemingly simple speech is very carefully structured. For instance, it begins with the past, turns to the present, and then looks
toward the future. How does the sentence beginning "The world with little note . . ." draw past, present, and future together?
2. Another progression in the speech moves from the birth of the nation to its temporary death and then to its rebirth. In the third
paragraph, how does Lincoln envision the nation's rebirth?
3. Lincoln suggests that his words will soon be forgotten, but the soldiers' actions will live on. What must the living do to truly honor
the dead?
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SECOND INAUGURAL ADDRESS*

March 4, 1865
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At this second appearing to take the oath* of the presidential office, there is less
occasion for an extended address than there was at the first. Then a statement, somewhat
in detail, of a course to be pursued*, seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration
of four years, during which public declarations have been constantly called forth on
every point and phase of the great contest* which still absorbs the attention, and
engrosses the enerergies [sic] of the nation, little that is new could be presented. The
progress of our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public
as to myself; and it is, I trust, reasonably satisfactory and encouraging to all. With high
hope for the future, no prediction in regard to it is ventured.
On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago, all thoughts were anxiously
directed to an impending* civil-war. All dreaded it—all sought to avert* it. While the
inaugural address was being delivered from this place, devoted altogether to saving the
Union without war, insurgent agents were in the city seeking* to destroy* it without
war—seeking to dissol[v]e* the Union, and divide effects, by negotiation. Both parties
deprecated* war; but one of them would make war rather than let the nation survive; and
the others would accept war rather than let it perish. And the war came.
One eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally
over the Union, but localized in the Southern part of it. These slaves constituted a
peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this interest was, somehow, the cause of
the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this interest was the object for which the
insurgents would rend* the Union, even by war; while the government claimed no right
to do more than to restrict the territorial enlargement of it. Neither party expected for the
war, the magnitude, or the duration, which it has already attained. Neither anticipated
that the cause of the conflict might cease with, or even before, the conflict itself should
cease. Each looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding*.
Both read the same Bible, and pray to the same God; and each invokes His aid against
the other. It may seem strange that any men should dare to ask a just God’s assistance in
wringing their bread from the sweat of other men’s faces; but let us judge not that we be
not judged*. The prayers of both could not be answered; that of neither has been
answered fully. The Almighty has His own purposes. “Woe unto the world because of
offences! for it must needs be that offences come; but woe to that man by whom the
offence cometh!”* If we shall suppose that American Slavery is one of those offences
which, in the providence of God, must needs come, but which, having continued through
His appointed time, He now wills to remove, and that He gives to both North and South,
this terrible war, as the woe* due to those by whom the offence came, shall we discern
therein any departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a Living God
always ascribe to Him? Fondly* do we hope—fervently do we pray—that this mighty
scourge* of war may speedily pass away. Yet, if God wills that it continue, until all the
wealth piled by the bond-man’s two hundred and fifty years of unrequited toil shall be
sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash*, shall be paid by another drawn
with the sword, as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must be said “the
judgments of the Lord, are true and righteous altogether.”*
With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the right, as God
gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to bind up the
nation’s wounds; to care for him who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow, and
his orphan—to do all which may achieve and cherish a just, and a lasting* peace, among
ourselves, and with all nations.

swearing, (juramento)
continued

trial

imminent / avoid

trying, endeavouring
/ break apart
disapproved, deplored

split, tear apart

prodigious

adapted from
Matthew 7:1

Matthew 18:7

grief

Enthusiastically
(azote)

whip

Psalms 19:9.

permanent

March 4, 1865.

1. a) What power does this ritual of the Gettysburg Address—a war-time eulogy—give the people?
b) What is the meaning given to war? Why is the glory or nobility of the dead soldiers represented as an ideal of the people?
2. What point of view and powers does the speaker assume in both texts?
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Julia Ward Howe (1819-1910)
Battle Hymn of the Republic

1861

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord;
He is trampling out* the vintage* where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift* sword;
His truth is marching on.
5

10

pressing down / crop
quick, ready

Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on.
I have seen Him in the watch fires of a hundred circling camps;
They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews* and damps;
I can read his righteous sentence by the dim* and flaring* lamps;
His day is marching on.

moistures, (rocíos)
dark / (llameantes)

Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on.

15

I have read a fiery* gospel, writ in burnished* rows* of steel:
“As ye deal with my contemners*, so with you my grace shall deal;
Let the Hero, born of woman, crush* the serpent with his heel,
Since God is marching on.”

ardent / bright / lines
despisers
(aplastar)

Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on.

20

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat*;
He is sifting* out the hearts of men before His judgment seat;
Oh, be swift*, my soul, to answer Him! be jubilant, my feet!
Our God is marching on.

retire, surrender,
withdraw
si eving, (tamizando), examining, looking into,
quick

Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on.
25

30

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in His bosom* that transfigures you and me;
As He died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on.

heart, chest

Glory, glory, hallelujah! Glory, glory, hallelujah!
Glory, glory, hallelujah! His truth is marching on.

1. Though this hymn was written about the Civil War, it appears to be about another battle as well. a) What imagined future time
does this “battle hymn” anticipate? b) What are the “grapes of wrath”?
2. The singer says a serpent must be crushed. What does the serpent stand for? To what cause does this hymn summon citizens
of the Republic?
3. How does the last verse suggest that in defeat, even in death, there can be victory?
4 . The idea that suffering holds a promise of renewal is implied in this song and many of our selections like the previous
addresses by Lincoln, that victory is found in endured suffering, in undergoing the trials of evil, death, journey. What texts hold
just the opposite view?
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Walt Whitman (1819-1892)
Passage to India

1871, 1881
1

1

5

10

15

Singing my days,
Singing the great achievements of the present,
Singing the strong light works of engineers,
Our modern wonders, (the antique ponderous* Seven 1 outvied*),
In the Old World the east the Suez canal 2 ,
The New by its mighty* railroad spann’d* 3 ,
The seas inlaid* with eloquent gentle* wires 4 ;
Yet first to sound, and ever sound, the cry with thee O soul,
The Past! the Past! the Past!

25

Formally opened in 1869.

3

The transcontinental railroad was c ompleted at Promontory, Utah, in 1869.

b ig / surpassed in rivalry,
trascended
(formidables) / crossed
(engastados) / (dóciles),
(nobles)
4

A trans-Atlantic cable was
laid in in 1866.

(insondable) / (pasado, pretérito)
plentiful, (fecundo) / (abismo)
/ the dead

For what is the present after all but a growth out of the past?
(As a projectile form’d, impell’d*, passing a certain * line, still keeps on*,
So the present, utterly* form’d, impell’d by the past.)

(impulsado) / definite, unfailing,
reliable / (sigue su curso)

Not you alone proud truths of the world,
Nor you alone ye facts of modern science,
But myths and fables of eld*, Asia’s, Africa’s fables,
The far-darting* beams* of the spirit, the unloos’d* dreams,
The deep diving bibles and legends,
The daring* plots of the poets, the elder* religions;
O you temples fairer than lilies pour’d* over by the rising sun!
O you fables spurning* the known, eluding* the hold* of the known, mounting to heaven!
You lofty* and dazzling* towers, pinnacled, red as roses, burnish’d* with gold!
Towers of fables immortal fashion’d from mortal dreams!
You too I welcome and fully the same as the rest!
You too with joy I sing.

35

Passage to India!
Lo *, soul, seest thou not God’s purpose* from the first?
The earth to be spann’d*, connected by network*,
The races, neighbors, to marry and be given in marriage,
The oceans to be cross’d, the distant brought near,
The lands to be welded* together.

40

A worship* new I sing,
You captain, voyages, explorers, yours,
You engineers, you architects, machinists, yours,
You, not for trade or transportation only,
But in God’s name, and for thy sake* O soul.

30

2

The Past—the dark unfathom’d* retrospect* !
The teeming* gulf*—the sleepers* and the shadows!
The past—the infinite greatness of the past!

2
Passage O soul to India!
Eclaircise* the myths Asiatic, the primitive fables.

20

The Seven Wonders of the
Ancient World completed
in 1867.

wholly, entirely

Clarify, Explain

antiquity
(largo alcance) / rays, (rayos)
/ (desencadenados), unchained
bold, (atrevidos) / old,
antique, ancient
(bañados)
casting off / escaping / grasp
high / luminous / (bruñidas),
polished

(Vamos, Mira) / (designio)
crossed, traversed / (redes
de comunicación), web

joined, (soldadas)

(culto)

(vuestro nombre)
5

3

45

70

Passage to India!
Lo* soul for thee of tableaus* twain*,
I see in one the Suez canal initiated*, open’d,
I see the procession* of steamships, the Empress Eugenie’s 5 leading the van*,
I mark* from on deck the strange* landscape, the pure sky, the level sand* in the distance,
I pass swiftly* the picturesque groups, the workmen gather’d*,

Empress of France, wife
of Napoleon III. She was
aboard the ship leading the
procession at the formal
opening of the Suez Canal.

(He aquí) / pictures / coupled,
(los dos), paired
(promovido, puesto en marcha)
(cortejo) / (en vanguardia,
a la cabeza)
(Observo) / (insólito) / (llanos
arenales)
(prestamente) / (reunidos)

50

55

60

65

70

The gigantic dredging machines*.
In one again, different, (yet thine*, all thine, O soul, the same,)
I see over my own continent the Pacific railroad surmounting* every barrier,
I see continual trains of cars winding* along the Platte carrying freight* and passengers,
I hear the locomotives rushing* and roaring*, and the shrill* steamwhistle,
I hear the echoes reverberate through the grandest scenery in the world,
I cross the Laramie plains, I note the rocks in grotesque shapes, the buttes*,
I see the plentiful larkspur* and wild onions, the barren, colorless, sage*-deserts,
I see in glimpses afar* or towering* immediately above me the great mountains, I see the
Wind river and the Wahsatch mountains,
I see the Monument mountain and the Eagle’s Nest, I pass the Promontory, I ascend the
I scan* the noble Elk mountain and wind around* its base,
Nevadas,
I see the Humboldt range*, I thread* the valley and cross* the river,
I see the clear waters of lake Tahoe, I see forests of majestic pines,
Or crossing the great desert, the alkaline plains, I behold* enchanting mirages* of waters
Marking through these and after all, in duplicate slender* lines,
and meadows,
Bridging the three or four thousand miles of land travel,
Tying* the Eastern to the Western sea,
The road between Europe and Asia.

(dragas)

(Ah Genoese* thy dream! thy dream!
Centuries after thou art laid* in thy grave,
The shore thou foundest verifies thy dream.)

Christopher Columbus

4
Passage to India!
Struggles of many a captain, tales of many a sailor dead,
Over my mood stealing* and spreading* they come,
Like clouds and cloudlets* in the unreach’d sky.

(tuyos)
overcoming, (superando)
(serpentear) / merchandise
(veloces) / (rugientes) /
strident
isolated hills
(consólidas) / (de salvia)
far, away / (imponentes)

(Diviso) / (serpenteo)
(cordillera) / (cruzo) / (vadeo)
(contemplo) / (espejismos)
(gráciles)

(Uniendo)

(depositado)

(se adentran sigilosos ) /
(parten, se dispersan)
small clouds
high lands

75

Along all history, down the slopes*,
As a rivulet* running, sinking now, and now again to the surface rising,
A ceaseless thought, a varied* train*—lo*, soul, to thee, thy sight, they rise,
The plans, the voyages* again, the expeditions;

First European to
sail (1497-1498)
from Europe, around
Africa’s Cape of
Good Hope, to India.
novitiate, trial, (prueba) /
(cumplida)

80

Again Vasco de Gama* sails forth,
Again the knowledge gain’d, the mariner’s compass,
Lands found and nations born, thou born America,
For purpose vast, man’s long probation* fill’d*,
Thou rondure* of the world at last accomplish’d.

85

90

95

5
O vast Rondure*, swimming in space,
Cover’d all over with visible power and beauty,
Alternate light and day and the teeming* spiritual darkness,
Unspeakable high processions of sun and moon and countless stars above,
Below, the manifold* grass and waters, animals, mountains, trees,
With inscrutable purpose, some hidden prophetic intention,
Now first it seems my thought begins to span* thee.

stream
(variada) / (sucesión, cortejo) / (Vamos)
journeys, (viajes)

rounding, circling

Globe, Sphere, Roundness,
(Redondez)
(fecunda)

plentiful, (múltiples)

cross, extend over,
(abarcarte)

Down from the gardens of Asia descending radiating*,
Adam and Eve appear, then their myriad* progeny after them,
Wandering*, yearning*, curious*, with restless* explorations,
With questionings, baffled*, formless, feverish, with never-happy * hearts,
With that sad incessant refrain, Wherefore unsatisfied soul? and Whither* O mocking life?

beaming, shedding

Ah who shall soothe* these feverish children?
Who justify these restless* explorations?
Who speak the secret of impassive* earth?
Who bind* it to us? what is this separate Nature so unnatural *?

relieve, cure, (serenar)

(infinita)
(vagar) / (anhelantes) / (inquisitivo) / (impacientes )
(confusos) / (siempre en vilo)
Where

incessant
(impasibles)
tie, (la vincula) / (tan poco
natural)

71

What is this earth to our affections? (unloving earth, without a throb* to answer ours,
Cold earth, the place of graves.)

(pulsación, palpitación,
latido)

Yet soul be sure the first intent* remains, and shall be carried out*,
Perhaps even now the time has arrived.

(propósito, designio) /
(cumplido, realizado)

100

spanned, traversed, (surcados)
(tarea, obra)

105

After the seas are all cross’d*, (as they seem already cross’d,)
After the great captains and engineers have accomplish’d their work*,
After the noble inventors, after the scientists, the chemist, the geologist, ethnologist,
Finally shall come the poet worthy that name,
The true son of God shall come singing his songs.

110

115

120

125

130

135

140

145

72

Then not your deeds only O voyagers, O scientists and inventors, shall be justified,
All these hearts as of fretted* children shall be sooth’d*,
All affection shall be fully responded to, the secret shall be told,
All these separations and gaps* shall be taken up* and hook’d* and link’d* together,
The whole earth, this cold, impassive, voiceless earth, shall be completely justified,
Trinitas* divine shall be gloriously accomplish’d and compacted* by the true son of God,
(He shall indeed pass the straits* and conquer the mountains,
the poet,
He shall double the cape of Good Hope to some purpose*,)
Nature and Man shall be disjoin’d* and diffused* no more,
The true son of God shall absolutely fuse* them.

6
Year at whose wide-flung* door I sing!
Year of the purpose accomplish’d*!
Year of the marriage of continents, climates and oceans!
(No mere doge1 of Venice now wedding the Adriatic,)
I see O year in you the vast terraqueous globe given and giving all,
Europe to Asia, Africa join’d, and they to the New World,
The lands, geographies, dancing before you, holding a festival garland,
As brides and bridegrooms hand in hand.

grieving, (afligidos) / (confortados , consolados)
(carencias, lagunas) / (aprehendidas) / (amarradas) / (conectadas)
Whitman ’s near toHoly Trinity
/ joined firmly together
narrow passages
purposefully, meaningfully,
(ciertamente con creces)
disconnected / spread out,
(desvinculadas, fisionadas )
(vincular, fusionar)

(abierta de par en par)
(realizado, cumplido)
The Doge (chief magistrate
of the city-state of Venice,
697-1797) symbolized the
union of city and sea by
an nually casting a gold
ring into the Adriatic.
1

Area in Russia between the
Black and Caspian Seas.

Passage to India!
Cooling airs from Caucasus2 far, soothing* cradle* of man,
The river Euphrates3 flowing, the past lit up again.

2

Lo* soul, the retrospect* brought forward,
The old, most populous, wealthiest of earth’s lands,
The streams of the Indus* and the Ganges* and their many affluents,
(I my shores of America walking to-day behold*, resuming* all,)
The tale of Alexander* on his warlike marches* suddenly dying,
On one side China and on the other side Persia and Arabia,
To the south the great seas and the bay* of Bengal,
The flowing* literatures, tremendous epics, religions, castes,
Old occult Brahma interminably far back, the tender* and junior Buddha,
Central and southern empires and all their belongings, possessors,
The wars of Tamerlane*, the reign of Aurungzebe *,
The traders, rulers, explorers, Moslems, Venetians, Byzantium, the Arabs, Portuguese,
The first travelers famous yet, Marco Polo *, Batouta the Moor*,
Doubts to be solv’d, the map incognita, blanks to be fill’d,
The foot of man unstay’d*, the hands never at rest,
Thyself O soul that will not brook* a challenge*.

(He aquí), Vamos, Mira)
(pasado, pretérito)

The mediaeval navigators rise before me,
The world of 1492, with its awaken’d* enterprise,
Something swelling* in humanity now like the sap* of the earth in spring,
The sunset splendor of chivalry* declining.

(apaciguadora) / (cuna)
3
River flowing from Turkey
to the Persian Gulf.

rivers in India
(contemplo) / (retomando)
Alexander the Great /
(campañas)
(bahía)
(manantes, fluyentes,
elocuentes)
(bondadoso)
Mongol conqueror (13361405) / Emperor of Hindustan (1618-1707).
Venetian traveler to China
(1245-1324 ) / Explorer of
Afric a & Asia (1303-1377).
not hindered, (sin trabas)
(no tolerarás, no permitirás) / (desafío alguno)

animated
expanding, (se está expandiendo) / (savia)
(caballeresca hidalgía)

150

155

160

165

170

175

180

185

190

And who art thou sad shade?
Gigantic, visionary, thyself a visionary,
With majestic limbs* and pious* beaming* eyes,
Spreading around with every look of thine a golden world,
Enhuing* it with gorgeous* hues*.

members, extremities / (radian tes)
Tinting / (soberbios) / tones,
(matices)

As the chief histrion*,
Down to the footlights* walks in some great scena*,
Dominating the rest I see the Admiral* himself,
(History’s type* of courage, action, faith,)
Behold him sail from Palos* leading his little fleet,
His voyage behold, his return, his great fame,
His misfortunes, calumniators, behold him a prisoner, chain’d,
Behold* his dejection*, poverty, death.

actor

(Curious* in time I stand, noting* the efforts of heroes,
Is the deferment* long? bitter the slander*, poverty, death?
Lies* the seed unreck’d* for centuries in the ground? lo, to God’s due* occasion,
Uprising in the night, it sprouts*, blooms*,
And fills the earth with use* and beauty.)

(Inquisitivo) / (observando)

7
Passage indeed O soul to primal* thought,
Not lands and seas alone, thy own clear freshness,
The young maturity of brood* and bloom,
To realms of budding* bibles.
O soul, repressless, I with thee and thou with me,
Thy circumnavigation of the world begin,
Of man, the voyage of his mind’s return,
To reason’s early* paradise,
Back, back to wisdom’s birth, to innocent intuitions,
Again with fair* creation.

(candilejas) / scene
Columbus
symbol
Spanish seaport from which
Columbus sailed, August
1492.

(Contemplo) / despondency,
low spirits, (abatimiento,
desaliento)

pause, adjour nment / (calumnia)
(Permanecen) / unnoticed / proper
grows, germinates, springs
/ (brota, florece)
(fruto)

primeval, (original)

(prole), breed, race
flowering, budding

(prístino, original)

(hermosa)

8
O we can wait no longer,
We too take ship O soul,
Joyous we too launch out* on trackless* seas,
Fearless for unknown shores on waves of ecstasy to sail,
Amid the wafting* winds, (thou pressing me to thee, I thee to me, O soul,)
Caroling* free, singing our song of God,
Chanting our chant of pleasant exploration.

(lanzaremos, partiremos) /
pathless, markless

With laugh and many a kiss,
(Let others deprecate*, let others weep for sin, remorse, humiliation,)
O soul thou pleasest me, I thee.

disapprove, deplore, (lamentar)

Ah more than any priest O soul we too believe in God,
But with the mystery of God we dare* not dally*.
O soul thou pleasest me, I thee,
Sailing these seas or on the hills, or waking in the night,
Thoughts, silent thoughts, of Time and Space and Death, like waters flowing,
Bear me indeed as through the regions infinite,
Whose air I breathe, whose ripples* hear, lave* me all over,
Bathe me O God in thee, mounting* to thee,
I and my soul to range* in range* of thee.

agile
Singing

(osamos) / trifle, play,
toy, (holgar)

(ondas) / bath, wash up, (laven)
ascending
align / orbit

O Thou transcendent,
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Nameless, the fibre* and the breath*,
Light of the light, shedding* forth universes, thou centre of them,
Thou mightier centre of the true, the good, the loving,
Thou moral, spiritual fountain—affection’s source—thou reservoir*,
(O pensive* soul of me—O thirst unsatisfied—waitest not there?
Waitest not haply* for us somewhere there the Comrade perfect?)
Thou pulse*—thou motive of the stars, suns, systems,
That, circling*, move in order, safe*, harmonious,
Athwart* the shapeless vastnesses of space,
How should I think, how breathe a single* breath, how speak, if, out of myself,
I could not launch*, to those, superior universes?

substance / (soplo)

Swiftly* I shrivel* at the thought of God,
At Nature and its wonders*, Time and Space and Death,
But that I, turning, call to thee O soul, thou actual* Me,
And lo, thou gently masterest* the orbs,
Thou matest* Time, smilest content at Death,
And fillest*, swellest full* the vastnesses of Space.

(De pronto) / decreased,
shrank, (me sobrecojo)
(maravillas)

Greater than stars or suns,
Bounding* O soul thou journeyest forth*;
What love than thine and ours could wider amplify?
What aspirations, wishes, outvie* thine and ours O soul?
What dreams of the ideal? what plans of purity, perfection, strength?
What cheerful willingness for others’ sake to give up all?
For others’ sake to suffer all?
Reckoning ahead* O soul, when thou, the time achiev’d,
The seas all cross’d, weather’d the capes*, the voyage done,
Surrounded*, copest*, frontest* God, yieldest*, the aim attain’d,
As fill’d* with friendship, love complete, the Elder Brother found,
The Younger melts* in fondness* in his arms.

9
Passage to more than India!
Are thy wings plumed* indeed for such far flights*?
O soul, voyagest thou indeed on voyages like those?
Disportest* thou on waters such as those?
Soundest* below the Sanskrit and the Vedas?*
Then have thy bent* unleash’d*.
Passage to you, your shores, ye aged fierce* enigmas!
Passage to you, to mastership of you, ye strangling* problems!
You, strew’d* with the wrecks* of skeletons, that, living, never reach’d you.
Passage to more than India!
O secret of the earth and sky!
Of you O waters of the sea! O winding* creeks* and rivers!
Of you O woods and fields! of you strong mountains of my land*!
Of you O prairies! of you gray rocks!
O morning red*! O clouds! O rain and snows!
O day and night, passage to you!

radiating

sanctuary, shrine
melancholic
by chance
(pulsación)
(describiendo círculos) / (seguro,
firme)
Through
all-embracing
plunge, embark , dash into

(auténtico, real, mismo)
(dominas)
couples, (unes)
(llenas) / (colmas)

(Avanzando) / (vas adelante)

exceed, surpass, be the
most outstanding

(Me anticipo)
(cabos)
Encircled / (te presentes) / (le mires de frente) / (te postres)
(henchido, colmado)
(desmaye) / (ternura)

(dispuestas), preened, tidied
/ (vuelos)
(Disfrutas)
(sumergiste) / Hindu scriptures
written in Sanskrit.
force, energy / liberated
(implacables, inexorables)
(estrangulantes, opresores)
(deparramados) / (restos)

(serpenteantes) / small rivers
(patria, nación, tierra)

(arrebolada)

O sun and moon and all you stars! Sirius and Jupiter!
Passage to you!
Passage, immediate* passage! the blood burns in my veins!
Away O soul! hoist* instantly* the anchor!
Cut the hawser*—haul out*—shake out* every sail!
Have we not stood here like trees in the ground long enough?

(ya)
(leva) / immediately, at once
(corta amarras) / (despliega velas ) / (iza)

250

255

Have we not grovel’d* here long enough, eating and drinking like mere brutes*?
Have we not darken’d* and dazed* ourselves with books long enough?

given over to base pleasures, prosstrated servilely / (ignorantes)

Sail forth—Steer* for the deep waters only,
Reckless* O soul, exploring, I with thee, and thou with me,
For we are bound* where mariner has not yet dared to go,
And we will risk the ship, ourselves and all.

(Pon rumbo, Dirígete)

O my brave soul!
O farther farther sail!
O daring* joy, but safe*! are they not all the seas of God?
O farther, farther, farther sail!

(cegado) / (aturdido, confundido)

(Intrépida)
destined, going to

audacious / (segura)

1. a) In the first section of the poem, the speaker refers to the digging of the Suez Canal, the spanning of the North American
continent by the transcontinental railroad, and the laying of the trans-Atlantic cable. These are the “modern wonders”, the
wonders of the present. So far we are on familiar ground; we expect this kind of thing, but the next line is unexpected. Notice the
“Yet” (8). What does it suggest? What is the “first to sound, and ever sound” (8)?
b) The second stanza or part of this section develops the speaker’s view of the past. Pay particular attention to the last two lines.
What metaphor does the poet employ here? What view of history is implicit in these lines? How is it similar to or different from
previous texts?
2. a) Section 2 of the poem centers on fables and myths. What importance does the poet give to myths?
b) The third part of the section poses the question of God’s purpose. What, according to the poet, is that purpose?
c) What is the “new worship” (36) that the poet sings?
3. In section 3, there are two “tableaus”. What does he see in each? Is what he sees in any way related to God’s purpose as described
in section 2? This section ends with a parenthetical comment. What is its purpose? How does the shore that the Genoese found
‘verify thy dream’ (67)?
4. How is section 4 related to section 3? Is it also related to section 2? Consider these phrases from section 2: “spurning the known,
eluding the hold of the known” (25)?
5. a) In section 5, what does “With inscrutable purpose” (86), referred to “vast Rondure” (81) mean?
b) How does the poet describe the progeny of Adam and Eve? Has this theme appeared before? What kinds of questions do men
ask? Are they about the “known” or the “unknown”?
c) Who is the “true Son of God” (105)? Why the qualifier “true”? What kind of role does Whitman see the “true Son of God” carrying
out?
6. a) What relation do the events of the present (referred to in stanza 1) have to the role of the “true Son of God” in this
section 6?
b) What is the relation of the past to these events? Are there any implicit or explicit comments on the future?
7. How is this section 7 related to the previous one? How has the idea of travel changed?
8. Why the “too” in the second line of section 8? To whom is the poet comparing “we”? What are the “trackless seas”? First the poet
says that “we dare not dally” with the “mystery of God”; a few lines later, he is beseeching God to “bathe me O god in thee”. Is there
a contradiction here? Then, after spending a good deal of time talking about the “transcendent / Nameless, the fibre and the breath”,
he asks “How should I think ... if ... I could not launch, to those , superior universes”. Why then does he “shrivel at the thought of
God”? In the last few lines of this section, there are references to the “Elder Brother” and the “Younger”. To what is the poet alluding?
Does he change the point of the original story?
9. Why “to more than India” of the final section 9? To what is the soul going to pass? What is the end of this journey or voyage?
10. Read again the poem trying to locate all those natural, geographical, technological and cultural images that conform the utopic
kingdom envisioned by the poem. List them with the line reference number.
11. List as well a) all images of the entire poem referring to a vision of unity; b) those which praise human progress in all its aspects,
and c) those concerned with the symbolism of the written “word”.
12. What is the overall attitude of the speaker? With what attitude does he contemplate the human effort in all its manifestations?
13. Who is considered the ultimate hero by the speaker and what are his attributes?
14. What is the role played by the speaker? What goal does he envision for human society?
15. In what sense is the musical work of the American composer Arthur Honegger's Pacific 231 infused with a similar emotional tone?
16. What images would you choose from our present world to represent a similar vision of human and social life?
17. Does the poet make sense out of what he sees? What about the line, “But I saw they were not as was thought”?
18. Write a manifesto in which an ideal techno-ecological balance is expressed. Try to assume the same powers and vision that the
speaker of this poem assumes.
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Walt Whitman (1819-1892)
When Lilacs Last in the dooryard Bloom’d

1865—1866, 1881

1
When lilacs last* in the dooryard bloom’d*,
And the great star early droop’d* in the western sky in the night,
I mourn’d*, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning spring.
5

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring,
Lilac blooming* perennial and drooping* star in the west,
And thought of him I love.

(perduran) / flowered,
blossomed
declined
(Lamenté)

(en flor) / declining

2

10

O powerful western fallen star!
O shades* of night—O moody*, tearful night!
O great star disappear’d—O the black* murk* that hides the star!
O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of me!
O harsh* surrounding cloud that will not free my soul.

(sombras) / (triste)
(lóbrega) / darkness
grim, implacable

3

15

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house* near the white-wash’d* palings*,
Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the perfume strong I love,
With every leaf a miracle—and from this bush* in the dooryard*,
With delicate-color’d blossoms and heart-shaped leaves of rich green,
A sprig* with its flower I break.

(alquería) / (enjalbegadas) / fences, (vallas de
barrotes de madera)
(fronda, arbusto)
/ house garden
A little branch

4

20

25

In the swamp* in secluded recesses*,
A shy and hidden bird is warbling* a song.

(pantano) / receding or hidden
parts, (recónditos lugares)
singing, expressing in a song or
verse, (trinando, gorjeando,
haciendo quiebros)

Solitary the thrush*,
The hermit withdrawn to himself*, avoiding the settlements*,
Sings by himself a song.

bird, (tordo, zorzal)

Song of the bleeding* throat,
Death’s outlet* song of life, (for well dear brother I know,
If thou wast not granted* to sing thou would’st surely die.)

(sangrante)
needed, impulsed, (que surge, emana, se libera)
allowed

(recogido sobre sí mismismo) / (poblados),
villages

5

30

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid* cities,
among
emerged into view / markAmid lanes and through old woods, where lately the violets peep’d* from the ground, spotting* the
ing, (punteando)
Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing the endless grass,
gray debris*, (hojarasca)
Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its shroud* in the dark-brown fields uprisen,
(sudario)
Passing the apple-tree blows* of white and pink in the orchards,
(ramalazos, toques)
Carrying a corpse* to where it shall rest in the grave,
dead body
Night and day journeys a coffin*.
Following Lincoln’s
6

35

40

76

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets,
Through day and night with the great cloud darkening the land,
With the pomp of the inloop’d* flags with the cities draped* in black,
With the show of the States themselves as of crape* veil’d women standing,
With processions long and winding and the flambeaus* of the night,
With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces and the unbared* heads,
With the waiting depot*, the arriving coffin, and the sombre faces,
With dirges* through the night, with the thousand voices rising strong and solemn,
With all the mournful voices of the dirges* pour’d* around the coffin,
The dim-lit churches and the shuddering* organs—where amid these you journey,
With the tolling* tolling bells’ perpetual clang*,

a s s a s s in a t i o n i n
April 1865, his body
was carried on a
funeral train from
Washington, D.C.,
to Springfield,
Illinois, for burial.

(festoneadas) / (enlutadas, engalanadas)
(de crespón)
torches, (antorchas)
(descubiertas)
railway station
mournful chants
funeral songs / (vertidos)
trembling
(doblando, tañendo) /
sounding

45

Here, coffin* that slowly passes,
I give you my sprig* of lilac.

bier, (féretro)
small branch or shoot

7
(Nor for you, for one alone,
Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I bring,
For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for you O sane* and sacred death.
50

All over bouquets* of roses.
O death, I cover you over with roses and early lilies,
But mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first,
Copious I break, I break the sprigs* from the bushes*,
With loaded arms I come, pouring* for you,
For you and the coffins all of you O death.)

(sensata)
(ramos), wreaths

branches / (arbustos,
fronda)
(vierto)

65

8
O western orb* sailing the heaven,
Now I know what you must have meant as a month since I walk’d,
As I walk’d in silence the transparent shadowy* night,
As I saw you had something to tell as you bent* to me night after night,
Are you droop’d* from the sky low down as if to my side, (while the other stars all look’d on,)
As we wander’d* together the solemn night, (for something I know not what kept me from sleep,)
As the night advanced, and I saw on the rim* of the west how full you were of woe*,
As I stood on the rising* ground in the breeze in the cool transparent night,
As I watch’d where you pass’d and was lost in the netherward* black of the night,
As my soul in its trouble dissatisfied sank*, as where you sad orb,
Concluded*, dropt in the night, and was gone.

(tímido) / (sutil, suave)
/ singing
(de inmediato)

70

9
Sing on there in the swamp,
O singer bashful* and tender*, I hear your notes*, I hear your call,
I hear, I come presently*, I understand you,
But a moment I linger*, for the lustrous star has detain’d me,
The star my departing comrade holds* and detains me.
10
O how shall I warble* myself for the dead one there I loved?
And how shall I deck* my song for the large sweet soul that has gone?
And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I love?

sing, express in a song
or verse
adorn, decorate, (engalana)

55

60

75

80

85

Sea-winds blown* from east and west,
Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western sea, till there on the
These and with these and the breath of my chant,
prairies* meeting,
I’ll perfume the grave of him I love.
11
O what shall I hang on the chamber* walls?
And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls,
To adorn the burial-house of him I love?
Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes,
With the Fourth-month* eve* at sundown, and the gray smoke lucid and bright,
With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous*, indolent, sinking sun, burning, expanding the air,
With the fresh sweet herbage* under foot, and the pale green leaves of the trees prolific,
In the distance the flowing* glaze*, the breast of the river, with a wind-dapple* here and there,
With ranging* hills on the banks, with many a line against the sky, and shadows,
And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks* of chimneys,
And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the workmen homeward returning.

(astro)
(umbrosa)
(te doblabas, te
inclinabas)
declined
journeyed, traveled
edge / (pesar)
(ascendente)
downward, (abismos)
(se hundió)
(Finalizó)

remain, hang, (me
demoro)
(retiene)

(que sopláis)
meadows, (praderas)

(habitación)

April / (tarde)
(esplendorosos)
(herbaje)
(brillante) / (barniz) /
(brisa-moteada)
(alineadas, escalonadas)
tower heaps

12
90

Lo*, body and soul—this land*,
My own Manhattan with spires*, and the sparkling* and hurrying* tides, and ships,
The varied and ample land, the South and the North in the light, Ohio’s shores and flashing* Missouri,
And ever the far-spreading* prairies cover’d with grass and corn*.

(Mira) / country, (país)
towers / (chispeantes) / (presurosas)
(resplandeciente)
(inmensas) / (maíz)

77

95

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty*,
The violet and purple morn* with just-felt* breezes,
The gentle soft-born measureless light,
The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill’d* noon,
The coming eve* delicious, the welcome night and the stars,
Over my cities shining all, enveloping* man and land.

(altivo)
morning / (leves)
(logrado, pleno, cabal)
(tarde)
(envolviendo)

13
100

105

Sing on, sing on you gray-brown* bird,
Sing from the swamps*, the recesses*, pour your chant from the bushes*,
Limitless out of the dusk*, out of the cedars and pines.

(gris parduzo)
(pantanos) / (lo más recóndito) / (matorrales)
(atardecer, penumbra)

Sing on dearest brother, warble* your reedy* song,
Loud human song, with voice of uttermost* woe*.

sing, express, ( trina) / (atiplado)

O liquid* and free and tender*!
O wild and loose* to my soul—O wondrous* singer!
You only I hear—yet the star holds me*, (but will soon depart,)
Yet the lilac with mastering* odor holds me*.

(efluvio, emanación) / (sutil, suave)

(extremo) / (pesar)

(suelto) / (prodigioso)
possesses me, (me retiene)
(imperioso) / (me sostiene)

14

110

115

120

125

Now while I sat in the day and look’d forth*,
In the close of the day with its light and the fields of spring, and the farmers preparing their crops*,
In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes and forests,
In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb’d* winds and the storms,)
Under the arching* heavens of the afternoon swift* passing, and the voices of children and women,
The many-moving sea-tides*, and I saw the ships how they sail’d,
And the summer approaching with richness, and the fields all busy with labor,
And the infinite separate houses, how they all went on, each with its meals and minutia* of daily usages,
And the streets how their throbbings* throbb’d, and the cities pent*—lo*, then and there,
Falling upon them all and among them all, enveloping me with the rest,
Appear’d the cloud, appear’d the long black trail*,
And I knew death, its thought, and the sacred knowledge of death.
Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of me,
And the thought of death close-walking the other side of me,
And I in the middle as with companions, and as holding the hands of companions,
I fled forth to the hiding receiving night that talks not,
Down to the shores of the water, the path by the swamp in the dimness*,
To the solemn shadowy* cedars* and ghostly* pines so still.
And the singer so shy to the rest receiv’d me,
The gray-brown bird I know receiv’d us comrades three,
And he sang the carol* of death, and a verse for him I love.

130

135

140

145

(cosechas)
(dementes)
(arqueados) / (presuroso)
rises and falls of the sea,
(mareas marinas)
minor details
palpitations / closely con-fined / look
(estela)

(penumbra)
(umbríos) / (cedros) /
(espectrales)

(canción)

From deep secluded* recesses*,
From the fragrant cedars and the ghostly pines so still,
Came the carol of the bird.

(retirado) / (más recónditos
lugares)

And the charm of the carol rapt* me,
As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night,
And the voice of my spirit tallied* the song of the bird.

(me transportó)

Come lovely and soothing* death,
Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving,
In the day, in the night, to all, to each,
Sooner or later delicate death.
Prais’d be the fathomless universe,
For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,
And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise!
For the sure-enwinding* arms of cool-enfolding* death.
Dark mother always gliding* near with soft feet,
Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome?
Then I chant it for thee, I glorify thee above all,
I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come unfalteringly*.
Approach strong deliveress*,
When it is so, when thou hast taken them I joyously sing the dead,
Lost in the loving floating* ocean of thee,

78

(miro adelante)

recorded, (cuadraba, daba
cuenta, tarjaba)
consoling

enfolding firmly / (envolviendo)
(deslizándose)

without hesitation
(libertadora)
(flotante)

150

Laved* in the flood of thy bliss* O death.
From me to thee glad serenades,
Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and feastings* for thee,
And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread sky are fitting*,
And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful* night.

155

160

The night in silence under many a star,
The ocean shore and the husky* whispering waves whose voice I know,
And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veil’d death,
And the body gratefully nestling* close to thee.
Over the tree-tops I float* thee a song,
Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad* fields and the prairies wide,
Over the dense-pack’d cities alt* and the teeming* wharves* and ways,
I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death.

Flooded, (Anegados) /
(bienaventuranza)

celebrating
(te convienen)
meditative, deep in thought

throaty, (ronca)
(se acurruca)
(te envío)
immense
height / crowded / docks

15

165

170

175

180

To the tally* of my soul,
Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird,
With pure deliberate* notes spreading filling the night.

record, (cuenta, tarja)

Loud in the pines and cedars dim*,
Clear in the freshness moist* and the swamp-perfume,
And I with my comrades there in the night.

(umbríos)

While my sight that was bound* in my eyes unclosed,
As to long panoramas of visions.

(prisionera)

And I saw askant* the armies,
I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags,
Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d* with missiles I saw them,
And carried hither* and yon* through the smoke, and torn and bloody,
And at last but a few shreds* left on the staffs*, (and all in silence,)
And the staffs all splinter’d* and broken.

(de soslayo)

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them,
And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them,
I saw the debris and debris* of all the slain* soldiers of the war,
But I saw they were not as was thought,
They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not,
The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d,
And the wife and the child and the musing* comrade suffer’d,
And the armies that remain’d suffer’d.

(premeditadas)

wet

(perforado)
here / there
(jirones) / (astas)
fractured, (astilladas)

(despojos) / (muertos)

pensive, sorrowfully in
thought

16
185

190

195

200

205

Passing the visions, passing the night,
Passing, unloosing* the hold of my comrades’ hands,
Passing the Song of the hermit* bird and the tallying* song of my soul,
Victorious song, death’s outlet* song, yet varying ever-altering song,
As low and wailing*, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, flooding the night,
Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and yet again bursting* with joy,
Covering the earth and filling the spread* of the heaven,
As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses*,
Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves,
I leave thee there in the dooryard, blooming, returning with spring.

(soltando)
(ermitaño) / recording , (tarjado)
(liberador)
moaning, (doliente)
(estallan)
(extensión)
(más recóndito lugar)

I cease from* my song for thee,
From my gaze* on thee in the west, fronting the west, communing with thee,
O comrade lustrous* with silver face in the night.

conclude, give, (entrego)

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements* out of the night,
The song, the wondrous* chant of the gray-brown bird,
And the tallying* chant, the echo arous’d in my soul,
With the lustrous* and drooping* star with the countenance* full of woe*,
With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the bird,
Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory ever to keep, for the dead I loved so well,
For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands—-and this for his dear sake*,
Lilac and star and bird twined* with the chant of my soul,
There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk* and dim*.

acquisitions

fixed look
(que resplandeces)

(prodigioso)
registering, (concordante)
(brillante ) / declining / (semblante) / (dolor, pesar)

(nombre, recuerdo)
(entrelazados, ligados)
(oscuros) / (sombríos)
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1.

a) In section 1, is there anything peculiar about mourning “with ever-returning spring” (3)?
b) Is the “great star” (2) a symbol for something? Does its early 'drooping' (3) account for the poet’s mourning? Or does he just feel out
of sorts? Is this a cause of melancholy? Who is the “him I love”?

2.

In section 2, what is the “black murk that hides the star” (9)? The “moody, tearful night” (6)? Whose are the “cruel hands”?

3.

Section 3 returns to the lilac bush introduced in the first stanza. Notice the description of the lilac’s leaves—“heart-shaped”, “rich
green”, giving off perfume, miraculous. How does the lilac bush differ from the star? Notice that in section 1, the bush is described
as “blooming perennial”.

4

Section 4 introduces a new figure—the thrush. The star has been associated with death; the lilac with perennial life. What then is the
thrush associated with? It is described as “secluded”, “solitary”, “withdrawn”. Are we to take it as a real bird? Or is it a symbol for
something? Does the poet draw any analogy? What about “dear brother”?

5.

Section 5 introduces yet another element into the poem—the coffin—and section 6 will describe the progress of the coffin. Notice the
description of the country through which it travels—“when lately the violets peep’d” “the endless grass”, “the yellow spear’d wheat”, etc. What
time of year is it? Now look at the contrast between the spring imagery and the images such as “gray debris”, “from its shroud in the dark-brown
fields”. What is Whitman talking about? Notice particularly the words “shroud” and “uprisen”.

6.

Section 6 of the poem is historical; it describes what really happened except perhaps the laying of the sprig of lilac on the coffin. Is
this action symbolic? In what sense?

7.

Section 7 is a parenthetical statement and parentheses are usually used as qualifiers of some sort. What does the poet qualify
here? Who is the “you” in the first line? What is the force of the “thus”? Do the preceding lines explain why he would chart a song
for death? What is the lilac preferred to the rose and early lily?

8.

In the following section 8, again the star is mentioned. Is its meaning the same as in section 1? Is it still identified with one who has
died? Now the star is still a star, but the question is, does the poet interpret its figurative meaning in a new way? Consider the
phrases: “to tell as you bent to me”; “droop’d from the sky...as if to my side”; “as we wandered together”. What do these phrases
suggest about the star? Notice the last two lines in which the star and the speaker’s soul both sing. What kind of state is the speaker
portraying?

9.

a) In section 9 the "star" and the "thrush" also appear. Can you explain the tension created by the star and the thrush? The star has been
identified more or less with Lincoln and his death and then, in section 8, with the poet’s grief and mournful attitude. The thrush has been
identified as the poet, the singer of the son to death. What then is the significance of turning from the star to the thrush?
b) Why does the poet use the words “warble”, “song”, “chant”? Does the poet identify himself with anything through the use of these words? Has the
poet left the star? Has the word “perfume” occurred previously? If so in what connection? Why might it appear here?

10. a) In section 13, the "star", the "lilac", and the "thrush" all appear. The thrush appears first. Is the poet still identified with the thrush
as in section 10, or does it function more as a parallel? Does thrush sing “with voice of uttermost woe”? Is the poet drawing an
analogy?
b) Again there is a tension between the star and the thrush as in section 9; yet this tension has almost been resolved: “but will soon
depart”. In addition, there is a tension between the lilac and the thrush, more specifically between the “mastering odor” or the
“perfume” and the thrush. Paraphrase these lines to understand more clearly about the nature of their tension.
11. a) In section 14, what is the poet doing? How is this section related to section 12? Is this section also in some way related to the
“mastering odor”? What is the significance of the distinction between the thought of death and the knowledge of it?
b) Why is the latter part of section 14 considered to be the carol or song of the bird?
c) What do you make of the line: “And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird”? How does the song of the bird help the poet
to reconcile himself with the death of his friend? How can the poet be joyful about death?
12. Who, in section 15 , are the comrades with the speaker “There in the night.”? Why “swamp-perfume”? Is this the same
perfume that he has referred to previously? What are the “long panoramas of vision”? Are they in any way related to what
has actually happened?
13. a) Notice the repetition of the word “passing” in section 16. What does the poet pass? This word suggests he is going somewhere, but
where?
b) What are the “retrievements out of the night”? What night? How can the lilac, star, and bird twine with the soul’s chant? This suggests
resolution, a resolution of what? How was it arrived at?
14. Specify what is the attitude of the speaker in each stanza and the main images through which it is conveyed.
a) What does he tell in the first stanza? What are the main images mentioned? What kind of inner conflict do all these images express?
b) How does he feel?
c) To which world does the speaker look upon in this third stanza? What are its images?
d) What two worlds are contrastingly envisioned in stanza 4 and 5? What kind of relation would he desire for both? Does he
consider possible or mediate an integration of both? Why?
e) What kind of symbolic status does the lilac come to acquire in stanzas 6, 7 and 8?
f) Who or what does the speaker pay tribute to in stanzas 9, 10 and 11?
g) What does he sing in stanza 12?
h) What is identified with the human singing in 13?
i) How does section 15 with its bloody sight of “battle-corpses” and the “debris” of war integrate in the overall terms with the
confident and jubilant tone of the rest? How does the speaker reconcile the paradoxes of death and life in 14 and 15?
j) What three images are identified in the last stanza?
15. What is the principal conflict the speaker faces and resolves? How does he do so?
16. What is the trajectory drawn by the speaker’s inner pilgrimage? Does this trajectory become a meaningful event?
17. In spite of the differences between the two poems by Whitman, is the speaker’s vision equally all embracing in both? What similar
conception of human life do both poems celebrate?
18. The speaker grows up painfully after the experience he recounts. Find other characters throughout this Anthology that traverse a
similar experience. Compare them trying to find in what sense they resemble each other.
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Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)

5

10

15

20

Because I could not stop for Death —
He kindly stopped for me —
The Carriage held but just Ourselves —
And Immortality.

Porque no pude detenerme a esperar la Muerte —
ella amablemente esperó por mí —
la Carroza albergaba tan sólo a Nosotros —
y a la Inmortalidad.

We slowly drove — He knew no haste
And I had put away
My labor and my leisure too,
For His Civility —

Fuimos despacio — no conocía Ella la premura
y yo había abandonado
mis quehaceres y también mi ocio,
por Su Civilidad —

We passed the School, where Children strove
At Recess — in the Ring —
We passed the Fields of Gazing Grain —
We passed the Setting Sun —

pasamos por la Escuela donde los Niños estaban
en el Receso — en Corro —
pasamos los Campos de Grano todo Ojos —
pasamos el Sol que se ponía en el Ocaso —

Or rather — He passed Us —
The Dews drew quivering and chill —
For only Gossamer, my Gown —
My Tippet — only Tulle —

o más bien — Él nos pasó a Nosotros —
el Rocío caía trémulo y gélido —
pues solo Gasa, mi Vestido —
mi Esclavina — solo Tul —

We paused before a House that seemed
A Swelling of the Ground —
The Roof was scarcely visible —
The Cornice — in the Ground —

nos paramos enfrente de una Casa que parecía
una Tumefacción del Suelo —
la Cubierta era apenas visible —
la Cornisa — en el Suelo —

Since then — ’tis Centuries — and yet
Feels shorter than the Day
I first surmised the Horses’ Heads
Were toward Eternity —

desde entonces — han pasado Siglos — y aún
se me hace más corto que el Día
en que supuse por primera vez que las Cabezas de los
se dirigían hacia la Eternidad —
Caballos

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

How is the speaker characterized? Why couldn’t she stop for death?
How is death characterized in the poem? How is this characterization unconventional?
What do the passengers in the carriage pass on their journey? What do these things suggest?
What event is suggested by the fact that the sun passes the speaker in line 13?
What is the carriage (line 3)? What is the house (line 17)?
Where is the speaker in the present time? From what perspective is the poem spoken?
Structurally speaking, a) what is the central focus or the common denominator of the three first stanzas?[1] 1,
b) what of the fourth and fifth stanzas?[2] 2, c) what of the last stanza?[3]3.
8. In what sense are the previous subdivisions units which determine the structure of the poem? Do they produce a clearer understanding of the language and structure of the poem?
9. On a symbolical level, what are the contextual connotations of “Carriage”, “House”, “School”, “Gazing Grain”, “setting sun”?
10. The rhyme "Immortality", "Civility", "Eternity" comes at the beginning and at the end. What vision of death is being uncovered as the
poem grows? What does the speaker consider more important, immortality or consciousness?

1

2

3

[1] I was too busy with life to die, so Death, out of kindness and courtesy, paused to pick me up. The three of us (Death, Immortality,
and I) made our journey in a horse-drawn coach. We traveled slowly (Death was not in a hurry), and Death’s natural courtesy (similar
to that of a gentleman caller) led me to abandon both work and play. On our journey we went by a school where children were playing,
a field of ripe wheat, and the Setting Sun.
[2] At the end of the journey we stopped, and the sun went by us. The dew made me quite chilly because I was wearing a light, gauze
dress and a thin scarf made of silk. Our trip ended at a building that was no more than a mound in the earth. I could scarcely see the roof,
and the top edge of the building was flush (level) with the ground.
[3] All these events happened hundreds of years ago. Nevertheless, the intervening years seem shorter to me than that one moment
when I first recognized that I was dying.
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Emily Dickinson (1830-1886)
1896 (ca. 1862)
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I heard a Fly buzz — when I died —
The Stillness in the Room
Was like the Stillness in the Air —
Between the Heaves of Storm —

Oí zumbar una Mosca — cuando morí —
la Quietud de la Sala
era cual la Quietud del Aire —
entre las Oleadas de Tormenta —

The Eyes around — had wrung them dry —
And Breaths were gathering firm
For that last Onset — when the King
Be witnessed — in the Room —

los Ojos del entorno — se habían secado —
y los Alientos se congregaban firmes
para la última Partida — cuando el Rey
fuera atestiguado — en la Sala —

I willed my Keepsakes — Signed away
What portion of me be
Assignable — and then it was
There interposed a Fly —

legué mis Recuerdos — Transferí
aquella porción que de mí fuera
Transferible — y luego estaba
allí interpuesta una Mosca —

With Blue — uncertain stumbling Buzz —
Between the light — and me —
And then the Windows failed — and then
I could not see to see —

con Azul — incierto y vacilante Zumbido —
entre la luz — y yo —
y luego las Ventanas fallaron — y luego
yo no podía ver viendo —

1. What disparities have you come across in reading the poem? Jot them down.
2. Who could the speaker of the poem be? What would his or her situation be?
3. a) According to lines 5-8, what are the expectations of the mourners gathered around this deathbed? What is the effect of juxtaposing
death and the trivial appearance of a buzzing fly? Whose eyes "had rung them dry"? Whose "breaths were gathering sure"?
b) I've heard that people took great interest in the moment of death not very far back when they use to die at their homes not in hospitals.
They hope the victim would give some kind of hint about what's on the 'other side' . Here there seems to be a number of people
waiting, with the speaker, for the creator to come for his faithful servant. If the moment of death was of such great significance,
doesn't it seem funny that whoever is dying should spend her last moments of waiting for the Creator by giving away "keepsakes"?
4. Why is the poem written in the past tense? Where does the speaker seem to be at present?
5. What do you understand from the repetition of the word "see" in the last line?
6. What does the poet mean by "Eyes around" (line 5), "that last Onset" (line 7), "the King" (line 7), and "What portion of me be /
Assignable" (lines 10-11)?
7. In line 13 comes the "Blue — uncertain stumbling Buzz" of the fly. Could be some significance in the position of the fly— "Between
the light and me"? How can a sound be called "Blue" and "stumbling"? Does this "light" suggest more than just sunlight or lamplight?
8. What further meaning might "the Windows" (line 15) suggest, in addition to denoting the windows of the room?
9. The speaker dies at the same time the fly interposes. What view of death does this suggest? Is this the "King" they were waiting for?
What does a fly have to do, on the level of everyday experience, with death?
10. The perspective throughout the poem is that of a dying person. As the senses fail in the last stanza, the fly, "With blue —uncertain
stumbling Buzz," becomes the last thing seen and heard of the world. How is this perspective of failing senses maintained in lines
15-16?
11. This poem is about the moment of death, written, imaginatively I'm sure, in the writers's own person. It's strange, though, that the
speaker should mention something as trivial as a fly's buzzing at such a time—and in the first line too! The rest of the first stanza
merely describes the stillness of the death room. How does the image of the fly affect your overall reception of the poem?
12. At the very end of the poem the vision is still there but, for whom have, if anyone, the lights been turned out? Or do you prefer to think
of this last verse as "and then there was no more of me, and nothing to see with"?
13. One of the ultimate ironies might be that for a terrible moment the speaker finds herself, with immortal eyes, looking back through her
mortal eyes at a blackness where there used to be light. What kind of vision would this be?
14. What would you say the speaker's quality of vision is closest to: a way of 'not to see by', 'of not to see with' or 'of not to see through'?
What does each of these forms of seeing imply? Are none applicable to her way of seeing?
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Bret Harte (1836-1902)
Tennessee’s Partner*
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I do not think that we ever knew his real name. Our ignorance of it certainly never gave
us any social inconvenience*, for at Sandy Bar* in 1854 most men were christened* anew*.
Sometimes these appellatives were derived from some distinctiveness* of dress, as in the
case of “Dungaree Jack”; or from some peculiarity of habit, as shown in “Saleratus*
Bill,” so called from an undue* proportion of that chemical in his daily bread; or
from some unlucky slip*, as exhibited in “The Iron Pirate,” a mild, in offensive man,
who earned that baleful* title by his unfortunate mispronunciation of the term “iron
pyrites.” Perhaps this may have been the beginning of a rude* heraldry* ; but I am
constrained* to think that it was because a man’s real name in that day rested
solely upon his own unsupported* statement*. “Call yourself Clifford, do you?”
said Boston, addressing a timid newcomer with infinite scorn*; “hell is full of
such Cliffords!” He then introduced the unfortunate man, whose name happened
to be really Clifford, as “Jay-bird* Charley”—an unhallowed* inspiration of the
moment that clung* to him ever after.
But to return to Tennessee’s Partner, whom we never knew by any other than this
relative* title. That he had ever existed as a separate and distinct* individuality we
only learned later. It seems that in 1853 he left Poker Flat* to go to San Francisco,
ostensibly to procure* a wife. He never got any farther than Stockton. At that place
he was attracted by a young person who waited upon* the table at the hotel where
he took his meals. One morning he said something to her which caused her to
smile not unkindly, to somewhat coquettishly* break a plate of toast over hi s
upturned*, serious, simple face, and to retreat to the kitchen. He followed her, and
emerged a few moments later, covered with more toast* and victory*. That day week
they were married by a justice of the peace, and returned to Poker Flat. I am aware
that something more might be made of this episode, but I prefer to tell it as it was
current at Sandy Bar—in the gulches* and barrooms*—where all sentiment was
modified by a strong sense of humor.
Of their married felicity but little is known, perhaps for the reason that Tennessee,
then living with his partner, one day took occasion to say something to the bride* on
his own account, at which, it is said, she smiled not unkindly and chastely* retreated—
this time as far as Marysville, where Tennessee followed her, and where they went to
housekeeping without the aid of a justice of the peace*. Tennessee’s Partner took the
loss of his wife simply and seriously, as was his fashion. But to everybody’s surprise,
when Tennessee one day returned from Marysville, without his partner’s wife—she
having smiled and retreated with somebody else—Tennessee’s Partner was the first
man to shake his hand and greet him with affection. The boys who had gathered* in
the cañon to see the shooting were naturally indignant. Their indignation might have
found vent* in sarcasm but for a certain look in Tennessee’s Partner’s eye that
indicated a lack of humorous appreciation. In fact, he was a grave man, with a
steady* application to practical detail which was unpleasant in a difficulty.
Meanwhile a popular feeling against Tennessee had grown up on the Bar. He was
known to be a gambler*; he was suspected to be a thief. In these suspicions Tennessee’s
Partner was equally compromised*; his continued intimacy with Tennessee after the
affair above quoted* could only be accounted for on the hypothesis of a copartnership
of crime. At last Tennessee’s guilt became flagrant*. One day he overtook a stranger
on his way to Red Dog. The stranger afterward related that Tennessee beguiled* the
time with interesting anecdote and reminiscence, but illogically concluded the interview
in the following words: “And now, young man, I’ll trouble you for* your knife, your
pistols, and your money. You see your weppings* might get you into trouble at Red
Dog, and your money’s a temptation to the evilly disposed. I think you said your
address was San Francisco. I shall endeavor* to call*.” It may be stated here that
Tennessee had a fine flow* of humor, which no business preoccupation could wholly
subdue*.
This exploit* was his last. Red Dog and Sandy Bar made common cause against the highwayman*. Tennessee was hunted in very much the same fashion as his prototype, the grizzly*. As
the toils* closed around him, he made a desperate dash* through the Bar, emptying
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his revolver at the crowd before the Arcade Saloon, and so on up Grizzly Cañon; but
at its farther extremity he was stopped by a small man on a gray horse. The men
looked at each other a moment in silence. Both were fearless, both self-possessed*
and independent; and both types of a civilization that in the seventeenth century
would have been called heroic, but in the nineteenth simply “reckless*.”
“What have you got there?—I call!” said Tennessee, quietly.
“Two bowers* and an ace*,” said the stranger, as quietly, showing two revolvers
and a bowie knife*.
“That takes me*,” returned Tennessee; and, with this gambler’s epigram, he threw
away his useless pistol, and rode back with his captor.
It was a warm night. The cool breeze which usually sprang up with the going
down of the sun behind the chaparral-crested mountain was that evening withheld*
from Sandy Bar. The little cañon was stifling* with heated resinous odors, and the
decaying driftwood* on the Bar sent forth faint, sickening exhalations. The
feverishness* of the day and its fierce passions still filled the camp. Lights moved restlessly
along the bank of the river, striking no answering reflection from its tawny* current.
Against the blackness of the pines the windows of the old loft* above the express
office stood out staringly bright; and through their curtainless panes* the loungers*
below could see the forms* of those who were even then deciding the fate of
Tennessee. And above all this, etched* on the dark firmament , rose* the Sierra,
remote and passionless, crowned with remoter passionless stars.
The trial* of Tennessee was conducted as fairly as was consistent with a judge
and jury who felt themselves to some extent obliged to justify, in their verdict, the
previous irregularities of arrest and indictment*. The law of Sandy Bar was implacable,
but not vengeful. The excitement and personal feelings of the chase* were over; with
Tennessee safe in their hands, they were ready to listen patiently to any defense,
which they were already satisfied was insufficient. There being no doubt in their own
minds, they were willing to give the prisoner the benefit of any that might exist. Secure
in the hypothesis that he ought to be hanged on general principles, they indulged* him
with more latitude* of defense than his reckless* hardihood* seemed to ask. The
judge appeared to be more anxious* than the prisoner, who, otherwise unconcerned,
evidently took a grim* pleasure in the responsibility he had created. “I don’t take any hand*
in this yer* game,” had been his invariable, but good-humored reply to all questions.
The judge—who was also his captor—for a moment vaguely regretted that he had not
shot him “on sight” that morning, but presently dismissed* this human weakness as
unworthy of the judicial mind. Nevertheless, when there was a tap* at the door, and
it was said that Tennessee’s Partner was there on behalf of the prisoner, he was
admitted at once* without question. Perhaps the younger members of the jury, to
whom the proceedings were becoming irksomely* thoughtful, hailed* him as a relief.
For he was not, certainly, an imposing* figure. Short and stout*, with a square
face, sunburned into a preternatural redness, clad* in a loose duck “jumper*” and
trousers streaked* and splashed* with red soil*, his aspect under any circumstances
would have been quaint*, and was now even ridiculous. As he stooped* to deposit at
his feet a heavy carpetbag* he was carrying, it became obvious, from partially developed
legends and inscriptions, that the material with which his trousers had been patched* had
been originally intended for a less ambitious covering*. Yet he advanced with great
gravity, and after having shaken the hand of each person in the room with labored
cordiality, he wiped* his serious perplexed face on a red bandana* handkerchief, a
shade* lighter than his complexion, laid* his powerful hand upon the table to steady
himself, and thus addressed the judge:
“I was passin’ by,” he began, by way of apology, “and I thought I’d just step in
and see how things was gittin’ on with Tennessee thar*—my pardner. It’s a hot
night. I disremember any sich* weather before on the Bar.”
He paused a moment, but nobody volunteering any other meteorological recollection,
he again had recourse to his pocket handkerchief, and for some moments mopped*
his face diligently*.
“Have you anything to say on behalf* of the prisoner?” said the judge finally.
“Thet*’s it,” said Tennessee’s Partner, in a tone of relief*. “I come yar* as
Tennessee’s pardner—knowing him nigh* on four year, off and on, wet and dry, in
luck and out o’luck. His ways ain’t aller* my ways, but thar ain’t any p’ints* in that
young man, thar ain’t any liveliness as he’s been up to *, as I don’t know*. And
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you sez to me, sez you—confidential-like, and between man and man—sez* you,
‘Do you know anything in his behalf?’ and I sez to you, sez I—confidential-like, as
between man and man— ‘What should a man know of his pardner?”’
“Is this all you have to say?” asked the judge impatiently, feeling, perhaps, that a
dangerous sympathy of humor was beginning to humanize the court*.
“Thet’s so,” continued Tennessee’s Partner. “It ain’t for me to say anything agin’*
him. And now, what’s the case? Here’s Tennessee wants money, wants it bad*, and
doesn’t like to ask it of his old pardner. Well, what does Tennessee do? He lays for*
a stranger, and he fetches* that stranger; and you lays for him, and you fetches him;
and the honors is* easy. And I put it to you, bein’ a fa’r*-minded* man, and to you,
gentlemen all, as fa’r-minded men, ef* this isn’t so.”
“Prisoner,” said the judge, interrupting, “have you any questions to ask this
man?”
“No! no!” continued Tennessee’s Partner, hastily*. “I play this yer hand alone. To
come down to the bedrock*, it’s just this: Tennessee, thar, has played it pretty rough and
expensive-like on a stranger, and on this yer camp*. And now, what’s the fair* thing?
Some would say more, some would say less. Here’s seventeen hundred dollars in coarse*
gold and a watch,—it’s about all my pile*,—and call it square*!” And before a hand
could be raised to prevent him, he had emptied the contents of the carpetbag* upon
the table.
For a moment his life was in jeopardy*. One or two men sprang to their feet,
several hands groped* for hidden weapons, and a suggestion to “throw him from
the window” was only overridden* by a gesture from the judge. Tennessee laughed.
And apparently* oblivious* of the excitement, Tennessee’s Partner improved* the
opportunity to mop* his face again with his handkerchief.
When order was restored, and the man was made to understand, by the use of forcible*
figures and rhetoric, that Tennessee’s offense could not be condoned* by money, his
face took a more serious and sanguinary* hue*, and those who were nearest to him
noticed that his rough hand trembled slightly on the table. He hesitated a moment as
he slowly returned the gold to the carpetbag, as if he had not yet entirely caught the
elevated sense of justice which swayed* the tribunal, and was perplexed with the
belief that he had not offered enough. Then he turned to the judge, and saying, “This
yer* is a lone hand*, played alone, and without my pardner,” he bowed* to the jury
and was about to withdraw*, when the judge called him back:
“If you have anything to say to Tennessee, you had better say it now.”
For the first time that evening the eyes of the prisoner and his strange advocate*
met. Tennessee smiled, showed his white teeth, and saying, “Euchred*, old man!”
held out his hand. Tennessee’s Partner took it in his own, and saying, “I just dropped
in as I was passin’ to see how things was* gettin’ on*,” let the hand passively fall,
and adding that “it was a warm night,” again mopped his face with his handkerchief,
and without another word withdrew*.
The two men never again met each other alive. For the unparalleled insult of a bribe*
offered to Judge Lynch—who, whether bigoted*, weak, or narrow, was at
least incorruptible—firmly fixed in the mind of that mythical* personage
any wavering* determination of Tennessee’s fate; and at the break of day* he was
marched*, closely guarded, to meet it* at the top of Marley’s Hill.
How he met it, how cool* he was, how he refused to say anything, how perfect
were the arrangements* of the committee, were all duly* reported, with the addition
of a warning* moral and example to all future evil-doers*, in the Red Dog Clarion,
by its editor, who was present, and to whose vigorous English I cheerfully refer the
reader. But the beauty of that midsummer morning, the blessed amity of earth and air
and sky, the awakened life of the free woods and hills, the joyous renewal and
promise of Nature, and above all, the infinite serenity that thrilled through each, was
not reported, as not being a part of the social lesson. And yet, when the weak and
foolish deed was done, and a life, with its possibilities and responsibilities, had
passed out of the misshapen* thing* that dangled* between earth and sky, the birds
sang, the flowers bloomed*, the sun shone, as cheerily as before; and possibly the
Red Dog Clarion was right.
Tennessee’s Partner was not in the group that surrounded the ominous* tree. But
as they turned to disperse, attention was drawn to the singular appearance of a
motionless donkey cart halted* at the side of the road. As they approached, they at
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once recognized the venerable Jenny* and the two-wheeled cart as the property of
Tennessee’s Partner, used by him in carrying dirt from his claim*; and a few paces
distant the owner of the equipage himself, sitting under a buckeye* tree, wiping the
perspiration from his glowing* face. In answer to an inquiry, he said he had come for
the body of the “diseased*,” “if it was all the same to the committee.” He didn’t wish
to “hurry anything”; he could “wait.” He was not working that day; and when the
gentlemen were done with the “diseased,” he would take him. “Ef thar* is any
present,” he added, in his simple, serious way, “as would care to jine* in the fun’l*,
they kin come.” Perhaps it was from a sense of humor, which I have already intimated*
as a feature of Sandy bar—perhaps it was from something even better than that, but
two thirds of the loungers* accepted the invitation at once*.
It was noon when the body of Tennessee was delivered into the hands of his partner.
As the cart drew up to the fatal tree, we noticed that it contained a rough oblong* box,—
apparently* made from a section of sluicing*,—and half filled with bark* and the
tassels* of pine. The cart was further decorated with slips* of willow*, and made
fragrant with buckeye blossoms*. When the body was deposited in the box, Tennessee’s Partner drew over it a piece of tarred canvas*, and gravely mounting the narrow
seat in front, with his feet upon the shafts*, urged the little donkey forward. The
equipage moved slowly on, at that decorous pace which was habitual with Jenny even
under less solemn circumstances. The men—half curiously, half jestingly*, but all
good-humoredly—strolled along* beside the cart, some in advance, some a little in
the rear of the homely* catafalque. But whether from the narrowing of the road or
some present sense of decorum, as the cart passed on, the company fell to the rear* in
couples, keeping step, and otherwise assuming the external show of a formal
procession. Jack Folinsbee, who had at the outset* played a funeral march in
dumb show* upon an imaginary trombone, desisted from a lack of sympathy and
appreciation—not having, perhaps, your true humorist’s capacity to be content with
the enjoyment of his own fun*.
The way led* through Grizzly Cañon, by this time clothed in funereal drapery*
and shadows*. The redwoods*, burying their moccasined feet in the red soil*, stood
Indian file along the track, trailing* an uncouth* benediction from their bending
boughs upon the passing bier*. A hare*, surprised into helpless inactivity, sat upright
and pulsating in the ferns* by the roadside, as the cortege went by. Squirrels*
hastened to gain a secure outlook from higher boughs; and the bluejays*, spreading
their wings, fluttered* before them like outriders*, until the outskirts* of Sandy
Bar were reached, and the solitary cabin of Tennessee’s Partner.
Viewed under more favorable circumstances, it would not have been a cheerful place.
The unpicturesque site, the rude and unlovely outlines*, the unsavory* details, which
distinguish the nest*-building of the California miner, were all here, with the dreariness*
of decay superadded. A few paces from the cabin there was a rough* enclosure*,
which, in the brief days of Tennessee’s Partner’s matrimonial felicity, had been used
as a garden, but was now overgrown with fern*. As we approached it, we were
surprised to find that what we had taken for a recent attempt at cultivation was the
broken soil* about an open grave*.
The cart was halted before the enclosure, and rejecting the offers of assistance
with the same air of simple self-reliance* he had displayed throughout, Tennessee’s
partner lifted the rough coffin on his back, and deposited it unaided within the shallow*
grave. He then nailed down the board which served as a lid*, and mounting* the little
mound* of earth beside it, took off his hat and slowly mopped* his face with his
handkerchief. This the crowd felt was a preliminary to speech, and they disposed
themselves variously on stumps* and boulders*, and sat expectant.
“When a man,” began Tennessee’s Partner slowly, “has been running free all day,
what’s the natural thing for him to do? Why, to come home. And if he ain’t in a
condition* to go home, what can his best friend do? Why, bring him home. And here’s
Tennessee has been running free, and we brings* him home from his wandering.” He
paused and picked up a fragment of quartz, rubbed* it thoughtfully on his sleeve* and
went on: “It ain’t the first time I’ve packed him on my back, as you see’d me now. It
ain’t the first time that I brought him to this yer* cabin when he couldn’t help himself; it
ain’t the first time that I and Jinny have waited for him on yon* hill, and picked him up
and so fetched him home, when he couldn’t speak and didn’t know me. And now that
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it’s the last time, why”—he paused, and rubbed the quartz gently* on his sleeve—
“you see it’s sort of rough* on his pardner. And now, gentlemen,” he added abruptly*,
picking up his long-handled shovel*, “the fun’l’s over*; and my thanks, and
Tennessee’s thanks, to you for your trouble*.”
Resisting any proffers* of assistance, he began to fill in the grave, turning his
back upon the crowd, that after a few moments’ hesitation gradually withdrew*. As
they crossed the little ridge* that hid* Sandy Bar from view, some, looking back,
thought they could see Tennessee’s Partner, his work done, sitting upon the grave,
his shovel between his knees, and his face buried in his red bandana handkerchief.
But it was argued by others that you couldn’t tell his face from his handkerchief at
that distance, and this point* remained undecided.
In the reaction that followed the feverish* excitement of that day, Tennessee’s
Partner was not forgotten. A secret investigation had cleared him of any complicity
in Tennessee’s guilt, and left only a suspicion of his general sanity. Sandy Bar made
a point of calling on him*, and proferring* various uncouth* but well-meant kindnesses.
But from that day his rude health and great strength seemed visibly to decline; and
when the rainy season fairly set in, and the tiny grass blades* were beginning to peep*
from the rocky mount above Tennessee’s grave, he took* to his bed.
One night, when the pines beside the cabin were swaying* in the storm and
trailing* their slender fingers over the roof, and the roar* and rush* of the
swollen* river were heard below, Tennessee’s Partner lifted his head from the
pillow, saying, “It is time to go for Tennessee; I must put Jinny in the cart”; and
would have risen from his bed but for the restraint* of his attendant. Struggling,
he still pursued his singular* fancy*: “There, now, steady, Jinny—steady*, old
girl. How dark it is! Look out for the ruts*—and look out for him, too, old gal*.
Sometimes, you know, when he’s blind drunk, he drops down right in the trail*.
Keep on straight up to the pine on the top of the hill. Thar*! I told you so!—thar
he is—coming this way, too—all by himself, sober, and his face a-shining* . Tennessee! Pardner*!”
And so they met*.
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1. a) Under the circumstances, what is the internal logic of delivering the oration?
b) What does the oration bring into focus which was implicit in previous incidents?
2. What purpose is there in the use of natural imagery?
3. On what grounds do you think the intense emotion we are exposed to feel by the materials of the story is justified?
4. Why does the friendship between the two friends survive in spite of Tennessee's stealing his partner’s wife? What makes
this display of loyalty even more remarkable?
5. The difficulty with this story has to do with the credibility of the actions of Tennessee’s partner. What scene seems more
crucial in terms of the climax of the story, the burial or the wife-stealing episode? Which one is more credibly developed?
What is its function?
6. In verbal irony (a), there is a contrast between the speaker's words and meaning; in an ironic point of view (b), between
the writer's attitude and what is spoken by a fictitious character; in dramatic irony (c), between the limited knowledge of
a character and the fuller knowledge of the reader or spectator; in cosmic irony (d), between a character's aspiration and
the treatment he or she receives at the hands of Fate. What ironic aspect prevails in this text? Or point out the kinds of
irony that you think that occur. For each example of irony, indicate what the apparent (or literal) meaning is, and then
formulate the hidden or implied meaning. Remember that the irony may be carried by an implication or presupposition
rather than what has literally been said, so you may have to work out what the implication or presupposition is before you
can describe the relevant apparent or literal meaning.
7. What holds the story most forcefully together? Try to state it in a single sentence.

Story line: Tennessee, 'known to be a gambler . . . suspected to be a thief,' works a mining claim at Sandy Bar, California, with
his unnamed 'Partner.' Although Tennessee once eloped with his Partner's wife, returning after she deserted him too, the Partner
remains his affectionate friend. One day Tennessee is captured as a highway robber, and during an impromptu trial his Partner
innocently offers his entire 'stake' in return for Tennessee's life. This strengthens the determination of the 'court' to punish the
thief, and he is hanged to a nearby tree. Tennessee's Partner arrives with a donkey cart to claim the body of 'the diseased,' and
the crowd joins him in a rude but tender funeral ceremony. After this loss, the Partner declines in health. When he dies the
following spring, he imagines that he sees his friend coming to welcome him.
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“There won’t be no great profit* in this ‘ere these ten year.”
The object denominated “this ’ere” was the golden-haired child whom we have spoken of
before,—the little girl whose mother lay dying. That mother is dead now; and the thing to be
settled is. What is to be done with the children? The morning after the scene we have described
looked in at the window and saw the woman, with a pale, placid face, sleeping as one who has
found eternal rest, and the two weeping children striving* in vain to make her hear.
Old Crab had been up early in his design of “carting the ’hull lot over to the poor-house,”
but made a solemn pause when his wife drew him into the little chamber. Death has a strange
dignity, and whatsoever child of Adam he lays his hand on is for the time ennobled*,—
removed from the region of the earthly and commonplace to that of the spiritual and mysterious.
And when Crab found, by searching the little bundle* of the deceased, that there was actually*
money enough in it to buy a coffin and pay ’Zekiel Stebbins for digging the grave, he began to
look on the woman as having made a respectable and edifying end, and the whole affair as
coming to a better issue than he had feared.
And so the event was considered in the neighborhood, in a melancholy way, rather an
interesting and auspicious* one. It gave something to talk about in a region where exciting topics
were remarkably scarce. The Reverend Jabez Periwinkle found in it a moving Providence which
started him favorably on a sermon, and the funeral had been quite a windfall to all the gossips
about; and now remained the question, What was to be done with the children?
“Now that we are diggin’ the ’taters,” said Old Crab, “that ’ere chap might be good for
suthin’, pickin’ on ’em out o’ the hills. Poor folks like us can’t afford to keep nobody jest to
look at, and so he’ll have to step spry* and work smart to airn* his keep.” And so at early dawn,
the day after the funeral, the little boy was roused up and carried into the fields with the men.
But “this ’ere”—that is to say, a beautiful little girl of seven years—had greatly puzzled the
heads of the worthy gossips of the neighborhood. Miss Asphyxia Smith, the elder sister of old
Crab, was at this moment turning the child around, and examining her through a pair of large
horn spectacles, with a view to “taking her to raise,” as she phrased it.
Now all Miss Asphyxia’s ideas of the purpose and aim of human existence were comprised
in one word,—work. She was herself a working machine, always wound up and going,—up at
early cock-crowing, and busy till bedtime, with a rampant* and fatiguing industry that never
paused for a moment. She conducted a large farm by the aid of a hired man, and drove a
flourishing dairy, and was universally respected in the neighborhood as a smart woman.
Latterly, as her young cousin, who had shared the toils of the house with her, had
married and left her, Miss Asphyxia had talked of “takin’ a child from the poor-house, and
so raisin’ her own help”; and it was with the view of this “raisin’ her help,” that she was thus
turning over and inspecting the little article which we have spoken of.
Apparently* she was somewhat puzzled, and rather scandalized, that Nature should evidently have expended so much in a merely ornamental way on an article which ought to have
been made simply for service. She brushed up a handful of the clustering curls in her large,
bony hand, and said, with a sniff, “These’ll have to come right off to begin with; gracious me*,
what a tangle*!”
“Mother always brushed them out every day,” said the child.
“And who do you suppose is going to spend an hour every day brushing your hair, Miss
Pert?” said Miss Asphyxia. “That ain’t what I take ye for, I tell you. You’ve got to learn to
work for your living; and you ought to be thankful if I’m willing to show you how.”
The little girl did not appear particularly thankful. She bent her soft, pencilled eyebrows
in a dark frown, and her great hazel eyes had gathering in them a cloud of sullen* gloom*.
Miss Asphyxia did not mind her frowning,—perhaps did not notice it. She had it settled in
her mind, as a first principle, that children never liked anything that was good for them, and
that, of course, if she took a child, it would have to be made to come to her by forcible
proceedings promptly instituted. So she set her little subject before her by seizing her by her
two shoulders and squaring her round and looking in her face, and opened direct conversation with her in the following succinct manner.
“What’s your name?”
Then followed a resolved and gloomy* silence, as the large bright eyes surveyed, with a
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sort of defiant glance*, the inquisitor.
“Don’t you hear?” said Miss Asphyxia, giving her a shake.
“Don’t be so ha’sh with her,” said the little old woman. “Say, my little dear, tell Miss
Asphyxia your name,” she added, taking the child’s hand.
“Eglantine Percival,” said the little girl, turning towards the old woman, as if she disdained
to answer the other party in the conversation.
“Wh—a—t?” said Miss Asphyxia. “If there ain’t the beatin’est name ever I heard. Well, I
tell you I ain’t got time to fix my mouth to say all that ’ere every time I want ye, now I tell you.”
“Mother and Harry called me Tina,” said the child.
“Teny! Well, I should think so,” said Miss Asphyxia. “That showed she’d got a grain o’
sense left, anyhow. She’s tol’able strong and well-limbed for her age,” added that lady, feeling of
the child’s arms and limbs; “her flesh is solid*. I think she’ll make a strong woman, only put her to
work early and keep her at it. I could rub out clothes at the wash-tub afore* I was at her age.”
“O, she can do considerable many little chores*,” said Old Crab’s wife.
“Yes,” said Miss Asphyxia; “there can a good deal be got out of a child if you keep at ’em;
hold ’em in tight, and never let ’em have their head a minute; push right hard on behind ’em,
and you get considerable. That’s the way I was raised.”
“But I want to play,” said the little girl, bursting out in a sobbing storm of mingled fear and
grief.
“Want to play, do you? Well, you must get over* that. Don’t you know that that’s as bad as
stealing? You haven’t got any money, and if you eat folks’s bread and butter, you’ve got to
work to pay for it; and if folks buy your clothes, you’ve got to work to pay for them.”
“But I’ve got some clothes of my own,” persisted the child, determined* not to give up her
case entirely.
“Well, so you have; but there ain’t no sort of wear in ’em,” said Miss Asphyxia, turning to
Mrs. Smith. “Them two dresses o’ hern might answer for Sundays and sich, but I’ll have to
make her up a regular linsey working dress this fall*, and check aprons; and she must set right
about knitting every minute she isn’t doing anything else. Did you ever learn how to knit?”
“No,” said the child.
“Or to sew?” said Miss Asphyxia.
“Yes; mother taught me to sew,” said the child.
“No! Yes! Hain’t you learned manners? Do you say yes and no to people?”
The child stood a moment, swelling with suppressed feeling, and at last she opened her
great eyes full on Miss Asphyxia, and said, “I don’t like you. You ain’t pretty, and I won’t go
with you.”
“O now,” said Mrs. Smith, “little girls mustn’t talk so; that’s naughty.”
“Don’t like me?—ain’t I pretty?” said Miss Asphyxia, with a short, grim* laugh. “May be I
ain’t; but I know what I’m about, and you’d as goods know it first as last. I’m going to take ye
right out with me in the waggin, and you’d best not have none of your cuttin’s up. I keep a stick
at home for naughty girls. Why, where do you suppose you’re going to get your livin’ if I don’t
take you?”
“I want to live with Harry,” said the child, sobbing. “Where is Harry?”
“Harry’s to work,—and there’s where he’s got to be,” said Miss Asphyxia. “He’s got to
work with the men in the fields, and you’ve got to come home and work with me”
“I want to stay with Harry,—Harry takes care of me,” said the child, in a piteous tone.
Old Mother Smith now toddled* to her milk-room, and, with a melting heart, brought out
a doughnut. “There now, eat that,” she said; “and mebbe, if you’re good, Miss Asphyxia will
bring you down here some time.”
“O laws, Polly, you allers was a fool!” said Miss Asphyxia. “It’s all for the child’s good,
and what’s the use of fussin’* on her up? She’ll come to it when she knows she’s got to. ‘T
ain’t no more than I was put to at her age, only the child’s been fooled with and babied”
The little one refused the doughnut, and seemed to gather herself up in silent gloom.
“Come, now, don’t stand sulking*; let me put your bonnet on,” said Miss
Asphyxia, in a brisk, metallic voice. “I can’t be losin’ the best part of my day with
this nonsense!” And forthwith she clawed up* the child in her bony grasp, as easily
as an eagle might truss* a chick-sparrow.
“Be a good little girl, now,” said the little gray woman, who felt a strange swelling and
throbbing in her poor old breast. To be sure, she knew she was a fool; her husband had told her
so at least three times every day for years; and Miss Asphyxia only confirmed what she
accepted familiarly as the truth. But yet she could not help these unprofitable longings* to
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coddle* and comfort something,—to do some of those little motherly tendernesses for children
which go to no particular result, only to make them happy; so she ran out after the wagon with
a tempting seed-cake, and forced it into the child’s hand.
“Take it, do take it,” she said; “eat it, and be a good girl, and do just as she tells you to.”
“I’ll see to that,” said Miss Asphyxia, as she gathered up the reins and gave a cut to her
horse, which started that quadruped from a dream of green grass into a most animated pace.
Every creature in her service—horse, cow, and pig—knew at once the touch of Miss Asphyxia,
and the necessity of being up and doing when she was behind them; and the horse, who under
other hands would have been the slowest and most reflective* of beasts, now made the little
wagon spin and bounce over the rough, stony road, so that the child’s short legs flew up in the
air every few moments.
“You must hold on tight,” was Miss Asphyxia’s only comment on this circumstance. “If
you fall out, you’ll break your neck!”
It was a glorious day of early autumn, the sun shining as only an autumn sun knows how to
shine. The blue fields of heaven were full of fleecy* flocks of clouds, drifting hither and thither at
their lazy will. The golden-rod and the aster hung their plumage over the rough, rocky road; and
now and then it wound through a sombre piece of woods, where scarlet sumachs and maples
flashed out among the gloomy green hemlocks with a solemn and gorgeous light. So very fair was
the day, and so full of life and beauty was the landscape, that the child, who came of a beauty-loving
lineage, felt her little heart drawn out from under its burden of troubles, and springing and
bounding with that elastic habit of happiness which seems hard to kill in children.
Once she laughed out as a squirrel, with his little chops swelled with a nut on each side, sat
upon the fence and looked after them, and then whisked away* behind the stone wall; and once
she called out, “O, how pretty!” at a splendid clump of blue fringed gentian, which stood
holding up its hundred azure vases by the wayside. “O, I do wish I could get some of that!” she
cried out, impulsively.
“Some of what?” said Miss Asphyxia.
“O, those beautiful flowers!” said the child, leaning far out to look back.
“O, that’s nothing but gentian,” said Miss Asphyxia; “can’t stop for that. Them blows is
good to dry for weakness,” she added. “By and by, if you’re good, mebbe I’ll let you get some
on ’em.”
Miss Asphyxia had one word for all flowers. She called them all “blows,” and they were
divided in her mind, in a manner far more simple than any botanical system, into two classes;
namely, blows that were good to dry, and blows that were not. Elder-blow, catnip, hoarhound,
hardhack, gentian, ginseng, and various other vegetable tribes, she knew well and had a great
respect for; but all the other little weeds that put on obtrusive colors and flaunted* in the
summer breeze, without any pretensions to further usefulness, Miss Asphyxia completely
ignored. It would not be describing her state to say she had a contempt for them: she simply
never saw or thought of them at all. The idea of beauty as connected with any of them never
entered her mind,—it did not exist there.
The young cousin who shared her housework had, to be sure, planted a few flowers in a
corner of the garden; there were some peonies and pinks and a rose-bush, which often occupied
a spare hour of the girl’s morning or evening; but Miss Asphyxia watched these operations
with a sublime contempt, and only calculated the loss of potatoes and carrots caused by this
unproductive beauty. Since the marriage of this girl, Miss Asphyxia had often spoken to her
man about “clearing out them things”; but somehow he always managed to forget it, and the
thriftless* beauties still remained.
It wanted but about an hour of noon when Miss Asphyxia set down the little girl on the
clean-scrubbed floor of a great kitchen, where everything was even desolately orderly and neat.
She swung her at once into a chair. “Sit there,” she said, “till I’m ready to see to ye.” And then,
marching up to her own room, she laid aside her bonnet, and, coming down, plunged* into
active preparations* for the dinner.
An irrepressible feeling of desolation came over the child. The elation* produced by the ride
died away; and, as she sat dangling her heels from the chair, and watching the dry, grim* form
of Miss Asphyxia, a sort of terror of her began slowly to usurp the place of that courage which
had at first inspired the child to rise up against the assertion of so uncongenial* a power.
All the strange, dreadful events of the last few days mingled themselves, in her childish
mind, in a weird mass of uncomprehended gloom and mystery. Her mother, so changed,—
cold, stiff, lifeless, neither smiling nor speaking nor looking at her; the people coming to the
house, and talking and singing and praying, and then putting her in a box in the ground, and
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saying that she was dead; and then, right upon that, to be torn from her brother, to whom she had
always looked for protection and counsel,—all this seemed a weird, inexplicable cloud coming over
her heart and darkening all her little life. Where was Harry? Why did he let them take her? Or
perhaps equally dreadful people had taken him, and would never bring him back again.
There was a tall black clock in a corner of the kitchen, that kept its invariable monotone of
tick-tack, tick-tack, with a persistence that made her head swim; and she watched the quick,
decisive movements of Miss Asphyxia with somewhat of the same respectful awe with which
one watches the course of a locomotive engine.
It was late for Miss Asphyxia’s dinner preparations, but she instituted prompt measures to
make up for lost time. She flew about the kitchen with such long-armed activity and fearful
celerity, that the child began instinctively to duck* and bob her little head when she went by,
lest she should hit her and knock her off her chair.
Miss Asphyxia raked* open the fire in the great kitchen chimney, and built it up with a
liberal supply of wood; then she rattled into the back room, and a sound was heard of a bucket
descending into a well with such frantic haste as only an oaken bucket under Miss Asphyxia’s
hands could be frightened into. Back she came with a stout black iron tea-kettle, which she
hung over the fire; and then, flopping down* a ham on the table, she cut off slices with a
martial and determined* air, as if she would like to see the ham try to help itself; and! before
the child could fairly see what she was doing, the slices of ham were in the frying-pan over the
coals, the ham hung up in its place, the knife wiped and put out of sight, and the table drawn
out into the middle of the floor, and invested with a cloth for dinner.
During these operations the child followed every movement with awe-struck eyes, and
studied with trembling attention every feature of this wonderful woman.
Miss Asphyxia was tall and spare. Nature had made her, as she often remarked of herself,
entirely for use. She had allowed for her muscles no cushioned repose of fat, no redundant
smoothness of outline. There was nothing to her but good, strong, solid bone, and tough, wiry, wellstrung muscle. She was past fifty, and her hair was already well streaked* with gray, and so thin
that, when tightly combed and tied, it still showed bald cracks, not very sightly to the eye. The only
thought that Miss Asphyxia ever had had in relation to the coiffure of her hair was that it was to be
got out of her way. Hair she considered principally as something that might get into people’s eyes,
if not properly attended to; and accordingly, at a very early hour every morning, she tied all hers in
a very tight knot, and then secured it by a horn comb on the top of her head. To tie this knot so
tightly that, once done, it should last all day, was Miss Asphyxia’s only art of the toilet, and she
tried her work every morning by giving her head a shake, before she left her looking-glass, not
unlike that of an unruly cow. If this process did not start the horn comb from its moorings, Miss
Asphyxia was well pleased. For the rest, her face was dusky and wilted*,—guarded by gaunt, high
cheek-bones, and watched over by a pair of small gray eyes of unsleeping vigilance. The
shaggy* eyebrows that overhung them were grizzled, like her hair.
It would not be proper to say that Miss Asphyxia looked ill-tempered; but her features could
never, by any stretch of imagination, be supposed to wear an expression of tenderness. They
were set in an austere, grim* gravity, whose lines had become more deeply channelled by every
year of her life. As related to her fellow-creatures, she was neither passionate* nor cruel. We
have before described her as a working machine, forever wound up to high-pressure workingpoint; and this being her nature, she trod down* and crushed whatever stood in the way of her
work, with as little compunction* as if she had been a steam-engine or a power-loom.
Miss Asphyxia had a full conviction of what a recent pleasant writer has denominated the
total depravity of matter. She was not given to many words, but it might often be gathered from
her brief discourses that she had always felt herself, so to speak, sword in hand against a
universe where everything was running to disorder,—everything was tending to slackness*,
shiftlessness*, unthrift*, and she alone was left on the earth to keep things in their places. Her
hired men were always too late up in the morning,—always shirking*,—always taking too long
a nap at noon; everybody was watching to cheat her in every bargain; her horse, cow, pigs,—
all her possessions,—were ready at the slightest winking of her eye, or relaxing of her watch,
to fall into all sorts of untoward ways and gyrations; and therefore she slept, as it were, in her
armor, and spent her life as a sentinel on duty.
In taking a child, she had had her eyes open only to one patent fact,—that a child was an
animal who would always be wanting to play, and that she must make all her plans and
calculations to keep her from playing. To this end she had beforehand given out word to her
brother, that, if she took the girl, the boy must be kept away. “Got enough on my hands now,
without havin’ a boy trainin’ round my house, and upsettin’ all creation,” said the grim* virgin.
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“Wal, wal,” said Old Crab, “ ’t ain’t best; they’ll be a consultin’ together, and cuttin’ up
didos. I’ll keep the boy tight enough, I tell you.”
Little enough was the dinner that the child ate that day. There were two hulking*, squareshouldered men at the table, who stared at her with great round eyes like oxen; and so, though
Miss Asphyxia dumped down Indian pudding, ham, and fried potatoes before her, the child’s
eating was scarcely that of a blackbird.
Marvellous to the little girl was the celerity with which Miss Asphyxia washed and cleared
up the dinner-dishes. How the dishes rattled*, the knives and forks clinked*, as she scraped and
piled and washed and wiped and put everything in a trice back into such perfect place, that it
looked as if nothing had ever been done on the premises!
After this Miss Asphyxia produced thimble, thread, needle, and scissors, and, drawing out
of a closet a bale of coarse blue home-made cloth, proceeded to measure the little girl for a
petticoat and short gown of the same. This being done to her mind, she dumped* her into a
chair beside her, and, putting a brown towel into her hands to be hemmed, she briefly said,
“There, keep to work”; while she, with great despatch and resolution*, set to work on the little
garments aforesaid.
The child once or twice laid down her work to watch the chickens who came up round the
door, or to note a bird which flew by with a little ripple of song. The first time, Miss Asphyxia
only frowned, and said, “Tut, tut.” The second time, there came three thumps of Miss
Asphyxia’s thimble clown on the little head, with the admonition, “Mind your work.” The
child now began to cry! but Miss Asphyxia soon put an end to that by displaying a long birch
rod! with a threatening movement, and saying succinctly, “Stop that, this minute, or I’ll whip*
you.” And the child was so certain of this that she swallowed her grief and stitched* away as
fast as her little fingers could go.
As soon as supper was over that night, Miss Asphyxia seized upon the child, and, taking
her to a tub in the sink-room, proceeded to divest her of her garments and subject her to a most
thorough ablution.
“I’m goin’ to give you one good scrubbin’ to start with,” said Miss Asphyxia; and, truth to
say, no word could more thoroughly express the character of the ablution than the term
“scrubbing.” The poor child was deluged with soap and water, in mouth, nose, ears, and eyes,
while the great bony hands rubbed and splashed, twisted her arms, turned her ears wrong side
out, and dashed* on the water with unsparing* vigor. Nobody can tell the torture which can be
inflicted on a child in one of these vigorous old New England washings, which used to make
Saturday night a terror in good families. But whatever they were, the little martyr was by this
time so thoroughly impressed with the awful reality of Miss Asphyxia’s power over her, that
she endured all with only a few long-drawn and convulsed sighs, and an inaudible “O dear!”
When well scrubbed and wiped, Miss Asphyxia put on a coarse homespun nightgown, and,
pinning a cloth round the child’s neck, began with her scissors the work of cutting off her hair.
Snip, snip, went the fatal shears*, and down into the towel fell bright curls, once the pride of
a mother’s heart, till finally the small head was despoiled* completely. Then Miss Asphyxia,
shaking up a bottle of camphor, proceeded to rub some vigorously upon the child’s head.
“There,” she said, “that’s to keep ye from catchin’ cold.”
She then proceeded to the kitchen, raked open the fire, and shook the golden
curls into the bed of embers, and stood grimly* over them while they seethed * and
twisted and writhed*, as if they had been living things suffering a fiery* torture, meanwhile
picking diligently at the cloth that had contained them, that no stray hair might escape.
“I wonder now,” she said to herself, “if any of this will rise and get into the next pudding?”
She spoke with a spice of bitterness, poor woman, as if it would be just the way things usually
went on, if it did.
She buried the fire carefully, and then, opening the door of a small bedroom adjoining,
which displayed a single bed, she said, “Now get into bed.”
The child immediately obeyed, thankful to hide herself under the protecting folds of a blue
checked coverlet, and feeling that at last the dreadful Miss Asphyxia would leave her to herself.
Miss Asphyxia clapped* to the door, and the child drew a long breath. In a moment,
however, the door flew open. Miss Asphyxia had forgotten something. “Can you say your
prayers?” she demanded.
“Yes, ma’am,” said the child.
“Say ‘em, then,” said Miss Asphyxia; and bang went the door again.
“There, now, if I hain’t done up my duty to that child, then I don’t know,” said Miss
Asphyxia.
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The woods were already filled* with shadows one June evening, just before eight o’clock,
though a bright sunset still glimmered* faintly among the trunks* of the trees. A little girl was
driving home her cow, a plodding*, dilatory*, provoking creature in her behavior, but a valued
companion for all that*. They were going away from the western light, and striking deep* into
the dark* woods, but their feet were familiar with the path, and it was n o matter* whether
their eyes could see it or not.
There was hardly* a night the summer through when the old cow could be found waiting
at the pasture bars*; on the contrary, it was her greatest pleasure to hide herself away among
the high huckleberry* bushes*, and though she wore a loud bell she had made the discovery
that if one stood perfectly still* it would not ring. So Sylvia had to hunt for her* until she found her,
and call Co’! Co’! with never an answering Moo, until her childish patience was quite spent* . If the
creature had not given good milk and plenty of it, the case* would have seemed very different
to her owners. Besides, Sylvia had all the time there was, and very little use to make of it.
Sometimes in pleasant weather it was a consolation to look upon the cow’s pranks* as an
intelligent attempt to play hide and seek*, and as the child had no playmates she lent* herself to this
amusement with a good deal of zest*. Though this chase* had been so long that the wary* animal
herself had given an unusual* signal of her whereabouts*, Sylvia had only laughed when she came
upon Mistress Moolly at the swamp*-side, and urged her affectionately homeward with a twig* of
birch* leaves. The old cow was not inclined* to wander* farther, she even turned in the right
direction for once as they left the pasture, and stepped along the road at a good pace*. She
was quite ready to be milked now, and seldom stopped to browse*. Sylvia wondered what her
grandmother would say because they were so late. It was a great while since she had left h ome
at half past five o’clock, but everybody knew the difficulty of making this errand* a short one. Mrs.
Tilley had chased the horned* torment too many summer evenings herself to blame* any one else
for lingering*, and was only thankful as she waited that she had Sylvia, nowadays, to give
such valuable assistance. The good woman suspected that Sylvia loitered* occasionally on her
own account; there never was such a child for straying* about out-of-doors* since the world was
made! Everybody said that it was a good change for a little maid* who had tried to grow for eight
years in a crowded manufacturing* town, but, as for Sylvia herself, it seemed as if she never had
been alive at all before she came to live at the farm. She thought often with wistful* compassion of
a wretched* dry* geranium that belonged to a town neighbor.
“‘Afraid of folks,’” old Mrs. Tilley said to herself, with a smile, after she had made the
unlikely* choice of Sylvia from her daughter’s houseful of children, and was returning to the
farm. “‘Afraid of folks,’ they said! I guess she won’t be troubled no great with ’em up to the
old place!” When they reached the door of the lonely house and stopped to unlock it, and the
cat came to purr* loudly, and rub* against them, a deserted pussy*, indeed, but fat with
young robins*, Sylvia whispered* that this was a beautiful place to live in, and she never
should wish to go home.
The companions followed the shady* woodroad, the cow taking slow steps, and the child
very fast ones. The cow stopped long at the brook* to drink, as if the pasture were not half a
swamp, and Sylvia stood still and waited, letting her bare* feet cool themselves in the shoal*
water, while the great twilight* moths* struck softly against her. She waded* on through
the brook* as the cow moved away, and listened to the thrushes* with a heart that beat
fast with pleasure. There was a stirring* in the great boughs overhead. They were full of
little birds and beasts that seemed to be wide-awake, and going about their world, or else
saying good-night to each other in sleepy* twitters*. Sylvia herself felt sleepy as she
walked along. However, it is not much farther to the house, and the air was soft and
sweet*. She was not often in the woods so late as this, and it made her feel as if she were
a part of the gray shadows and the moving leaves. She was just thinking how long it
seemed since she first came to the farm a year ago, and wondering if everything went on
in the noisy town just the same as when she was there; the thought of the great red-faced
boy who used to chase* and frighten her made her hurry along the path to escape from
the shadow of the trees.
Suddenly this little woods-girl is horror-stricken* to hear a clear whistle not very far away.
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Not a bird’s whistle, which would have a sort of friendliness, but a boy’s whistle, determined*, and
somewhat aggressive. Sylvia left the cow to whatever sad fate might await her*, and stepped
discreetly aside into the bushes*, but she was just too late. The enemy had discovered her,
and called out in a very cheerful and persuasive tone, “Halloa, little girl, how far is it to the
road?” and trembling Sylvia answered almost inaudibly, “A good ways.”*
She did not dare* to look boldly* at the tall young man, who carried a gun over his shoulder,
but she came out of her bush and again followed the cow, while he walked alongside.
“I have been hunting for some birds,” the stranger said kindly, “and I have lost my way,
and need a friend very much. Don’t be afraid,” he added gallantly*. “Speak up and tell me
what your name is, and whether you think I can spend the night at your house, and go out
gunning* early in the morning.”
Sylvia was more alarmed than before. Would not her grandmother consider her much to blame*?
But who could have foreseen* such an accident as this? It did not appear to be her fault, and
she hung her head as if the stem* of it were broken, but managed to answer “Sylvy,” with
much effort when her companion again asked her name.
Mrs. Tilley was standing in the doorway when the trio came into view. The cow gave a
loud moo* by way of explanation.
“Yes, you’d better speak up for yourself, you old trial*! Where’d she tuck herself away*
this time, Sylvy?” Sylvia kept an awed* silence; she knew by instinct that her grandmother
did not comprehend the gravity of the situation. She must be mistaking the stranger for one of
the farmer-lads* of the region.
The young man stood his gun beside the door, and dropped a heavy game-bag* beside it;
then he bade* Mrs. Tilley good-evening, and repeated his wayfarer*’s story, and asked if he
could have a night’s lodging*.
“Put me anywhere you like,” he said. “I must be off early in the morning, before day; but
I am very hungry, indeed. You can give me some milk at any rate*, that’s plain*.”
“Dear sakes, yes*,” responded the hostess, whose long slumbering* hospitality
seemed to be easily awakened. “You might fare better* if you went out on the main
road a mile or so, but you’re welcome to what we’ve got. I’ll milk right off*, and you
make yourself at home. You can sleep on husks* or feathers,” she proffered* graciously*.
“I raised* them all myself. There’s good pasturing for geese just below here towards
the ma’sh*. Now step round and set a plate for the gentleman, Sylvy!” And Sylvia
promptly* stepped. She was glad to have something to do, and she was hungry herself .
It was a surprise to find so clean and comfortable a little dwelling* in this New England
wilderness. The young man had known the horrors of its most primitive housekeeping, and
the dreary* squalor* of that level* of society which does not rebel at the companionship of
hens. This was the best thrift* of an old-fashioned farmstead*, though on such a small scale
that it seemed like a hermitage*. He listened eagerly to the old woman’s quaint* talk, he
watched Sylvia’s pale face and shining gray eyes with ever growing enthusiasm, and insisted
that this was the best supper he had eaten for a month; then, afterward, the new-made friends
sat down in the doorway together while the moon came up.
Soon it would be berry-time*, and Sylvia was a great help at picking*. The cow was a
good milker, though a plaguy* thing to keep track of*, the hostess gossiped frankly, adding
presently that she had buried four children, so that Sylvia’s mother, and a son (who might be
dead) in California were all the children she had left. “Dan, my boy, was a great hand to go
gunning,” she explained sadly. “I never wanted for* pa’tridges* or gray squer’ls* while he
was to home. He’s been a great wand’rer, I expect, and he’s no hand to write letters. There,
I don’t blame him, I’d ha’* seen the world myself if it had been so I could.
“Sylvia takes after* him,” the grandmother continued affectionately, after a minute’s
pause. “There ain’t a foot o’ground she don’t know her way over, and the wild creatur’s
counts her one o’ themselves. Squer’ls she’ll tame* to come an’ feed right out o’ her hands,
and all sorts o’ birds. Last winter she got the jay-birds* to bangeing* here, and I believe she’d
’a’* scanted* herself of her own meals to have plenty to throw out amongst ‘em, if I hadn’t
kep’ watch. Anything but crows, I tell her, I’m willin’ to help support*,—though Dan he
went an’ tamed* one o’ them that did seem to have reason same as folks. It was round here
a good spell* after he went away. Dan an’ his father they didn’t hitch*,—but he never held
up his head ag’in after Dan had dared* him and gone off.”
The guest did not notice this hint* of family sorrows* in his eager* interest in something else.
“So Sylvy knows all about birds, does she?” he exclaimed, as he looked round at the little
girl who sat, very demure* but increasingly sleepy, in the moonlight. “I am making a
collection of birds myself. I have been at it ever since I was a boy.” (Mrs. Tilley smiled.)
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“There are two or three very rare ones I have been hunting for these five years. I mean to get
them on my own ground if they can be found.”
“Do you cage ’em* up?” asked Mrs. Tilley doubtfully, in response to this enthusiastic
announcement*.
“Oh, no, they’re stuffed* and preserved, dozens and dozens of them,” said the ornithologist, “and I have shot or snared* every one myself. I caught a glimpse of a white heron three
miles from here on Saturday, and I have followed it in this direction. They have never been
found in this district* at all. The little white heron, it is,” and he turned again to look at Sylvia
with the hope of discovering that the rare bird was one of her acquaintances*.
But Sylvia was watching a hop-toad* in the narrow foot-path.
“You would know the heron if you saw it,” the stranger continued eagerly. “A queer* tall
white bird with soft feathers and long thin legs. And it would have a nest perhaps in the top
of a high tree, made of sticks*, something like a hawk’s nest.”
Sylvia’s heart gave a wild beat*; she knew that strange white bird, and had once stolen*
softly* near* where it stood in some bright green swamp* grass, away over at the other side
of the woods. There was an open place where the sunshine always seemed strangely yellow
and hot, where tall, nodding* rushes* grew, and her grandmother had warned her that she
might sink in the soft black mud underneath and never be heard of more. Not far beyond were
the salt marshes* and beyond those was the sea, the sea which Sylvia wondered and dreamed
about, but never had looked upon, though its great voice could often be heard above the noise
of the woods on stormy nights.
“I can’t think of anything I should like so much as to find that heron’s nest*,” the
handsome* stranger* was saying. “I would give ten dollars to anybody who could show it to me,”
he added desperately, “and I mean to spend my whole vacation hunting for it if need be. Perhaps it
was only migrating, or had been chased out* of its own region by some bird of prey*.”
Mrs. Tilley gave amazed* attention to all this, but Sylvia still watched the toad, not
divining*, as she might have done at some calmer time, that the creature wished to get to its
hole under the doorstep, and was much hindered* by the unusual* spectators at that hour of
the evening. No amount of thought, that night, could decide how many wished-for treasures
the ten dollars, so lightly spoken of, would buy.
The next day the young sportsman hovered* about the woods, and Sylvia kept him
company, having lost her first fear of the friendly lad*, who proved to be most kind and
sympathetic*. He told her many things about the birds and what they knew and where they
lived and what they did with themselves. And he gave her a jack-knife*, which she thought as
great a treasure as if she were a desert-islander. All day long he did not once make her
troubled or afraid except when he brought down some unsuspecting* singing creature from its
bough*. Sylvia would have liked him vastly better without his gun; she could not understand
why he killed the very birds he seemed to like so much. But as the day waned*, Sylvia
still watched the young man with loving admiration. She had never seen anybody so
charming and delightful; the woman’s heart, asleep in the child, was vaguely thrilled*
by a dream of love. Some premonition of that great power stirred* and swayed* these
young foresters* who traversed the solemn woodlands with softfooted silent care. They
stopped to listen to a bird’s song; they pressed forward again eagerly, parting* the branches,—
speaking to each other rarely* and in whispers; the young man going first and Sylvia
following, fascinated, a few steps behind, with her grey eyes dark* with excitement.
She grieved* because the longed-for white heron was elusive*, but she did not lead the
guest, she only followed, and there was no such thing as speaking first. The sound of her own
unquestioned* voice would have terrified her,—it was hard enough to answer yes or no
when there was need of that. At last evening began to fall, and they drove the cow home
together, and Sylvia smiled with pleasure when they came to the place where she heard
the whistle and was afraid only the night before.
2
Half a mile from home, at the farther edge* of the woods, where the land was highest, a
great pine-tree stood, the last of its generation. Whether it was left for a boundary* mark, or
for what reason, no one could say; the woodchoppers* who had felled* its mates were dead
and gone long ago, and a whole* forest of sturdy* trees, pines and oaks and maples*, had
grown again. But the stately* head of this old pine towered* above them all and made a
landmark* for sea and shore miles and miles away. Sylvia knew it well. She had always believed
that whoever climbed to the top* of it could see the ocean; and the little girl had often laid* her hand
on the great rough* trunk and looked up wistfully* at those dark boughs that the wind al ways
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stirred*, no matter how hot and still the air might be below. Now she thought of the
tree with a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day*, could not one
see all the world, and easily discover whence* the white heron flew, and mark* the
place, and find* the hidden nest?
What a spirit of adventure, what wild* ambition! What fancied triumph and delight and
glory for the later morning when she could make known the secret! It was almost too real and
too great for the childish heart to bear*.
All night the door of the little house stood open, and the whippoorwills* came and sang
upon the very step. The young sportsman* and his old hostess were sound asleep*, but
Sylvia’s great design kept her broad* awake and watching. She forgot to think of sleep. The
short summer night seemed as long as the winter darkness, and at last when the whippoorwills
ceased, and she was afraid the morning would after all come too soon, she stole out* of the
house and followed the pasture path through the woods, hastening* toward the open ground
beyond, listening with a sense of comfort* and companionship to the drowsy* twitter* of a
half-awakened bird, whose perch* she had jarred* in passing. Alas, if the great wave of
human interest which flooded* for the first time this dull* little life should sweep away* the
satisfactions of an existence heart to heart with nature and the dumb* life of the forest!
There was the huge tree asleep yet in the paling* moonlight, and small and hopeful Sylvia
began with utmost* bravery to mount* to the top* of it, with tingling*, eage r* blood
coursing* the channels of her whole frame*, with her bare feet and fingers, that
pinched* and held like bird’s claws to the monstrous ladder* reaching up, up, almost to the
sky itself. First she must mount the white oak tree that grew alongside*, where she was almost lost
among the dark branches and the green leaves heavy and wet with dew; a bird fluttered off* its
nest, and a red squirrel ran to and fro and scolded* pettishly* at the harmless
housebreaker*. Sylvia felt her way easily. She had often climbed there, and knew that
higher still one of the oak’s upper branches chafed* against the pine trunk, just where its
lower boughs were set* close together. There, when she made the dangerous pass from one
tree to the other, the great enterprise* would really begin.
She crept out along the swaying* oak limb at last, and took the daring* step across into
the old pine-tree. The way was harder than she thought; she must reach far and hold fast*, the
sharp dry twigs caught and held her and scratched* her like angry talons*, the pitch* made
her thin little fingers clumsy* and stiff* as she went round and round the tree’s great stem*,
higher and higher upward. The sparrows* and robins* in the woods below were beginning to
wake and twitter* to the dawn, yet it seemed much lighter* there aloft* in the pine-tree, and
the child knew that she must hurry if her project were to be of any use*.
The tree seemed to lengthen* itself out as she went up, and to reach farther and farther
upward. It was like a great main-mast* to the voyaging* earth*; it must truly have been amazed*
that morning through all its ponderous* frame* as it felt this determined* spark* of human
spirit creeping* and climbing from higher branch to branch. Who knows how steadily* the
least twigs* held themselves to advantage* this light*, weak creature on her way! The old pine
must have loved his new dependent. More than all the hawks, and bats*, and moths*, and even the
sweetvoiced thrushes*, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. And the tree
stood still and held away the winds that June morning while the dawn grew* bright in the east.
Sylvia’s face was like a pale* star, if one had seen it from the ground, when the last thorny*
bough* was past, and she stood trembling and tired but wholly* triumphant, high in the treetop. Yes, there was the sea with the dawning* sun making a golden dazzle* over it, and
toward that glorious east flew two hawks* with slow-moving pinions*. How low they
looked in the air from that height* when before one had only seen them far up, and dark
against the blue sky. Their gray feathers were as soft as moths*; they seemed only a little way
from the tree, and Sylvia felt as if she too could go flying away among the clouds. Westward, the
woodlands* and farms reached miles and miles into the distance; here and there were church
steeples*, and white villages; truly it was a vast and awesome* world.
The birds sang louder and louder. At last the sun came up bewilderingly* bright. Sylvia
could see the white sails of ships out at sea, and the clouds that were purple and rose-colored
and yellow at first began to fade away*. Where was the white heron’s nest in the sea of green
branches, and was this wonderful sight and pageant* of the world the only reward* for having
climbed to such a giddy* height? Now look down again, Sylvia, where the green marsh* is set
among the shining birches* and dark hemlocks*; there where you saw the white heron once
you will see him again; look, look! a white spot* of him like a single floating feather comes
up from the dead* hemlock and grows larger, and rises, and comes close at last, and goes by
the landmark* pine with steady* sweep* of wing and outstretched* slender* neck and
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(murciélagos) / (mariposas nocturnas)
(tordos)
(se volvía, se hacía)
(pálida) / prickly,
(espinosa)
(rama) / completely
rising, (naciente) /
flash
(halcones) / (alas)
a lt it u d e
(mariposas nocturnas)
forests
(agujas de las torres
de las iglesias)
impressive
perplexedly

(desvanecerse)
s p e c t a c le , (d e sp lie gue) / (recompensa)
vertiginous / (marisma)
(abedules) / (cicutas)
mark, speck, (mota,
punto)
(seco)
(indicador) / fi rm / move
/ (estirado) / thin
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crested head*. And wait! wait! do not move a foot or a finger, little girl, do not send an arrow
of light and consciousness from your two eager* eyes, for the heron has perched* on a pine
bough not far beyond yours, and cries back to his mate* on the nest, and plumes* his feathers
for the new day!
The child gives a long sigh* a minute later when a company* of shouting* cat-birds comes
also to the tree, and vexed* by their fluttering* and lawlessness* the solemn heron goes away.
She knows his secret now, the wild*, light*, slender* bird that floats and wavers*, and goes
back like an arrow presently to his home in the green world beneath. Then Sylvia, well
satisfied, makes her perilous* way down again, not daring* to look far below the branch
she stands on, ready* to cry sometimes because her fingers ache and her lamed* feet
sl ip*. Wondering over and over again what the stranger* would say to her, and what he
would think when she told him how to find his way straight* to the heron’s nest.
“Sylvy, Sylvy!” called the busy old grandmother again and again, but nobody answered,
and the small husk* bed was empty, and Sylvia had disappeared.
The guest waked from a dream, and remembering his day’s pleasure hurried to dress
himself that it might sooner begin. He was sure from the way the shy little girl looked once or
twice yesterday that she had at least seen the white heron, and now she must really be made* to tell.
Here she comes now, paler than ever, and her worn old frock* is torn* and tattered* , and
smeared* with pine pitch*. The grandmother and the sportsman stand in the door together
and question her, and the splendid moment has come to speak of the dead* hemlock-tree*
by the green marsh* .
But Sylvia does not speak after all, though the old grandmother fretfully* rebuk es*
her, and the young man’s kind appealing* eyes are looking straight in her own.
He can make them rich with money; he has promised it, and they are poor now.
He is so well worth making happy*, and he waits to hear the story she can tell.
No, she must keep silence! What is it that suddenly forbids her and makes her dumb*?
Has she been nine years growing, and now, when the great world for the first
time puts out* a hand to her, must she thrust it aside* for a bird’s sake*? The murmur
of the pine’s green branches is in her ears, she remembers how the white heron came
flying through the golden air and how they watched the sea and the morning together,
and Sylvia cannot speak; she cannot tell the heron’s secret and give its life away*.
Dear loyalty, that suffered a sharp pang* as the guest went away disappointed
later in the day, that could have served and followed him and loved him as a dog
loves! Many a night Sylvia heard the echo of his whistle haunting* the pasture path
as she came home with the loitering* c ow. She forgot even her sorrow* at the
sharp report* of his gun and the piteous* sight of thrushes and sparrows
dropping silent to the ground, their songs hushed* and their pretty feathers
stained * and wet with blood. Were the birds better friends than their hunter might
have been,—who can tell? Whatever treasures were lost to her, woodlands and summertime, remember! Bring your gifts* and graces* and tell your secrets to this lonely
country child!

(coronada cresta)
(entusiasmados) /
(posado), settled
companion / tidies
with its beak,
preens
(suspiro) / group / (escandalosos), noisy
annoyed / (revoloteos)
/ (desorden)
(silvestre) / (grácil) /
(esbelta) / follows
onward different
erratic courses
(peligroso) / (osando)
(a punto de) / (doloridos), injured
(resbalan) / (forastero)
(directamente)

(cascabillo de hojas
secas de maíz)

persuaded
apron / (rasgado) /
(hecho jirones)
stained, dirtied /
resin, (resina)
(seco) / (cicuta)
(marisma)
(airadamente) / (repre nde), scolds,
requesting, pleading,
(suplicantes)
(Merece que le hagan feliz)
(¿Qué es lo que de repente se lo impide
y la deja muda?)
(tiende) / reject it /
protection

(entregar)

(punzada)

(rondando), inhabiting
(cachazuda, parsimoniosa) / (pena)
(detonación) / heartbreaking
cut off, silenced,
(acallados)
(manchadas)

(obsequios ) / (gracias)

1. a) Why does Sylvy decide to give up ten dollars (comparable to perhaps $200 today) and the kind, intriguing young man?
b) What is the difference between Sylvy's and the young man's relationship to the heron?
2. a) How do you interpret the words about Sylvy's view from the top of the pine tree: "Sylvia felt as if she too could go
flying away among the clouds."?
b) Who or what does the heron symbolize? Why is the cow in the story? Why does it matter that Sylvia is nine years old?
3. Why does the intrusion of a man from the city into the grandmother/cow/girl-controlled rural space upset the daily harmony, and
potentially the life-balance itself, of nature? Is this threatened female-defined reality reaffirmed at the end?
4. What has Sylvy lost, and what has she gained? What kind of initiation has taken place? What kind has been refused? What do
you make of the writer's final refusal to make a judgment?
5. What would happen, symbolically, to Sylvia if she fell for him?
6. "A White Heron" plays with masculine form, reproducing in its structure the build to a high climax (literally the tippy-top of a
tree) that both traditional, white, Western dramatic structure (exposition/conflict/complication/climax/resolution) and, it can
be argued, male-dominated heterosexual relations inscribe. Then at the end of "A White Heron" this tight, linear pattern with
a flossy, chatty final paragraph so exaggeratedly "femenine" in character as to call attention to itself is disrupted and undone.
Why does the narrative voice switch like this in the end? What does this narrative switch deconstruct?
7. Compare "A white Heron" with "Young Goodman Brown" trying to find all the similarities you can.
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The Storm
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I
The leaves* were so still that even Bibi thought it was going to rain. Bobinôt, who was accustomed
to converse on terms of perfect equality with his little son, called the child’s attention to certain*
sombre* clouds that were rolling* with sinister intention from the west, accompanied by a
sullen*, threatening roar*. They were at Friedheimer’s store and decided to remain there till the storm
had passed. They sat within the door on two empty kegs*. Bibi was four years old and looked very wise.
“Mama’ll be ’fraid, yes,” he suggested with blinking* eyes.
“She’ll shut the house. Maybe she got Sylvie helpin’ her this evenin’,” Bobinôt responded
reassuringly*.
“No; she ent* got Sylvie. Sylvie was helpin’ her yistiday*,” piped* Bibi.
Bobinôt arose and going across to the counter purchased a can of shrimps*, of which Calixta
was very fond. Then he returned to his perch* on the keg and sat stolidly* holding the can of
shrimps while the storm burst*. It shook the wooden store and seemed to be ripping* great
furrows* in the distant field. Bibi laid* his little hand on his father’s knee and was not afraid.
II
Calixta, at home, felt no uneasiness* for their safety. She sat at a side window sewing*
furiously on a sewing machine. She was greatly occupied and did not notice the approaching*
storm. But she felt very warm and often stopped to mop* her face on which the perspiration
gathered in beads*. She unfastened her white sacque* at the throat. It began to grow dark, and
suddenly realizing the situation she got up hurriedly and went about closing windows and doors.
Out on the small front gallery she had hung Bobinôt’s Sunday clothes to air and she hastened* out
to gather them before the rain fell. As she stepped outside, Alcée Laballière rode* in at the gate*. She
had not seen him very often since her marriage, and never alone. She stood there with Bobinôt’s coat in
her hands, and the big rain drops began to fall. Alcée rode* his horse under the shelter* of a side projection*
where the chickens had huddled* and there were plows* and a harrow* piled up in the corner.
“May I come and wait on your gallery* till the storm is over, Calixta?” he asked.
“Come ’long in, M’sieur Alcée.”
His voice and her own startled* her as if from a trance*, and she seized* Bobinôt’s vest. Alcée,
mounting to the porch, grabbed* the trousers and snatched* Bibi’s braided* jacket that was about
to be carried away by a sudden gust* of wind. He expressed an intention to remain outside, but it
was soon apparent* that he might as well have been out in the open: the water beat* in upon the boards*
in driving sheets*, and he went inside, closing the door after him. It was even necessary to put
something beneath the door to keep the water out.
“My!* what a rain! It’s good two years sence it rain’ like that,” exclaimed Calixta as she rolled
up a piece of bagging* and Alcee helped her to thrust* it beneath the crack*.
She was a little fuller of figure than five years before when she married; but she had lost nothing of
her vivacity. Her blue eyes still retained their melting* quality; and her yellow hair, dishevelled* by the
wind and rain, kinked* more stubbornly than ever about her ears and temples*.
The rain beat upon the low, shingled* roof with a force and clatter* that threatened to break an
entrance and deluge* them there. They were in the dining room—the sitting room—the general utility
room. Adjoining was her bed room, with Bibi’s couch along side her own. The door stood open, and
the room with its white, monumental bed, its closed shutters*, looked dim and mysterious.
Alcée flung* himself into a rocker* and Calixta nervously began to gather up from the floor the
lengths* of a cotton sheet* which she had been sewing.
“If this keeps up, Dieu sait* if the levees* goin’ to stan’ it!” she exclaimed.
“What have you got to do with the levees?”
“I got enough to do! An’ there’s Bobinôt with Bibi out in that storm—if he only didn’ left
Friedheimer’s!”
“Let us hope, Calixta, that Bobinôt’s got sense enough to come in out of a cyclone*.”
She went and stood at the window with a greatly disturbed look on her face. She wiped* the
frame that was clouded with moisture. It was stiflingly* hot. Alcée got up and joined her at the
window, looking over her shoulder. The rain was coming down in sheets* obscuring the view of
far-off cabins and enveloping the distant wood in a gray mist*. The playing of the lightning* was
incessant. A bolt* struck a tall chinaberry* tree at the edge* of the field. It filled all visible space
with a blinding glare* and the crash* seemed to invade the very boards they stood upon.

(hojas)
(unas)
(sombrías) / (avanzaban )
(tenebroso) / (estruendo)
casks, (barriles)
(pestañeando)
(tranquilizadoramente)
‘hasn´t’ / 'yesterday'
/ (canturreó)
(camarones)
high seat / impassively, (imperturbado)
exploded / cutting
(surcos) / rested, put

worry / (cosiendo)
(que se avecinaba)
wipe, clean
drops / sort of jacket

(se apresuró)
approached / (entrada)
(llevó) / (abrigo) / (saliente lateral)
crowded / (arados) /
(grada)
(porche)
(asustaron) / (rapto,
éxtasis) / (atrapó)
(agarró) / (se hizo
con) / (trenzada)
blow, blast, (ráfaga)
manifest / stroke /
(tablas)
(torrenciales cortinas
de agua)
My God!
cloth / push / (ranura)
soft, (de derretir) /
(desmelenada)
looped, coiled / sides
of foreheads, (sienes)
made of boards / (estruendo)
flood, (anegar)

(contraventanas)
threw / (mecedora)
(piezas) / (sábanas
de algodón)
God only knows / (diques) , embankments to hold
back wate r

(como para venir en
pleno ciclón)
cleaned
suffocatingly
(cortinas de agua)
(niebla) / (relampageo)
(rayo) / (cinamomo, acederaque) / (linde)
(resplandor) / thunder
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Calixta put her hands to her eyes, and with a cry, staggered* backward. Alcée’s arm
encircled her, and for an instant he drew her close and spasmodically* to him.
“Bonté”* she cried, releasing herself from his encircling arm and retreating from the
window, “the house’ll go next! If I only knew w’ere Bibi was!” She would not compose*
herself; she would not be seated. Alcée clasped* her shoulders and looked into her face. The
contact of her warm, palpitating body when he had unthinkingly drawn* her into his arms,
had aroused all the old-time infatuation* and desire for her flesh.
“Calixta,” he said, “don’t be frightened. Nothing can happen. The house is to o low to
be struck*, with so many tall trees standing about. There! aren’t you going to be quiet? say,
aren’t you?” He pushed her hair back from her face that was warm and steaming*. Her lips
were as red and moist as pomegranate seed*. Her white neck and a glimpse of her full, firm
bosom disturbed him powerfully. As she glanced up* at him the fear in her liquid blue eyes
had given place to a drowsy* gleam* that unconsciously betrayed a sensuous desire. He
looked down into her eyes and there was nothing for him to do but to gather* her lips in a
kiss. It reminded him of Assumption*.
“Do you remember—in Assumption, Calixta?” he asked in a low voice broken by
passion. Oh! she remembered; for in Assumption he had kissed her and kissed and kissed
her; until his senses would well nigh* fail, and to save her he would resort* to a desperate
flight*. If she was not an immaculate dove* in those days, she was still inviolate; a passionate
creature whose very defenselessness had made her defense, against which his honor forbade*
him to prevail*. Now—well, now— her lips seemed in a manner free to be tasted, as well as
her round, white throat and her whiter breasts.
They did not heed* the crashing* torrents, and the roar* of the elements made her laugh as she
lay* in his arms. She was a revelation in that dim*, mysterious chamber; as white as the couch she lay
upon. Her firm, elastic flesh that was knowing for the first time its birthright*, was like a creamy* lily that
the sun invites to contribute its breath and perfume to the undying* life of the world*.
The generous abundance of her passion, without guile* or trickery, was like a white flame which
penetrated and found response in depths of his own sensuous nature that had never yet been reached.
When he touched her breasts they gave themselves up in quivering* ecstasy, inviting his
lips. Her mouth was a fountain of delight. And when he possessed her, they seemed to
swoon* together at the very borderland of life’s mystery.
He stayed cushioned upon her, breathless, dazed*, enervated*, with his heart beating like
a hammer upon her. With one hand she clasped* his head, her lips lightly touching his
forehead. The other hand stroked* with a soothing* rhythm his muscular shoulders.
The growl* of the thunder was distant and passing away. The rain beat* softly upon the
shingles*, inviting them to drowsiness and sleep. But they dared not yield*.
The rain was over; and the sun was turning the glistening* green world into a palace
of gems*. Calixta, on the gallery, watched Alcée ride away. He turned and smiled at her
with a beaming* face; and she lifted her pretty chin in the air and laughed aloud.
III
Bobinôt and Bibi, trudging* home, stopped without* at the cistern to make themselves presentable.
“My! Bibi, w’at will yo’ mama say! You ought to be ashame*’. You oughtn’ put on those good
pants*. Look at ’em! An’ that mud on yo’ collar! How you got that mud* on yo’ collar, Bibi? I
never saw such a boy!” Bibi was the picture of pathetic resignation. Bobinôt was the embodiment
of serious solicitude* as he strove* to remove from his own person and his son’s the signs of their
tramp* over heavy roads and through wet fields. He scraped the mud off Bibi’s bare* legs and feet with
a stick and carefully removed all traces* from his heavy brogans*. Then, prepared for the worst—the
meeting with an over-scrupulous housewife, they entered cautiously at the back door.
Calixta was preparing supper. She had set the table and was dripping* coffee at the hearth* .
She sprang up* as they came in.
“Oh, Bobinôt! You back! My! but I was uneasy*. W’ere you been during the rain? An’ Bibi? he
ain’t wet? he ain’t hurt?” She had clasped Bibi and was kissing him effusively. Bobinôt’s explanations
and apologies which he had been composing* all along the way, died on his lips as Calixta felt him to
see if he were dry, and seemed to express nothing but satisfaction at their safe* return.
“I brought you some shrimps, Calixta,” offered Bobinôt, hauling* the can from his
ample side pocket and laying* it on the table.
“Shrimps! Oh, Bobinôt! you too good fo’ anything!” and she gave him a smacking* kiss
on the cheek that resounded. “J’vous réponds* we’ll have a feas’ to night! umph-umph!”
Bobinôt and Bibi began to relax and enjoy themselves, and when the three seated themselves at
table they laughed much and so loud that anyone might have heard them as far away as Laballière’s.

walked unsteadily,
tottered
violently
Heavens!, Goodness!
calm, settle
held
put, (llevado)
rapture, (apasionamiento)
reached by lightning
(sudorosa)
(granos de granada)
cast a quick look up
sleepy / (fulgor, destello, reflejo)
assemble, (unir)
A parish west of
New Orleans and
Church feast which
celebrates Mary's
bodily ascent to
heaven.
nearly, almost / return to, (recurrir a)
escape / (paloma)
prohibited
insist, (mancillar)
pay attention / (estrepitosos) / (rugido)
remained / (lóbrego)
(derecho natural) /
(cremoso)
everlasting / universe
duplicity, (estratagemas)
trembling

faint, (desvanecerse)
stupefied / languid,
(debilitada)
took, held, (agarró)
(masajeaba) / calming
roar / (tamborileaba)
(tablas del tejado) /
consent
(resplandeciente)
precious stones
radiant

walking painfully /
outside, (fuera)
(vergüenza)
trousers / (barro)
anxiety, concern /
struggled
wander / naked
(huellas) / heavy
shoes
(goteando) / (fogón)
stood up quickly
preoccupied
making up, (preparando)
(sanos y salvos)
pulling
putting
resounding
I tell you, Take my
word, Let me tell you,
(Te doy mi palabra)
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IV
Alcée Laballière wrote to his wife, Clarisse, that night. It was a loving letter, full of tender solicitude*.
He told her not to hurry back, but if she and the babies liked it at Biloxi, to stay a month longer. He was
getting on nicely*; and though he missed them, he was willing to bear* the separation a while longer—
realizing that their health and pleasure were the first things to be considered.
V
As for Clarisse, she was charmed* upon receiving her husband’s letter. She and the babies
were doing well. The society was agreeable; many of her old friends and acquaintances* were at
the bay. And the first free breath since her marriage seemed to restore the pleasant liberty of
her maiden* days. Devoted* as she was to her husband, their intimate conjugal life was
something which she was more than willing to forego* for a while.
So the storm passed and every one was happy.

(amabilidad, esmero)

very well / be able to
handle

delighted
friends
(de soltera) / (Dedicada), Loyal, Very loving
renounce

1. Exactly where does Chopin's story take place? How can you tell?
2. What circumstances introduced in Part I turn out to have a profound effect on events in the story?
3. a) How would you characterize Calixta?
b) In Part III do you think Calixta is insincere in her expressions of solicitude or preocupation for Bobinôt? Why, or why not?
4. Do you take Part IV to imply that Alcée and Calixta will continue their affair for another month? Support your answer.
5. What details in "The Storm" emphasize the fact that Bobinôt loves his wife? What details reveal how imperfectly he comprehends her
nature?
6. Why does Chopin bother, in Part V, to tell us about Clarisse? And exactly what do you make of the last line of the story?
7. What general attitudes toward sex, love, and marriage are implied in the story? Cite evidence to support your answer.
8. What meanings do you find in the title "The Storm"?
9. In the story as a whole, how do setting and plot reinforce each other?
10. Do you think it is fair to say that the story's overall tone is cynical? Explain.
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Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted* with a heart trouble, great care was taken
to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband’s death.
It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences, veiled* hints* that
revealed in half concealing*. Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It
was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster*
was received, with Brently Mallard’s name leading the list of “killed.” He had only
taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to
forestall* any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.
She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed
inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild* abandonment,
in her sister’s arms. When the storm of grief had spent* itself she went away to her room
alone. She would have no one follow her.
There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy* armchair. Into this she sank*,
pressed down* by a physical exhaustion that haunted* her body and seemed to reach into her soul.
She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver* with
the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler* was
crying his wares*. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her
faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering* in the eaves*.
There were patches* of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had
met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.
She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless,
except when a sob* came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried
itself to sleep continues to sob* in its dreams.
She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke* repression* and
even a certain strength. But now there was a dull* stare* in her eyes, whose gaze
was fixed away off yonder* on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance* of
reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought*.
There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it?
She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out* of the
sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled* the air.

(padecía)
concealed / suggestions
(ocultando)
accident

anticipate

violent
(amainó)

spacious / (hundió)
(agobiada) / (rondaba)
trembling, quivering
(buhonero)
(quincallas)
fluttering, (revoloteando) / (aleros)
(retazos)

(sollozo)
moan
showed / (contención)
(inexpresiva, vaga, apagada) / (mirada)
(lejanía) / quick look,
spark
(ensimismamiento)
(surgiendo furtivamente)
(impregnaba)
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Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously*. She was beginning to recognize this
thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving* to beat it back with her
will—as powerless as her two white slender* hands would have been.
When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted* lips.
She said it over and over under her breath: “Free, free, free!” The vacant* stare* and the
look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen* and bright. Her pulses*
beat fast, and the coursing* blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.
She did not stop to ask if it were not a monstrous joy that held* her. A clear and
exalted perception enabled her to dismiss* the suggestion as trivial.
She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded* in
death; the face that had never looked save* with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead.
But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would
belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.
There would be no one to live for during those coming* years; she would live for
herself. There would be no powerful will bending* her in that blind persistence with which
men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow creature* .
A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime* as she looked
upon it in that brief* moment of illumination.
And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What
could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self assertion
which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being.
“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering*.
Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring
for admission*. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door—you will make yourself
ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’s sake open the door.”
“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking* in a very* elixir of
life through that open window.
Her fancy was running riot* along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer
days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed* a quick prayer that life
might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder* that life might be long.
She arose* at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was a
feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly* like a goddess of
Victory. She clasped* her sister’s waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards
stood waiting for them at the bottom.
Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey*. It was Brently Mallard who
entered, a little travel-stained, composedly* carrying his gripsack* and umbrella. He had
been far from the scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He
stood amazed* at Josephine’s piercing* cry; at Richards’ quick motion to screen* him
from the view of his wife.
But Richards was too late.
When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills*.

(agitadamente)
struggling
(estilizadas)
(entreabiertos)
dull, (vaga, vacía)
/ (mirada)
(agudos) / (pulsaciones)
flowing
(embargaba)
(descartar)
(cruzadas), c lasped
except

(futuros)
forcing, (doblegando)
(sus semejantes)
(delictivo)
(corto)

(susurrando)

(entrar)

(embebida) / (mismísimo)
wild, (desaforada)
(musitó)
chill, shiver, (escalofrío)
got up
involuntarily
(agarró)

(llave)
(con aplomo) / (maleta)
astonished / shrieking / hide

(de alegría que
mata)

1. Mrs. Mallard, the protagonist, is not described at length, but the few details we are provided with are important. What do these details
reveal about Mrs. Mallard?
2. a) What are Mrs. Mallard's feelings for her husband? How does she respond to the news of his death?
b) Is her grief sincere or is her sorrow at the news of her husband's death merely feigned? Try to account for her sudden changes
of feeling.
c) What type of husband has Brently Mallard been? Does his wife's reaction to the news of his death seem justified? Why or why
not?
3. a) How important is setting here? What is the effect of having the protagonist, for most of this very short story, seated before an
open window in a closed room? Why is the description of the view through Mrs. Mallard's window significant?
b) In the first half of the story, how does Chopin help to prepare for Mrs. Mallard’s words, “Free, free, free”?
4. a) In a very literal way, both Mr. Richards and Mrs. Mallard's sister Josephine can be seen as the heralds in this story, since they
are the ones who deliver the shocking news that will bring about a dramatic change in the protagonist's life. But in what way can
the "thing that was approaching to possess" Mrs. Mallard be regarded as a "herald"? What is this "subtle and elusive" thing, and
what does it seem to offer?
b) What is the function of Mrs. Mallard's sister, Josephine, in the story? What sort of woman does she seem to be?
5. How accurate is the doctors’ final diagnosis? Why does Mrs. Mallard fall dead at the sight of her husband? Is there irony in this?
6. Do you think we are given in both Chopin's stories a fresh and unconventional view of love and marriage? Discuss, refuting or
supporting this opinion by specific references to both stories.
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It was at a banquet in London in honor of one of the two or three conspicuously illustrious
English military names of this generation. For reasons which will presently appear, I will
withhold his real name and titles and call him Lieutenant-General Lord Arthur Scoresby, Y. C.*,
K.C.B.*, etc., etc., etc. What a fascination there is in a renowned name! There sat the man, in
actual* flesh, whom I had heard of so many thousands of times since that day, thirty years
before, when his name shot suddenly to the zenith from a Crimean battlefield, to remain forever
celebrated. It was food and drink to me to look, and look, and look at that demi-god; scanning,
searching, noting: the quietness, the reserve, the noble gravity of his countenance*; the simple
honesty that expressed itself all over him; the sweet unconsciousness of his greatness—unconsciousness of the hundreds of admiring eyes fastened* upon him, unconsciousness of the deep,
loving, sincere worship welling* out of the breasts of those people and flowing toward him.
The clergyman at my left was an old acquaintance* of mine—clergyman now, but had
spent the first half of his life in the camp and field and as an instructor in the military school at
Woolwich. Just at the moment I have been talking about a veiled* and singular light glimmered*
in his eyes and he leaned* down and muttered* confidentially to me—indicating the hero of
the banquet with a gesture:
“Privately—he’s an absolute fool*.”
This verdict was a great surprise to me. If its subject had been Napoleon, or Socrates, or
Solomon, my astonishment could not have been greater. Two things I was well aware of:
that the Reverend was a man of strict veracity and that his judgment of men was good.
Therefore I knew, beyond doubt or question, that the world was mistaken about this hero: he
was a fool. So I meant to find out*, at a convenient moment, how the Reverend, all solitary
and alone, had discovered the secret.
Some days later the opportunity came, and this is what the Reverend told me:
About forty years ago I was an instructor in the military academy at Woolwich. I was present
in one of the sections when young Scoresby underwent his preliminary examination. I was
touched to the quick with pity, for the rest of the class answered up brightly and handsomely,
while he—why, dear me, he didn’t know anything, so to speak. He was evidently good, and
sweet, and lovable, and guileless*; and so it was exceedingly painful to see him stand there, as
serene as a graven* image, and deliver himself of answers which were veritably miraculous for
stupidity and ignorance. All the compassion in me was aroused* in his behalf*. I said to myself,
when he comes to be examined again he will be flung over*, of course; so it will be simply a
harmless act of charity to ease his fall as much as I can. I took him aside and found that he knew
a little of Caesar’s history; and as he didn’t know anything else, I went to work and drilled* him
like a galley-slave on a certain line of stock questions concerning Caesar which I knew would be
used. If you’ll believe me, he went through with flying colors on examination day! He went
through on that purely superficial “cram*,” and got compliments too, while others, who knew a
thousand times more than he, got plucked*. By some strangely lucky accident— an accident not likely
to happen twice in a century—he was asked no question outside of the narrow limits of his drill*.
It was stupefying. Well, all through his course I stood by him, with something of the
sentiment which a mother feels for a crippled* child; and he always saved himself—just by
miracle, apparently*.
Now, of course, the thing that would expose him and kill him at last was mathematics. I
resolved to make his death as easy as I could; so I drilled him and crammed him, and crammed
him and drilled him, just on the line of questions which the examiners would be most likely to
use, and then launched* him on his fate. Well, sir, try to conceive of the result: to my consternation, he took the first prize! And with it he got a perfect ovation in the way of compliments*.
Sleep? There was no more sleep for me for a week. My conscience tortured me day and
night. What I had done I had done purely through charity, and only to ease the poor youth’s
fall. I never had dreamed of any such preposterous* results as the thing that had happened.
I felt as guilty and miserable as Frankenstein. Here was a wooden-head whom I had put in
the way of glittering* promotions and prodigious responsibilities, and but one thing could
happen: he and his responsibilities would all go to ruin together at the first opportunity.
The Crimean War had just broken* out. Of course there had to be a war, I said to myself. We
couldn’t have peace and give this donkey a chance to die before he is found out. I waited for the

This is not a fancy
sketch. I got it from
a clergyman who
was an instructor at
Woolwich forty years
ago, and who vouched
for its truth. [Clemens’
note.]
Yeomanry Cavalry
Knight Commander of
the Order of the Bath
(real, misma)

face

tightened
emanating, emerging
friend

dim / shone
inclined / voiced

impostor, trickster

investigate, enquire

candid, ignorant
carved
caused / favor
failed

instructed

last minute study
for an exam
rejected as candidates
instruction

handicapped
obviously

sent
congratulations

absurd, ridiculous

sparkling, glaring,
(relucientes, deslumbrantes)
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earthquake. It came. And it made me reel* when it did come. He was actually* gazetted* to a
captaincy in a marching regiment! Better men grow old and gray in the service before they climb
to a sublimity like that. And who could ever have foreseen* that they would go and put such a load*
of responsibility on such green and inadequate shoulders? I could just rarely have stood it if they
had made him a cornet*; but a captain—think of it! I thought my hair would turn white.
Consider what I did—I who so loved repose and inaction. I said to myself, I am responsible
to the country for this, and I must go along with him and protect the country against him as far
as I can. So I took my poor little capital that I had saved up through years of work and grinding*
economy, and went with a sigh and bought a cornetcy in his regiment, and away we went to the field.
And there—oh, dear, it was awful. Blunders*?—why he never did anything but blunder*.
But, you see, nobody was in the fellow’s secret. Everybody had him focused wrong, and
necessarily misinterpreted his performance every time. Consequently they took his idiotic blunders*
for inspirations of genius. They did, honestly! His mildest blunders were enough to make a man
in his right mind cry; and they did make me cry—and rage* and rave*, too, privately. And the
thing that kept me always in a sweat of apprehension was the fact that every fresh blunder he
made increased the luster* of his reputation! I kept saying to myself, he’ll get so high that when
discovery does finally come it will be like the sun falling out of the sky.
He went right along, up from grade to grade, over the dead bodies of his superiors, until at last, in
the hottest moment of the battle of_____ down went our colonel, and my heart jumped into my mouth,
for Scoresby was next in rank! Now for it, said I; we’ll all land in Sheol* in ten minutes, sure.
The battle was awfully hot; the allies were steadily giving way all over the field. Our
regiment occupied a position that was vital; a blunder* now must be destruction. At this
crucial moment, what does this immortal fool do but detach the regiment from its place and
order a charge over a neighboring hill where there wasn’t a suggestion of an enemy! “There
you go!” I said to myself; “this is the end at last.”
And away we did go, and were over the shoulder of the hill before the insane* movement
could be discovered and stopped. And what did we find? An entire and unsuspected Russian
army in reserve! And what happened? We were eaten up? That is necessarily what would
have happened in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred. But no; those Russians argued that no
single regiment would come browsing* around there at such a time. It must be the entire
English army, and that the sly* Russian game was detected and blocked; so they turned tail,
and away they went, pell-mell*, over the hill and down into the field, in wild confusion, and
we after them; they themselves broke the solid Russian center in the field, and tore* through,
and in no time there was the most tremendous rout* you ever saw, and the defeat of the allies
was turned into a sweeping and splendid victory! Marshal Canrobert* looked on, dizzy with
astonishment, admiration, and delight; and sent right off for Scoresby, and hugged him, and
decorated him on the field in presence of all the armies!
And what was Scoresby’s blunder that time? Merely* the mistaking his right hand for his
left—that was all. An order had come to him to fall back and support* our right; and, instead, he fell
forward and went over the hill to the left. But the name he won that day as a marvelous military
genius filled* the world with his glory, and that glory will never fade* while history books last.
He is just as good and sweet and lovable and unpretending as a man can be, but he doesn’t
know enough to come in when it rains. Now that is absolutely true. He is the supremest ass in the
universe; and until half an hour ago nobody knew it but himself and me. He has been pursued,
day by day and year by year, by a most phenomenal astonishing luckiness*. He has been a
shining soldier in all our wars for a generation; he has littered* his whole military life with
blunders, and yet has never committed one that didn’t make him a knight or a baronet or a lord
or something. Look at his breast; why, he is just clothed in domestic* and foreign decorations.
Well, sir, every one of them is the record of some shouting stupidity or other; and, taken
together, they are proof that the very best thing in all this world that can befall* a man is to
be born lucky. I say again, as I said at the banquet, Scoresby’s an absolute fool.

swing violently / (en
efecto) / announced
predicted / burden
At this time, the fifth
commissioned officer
in a cavalry troop. A
cornetcy is the commission or rank of a
cornet.
oppressive

Mistakes / act foolishly
errors

be angry / be insane

(brillo), splendor

In the Old Testament,
the dwelling place
of the dead.
mistake

crazy

looking over casually
cunning, crafty, (taimado, astuto)
in confused haste
broke, split
defeat
A French general of
high character and
great charm.

Simply
(apoyar), defend

satiated / vanish

fortune
blemished, stained,
smeared
national

happen, occur

1. What kinds of detail does the style present which become apparent from the start? Is there enough detail about the battle during the Crimean
War, for example, to justify an assertion that action is described vividly? Or are details confined to illuminate the life of Scoresby?
2. What elements in the story are amusing? If so, how does the development of humor depend on the arrangement of words?
3. Study the first paragraph for rhetorical effect. What is the effect of the “look, and look, and look” phrase?
4. Who begins telling the story? Who finally tells the story? What is the effect of this change of point of view upon the debunking of Scoresby that
is the main subject? How does the clergyman narrator learn about all that Scoresby does? How does he summarize Scoresby’s career?
5. How are things explained so as to make it believable that Scoresby could have passed his exams? Why is it necessary to include this
cramming (hasty examination) as a first step in the great career?
6. Where does the climax occur? What is the relationship of the story’s title to the resolution of the plot?
7. Describe the character of Scoresby. Apart from his luck, what things do you learn about him? Is there enough to justify the claim of the narrator
that Scoresby is “an absolute fool”?
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Restless*, shifting*, fugacious* as time itself is a certain vast bulk* of the
population of the red brick* district of the lower West Side. Homeless, they have
a hundred homes. They flit* from furnished room to furnished room, transients*
forever—transients in abode*, transients in heart and mind. They sing “Home,
Sweet Home” in ragtime 1 ; they carry their lares et penat es 2 in a bandbox*; their
vine* is entwined* about a picture hat; a rubber plant* is their fig tree 3.
Hence* the houses of this district, having had a thousand dwellers, should
have a thousand tales to tell, mostly dull* ones, no doubt; but it would be strange if
there could not be found a ghost* or two in the wake* of all these vagrant* guests .
One evening after dark a young man prowled* among these crumbling* red
mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his lean* hand baggage
upon the step and wiped the dust from his hatband* and forehead. The bell
sounded faint* and far away* in some remote, hollow* depths.
To the door of this, the twelfth* house whose bell he had rung, came a
housekeeper who made him think of an unwholesome*, surfeited* worm that had
eaten its nut* to a hollow shell* and now sought* to fill the vacancy with edible*
lodgers*.
He asked if there was a room to let*.
“Come in,” said the housekeeper*. Her voice came from her throat; her throat
seemed lined* with fur*. “I have the third floor, back, vacant since a week back.
Should you wish to look at it?”
The young man followed her up the stairs. A faint* light from no particular
source mitigated* the shadows of the halls*. They trod* noiselessly upon a stair
carpet that its own loom* would have foresworn*. It seemed to have become
vegetable; to have degenerated in that rank*, sunless air to lush* lichen* or
spreading moss that grew in patches* to the staircase and was viscid* under the
foot like organic matter. At each turn of the stairs were vacant niches* in the
wall. Perhaps plants had once been set* within them. If so, they had died in that
foul* and tainted* air. It may be that statues of the saints had stood there, but it
was not difficult to conceive that imps* and devils had dragged* them forth in
the darkness and down to the unholy* depths of some furnished pit* below*.
“This is the room,” said he housekeeper, from her furry* throat. “It’s a nice
room. It ain’t* often vacant. I had some most elegant people in it last summer—
no trouble at all, and paid in advance to the minute. The water’s at the end of the hall*.
Sprowls and Mooney kept it three months. They done a vaudeville* sketch. Miss
B’retta Sprowls—you may have heard of her—oh, that was just the stage* names—
right there over the dresser is where the marriage certificate hung, framed*. The gas is
here, and you see there is plenty of closet* room. It’s a room everybody likes. It
never stays idle* long.”
“Do you have many theatrical people rooming* here?” asked the young man.
“They comes and goes. A good proportion of my lodgers* is connected with
the theaters. Yes, sir, this is the theatrical district. Actor people never stays* lo
ng anywhere. I get my share*. Yes, they comes* and they goes*.”
He engaged* the room, paying for a week in advance. He was tired, he said,
and would take possession at once*. He counted out the money. The room had
been made ready, she said, even to towels* and water*. As the housekeeper
moved away he put, for the thousandth time, the question that he carried at the
end of his tongue*.
“A young girl—Miss Vashner—Miss Eloise Vashner—do you remember such
a one among your lodgers*? She would be singing on the stage, most likely*. A
fair* girl, of medium height and slender*, with reddish, gold hair and a dark
mole* near her left eyebrow*.”
“No, I don’t remember the name. Them* stage* people has* names they change

(Amueblada)

Uneasy / moving /
transitory / majority
(ladrillo)
move rapidly / wanderers, (erráticos)
lodgings, (moradas)
circular cardboard box,
(sombrerera)
(emparrado) / (entrelazado) / artificial plant
(De ahí que)
bleak, sad, colorless
(alma en pena) / (estela) / (pasajeros)
roamed , (merodeaba) /
decaying, (destartaladas)
(escuálido)
ribbon's hat, (cinta)
vague, (débil) / (muy lejos) / empty, (hueca)
symbolic number of
fortune wheel
unhealthy / insatiable
(nuez) / (hasta reducirla
a una cáscara hueca) /
(busca) / eatable
occupants, clients
rent, hire
(casera)
(revestida) / (sarro,
saburra)
faded, dim, (tenue)
(atenuab a) / (pasillos)
/ (pisaban, hollaban)
(telar) / (renegado)
(rancio) / thriving, (exuberantes) / (líquenes)
small areas / (viscoso)
(hornacinas)
placed
(viciado) / poisoned,
(corrompido)
demons / pulled
(impías) / hole, (foso) /
(abismal)
thick, (sarrosa)
‘isn't’
(pasillo)
burlesque, farcical
(artísticos)
(enmarcado)
( armario)
empty, (desocupada)
lodging
occupants
‘stay’
(parte) / ‘come’ / ‘go’
rented, (alquiló)
immediately
(toallas) / (agua para
lavarse)
(punta de la lengua)

clients / probable
blonde / slim, thin
(lunar) / (ceja)
‘Those’ / (de teatro) /
'have'
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as often as their rooms. They comes* and they goes*. No, I can’t call* that one
to mind.”
No. Always no. Five months of ceaseless* interrogation and the inevitable
negative. So much time spent* by day* in questioning managers, agents, schools,
and choruses; by night among the audiences of theaters from all-star* casts*
down to music halls so low that he dreaded* to find what he most hoped for. He
who had loved her best had tried to find her. He was sure that since her disappearance from home this great, water-girt* city held her somewhere, but it was like
a monstrous quicksand*, shifting* its particles constantly, with no foundation*,
its upper granules* of today buried tomorrow in ooze* and slime*.
The furnished* room received its latest guest with a first glow* of pseudohospitality, a hectic*, haggard*, perfunctory* welcome like the specious* smile
of a demirep*. The sophistical* comfort came in reflected gleams* from the
decayed furniture, the ragged* brocade* upholstery* of a couch and two chairs,
a foot-wide cheap pier glass* between the two windows, from one or two gilt*
picture frames and a brass* bedstead* in a corner.
The guest reclined, inert, upon a chair, while the room, confused in speech as
though it were an apartment Babel, tried to discourse* to him of its divers*
tenantry*.
A polychromatic rug* like some brilliant-flowered rectangular, tropical islet* lay*
surrounded by a billowly* sea of soiled* matting*. Upon the gray-papered wall were
those pictures that pursue the homeless* one from house to house—The Huguenot
Lovers, The First Quarrel, The Wedding Breakfast, Psyche at the Fountain. The mantel*’ s
chastely severe outline was ingloriously* veiled behind some pert* drapery* drawn*
rakishly* askew* like the sashes* of the Amazonian ballet. Upon it was some
desolate flotsam* cast aside* by the room’s marooned* when a lucky sail had
borne* them to a fresh port—a trifling* vase or two, pictures of actresses, a
medicine bottle, some stray* cards out of a deck*.
One by one, as the characters of a cryptograph become explicit, the little* signs* left
by the furnished room’s procession* of guests developed a significance. The
threadbare* space* in the rug in front of the dresser* told that lovely women had
marched in the throng*. The tiny* finger prints on the wall spoke of little
prisoners trying to feel their way to sun and air. A splattered* stain*, raying*
like the shadow of a bursting* bomb, witnessed where a hurled* glass or bottle
had splintered* with its contents against the wall. Across the pier glass* had
been scrawled* with a diamond in staggering* letters the name “Maire.” It
seemed that the succession of dwellers in the furnished room had turned in
fury—perhaps tempted be yond forebearance* by its garish* coldness—and wreaked*
upon it their passions. The furniture was chipped* and bruised*; the couch, distorted
by bursting* springs*, seemed a horrible monster that had been slain* during the
stress of some grotesque convulsion. Some more potent upheaval* had cloven* a
great slice* from the marble mantel. Each plank* in the floor owned its particular
cant* and shriek* as from a separate and individual agony. It seemed incredible that
all this malice and injury had been wrought* upon the room by those who had called
it for a time their home; and yet it may have been the cheated* home instinct
surviving blindly, the resentful rage* at false household gods* that had kindled* their
wrath*. A hut* that is our own we can sweep and adorn and cherish.
The young tenant in the chair allowed these thoughts to file*, softshod*,
through his mind, while there drifted* into the room furnished sounds and furnished scents. He heard in one room a tittering* and incontinent*, slack* laughter; in
others the monologue of a scold*, the rattling* of dice*, a lullaby, and one crying*
dully*; above him a banjo tinkled* with spirit. Doors banged* somewhere; the
elevated trains roared* intermittently*; a cat yowled* miserably upon a back fence*.
And he breathed* the breath* of the house—a dank* savor rather than a smell—a
cold, musty* effluvium as from underground vaults* mingled with the reeking*
exhalations of linoleum and mildewed* and rotten* woodwork*.
Then, suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled* with the strong, sweet
odor of mignonette*. It came as upon a single buffet* of wind with such sureness
and fragrance and emphasis that it almost s eemed a living visitant. And the man
cried aloud: “What, dear?” as if he had been called, and sprang up* and faced about* .

‘come’ / ‘go’ / ‘recall’,
remember
incessant
(pasaba) / (de día)
(estelares) / (elencos)
feared

surrounded by water
(arenas movedizas) /
moving / (base )
(gránulos) / (cieno) /
mud, (lodo)
equipped, (amueblado)
/ (resplandor)
frantic / exhausted /
(rutinaria) / (engañosa)
prostitute / (fingido) /
flashes, (destellos)
(raído) / (brocado) /
tapestry, (tapicería)
narrow tall mirror /
golden
(metal) / (armazón
de la cama)
speak / several, varied
lodgers, occupants
(alfombra) / (islita) /
(yacía)
(ondulado) / (sucio) /
(alfombrado)
(los sin hogar, los desheredados de la fortuna)
(repisa)
(vergonzosamente) / hangings ,
(cortinado) / (descorrido)
(con aire disoluto) / (de
soslayo) / (ceñidores)
remains, (restos) / discarded / (naufragados)
(llevado) / (fútiles, baratos)
(desperdigadas) /
(baraja)
(leves) / (huellas)
(paso, trajín)
ragged, (raído) / (trozo)
/ (tocador)
(horda) / very small
splashed, (salpicada) /
(mancha) / radiating
exploding / (arrojado)
shattered / (espejo de
pared alto y estrecho)
(garabateadas) / tottering, (titubeantes)
patience / (impresionante) / (infligían)
(astillado) / (golpeado)
(reventados) / (muelles) / killed
(cataclismo) / split,
(partido)
(trozo) / board, (tabla)
jargon, (perorata, cantinela) / (chillido)
worked, molded, forged,
carved, (talladas)
(defraudado)
anger, fury / (lares) /
provoked, (avivado)
(ira) / shed, (cuchitril)
(desfilar ) / (con paso sigi loso), quite p e a c e f u l l y
moved casually or accidentally
(tartamudeante) / (desenfrenada) / (débil)
(regañina) / (tintineo)
/ (dados) / (sollozos)
(apagados) / resounded
/ (daban portazos)
(rugían) / (sin cesar) / cried
out, (aullaba) / (valla)
(exhalaba ) / (vaho) /disagreeably damp & c old
moldy / (tufo, hedor) / (catacumbas) / (malolientes)
(enmohecido) / (podrido) / (maderamen)
permeated
aromatic flower, (reseda) / blow, (ráfaga)
(levantó) / looked round,
(dio media vuelta, volvió la mirada)
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The rich odor clung* to him and wrapped* him around. He reached out* his
arms for it, all his senses for the time confused and commingled*. How could
one be peremptorily* called by an odor? Surely it must have been a sound. But,
was it not the sound that had touched, that had caressed* him?
“She has been in this room,” he cried, and he sprang* to wrest* from it a
token*, for he knew he would recognize the smallest thing that had belonged to
her or that she had touched. This enveloping* scent of mignonette, the odor that
she had loved and made her own—whence* came it?
The room had been but carelessly set in order. Scattered* upon the flimsy*
dresser scarf* were half a dozen hairpins—those discreet, indistinguishable friends
of womankind*, feminine of gender, infinite of mood* and uncommunicative of tense*.
These he ignored , conscious of their triumphant lack* of identity. Ransacking*
the drawers* of the dresser, he came upon a discarded*, tiny*, ragged* handkerchief. He pressed it to his face. It was racy* and insolent* with heliotrope*; he
hurled* it to the floor. In another drawer he found odd buttons, a theater program, a pawnbroker*’s card, two lost* marshmallows*, a book on the divination of
dreams. In the last was a woman’s black satin hairbow, which halted him, poised*
between ice and fire. But the black satin hair bow* also is femininity’s demure*,
impersonal, common ornament and tells no tales*.
And then he traversed the room like a hound* on the scent, skimming* the
walls, considering the corners of the bulging* matting* on his hands and knees,
rummaging* mantel* and tables, the curtains and hangings*, the drunken cabinet* in the
corner, for a visible sign, unable to perceive that she was there beside, around,
against, within, above him, clinging* to him, wooing him*, cal ling him so
poignantly* through the finer senses that even his grosser* ones be came
cognizant* of the call. Once again he answered loudly: “Yes, dear!” and turned, wildeyed* ,
to gaze* on vacancy*, for he could not yet discern form and color and love and
outstretched* arms in the odor of mignonette*. Oh, God! whence* that odor, and
since when have odors had a voice to call? Thus he groped*.
He burrowed* in crevices* and corners, and found corks and cigarettes. These
he passed in passive contempt. But once he found in a fold* of the matting* a
half-smoked cigar, and this he ground* beneath his heel with a green* and trenchant*
oath*. He sifted* the room from end to end. He found dreary* and ignoble small
records* of many a peripatetic* tenant; but of her whom he sought*, and who
may have lodged* there, and whose spirit seemed to hover* there, he found no
trace*.
And then he thought of the housekeeper.
He ran from the haunted* room downstairs and to a door that showed a crack*
of light. She came out to his knock. He smothered* his excitement as best he
could.
“Will you tell me, madam,” he besought* her, “who occupied the room I have
before I came?”
“Yes, sir. I can tell you again. ’Twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I said. Miss
B’retta Sprowls it was in the theaters, but Missis Mooney she was. My house is
well known for respectability. The marriage certificate hung*, framed*, on a
nail* over—”
“What kind of a lady was Miss Sprowls—in looks*, I mean?”
“Why*, black-haired, sir, short, and stout*, with a comical face. They left a
week ago Tuesday.”
“And before they occupied it?”
“Why, there was a single gentleman connected with the draying* business. He
left owing* me a week. Before him was Missis Crowder and her two children that
stayed four months; and back of them was old Mr. Doyle, whose sons paid for
him. He kept the room six months. That goes back* a year, sir, and further* I do
not remember.”
He thanked her and crept* back to his room. The room was dead. The essence
that had vivified it was gone*. The perfume of mignonette had departed. In its
place was the old, stale* odor of moldy* house furniture of atmosphere* in
storage*.
The ebbing* of his hope drained* his faith. He sat staring* at the yellow,
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singing* gaslight. Soon he walked to the bed and began to tear* the sheets* into
strips*. With the blade* of his knife he drove* them tightly into every crevice *
around windows and door. When all was snug* and taut*, he turned out the light,
turned the gas full on* again, and laid* himself gratefully* upon the bed .
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cosy, comfortable / ready,
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It was Mrs. McCool’s night to go with the can* for beer. So she fetched* it
and sat with Mrs. Purdy in one of those subterranean* retreats* where housekeepers foregather* and the worm dieth* seldom*.
“I rented out my third floor, back*, this evening,” said Mrs. Purdy, across a
fine circle of foam*. “A young man took it. He went up to bed two hours ago.”
“Now, did ye*, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am?” said Mrs. McCool, with intense admiration. “You do be a wonder for rentin’ rooms of that kind. And did ye tell him,
then?” she concluded in a husky* whisper* laden* with mystery.
“Rooms,” said Mrs. Purdy, in her furriest* tones, “are furnished for to rent.
I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool.”
“’Tis right ye are, ma’am; ’tis by rentin’ rooms we kape* alive. Ye have the
rale* sense for business, ma’am. There be many people will rayjict* the rentin’
of a room if they be tould* a suicide has been after dyin’ in the bed of it.”
“As you say, we has our living to be making,” remarked Mrs. Purdy.
“Yis, ma’am; ’tis true. ’Tis just one wake* ago this day I helped ye lay out*
the third floor, back. A pretty* slip* of a colleen* she was to be killin’ herself
wid* the gas—a swate* little face she had, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am.”
“She’d a-been called handsome*, as you say,” said Mrs. Purdy, asserting
but critical, “but* for that mole* she had a-growin’ by her left eyebrow.
Do fill up* your glass again, Mrs. McCool.”
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1

Ragtime is a type of black version of white popular march rhythms music at the turn of XXth century, characterized by syncopated
(ragged) melody usually composed for piano; one of its major figure composers was Scott Josplin (1868-1917) known as the 'King of
Rag'. The allusion helps to place the story's action at that epoch.
Lares were Roman tutelary household spirits or deities whose mother goddess, Lara, was adored as maker or midwife and honored
at the annual Larentalia festival inherited from pre-Roman times.
Penates were Roman household gods who protected the penus, that is, the grain or seeds storage or the innermost part of the house
where they first were worshipped. This cult represented the continuity and tradition either of the alive and/or the dead and was also given
at the temple, the pantheon, or the family ancestors' pantheon. In certain communities like the Jewish, these idols or deities were called the
teraphim (Genesis 31:19 and 30) and were preserved skulls of ancestors set in niches around the family storeroom.
2

3

This sentence is alluding to the popular phrase "to dwell under one's vine and fig-tree", meaning "vivir apaciblemente bajo la parra
y la higuera del porche del propio hogar". In the text, 'vine' is referred to as the artificial vine ornament placed in a woman's broad
brimmed picture hat usually for afternoon wear, and 'fig-tree' as the artificial 'rubber plant', usually encountered in hotels' lounges or
similar places, both things (picture hat and rubber plant) fashionable at the epoch of the story's action. Their new context seems to be
a parody of the ideal meaning of their natural and traditional manifestations.

1.

This story is obviously divided into two parts. The first part, which ends with the death of the lodger, concerns his failure in the
search for his sweetheart, the odor of mignonette, the lie of the landlady, and the suicide; the second part concerns the revelation,
by the landlady to her crony, that his sweetheart had, a week earlier, committed suicide in the same room. What is the overall effect
of this division? What holds the two parts of the story together? What is the central meaning of this plot?

2. Why, under the circumstances of the young man not knowing his sweetheart is dead, does he commit suicide? What is the
narrator’s account of the motivation of the suicide? Is the motivation, as presented, really convincing? What sort of man is he?
What is his state of mind? Did he really smell the odor of mignonette?
3. Why is the description of the room so detailed? What is suggested by so minute a description? What kind of symbolism is upheld
by the inability to find the source of the odor?
4. In the last part of the story the landlady tells her crony that she has lied to the young man about the girl. What is the effect of
this revelation on the young man and on the reader?
5. Are the lives of the lovers altered by the lie? Does the lie cause the death of the young man?
6. Do you think that the surprise ending is part of a logical and meaningful development of what has gone before or merely a device
employed by the author to get out of difficulties?
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I got another barber that comes over from Carterville and helps me out Saturdays,
but the rest of the time I can get along* all right alone. You can see for yourself that
this ain’t* no New York City and besides that, the most of the boys works all day and
don’t have no leisure to drop in here and get themselves prettied up*.
You’re a newcomer, ain’t you*? I thought I hadn’t seen you round before. I hope
you like it good enough to stay. As I say, we ain’t no New York City or Chicago,
but we have pretty good times . Not as good, though, since Jim Kendall got killed.
When he was alive, him and Hod Mey ers used to keep this town in an uproar*. I
bet they* was more laughin’ done here than any town its size in America.
Jim was comical*, and Hod was pretty near a match* for him. Since Jim’s gone,
Hod tries to hold his end up* just the same as ever, but it’s tough goin’ when you
ain’t* got nobody to kind of work with.
They used to be plenty fun in here Saturdays. This place is jampacked* Saturdays, from four o’clock on. Jim and Hod would show up* right after their supper
round six o’clock. Jim would set himself down in that big chair, nearest the blue
spittoon*. Whoever had been settin’ in that chair, why, they’d get up when Jim come
in and give it to him.
You’d of* thought it was a reserved seat like they have sometimes in a theaytre*.
Hod would generally always stand or walk up and down or some Saturdays, of
course, he’d be settin’ in this chair part of the time, gettin’ a haircut.
Well, Jim would set there a w’ile* without openin’ his mouth only to spit,
and then finally he’d say to me, “Whitey,”—my right name, that is, my right first
name, is Dick, but everybody round here calls me Whitey—Jim would say,
“Whitey, your nose looks like a rosebud tonight. You must of* been drinkin’
some of your aw* de cologne.”
So I’d say, “No, Jim, but you look like you’d been drinkin’ somethin’ of that kind
or somethin’ worse.”
Jim would have to laugh at that, but then he’d speak up and say, “No, I ain’t* had
nothin’ to drink, but that ain’t* sayin’ I wouldn’t like somethin’. I wouldn’t even
mind if it was wood alcohol.”
Then Hod Meyers would say, “Neither would your wife.” That would set
everybody to laughin’ because Jim and his wife wasn’t * on very good terms.
She’d of* divorced him only they wasn’t no chance to get alimony* and she
didn’t have no way to take care of herself and the kids. She couldn’t never
understand Jim. He was kind of rough, but a good fella * at heart.
Him and Hod had all kinds of sport * with Milt Sheppard. I don’t suppose you’ve
seen Milt. Well, he’s got an Adam’s apple that looks more like a mushmelon *.
So I’d been shavin’ Milt and when I’d start to shave down here on his neck,
Hod would holler*, “Hey, Whitey, wait a minute! Before you cut into it, let’s
make up a pool* and see who can guess closest to the number of seeds.”
And Jim would say, “If Milt hadn’t of been so hoggish*, he’d of* ordered a half
a cantaloupe* instead of a whole one and it might not of* stuck in his throat.”
All the boys would roar at this and Milt himself would force a smile, though the
joke was on him*. Jim certainly was a card*!
There’s his shavin’ mug*, setting on the shelf, right next to Charley Vail’s.
“Charles M. Vail.” That’s the druggist *. He comes in regular for his shave three times
a week. And Jim’s is the cup next to Charley’s. “James H. Kendall.” Jim won’t need
no shavin’ mug no more, but I’ll leave it there just the same for old time’s sake *. Jim
certainly * was a character!
Years ago, Jim used to travel for a canned goods concern * over in Carterville.
They sold canned goods *. Jim had the whole northern half of the state and was
on the road five days out of every week. He’d drop in here Saturdays and tell his
experiences for that week. It was rich *.
I guess he paid more attention to playin’ jokes than makin’ sales. Finally the
concern let him out* and he come right home here and told everybody he’d been
fired * instead of sayin’ he’d resigned like most fellas would of *.
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It was a Saturday and the shop was full and Jim got up out of that chair and says,
“Gentlemen, I got an important announcement to make. I been fired* from my job.”
Well, they asked him if he was in earnest* and he said he was and nobody could think of
nothin’ to say till Jim finally broke the ice himself. He says, “I been sellin’ canned goods*
and now I’m canned goods myself.”
You see, the concern* he’d been workin’ for was a factory that made canned
goods. Over in Carterville. And now Jim said he was canned himself. He was
certainly a card *!
Jim had a great trick* that he used to play w’ile he was travelin’. For instance, he’d
be ridin’ on a train and they’d come to some little town like, well, like, well, like,
we’ll say, like Benton. Jim would look out the train window and read the signs on the
stores.
For instance, they’d be a sign, “Henry Smith, Dry Goods.” Well, Jim would
write down the name and the name of the town and when he got to wherever he
was goin’ he’d mail back a postal card to Henry Smith at Benton and not sign no
name to it, but he’d write on the card, well, somethin’ like “Ask your wife about
that book agent* that spent the afternoon last week,” or “Ask your Missus* who
kept her from gettin’ lonesome the last time you was* in Carterville.” And he’d
sign the card, “A Friend.”
Of course, he never knew what really come of none of these jokes, but he could
picture what probably happened and that was enough.
Jim didn’t work very steady* after he lost his position with the Carterville
people. What he did earn, doin’ odd jobs* round town, why, he spent pretty
near all of it on gin, and his family might of starved if the stores hadn’t of
carried them along*. Jim’s wife tried her hand at dressmakin’, but they ain’t
nobody goin’ to get rich makin’ dresses in this town.
As I say, she’d of divorced Jim, only she see n that she couldn’t support* herself
and the kids and she was always hopin’ that some day Jim would cut out* his
habits and give her more than two or three dollars a week.
They* was a time when she would go to whoever he was workin’ for and ask them
to give her his wages, but after she done this once or twice, he beat her to it * by
borrowin’ most of his pay in advance. He told it all round town, how he had outfoxed*
his Missus. He certainly was a caution*!
But he wasn’t satisfied with just outwittin’* her. He was sore* the way she had
acted, tryin’ to grab off* his pay. And he made up his mind he’d get even*. Well, he
waited till Evans’s Circus was advertised to come to town. Then he told his wife and
two kiddies that he was goin’ to take them to the circus. The day of the circus, he told
them he would get the tickets and meet them outside the entrance to the tent*.
Well, he didn’t have no intentions of bein’ there or buyin’ tickets or nothin’.
He got full of gin and laid round Wright’s poolroom* all day. His wife and the
kids waited and waited and of course he d idn’t show up. His wife didn’t have
a dime* with her, or nowhere else, I guess. So she finally had to tell th e kids
it was off* and they cried like they wasn’t never goin’ to stop.
Well, it seems, w’ile they was cryin’, Doc Stair come along and he asked what was
the matter, but Mrs. Kendall was stubborn and wouldn’t tell him, but the kids told him
and he insisted on takin’ them and their mother in the show. Jim found this out
afterwards and it was one reason why he had it in for* Doc Stair.
Doc Stair come here about a year and a half ago. He’s a mighty handsome
young fella* and his clothes always look like he has them made to order *. He goes
to Detroit two or three times a year and w’ile he’s there must have a tailor take his
measure and then make him a suit to order. They cost pretty near twice as much,
but they fit a whole lot better than if you just bought them in a store.
For a w’ile everybody was wonderin’ why a young doctor like Doc Stair
should come to a town like this where we already got old Doc Gamble and Doc
Foote that’s both been here for years and all the practice * in town was always
divided between the two of them.
The n t h e y w a s a s t o r y g o t r o u n d t h a t D o c S t a i r ’ s g a l * h a d
th rowed him over *, a gal up in the Northern Peninsula somewhere, and the
reason he come here was to hide himself away and forget it. He said himself
that he thought they wasn’t nothin’ like general practice in a place like ours to
fit a man to be a good all round doctor. And that’s why he’d came.
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Anyways, it wasn’t long before he was makin’ enough to live on, though they tell
me that he never dunned* nobody for what they owed him, and the folks here
certainly has got the owin’ habit*, even in my business. If I had all that was comin’ to
me for just shaves alone, I could go to Carterville and put up at the Mercer for a
week and see a different picture every night. For instance, they’s old George Purdy—
but I guess I shouldn’t ought to be gossipin’.
Well, last year, our coroner* died, died of the flu. Ken Beatty, that was his
name. He was the coroner. So they had to choose another man to be coroner
in his place and they picked * Doc Stair. He laughed at first and said he didn’t
wait it*, but they made him take it. It ain’t no job that anybody would fight for and what
a man makes out* of it in a year would just about buy seeds for their garden. Doc’s the
kind, though, that can’t say no to nothin’ if you keep at* him long enough.
But I was goin’ to tell you about a poor boy we got here in town—Paul
Dickson. He fell out of a tree when he was about ten years old. Lit* on his head
and it done somethin’ to him and he ain’t never been right. No harm in him, but
just silly. Jim Kendall used to call him cuckoo*; that’s a name Jim had for
anybody that was off their head, only he called people’s head their bean*. That
was another of his gags, callin’ head bean and callin’ crazy people cuckoo. Only
poor Paul ain’t crazy, but just silly*.
You can imagine that Jim used to have all kinds of fun with Paul. He’d send
him to the White Front Garage for a left-handed monkey wrench *. Of course they
ain’t no such thing as a left-handed monkey wrench.
And once we had a kind of a fair* here and they was a baseball game between the
fats and the leans and before the game started Jim called Paul over and sent him
away down to Schrader’s hardware store to get a key for the pitcher’s box.
They wasn’t nothin’ in the way of gags * that Jim couldn’t think up, when he
put his mind to it.
Poor Paul was always kind of suspicious of people, maybe on account of how
Jim had kept foolin’ him *. Paul wouldn’t have much to do with anybody only his
own mother and Doc Stair and a girl here in town named Julie Gregg. That is, she
ain’t * a girl no more, but pretty near thirty or over.
When Doc first came to town, Paul seemed to feel like here was real friend and he
hung round Doc’s office most of the w’ile*; the only time he wasn’t there was when
he’d go home to eat or sleep or when he seen Julie Gregg doin’ her shoppin’.
When he looked out Doc’s window and seen her, he’d run downstairs and join
her and tag along* with her to the different stores. The poor boy was crazy about
Julie and she always treated him mighty * nice and made him feel like he was
welcome, though of course it wasn’t nothin’ but pity on her side.
Doc done all he could to improve Paul’s mind and he told me once that
he really thought the boy was getting better, that they was times when he
was as bright and sensible * as anybody else.
But I was goin’ to tell you about Julie Gregg. Old man Gregg was in the
lumber* business, but got to drinkin’ and lost the most of his money and
when he died, he didn’t leave nothin’ but the house and just enough insurance
for the girl to skimp along on *.
Her mother was a kind of a half invalid and didn’t hardly ever leave the house.
Julie wanted to sell the place and move somewheres else after the old man died,
but the mother said she was born here and would die here. It was tough on Julie as
the young people round this town—well, she’s too good for them.
She’d been away to school and Chicago and New York and different places and
they ain’t no subject she can’t talk on, where you take the rest of the young folks
here and you mention anything to them outside of Gloria Swanson or Tommy
Meighan and they think you’re delirious *. Did you see Gloria in Wages of Virtue?
You missed somethin’!
Well, Doc Stair hadn’t been here more than a week when he come in one day to
get shaved and I recognized who he was, as he had been pointed out to me, so I
told him about my old lady. She’s been ailin’* for a couple years and either Doc
Gamble or Doc Foote, neither one, seemed to be helpin’ her. So he said he would
come out and see her, but if she was able to get out herself, it would be better to
bring her to his office where he could make a completer * examination.
So I took her to his office and w’ile I was waitin’ for her in the reception room,
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in come * Julie Gregg. When somebody comes in Doc Stair’s office, they’s a bell
that rings in his inside office so as he can tell they * ’s somebody to see him.
So he left my old lady inside and come out to the front office and that’s the first
time him and Julie met and I guess it was what they call love at first sight. But it
wasn’t fifty-fifty. This young fella was the slickest* lookin’ fella she’d ever seen
in this town and she went wild* over him. To him she was just a lady that wanted
to see the doctor.
She’d came on about the same business I had. Her mother had been doctorin’
for years with Doc Gamble and Doc Foote and without no results. So she’d heard
they was a new doc in town and decided to give him a try *. He promised to call
and see her mother that same day.
I said a minute ago that it was love at first sight on her part. I’m not only judgin’
by how she acted afterwards but how she looked at him that first day in his office. I
ain’t no mind reader, but it was wrote all over her face that she was gone*.
Now Jim Kendall, besides bein’ a jokesmith * and a pretty good drinker,
well, Jim was quite a lady-killer *. I guess he run pretty wild durin’ the time he
was on the road for them Canterville people, and besides that, he’d a couple
little affairs of the heart right here in town. As I say, his wife would have
divorced him, only she couldn’t.
But Jim was like the majority of men, and women, too, I guess. He wanted what he
couldn’t get. He wanted Julie Gregg and worked his head off* tryin’ to land* her.
Only he’d of* said bean* instead of head.
Well, Jim’s habits and his jokes didn’t appeal* to Julie and of course he was a
married man, so he didn’t have no more chance than, well, than a rabbit. That’s an
expression of Jim’s himself. When somebody didn’t have no chance to get elected or
somethin’, Jim would always say they didn’t have no more chance than a rabbit.
He didn’t make no bones about* how he felt. Right in here, more than once, in front
of the whole crowd, he said he was stuck on Julie and anybody that could get her for
him was welcome to his house and his wife and kids included. But she wouldn’t have
nothin’ to do with him; wouldn’t even speak to him on the street. He finally seen he
wasn’t gettin’ nowheres with his usual line so he decided to try the rough stuff *. He
went right up to her house one evenin’ and when she opened the door he forced his way
in and grabbed* her. But she broke loose and before he could stop her, she run in the
next room and locked the door and phoned to Joe Barnes. Joe’s the marshal *. Jim could
hear who she was phonin’ to and he beat it * before Joe got there.
Joe was an old friend of Julie’s pa*. Joe went to Jim next day and told him what
would happen if he ever done it again.
I don’t know how the news of this little affair leaked out*. Chances is that Joe Barnes
told his wife and she told somebody else’s wife and they told their husband. Anyways, it
did leak out and Hod Meyers had the nerve to kid Jim about it, right here in this shop. Jim
didn’t deny nothin’ and kind of laughed it off and said for us all to wait; that lots of people
had tried to make a monkey * out of him, but he always got even *.
Meanw’ile everybody in town was wise* to Julie’s bein’ wild mad over the Doc. I
don’t suppose she had any idear how her face changed when him and her was
together; of course she couldn’t of*, or she’d of* kept away from him. And she didn’t
know that we was all noticin’ how many times she made excuses to go up to his
office or pass it on the other side of the street and look up in his window to see if he
was there. I felt sorry for her and so did most other people.
Hod Meyers kept rubbin’ it* into Jim about how the Doc had cut him out*. Jim didn’t
pay no attention to the kiddin’* and you could see he was plannin’ one of his jokes.
One trick* Jim had was the knack* of changin’ his voice. He could make you think
he was a girl talkin’ and he could mimic* any man’s voice. To show you how good he
was along this line, I’ll tell you the joke he played on me once.
You know, in most towns of any size, when a man is dead and needs a shave,
why, the barber that shaves him soaks* him five dollars for the job; that is, he
don’t soak him, but whoever ordered the shave. I just charge three dollars because
personally I don’t mind much shavin’ a dead person. They lay a whole lot stiller
than live customers. The only thing is that you don’t feel like talkin’ to them and
you get kind of lonesome.
Well, about the coldest day we ever had here, two years ago last winter, the phone
rung at the house w’ile I was home to dinner and I answered the phone and it was a
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woman’s voice and she said she was Mrs. John Scott and her husband was dead and
would I come out and shave him.
Old John had always been a good customer of mine. But they live seven miles out
in the country, on the Streeter road. Still I didn’t see how I could say no.
So I said I would be there, but would have to come in a jitney* and it might
cost three or four dollars besides the price of the shave. So she, or the voice, it
said that was all right, so I got Frank Abbott to drive me out to the place and when
I got there, who should open the door but old John himself! He wasn’t no more
dead than, well, than a rabbit.
It didn’t take no private detective to figure out* who had played me this little joke.
Nobody could of thought it up but Jim Kendall. He certainly was a card*!
I tell you this incident just to show you how he could disguise his voice and make
you believe it was somebody else talkin’. I’d of swore it was Mrs. Scott had called
me. Anyways, some woman.
Well, Jim waited till he had Doc Stair’s voice down pat*; then he went after
revenge.
He called Julie up on a night when he knew Doc was over in Carterville. She
never questioned but what it was Doc’s voice. Jim said he must see her that night;
he couldn’t wait no longer to tell her somethin’. She was all excited and told him
to come to the house. But he said he was expectin’ an important long distance call
and wouldn’t she please forget her manners for once and come to his office. He
said they couldn’t nothin’ hurt her and nobody would see her and he just must talk
to her a little w’ile. Well, poor Julie fell for it.
Doc always keeps a night light in his office, so it looked to Julie like they
was somebody there.
Meaw’ile Jim Kendall had went to Wright’s poolroom *, where they was a
whole gang* amusin’ themselves. The most of them had drank plenty of gin, and
they was * a rough bunch when sober. They was always strong for Jim’s jokes
and when he told them to come with him and see some fun they give up* their
card games and pool games and followed along.
Doc’s office is on the second floor. Right outside his door they’s a flight of stairs
leadin’ to the floor above. Jim and his gang hid in the dark behind these stairs.
Well, Julie come up to doc’s door and rung the bell and they was nothin’ doin’*.
She rung it again and she rung it seven or eight times. Then she tried the door and
found it locked. Then Jim made some kind of a noise and she heard it and waited a
minute, and then she says, “Is that you, Ralph?” Ralph is Doc’s first name.
They* was no answer and it must of* came* to her all of a sudden that she’d been
bunked*. She pretty near fell downstairs and the whole gang after her. They chased
her all the way home, hollerin’*, “Is that you, Ralph?” and “Oh, Ralphie, dear, is that
you?” Jim says he couldn’t holler* it himself, as he was laughin’ too hard.
Poor Julie! She didn’t show up here on Main Street for a long, long time afterward.
And of course Jim and his gang told everybody in town, everybody but Doc Stair.
They was scared to tell him, and he might of never knowed only for Paul Dickson.
The poor cuckoo*, as Jim called him, he was here in the shop one night when Jim was
still gloatin’* yet over what he’d done to Julie. And Paul took in as much of it he
could understand and he run to Doc with the story.
It’s a cinch* Doc went up in the air and swore he’d make Jim suffer. But it was
a kind of a delicate thing, because if it got out that he had beat Jim up *, Julie
was bound to hear of it* and then she’d know that Doc knew and of course knowin’
that he knew would make it worse for her than ever. He was goin’ to do somethin’,
but it took a lot of figurin’*.
Well, it was a couple days later when Jim was here in the sh op again, and so was
the cuckoo. Jim was goin’ duck-shootin’ the next day and had came in lookin’ for
Hod Meyers to go with him. I happened to know that Hod had went over to
Carterville and wouldn’t be home till the end of the week. So Jim said he hated to
go alone and he guessed he would call it off*. Then poor Paul spoke up and said if
Jim would take him he would go along. Jim thought a w’ile and then he said, well,
he guessed a half-wit* was better than nothin’.
I suppose he was plottin’* to get Paul out in the boat and play some joke on
him, like pushin’ him in the water. Anyways, he said Paul could go. He asked him
had he ever shot a duck and Paul said no, he’d never even had a gun in his hands.
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So Jim said he could set in the boat and watch him and if he behaved himself, he
might lend* him his gun for a couple of shots. They made a date to meet in the
mornin’ and that’s the last I seen of Jim alive.
Next mornin’, I hadn’t been open more than ten minutes when Doc Stair come in.
He looked kind of nervous. He asked me had I seen Paul Dickson. I said no, but I
knew where he was, out duck-shootin’ with Jim Kendall. So Doc says that’s what he
had heard, and he couldn’t understand it because Paul had told him he wouldn’t
never have no more to do with Jim as long as he lived.
He said Paul had told him about the joke Jim had played on Julie. He said Paul
had asked him what he thought of the joke and the Doc told him that anybody that
would do a thing like that ought not to be let live.
I said it had been a kind of a raw* thing, but Jim just couldn’t resist no kind of a
joke, no matter how raw. I said I thought he was all right at heart, but just bubblin’
over with mischief*. Doc turned and walked out.
At noon he got a phone call from old John Scott. The lak e where Jim and Paul
had went shootin’ is on John’s place. Paul had came runnin’ up to the house a few
minutes before and said they’d been an accident. Jim had shot a few ducks and
then give the gun to Paul and told him to try his luck. Paul hadn’t never handled
a gun and he was nervous. He was shakin’ so hard that he couldn’t control the
gun. He let fire and Jim sunk back in the boat, dead.
Doc Stair, bein’ the coroner, jumped in Frank Abbott’s flivver* and rushed out to
Scott’s farm. Paul and old John was down on the shore of the lake. Paul had rowed
the boat to shore, but they’d left the body in it, waiting for Doc to come.
Doc examined the body and said they might well fetch* it back to town. They was
no use leavin’ it there or callin’ a jury*, as it was a plain case of accidental shootin’.
Personally I wouldn’t never leave a person shoot a gun in the same boat I was in
unless I was sure they knew somethin’ about guns. Jim was a sucker* to leave a new
beginner have his gun, let alone a half-wit. It probably served Jim right, what he
got. But still we miss him round here. He certainly was a card !
Comb it wet or dry?
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1. a) Reread the first two paragraphs of "Haircut." Who is speaking? Identify words and phrases in the first two paragraphs that
give you an impression of the speaker. How would you summarize that impression?
b) Reread the rest of the story. Who is really the main character?
2. The barber makes much of the unique quality of his town. "We ain't no New York City or Chicago," he says, "but we have
pretty good times.... When [Jim Kendall] was alive, ... I bet they was more laughin' done here than any town its size in
America." Evaluate the barber's opinion.
3. a) How good are the jokes made in Whitey's barbershop? Do they have any characteristics in common?
b) In addition to the jokes that are "made," the story concerns jokes that are "played." What is that kind of joke called? What
is its main characteristic? Does it have anything in common with the jokes "made" in the barbershop? What are Jim
Kendall's motivations for playing these jokes? Does he have just cause?
4. a) What kind of person is Jim Kendall? Make a thorough characterization.
b) How does Whitey react when Jim plays a trick on him? What does his reaction tell you about Whitey?
5. What are the circumstances of Jim Kendall's death. Was it "a plain case of accidental shootin'"? Does Doc Star think so? Does the
barber? What do you think of Whitey's explanation of Jim's death? Why is he unable to draw the obvious conclusion about the shooting?
6. What kind of person is the Barber? As a narrator, how reliable is he? Consider him thoroughly, taking into consideration such
things as (a) his evaluations of and attitude toward Jim Kendall, (b) his delight with Jim Kendall's "expressions" and his
admiration of Jim's "jokes"—"They wasn't nothing' in the way of a gags that Jim couldn't think up, when he put his mind to it,"
(c) his idea of a good time, (d) his remark, "they's old George Purdy—but I guess shouldn't ought to be gossipin'," (e) his
explanation that "Jim used to travel for a canned goods concern over in Caterville. They sold canned goods" and (f) his
evaluation of circumstances of Jim's death.
7. What positive values is the story aiming at by having the barber as the narrator? What is his attitude toward the story he tells?
What is the narrator's attitude toward Jim Kendall?
8. How do your feeling about the other characters in the story (Hod, Doc Stair, Julie, Paul) affect your responses to Whitey and Jim?
9. What does the narrator know of the total action lying beyond the story? What can he tell?
10. Does he tell all he knows? If not, why not? What accounts for his withholding any information or narrative? If there is
withholding, is it reasonable and justifiable, or merely trickery and mystification?
11. Why does he tell what he does tell? What is his motivation as narrator? Why does the story interest the narrator? Does he
understand?
12. Ring Lardner uses an unreliable narrator, developing his unreliability throughout the story so that readers are allowed to draw
their own conclusions about Jim's death. Discuss.
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The air was thick with the war feeling, like the electricity of a storm which has not yet burst *.
Editha sat looking out into the hot spring afternoon, with her lips parted*, and
panting* with the intensity of the question whether she could let him go. She had decided
that she could not let him stay, when she saw him at the end of the still leafless* avenue,
making slowly up towards the house, with his head down and his figure relaxed. She ran
impatiently out on the veranda*, to the edge of the steps, and imperatively demanded
greater haste* of him with her will before she called aloud to him: “George!”
He had quickened his pace in mystical* response to her mystical urgence, before he
could have heard her; now he looked up and answered, “Well?”
“Oh, how united we are!” she exulted*, and then she swooped* down the steps to him.
“What is it?” she cried.
“It’s war,” he said, and he pulled her up to him and kissed her.
She kissed him back intensely, but irrelevantly, as to their passion, and uttered* from
deep in her throat, “How glorious!”
“It’s war,” he repeated, without consenting to her sense of it; and she did not know
just what to think at first. She never knew what to think of him; that made his mystery,
his charm. All through their courtship*, which was contemporaneous with the growth of
the war feeling, she had been puzzled by his want* of seriousness about it. He seemed to
despise* it even more than he abhorred it. She could have understood his abhorring any
sort of bloodshed; that would have been a survival of his old life when he thought he
would be a minister, and before he changed and took up the law. But making light of a
cause so high and noble seemed to show a want of earnestness at the core* of his being.
Not but that she felt herself able to cope* with a congenital defect of that sort, and make
his love for her save him from himself. Now perhaps the miracle was already wrought*
in him. In the presence of the tremendous fact that he announced, all triviality* seemed to
have gone out of him; she began to feel that. He sank down on the top step, and wiped*
his forehead with his handkerchief, while she poured out* upon him her question of the
origin and authenticity of his news.
All the while, in her duplex* emotioning, she was aware that now at the very
beginning she must put a guard upon herself against urging him, by any word or
act, to take the part that her whole soul willed him to take, for the completion*
of her ideal of him. He was very nearly perfect as he was, and he must be
allowed to perfect himself. But he was peculiar*, and he might very well be
reasoned out of* his peculiarity. Before her reasoning went her emotioning: her nature
pulling upon his nature, her womanhood upon his manhood, without her knowing
the means she was using to the end she was willing. She had always supposed that
the man who won her would have done something to win her; she did not know
what, but something. George Gearson had simply asked her for her love, on the way
home from a concert, and she gave her love to him, without, as it were, thinking.
But now, it flashed* upon her, if he could do something worthy to have won her—
be a hero, her hero—it would be even better than if he had done it before asking her;
it would be grander*. Besides, she had believed in the war from the beginning.
“But don’t you see, dearest,” she said, “that it wouldn’t have come to this if it
hadn’t been in the order of Providence? And I call any war glorious that is for the
liberation of people who have been struggling* for years against the cruelest oppression.
Don’t you think so, too?”
“I suppose so,” he returned languidly. “But war! Is it glorious to break the
peace of the world?”
“That ignoble peace! It was no peace at all, with that crime and shame at our very
gates.” She was conscious of parroting* the current phrases of the newspapers, but it was
no time to pick and choose her words. She must sacrifice anything to the high ideal she
had for him, and after a good deal of rapid argument she ended with the climax: “But
now it doesn’t matter about the how or why. Since the war has come, all that is gone.
There are no two sides any more. There is nothing now but our country.”
He sat with his eyes closed and his head leant* back against the veranda*, and he
remarked, with a vague smile, as if musing* aloud, “Our country—right or wrong.” 1
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“Yes, right or wrong!” she returned, fervidly. “I’ll go and get you some lemonade.”
She rose rustling*, and whisked* away; when she came back with two tall glasses of
clouded liquid on a tray, and the ice clucking in them, he still sat as she had left
him, and she said, as if there had been no interruption: “But there is no question of
wrong in this case. I call it a sacred war. A war for liberty and humanity, if ever
there was one. And I know you will see it just as I do, yet.”
He took half the lemonade at a gulp*, and he answered as he set the glass down:
“I know you always have the highest ideal. When I differ from you I ought to doubt
myself.”
A generous sob* rose in Editha’s throat for the humility of a man, so very nearly
perfect, who was willing to put himself below her.
Besides, she felt, more subliminally, that he was never so near slipping through
her fingers as when he took that meek* way.
“You shall not say that! Only, for once I happen to be right.” She seized his hand
in her two hands, and poured* her soul from her eyes into his. “Don’t you think
so?” she entreated* him.
He released his hand and drank the rest of his lemonade, and she added, “Have
mine too,” but he shook his head in answering, “I’ve no business* to think so,
unless I act so, too.”
Her heart stopped a beat before it pulsed * on with leaps* that she felt in her
neck. She had noticed that strange thing in men: they seemed to feel bound* to do
what they believed, and not think a thing was finished when they said it, as girls did.
She knew what was in his mind, but she pretended not, as she said, “Oh, I am not
sure,” and then faltered*.
He went on as if to himself, without apparently * heeding* her: “There’s only
one way of proving one’s faith in a thing like this.”
She could not say that she understood, but she did understand.
He went on again. “If I believed—if I felt as you do about this war—Do you wish
me to feel as you do?”
Now she was really not sure; so she said: “George, I don’t know what you mean.”
He seemed to muse* away from her as before. “There is a sort of fascination in
it. I suppose that at the bottom of his heart every man would like at times to have his
courage tested, to see how he would act.”
“How can you talk in that ghastly* way?”
“It is rather morbid*. Still, that’s what it comes to, unless you’re swept away* by
ambition or driven* by conviction. I haven’t the conviction or the ambition, and
the other thing is what it comes to* with me. I ought to have been a preacher,
after all; then I couldn’t have asked it of myself, as I must, now I’m a lawyer.
And you believe it’s a holy* war, Editha?” he suddenly addressed her. “Oh, I
know you do! But you wish me to believe so, too?”
She hardly knew whether he was mocking* or not, in the ironical* way he always
had with her plainer* mind. But the only thing was to be outspoken* with him.
“George, I wish you to believe whatever you think is true, at any and every cost. If I’ve
tried to talk you into* anything, I take it all back*.”
“Oh, I know that, Editha. I know how sincere you are, and how—I wish I had your
undoubting* spirit! I’ll think it over; I’d like to believe as you do. But I don’t, now;
I don’t, indeed. It isn’t this war alone; though this seems peculiarly wanton* and
needless; but it’s every war—so stupid; it makes me sick. Why shouldn’t this thing
have been settled* reasonably?”
“Because,” she said, very throatily* again, “God meant* it to be war.”
“You think it was God? Yes, I suppose that is what people will say.”
“Do you suppose it would have been war if God hadn’t meant* it?”
“I don’t know. Sometimes it seems as if God had put this world into men’s keeping to
work it as they pleased.”
“Now, George, that is blasphemy*.”
“Well, I won’t blaspheme. I’ll try to believe in your pocket* Providence,” he said, and
then he rose to go.
“Why don’t you stay to dinner?” Dinner at Balcom’s Works was at one o’clock.
“I’ll come back to supper, if you’ll let me. Perhaps I shall bring you a convert.”
“Well, you may come back, on that condition.”
“All right. If I don’t come, you’ll understand.”
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He went away without kissing her, and she felt it a suspension of their engagement. It
all interested her intensely; she was undergoing* a tremendous experience, and she was
being equal to it. While she stood looking after him, her mother came out through one of
the long windows onto the veranda*, with a catlike softness and vagueness.
“Why didn’t he stay to dinner?”
“Because—because—war has been declared,” Editha pronounced, without turning.
Her mother said, “Oh, my *!” and then said nothing more until she had sat down in
one of the large Shaker chairs 2 and rocked herself for some time. Then she closed
whatever tacit* passage of thought there had been in her mind with the spoken words
“Well, I hope he won’t go.”
“And I hope he will,” the girl said, and confronted her mother with a stormy*
exaltation that would have frightened any creature less unimpressionable than a cat.
Her mother rocked* herself again for an interval of cogitation*. What she arrived at in
speech was: “Well, I guess you’ve done a wicked* thing, Editha Balcom.”
The girl said, as she passed indoors through the same window her mother had come
out by: “I haven’t done anything—yet.”
In her room, she put together all her letters and gifts from Gearson, down to the
withered* petals of the first flower he had offered, with that timidity of his veiled in
that irony* of his. In the heart of the packet she enshrined* her engagement ring
which she had restored to the pretty box he had brought it her in. Then she sat down,
if not calmly yet strongly, and wrote:
“GEORGE:—I understood when you left me. But I think we had better emphasize
your meaning that if we cannot be one in everything we had better be one in nothing. So
I am sending these things for your keeping till you have made up your mind*.
“I shall always love you, and therefore I shall never marry any one else. But the man
I marry must love his country first of all, and be able to say to me,
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“There is no honor above America with me. In this great hour there is no other honor.
“Your heart will make my words clear to you. I had never expected to say so much,
but it has come upon me that I must say the utmost*. EDITHA.”
She thought she had worded her letter well, worded* it in a way that could not be
bettered; all had been implied and nothing expressed.
She had it ready to send with the packet she had tied with red, white, and blue
ribbon*, when it occurred to her that she was not just to him, that she was not giving him
a fair* chance. He had said he would go and think it over, and she was not waiting. She
was pushing, threatening, compelling*. That was not a woman’s part. She must leave
him free, free, free. She could not accept for her country or herself a forced sacrifice.
In writing her letter she had satisfied the impulse from which it sprang*; she could
well afford* to wait till he had thought it over. She put the packet and the letter by, and
rested serene in the consciousness of having done what was laid* upon her by her love
itself to do, and yet used patience, mercy, justice.
She had her reward*. Gearson did not come to tea, but she had given him till morning,
when, late at night there came up from the village the sound of a fife* and drum, with a
tumult of voices, in shouting, singing, and laughing. The noise drew nearer and nearer; it
reached the street end of the avenue; there it silenced itself, and one voice, the voice she
knew best, rose over the silence. It fell; the air was filled with cheers; the fife and drum
struck* up, with the shouting, singing, and laughing again, but now retreating*; and a
single figure came hurrying up the avenue.
She ran down to meet her lover and clung* to him. He was very gay, and he put his
arm round her with a boisterous* laugh*. “Well, you must call me Captain now; or Cap,
if you prefer; that’s what the boys call me. Yes, we’ve had a meeting at the town-hall,
and everybody has volunteered; and they selected me for captain, and I’m going to the
war, the big war, the glorious war, the holy war ordained by the pocket* Providence that
blesses butchery*. Come along; let’s tell the whole family about it. Call them from their
downy* beds, father, mother, Aunt Hitty, and all the folks!”
But when they mounted the veranda* steps he did not wait for a larger audience; he
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poured* the story out upon Editha alone.
“There was a lot of speaking, and then some of the fools set up* a shout for me. It was
all going one way, and I thought it would be a good joke to sprinkle* a little cold water
on them. But you can’t do that with a crowd that adores you. The first thing I knew I was
sprinkling hell-fire on them. ‘Cry havoc*, and let slip the dogs of war.’ 4 That was the
style. Now that it had come to the fight, there were no two parties; there was one
country, and the thing was to fight to a finish as quick as possible. I suggested volunteering then and there, and I wrote my name first of all on the roster*. Then they elected
me—that’s all. I wish I had some ice-water.”
She left him walking up and down the veranda*, while she ran for the icepitcher and
a goblet*, and when she came back he was still walking up and down, shouting the story
he had told her to her father and mother, who had come out more sketchily* dressed than
they commonly were by day*. He drank goblet after goblet of the ice-water without
noticing who was giving it, and kept on talking, and laughing through his talk wildly.
“It’s astonishing*,” he said, “how well the worse reason looks when you try to make it
appear the better. Why, I believe I was the first convert to the war in that crowd to-night!
I never thought I should like to kill a man; but now I shouldn’t care; and the smokeless
powder lets you see the man drop that you kill. It’s all for the country! What a thing it is
to have a country that can’t be wrong, but if it is, is right, anyway!”
Editha had a great, vital thought, an inspiration. She set down the ice-pitcher on the
veranda floor, and ran up-stairs and got the letter she had written him. When at last he
noisily bade* her father and mother, “Well, good-night. I forgot I woke you up; I sha’n’t
want any sleep myself,” she followed him down the avenue to the gate. There, after the
whirling* words that seemed to fly away from her thoughts and refuse to serve them, she
made a last effort to solemnize the moment that seemed so crazy, and pressed the letter
she had written upon him.
“What’s this?” he said. “Want me to mail it?”
“No, no. It’s for you. I wrote it after you went this morning. Keep it—keep it—
and read it sometime—” She thought, and then her inspiration came: “Read it if
ever you doubt what you’ve done, or fear that I regret your having done it. Read it
after you’ve started.”
They strained* each other in embraces that seemed as ineffective as their words,
and he kissed her face with quick, hot breaths that were so unlike * him, that made her
feel as if she had lost her old lover and found a stranger in his place. The stranger
said: “What a gorgeous flower you are, with your red hair, and your blue eyes that
look black now, and your face with the color painted out by the white moonshine! Let
me hold you under the chin, to see whether I love blood, you tiger-lily *!” Then he
laughed Gearson’s laugh, and released her, scared and giddy*. Within her willfulness*
she had been frightened by a sense of subtler force in him, and mystically* mastered
as she had never been before.
She ran all the way back to the house, and mounted the steps panting*. Her mother
and father were talking of the great affair. Her mother said: “Wa’n’t* Mr. Gearson in
rather of an excited state of mind? Didn’t you think he acted curious*?”
“Well, not for a man who’d just been elected captain and had set’em up for the whole
of Company A,” her father chuckled* back.
“What in the world do you mean, Mr. Balcom? Oh! There’s Editha!” She offered to
follow the girl indoors.
“Don’t come, mother!” Editha called, vanishing*.
Mrs. Balcom remained to reproach her husband. “I don’t see much of anything to
laugh at.”
“Well, it’s catching *. Caught it from Gearson. I guess it won’t be much of a war, and I
guess Gearson don’t think so, either. The other fellows will back down * as soon as they see
we mean it. I wouldn’t lose any sleep over it. I’m going back to bed, myself.”
Gearson came again next afternoon, looking pale and rather sick, but quite himself,
even to his languid* irony. “I guess I’d better tell you, Editha, that I consecrated myself
to your god of battles last night by pouring too many libations* to him down my own
throat. But I’m all right now. One has to carry off the excitement, somehow.”
“Promise me,” she commanded, “that you’ll never touch it again!”
“What! Not let the cannikin* clink*? Not let the soldier drink? 5 Well, I promise.”
“You don’t belong to yourself now; you don’t even belong to me . You
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belong to your country, and you have a sacred charge to keep yourself strong and
well for your country’s sake*. I have been thinking, thinking all night and all day long.”
“You look as if you had been crying a little, too,” he said, with his queer* smile.
“That’s all past. I’ve been thinking, and worshipping you. Don’t you suppose
I know all that you’ve been through, to come to this? I’ve followed you every
step from your old theories and opinions.”
“Well, you’ve had a long row to hoe*.”
“And I know you’ve done this from the highest motives—”
“Oh, there won’t be much pettifogging* to do till this cruel war is—”
“And you haven’t simply done it for my sake. I couldn’t respect you if you had.”
“Well, then we’ll say I haven’t. A man that hasn’t got his own respect intact wants the
respect of all the other people he can corner*. But we won’t go into that. I’m in for the
thing now, and we’ve got to face our future. My idea is that this isn’t going to be a very
protracted* struggle; we shall just scare the enemy to death before it comes to a fight at
all. But we must provide for contingencies*, Editha. If anything happens to me—”
“Oh, George!” She clung to* him, sobbing*.
“I don’t want you to feel foolishly bound* to my memory. I should hate that,
wherever I happened to be.”
“I am yours, for time and eternity—time and eternity.” She liked the words; they
satisfied her famine* for phrases.
“Well, say eternity; that’s all right; but time’s another thing; and I’m talking about
time. But there is something! My mother! If anything happens—”
She winced*, and he laughed. “You’re not the bold soldier-girl of yesterday!” Then he
sobered*. “If anything happens, I want you to help my mother out. She won’t like my
doing this thing. She brought me up to think war a fool thing as well as a bad thing. My
father was in the Civil War; all through it; lost his arm in it.” She thrilled* with the sense
of the arm round her; what if that should be lost? He laughed as if divining* her: “Oh, it
doesn’t run in the family*, as far as I know!” Then he added, gravely: “He came home
with misgivings* about war, and they grew on him. I guess he and mother agreed
between them that I was to be brought up* in his final mind about it; but that was before
my time. I only knew him from my mother’s report of him and his opinions; I don’t know
whether they were hers first; but they were hers last. This will be a blow* to her. I shall
have to write and tell her—”
He stopped, and she asked: “Would you like me to write, too, George?”
“I don’t believe that would do. No, I’ll do the writing. She’ll understand a little if I say
that I thought the way to minimize it was to make war on the largest possible scale* at
once—that I felt I must have been helping on the war somehow if I hadn’t helped keep it
from coming, and I knew I hadn’t; when it came, I had no right to stay out of it.”
Whether his sophistries* satisfied him or not, they satisfied her. She clung* to his
breast, and whispered, with closed eyes and quivering* lips: “Yes, yes, yes!”
“But if anything should happen, you might go to her and see what you could do for
her. You know? It’s rather far off; she can’t leave her chair—”
“Oh, I’ll go, if it’s the ends of the earth! But nothing will happen! Nothing can! I—”
She felt herself lifted* with his rising, and Gearson was saying, with his arm still
round her, to her father: “Well, we’re off at once, Mr. Balcom. W e’re to be formally
accepted at the capital, and then bunched* u p with the rest somehow, and sent
into camp* somewhere, and got to the front as soon as possible. We all want to
be in the van*, of course; we’re the first company to report to the Governor. I came to
tell Editha, but I hadn’t got round to it*.”
She saw him again for a moment at the capital, in the station, just before the train
started southward with his regiment. He looked well, in his uniform, and very soldierly,
but somehow girlish, too, with his clean-shaven face and slim* figure. The manly eyes
and the strong voice satisfied her, and his preoccupation with some unexpected details
of duty flattered* her. Other girls were weeping and bemoaning* themselves, but she
felt a sort of noble distinction in the abstraction, the almost unconsciousness, with
which they parted. Only at the last moment he said: “Don’t forget my mother. It
mayn’t be such a walk-over* as I supposed,” and he laughed at the notion.
He waved his hand to her as the train moved off*—she knew it among a score * of
hands that were waved* to other girls from the platform of the car, for it held a letter
which she knew was hers. Then he went inside the car to read it, doubtless, and she did
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not see him again. But she felt safe* for him through the strength of what she called
her love. What she called her God, always speaking the name in a deep voice and with
the implication of a mutual understanding, would watch over him and keep him and
bring him back to her. If with an empty sleeve, then he should have three arms instead
of two, for both of hers should be his for life. He did not see, though, why she should
always be thinking of the arm his father had lost.
There were not many letters from him, but they were such as she could have wished,
and she put her whole strength into making hers such as she imagined he could have
wished, glorifying and supporting* him. She wrote to his mother glorifying him as their
hero, but the brief answer she got was merely to the effect that Mrs. Gearson was not
well enough to write herself, and thanking her for her letter by the hand of some one
who called herself “Yrs truly, Mrs. W. J. Andrews.”
Editha determined* not to be hurt, but to write again quite as if the answer had
been all she expected. Before it seemed as if she could have written, there came
news of the first skirmish*, and in the list of the killed, which was telegraphed as a
trifling* loss on our side, was Gearson’s name. There was a frantic* time of trying to
make out* that it might be, must be, some other Gearson; but the name and the
company and the regiment and the State were too definitely given *.
Then there was a lapse* into depths out of which it seemed as if she never could
rise again; then a lift into clouds far above all grief, black clouds, that blotted out * the
sun, but where she soared* with him, with George—George! She had the fever that
she expected of herself, but she did not die in it; she was not even delirious, and it did
not last long. When she was well enough to leave her bed, her one thought was of
George’s mother, of his strangely worded wish that she should go to her and see what
she could do for her. In the exaltation of the duty laid * upon her—it buoyed* her up
instead of burdening* her—she rapidly recovered.
Her father went with her on the long railroad journey from northern New York to
western Iowa; he had business out at Davenport, and he said he could just as well go
then as any other time; and he went with her to the little country town where George’s
mother lived in a little house on the edge* of the illimitable cornfields, under trees
pushed to a top of the rolling* prairie*. George’s father had settled there after the Civil
War, as so many other old soldiers had done; but they were Eastern people, and Editha
fancied touches of the East in the June rose overhanging the front door, and the garden
with early summer flowers stretching from the gate of the paling* fence.
It was very low inside the house, and so dim, with the closed blinds *, that they
could scarcely see one another: Editha tall and black in her crapes* which filled the
air with smell of their dyes*; her father standing decorously apart with his hat on his
forearm, as at funerals; a woman rested in a deep arm-chair, and the woman who had
let the strangers in stood behind the chair.
The seated woman turned her head round and up, and asked the woman behind her
chair: “Who did you say?”
Editha, if she had done what she expected of herself, would have gone down on her
knees at the feet of the seated figure and said, “I am George’s Editha,” for answer.
But instead of her own voice she heard that other woman’s voice saying: “Well, I
don’t know as I did get the name just right. I guess I’ll have to make a little more light
in here,” and she went and pushed two of the shutters* ajar*.
Then Editha’s father said, in his public will-now-address-a few-remarks tone: “My
name is Balcom, ma’am—Junius H. Balcom, of Balcom’s Works. New York; my
daughter—”
“Oh!” the seated woman broke in *, with a powerful voice, the voice that always
surprised Editha from Gearson’s slender* frame. “Let me see you. Stand round where
the light can strike on your face,” and Editha dumbly* obeyed. “So, you’re Editha
Balcom,” she sighed.
“Yes,” Editha said, more like a culprit* than a comforter*.
“What did you come for?” Mrs. Gearson asked.
Editha’s face quivered* and her knees shook. “I came—because—because
George—” She could go no further.
“Yes,” the mother said, “he told me he had asked you to come if he got killed. You
didn’t expect that, I suppose, when you sent him.”
“I would rather have died myself than done it!” Editha said, with more truth in her
deep voice than she ordinarily found in it. “I tried to leave him free—”
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“Yes, that letter of yours, that came back with his other things, left him free.”
Editha saw now where George’s irony* came from.
“It was not to be read before—unless—until—I told him so,” she faltered*.
“Of course, he wouldn’t read a letter of yours, under the circumstances, till he
thought you wanted him to. Been sick?” the woman abruptly demanded.
“Very sick,” Editha said, with self-pity.
“Daughter’s life,” her father interposed, “was almost despaired of, at one time.”
Mrs. Gearson gave him no heed*. “I suppose you would have been glad to die,
such a brave person as you! I don’t believe he was glad to die. He was always a timid
boy, that way; he was afraid of a good many things; but if he was afraid he did what
he made up his mind to. I suppose he made up his mind to go, but I knew what it cost
him by what it cost me when I heard of it. I had been through one war before. When
you sent him you didn’t expect he would get killed.”
The voice seemed to compassionate Editha, and it was time. “No,” she huskily*
murmured.
“No, girls don’t; women don’t when they give their men up to their country. They
think they’ll come marching back, somehow, just as gay* as they went, or if it’s an
empty sleeve, or even an empty pantaloon*, it’s all the more glory, and they’re so
much the prouder of them, poor things!”
The tears began to run down Editha’s face; she had not wept till then; but it was now
such a relief to be understood that the tears came.
“No, you didn’t expect him to get killed,” Mrs. Gearson repeated, in a voice which
was startlingly* like George’s again. “You just expected him to kill some one else,
some of those foreigners, that weren’t there because they had any say about it, but
because they had to be there, poor wretches*—conscripts, or whatever they call’em.
You thought it would be all right for my George, your George, to kill the sons of those
miserable mothers and the husbands of those girls that you would never see the faces
of.” The woman lifted her powerful voice in a psalmlike note. “I thank my God he
didn’t live to do it! I thank my God they killed him first, and that he ain’t* livin’ with
their blood on his hands!” She dropped her eyes, which she had raised with her voice,
and glared* at Editha. “What you got that black on for?” She lifted herself by her
powerful arms so high that her helpless body seemed to hang limp* its full length.
“Take it off, take it off, before I tear * it from your back!”
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The lady who was passing the summer near Balcom’s Works was sketching*
Editha’s beauty, which lent itself wonderfully to * the effects of a
colorist*. It had come to that confidence which is rather apt to grow between
artist and sitter, and Editha had told her everything.
“To think of your having such a tragedy in your life!” the lady said. She added: “I
suppose there are people who feel that way about war. But when you consider the
good this war has done—how much it has done for the country! I can’t understand
such people, for my part. And when you had come all the way out there to console
her—got up out of a sick-bed! Well!”
“I think,” Editha said, magnanimously, “she wasn’t quite in her right mind; and so
did papa.”
“Yes” the lady said, looking at Editha’s lips in nature and then at her lips in art,
and giving an empirical touch to them in the picture. “But how dreadful of her! How
perfectly—excuse me—how vulgar!”
A light broke upon Editha in the darkness which she felt had been without a gleam* of
brightness for weeks and months. The mystery that had bewildered* her was solved
by the word; and from that moment she rose from groveling* in shame and self-pity,
and began to live again in the ideal.
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A phrase coined in 1816 by the American naval hero Stephen Decatur (1779-1820).
Furniture manufactured at Shaker religious communes and characterized by elegant simplicity.
From “To Lucasta, Going to the Wars,” by the English poet Richard Lovelace (1618-1658).
From Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, Act III, Sc. i, 273.
Adapted from Shakespeare’s Othello, Act II, Sc. iii, 7I-75.
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The poor young man hesitated and procrastinated*: it cost him such an effort to broach*
the subject of terms*, to speak of money to a person who spoke only of feelings and, as it
were, of the aristocracy. Yet he was unwilling to take leave, treating his engagement* as
settled*, without some more conventional glance* in that direction than he could find an
opening for in the manner of the large, affable lady who sat there drawing* a pair of soiled*
gants* de Suède* through a fat, jeweled hand and, at once pressing and gliding*, repeated
over and over everything but the thing* he would have liked to hear. He would have liked to
hear the figure* of his salary; but just as he was nervously about to sound* that note* the little
boy came back—the little boy Mrs. Moreen had sent out of the room to fetch* her fan*. He
came back without the fan, only with the casual* observation that he couldn’t find it. As he
dropped this cynical* confession he looked straight* and hard* at the candidate* for the honor
of taking* his education in hand. This personage reflected, somewhat grimly*, that the first thing
he should have to teach his little charge* would be to appear to address* himself to his mother
when he spoke to her—especially not to make her such an improper answer as that.
When Mrs. Moreen bethought* herself of this pretext for getting rid of* their companion, Pemberton supposed it was precisely to approach* the delicate subject of his remuneration. But it had been only to say some things about her son which it was better that a boy
of eleven shouldn’t catch. They were extravagantly* to his advantage, save* when she
lowered her voice to sigh, tapping* her left side* familiarly: “And all overclouded by this,
you know—all at the mercy of a weakness*—!” Pemberton gathered* that the weakness
was in the region of the heart. He had known the poor child was not robust: this was the basis
on which he had been invited to treat*, through an English lady, an Oxford acquaintance* , then
at Nice, who happened to know both his needs and those of the amiable* American family
looking out for something really superior in the way of a resident* tutor*.
The young man’s impression of his prospective* pupil, who had first come into the
room, as if to see for himself, as soon as Pemberton was admitted*, was not quite the soft*
solicitation* the visitor had taken for granted*. Morgan Moreen was, somehow, sickly*
without being delicate, and that he looked intelligent (it is true Pemberton wouldn’t have
enjoyed his being stupid), only added to the suggestion that, as with his big mouth and big
ears he really couldn’t be called pretty*, he might be unpleasant. Pemberton was modest—he
was even timid; and the chance that his small scholar* might prove cleverer* than himself had
quite figured, to his nervousness, among the dangers of an untried* experiment. He reflected,
however, that these were risks one had to run when one accepted a position, as it was called, in a
private family; when as yet one’s University honors had, pecuniarily speaking, remained barren*.
At any rate*, when Mrs. Moreen got up as if to intimate* that, since it was understood he would
enter upon his duties within the week she would let him off* now, he succeeded, in spite of the
presence of the child, in squeezing out* a phrase about the rate* of payment. It was not the fault
of the conscious smile which seemed a reference to the lady’s expensive* identity*, if the
allusion did not sound rather vulgar. This was exactly because she became still more gracious*
to reply*: “Oh! I can assure you that all that will be quite regular*.”
Pemberton only wondered*, while he took up his hat, what “all that” was to amount*
to—people had such different ideas. Mrs. Moreen’s words, however, seemed to commit the
family to a pledge* definite enough to elicit* from the child a strange little comment, in the
shape of the mocking*, foreign* ejaculation*, “Oh, là-là!”
Pemberton, in some confusion, glanced* at him as he walked slowly to the window
with his back turned, his hands in his pockets and the air in his elderly* shoulders of a
boy who didn’t play. The young man wondered if he could teach him to play, though his
mother had said it would never do* and that this was why school was impossible. Mrs.
Moreen exhibited no discomfiture*; she only continued blandly*: “Mr. Moreen will be
delighted* to meet* your wishes. As I told you, he has been called to London for a week.
As soon as he comes back you shall have it out* with him.”
This was so frank and friendly that the young man could only reply, laughing as his
hostess* laughed: “Oh! I don’t imagine we shall have much of a battle.”
“They’ll give you anything you like,” the boy remarked unexpectedly*, returning from
the window. “We don’t mind what anything costs—we live awfully* well.”
“My darling, you’re too quaint*!” his mother exclaimed, putting out to caress him a

student, (discípulo), orphan, boarder [pupilo ] ,
ward [protegido], (pupila)
postponed / bring up,
(abordar), raise
(el asunto de las condiciones de pago)
contract, employment
accepted / cast quicklook
(estirando), pulling /
(sobados, sucios)
gloves / (ante) / (deslizando)
remuneration
amount, (cifra) / say,
utter / comment
go for and bring back
/ (abanico)
offhand, (como si tal cosa, intranscendente)
lying / directly / severe / (aspirante)
(ocuparse) / severely,
harshly, gloomily
(pequeño a cargo, en
tutela) / direct his
attention, (mirar)
(se acordó, ideó) /
avoiding
treat, (abordar)

(desorbitadamente) /
except
(dándose golpecitos
en) / (costado)
(punto débil) / (dedujo),
understood, (coligió)
(tratar) / (conocido),
fellow, colleague
likeable
inmate / preceptor
future, expected, intended, proposed
(admitido, recibido) /
favorable
request / (supuesta) /
(enfermizo)

(agraciado)
(pupilo) / smarter,
more intelligent
new, unknown, (novedoso, que le aguardaba)
sterile, unproductive
(Sea como fuere) / hint,
imply, (querer decir)
(retirarse)
expressing, saying,
(interponer) / amount
(acaudalada) / (situación)
polite, courteous
answer / adequate,
normal, satisfactory
(se preguntó) / (montante salarial)
promise / extract,
(suscitar)
(burlona) / (foránea) /
exclamation
cast a quick look
(de adulto)

be possible
uneasiness, (desconcierto) / (en tono afable)
(complacidos) / (satisfacer)
(aclarará, podrá discutirlo)
(anfitriona)
(inopinadamente)
(magníficamente)
peculiar, curious, (singular, especial)

121

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

115

122

practiced but ineffectual hand. He slipped out* of it, but looked with intelligent, innocent
eyes at Pemberton, who had already had time to notice that from one moment to the other his
small satiric* face seemed to change its time of life. At this moment it was infantine*; yet it
appeared also to be under the influence of curious intuitions and knowledges. Pemberton
rather disliked precocity, and he was disappointed to find gleams* of it in a disciple not yet
in his teens*. Nevertheless he divined on the spot that Morgan wouldn’t prove a bore*. He
would prove on the contrary a kind of excitement*. This idea held* the young man, in spite
of a certain repulsion.
“You pompous little person*! We’re not extravagant*!” Mrs. Moreen gayly* protested,
making another unsuccessful attempt to draw* the boy to her side. “You must know what to
expect,” she went on to Pemberton.
“The less you expect the better!” her companion interposed*. “But we are people of
fashion.”
“Only so far as you make us so!” Mrs. Moreen mocked*, tenderly*. “Well, then, on
Friday—don’t tell me you’re superstitious—and mind you don’t fail* us. Then you’ll see us
all. I’m so sorry the girls are out* I guess you’ll like the girls. And, you know, I’ve another
son, quite different from this one.”
“He tries to imitate me,” said Morgan to Pemberton.
“He tries? Why, he’s twenty years old!” cried Mrs. Moreen.
“You’re very witty*,” Pemberton remarked to the child—a proposition that his mother echoed*
with enthusiasm, declaring* that Morgan’s sallies* were the delight* of the house. The boy
paid no heed* to this; he only inquired abruptly* of the visitor, who was surprised afterwards
that he hadn’t struck* him as offensively forward*: “Do you want very much to come?”
“Can you doubt it, after such a description of what I shall hear?” Pemberton replied. Yet he
didn’t want to come at all*; he was coming because he had to go somewhere, thanks to the
collapse of his fortune at the end of a year abroad, spent on the system of putting his tiny*
patrimony into a single* full* wave* of experience. He had had his full wave, but he couldn’t pay
his hotel bill. Moreover, he had caught in the boy’s eyes the glimpse* of a far-off* appeal*.
“Well, I’ll do the best I can for you,” said Morgan; with which he turned away again.
He passed out of one of the long windows*; Pemberton saw him go and lean on* the
parapet* of the terrace. He remained there while the young man took leave of his mother,
who, on Pemberton’s looking as if he expected a farewell* from him, interposed with:
“Leave him, leave him; he’s so strange!” Pemberton suspected she was afraid of something he might say. “He’s a genius*—you’ll love him,” she added. “He’s much the most
interesting person in the family.” And before he could invent some civility* to oppose to
this, she wound up* with: “But we’re all good, you know!”
“He’s a genius—you’ll love him!” were words that recurred* to Pemberton before the
Friday, suggesting, among other things that geniuses were not invariably* lovable. However, it was all the better if there was an element that would make tutoring* absorbing*: he
had perhaps taken too much for granted* that it would be dreary*. As he left the villa after
his interview, he looked up at the balcony and saw the child leaning over* it. “We shall have
great larks*!” he called up*.
Morgan hesitated a moment; then he answered, laughing: “By the time you come back I
shall have thought of something witty*!”
This made Pemberton say to himself: “After all he’s rather nice*.”
2
On the Friday he saw them all, as Mrs. Moreen had promised, for her husband had come back
and the girls and the other son were at home. Mr. Moreen had a white mustache*, a confiding*
manner and, in his buttonhole*, the ribbon* of a foreign order—bestowed*, as Pemberton
eventually learned, for services. For what services he never clearly ascertained*: this was a
point—one of a large number—that Mr. Moreen’s manner never confided*. What it emphatically did confide was that he was a man of the world. Ulick, the firstborn*, was in
visible training for the same profession—under the disadvantage as yet, however, of a
buttonhole only feebly* floral and a mustache with no pretensions to type*. The girls had
hair and figures* and manners and small fat feet, but had never been out alone. As for Mrs.
Moreen, Pemberton saw on a nearer view that her elegance was intermittent and her parts*
didn’t always match*. Her husband, as she had promised, met with enthusiasm Pemberton’s
ideas in regard* to a salary. The young man had endeavored* to make them modest, and Mr.
Moreen confided to him* that he found them positively* meager*. He further assured him that
he aspired to be intimate* with his children, to be their best friend, and that he was always
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looking out* for them. That was what he went off for, to London and other places—to look
out; and this vigilance* was the theory of life, as well as the real occupation, of the whole
family. They all looked out*, for they were very frank on the subject of its being necessary.
They desired it to be understood that they were earnest* people, and also that their fortune,
though quite adequate for earnest people, required the most* careful* administration. Mr.
Moreen, as the parent bird*, sought* sustenance for the nest*. Ulick found sustenance
mainly at the club, where Pemberton guessed that it was usually served on green cloth*. The
girls used to do up their hair and their frocks* themselves, and our young man felt appealed* to
to be glad, in regard* to Morgan’s education, that, though it must naturally be of the best, it
didn’t cost too much. After a little he was glad*, forgetting at times his own needs in the interest
inspired by the child’s nature and education and the pleasure of making* easy* terms* for him.
During the first weeks of their acquaintance* Morgan had been as puzzling* as a page
in an unknown language—altogether different from the obvious little Anglo-Saxons who
had misrepresented childhood to Pemberton. Indeed the whole* mystic* volume* in which
the boy had been bound* demanded some practice in translation*. Today, after a considerable interval, there is something phantasmagoric, like a prismatic reflection or a serial* novel, in
Pemberton’s memory of the queerness* of the Moreens. If it were not for a few tangible
tokens*—a lock* of Morgan’s hair, cut by his own hand, and the half-dozen letters he got
from him when they were separated—the whole episode and the figures peopling it would
seem too inconsequent* for anything but dreamland. The queerest* thing about them was
their success (as it appeared to him for a while at the time), for he had never seen a family
so brilliantly equipped* for failure. Wasn’t it success to have kept him so hatefully long?
Wasn’t it success to have drawn him in that first morning at déjeuner*, the Friday he
came—it was enough to make one superstitious—so that he utterly* committed* himself,
and this not by calculation or a mot d’ordre*, but by a happy instinct which made them, like
a band of gypsies, work so neatly* together? They amused him as much as if they had really
been a band of gypsies. He was still young and had not seen much of the world—his English
years had been intensely usual*; therefore the reversed conventions of the Moreens (for they
had their standards), struck him as topsyturvy*. He had encountered nothing like them at
Oxford; still less had any such note been struck* to his younger American ear during the four
years at Yale in which he had richly* supposed himself to be reacting against Puritanism*.
The reaction of the Moreens, at any rate, went ever so much further. He had thought himself
very clever that first day in hitting them all off in his mind* with the term “cosmopolite.”
Later, it seemed feeble* and colorless enough—confesedly*, helplessly provisional*.
However, when he first applied it to them he had a degree of joy—for an instructor * he
was still empirical*—as if from the apprehension that to live with them would really be to
see life. Their sociable strangeness was an intimation* of that—their chatter* of tongues,
their gaiety* and good humor, their infinite dawdling* (they were always getting themselves up*,
but it took forever, and Pemberton had once found Mr. Moreen shaving in the drawing-room*),
their French, their Italian and, in the spiced* fluency*, their cold, tough slices* of
American*. They lived on* macaroni and coffee (they had these articles prepared in perfection); but they knew recipes for a hundred other dishes. They overflowed* with music and
song, were always humming* and catching each other up*, and had a kind of professional
acquaintance with continental cities. They talked of “good places” as if they had been
strolling* players*. They had at Nice a villa, a carriage*, a piano and a banjo, and they went to
official parties. They were a perfect calendar of the “days”* of their friends, which Pemberton
knew them, when they were indisposed, to get out of bed to go to, and which made the week
larger than life when Mrs. Moreen talked of them with Paula and Amy. Their romantic
initiations* gave their new inmate at first an almost dazzling* sense of culture. Mrs. Moreen had
translated something, at some former period—an author whom it made Pemberton feel
borné* never to have heard of. They could imitate Venetian and sing Neapolitan, and when they
wanted to say something very particular they communicated with each other in an ingenious
dialect of their own—a sort of spoken cipher*, which Pemberton at first took for Volapuk*,
but which he learned to understand as he would not have understood Volapuk.
“It’s the family language—Ultramoreen,” Morgan explained to him drolly* enough; but
the boy rarely condescended* to use it himself, though he attempted colloquial Latin as if he
had been a little prelate*.
Among all the “days” with which Mrs. Moreen’s memory was taxed* she managed to
squeeze in* one of her own, which her friends sometimes forgot. But the house derived* a
frequented air from the number of fine* people who were freely named there and from
several mysterious men with foreign titles and English clothes whom Morgan called the
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princes and who, on sofas with the girls, talked French very loud, as if to show they were
saying nothing improper. Pemberton wondered how the princes could ever propose* in that
tone and so publicly: he took for granted* cynically* that this was what was desired of them.
Then he acknowledged that even for the chance of such an advantage Mrs. Moreen would
never allow* Paula and Amy to receive alone. These young ladies were not at all timid, but
it was just the safeguards that made them so graceful*. It was a houseful of Bohemians who
wanted tremendously to be Philistines*.
In one respect, however, certainly, they achieved* no rigor—they were wonderfully
amiable and ecstatic* about Morgan. It was a genuine tenderness, an artless* admiration,
equally strong in each. They even praised his beauty, which was small, and were rather
afraid of him, as if they recognised that he was of a finer* clay*. They called him a little angel
and a little prodigy and pitied* his want* of health effusively. Pemberton feared at first that
their extravagance would make him hate the boy, but before this happened he had become
extravagant himself. Later, when he had grown rather to hate the others, it was a bribe*
to patience for him that they were at any rate nice about Morgan, going on tiptoe* if they
fancied he was showing symptoms, and even giving up somebody’s “day” to procure him
a pleasure. But mixed with this was the oddest* wish to make him independent, as if they
felt that they were not good enough for him. They passed him over* to Pemberton very
much as if they wished to force a constructive adoption on the obliging* bachelor* and
shirk* altogether a responsibility. They were delighted when they perceived that Morgan
liked his preceptor*, and could think of no higher praise* for the young man. It was strange
how they contrived* to reconcile the appearance, and indeed the essential fact, of adoring the
child with their eagerness* to wash their hands of him. Did they want to get rid of* him
before he should find them out*? Pemberton was finding them out month by month. At
any rate, the boy’s relations* turned their backs* with exaggerated delicacy, as if to
escape the charge* of interfering*. Seeing in time how little he had in common with them (it
was by them he first observed it—they proclaimed it with complete humility), his preceptor*
was moved to speculate* on the mysteries of transmission, the far* jumps* of heredity.
Where his detachment from most of the things they represented had come from was more
than an observer could say—it certainly had burrowed* under two or three generations.
As for Pemberton’s own estimate* of his pupil, it was a good while before he got the
point of view, so little had he been prepared for it by the smug* young barbarians to
whom the tradition of tutorship, as hitherto* revealed to him, had been adjusted*.
Morgan was scrappy* and surprising, deficient in many properties supposed common to
the genus* and abounding* in others that were the portion only of the supernaturally
clever*. One day Pemberton made a great stride*: it cleared up* the question to perceive that
Morgan was supernaturally clever and that, though the formula was temporarily* meager*,
this would be the only assumption on which one could successfully deal with him*. He had
the general quality of a child for whom life had not been simplified* by school, a kind of
homebred* sensibility which might have been bad for himself but was charming for others,
and a whole range* of refinement and perception—little musical vibrations as taking as
picked-up* airs*—begotten* by wandering about Europe at the tail of his migratory tribe.
This might not have been an education to recommend in advance, but its results with
Morgan were as palpable as a fine* texture*. At the same time he had in his composition *
a sharp* spice* of stoicism, doubtless the fruit of having had to begin early to bear* pain, which
produced the impression of pluck* and made it of less consequence that he might have been
thought at school rather a polyglot* little beast. Pemberton indeed quickly found himself rejoicing
that school was out of the question*: in any million of boys it was probably good for all but one,
and Morgan was that millionth*. It would have made him comparative and superior—it might
have made him priggish*. Pemberton would try to be school himself—a bigger seminary
than five hundred grazing* donkeys; so that, winning no prizes, the boy would remain
unconscious and irresponsible and amusing—amusing, because, though life was already intense
in his childish nature, freshness still made there a strong draft* for jokes. It turned out* that even
in the still air* of Morgan’s various disabilities* jokes flourished greatly*. He was a pale,
lean*, acute, undeveloped* little cosmopolite, who liked intellectual gymnastics and who, also, as
regards* the behavior of mankind, had noticed more things than you might suppose, but who
nevertheless had his proper playroom of superstitions, where he smashed* a dozen toys a day.
3
At Nice once, towards evening as the pair sat resting in the open air after a walk, looking
over the sea at the pink western lights, Morgan said suddenly to his companion*: “Do you
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like it—you know, being with us all in this intimate way*?”
“My dear fellow, why should I stay if I didn’t?”
“How do I know you will stay? I’m almost sure you won’t, very long.”
“I hope you don’t mean to dismiss* me,” said Pemberton.
Morgan considered a moment, looking at the sunset. “I think if I did right I ought to.*”
“Well, I know I’m supposed to instruct you in virtue; but in that case don’t do right.”
“You’re very young—fortunately,” Morgan went on, turning to him again.
“Oh yes, compared with you!”
“Therefore, it won’t matter so much if you do lose a lot of time.”
“That’s the way to look at it,” said Pemberton accommodatingly*.
They were silent a minute; after which the boy asked; “Do you like my father and mother
very much?”
“Dear me, yes*. They’re charming people.”
Morgan received this with another silence; then, unexpectedly, familiarly, but at the same
time affectionately, he remarked: “You’re a jolly old humbug!*”
For a particular reason the words made Pemberton change color. The boy noticed* in an
instant that he had turned red*, whereupon he turned red himself and the pupil and the master
exchanged a longish* glance in which there was a consciousness of many more things than are
usually touched upon*, even tacitly, in such a relation. It produced for Pemberton an embarrassment; it raised*, in a shadowy* form, a question (this was the first glimpse* of it), which was
destined to play a singular and, as he imagined, owing* to the altogether peculiar conditions,
an unprecedented part in his intercourse* with his little companion. Later, when he found
himself talking with this small boy in a way in which few small boys could ever have been
talked with, he thought of that clumsy* moment on the bench at Nice as the dawn of an
understanding that had broadened*. Wh at had added to the clumsiness* then was that he
thought it his duty to declare to Morgan that he might abuse* him (Pemberton) as much as he
liked, but must never abuse* his parents. To this Morgan had the easy reply* that he hadn’t
dreamed of abusing them; which appeared to be true: it put Pemberton in the wrong*.
“Then why am I a humbug* for saying I think them charming?” the young man asked,
conscious of a certain rashness*.
“Well—they’re not your parents.”
“They love you better than anything in the world—never forget that,” said Pemberton.
“Is that why you like them so much?”
“They’re very kind to me,” Pemberton replied, evasively.
“You are a humbug!” laughed Morgan, passing an arm into his tutor’s. He leaned*
against him, looking off at the sea again and swinging* his long, thin legs.
“Don’t kick my shins*,” said Pemberton, while he reflected: “Hang it*, I can’t complain
of them to the child!”
“There’s another reason, too,” Morgan went on, keeping his legs still*.
“Another reason for what?”
“Besides their not being your parents.”
“I don’t understand you,” said Pemberton.
“Well, you will before long. All right!*”
Pemberton did understand, fully, before long; but he made a fight even with himself
before he confessed it. He thought it the oddest thing to have a struggle* with the child
about. He wondered he didn’t detest the child for launching* him in such a struggle. But by
the time it began the resource* of detesting the child was closed to him. Morgan was a
special case, but to know him was to accept him on his own odd terms*. Pemberton had
spent his aversion to special cases before arriving at knowledge. When at last he did arrive
he felt that he was in an extreme* predicament*. Against every interest he had attached
himself. They would have to meet* things together. Before they went home that evening, at
Nice, the boy had said, clinging to* his arm:
“Well, at any rate you’ll hang on to the last.”
“To the last?”
“Till you’re fairly beaten*.”
“You ought to be fairly beaten!” cried the young man, drawing* him closer.
4
A year after Pemberton had come to live with them Mr. and Mrs. Moreen suddenly gave up*
the villa at Nice. Pemberton had got used to suddenness*, having seen it practiced on a
considerable scale during two jerky* little tours—one in Switzerland the first summer, and
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the other late in the winter, when they all ran* down to Florence and then, at the end of ten
days, liking it much less than they had intended, straggled back* in mysterious depression. They
had returned to Nice “forever,” as they said; but this didn’t prevent them from squeezing*, one
rainy, muggy* May night, into a second-class railway-carriage—you could never tell by
which class they would travel—where Pemberton helped them to stow away* a wonderful
collection of bundles* and bags*. The explanation of this maneuver was that they had determined* to spend the summer “in some bracing* place”; but in Paris they dropped into a small
furnished apartment—a fourth floor in a third-rate* avenue, where there was a smell on the
staircase and the portier* was hateful—and passed the next four months in blank* indigence*.
The better part of this baffled* sojourn* was for the preceptor and his pupil, who, visiting the
Invalides and Notre Dame, the Conciergerie and all the museums, took a hundred remunerative*
rambles*. They learned to know their Paris, which was useful, for they came back another year
for a longer stay, the general character of which in Pemberton’s memory today mixes
pitiably and confusedly with that of the first. He sees Morgan’s shabby* knickerb ockers*—the
everlasting* pair that didn’t match* his blouse and that as he grew longer could only grow
faded*. He remembers the particular holes in his three or four pair of colored stockings.
Morgan was dear to his mother, but he never was better dressed than was absolutely
necessary—partly, no doubt, by his own fault, for he was as indifferent to his appearance as
a German philosopher. “My dear fellow, you are coming to pieces*,” Pemberton would say
to him in skeptical remonstrance*; to which the child would reply, looking at him serenely up
and down: “My dear fellow, so are you! I don’t want to cast* you in the shade.” Pemberton
could have no rejoinder* for this—the assertion so closely* represented the fact. If however the
deficiencies of his own wardrobe were a chapter by themselves he didn’t like his little charge* to
look too poor. Later he used to say: “Well, if we are poor, why, after all, shouldn’t we look it?”
and he consoled himself with thinking there was something rather elderly* and gentlemanly in
Morgan’s seediness*—it differed from the untidiness* of the urchin* who plays and spoils* his
things. He could trace perfectly the degrees by which, in proportion as her little son
confined* himself to his tutor for society, Mrs. Moreen shrewdly* forbore* to renew his
garments*. She did nothing that didn’t show, neglected him because he escaped notice, and
then, as he illustrated this clever* policy*, discouraged at home his public appearances. Her
position was logical enough—those members of her family who did show had to be showy*.
During this period and several others Pemberton was quite aware of how he and his comrade
might strike* people; wandering languidly through the Jardin des Plantes as if they had nowhere
to go, sitting, on the winter days, in the galleries of the Louvre, so splendidly ironical* to the
homeless, as if for the advantage of the calorifère*. They joked about it sometimes: it was
the sort of joke that was perfectly within the boy’s compass*. They figured themselves as
part of the vast, vague, hand-to-mouth* multitude of the enormous city and pretended they
were proud of their position in it—it showed them such a lot of life and made them conscious
of a sort of democratic brotherhood. If Pemberton could not feel a sympathy in destitution*
with his small companion (for after all, Morgan’s fond* parents would never have let him
really suffer), the boy would at least feel it with him, so it came to the same thing. He used
sometimes to wonder what people would think they were—fancy* they were looked askance*
at, as if it might be a suspected case of kidnapping*. Morgan wouldn’t be taken for a young
patrician with a preceptor*—he wasn’t smart* enough; though he might pass for his companion’s sickly* little* brother. Now and then he had a five-franc piece, and except once,
when they bought a couple of lovely neckties, one of which he made Pemberton accept, they
laid it out* scientifically in old books. It was a great day, always spent on the quays*,
rummaging* among the dusty boxes that garnish* the parapets*. These were occasions that
helped them to live, for their books ran low* very soon after the beginning of their acquaintance. Pemberton had a good many in England, but he was obliged* to write to a friend and
ask him kindly to get some fellow to give him something for them.
If the bracing* climate was untasted that summer the young man had an idea that at the
moment they were about to make a push* the cup had been dashed* from their lips by a
movement of his own. It had been his first blow-out*, as he called it, with his patrons*; his
first successful attempt (though there was little other success about it), to bring them to a
consideration of his impossible* position. As the ostensible eve of a costly journey the
moment struck* him as a good one to put in a signal protest—to present an ultimatum.
Ridiculous as it sounded he had never yet been able to compass* an uninterrupted private
interview with the elder pair or with either of them singly. They were always flanked* by
their elder children, and poor Pemberton usually had his own little charge* at his side. He
was conscious of its being a house in which the surface of one’s delicacy got rather
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smudged*; nevertheless he had kept the bloom of his scruple against announcing to Mr. and
Mrs. Moreen with publicity that he couldn’t go on longer without a little money. He was still
simple enough to suppose Ulick and Paula and Amy might not know that since his arrival he
had only had a hundred and forty francs; and he was magnanimous* enough to wish not to
compromise* their parents in their eyes. Mr. Moreen now listened to him, as he listened to
every one and to everything, like a man of the world, and seemed to appeal* to him—though
not of course too grossly*—to try and be a little more of one himself. Pemberton recognized
the importance of the character from the advantage it gave Mr. Moreen. He was not even
confused, whereas poor Pemberton was more so than there was any reason for. Neither was
he surprised—at least any more than a gentleman had to be who freely confessed himself a
little shocked*, though not, strictly, at* Pemberton.
“We must go into this, mustn’t we, dear?” he said to his wife. He assured his young
friend that the matter should have his very best attention; and he melted* into space as
elusively* as if, at the door, he were taking an inevitable but deprecatory* precedence*.
When, the next moment, Pemberton found himself alone with Mrs. Moreen it was to hear
her say: “I see, I see,” stroking the roundness of her chin* and looking as if she were only
hesitating between a dozen easy remedies. If they didn’t make their push* Mr. Moreen could
at least disappear for several days. During his absence his wife took up* the subject again
spontaneously, but her contribution to it was merely* that she had thought all the while they
were getting on* so beautifully. Pemberton’s reply to this revelation was that unless they
immediately handed* him a substantial sum he would leave them forever. He knew she
would wonder how he would get away, and for a moment expected her to inquire. She
didn’t, for which he was almost grateful to her, so little was he in a position to tell.
“You won’t, you know you won’ t—you’re too interested,” she said. “You are interested,
you know you are, you dear, kind man!” She laughed, with almost condemnatory archness*,
as if it were a reproach (but she wouldn’t insist), while she flirted* a soiled* pockethandkerchief at him.
Pemberton’s mind was fully made up to quit* the house the following week. This would
give him time to get an answer to a letter he had despatched* to England. If he did nothing
of the sort—that is, if he stayed another year and then went away only for three months—
it was not merely because before the answer to his letter came (most unsatisfactory when it
did arrive), Mr. Moreen generously presented him—again with all the precautions of a man
of the world—three hundred francs. He was exasperated to find that Mrs. Moreen was right,
that he couldn’t bear* to leave the child. This stood out clearer for the very reason that, the
night of his desperate appeal* to his patrons, he had seen fully for the first time where he was.
Wasn’t it another proof of the success with which those patrons* practiced their arts that
they had managed to avert* for so long the illuminating flash*? It descended upon Pemberton
with a luridness* which perhaps would have struck a spectator as comically excessive, after
he had returned to his little servile* room, which looked into a close* court* where a bare,
dirty opposite wall took, with the sound of shrill* clatter*, the reflection of lighted backwindows. He had simply given himself away* to a band of adventurers. The idea, the word
itself, had a sort of romantic horror for him—he had always lived on such safe* lines*. Later
it assumed a more interesting, almost a soothing*, sense: it pointed a moral, and Pemberton
could enjoy a moral. The Moreens were adventurers not merely because they didn’t pay their
debts, because they lived on society, but because their whole view of life, dim* and confused
and instinctive, like that of clever colorblind animals, was speculative and rapacious and mean*.
Oh! they were “respectable,” and that only made them more immondes*. The young man’s
analysis of them put it at last very simply—they were adventurers because they were abject*
snobs. That was the completest account of them—it was the law of their being. Even when
this truth became vivid to their ingenious inmate he remained unconscious of how much his
mind had been prepared for it by the extraordinary little boy who had now become such a
complication in his life. Much less could he then calculate on the information he was still to
owe* to the extraordinary little boy.
5
But it was during the ensuing* time that the real problem came up—the problem of how
far it was excusable to discuss the turpitude* of parents with a child of twelve, of thirteen,
of fourteen. Absolutely inexcusable and quite impossible it of course at first appeared; and
indeed the question didn’t press* for a while after Pemberton had received his three hundred
francs. They produced a sort of lull*, a relief from the sharpest* pressure. Pemberton
frugally amended* his wardrobe and even had a few francs in his pocket. He thought the
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Moreens looked at him as if he were almost too smart*, as if they ought to take care not to
spoil* him. If Mr. Moreen hadn’t been such a man of the world he would perhaps have said
something to him about his neckties*. But Mr. Moreen was always enough a man of the
world to let things pass—he had certainly shown that. It was singular* how Pemberton
guessed that Morgan, though saying nothing about it, knew something had happened. But
three hundred francs, especially when one owed* money, couldn’t last forever; and when they
were gone—the boy knew when they were gone—Morgan did say something. The party* had
returned to Nice at the beginning of the winter, but not to the charming villa*. They went
to an hotel, where they stayed* three months, and then they went to another hotel,
explaining that they had left the first because they had waited and waited and couldn’t
get the rooms they wanted. These apartments, the rooms they wanted, were generally
very splendid; but fortunately they never could get them—fortunately, I mean, for
Pemberton, who reflected always that if they had got them there would have been still less
for educational expenses. What Morgan said at last was said suddenly, irrelevantly, when
the moment came, in the middle of a lesson, and consisted of the apparently* unfeeling*
words: “You ought to filer* , you know—you really ought.”
Pemberton stared*. He had learnt enough French slang from Morgan to know that to filer
meant to go away. “Ah, my dear fellow, don’t turn me off*!”
Morgan pulled a Greek lexicon towards him (he used a Greek-German), to look out* a
word, instead of asking it of Pemberton. “You can’t go on like this, you know.”
“Like what, my boy?”
“You know they don’t pay you up,” said Morgan, blushing* and turning his leaves*.
“Don’t pay me?” Pemberton stared again and feigned* amazement*. “What on earth put
that into your head?”
“It has been there a long time,” the boy replied, continuing his search.
Pemberton was silent, then he went on: “I say, what are you hunting for*? They pay me
beautifully*.”
“I’m hunting for* the Greek for transparent* fiction,” Morgan dropped.
“Find that rather for gross* impertinence, and disabuse* your mind. What do I want of
money?”
“Oh, that’s another question!”
Pemberton hesitated—he was drawn* in different ways. The severely correct thing would
have been to tell the boy that such a matter was none of his business and bid* him go on with
his lines. But they were really too intimate for that; it was not the way he was in the habit of
treating him; there had been no reason it should be. On the other hand Morgan had quite
lighted on* the truth—he really shouldn’t be able to keep it up much longer; therefore why
not let him know one’s real motive for forsaking* him? At the same time it wasn’t decent to
abuse* to one’s pupil the family of one’s pupil; it was better to misrepresent* than to do
that. So in reply to Morgan’s last exclamation he just declared, to dismiss* the subject, that
he had received several payments.
“I say—I say!” the boy ejaculated*, laughing.
“That’s all right,” Pemberton insisted. “Give me your written rendering*.”
Morgan pushed a copybook across the table, and his companion began to read the page,
but with something running* in his head that made it no sense. Looking up after a minute or
two he found the child’s eyes fixed on him, and he saw something strange in them. Then
Morgan said: “I’m not afraid of the reality.”
“I haven’t yet seen the thing that you are afraid of—I’ll do you that justice!”
This came out with a jump* (it was perfectly true), and evidently gave Morgan a
pleasure. “I’ve thought of it a long time,” he presently* resumed*.
“Well, don’t think of it any more.”
The child appeared to comply*, and they had a comfortable and even an amusing hour.
They had a theory that they were very thorough*, and yet they seemed always to be in the amusing
part of lessons, the intervals between the tunnels, where there were waysides* and views*. Yet the
morning was brought to a violent end by Morgan’s suddenly leaning his arms on *
the table, burying* his head in them and bursting into* tears. Pemberton would have
been startled* at any rate; but he was doubly startled because, as it then occurred to him,
it was the first time he had ever seen the boy cry*. It was rather awful.
The next day, after much thought, he took a decision and, believing it to be just,
immediately acted upon it*. He cornered Mr. and Mrs. Moreen again and informed them
that if, on the spot, they didn’t pay him all they owed him, he would not only leave their
house, but would tell Morgan exactly what had brought him to it.
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“Oh, you haven’t told him?” cried Mrs. Moreen, with a pacifying hand on her welldressed bosom*.
“Without warning you?* For what do you take me?”
Mr. and Mrs. Moreen looked at each other, and Pemberton could see both that they were
relieved and that there was a certain alarm in their relief*. “My dear fellow,” Mr. Moreen
demanded, “what use can you have, leading the quiet life we all do, for such a lot of
money?”—an inquiry to which Pemberton made no answer, occupied as he was in perceiving
that what passed in the mind of his patrons was something like: “Oh, then, if we’ve felt that the
child, dear little angel*, has judged us and how he regards us, and we hav en’t been betrayed*,
he must have guessed and, in short, it’s general*!” an idea that rather stirred* up Mr.
and Mrs. Moreen, as Pemberton had desired that it should. At the same time, if he had
thought that his threat would do something towards bringing them round*, he was
disappointed to find they had taken for granted* (how little they appreciated his delicacy!)
that he had already given them away* to his pupil. There was mystic uneasiness* in their
parental breasts*, and that was the way they had accounted for it*. Nonetheless his threat
did touch them*; for if they had escaped it was only to meet a new danger. Mr. Moreen
appealed to Pemberton, as usual, as a man of the world; but his wife had recourse, for the
first time since the arrival of their inmate*, to a fine* hauteur*, reminding him that a devoted
mother, with her child, had arts that protected her against gross* misrepresentation*.
“I should misrepresent you grossly if I accused you of common honesty!” the young man
replied; but as he closed the door behind him sharply*, thinking he had not done himself
much good, while Mr. Moreen lighted another cigarette, he heard Mrs. Moreen shout after
him, more touchingly* :
“Oh, you do, you do, put the knife to one’s throat!”
The next morning, very early, she came to his room. He recognized her knock*, but he
had no hope that she brought him money; as to which he was wrong, for she had fifty francs
in her hand. She squeezed* forward in her dressing-gown*, and he received her in his own,
between his bathtub and his bed. He had been tolerably schooled* by this time to the
“foreign ways” of his hosts. Mrs. Moreen was zealous*, and when she was zealous she
didn’t care what she did; so she now sat down on his bed, his clothes being on the chairs,
and, in her preoccupation, forgot, as she glanced* round, to be ashamed* of giving him such
a nasty* room. What Mrs. Moreen was zealous about on this occasion was to persuade him
that in the first place she was very good-natured* to bring him fifty francs, and, in the
second, if he would only see it, he was really too absurd to expect to be paid. Wasn’t he paid
enough, without perpetual money—wasn’t he paid by the comfortable, luxurious home that
he enjoyed with them all, without a care, an anxiety, a solitary want*? Wasn’t he sure of his
position*, and wasn’t that everything to a young man like him, quite unknown, with
singularly little to show, the ground of whose exorbitant pretensions it was not easy to
discover? Wasn’t he paid, above all, by the delightful relation he had established* with
Morgan—quite ideal, as from master to pupil and by the simple privilege of knowing and
living with so amazingly* gifted* a child, than whom really—she meant literally* what she
said—there was no better company in Europe? Mrs. Moreen herself took to appealing to
him as a man of the world; she said “Voyons, mon cher*,” and “My dear sir, look here
now”; and urged* him to be reasonable, putting it before him that it was really a chance for
him. She spoke as if, according as he should be reasonable, he would prove* himself worthy
to be her son’s tutor and of the extraordinary confidence they had placed in him.
After all, Pemberton reflected, it was only a difference of theory, and the theory didn’t
matter much. They had hitherto gone on that of remunerated*, as now they would go on that
of gratuitous, service; but why should they have so many words about it? Mrs. Moreen,
however, continued to be convincing; sitting there with her fifty francs she talked and
repeated, as women repeat, and bored and irritated him, while he leaned* against the wall
with his hands in the pockets of his wrapper*, drawing* it together round his legs and
looking over the head of his visitor at the gray negations of his window. She wound up* with
saying: “You see I bring you a definite* proposal*.”
“A definite proposal?”
“To make our relations regular, as it were—to put them on a comfortable* footing*.”
“I see—it’s a system,” said Pemberton, “A kind of blackmail*.”
Mrs. Moreen bounded up*, which was what the young man wanted.
“What do you mean by that?”
“You practice on one’s fears—one’s fears about the child if one should go away*.”
“And, pray*, what would happen to him in that event?” demanded Mrs. Moreen, with majesty.
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“Why, he’d be alone with you.”
“And pray, with whom should a child be but with those whom he loves most?”
“If you think that, why don’t you dismiss* me?”
“Do you pretend that he loves you more than he loves us?” cried Mrs. Moreen.
“I think he ought to. I make sacrifices for him. Though I’ve heard of those you make, I
don’t see them.”
Mrs. Moreen stared* a moment; then, with emotion, she grasped* Pemberton’s hand.
“Will you make it—the sacrifice?”
Pemberton burst out* laughing. “I’ll see—I’ll do what I can—I’ll stay* a little longer. Your
calculation is just—I do hate intensely* to give him up*; I’m fond of him and he interests me
deeply*, in spite of the inconvenience* I suffer. You know my situation perfectly; I haven’t a
penny in the world, and, occupied as I am with Morgan, I’m unable to earn money.”
Mrs. Moreen tapped* her undressed arm with her folded* bank-note. “Can’t you write
articles? Can’t you translate, as I do?”
“I don’t know about translating; it’s wretchedly* paid.”
“I am glad to earn what I can,” said Mrs. Moreen virtuously, with her head high.
“You ought to tell me who you do it for.” Pemberton paused a moment, and she said
nothing; so he added: “I’ve tried to turn off* some little sketches, but the magazines won’t
have them—they’re declined* with thanks.”
“You see then you’re not such a phoenix*—to have such pretensions,” smiled his
interlocutress.
“I haven’t time to do things properly*,” Pemberton went on. Then as it came over him
that he was almost abjectly* good-natured* to give these explanations he added; “If I stay on
longer it must be on one condition—that Morgan shall know distinctly* on what footing* I
am.”
Mrs. Moreen hesitated. “Surely you don’t want to show off* to a child?”
“To show you off*, do you mean?”
Again Mrs. Moreen hesitated, but this time it was to produce* a still finer flower. “And
you talk of blackmail*!”
“You can easily prevent it,” said Pemberton.
“And you talk of practicing on fears,” Mrs. Moreen continued.
“Yes, there’s no doubt I’m a great scoundrel*.”
His visitor looked at him a moment—it was evident that she was sorely* bothered*. Then
she thrust out* her money at him. “Mr. Moreen desired me to give you this on account.”
“I’m much obliged to Mr. Moreen; but we have no account.”
“You won’t take it?”
“That leaves me more free,” said Pemberton.
“To poison my darling’s mind?” groaned* Mrs. Moreen.
“Oh, your darling’s mind!” laughed the young man.
She fixed* him a moment, and he thought she was going to break out* tormentedly,
pleadingly*: “For God’s sake, tell me what is in it!” But she checked* this impulse—another
was stronger. She pocketed the money—the crudity of the alternative was comical and
swept out* of the room with the desperate concession: “You may tell him any horror you like!”
6
A couple of days after this, during which Pemberton had delayed to profit* by Mrs.
Moreen’s permission to tell her son any horror, the two had been for a quarter of an hour
walking together in silence when the boy became sociable again with the remark: “I’ll tell
you how I know it; I know it through Zénobie.”
“Zénobie? Who in the world is she?”
“A nurse I used to have—ever so many years ago. A charming woman. I liked her
awfully*, and she liked me.”
“There’s no accounting for tastes*. What is it you know through her?”
“Why, what their idea is. She went away because they didn’t pay her. She did like me
awfully, and she stayed* two years. She told me all about it—that at last she could never
get her wages*. As soon as they saw how much she liked me they stopped giving her
anything. They thought she’d stay for nothing, out of devotion*. And she did stay ever so
long—as long as she could. She was only a poor girl. She used to send money to her
mother. At last she couldn’t afford* it any longer, and she went away in a fearful* rage* one
night—I mean of course in a rage against them. She cried over me tremendously, she
hugged* me nearly to death. She told me all about it,” Morgan repeated. “She told me it was
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their idea. So I guessed, ever so long ago, that they have had the same idea with you.”
“Zénobie was very shrewd*,” said Pemberton. “And she made you so.”
“Oh, that wasn’t Zénobie; that was nature. And experience!” Morgan laughed.
“Well, Zénobie was part of your experience.”
“Certainly I was a part of hers, poor dear!” the boy exclaimed. “And I’m a part of yours.”
“A very important part. But I don’t see how you know that I’ve been treated like
Zénobie.”
“Do you take me for an idiot?” Morgan asked. “Haven’t I been conscious of what we’ve
been through together*?”
“What we’ve been through?”
“Our privations—our dark days.”
“Oh, our days have been bright enough.”
Morgan went on in silence for a moment. Then he said: “My dear fellow, you’re a hero!”
“Well, you’re another!” Pemberton retorted*.
“No, I’m not; but I’m not a baby. I won’t stand it* any longer. You must get some
occupation that pays. I’m ashame d, I’m ashamed!” quavered* the boy in a little
passionate* voice that was very touching to Pemberton.
“We ought to go off* and live somewhere together,” said the young man.
“I’ll go like a shot* if you’ll take me.”
“I’d get some work that would keep us both afloat,” Pemberton continued.
“So would I. Why shouldn’t I work? I ain’t such a crétin*!”
“The difficulty is that your parents wouldn’t hear of it,” said Pemberton. “They would
never part with you*; they worship* the ground you tread on*. Don’t you see the proof of it?
They don’t dislike me; they wish me no harm; they’re very amiable people; but they’re
perfectly ready to treat me badly for your sake*.”
The silence in which Morgan received this graceful sophistry* struck* Pemberton somehow as expressive. After a moment Morgan repeated: “You are a hero!” Then he added:
“They leave me with you altogether. You’ve all the responsibility. They put me off on you*
from morning till night. Why, then, should they object* to my taking up with you* completely? I’d help you.”
“They’re not particularly* keen* about my being helped, and they delight in thinking of
you as theirs. They’re tremendously* proud of you.”
“I’m not proud of them. But you know that,” Morgan returned*.
“Except for the little matter we speak of they’re charming people,” said Pemberton,
not taking up* the imputation of lucidity, but wondering* greatly at the child’s own, and
especially at this fre sh* reminder* of something he had been conscious of from the first—
the strangest thing in the boy’s large little composition*, a temper, a sensibility, even a
sort of ideal, which made him privately* resent* the general quality of his kinsfolk*.
Morgan had in secret a small loftiness* which begot* an element of reflection, a
domestic scorn* not imperceptible to his companion though they never had any talk
about it), and absolutely anomalous in a juvenile nature, especially when one noted that
it had not made this nature “old-fashioned*,” as the word is of children—quaint* or
wizened* or offensive. It was as if he had been a little gentleman and had paid the
penalty by discovering that he was the only such person in the family. This comparison
didn’t make him vain*; but it could make him melancholy and a trifle* austere. When
Pemberton guessed at these young dimnesses* he saw him serious and gallant*, and was
partly drawn on* and partly checked*, as if with a scruple, by the charm of attempting
to sound* the little cool shallows* which were quickly growing deeper. When he tried to
figure* to himself the morning twilight of childhood, so as to deal with it safely, he
perceived that it was never fixed, never arrested*, that ignorance, at the instant one touched
it, was already flushing* faintly into knowledge, that there was nothing that at a given
moment you could say a clever child didn’t know. It seemed to him that he both knew too
much to imagine Morgan’s simplicity and too little to disembroil* his tangle*.
The boy paid no heed* to his last remark; he only went on: “I should have spoken to them
about their idea, as I call it, long ago, if I hadn’t been sure what they would say.”
“And what would they say?”
“Just what they said about what poor Zénobie told me—that it was a horrid, dreadful
story, that they had paid her every penny they owed* her.”
“Well, perhaps they had,” said Pemberton.
“Perhaps they’ve paid you!”
“Let us pretend they have, and n’en parlons plus*.
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“They accused her of lying and cheating*,” Morgan insisted perversely*. “That’s why I
don’t want to speak to them.”
“Lest they should accuse me, too?”
To this Morgan made no answer, and his companion, looking down at him (the boy
turned his eyes, which had filled, away), saw that he couldn’t have trusted himself to utter*.
“You’re right. Don’t squeeze* them,” Pemberton pursued. “Except for that, they are
charming people.”
“Except for their lying* and their cheating*?”
“I say—I say!*” cried Pemberton, imitating a little tone of the lad’s* which was itself
an imitation.
“We must be frank, at the last; we must come to an understanding,” said Morgan, with
the importance of the small boy who lets himself think he is arranging* great affairs—
almost playing at shipwreck* or at Indians. “I know all about everything,” he added.
“I daresay* your father has his reasons,” Pemberton observed, too vaguely, as he
was aware.
“For lying and cheating?*”
“For saving* and managing* and turning his means to the best account*. He has
plenty to do with his money. You’re an expensive family.”
“Yes, I’m very expensive,” Morgan rejoined*, in a manner which made his preceptor
burst out* laughing.
“He’s saving for you,” said Pemberton. “They think of you in everything they do.”
“He might save a little—” The boy paused. Pemberton waited to hear what. Then
Morgan brought out oddly: “A little reputation.”
“Oh, there’s plenty of that. That’s all right!”
“Enough of it for the people they know, no doubt. The people they know are awful.”
“Do you mean the princes? We mustn’t abuse* the princes.”
“Why not? They haven’t married Paula—they haven’t married Amy. They only clean out*
Ulick.”
“You do know everything!” Pemberton exclaimed.
“No, I don’t, after all. I don’t know what they live on, or how they live, or why they
live! What have they got and how did they get it? Are they rich, are they poor, or have
they a modeste aisance*? Why are they always chiveying* about—living one year like
ambassadors and the next like paupers*? Who are they, anyway, and what are they? I’ve
thought of all that—I’ve thought of a lot of things. They’re so beastly* worldly*. That’s
what I hate most—oh, I’ve seen it! All they care about is to make an appearance and to pass
for something or other. What do they want to pass for*? What do they, Mr. Pemberton?”
“You pause for a reply,” said Pemberton, treating the inquiry* as a joke, yet wondering too,
and greatly struck* with the boy’s intense, if imperfect, vision. “I haven’t the least idea.”
“And what good does it do? Haven’t I seen the way people treat them—the ‘nice’
people, the ones they want to know? They’ll take anything from them—they’ll lie down*
and be trampled on*. The nice ones hate that—they just sicken* them. You’re the only
really nice person we know.”
“Are you sure? They don’t lie down for me*!”
“Well, you shan’t lie down for them. You’ve got to go—that’s what you’ve got to do,”
said Morgan.
“And what will become of you?”
“Oh, I’m growing up. I shall get off before long. I’ll see you later.”
“You had better let me finish you,” Pemberton urged, lending himself to the child’s
extraordinarily competent attitude.
Morgan stopped in their walk, looking up at him. He had to look up much less than a
couple of years before—he had grown, in his loose leanness*, so long and high. “Finish
me?” he echoed.
“There are such a lot of jolly* things we can do together yet. I want to turn you
out*—I want you to do me credit*.”
Morgan continued to look at him. “To give you credit—do you mean?”
“My dear fellow, you’re too clever to live.”
“That’s just what I’m afraid you think. No, no; it isn’t fair—I can’t endure* it. We’ll
part next week. The sooner it’s over* the sooner to sleep*.”
“If I hear of anything—any other chance, I promise to go,” said Pemberton.
Morgan consented to consider this. “But you’ll be honest,” he demanded; “you
won’t pretend* you haven’t heard?”
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“I’m much more likely to pretend I have.”
“But what can you hear of, this way, stuck* in a hole with us? You ought to be on the
spot, to go to England—you ought to go to America.”
“One would think you were my tutor!” said Pemberton.
Morgan walked on, and after a moment he began again: “Well, now that you know that
I know and that we look at the facts and keep nothing back—it’s much more comfortable*,
isn’t it?”
“My dear boy, it’s so amusing, so interesting, that it surely will be quite impossible for
me to forego* such hours as these.”
This made Morgan stop once more. “You do keep something back. Oh, you’re not
straight*—I am!”
“Why am I not straight?”
“Oh, you’ve got your idea!”
“My idea?”
“Why, that I probably sha’n’t live, and that you can stick it out* till I’m removed*.”
“You are too clever to live!” Pemberton repeated.
“I call it a mean idea,” Morgan pursued*. “But I shall punish you by the way I hang on*.”
“Look out or I’ll poison you!” Pemberton laughed.
“I’m stronger and better every year. Haven’t you noticed that there hasn’t been a doctor
near me since you came?”
“I’m your doctor,” said the young man, taking his arm and drawing him on* again.
Morgan proceeded, and after a few steps he gave a sigh* of mingled* weariness* and
relief. “Ah, now that we look at the facts, it’s all right!”
7
They looked at the facts a good deal* after this; and one of the first consequences of
their doing so was that Pemberton stuck it out*, as it were, for the purpose. Morgan
made the facts so vivid and so droll*, and at the same time so bald and so ugly, that
there was fascination in talking them over* with him, just as there would have been
heartlessness* in leaving him alone with them. Now that they had such a number of
perceptions in common it was useless for the pair to pretend that they didn’t judge such
people; but the very judgment, and the exchange of perceptions, created another tie*.
Morgan had never been so interesting as now that he himself was made plainer* by the
sidelight of these confidences. What came out in it most was the soreness* of his characteristic pride. He had plenty of that, Pemberton felt—so much that it was perhaps well it should
have had to take some early bruises*. He would have liked his people to be gallant*, and he
had waked up too soon to the sense that they were perpetually swallowing h umblepie*. His
mother would consume any amount, and his father would consume even more than his
mother. He had a theory that Ulick had wriggled out* of an “affair”* at Nice: there had
once been a flurry* at home, a regular panic, after which they all went to bed and took
medicine, not to be accounted for on any other supposition. Morgan had a romantic
imagination, fed* by poetry and history, and he would have liked those who “bore* his
name” (as he used to say to Pemberton with the humor that made his sensitiveness manly*),
to have a proper* spirit*. But their one idea was to get in with people who didn’t want
them and to take snubs* as if they were honorable scars*. Why people didn’t want them
more he didn’t know—that was people’s own affair; after all they were not superficially
repulsive—they were a hundred times cleverer than most of the dreary* grandees*, the
“poor swells*” they rushed about* Europe to catch up with*. “After all, they are
amusing—they are!” Morgan used to say, with the wisdom of the ages. To which
Pemberton always replied; “Amusing—the great Moreen troupe*? Why, they’re altogether delightful; and if it were not for the hitch* that you and I (feeble* performers!)
make in the ensemble*, they would carry everything before them.”
What the boy couldn’t get over was that this particular blight* seemed, in a tradition
of self-respect*, so undeserved and so arbitrary. No doubt people had a right to take the
line they liked; but why should his people have liked the line of pushing* and toadying*
and lying* and cheating*? What had their forefathers*—all decent folk, so far as he knew—done
to them, or what had he done to them? Who had poisoned their blood with the fifth-rate* social
ideal, the fixed idea of making smart* acquaintances and getting into the monde chic*,
especially when it was foredoomed* to failure and exposure*? They showed so what they
were after; that was what made the people they wanted not want them. And never a
movement* of dignity, never a throb* of shame at looking each other in the face, never
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any independence or resentment* or disgust*. If his father or his brother would only
knock someone down once or twice a year! Clever as they were they never guessed* how
they appeared. They were good-natured, yes—as good-natured as Jews at the doors of
clothing-shops! But was that the model one wanted one’s family to follow? Morgan had dim*
memories* of an old grandfather, the maternal, in New York, whom he had been taken
across the ocean to see, at the age of five: a gentleman with a high neckcloth* and a good
deal of pronunciation, who wore a dress-coat in the morning, which made one wonder what
he wore in the evening, and had, or was supposed to have, “property” and something to do
with the Bible Society. It couldn’t have been but that he was a good type. Pemberton
himself remembered Mrs. Clancy, a widowed sister of Mr. Moreen’s, who was as irritating
as a moral tale and had paid a fortnight*’s visit to the family at Nice shortly after he came
to live with them. She was “pure and refined,” as Amy said, over the banjo, and had the air
of not knowing what they meant and of keeping something back*. Pemberton judged that
what she kept back was an approval of many of their ways; therefore it was to be supposed
that she too was of a good type and that Mr. and Mrs. Moreen and Ulick and Paula and
Amy might easily have been better if they would.
But that they wouldn’t was more and more perceptible from day to day. They continued
to “chivey*,” as Morgan called it, and in due time became aware of a variety of reasons for
proceeding* to Venice. They mentioned a great many of them—they were always strikingly*
frank, and had the brightest friendly chatter*, at the late foreign breakfast in especial, before
the ladies had made up* their faces, when they leaned* their arms on the table, had
something to follow the demitasse, and, in the heat of familiar discussion as to what they
“really ought” to do, fell inevitably into the languages in which they could tutoyer*. Even
Pemberton liked them, then; he could endure* even Ulick when he heard him give his little
flat* voice for the “sweet sea-city.” That was what made him have a sneaking* kindness*
for them—that they were so out* of the workaday* world and kept him so out of it*. The
summer had waned* when, with cries of ecstasy, they all passed out on the balcony that
overhung* the Grand Canal; the sunsets were splendid—the Dorringtons had arrived. The
Dorringtons were the only reason they had not talked of at breakfast; but the reasons that
they didn’t talk of at breakfast always came out in the end. The Dorringtons, on the other
hand, came out very little; or else*, when they did, they stayed—always natural—for hours,
during which periods Mrs. Moreen and the girls sometimes called at their hotel (to see if
they had returned) as many as three times running*. The gondola was for the ladies; for in
Venice too there were “days,” which Mrs. Moreen knew in their order an hour after she
arrived. She immediately took one herself, to which the Dorringtons never came, though on
a certain occasion when Pemberton and his pupil were together at St. Mark’s—where,
taking the best walks they had ever had and haunting* a hundred churches, they spent a
great deal of time—they saw the old lord turn up with Mr. Moreen and Ulick, who showed
him the dim basilica as if it belonged to them. Pemberton noted how much less, among
its curiosities, Lord Dorrington carried himself as a man of the world; wondering too
whether, for such services, his companions took a fee* from him. The autumn, at any rate* ,
waned*, the Dorringtons departed, and Lord Verschoyle, the eldest son, had proposed*
neither for Amy nor for Paula.
One sad November day, while the wind roared* round the old palace and the rain lashed*
the lagoon*, Pemberton, for exercise and even somewhat for warmth (the Moreens were horribly
frugal about fires—it was a cause of suffering to their inmate*), walked up and down the big
bare sala with his pupil. The scagliola* floor was cold, the high battered* casements* shook in
the storm, and the stately* decay of the place was unrelieved* by a particle of furniture.
Pemberton’s spirits were low*, and it came over him that the fortune of the Moreens was
now even lower. A blast* of desolation, a prophecy of disaster and disgrace* , seemed to
draw through* the comfortless* hall. Mr. Moreen and Ulick were in the Piazza, looking out
for something, strolling drearily*, in mackintoshes*, under the arcades*; but still, in spite of
mackintoshes, unmistakable men of the world. Paula and Amy were in bed—it might have
been thought they were staying there to keep warm. Pemberton looked askance* at the boy
at his side, to see to what extent he was conscious of these portents. But Morgan, luckily for
him, was now mainly conscious of growing taller and stronger and indeed of being in his
fifteenth year. This fact was intensely interesting to him—it was the basis of a private
theory (which, however, he had imparted to his tutor) that in a little while he should stand
on his own feet*. He considered that the situation would change—that, in short, he should
be “finished,” grown up, producible in the world of affairs* and ready to prove himself of
sterling* ability*. Sharply as he was capable, at times, of questioning* his circum-
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stances, there were happy hours when he was as superficial as a child; the proof of
which was his fundamental assumption that he should p resently go to Oxford, to
Pemberton’s college, and, aided and abetted* by Pemberton, do the most wonderful
things. It vexed* Pemberton to see how little, in such a project, h e took account of
ways and means: on other matters he was so skeptical about them. Pemberton tried to
imagine the Moreens at Oxford, and fortunately failed*; yet unless they were to remove*
there as a family there would be no modus vivendi for Morgan. How could he live without
an allowance*, and where was the allowance to come from? He (Pemberton) might live on
Morgan; but how could Morgan live on him? What was to become of him anyhow?
Somehow, the fact that he was a big boy now, with better prospects* of health, made the
question of his future more difficult. So long as he was frail* the consideration that he
inspired seemed enough of an answer to it. But at the bottom of Pemberton’s heart was the
recognition of his probably being strong enough to live and not strong enough to thrive*. He
himself, at any rate*, was in a period of natural, boyish rosiness* about all this, so that the
beating* of the tempest seemed to him only the voice of life and the challenge of fate. He had
on his shabby* little* overcoat, with the collar up, but he was enjoying his walk.
It was interrupted at last by the appearance of his mother at the end of the sala. She
beckoned* to Morgan to come to her, and while Pemberton saw him, complacent, pass down*
the long vista*, over the damp* false marble, he wondered what was in the air*. Mrs.
Moreen said a word to the boy and made him go into the room she had quitted*. Then,
having closed the door after him, she directed her steps swiftly* to Pemberton. There was
something in the air, but his wildest* flight* of fancy wouldn’t have suggested what it
proved to be. She signified that she had made a pretext to get Morgan out of the way, and
then she inquired—without hesitation—if the young man could lend her* sixty francs.
While, before bursting* into a laugh, he stared at her with surprise, she declared* that she
was awfully* pressed* for the money; she was desperate for it—it would save her life.
“Dear lady, c’est trop fort*!” Pemberton laughed. “Where in the world do you suppose
I should get sixty francs, du train dont vous allez*?”
“I thought you worked—wrote things; don’t they pay you?”
“Not a penny.”
“Are you such a fool as to work for nothing?”
“You ought surely to know that.”
Mrs. Moreen stared* an instant, then she colored a little. Pemberton saw she had quite
forgotten the terms—if “terms”* they could be called—that he had ended by accepting
from herself; they had burdened* her memory as little as her conscience. “Oh, yes, I see
what you mean—you have been very nice about that; but why go back to it so often?” She
had been perfectly urbane* with him ever since the rough* scene of explanation in his
room, the morning he made her accept his “terms”—the necessity of his making his case
known to Morgan. She had felt no resentment*, after seeing that there was no danger of
Morgan’s taking the matter up with her. Indeed*, attributing this immunity to the good
taste of his influence with the boy, she had once said to Pemberton: “My dear fellow; it’s
an immense comfort* you’re a gentleman.” She repeated this, in substance, now. “Of
course you’re a gentleman—that’s a bother* the less!” Pemberton reminded her that he
had not “gone back” to anything; and she also repeated her prayer that, somewhere and
somehow, he would f ind her sixty francs. He took the liberty of declaring that if he could find
them it wouldn’t be to lend them to her—as to which he consciously did himself injustice,
knowing that if he had them he would certainly place them in her hand. He accused himself,
at bottom and with some truth, of a fantastic, demoralized sympathy with her. If misery*
made strange bedfellows* it also made strange sentiments. It was mo reover a part
of the demoralization and of the general bad effect of living with such people
that one had to make rough * retorts*, quite out of the tradition of good manners.
“Morgan, Morgan, to what pass* have I come for you?” he privately exclaimed,
while Mrs. Moreen floated voluminously* down the sala again, to liberate the
boy; groaning*, as she went, that everything was too odious.
Before the boy was liberated there came a thump* at the door communicating with the
staircase, followed by the apparition of a dripping* youth who poked in* his head. Pemberton
recognized him as the bearer* of a telegram and recognized the telegram as addressed to
himself. Morgan came back as, after glancing* at the signature (that of a friend in London),
he was reading the words: “Found jolly* job for you—engagement to coach* opulent youth
on own terms. Come immediately.” The answer, happily, was paid, and the messenger
waited. Morgan, who had drawn* near, waited too, and looked hard at Pemberton; and
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Pemberton, after a moment, having met his look, handed him the telegram. It was really by
wise looks (they knew each other so well), that, while the telegraph-boy, in his waterproof
cape, made a great puddle* on the floor, the thing was settled between them. Pemberton
wrote the answer with a pencil against the frescoed* wall, and the messenger departed. When
he had gone Pemberton said to Morgan:
“I’ll make a tremendous charge; I’ll earn a lot of money in a short time, and we’ll live on it.”
“Well, I hope the opulent youth will be stupid—he probably will—” Morgan parenthesized*, “and keep you a long time.”
“Of course, the longer he keeps* me the more we shall have for our old age.”
“But suppose they don’t pay you!” Morgan awfully suggested.
“Oh, there are not two such—!” Pemberton paused, he was on the point of using an
invidious* term. Instead of this he said “two such chances.”
Morgan flushed*—the tears came to his eyes. “Dîtes toujours*, two such rascally*
crews*!” Then, in a different tone, he added: “Happy opulent youth!”
“Not if he’s stupid!”
“Oh, they’re happier then. But you can’t have everything, can you?” the boy smiled.
Pemberton held him, his hands on his shoulders. “What will become of you, what will you
do?” He thought of Mrs. Moreen, desperate for sixty francs.
“I shall turn into a man.” And then, as if he recognized all the bearings* of Pemberton’s
allusion: “I shall get on with them better when you’re not here.”
“Ah, don’t say that—it sounds as if I set* you against them!”
“You do—the sight of you. It’s all right; you know what I mean. I shall be beautiful. I’ll
take their affairs in hand; I’ll marry my sisters.”
“You’ll marry yourself!” joked Pemberton; as high*, rather tense* pleasantry* would
evidently be the right*, or the safest, tone for their separation.
It was, however, not purely in this strain* that Morgan suddenly asked: “But I say—how
will you get to your jolly* job? You’ll have to telegraph to the opulent youth for money to
come on.”
Pemberton bethought* himself. “They won’t like that, will they?”
“Oh, look out for them!”
Then Pemberton brought out his remedy. “I’ll go to the American Consul; I’ll borrow*
some money of him—just for the few days, on the strength* of the telegram.”
Morgan was hilarious*. “Show him the telegram—then stay and keep the money!”
Pemberton entered into the joke enough to reply that, for Morgan, he was really capable
of that; but the boy, growing more serious, and to prove that he hadn’t meant what he said*, not
only hurried him off to the Consulate (since he was to start that evening, as he had wired to his
friend), but insisted on going with him. They splashed* through the tortuous perforations* and
over the humpbacked* bridges, and they passed through the Piazza, where they saw Mr.
Moreen and Ulick go into a jeweler’s shop. The Consul proved* accommodating*
(Pemberton said it wasn’t the letter, but Morgan’s grand* air), and on their way back they
went into St. Mark’s for a hushed* ten minutes. Later they took up and kept up the fun
of it to the very end; and it seemed to Pemberton a part of that fun that Mrs. Moreen,
who was very angry when he had announced to her his intention, should charge him*,
grotesquely and vulgarly, and in reference to the loan* she had vainly endeavored* to effect* ,
with bolting* lest* they should “get something out” of him. On the other hand he had to
do Mr. Moreen and Ulick the justice to recognize that when, on coming in, they heard the
cruel news, they took it like perfect men of the world.
8
When Pemberton got at work with the opulent youth, who was to be taken in hand for*
Balliol*, he found himself unable to say whether he was really an idiot or it was only, on his
own part, the long association with an intensely living little mind that made him seem so. From
Morgan he heard half-a-dozen times: the boy wrote charming young letters, a patchwork* of
tongues*, with indulgent* postscripts in the family Volapuk and, in little squares and rounds
and crannies* of the text, the drollest* illustrations—letters that he was divided between the
impulse to show his present disciple, as a kind of wasted incentive, and the sense of
something in them that was profanable by publicity. The opulent youth went up, in due
course, and failed to pass*; but it seemed to add to the presumption that brilliancy was
not expected of him all at once that his parents, condoning* the lapse*, which they goodnaturedly treated as little as possible as if it were Pemberton’s, should have sounded* the
rally* again, begged* the young coach* to keep his pupil in hand another year.
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The young coach was now in a position to lend Mrs. Moreen sixty francs, and he sent
her a postoffice order* for the amount. In return for this favor he received a frantic*,
scribbled* line from her: “Implore you to come back instantly*—Morgan dreadfully ill.”
They were on the rebound*, once more in Paris—often as Pemberton had seen them
depressed he had never seen them crushed*—and communication was therefore rapid. He wrote
to the boy to ascertain* the state of his health, but he received no answer to his letter.
Accordingly he took an abrupt leave of the opulent youth and, crossing the Channel, alighted* at
the small hotel, in the quarter* of the Champs Elysées, of which Mrs. Moreen had given him
the address. A deep if dumb* dissatisfaction* with this lady and her companions bore him
company: they couldn’t be vulgarly honest, but they could live at hotels, in velvety entresols*,
amid a smell of burnt pastilles*, in the most expensive city in Europe. When he had left
them, in Venice, it was with an irrepressible* suspicion that something was going to happen;
but the only thing that had happened was that they succeeded in getting away. “How is he?
where is he?” he asked of Mrs. Moreen; but before she could speak, these questions were
answered by the pressure round his neck of a pair of arms, in shrunken* sleeves, which were
perfectly capable of an effusive young foreign* squeeze*.
“Dreadfully ill—I don’t see it!” the young man cried. And then, to Morgan: “Why on
earth didn’t you relieve* me? Why didn’t you answer my letter?”
Mrs. Moreen declared* that when she wrote he was very bad, and Pemberton learned at
the same time from the boy that he had answered every letter he had received. This led* to
the demonstration that Pemberton’s note had been intercepted. Mrs. Moreen was prepared to
see the fact exposed, as Pemberton perceived, the moment he faced her, that she was
prepared for a good many other things. She was prepared above all to maintain* that she
had acted from a sense of duty, that she was enchanted* she had got him over, whatever they
might say; and that it was useless of him to pretend that he didn’t know, in all his bones*,
that his place at such a time was with Morgan. He had taken the boy away* from them, and
now he had no right to abandon him. He had created for himself the gravest responsibilities;
he must at least abide* by what he had done.
“Taken him away from you?” Pemberton exclaimed indignantly.
“Do it—do it, for pity’s sake*; that’s just what I want. I can’t stand* this—and such
scenes. They’re treacherous*!” These words broke from Morgan, who had intermitted* his
embrace, in a key which made Pemberton turn quickly to him, to see that he had suddenly
seated himself, was breathing with evident difficulty and was very pale.
“Now do you say he’s not ill—my precious pet*?” shouted his mother, dropping* on her
knees before him with clasped* hands, but touching him no more than if he had been a
gilded* idol. “It will pass—it’s only for an instant; but don’t say such dreadful things!”
“I’m all right—all right,” Morgan panted* to Pemberton, whom he sat looking up at with
a strange smile, his hands resting on either side on the sofa.
“Now do you pretend I’ve been treacherous*—that I’ve deceived*?” Mrs. Moreen flashed
at Pemberton as she got up
“It isn’t he says it, it’s I!” the boy returned, apparently* easier*, but sinking back against
the wall*; while Pemberton, who had sat down beside him, taking his hand, bent over him.
“Darling child, one does what one can; there are so many things to consider,” urged Mrs.
Moreen. “It’s his place—his only place. You see you think it is now.”
“Take me away*—take me away,” Morgan went on, smiling to Pemberton from his white face.
“Where shall I take you, and how—oh, how, my boy?” the young man stammered*, thinking
of the rude way* in which his friends in London held that, for his convenience, and without a
pledge* of instantaneous return, he had thrown them over; of the just resentment with which they
would already have called in a successor, and of the little help as regarded finding fresh*
employment that resided for him in the flatness* of his having failed to pass his pupil.
“Oh, we’ll settle* that. You used to talk about it,” said Morgan. “If we can only go, all the
rest’s a detail.”
“Talk about it as much as you like, but don’t think you can attempt it. Mr. Moreen would
never consent—it would be so precarious,” Pemberton’s hostess explained to him. Then to
Morgan she explained: “It would destroy our peace, it would break our hearts. Now that he’s
back it will be all the same again. You’ll have your life, your work and your freedom, and we’ll
all be happy as we used to be. You’ll bloom and grow perfectly well, and we won’t have any
more silly* experiments, will we? They’re too absurd. It’s Mr. Pemberton’s place—everyone in
his place. You in yours, your papa in his, me in mine—n’est-ce pas, chéri*? We’ll all forget how
foolish we’ve been, and we’ll have lovely times.”
She continued to talk and to surge* vaguely* about the little draped*, stuffy* salon, while
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Pemberton sat with the boy, whose color gradually came back; and she mixed up her reasons,
dropping that there were going to be changes, that the other children might scatter* (who
knew?—Paula had her ideas), and that then it might be fancied* how much the poor old parentbirds would want the little nestling*. Morgan looked at Pemberton, who wouldn’t let him move;
and Pemberton knew exactly how he felt at hearing himself called a little nestling. He admitted
that he had had one or two bad days, but he protested afresh against the iniquity* of his mother’s
having made them the ground of an appeal* to poor Pemberton. Poor Pemberton could laugh
now, apart from the comicality of Mrs. Moreen’s producing* so much philosophy for her
defense (she seemed to shake it out of her agitated petticoats, which knocked over the light gilt*
chairs), so little did the sick boy strike him as qualified to repudiate any advantage.
He himself was in for it, at any rate*. He should have Morgan on his hands again indefinitely;
though indeed he saw the lad had a private theory to produce which would be intended to smooth
this down. He was obliged to him for it in advance; but the suggested amendment* didn’t keep
his heart from sinking* a little, any more than it prevented him from accepting the prospect on
the spot*, with some confidence moreover that he would do so even better if he could have a little
supper. Mrs. Moreen threw out more hints* about the changes that were to be looked for, but she
was such a mixture of smiles and shudders* (she confessed she was very nervous), that he
couldn’t tell whether she were in high feather* or only in hysterics. If the family were really at
last going to pieces* why shouldn’t she recognize the necessity of pitching* Morgan into some
sort of lifeboat? This presumption was fostered* by the fact that they were established in
luxurious quarters in the capital of pleasure; that was exactly where they naturally would
be established in view of going to pieces*. Moreover didn’t she mention that Mr.
Moreen and the others were enjoying themselves at the opera with Mr. Granger, and
wasn’t that also precisely where one would look for them on the eve* of a smash*?
Pemberton gathered* that Mr. Granger was a rich, vacant American—a big bill with a
flurishy* heading* and no items; so that one of Paula’s “ideas” was probably that this time she
had really done it, which was indeed an unprecedented blow to the general cohesion. And if the
cohesion was to terminate what was to become of poor Pemberton? He felt quite enough bound up*
with them to figure*, to his alarm, as a floating spar* in case of a wreck*.
It was Morgan who eventually asked if no supper had been ordered for him; sitting with him
below, later, at the dim*, delayed* meal in the presence of a great deal of corded* green plush*,
a plate of ornamental biscuit and a languor* marked on the part of the waiter. Mrs. Moreen had
explained that they had been obliged to secure a room for the visitor out of the house; and
Morgan’s consolation (he offered it while Pemberton reflected on the nastiness* of lukewarm*
sauces*), proved* to be, largely, that this circumstance would facilitate their escape. He talked of
their escape (recurring to it often afterwards), as if they were making up* a “boy’s book”*
together. But he likewise* expressed his sense that there was something in the air, that the
Moreens couldn’t keep it up much longer. In point of fact*, as Pemberton was to see, they kept it up
for five or six months. All the while*, however, Morgan’s contention* was designed to cheer him. Mr.
Moreen and Ulick, whom he had met the day after his return, accepted that return like perfect men
of the world. If Paula and Amy treated it even with less formality* an allowance* was to be
made for them, inasmuch as Mr. Granger had not come to the opera after all. He had only place,
his box* at their service, with a bouquet for each of the party*; there was even one apiece*,
embittering* the thought of his profusion*, for Mr. Moreen and Ulick. “They’re all like that,” was
Morgan’s comment; “at the very last, just when we think we’ve got them fast*, we’re chucked*!”
Morgan’s comments, in these days, were more and more free; they even included a large
recognition of the extraordinary tenderness with which he had been treated while Pemberton was
away. Oh, yes, they couldn’t do enough to be nice to him, to show him they had him on their
mind and make up* for his loss. That was just what made the whole thing so sad, and him so
glad, after all, of Pemberton’s return—he had to keep thinking of their affection less, had less
sense of obligation. Pemberton laughed out at this last reason, and Morgan blushed* and said:
“You know what I mean.” Pemberton knew perfectly what he meant; but there were a good many
things it didn’t make any clearer. This episode of his second sojourn* in Paris stretched itself out*
wearily*, with their resumed readings and wanderings* and maunderings*, their
potterings* on the quays, their hauntings* of the museums, their occasional
lingerings* in the Palais Royal, when the first sharp* weather came on and there was a
comfort* in warm emanations, before Chevet’s wonderful succulent window*. Morgan
wanted to hear a great deal about the opulent youth—he took an immense interest in
him. Some of the details of his opulence—Pemberton could spare* him none of them—
evidently intensified the boy’s appreciation of all his friend had given up* to come back
to him; but in addition to the greater reciprocity established by such a renunciation he
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had always his little brooding* theory, in which there was a frivolous gaiety too, that
their long probation* was drawing* to a close*. Morgan’s conviction that the Moreens
couldn’t go on much longer kept pace* with the unexpended impetus with which, from
month to month, they did go on. Three weeks after Pemberton had rejoined them they
went on to another hotel, a dingier* one than the first; but Morgan rejoiced that his tutor
had at least still not sacrificed the advantage of a room outside. He clung* to the romantic
utility of this when the day, or rather the night, should arrive for their escape.
For the first time, in this complicated connection, Pemberton felt sore* and exasperated. It
was, as he had said to Mrs. Moreen in Venice, trop fort—everything was trop fort*. He could
neither really throw off* his blighting* burden* nor find in it the benefit of a pacified conscience
or of a rewarded* affection. He had spent all the money that he had earned in England, and he
felt that his youth was going and that he was getting nothing back for it. It was all very well for
Morgan to seem to consider that he would make up* to him for all inconveniences* by settling
himself upon him permanently—there was an irritating flaw* in such a view. He saw what the
boy had in his mind; the conception that as his friend had had the generosity to come back* to
him he must show his gratitude by giving him his life. But the poor friend didn’t desire the gift—
what could he do with Morgan’s life? Of course at the same time that Pemberton was irritated he
remembered the reason, which was very honorable to Morgan and which consisted simply of the
fact that he was perpetually making one forget that he was after all only a child. If one dealt with* him
on a different basis* one’s misadventures were one’s own fault. So Pemberton waited in a queer
confusion of yearning* and alarm for the catastrophe which was held to hang over* the house of
Moreen, of which he certainly at moments felt the symptoms brush* his cheek and as to which
he wondered much in what form it would come.
Perhaps it would take the form of dispersal*—a frightened save qui peut*, a scuttling* into selfish corners. Certainly they were less elastic than of yore*; they were
evidently looking for something they didn’t find. The Dorringtons hadn’t reappeared, the
princes had scattered*; wasn’t that the beginning of the end? Mrs. Moreen had lost her
reckoning* of the famous “days”; her social calendar was blurred*—it had turned its face to the
wall. Pemberton suspected that the great, the cruel, discomfiture* had been the extraordinary
behavior of Mr. Granger, who seemed not to know what he wanted, or, what was much worse,
what they wanted. He kept sending flowers, as if to bestrew* the path of his retreat*, which was
never the path of return. Flowers were all very well, but—Pemberton could complete the
proposition. It was now positively conspicuous* that in the long run the Moreens were a failure*;
so that the young man was almost grateful the run had not been short. Mr. Moreen, indeed, was
still occasionally able to get away* on business, and, what was more surprising, he was also able
to get back*. Ulick had no club, but you could not have discovered it from his appearance, which
was as much as ever that of a person looking at life from the window* of such an institution;
therefore Pemberton was doubly astonished at an answer he once heard him make to his mother,
in the desperate tone of a man familiar with the worst privations. Her question Pemberton had
not quite caught; it appeared to be an appeal* for a suggestion as to whom they could get to take*
Amy. “Let the devil take her!” Ulick snapped*; so that Pemberton could see that not only they
had lost their amiability, but had ceased to believe in themselves. He could also see that if Mrs.
Moreen was trying to get people to take her children she might be regarded as closing the
hatches* for the storm. But Morgan would be the last she would part with.
One winter afternoon—it was a Sunday—he and the boy walked far together in the Bois de
Boulogne. The evening was so splendid, the cold lemon-colored sunset so clear, the stream* of
carriages and pedestrians so amusing and the fascination of Paris so great, that they stayed out*
later than usual and became aware that they would have to hurry home to arrive in time for
dinner. They hurried accordingly, arm-in-arm, good-humored and hungry, agreeing that there
was nothing like Paris after all and that after all, too, that had come and gone they were not
yet sated* with innocent pleasures. When they reached the hotel they found that, though
scandalously* late, they were in time for all the dinner they were likely to sit down to.
Confusion reigned in the apartments of the Moreens (very shabby* ones this time, but the
best in the house), and before the interrupted service of the table (with objects displaced
almost as if there had been a scuffle*, and a great wine stain* from an overturned* bottle),
Pemberton could not blink* the fact* that there had been a scene of proprietary mutiny*. The
storm had come—they were all seeking refuge. The hatches* were down*—Paula and
Amy were invisible (they had never tried the most casual* art* upon Pemberton, but he
felt that they had enough of an eye to him not to wish to meet him as young ladies whose
frocks* had been confiscated), and Ulick appeared to have jumped overboard*. In a
word, the host* and his staff* had ceased to “go on” at the pace of their guests, and the air
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of embarrassed detention*, thanks to a pile of gaping* trunks in the passage, was strangely
commingled* with the air of indignant withdrawal*.
When Morgan took in all this—and he took it in very quickly—he blushed* to the roots of his
hair. He had walked, from his infancy, among difficulties and dangers, but he had never seen a
public exposure. Pemberton noticed, in a second glance* at him, that the tears had rushed* into
his eyes and that they were tears of bitter* shame. He wondered for an instant, for the boy’s
sake*, whether he might successfully pretend* not to understand. Not successfully, he felt, as
Mr. and Mrs. Moreen, dinnerless* by their extinguished* hearth*, rose before him in their little
dishonored salon, considering apparently* with much intensity what lively* capital would be next
on their list. They were not prostrate*, but they were very pale, and Mrs. Moreen had evidently
been crying. Pemberton quickly learned however that her grief was not for the loss of her dinner,
much as she usually enjoyed it, but on account of a necessity much more tragic. She lost no time
in laying* this necessity bare*, in telling him how the change had come, the bolt* had fallen, and
how they would all have to turn themselves about*. Therefore cruel as it was to them to part with
their darling she must look to him to carry a little further the influence he had so fortunately
acquired with the boy—to induce his young charge* to follow him into some modest retreat*.
They depended upon* him, in a word*, to take their delightful child temporarily under his
protection—it would leave Mr. Moreen and herself so much more free to give the proper*
attention (too little, alas! had been given), to the readjustment of their affairs*.
“We trust you—we feel that we can,” said Mrs. Moreen, slowly rubbing* her plump* white
hands and looking, with compunction*, hard* at Morgan, whose chin, not to take
liberties, her husband stroked with a tentative paternal forefinger.
“Oh, yes; we feel that we can. We trust Mr. Pemberton fully, Morgan,” Mr. Moreen conceded*.
Pemberton wondered again if he might pretend not to understand; but the idea was
painfully complicated by the immediate perception that Morgan had understood.
“Do you mean that he may take me to live with him—forever and ever?” cried the
boy. “Away, away, anywhere he likes?”
“Forever and ever? Comme vous-y-allez*!” Mr. Moreen laughed indulgently. “For
as long as Mr. Pemberton may be so good.”
“We’ve struggled*, we’ve suffered,” his wife went on; “but you’ve made him so your
own that we’ve already been through* the worst of the sacrifice.”
Morgan had turned away* from his father—he stood looking at Pemberton with a light in his
face. His blush* had died out, but something had come that was brighter and more vivid. He had
a moment of boyish joy, scarcely* mitigated by the reflection that, with this unexpected*
consecration* of his hope—too sudden and too violent; the thing was a good deal less like a
boy’s book—the “escape” was left on their* hands. The boyish joy was there for an instant, and
Pemberton was almost frightened* at the revelation of gratitude and affection that shone*
through his humiliation. When Morgan stammered* “My dear fellow, what do you say to that?”
he felt that he should say something enthusiastic. But he was still more frightened at
something else that immediately followed and that made the lad* sit down quickly on the
nearest chair. He had turned very white and had raised* his hand to his left side. They were all
three looking at him, but Mrs. Moreen was the first to bound forward*. “Ah, his darling little
heart!” she broke out*; and this time, on her knees before him and without respect for the
idol, she caught him ardently in her arms. “You walked him too far, you hurried him too
fast!” she tossed* over her shoulder at Pemberton. The boy made no protest, and the next
instant his mother, still holding him, sprang* up with her face convulsed and with the
terrified cry “Help, help! he’s going, he’s gone!” Pemberton saw, with equal horror, by
Morgan’s own stricken* face, that he was gone*. He pulled him half out of his mother’s
hands, and for a moment, while they held him together, they looked, in their dismay*, into
each other’s eyes. “He couldn’t stand it*, with his infirmity,” said Pemberton—“the shock, the
whole scene, the violent emotion.”
“But I thought he wanted to go to you!” wailed* Mrs. Moreen.
“I told you he didn’t, my dear,” argued Mr. Moreen. He was trembling all over, and he
was, in his way, as deeply affected as his wife. But, after the first, he took his bereavement*
like a man of the world.
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precipitated
(amarga)
(por mor del muchacho) / (fingir)
(sin cena) / (apagada)
/ fireplace
obviously / (animada)
(abatidos)

putting, (exponiendo)
/ (desnuda) / (rayo)
(arreglárselas cada
uno por su cuenta)
(cargo) / (retiro, refugio)
(contaban) / (en una
palabra)
necessary
situation
(frotándose) / fat
(compunción, pesadumbre, aflicción) / (grave,
dura, insensible, severa)
admitted

(Como queráis)

(luchado)
(superado)
(apartado la vista)
(sonrojo)
(apenas) / (inesperado)
exaltation
of them both
(asustado) / emitted,
irradiated
(balbuceó)

boy, young fellow
(levantado)
(inclinarse hacia adelante)
(exclamó)

shook, moved abruptly
turned up

(crispado) / dead
constern ation, (desconsuelo)
(soportarlo), bear it

(gimoteó)

grief, sorrow, (luto,
duelo, condolencia)

1. What kind of world surrounds Morgan Maureen? Is Morgan a victim of his family’s way of behaving?
2. The story avoids putting first things first throughout. Besides nature has no important part to play between persons and the psychological
and social events described from many perspectives. All this leads us to think of Morgan’s heart condition as other than strictly physical.
What other causes, apart from the physical, do you think may bring death, paralysis or put an end to Morgan Maureen’s life?
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(empapelado)

It is very seldom that mere ordinary* people like John and myself secure*
ancestral* halls* for the summer.
A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate*, I would say a haunted* house, and reach
the height* of romantic felicity—but that would be asking too much of fate!
Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer* about it.
Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted*?
John laughs at me, of course, but one expect that in marriage.
John is practical in the extreme*. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror*
of superstition, and he scoffs* openly * at any talk of things not to be felt and
seen and put down* in figures.
John is a physician, and perhaps—(I would not say it to a living soul*, of course,
but this is dead paper* and a great relief* to my mind)— perhaps that is one reason I
do not get well faster.
You see he does not believe I am sick! And what can one do?
If a physician of high standing*, and one’s own husband, assures friends and
relatives that there is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous
depression—a slight hysterical tendency*—what is one to do?
My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing! and he says the same
thing.
So I take phosphates or phosphates—whichever it is—and tonics, and journeys,
and air, and exercise, and am absolutely* forbidden to “work” until I am well again.
Personally, I disagree with their ideas.
Personally, I believe that congenial* work, with excitement and change, would do
me good.
But what is one to do?
I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal*—
having to play so sly* about it, or else meet with heavy opposition.
I sometimes fancy* that in my condition* if I had less opposition and more society
and stimulus—but John says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my
condition, and I confess it always makes me feel bad.
So I will let it alone and talk about the house.

(corriente) / rent

The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing* well back from the road,
quite three miles from the village. It makes me think of English places that you read
about, for there are hedges* and walls and gates* that lock, and lots of separate little
houses for the gardeners and people.
There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden—large and shady*, full of box*bordered paths, and lined * with long grape-covered arbors* with seats under them.
There were greenhouses*, too, but they are all broken now.
There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and coheirs,
anyhow, the place has been empty for years.
That spoils* my ghostliness*, I am afraid, but I don’t care—there is something
strange about the house—I can feel it.
I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what I felt was a
draught*, and shut* the window.
I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be so
sensitive*. I think it is due to this nervous condition*.
But John says if I feel so I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains* to
control myself—before him, at least, and that makes me very tired.
I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza* and
had roses all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz* hangings*! But
John would not hear of it.
He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room
for him if he took another.
He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir* without special direction*.
I have a schedule* prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me,

situated, located

(solariega) / (casa)
(finca) / (encantada)
(colmo)
strange
uninhabited

(sumamente) / aversion
ridicules / (sin tapujos)
estimate its value,
(convertir en)
(ser humano)
(palabras muertas ) /
ease, alleviation

reputation, (de renombre)
"hysteria" was, at the
time, a loose term
covering various
kinds of "female"
emotional disorders
—depression, anxiety, nervousness,
and so on
(ter minantemente)

pleasant

very much
(astutamente, a escondidas)
imagine / (estado de
salud)

fences / opening for entrance and exit through
a wall , (cancillas)
(umbroso) / (boje)
(surcados) / (pérgolas,
cenadores), bowers
(inver naderos)

ruins / weirdness,
(fantasmagorías)

draft, current of air
/ closed
susceptible, (sensible)
/ (estado de salud)
make efforts
veranda of a house,
(pórtico)
(tela de algodón fina
estampada y brillante
originaria de Oriente)
/ ( cortinajes)

move, go / guidance
timetable
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and so I feel basely* ungrateful not to value it more.
He said we came here solely on my account*, that I was to have perfect rest and all
the air I could get. “Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear,” said he, “and
your food somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb* all the time.” So we
took the nursery* at the top of the house.
It is a big, airy* room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways,
and air and sunshine galore*. It was nursery first and then playroom and gymnasium,
I should judge; for the windows are barred* for little children, and there are rings and
things in the walls.
The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school had used it. It is stripped off*— the
paper—in great patches* all around* the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach,
and in a great place on the other side of the room low down*. I never saw a worse
paper in my life.
One of those sprawling* flamboyant* patterns* committing every artistic sin.
It is dull* enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced* enough constantly
to irritate and provoke* study*, and when you follow the lame* certain curves for a
little distance they suddenly commit suicide—plunge* off at outrageous* angles,
destroy* themselves in unheard* of contradictions.
The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering* unclean* yellow, strangely
faded by the slow-turning sunlight.
It is a dull* yet lurid* orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint* in others.
No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this
room long.
There comes John, and I must put this away—he hates to have me write a word.
We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt like writing before, since that
first day.
I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder*
my writing as much as I please, save* lack of strength.
John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious*.
I am glad my case is not serious!
But these nervous troubles are dreadfully* depressing.
John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason* to
suffer, and that satisfies him.
Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me* so not to do my duty in any
way!
I meant to be such a help to John, such a real* rest and comfort*, and here I am a
comparative burden* already!
Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I am able—to dress and
entertain, and order things.
It is fortunate that Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!
And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.
I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me* so about this wallpaper!
At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it
get the better of me*, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give
way to such fancies.
He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead*,
and then the barred* windows, and then the gate* at the head of the stairs, and so on.
“You know the place is doing you good,” he said, “and really, dear, I don’t care
to renovate the house just for a three months’ rental.”
“Then do let me go downstairs*,” I said, “there are such pretty rooms there.”
Then he took m e i n h i s a r m s a n d c a l l e d m e a b l e s s e d l i t t l e g o o s e * ,
and said he would go down cellar*, if I wished, and have it white washed*
into the bargain*.
But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things.
It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and, of course, I would
not be so silly* as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim*.
I’m really getting quite fond of the big* room, all but that horrid* paper.
Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deep-shaded arbors*,
the riotous* old-fashioned* flowers, and bushes* and gnarly* trees.

wretchedly, (despreciable)
(únicamente por mí)

soak
children's room
well-ventilated,
(aireada)
everywhere, (a porrillo, a raudales )
(enrejadas)

(quitado, arrancado)
small areas / (en derredor)
(bien abajo, muy cerca del suelo)
(desparramados ) / color ful, (chillones) / (d iseños)
(apagado) / vividly
marked
(incitar) / (análisis) /
(derrengadas, lisiadas )
drop, (viran) / disgraceful, (atroces)
(se eliminan) / / (inauditas)
(encandecido) / (turbio), murky
(mortecino), pallid /
(encendido), vivid,
high-colored suggesting flame and
smoke / color, hue,
(tinte)

obstruct, impede
except for, (salvo)
(grave)

horribly, terribly
(motivo)

(me apena)
(auténtico) / (consuelo, alivio)
(carga), charge

(Me toma el pelo)

win an advantage
over me
bed, (armazón de la
cama)
(con barrotes, rejas) / (portillo)

(planta baja)
silly dear, (adorada
patita)
basement / (blanquearan), covered up
in addition, (por añadidura, y encima)

foolish / caprice,
desire, (antojo)
(amplia) / frightful,
(horripilante)
(cenadores, enramadas)
(profusas) / (de épocas
pasadas, de otra época) / (arbus tos)
/ knotty, (nudosos)

dock, (embarcadero)
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Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf* belonging
to the estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane* that runs down there from the house. I
always fancy I see people walking these numerous paths and arbors*, but John has
cautioned me not to give way to fancy* in the least*. He says that with my imaginative power and habit* of story-making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to
all manner of excited fancies, and that I ought to try to use my will and good sense*
to check* the tendency. So I try.
I think sometimes that if I were only well enough* to write a little it would
relieve* the press* of ideas and rest me.
But I find I get pretty tired when I try.
It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work.
When I get really well, John says, we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down* for a
long visit; but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillowcase* as to let me
have those stimulating* people about now.
I wish I could get well faster.
But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious*
influence it had*!
There is a recurrent spot* where the pattern lolls* like a broken neck and two
bulbous eyes stare* at you upside down*.
I get positively* angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness* .
Up and down* and sideways they crawl*, and those absurd, unblinking* eyes are
everywhere. There is one place where two breadths* didn’t match*, and the eyes go
all up and down the line, one a little higher than the other.
I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know
how much expression they have! I used to lie* awake as a child and get more
entertainment and terror out of blank* walls and plain* furniture than most children
could find in a toy-store.
I remember what a kindly wink* the knobs* of our big, old bureau* used to have,
and there was one chair that always seemed like a strong* friend.
I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce* I could always hop*
into that chair and be safe*.
The furniture in this room is no worse than unharmonious*, however, for we had
to bring it all from downstairs. I suppose when this was used as a playroom* they had
to take the nursery things out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages* as the
children have made here.
The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn* off in spots, and it sticketh* closer than a brother *—
they must have had perseverance* as well as hatred*.
Then the floor is scratched* and gouged* and splintered, the plaster itself is
dug out* here and there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room,
looks as if it had been through the wars*.
But I don’t mind it a bit*—only the paper.
There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl she is, and so careful of me! I must not
let her find me writing.
She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper*, and hopes* for no better profession. I verily* believe she thinks it is the writing which made me sick*!
But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.
There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding* road, and one that
just looks off over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms* and velvet
meadows*.
This wall-paper has a kind of sub-pattern* in a different shade*, a particularly
irritating one, for you can only see it in certain lights*, and not clearly then.
Out in the places where it isn’t faded* and where the sun is just so—I can see a
strange, provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about* behind that
silly* and conspicuous front design.
There’s sister on the stairs!

finished, ended
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Well, the Fourth of July is over*! The people are all gone and I am tired out. John
thought it might do me good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie
and the children down* for a week.
Of course I didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now*.
But it tired me all the same.
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way, path
bowers, (enramadas)
daydream / (en lo
más mínimo)
(tendencia, disposición)
(sensatez)
control
(lo bastante bien)
ease, diminish /
pressure

(que venga para)
pillow, cushion
(estimulante)

fatal, (nefasta)
(proyectara)
place, motif / (cuelga)
look fixedly / (boca
arriba, al revés)
(realmente ) / constant
presence
(ir y venir) / (reptan)
/ fixed
(rollos de papel) / (no
se alinearon bien)

remain in bed, (yacer )
empty / unadorned,
(sencilla, normal)
(guiño) / handles /
(cómoda)
(inquebrantable)
(feroces ) / jump on
secure, protected, (a
salvo)
(inarmónica)
(cuarto de jugar)
damages, (destrozos)
peeled / (se aferra más
más que una lapa)
(persistencia) / spite,
abhorrence, malice
(arañado ) /(escarbado como con gubia)
excavated, (horadada)
(todas las batallas)
(lo más mínimo)

(ama de casa) / (aspira)
truly / (me ha puesto
enferma)
serpentine
(olmos)
prairies
(palimpsesto, diseño
subyacente) / (tono)
(determinados tonos)
(descolorido)
(merodear, vagar de
f o r ma f u r t i v a o
emboscada), lurk
ridiculous

(a pasar, durante)
(Jennie se encarga
de todo ahora)
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John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell* in the fall.
But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and
she says he is just like John and my brother, only more so*!
Besides, it is such an undertaking* to go so far.
I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I’m
getting dreadfully fretful* and querulous*.
I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.
Of course I don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone.
And I am alone a good deal* just now*. John is kept in town very often by
serious* cases, and Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her to.
So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane*, sit on the porch under
the roses, and lie down up, here a good deal.
I’m getting really fond of the room in spite of* the wallpaper. Perhaps because of
the wallpaper.
It dwells* in my mind so!
I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down*, I believe—and follow
that pattern about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we’ll
say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been touched, and
I determine for the thousandth time that I will* follow that pointless pattern to some
sort of a conclusion.
I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing is not arranged* on
any laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that
I ever heard of.
It is repeated, of course, by the breadths*, but not otherwise.
Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated* curves and
flourishes *—a kind of “debased Romanesque*” with delirium tremens—go
waddling* up and down in isolated columns of fatuity*.
But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling* outlines* run
off in great slanting* waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing* sea-weeds in full
chase*.
The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it sees so, and I exhaust* myself
trying to distinguish the order* of its going in that direction*.
They have used a horizontal breadth* for a frieze*, and that adds wonderfully to
the confusion.
There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights fade*
and the low * sunshines directly upon it, I can almost fancy* radiation after all,—the
interminable grotesques* seem to form around a common centre and rush off* in
headlong* plunges* of equal* distraction*.
It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap* I guess.
I don’t know why I should write this.
I don’t want to.
I don’t feel able.
And I know John would think it* absurd. But I must say what I feel and think in
some way—it is such a relief*!
But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.
Half the time now I am awfully* lazy, and lie down* ever so much.
John says I mustn’t lose my strength, and has me take cod* liver oil and lots of
tonics and things, to say nothing of* ale* and wine and rare* meat.
Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick*. I tried to have a real *
earnest* reasonable talk* with him the other day, and tell him how much I wish he
would let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.
But he said I wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand* it after I got there; and I did not
make out* a very good case for myself, for I was crying before I had finished.
It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight*. Just this nervous
weakness I suppose.
And dear John gathered me up * in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and
laid* me on the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tired my head*.
He said I was his darling and his comfort* and all he had, and that I must take care
of myself for his sake*, and keep well.
He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-

internationally known
neurologist (18291914) who treate d
Gilman herself.
(más de lo mismo, un
grado más)
enterprise, (empresa,
hazaña)
impatient, uneasy /
complaining

(mucho) / (en este
momento)
(graves)
path, (alameda)

(a pesar de)
resides, inhabits,
(ocupa)
(clavada al suelo)

(deseo, es voluntad
mía)
disposed, composed,
(organizada)

(rollos de papel)
(abotargadas), swollen,
(convexas)
(rasgos, trazos) / style of
architecture, (románico)
move, (anadean) / (tontería, necedad)
spreading / (contornos)
(sesgadas) / (bamboleantes)
(fuga), pursuit
debilitate, (agoto)
(alguna constante) /
(en ese devenir)
(rollo) / (como friso:
faja de la parte inferior de la pared)
vanish
(sol poniente) /
imaginary
unharmonies / (se
precipitan)
(re pentinos) / (saltos ) /
(idéntica) / (turbación)
(siesta)

(lo vería)
alleviation

terribly / rest
(bacalao)
(amén de) / (cerveza)
/ (poco hecha)
convalescent / (de
verdad)
serious / (conversación)
(ni sería capaz de
aguantarlo)
claim, (presenté)
properly, (con claridad)
(me tomó)
placed, put / (no puedo más)
(consuelo)
benefit
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control and not let any silly* fancies run away with* me.
There’s one comfort*, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this
nursery with the horrid* wallpaper.
If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape!
Why*, I wouldn’t have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a
room for worlds*.
I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all, I can
stand* it so much easier than a baby, you see.
Of course I never mention it to them any more—I am too wise*—but I keep watch for it*
all the same*.
There are things in that wallpaper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.
Behind that outside* pattern the dim* shapes get clearer every day.
It is always the same shape, only very numerous*.
And it is like a woman stooping down * and creeping* about behind that
pattern. I don’t like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to think—I wish John would
t ake me away from here*!
It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because
he loves me so.
But I tried it last night.
It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does.
I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps* so slowly, and always comes in by one
window or another.
John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the
moonlight on that undulating* wallpaper till I felt creepy*.
The faint* figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get
out.
I got up softly* and went to feel* and see if the paper did move, and when I came
back John was awake.
“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like that—you’ll get
cold.”
I thought it was a good time to talk so I told him that I really was not gaining* here,
and that I wished he would take me away*.
“Why darling!” said he, “our lease* will be up* in three weeks, and I can’t see how
to leave before.
“The repairs* are not done at home, and I cannot possibly leave town just now. Of
course if you were in any danger, I could and would, but you really are better, dear,
whether you can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining flesh
and color, your appetite is better, I feel really much easier about you.”
“I don’t weigh* a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better
in the evening when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away!”
“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug*, “she shall be as sick as she
pleases! But now let’s improve the shining hours* by going to sleep, and talk about it
in the morning!”
“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily*.
“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice
little trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really, dear, you are
better!”
“Better in body perhaps—” I began, and stopped short*, for he sat up straight and
looked at me with such a stern*, reproachful look that I could not say another word.
“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake* and for our child’s sake, as well
as for your own, that you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There
is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and
foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you so?”
So of course I said no more on that score*, and we went to sleep before
long. He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn’t, and lay* there for hours trying
to decide whether that front * pattern and the back * pattern really did move
together or separately.
On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance* of law*,
that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.

absurd / disturb
(consuelo)
disagreeable, frightful, (horripilante)
(¡Vaya!)
(por nada del mundo)

(soportar)
(precavida) / (lo vigilo)
(de todas formas, en
cualquier caso)
foreground / faint,
indistinct
(sólo que muy repetida)
(encorvada) / crawling,
moving prone and
stealthily close to the
ground, (deslizándose)
(me llevase de aquí)

(se desliza, se arrastra sigilosamente)

(ondulante) / (escalofrío, repelús)
vague, faded

(despacio, sin hacer
ruido) / (sentir el
tacto)

making progress
(me llevara lejos)
renting period / end,
expire, (acaba
dentro de)
works, (obras, reformas)

(peso)

a tight embrace
allusion to a popular
moral poem by Isaac
Watts (1674-1748)
melancholically

(me paré en seco)
cold, serious, (terminante)
(bien)

theme, topic, subject
remained in bed,
(yacía)
(en primer término) /
(del fondo)

opposition to / nor m
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The color is hideous* enough, and unreliable* enough, and infuriating enough,
but the pattern is torturing.
You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well underway* in following,
it turns a back-somersault* and there you are. It slaps* you in the face, knocks you
down, and tramples* upon you. It is like a bad dream.
The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus*. If you can
imagine a toadstool* in joints*, an interminable string* of toadstools, budding* and
sprouting* in endless convolutions*—why, that is something like it.
That is, sometimes!
There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice
but myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes.
When the sun shoots in* through the east window—I always watch for that first,
long, straight ray*—it changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it.
That is why I watch it always.
By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t
know it was the same paper.
At night in any kind of light, in twilight*, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all
by moonlight, it becomes bars*! The outside pattern I mean, and the woman behind it
is as plain as can be*.
I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim*
sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman.
By daylight she is subdued*, quiet*. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still*.
It is so puzzling*. It keeps me quiet by the hour*.
I lie down* ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can.
Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down* for an hour after each meal.
It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don’t sleep.
And that cultivates* deceit*, for I don’t tell them I’m awake—O, no!
The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John.
He seems very queer* sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable* look.
It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis, that perhaps it is the
paper!
I have watched John when he did not know I was looking, and come into the room
suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I’ve caught him several times looking at
the paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.
She didn’t know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet
voice, with the most restrained* manner possible, what she was doing with the
paper—she turned around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—
asked me why I should frighten* her so!
Then she said that the paper stained* everything it touched, that she had found
yellow smooches* on all my clothes and John’s, and she wished we would be more
careful!
Did not that sound* innocent*? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I
am determined* that nobody shall find it out but myself!

horrible / untrustworthy ,
voluble, unpredictable ,
irregular, erratic

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see* I have something
more to expect, to look forward to*, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more
quiet* than I was.
John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said
I seemed to be flourishing* in spite of my wallpaper.
I turned it off* with a laugh*. I had no intention of telling him it was because of
the wallpaper—he would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.
I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out*. There is a week more, and I
think that will be enough.

Presently, (En este
momento)
(ilusionarme)

I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for it is so* interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a good deal in the daytime.
In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing*.
There are always new shoots* on the fungus, and new shades* of yellow all over
it. I cannot keep count of them, though I have tried conscientiously*.
It is the strangest yellow, that wallpaper! It makes me think of all
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atrás) / strikes, hits
(pisotea)
mushroom, (hongo)
(setas) / (articulados)
/ (ristra) / popping
growing / (cada uno
de los relieves que
se observa en la superficie exterior del
cerebro)

comes in, (entra)
(rayo)

half-light, (crepúsculo)
(rejas, barrotes)
(con toda claridad)
indistinct, faint, obscure
(contenida) / (inmóvil) / (quieta)
(desconcertante) /
(durante horas)
(Estoy acostada)
rest, (reposar)

(propicia) / (engaño)

strange / enigmatic

(contenida), subdued

scare, alarm
smudged, soiled
smudges, touches,
(rozaduras, manchas)
(suena) / (a ingenuo)
resolute, (resuelta)

(tranquila, callada,
inmóvil)
thriving,( rebosante,
radiante )
(despaché) / (risotada, carcajada]
(descifrado, averiguado)

(perturbador)
(vástagos, r etoños) /
(toques, tonos)
diligent and scrupulously

355

360

365

370

375

380

385

390

395

400

405

the yellow things I ever saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups*, but
o l d * f o u l * , b a d* y e l l o w t h i n g s .
But there is something else about that paper—the smell! I noticed it the moment
we came into the room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had
a week of fog and rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.
It creeps* all over the house.
I find it hovering* in the dining-room, skulking* in the parlor*, hiding in the hall,
lying in wait* for me on the stairs.
It gets into my hair.
Even when I go to ride*, if I turn my head suddenly and surprise it*—there is that
smell!
Such a peculiar* odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what
it smelled like.
It is not bad*—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest*, most enduring* odor
I ever met.
In this damp* weather it is awful, I wake up in the night and find it hanging over* me.
It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning the house—to reach*
the smell.
But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the color of
the paper! A yellow smell.
There is a very funny* mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard*. A
streak* that runs round the room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the
bed, a long, straight, even smooch*, as if it had been rubbed* over and over.
I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and
round and round—round and round and round—it makes me dizzy*!
I really have discovered something at last.
Through watching so much* at night, when it changes so*, I have finally found out.
The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman behind it shakes* it!
Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one,
and she crawls* around fast*, and her crawling* shakes it all over.
Then in the very bright spots* she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just
takes hold of the bars and shakes them hard*.
And she is all the time trying to climb through*. But nobody could climb through that pattern*
—it strangles* so; I think that is why it has so many heads*.
They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside
down, and makes their eyes white!
If those heads were covered or taken off* it would not be half so bad.
I think that woman gets out in the daytime!
And I’ll tell you why—privately*—I’ve seen her!
I can see her out of every one of my windows!
It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping*, and most women do not
creep by daylight.
I see her in that long shaded* lane*, creeping up and down. I see her in those dark
grape arbors*, creeping all around the garden.
I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping* along, and when a carriage
comes she hides under the blackberry* vines.
I don’t blame* her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be caught creeping by
daylight!
I always lock the door when I creep* by daylight. I can’t do it at night, for I know
John would suspect something at once*.
And John is so queer* now, that I don’t want to irritate him. I wish he would take
another room! Besides, I don’t want anybody to get that woman out at night but
myself.
I often wonder* if I could see her out of all the windows at once.
But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one time*.
And though I always see her, she may be able to creep faster than I can turn!
I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping* as fast as
a cloud shadow in a high wind*.
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If only that top pattern could be gotten off* from the under one! I mean to try it,
little by little.
I have found out another funny* thing, but I shan’t* tell it this time!
It does not do* to trust people too much.
There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I believe John is beginning
to notice. I don’t like the look in his eyes.
And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a
very good report* to give.
She said I slept a good deal in the daytime.
John knows I don’t sleep very well at night, for all I’m so quiet*!
He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended* to be very loving and kind.
As if I couldn’t see through him*!
Still, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months.
It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are secretly* affected by it.
Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John is to stay in town over night,
and won’t be out this evening.
Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly* thing! but I told her I should undoubtedly rest better for a night alone.
That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight and
that poor thing began to crawl* and shake the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.
I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before morning we had
peeled* off yards of that paper.
A strip* about as high as my head and half around the room.
And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me, I
declared I would finish it to-day!
We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave
things as they were before.
Jennie looked at the wall in amazement*, but I told her merrily that I did it out of
pure spite* at the vicious* thing*.
She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but I must not get tired.
How she betrayed* herself that time!
But I am here, and no person touches this paper but Me—not alive*!
She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But I said it was so quiet
and empty and clean now that I believed I would lie down* again and sleep all I
could; and not to wake me even for dinner—I would call when I woke.
So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there
is nothing left but that great bedstead* nailed down, with the canvas* mattress* we
found on it.
We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow.
I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare* again.
How those children did tear about* here!
This bedstead is fairly gnawed*!
But I must get to work.
I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path.
I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody come in, till John comes.
I want to astonish him*.
I’ve got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out,
and tries to get away, I can tie her*.
But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to stand on*!
This bed will not move!
I tried to lift and push it until I was lame*, and then I got so angry I bit off* a little
piece at one corner*—but it hurt my teeth.
Then I peeled* off all the paper I could reach standing on the floor. It sticks*
horribly and the pattern just enjoys it! All those strangled* heads and bulbous* eyes
and waddling* fungus* growths just* shriek* with derision*!
I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window
would be admirable exercise, but the bars* are too strong even to try.
Besides I wouldn’t do it. Of course not. I know well enough that a step like that is
improper and might be misconstrued*.
I don’t like to look out of the windows even—there are so many of those creeping
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women, and they creep* so fast.
I wonder if they all come out of that wallpaper as I did?
But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope*—you don’t get me out*
in the road there!
I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern* when it comes night, and that is hard!
It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around* as I please!
I don’t want to go outside. I won’t, even if Jennie asks me to.
For outside you have to creep* on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow.
B ut here I can creep smoothly* on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long
smooch* around the wall, so I cannot lose my way*.
Why there’s John at the door!
It is no use, young man, you can’t open it!
How he does call and pound*!
Now he’s crying for an axe*.
It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!
“John dear!” said I in the gentlest voice, “the key is down by the front ste ps*, under
a plantain* leaf!”
That silenced him for a few moments *.
Then he said, very quietly indeed, “Open the door, my darling!”
“I can’t,” said I. “The key is down by the front door under a plan tain leaf!”
And then I said it again, several times, very gently * and slowly, and said it so often that he
had to go and see, and he got it of course, and came in*. He stopped short* by the door*.
“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God’s sake, what are you doing!”
I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder.
“I’ve got out* at last,” said I, “in spite of you and Jane. And I’ve pulled off*
most of the paper, so you can’t put me back*!”
Now why should that man have fainted*? But he did, and right across my path
by the wall, so that I had to creep* over him every time!
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design, (designio)
(por ella)
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1.

The image of the yellow wall-paper is a central one throughout the story. The protagonist describes herself and her solitude with reference to it.
a) Trace the narrator's impressions of the wall-paper and notice how large a part the paper plays in her narration of each episode;
how her description of the paper itself changes from scene to scene; how she describes the effect the paper has on her; how
those descriptions change and how you respond to each change, each new description.
b) How do you use the changing descriptions to interpret the narrator's state of mind?
c) What feelings toward her do you have, and how do they change (or develop) as the story progresses?

2.

Notice how the surroundings narrow for the narrator, from her description of the house and its grounds on the first day to her description
of her path around the room on the final day. How has this narrowing been accomplished? What does it symbolize?

3.

The narrator and her husband disagree about her needs and her health. We feel ourselves called on to decide who is right from what
she says, e. g.: "John is a physician," the narrator tells us, "and perhaps —(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is
dead paper and a great relief to my mind)—perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster." What is meant here? Is there any
evidence that the comment is accurate?

4.

Characterize John as he is seen by the narrator. Does her attitude towards him change? Can we tell whether her characterization
of him is fair?

5.

a) What is the tone of the story's final sentence?
b) What does her explanation of the wallpaper's presence tell you about her marriage; about her feelings about herself and her
husband, and about his feelings about himself and her?

6.

a) Up to which point does the protagonist espouse a patriarchal social structure and thus an innately repressive ideology?
b) Are there any inherently oppressive individual, dual, social and cultural structures exposed?

7.

Some of what the narrator reports is fantasy (the women behind the wallpaper, for instance). Has the author so controlled the point of
view that we can always tell which details possess objective reality and which do not?

8.

Confined to a bedroom (which quickly becomes her prison) by her husband's diagnosis of "a slight hysterical tendency", the
protagonist eventually falls victim to the therapeutic efforts from an outside world bent on her "cure". The text as a whole serves
as a particularly stark illustration of the sexual forces inductive of female subjugation, while the scenario of the bedroom/cell and
the view of the outside world implicate a social repression based on gender. Specify all the possible instances by which setting
is shown to be expressive of the protagonist´s state of mind.
Is there an underlying thematic idea (central thought) about madness? Perhaps about madness in women? Can madness be liberating?

9.

10. Some critics have argued that the protagonist has fallen under the oppressive structures of the society in which she finds herself or that
her essential inner psyche has been trapped by repressive social structures. Would you agree with this view?
11. In the next-to-last paragraph the narrator says, "I've got out at last." What does she mean, and in what way (if any) does it make sense?
12. "The Yellow Wall-Paper" was long thought to be a simple 'ghost story.' Why do you think readers became aware of its social and
psychological reality only so recently?
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Day had broken cold and gray, exceedingly cold and gray, when the man turned aside
from the main Yukon* trail* and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and littletravelled trail led eastward through the fat spruce* timberland*. It was a steep bank, and
he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act to himself by looking at his watch. It was
nine o’clock. There was no sun nor hint* of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky.
It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible pall* over the face of things, a
subtle gloom* that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun. This fact
did not worry the man. He was used to the lack* of sun. It had been days since he had
seen the sun, and he knew that a few more days must pass before that cheerful orb*, due
south, should just peep* above the sky line and dip* immediately from view.
The man flung* a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon lay a mile wide
and hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as many feet of snow. It was
all pure white, rolling in gentle undulations where the ice jams* of the freeze-up had
formed. North and south, as far as his eye could see, it was unbroken white, save for a
dark hairline* that curved and twisted from around the spruce-covered island to the south,
and that curved and twisted away into the north, where it disappeared behind another
spruce-covered island. This dark hairline was the trail*—the main trail—that led south
five hundred miles to the Chilcoot Pass, Dyea*, and salt water; and that led north seventy
miles to Dawson, and still on to the north a thousand miles to Nulato, and finally to St.
Michael, on Bearing Sea, a thousand miles and half a thousand more.
But all this—the mysterious, far-reaching hairline* trail*, the absence of sun from the
sky, the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weirdness* of it all— made no
impression on the man. It was not because he was long used to it. He was a newcomer in
the land, a chechaquo*, and this was his first winter. The trouble with him was that he
was without imagination. He was quick and alert in the things of life, but only in the
things, and not in the significances. Fifty degrees below zero meant eighty-odd degrees of
frost. Such fact impressed him as being cold and uncomfortable, and that was all. It did
not lead him to meditate upon his frailty* as a creature of temperature, and upon man’s
frailty in general, able only to live within certain narrow limits of heat and cold; and from
there on it did not lead him to the conjectural* field of immortality and man’s place in the
universe. Fifty degrees below zero stood for a bite of frost* that hurt and that must be
guarded against by the use of mittens*, ear flaps, warm moccasins*, and thick socks. Fifty
degrees below zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees below zero. That there should
be anything more to it than that was a thought that never entered his head.
As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, explosive crac kle* that
startled* him. He spat again. And again, in the air, before it could fall to the snow, t he
spittle* crackled*. He knew that at fifty below spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle
had crackled in the air. Undoubtedly it was colder than fifty below—how much colder he did
not know. But the temperature did not matter. He was bound* for the old claim* on the left fork *
of Henderson Creek, where the boys were already. They had come over across the divide
from the Indian Creek country, while he had come the roundabout* way to take a look at
the possibilities of getting out logs* in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He
would be in to camp* by six o’clock; a bit after dark, it was true, but the boys would be
there, a fire would be going, and a hot supper would be ready. As for lunch, he pressed
his hand against the protruding bundle* under his jacket. It was also under his shirt,
wrapped up in a handkerchief and lying against the naked* skin. It was the only
way to keep the biscuits from freezing. He smiled agreeably to himself as he
thought of those biscuits, each cut open and sopped* in bacon grease, and each
enclosing a generous slice* of fried bacon.
He plunged in* among the big spruce trees. The trail * was faint*. A
foot* of snow had fallen since the last sled* had passed over, and he was glad he was
without a sled, traveling light. In fact, he carried nothing but the lunch wrapped* in the
handkerchief. He was surprised, however, at the cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded,
as he rubbed* his numb* nose and cheekbones with his mittened hand. He was a
warm-whiskered* man, but the hair on his face did not protect the high cheekbones
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and the eager* nose that thrust* itself aggressively into the frosty air.
At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky*, the proper wolf dog, graycoated and without any visible or temperamental difference from its brother, the wild
wolf. The animal was depressed by the tremendous cold. It knew that it was no time for
traveling. Its instinct told it a truer tale than was told to the man by the man’s judgment.
In reality, it was no merely colder than fifty below zero; it was colder than sixty below,
than seventy below. It was seventy-five below zero. Since the freezing* point is thirtytwo above zero, it meant that one hundred and seven degrees of frost* obtained. The dog
did not know anything about thermometers. Possibly in its brain there was no sharp
consciousness of a condition of very cold such as was in the man’s brain. But the brute*
had its instinct. It experienced a vague but menacing apprehension that subdued* it and
made it slink* along at the man’s heels, and that made it question eagerly every
unwonted* movement of the man as if expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter
somewhere and build a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow*
under the snow and cuddle* its warmth away from the air.
The frozen moisture* of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine powder of frost,
and especially were its jowls*, muzzle*, and eyelashes whitened by its crystalled breath.
The man’s red beard and mustache were likewise frosted*, but more solidly, the deposit
taking the form of ice and increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, the
man was chewing tobacco, and the muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was
unable to clear his chin when he expelled the juice. The result was that a crystal
beard of the color and solidity of amber was increasing its length on his chin. If he
fell down it would shatter* itself, like glass, into brittle* fragments. But he did not
mind the appendage*. It was the penalty all tobacco chewers paid in that country,
and he had been out before in two cold snaps *. They had not been so cold as this, he
knew, but by the spirit* thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had been registered
at fifty below and at fifty-five.
He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, crossed a wide flat*
of nigg er heads*, and dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of a small stream.
This was Henderson Creek, and he knew he was ten miles from the forks*. He
looked at his watch. It was ten o’clock. He was making four miles an hour, a nd he
calculated that he would arrive at the forks* at half-past twelve. He decided to
celeb rate that event by eating his lunch there.
The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping* discouragement, as the
man swung* along the creek* bed. The furrow of the old sled trail* was plainly visible,
but a dozen inches of snow covered the marks of the last runners*. In a month no man
had come up or down that silent creek. The man held steadily* on. He was not much
given to thinking, and just then particularly he had nothing to think about save* that he
would eat lunch at the forks* and that at six o’clock he would be in camp with the boys.
There was nobody to talk to; and, had there been, speech would have been impossible
because of the ice muzzle* on his mouth. So he continued monotonously to chew
tobacco and to increase the length of his amber* beard.
Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and that he had never
experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed his cheekbones and nose with the
back of his mittened* hand. He did this automatically, now and again changing hands.
But, rub as he would, the instant he stopped his cheekbones went numb, and the
following instant the end of his nose went numb*. He was sure to frost his cheeks; he
knew that, and experienced a pang* of regret that he had not devised* a nose strap* of
the sort Bud wore in cold snaps*. Such a strap passed across the cheeks, as well, and
saved them. But it didn’t matter much, after all. What were frosted* cheeks? A bit
painful, that was all; they were never serious.
Empty as the man’s mind was of thoughts, he was keenly* observant, and he noticed
the changes in the creek, the curves and bends and timber* jams*, and always he sharply
noted where he placed his feet. Once, coming around a bend, he shied abruptly*, like a
startled* horse, curved away from the place where he had been walking, and retreated
several paces back along the trail*. The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom—
no creek could contain water in that arctic winter—but he knew also that there were
springs that bubbled* out from the hillsides and ran along under the snow and on top the
ice of the creek. He knew that the coldest snaps* never froze these springs, and he knew
likewise their danger. They were traps. They hid pools of water under the snow that
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might be three inches deep, or three feet. Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick
covered them, and in turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there were alternate
layers* of water and ice skin, so that when one broke through he kept on breaking
through for a while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist.
That was why he had shied* in such panic. He had felt the give under his feet and
heard the crackle of a snow-hidden ice skin. And to get his feet wet in such a temperature
meant trouble and danger. At the very least it meant delay*, for he would be forced to
stop and build* a fire, and under its protection to bare* his feet while he dried his socks
and moccasins. He stood and studied the creek bed and its banks*, and decided that the
flow of water came from the right. He reflected awhile, rubbing* his nose and cheeks,
then skirted to the left, stepping gingerly* and testing the footing for each step. Once clear of
the danger, he took a fresh chew of tobacco and swung along at his four-mile gait*.
In the course of the next two hours he came upon several similar traps*. Usually the
snow above the hidden pools had a sunken*, candied* appearance that advertised the
danger. Once again, however, he had a close call; and once, suspecting danger, he
compelled* the dog to go on in front. The dog did not want to go. It hung back* until the
man shoved* it forward, and then it went quickly across the white, unbroken surface.
Suddenly it broke through, floundered* to one side, and got away to firmer footing. It had
wet its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately the water that clung* to it turned to ice.
It made quick efforts to lick* the ice off its legs, then dropped down in the snow and
began to bite out the ice that had formed between the toes. This was a matter of instinct.
To permit the ice to remain would mean sore* feet. It did not know this. It merely obeyed
the mysterious prompting* that arose from the deep crypts of its being. But the man knew,
having achieved a judgment on the subject, and he removed the mitten* from his right
hand and helped tear out* the ice particles. He did not expose his fingers more than a
minute, and was astonished at the swift* numbness* that smote* them. It certainly was
cold. He pulled on the mitten hastily, and beat the hand savagely across his chest.
At twelve o’clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too far south on its
winter journey to clear the horizon. The bulge* of the earth intervened between it and
Henderson Creek, where the man walked under a clear sky at noon and cast no
shadow. At half-past twelve, to the minute, he arrived at the forks* of the creek. He
was pleased at the speed he had made. If he kept it up, he would certainly be with the
boys by six. He unbuttoned his jacket and shirt and drew forth * his lunch. The action
consumed no more than a quarter of a minute, yet in that brief moment the numbness
laid hold* of the exposed fingers. He did not put the mitten on, but, instead, struck *
the fingers a dozen sharp smashes* against his leg. Then he sat down on a snowcovered log* to eat. The sting* that followed upon the striking of his fingers against
his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled*. He had had no chance to take a bite
of biscuit. He struck the fingers repeatedly and returned them to the mitten, baring *
the other hand for the purpose of eating. He tried to take a mouthful, but the ice
muzzle* prevented. He had forgotten to build a fire and thaw out*. He chuckled* at
his foolishness, and as he chuckled he noted the numbness creeping* into the exposed
fingers. Also, he noted that the stinging* which had first come to his toes when he sat
down was already passing away. He wondered whether the toes were warm or numb.
He moved them inside the moccasins and decided that they were numb*.
He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit frightened. He stamped
up and down until the stinging* returned into the feet. It certainly was cold, was his
thought. That man from Sulphur Creek had spoken the truth when telling how cold it
sometimes got in the country. And he had laughed at him at the time! That showed one
must not be too sure of things. There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode* up
and down, stamping his feet and threshing* his arms, until reassured by the returning
warmth. Then he got out matches and proceeded to make a fire. From the undergrowth*,
where high water of the previous spring had lodged* a supply of seasoned* twigs*, he got his
firewood. Working carefully from a small beginning, he soon had a roaring* fire, over
which he thawed* the ice from his face and in the protection of whi ch he ate his biscuits.
For the moment the cold of space was outwitted*. The dog took satisfaction in the fire,
stretching out close enough for warmth and far enough away to escape being singed*.
When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfortable time over a
smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the ear flaps* of his cap firmly about
his ears, and took the creek trail* up the left fork*. The dog was disappointed an d
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yearned* back toward the fire. This man did not know cold. Possibly all the generations
of his ancestry had been ignorant of cold, of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven
degrees below freezing point*. But the dog knew; all its ancestry knew, and it had
inherited the knowledge. And it knew that it was not good to walk abroad* in such fearful
cold. It was the time to lie snug* in a hole in the snow and wait for a curtain of cloud to
be drawn across the face of outer space whence* this cold came. On the other hand, there
was no keen* intimacy* between the dog and the man. The one was the toil* slave of the
other, and the only caresses it had ever received were the caresses of the whip lash and
of harsh and menacing throat sounds that threatened the whip lash*. So the dog made no
effort to communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not concerned in the welfare*
of the man; it was for its own sake that it yearned* back toward the fire. But the man
whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whip lashes, and the dog swung in* at the
man’s heels and followed after.
The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber* beard. Also, his
moist breath quickly powdered with white his mustache, eyebrows, and lashes*. There did
not seem to be so many springs on the left fork* of the Henderson, and for half an hour the
man saw no signs of any. And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs,
where the soft, unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, the man broke through.
It was not deep. He wet himself halfway to the knees before he floundered out* to the
firm crust*.
He was angry, and cursed* his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into camp with the
boys at six o’clock, and this would delay* him an hour, for he would have to build a fire
and dry out his footgear*. This was imperative at that low temperature—he knew that
much; and he turned aside to the bank, which he climbed. On top, tangled* in the
underbrush* about the trunks of several small spruce trees, was a highwater deposit of
dry firewood—sticks and twigs, principally, but also larger portions of seasoned* branches
and fine dry last year’s grasses. He threw down several large pieces on top of the snow.
This served for a foundation and prevented the young flame from drowning* itself in the
snow it otherwise would melt. The flame he got by touching a match to a small shred* of
birch* bark* that he took from his pocket. This burned even more readily* than paper.
Placing it on the foundation, he fed the young flame with wisps* of dry grass and with
the tiniest* dry twigs.
He worked slowly and carefully, keenly* aware of his danger. Gradually, as the flame
grew stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with which he fed it. He squatted* in the
snow, pulling the twigs out from their entanglement* in the brush and feeding directly to
the flame. He knew there must be no failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a man
must not fail in his first attempt to build a fire—that is, if his feet are wet. If his feet are
dry, and he fails, he can run along the trail* for half a mile and restore his circulation.
But the circulation of wet and freezing feet cannot be restored by running when it is
seventy-five below. No matter how fast he runs, the wet feet will freeze the harder.
All this the man knew. The old-timer* on Sulphur Creek had told him about it the
previous fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. Already all sensation had gone
out of his feet. To build the fire he had been forced to remove his mittens*, and the
fingers had quickly gone numb*. His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart
pumping blood to the surface of his body and to all the extremities. But the instant he
stopped, the action of the pump* eased down. The cold of space smote* the unprotected
tip of the planet, and he, being on that unprotected tip*, received the full force of the
blow. The blood of his body recoiled* before it. The blood was alive, like the dog, and
like the dog it wanted to hide away and cover itself up from the fearful cold. So long as
he walked four miles an hour, he pumped that blood, willy-nilly*, to the surface; but now
it ebbed* away and sank down into the recesses of his body. The extremities were the first
to feel its absence. His wet feet froze the faster, and his exposed fingers numbed* the
faster, though they had not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were already freezing,
while the skin of all his body chilled* as it lost its blood.
But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by the frost, for the
fire was beginning to burn with strength. He was feeding it with twigs* the size of his
finger. In another minute he would be able to feed it with branches the size of his wrist,
and then he could remove his wet footgear*, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked
feet warm by the fire, rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success.
He was safe. He remembered the advice of the old-timer* on Sulphur Creek, and smiled.
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The old-timer* had been very serious in laying down the law that no man must travel
alone in the Klondike after fifty below. Well, here he was; he had had the accident; he was
alone; and he had saved himself. Those old-timers were rather womanish*, some of them,
he thought. All a man had to do was to keep his head, and he was all right. Any man who
was a man could travel alone. But it was surprising, the rapidity with which his cheeks
and nose were freezing. And he had not thought his fingers could go lifeless* in so short
a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely make them move together to grip* a
twig*, and they seemed remote from his body and from him. When he touched a twig, he
had to look and see whether or not he had hold of it. The wires* were pretty well down
between him and his finger ends*.
All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping* and crackling* and
promising life with every dancing flame. He started to untie his moccasins. They were
coated with ice; the thick German socks were like sheaths* of iron halfway to the knees,
and the moccasin strings were like rods* of steel all twisted* and knotted* as by some
conflagration. For a moment he tugged* with his numb* fingers, then, realizing the
follow* of it, he drew his sheath knife.
But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault or, rather, his
mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce* tree. He should have built it
in the open. But it had been easier to pull the twigs from the brush and drop them directly
on the fire. Now the tree under which he had done this carried a weight of snow on its
boughs*. No wind had blown for weeks, and each bough was fully freighted*. Each time
he had pulled a twig he had communicated a slight agitation to the tree—an imperceptible
agitation, so far as he was concerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring about the
disaster. High up in the tree one bough capsized* its load of snow. This fell on the
boughs beneath, capsizing them. This process continued, spreading* out and involving
the whole tree. It grew like an avalanche, and it descended without warning upon the man
and the fire, and the fire was blotted* out! Where it had burned was a mantle* of fresh and
disordered* snow.
The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own sent ence of death.
For a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the fire had been. Then he grew very
calm. Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right. If he had only had a t rail* mate*
he would have been in no danger now. The trail mate could have built the fire. Well, it
was up to him to build the fire over again, and this second time there must be no failure.
Even if he succeeded, he would most likely lose* some toes. His feet must be badly
frozen* by now, and there would be some time before the second fire was ready.
Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He was busy all the time
they were passing through his mind. He made a new foundation* for a fire, this time in
the open, where no treacherous* tree could blot it out. Next he gathered dry grasses and tiny*
twigs from the highwater flotsam*. He could not bring his fingers together to pull them
out, but he was able to gather them by the handful. In this way he got many rotten twigs
and bits of green moss that were undesirable, but it was the best he could do. He worked
methodically, even collecting an armful of the larger branches to be used later when the fire
gathered* strength. And all the while the dog sat and watched him, a certain yearning*
wistfulness* in its eyes, for it looked upon him as the fire provider, and the fire was slow
in coming.
When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece of birch* bark*.
He knew the bark was there, and, though he could not feel it with his fingers, he could
hear its crisp rustling* as he fumbled* for it. Try as he would, he could not clutch hold of
it. And all the time, in his consciousness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet
were freezing. This thought tended to put him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept
calm. He pulled on his mittens with his teeth, and threshed* his arms back and forth,
beating his hands with all his might* against his sides. He did this sitting down, and he
stood up to do it; and all the while the dog sat in the snow, its wolf brush of a tail curled*
around warmly over its forefeet, its sharp wolf ears pricked* forward intently as
it watched the man. And the man, as he beat* and threshed* with his arms and
hands, felt a great surge* of envy as he regarded the creature that was warm and
secure in its natural covering*.
After a time he was aware of the first faraway signals of sensation in his beaten*
fingers. The faint tingling* grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging* ache* that was
excruciating*, but which the man hailed* with satisfaction. He stripped* the mitten from
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his right hand and fetched forth* the birch b ark. The exposed fingers were quickly going
numb again. Next he brought out his bunch * of sulphur matches. But the tremendous cold
had already driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort to separate one match from the
others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. He tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed.
The dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch*. He was very careful. He drove the
thought of his frezeing feet, and nose, and cheeks, out of his mind, devoting* his whole
soul to the matches. He watched, using the sense of vision in place of that of touch, and
when he saw his fingers on each side the bunch*, he closed them—that is he willed to
close them, for the wires* were down*, and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the
mitten on the right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both
mittened hands, he scooped* the bunch of matches, along with much snow, into his
lap*. Yet he was no better off.
After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels of his
mittened hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice crackled* and snapped*
when by a violent effort he opened his mouth. He drew* the lower jaw in, curled* the
upper lip out of the way, scraped* the bunch* with his upper teeth in order to separate a
match. He succeeded in getting one, which he dropped on his lap*. He was no better off.
He could not pick it up. Then he devised* a way. He picked it up in his teeth and
scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched before he succeeded in lighting it. As
it flamed he held it with his teeth to the birch bark. But the burning brimstone* went up
his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to cough spasmodically. The match fell into
the snow and went out*.
The old-timer* on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment of controlled
despair that ensued*: after fifty below, a man should travel with a partner. He beat his
hands, but failed in exciting any sensation. Suddenly he bared* both hands, removing
the mittens with his teeth. He caught the whole bunch between the heels* of his hands.
His arm muscles not being frozen enabled him to press the hand heels tightly against the
matches. Then he scratched the bunch along his leg. It flared* into flame, seventy
sulphur matches at once! There was no wind to blow them out. He kept his head to one
side to escape the strangling* fumes, and held the blazing* bunch to the birch bark. As he
so held it, he became aware of sensation in his hand. His flesh was burning. He could
smell it. Deep down below the surface he could feel it. The sensation developed into pain
that grew acute. And still he endured* it, holding the flame of the matches clumsily* to
the bark that would not light readily because his own burning hands were in the way,
absorbing most of the flame.
At last, when he could endure* no more, he jerked* his hands apart. The blazing
matches fell sizzling* into the snow, but the bitch bark was alight. He began laying dry
grasses and the tiniest* twigs on the flame. He could not pick and choose, for he had to
lift the fuel* between the heels of his hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss
clung* to the twigs, and he bit them off as well as he could with his teeth. He cherished*
the flame carefully and awkwardly. It meant life, and it must not perish. The withdrawal*
of blood from the surface of his body now made him begin to shiver*, and he grew
more awkward. A large piece of green moss* fell squarely* on the little fire. He tired to
poke* it out with his fingers, but his shivering* frame* made him poke too far, and he
disrupted the nucleus* of the little fire, the burning grasses and tiny twigs separating and
scattering*. He tried to poke* them together again, but in spite of the tenseness of the
effort, shivering got away with him*, and the twigs were hopelessly scattered*. Each
twig gushed* a puff of smoke and went out. The fire provider had failed. As he looked
apathetically about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting across the ruins of the fire
from him, in the snow, making restless, hunching* movements, slight lifting one forefoot
and then the other, shifting its weight back and forth them with wistful* eagerness *.
The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered the tale of the man,
caught in a blizzard*, who killed a steer* and crawled inside the carcass, and so was
saved. He would kill the dog and bury* his hands in the warm body until the numbness
went out of them. Then he could build another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him;
but in his voice was a strange note of fear that frightened the animal, who had never
known the man to speak in such way before. Something was the matter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger—it knew not what danger, but somewhere, somehow, in its
brain arose an apprehension of the man. It flattened* its ears down at the sound of the
man’s voice, and its restless, hunching* movements and the liftings and shiftings of its
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forefeet became more pronounced; but it would not come to the man. He got on his
hands and knees and crawled* toward the dog. This unusual posture again excited
suspicion, and the animal sidled mincingly* away.
The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calmness. Then he pulled
on his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon his feet. He glanced* down at first
in order to assure himself that he was really standing up for the absence of sensation in
his feet left him unrelated to the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the
webs of suspicion from the dog’s mind; and when he spoke peremptorily*, with the sound
of whip lashes in his voice, the dog rendered* its customary allegiance and came to him.
As it came within reaching distance the man lost his control. His arms flashed out* to
the dog, and he experienced genuine surprise when he discovered that his hands
could not clutch* that there was neither bend * nor feeling in the fingers. He had
forgotten for the moment that they were frozen and that they were freezing more
and more. All this happened quickly, and before the animal could get away, he
encircled its body with his arms. He sat down in the snow, and in this fashion held
the dog; while it snarled* and whined* and struggled*.
But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit there. He
realized that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to do it. With his helpless hands
he could neither draw nor hold his sheath knife nor throttle* the animal. He released it,
and it plunged wildly away, with tail between its legs, and still snarling*. It halted forty
feet away and surveyed him curiously, with ears sharply pricked* forward.
The man looked down at his hands in order to locate them, and found them hanging on
the ends of his arms. It struck him as curious that one should have to use his eyes in order
to find out where his hands were. He began threshing* his arms back and forth, beating
the mittened hands against his sides. He did this for five minutes, violently, and his heart
pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a stop to his shivering*. But no sensation
was aroused* in the hands. He had an impression that they hung like weights on the ends
of his arms, but when he tried to run the impression down, he could not find it.
A certain fear of death, dull* and oppressive, came to him. This fear quickly
became poignant* as he realized that it was no longer a mere matter of freezing his
fingers and toes, or of losing his hands and feet, but that it was a matter of life and death
with the chances against him. This threw him into a panic, and he turned and ran up the
creek bed along the old, dim* trail*. The dog joined in behind and kept up with him. He
ran blindly, blindly, without intention, in fear such as he had never known in his life.
Slowly, as he plowed* and floundered* through the snow, he began to see things again
the banks of the creek, the old timber jams *, the leafless aspens*, and the sky. The
running made him feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe, if he ran on, his feet would
thaw out*; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he would reach camp and the boys.
Without doubt he would lose some fingers and toes and some of his face; but the boys
would take care of him, and save the rest of him when he got there. And at the same
time there was another thought in his mind that said he would never get to the camp
and the boys; that it was too many miles away, that the freezing had too great a start
on him, and that he would soon be stiff* and dead. This thought he kept in the
background and refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed itself forward and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back and strove to think of other things.
It struck* him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that he could not
feel them when they struck* the earth and took the weight of his body. He seemed to
himself to skim* along above the surface, and to have no connection with the earth.
Somewhere he had once seen a winged Mercury*, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he
felt when skimming* over the earth.
His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one flaw* in it: he lacked
the endurance. Several times he stumbled*, and finally he tottered*, crumpled up*, and
fell*. When he tried to rise, he failed. He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he
would merely walk and keep on going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted that he
was feeling quite warm and comfortable. He was not shivering*, and it even seemed that
a warm glow* had come to this chest and trunk. And yet, when he touched his nose or
cheeks, there was no sensation. Running would not thaw* them out. Nor would it thaw out his
hands and feet. Then the thought came to him that the frozen portions of his body must be
extending. He tried to keep this thought down, to forget it, to think of something else; he was
aware of the panicky feeling that it caused, and he was afraid of the panic. B ut the thought
asserted itself, and persisted, until it produced a vision of his body totally frozen. This was
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too much, and he made another wild run along the trail*. Once he slowed down to a walk,
but the thought of the freezing extending itself made him run again.
And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell down a second time,
it curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front of him, facing him, curiously* eager* and
intent*. The warmth and security of the animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened*
down its ears appeasingly*. This time the shivering came more quickly upon the man. He
was losing in his battle with the frost. It was creeping* into his body from all sides. The
thought of it drove him on, but he ran no more than a hundred feet, when he staggered*
and pitched* headlong*. It was his last panic. When he had recovered his breath and
control, he sat up and entertained in his mind the conception of meeting death with
dignity. However, the conception did not come to him in such terms. His idea of it
was that he had been making a fool of himself, running around like a chicken with its
head cut off—such was the simile that occurred to him. Well, he was bound to freeze
anyway, and he might as well take it decently *. With this new-fount peace of mind
came the first glimmerings* of drowsiness*. A good idea, he thought, to sleep off to
death. It was like taking an anesthetic. Freezing was not so bad as people thought.
There were lots worse ways to die.
He pictured* the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found himself
with them, coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, still with them, he
came around a turn in the trail and found himself lying * in the snow. He did not
belong with himself any more, for even then he was out of himself, standing with the
boys and looking at himself in the snow. It certainly was cold, was his thought. When
he got back to the States he could tell the folks what real cold was. He drifted* on
from this to a vision of the old-timer* on Sulphur Creek. He could see him
quite clearly, warm and comfortable, and smoking a pipe.
“You were right, old hoss*; you were right,” the man mumbled to the oldtimer* of Sulphur Creek.
Then the man drowsed* off into what seemed to him the most comfortable
and satisfying sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing him and waiting.
The brief day drew to a close in a long, slow twilight *. There were no signs of
a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the dog’s experience had it known a
man to sit like that in the snow and make no fire. As the twilight* drew on *, its
eager* yearning for the fire mastered * it, and with a great lifting and shifting of
forefeet, it whined * softly, then flattened its ears down in anticipation of being
chidden* by the man. But the man remained silent. Later the dog whined loudly.
And still later it crept* close to the man and caught the scent* of death. This made the
animal bristle* and back away *. A little longer it delayed, howling* under the
stars that leaped and danced and shone brightly in the cold sky. Then it turned
and trotted up* the trail* in the direction of the camp it knew, where were the
other food providers and fire providers.
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1.

Where in the story does the man first become aware of the danger of the cold? How does this awareness affect his later actions? If he
had realized the danger earlier and more fully, what might he have done differently?

2.

In introducing the man, the narrator describes him as being "quick and alert," but "without imagination." How does this lack of imagination
mislead him? What concept of the imagination is implied here?

3.

Roughly how much of London's story is devoted to describing the setting? What details in the early part of the story make you aware of
the intense cold? What particular details make it memorable?

4.

Why is the setting important? To what extent does setting determine what happens in this story?

5.

From what point of view is London's story told? What is the effect of using this point of view?

6.

a) What advice was given by the old-timer at Sulphur Creek?
b) What was the man's reaction to this advice before he started on his journey?

7.

In "To Build a Fire" the man is never given a name. What is the effect of him being called simply "the man" throughout the story?

8.

From the evidence London gives us, what stages are involved in the process of freezing to death? What does the story gain from
London's detailed account of the man's experience with each successive stage?

9.

What are the most serious mistakes the man makes? To what factors do you attribute these errors?

10. According to the story, what is more important —physical strength or an awareness of the possible consequences of one's actions?
11. What does the story suggest about humanity's place in nature? What purpose do you think the author might have had in not giving his
character a name?
12. In "To Build a Fire," the man is hindered by his lack of imagination and his carelessness. On the other hand, he is also a victim of simple bad
luck. Which do you think is the primary cause of his demise? Select details from the story to support your position.
13. A dominant mood of this story is that of grim hopelessness. In a short essay explain some of the ways in which London builds up this mood.
For example, how does he use setting to create a sense of overwhelming isolation?
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Old Koskoosh listened greedily*. Though his sight had long since
faded*, his hearing was still acute, and the slightest sound penetrated
to the glimmering * intelligence which yet abode* behind the withered*
forehead, but which no longer gazed forth upon* the things of the
world. Ah! That was Sit-cum-to-ha, shrilly* and a nathematizing * the
dogs as she cuffed* and beat them into the harnesses *. Sit-cum-to-ha
was his daughter’s daughter, but she was too busy to waste a thought
upon her broken grandfather, sitting alone there in the snow, forlorn*
and helpless. Camp must be broken *. The long trail* waited while the
short day refused to linger*. Life called her, and the duties of life, not
death. And he was very close to death now.
The thought made the old man panicky for the mo ment, and he
stretched* forth a palsied* hand which wandered tremblingly over the
small heap* of dry wood beside him. Reassured that it was indeed there,
his hand returned to the shelter of his mangy* furs, and he again fell to
listening. The sulky* crackling of half-frozen hides* told him that the
chief’s moose-skin lodge* had been struck*, and even then was being
rammed* and jammed* into portable compass*. The chief was his son,
stalwart* and strong, headman of the tribesmen, and a mighty hunter. As
the women toiled* with the camp luggage, his voice rose, chiding* them
for their slowness. Old Koskoosh strained* his ears. It was the last time
he would hear that voice. There went Geehow’s lodge! And Tusken’s!
Seven, eight, nine, only the shaman*’s could be still standing. There!
They were at work upon it now. He could hear the shama n grunt* as he
piled it on the sled. A child whimpered*, and a woman soothed it
with soft, crooning* gutturals. Little Ko o-tee, the old man thought, a
fretful* child, and not overstrong. It would die soon, perhaps, and they
would burn a hole through the frozen tundra* and pile rocks above to
keep the wolverines* away. Well, what did it matter? A few years
at best, and as many an empty belly as a full one. And in the end,
Death waited, eve r-hungry and hungriest of them all.
What was that? Oh, the men lashing* the sleds and drawing tight the thongs* .
He listened, who would listen no more. The whiplashes* snarled* and bit among
the dogs. Hear them whine*! How they hated the work and the trail *! They
were off*! Sled after sled churned* slowly away into the silence. They
were gone. They had passed out of his life, and he faced the last bitter
hour alone. No. The snow crunched* beneath a moccasin; a man stood
beside him; upon his head a hand rested gently. His son was good to do
this thing. He remembered other old men whose sons had not waited after
the tribe. But his son had. He wandered* away into the past, till the
young man’s voice brought him back.
“It is well with you?” he asked.
And the old man answered, “It is well.”
“There be wood beside you,” the younger man continued, “and the fire
burns bright. The morning is gray, and the cold has broken*. It will snow
presently*. Even now it is snowing.”
“Aye, even now is it snowing.”
“The tribesmen hurry. Their bales* are heavy and their bellies flat*
with lack of feasting*. The trail* is long and they travel fast. I go now. It
is well?”
“It is well. I am as a last year’s leaf, clinging* lightly to the stem*. The
first breath that blows, and I fall. My voice is become like an old woman’s.
My eyes no longer show me the way of my feet, and my feet are heavy,
and I am tired. It is well.”
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He bowed* his head in content* till the last noise of the complaining
snow had died away, and he knew his son was beyond recall. Then his hand
crept out* in haste to the wood. It alone stood between him and the
eternity that yawned in* upon him. At last the measure of his life was a
handful of faggots*. One by one they would go to feed the fire, and just
so, step by step, death would creep* upon him. When the last stick had
surrendered up its heat, the frost would begin to gather strength. First his
feet would yield*, then his hands; and the numbness* would travel, slowly,
from the extremities to the body. His head would fall forward upon his
knees, and he would rest. It was easy. All men must die.
He did not complain. It was the way of life, and it was just. He had been
born close to the earth, close to the earth had he lived, and the law thereof
was not new to him. It was the law of all flesh. Nature was not kindly* to
the flesh. She had no concern* for that concrete thing called the individual.
Her interest lay* in the species, the race. This was the deepest abstraction
old Koskoosh’s barbaric mind was capable of, but he grasped* it firmly.
He saw it exemplified in all life. The rise of the sap*, the bursting*
greenness of the willow* bud*, the fall of the yellow leaf—in this alone
was told the whole history. But one task did Nature set * the individual.
Did he not perform it, he died. Did he perform it, it was all the same, he
died. Nature did not care; there were plenty who were obedient, and it
was only the obedience in this matter, not the obedient, which lived and
lived always. The tribe of Koskoosh was very old. The old men he had
known when a boy had known old men before them. Therefore it was
true that the tribe lived, that it stood for the obedience of all its members,
way down into the forgotten past, whose very resting places * were
unremembered. They did not count; they were episodes. They had passed
away like clouds from a summer sky. He also was an episode and would
pass away. Nature did not care. To life she set o ne task, gave one law. To
perpetuate was the task of life, its law was death. A maiden was a good
creature to look upon, full-breasted and strong, with spring to her step*
and light in her eyes. But her task was yet before her. The light in her
eyes brightened, her step quickened, she was now bold* with the
young men, now timid, and she gave them of her own unrest*. And
ever she grew fairer and yet fairer* to look upon, till some hunter,
able no longer to withhold* himself, took her to his lodge* to cook
and toil* for him and to become the mother of his children. And with the
coming of her offspring her looks left her. Her limbs dragged * and
shuffled*, her eyes dimmed* and bleared*, and only the little children
found joy against the withered* cheek of the old squaw* by the fire.
Her task was done. But a little while, on the first pinch* of famine or
the first long trail *, and she would be left, even as he had been left, in
the snow, with a little pile* of wood. Such was the law.
He placed a stick carefully upon the fire and resumed* his meditations.
It was the same everywhere, with all thing s. The mosquitoes vanished
with the first frost*. The little tree squirrel crawled* away to die. When
age settled upon * the rabbit it became slow and heavy and could no
longer outfoot its enemies. Even the big bald-face* grew clumsy* and blind
and quarrelsome*, in the end to be dragged down * by a handful of
yelping* huskies. He remembered how he had abandoned his own father
on an upper* reach* of the Klondike one winter, the winter before the
missionary came with his talk books and his box of medicines. Many a
time had Koskoosh smacked* his lips over the recollection of that box,
though now his mouth refused to moisten. The “painkiller*” had been
especially good. But the missionary was a bother* after all, for he brought
no meat into the camp, and he ate heartily*, and the hunters grumbled*.
But he chilled* his lungs on the divide* by the Mayo, and the dogs
afterward nosed* the stones away and fought over his bones.
Koskoosh placed another stick on the fire and harked back*
deeper into t h e p a s t . T h e r e w a s t h e t i m e o f t h e g r e a t f a m i n e *,
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when the old men crouched* empty-bellied to the fire, and
l e t f a l l f r o m t h e i r lips dim* traditions of the ancient day when the
Yukon ran wide* open for three winters, and then lay * frozen for
three summers. He had l ost his mother in that famine. In the summer
the salmon run* had failed, and the tribe looked forward to the
winter and the coming of the caribou. Then the winter came, but
with it there were no caribou. Never had the like been known, not
even in the lives of the old men. But the caribou did not come, and it
was the seventh year, and the rabbits had not replenished*, and the
dogs were naught* but bundles* of bones. And through the long
darkness the children wailed* and died, and the women, and the old
men; and not one in ten of the tribe lived to meet the sun when it
came back in the spring. That was a famine*!
But he had seen times of plenty, too, when the meat spoiled* on their
hands, and the dogs were fat and worthless with overeating—times when
they let the game go unkilled, and the women were fertile, and the lodges*
were cluttered* with sprawling* men-children and women-children. Then
it was the men became high-stomached, and revived ancient quarrels*,
and crossed the divides* to the south to kill the Pellys, and to the west that
they might sit by the dead fires of the Tananas. He remembered, when a
boy, during a time of plenty, when he saw a moose* pulled down* by the
wolves. Zing-ha lay with him in the snow and watched—Zing-ha, who
later became the craftiest* of hunters, and who, in the end, fell through an
air hole* on the Yukon. They found him, a month afterward, just as he had
crawled* halfway out and frozen stiff* to the ice.
But the moose*. Zing-ha and he had gone out that day to play at
hunting after the manner of their fathers. On the bed of the creek they
struck* the fresh track* of a moose, and with it the tracks of many wolves.
“An old one,” Zing-ha, who was quicker at reading the sign, said, “an old
one who cannot keep up with the herd*. The wolves have cut him out*
from his brothers, and they will never leave him” And it was so. It was
their way. By day and by night, never resting, snarling* on his heels,
snapping* at his nose, they would stay by him to the end. How Zing-ha
and he felt the blood lust* quicken*! The finish would be a sight to see!
Eager-footed, they took the trail*, and even he, Koskoosh, slow of sight
and an unversed* tracker*, could have followed it blind, it was so wide.
Hot* were they on the heels of the chase, reading the grim* tragedy, freshwritten, at every step. Now they came to where the moose* had made a
stand*. Thrice the length of a grown man’s body, in every direction, had
the snow been stamped about* and uptossed*. In the midst were the deep
impressions of the splay-hoofed* game, and all about, everywhere, were
the lighter footmarks of the wolves. Some, while their brothers harried*
the kill*, had lain* to one side and rested. The full-stretched impress of their
bodies in the snow was as perfect as though made the moment before. One
wolf had been caught in a wild lunge* of the maddened victim and trampled*
to death. A few bones, well picked*, bore* witness.
Again, they ceased the uplift of their snowshoes at a second stand*. Here
the great animal had fought desperately. Twice had he been dragged down* ,
as the snow attested, and twice had he shaken his assailants clear and
gained footing once more. He had done his task long since, but none the
less was life dear to him. Zing-ha said it was a strange thing, a moose
once down to get free again; but this one certainly had. The shaman*
would see signs and wonders in this when they told him.
And yet again, they came to where the moose had made to mount
the bank* and gain the timber*. But his foes* had laid on from
behind, till he reared and fell back upon them, crushing* two deep
into the snow. It was plain* the kill was at hand*, for their brothers
had left them untouched. Two more stands were hurried past, brief
in time length and very close together. The trail* was red now, and
the clean stride of the great beast had grown short* and slovenly*.
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Then they heard the first sounds of the battle—not the full-throated
chorus of the chase*, but the short, snappy* bark * which spoke of
close quarters and teeth to flesh. Crawling up the wind *, Zing-ha
bellied* it through the snow, and with him crept he, Koskoosh,
who was to be chief of the tribesmen in the years to come. Together they shoved aside* the underbranches of a young spruce*
and peered forth*. It was the end they saw.
The picture, like all of youth’s impressions, was still strong with
him, and his dim eyes watched the end played out* as vividly as in
that far-off time. Koskoosh marveled at this, for in the days which
followed, when he was a leader* of men and a head* of councilors,
he had done great deeds and made his name a curse* in the mouths
of the Pellys, to say naught* of the strange white man he had killed,
knife to knife, in open fight.
For long he pondered* on the days of his youth, till the fire died
down and the frost bit* deeper. He replenished* it with two sticks
this time, and gauged* his grip* on life by what remained. If Sitcumto-ha had only remembered her grandfather, and gathered * a larger
armful, his hours would have been longer. It would have been easy.
But she was ever a careless child, and honored not her ancestors
from the time the Beaver*, son of the son of Zing-ha, first cast*
eyes upon her. Well, what mattered it? Had he not done likewise in
his own quick * youth? For a while he listened to the silence. Pe rhaps the heart of his son might soften*, and he would come back with
the dogs to take his old father on with the tribe to where the caribou
ran thick* and the fat* hung heavy upon them.
He strained* his ears, his restless brain for the moment stilled*.
Not a stir*, nothing. He alone took breath in the midst of the
great silence. It was very lonely. Hark*! What was that? A chill*
passed over his body. The familiar, long-drawn howl * broke the
void*, and it was close at hand. Then on his darkened eyes was
projected the vision of the moose—the old bull moose—the torn *
flanks and bloody sides, the riddled* mane*, and the great branching horns, down low and tossing* to the last*. He saw the flashing forms of gray, the gleaming * eyes, the lolling* tongues, the
slavered* fangs*. And he saw the inexorable circle close in * till it
became dark point in the midst of the stamped* snow.
A c o l d m u z z l e * t h r u s t a g a i n s t h i s c h e e k , a n d a t i t s t o u c h his
s o u l leaped* back to the present. His hand shot* into the fire and
dragged* out a burning faggot*. Overcome for the nonce* by his
hereditary fear of man, the brute * retreated, raising * a prolonged
call to his brothers ; and greedily they an swered, till a ring of crouching*,
jaw-slobbering* gray was stretched round about. The old
m a n l i s tened to the drawing in * of this circle. He waved * his
h a n d w i l d l y , a n d sniffs* turned to s n a r l s * ; b u t t h e p a n t i n g *
brutes refused t o s c a t t e r * . N o w o n e w o r m e d * h i s c h e s t
forward, dragging his haunches* after, now a second,
n o w a t h i r d ; b u t n e v e r a o n e drew back*. Why should he
cling* to life? he asked, and dropped the blazing * stick*
i n t o t h e s n o w . I t s i z z l e d * a n d w e n t o u t *. T h e c i r c l e
g r u n t e d * u n e a s i l y * b u t h e l d i t s o w n *. A g a i n h e s a w t h e
last stand* of the old bull moose, and Koskoosh dropped his
head wearily* upon his knees. What did it matter after all?
Was it not the law of life?

(acoso) / sharp, brisk
/ (ladrido)
bend, (recodo)
(se arrastró)

(apartaron) / (abeto)
looked closely, (atisbó, escudriñó)
(contemplaron)

(cacique) / (jefe)
(maldición)
nothing

considered, thought
(mordió) / (echó, puso)
measured / (sostén)
collected

(Castor) / put

(veloz, fugaz)
(se ablande)

(abundaba) / (grasa)
(aguzó) / calmed
down
Not the slightest movement
Listen / (escalofrío)
(aullido)
emptiness, (la nada,
el espacio)
(rasgados)
(revuelta) / (melena)
(embistiendo) / (final)
(centelleantes) / hanging out
(babeantes) / (colmillos) / (cerrarse)
(pisoteada)
(hocico)
jumped / moved fast,
(fue disparada hacia)
took / stick / presently
beast / uttering louder
and louder
(agazapados)
(babeantes fauces)
(cerrándose) / moved
(olfateos) / (gruñidos) / (jadeantes)
disperse / proceeded
sinuously
(grupa)
(retiraba)
(aferrarse) / burning /
(palo)
(crepitó) / (se apagó)
(gruñó) / (inquieto)
(embate) / (no retrocedió )
tired, (abatido)
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The great pullman 1 was whirling* onward with such dignity of motion
that a glance* from the window see med simply to prove that the plains of Texas
were pouring* e a s t w a r d . V a s t f l a t s o f g r e e n g r a s s , d u l l - h u e d * s p a c e s o f
mesquit* and cactus, little groups of frame houses, woods of light and tender trees,
all were sweeping* into the east, sweeping over the horizon, a precipice.
A newly married pair* had boarded this coach at San Antonio. The man’s face
was reddened from many days in the wind and sun, and a direct result of his new black
clothes was that his brick-coloured hands were constantly performing in a most conscious *
fashion. From time to time he looked down respectfully at his attire*. He sat with
a hand on each knee, like a man waiting in a barber’s shop. The glances * he
devoted to other passengers were furtive and shy.
The bride* was not pretty nor was she very young. She wore a dress of blue
cashmere*, with small reservations* of velvet here and there, and with steel
buttons abounding*. She continually twisted* her head to regard her puff*
sleeves, very stiff, straight, and high. They embarrassed her. It was quite
apparent* that she had cooked, and that she expected to cook, dutifully. The
blushes* caused by the careless scrutiny of some passengers as she had entered
the car were strange to see upon this plain, under-class * countenance*, which
was drawn in placid, almost emotionless lines.
They were evidently very happy. “Ever been in a parlour-car* before?” he asked,
smiling with delight.
“No,” she answered; “I never was. It’s fine, ain’t it*?”
“Great! And then after a while we’ll go forward to the diner, and get a big lay-out* .
Finest meal in the world. Charge* a dollar.”
“Oh, do they?” cried the bride. “Charge a dollar? Why, that’s too much— for
us—ain’t it, Jack?”
“Not this trip, anyhow,” he answered bravely. “We’re going to go the whole thing *.”
Later he explained to her about the trains. “You see, it’s a thousand miles from
one end of Texas to the other; and this train runs right across it, and never stops but
four times.” He had the pride of an owner. He pointed out to her the dazzling*
fittings* of the coach; and in truth her eyes opened wider as she contemplated the
sea-green figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and glass, the wood
t h a t g l e a m ed* as darkly brilliant as the surface of a pool of oil. At one end
a bronze figure sturdily* held a support* for a separated chamber, and at
convenient places on the ceiling were frescos in olive and silver.
To the minds of the pair, their surroundings reflected the glory of their marriage
that morning in San Antonio; this was the environment of their new estate; and the
man’s face in particular beamed* with an elation* that made him appear ridiculous to
the negro porter. This individual at times surveyed* them from afar with an amused
and superior grin*. On other occasions he bullied* them with skill in ways that did
not make it exactly plain* to them that they were being bullied. He subtly used all the
manners of the most unconquerable kind of snobbery. He oppressed* them; but of
this oppression they had small knowledge, and they speedily forgot that infrequently
a number of travelers covered them with stares* of derisive enjoyment. Historically
there was supposed to be something infinitely humorous in their situation.
“We are due in Yellow Sky at 3:42” he said, looking tenderly into her eyes.
“Oh, are we?” she said, as if she had not been aware of it. To evince* surprise at
her husband’s statement was part of her wifely amiability*. She took from pocket a
little silver watch; and as she held it before her, and stared at it with a frown* of
attention, the new husband’s face shone.
‘I bought it in San Anton’ from a friend of mine,” he told her gleefully*.
“It’s seventeen minutes past twelve,” she said, looking up at him with a kind of shy
and clumsy* coquetry. A passenger, noting this play, grew excessively sardonic*, and
winked* at himself in one of the numerous mirrors.

Passenger trains
with day and night
very comfortable
facilities.
revolving, swinging
round and round
quick look
flowing , (fluían) / (tonos sombríos)
(mezquite, árbol parecido a la acacia)
widespreading, extending
couple

self-control
outfit, clothes
quick looks

consort, spouse
fine wool / areas
plentiful / bent,
curved / fluffy
obvious
(sonrojos, rubores,
azaramientos)
(clase inferior ) / facial
expression
Pullman wagon

'is it not'
banquet
(Cuesta)

(hasta donde sea)

impressive, (deslumbrantes), bright
decorations

(resplandecía)
firmly / (soporte)

radiated / joy, euphoria
observed
toothy smile /
teased, mocked
understood, clear
burdened, bullied,
bothered
scrutinies, fixed
looks, gazes

show
(amabilidad de esposa )
grimace, look with
disfavor
cheerfully, joyfully
awkward,inept /(burlón,
irónico, sarcástico)
(guiñó)
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At last they went to the dining-car. Two rows* of negro waiters, in glowing white
suits, surveyed* their entrance with the interest, and also the equanimity*, of men
who had been forewarned. The pair* fell to* the lot* of a waiter who happened to
feel pleasure in steering* them through their meal. He viewed them with the manner
of a fatherly pilot, his countenance radiant with benevolence. The patronage*,
entwined* with the ordinary deference, was not plain* to them. And yet, as they
returned to their coach*, they showed in their faces a sense of escape.
To the left, miles down a long purple slope*, was a little ribbon of mist where
moved the keening* Rio Grande. The train was approaching it at an angle, and the
apex* was Yellow Sky. Presently* it was apparent* that, as the distance from
Yellow Sky grew shorter, the husband became commensurately restless*. His brickred hands were more insistent in their prominence. Occasionally he was even rather
absent-minded and far-away when the bride leaned forward* and addressed him.
As a matter of truth, Jack Potter was beginning to find a shadow of a deed weigh*
upon him like a leaden slab*. He, the town marshal* of Yellow Sky, a man known,
liked, and feared in his corner*, a prominent person, had gone to San Antonio to meet
a girl he believed he loved, and there, after the usual prayers*, had actually * induced
her to marry him, without consulting Yellow Sky for any part of the transaction*. He
was now bringing his bride before an innocent* and unsuspecting* community.
Of course people in Yellow Sky married as it pleased them, in accordance with a
general custom; but such was Potter’s thought of his duty to his friends, or of their idea
of his duty, or of an unspoken form which does not control men in these matters, that
he felt he was heinous*. He had committed an extraordinary crime. Face to face with
this girl in San Antonio, and spurred* by his sharp impulse, he had gone
headlong* over all the social hedges*. At San Antonio he was like a man hidden in the
dark. A knife to sever* any friendly duty, any form, was easy to his hand in that remote
city. But the hour of Yellow Sky—the hour of daylight— was approaching.
He knew full well that his marriage was an important thing to his town. It could
only be exceeded* by the burning* of the new hotel. His friends could not forgive
him. Frequently he had reflected on the advisability of telling them by telegraph, but
a new cowardice had been upon him. He feared to do it. And now the train was
hurrying him toward a scene of amazement*, glee*, and reproach. He glanced out of
the window at the line of haze* swinging* slowly in toward the train.
Yellow Sky had a kind of brass band, which played painfully, to the delight of the
populace*. He laughed without heart as he thought of it. If the citizens could dream
of his prospective* arrival with his bride, they would parade the band at the station
and escort them, amid cheers and laughing congratulations, to his adobe* home.
He resolved that he would use all the devices* of speed and plainscraft* in
making the journey from the station to his house. Once within that safe citadel he
could issue some sort of vocal bulletin*, and then not go among the citizens until they
had time to wear off * a little of their enthusiasm.
The bride* looked anxiously at him. ‘What’s worrying you, Jack?”
He laughed again. “I’m not worrying, girl; I’m only thinking of Yellow Sky.”
She flushed* in comprehension.
A sense of mutual guilt invaded their mind and developed a finer tenderness.
They looked at each other with eyes softly aglow*. But Potter often laughed the
same nervous laugh*; the flush* upon the bride’s face seemed quite permanent.
The traitor to the feelings of Yellow Sky narrowly watched the speeding* landscape. “We’re nearly there,” he said.
Presently* the porter came and announced the proximity of Potter’s home. He
held a brush in his hand, and, with all his airy* superiority gone, he brushed Potter’s
new clothes as the latter slowly turned this way and that way. Potter fumbled out* a
coin and gave it to the porter, as he had seen others do. It was a heavy and
muscle-bound * business, as that of a man showing his first horse.
The porter took their bag, and as the train began to slow they moved forward
to the hooded* platform of the car. Presently* the two engines and their long
string* of coaches rushed* into the station of Yellow Sky .
“They have to take water here,” said Potter, from a constricted* throat and in
mournful* cadence, as one announcing death. Before the train stopped his eye had
swept* the length of the platform, and he was glad and astonished to see there was
none upon it but the station-agent*, who, with a slightly hurried and anxious air, was

(filas, hileras)
observed / self-control, composure
(pareja) / (fue a caer a)
/ (sección)
guiding
(protección, paternalismo)
mixed / obvious, clear
carriage, wagon
declivity, hillside
continuously vivid
wailing sound
summit, pinnacle / At
this moment / clair
tense, anxious,
nervous, worried
(se inclinaba hacia adelante)
burden, oppression
(losa de plomo) /
sheriff
small district
requests / (en efecto)
arrangement, deal,
decision
unaware / (descuidada, desprevenida),
unaware, (confiada)

abominable
(espoleado), in a rush
rashly / barriers, (defensas, trabas)
separate

(superada) / fire,
(incendio)

perplexity / joy
mist / (bandeán dose)
common people
(en expectativa, previsible, prospectivo)
(de ladrillo de barro
secado al sol)
tricks, contrivances
/ skill, dexterity
report
consume
spouse, consort

blushed, (se azaró)

glowing
(carcajada) / rosiness,
(sonrojo)
quickly passing

At this moment
flippant, disrespectful
groped for, produced,
(sacó a tientas)
stiff muscle
(encapotada ) / At this
moment
(hilera) / hurried
(constreñida)
lamenting, sorrowful
(recorrió)
(jefe de estación)
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walking toward the water-tanks. When the train had halted, the porter alighted* first,
and placed in position a little temporary step*.
“Come on, girl,” said Potter, hoarsely*. As he helped her down they each laughed
on a false note. He took the bag from the negro, and bade* his wife cling* to his arm.
As they slunk* rapidly away, his hang-dog* glance perceived that they were unloading the two trunks*, and also that the station-agent, far ahead near the baggage-car,
had turned and was running toward him, making gestures. He la ughed, and groaned*
as he laughed, when he noted the first effect of his marital bliss* upon
Yellow Sky. He gripped* his wife’s a rm firmly to his side, and they fled*.
Behind them the porter stood, chuckling* fatuously*.
II
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The California express on the Southern Railway was due at Yellow Sky in twentyone minutes. There were six men at the bar of the Weary Gentleman saloon. One was
a drummer* who talked a great deal and rapidly; three were Texans who did not care to
talk at that time; and two were Mexican sheep-herders* , who did not talk as a general
practice in the Weary Gentleman saloon. The barkeeper’s dog lay on the board walk
that crossed in front of the door. His head was on his paws*, and he glanced drowsily *
here and there with the constant vigilance of a dog that is kicked on occasion.
Across the sandy street were some vivid green grassplots*, so wonderful in
appearance, amid the sands that burned near them in a blazing* sun, that they
caused a doubt in the mind. They exactly resembled the grass mats* used to
represent lawns on the stage. At the cooler end of the railw ay station, a man without
a coat sat in a tilted* chair and smoked his pipe. The fresh-cut* bank of the Rio
Grande circled near the town, and there could be seen beyond it a great plum- coloured*
plain of mesquit*.
Save* for the busy drummer and his companions in the saloon, Yellow Sky was dozing*.
The new-comer leaned* gracefully* upon the bar, and recited many tales with the
confidence of a bard* who has come upon a new field.
“—and at the moment that the old man fell downstairs with the bureau* in his
arms, the old woman was coming up with two scuttles* of coal, and of course...”
The drummer’s tale was interrupted by a young man who suddenly appeared in the
open door. He cried: ‘Scratchy Wilson’s drunk, and has turned loose with both hands *.”
The two Mexicans at once set down their glasses and faded* out of the rear* entrance
of the saloon.
The drummer, innocent and jocular*, answered: “All right, old man. S’pose he
has? Come in and have a drink, anyhow.”
But the information had made such an obvious cleft* in every skull* in the room
that the drummer was obliged to see its importance. All had become instantly solemn.
“Say,” said he, mystified*, “what is this?” His three companions made the introductory gesture of eloquent speech; but the young man at the door forestalled* them.
“It means, my friend,” he answered, as he came into the saloon, “that for the next
two hours this town won’t be a health resort*.”
The barkeeper went to the door, and locked and barred* it; reaching out of the
window, he pulled in heavy wooden shutters*, and barred them. Immediately a
solemn, chapel-like gloom* was upon the place. The drummer was looking from one
to another.
“But say,” he cried, “what is this, anyhow? You don’t mean there is going to be
a gun-fight?”
“Don’t know whether there’ll be a fight or not,” answered one man, grimly*; “but
there’ll be some shootin’—some good shootin’*.”
The young man who had warned* them waved* his hand. “Oh, there’ll be a fight
fast enough, if any one wants it. Anybody can get a fight out there in the street.
There’s a fight just waiting.”
The drummer seemed to be swayed* between the interest of a foreigner and a
perception of personal danger.
“What did you say his name was?” he asked.
“Scratchy Wilson,” they answered in chorus.
“And will he kill anybody? What are you going to do? Does this happen often?
Does he rampage* around like this once a week or so? Can he break in* that door?”

got off, (se apeó)
ladder
roughly
asked / (asió, aferró)
walked stealthily /
(atemorizada)
(baúles)
(gimió), moaned
felicity, boon
(asió) / went quickly
away
laughing quietly or
inwardly / silly,
disparagingly,
vainly

traveling salesman
(pastores)

legs / languidly

(parterres de césped)
scorching, (de justicia)
(esterillas)
(inclinada) / recently
designed
blue color
(mezquite, árbol parecido a la acacia)
Except / sleeping
(se inclinaba) / (con
elegancia)
rhapsodist
(escritorio)
(baldes)
(anda con las manos
descontroladas)
disappeared / back

merry, humorous

fissure / cranium

(atónito), bewildered
avoided, evaded

(centro de salud)
blocked with bars
(contraventanas)
darkness

harshly
(tiroteo)
prevented / (hizo
señas con)

(oscilando, dudando), swung, torn,
pulled

riot, disorder / (forzar)
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“No; he can’t break down* the door,” replied the barkeeper. “He’s tried it three times.
But when he comes you’d better lay down* on the floor, stranger . He’s dead* sure to
shoot at it, and a bullet may come through.”
Therafter the drummer kept a strict* eye upon the door. The time had not yet been
called for him to hug* the floor, but, as a minor precaution, he sidled* near to the
wall. “Will he kill anybody?” he said again.
The men laughed low and scornfully* at the question.
“He’s out to shoot, and he’s out for trouble*. Don’t see any good in experimentin’
with him.”
“But what do you do in a case like this? What do you do?”
A man responded: “Why, he and Jack Potter—”
“But,” in chorus the other men interrupted, “Jack Potter’s in San Anton’.”
“Well, who is he? What’s he got to do with it?”
“Oh, he’s the town marshal*. He goes out and fights Scratchy when he gets on
one of these tears*.”
“Wow!” said the drummer, mopping* his brow “Nice job he’s got.”
The voices had toned away to mere whisperings. The drummer wished to ask
further questions, which were born of an increasing anxiety and bewilderment*; but
when he attempted them, the men merely* looked at him in irritation and motioned
him to remain silent. A tense waiting* hush* was upon them. In the deep shadows of
the room their eyes shone as they listened for sounds from the street. One man made
three gestures at the barkeeper; and the latter, moving like a ghost, handed him a
glass and a bottle. The man poured a full glass of whisky, and set down* the bottle
noiselessly. He gulped* the whisky in a swallow*, and turned again toward the door
in immovable silence. The drummer saw that the barkeeper, without a sound, had
taken a Winchester from beneath the bar. Later he saw this individual beckoning* to
him, so he tiptoed across* the room.
“You better come with me back* of the bar*.”
“No, thanks,’ said the drummer, perspiring; “I’d rather be where I can make a
break* for the back door.”
Whereupon the man of bottles made a kindly but peremptory* gesture. The
drummer obeyed it, and, finding himself seated on a box with his head below the
level of the bar, balm* was laid* upon his soul at sight of various zinc and copper
fittings that bore a resemblance to armour-plate*. The barkeeper took a seat comfortably upon an adjacent box.
“You see,” he whispered, “this here Scratchy Wilson is a wonder with a gun—a
perfect wonder; and when he goes on the war-trail*, we hunt* our holes*— naturally.
He’s about the last one of the old gang that used to hang out along the river here.
He’s a terror when he’s drunk. When he’s sober he’s all right, kind of simple,
wouldn’t hurt a fly, nicest fellow in town. But when he’s drunk, whoo!”
There were periods of stillness*. “I wish Jack Potter was back from San Anton’,”
said the barkeeper. “He shot Wilson up once—in the leg—and he would sail in* and
pull out the kinks* in this thing.”
Presently* they heard from a distance the sound of a shot, followed by three wild
yowls*. It instantly removed* a bond* from the men in the darkened saloon. There
was a shuffling* of feet. They looked at each other. “Here he comes,” they said.

(derribar)
be lying down / completely, entirely,
absolutely
attentive, vigilant
squeeze, (apretujarse contra) /
approached
contemptuously
(sale en busca de
pelea)

sheriff
riots, disorders
(secándose)

perplexity
simply
(expe ctante) / silence,
quietness

(posó, dejó)
drank / (trago), gulp

calling with a signal
(cruzó de puntillas)
behind / counter
go
categorical, decisive,
(autoritatio, firme)
(alivio) / placed, (sintió)
(blindaje)

(buscando guerra)
/ search for / (agujeros)

tranquillity, calm
put i nto port in a very
dignified manner
put things in order,
solve the problem
At this moment
yells, screams /
eliminated / surety
noise of dragging
feet
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A man in a maroon*-coloured flannel shirt, which had been purchased for purposes of decoration, and made principally by some Jewish-women on the East Side
of New York, rounded a corner and walked into the middle of the main street of
Yellow Sky. In either hand the man held a long, heavy, blue-black revolver. Often he
yelled, and these cries rang through a semblance of a deserted village, shrill y* flying
over the roofs in a volume that seemed to have no relation to the ordinary vocal
strength of a man. It was as if the surrounding stillness* formed the arch of a
tomb over him. These cries of ferocious challenge rang against walls of silence.
And his boots had red tops with gilded* imprints*, of the kind beloved of winter
by little sledding* boys on the hillsides of New England.
The man’s face flamed in a rage begot* of whisky. His eyes, rolling*, and yet

reddish, (castaño, marrón)

loudly

calm, tranquillity

(dorados) / marks
(deslizándose en trineo)
(engendrada ) / (girándo los)
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keen* for ambush, hunted the still door ways and windows. He walked with the creeping*
movement of the midnight cat. As it occurred to him, he roared* menacing information. The long revolvers in his hands were as easy as straws*; they were moved with
an electric swiftness*. The little fingers of each hand played sometimes in a musician’s way. Plain from the low collar of the shirt, the cords of his neck straightened
and sank, straightened and sank, as passion moved him. The only sounds were his
terrible invitations. The calm adobes* preserved their demeanour* at the passing of
this small thing in the middle of the street.
There was no offer of fight—no offer of fight. The man called* to the sky.
There were no attractions. He bellowed* and fumed* and swayed* his revolvers
here and everywhere.
The dog of the barkeeper of the Weary Gentleman saloon had not appreciated
the advance of events. He yet lay* dozing* in front of his master’s door. At sight of
the dog, the man paused* and raised his revolver humorously. At sight of the man,
the dog sprang* up and walked diagonally away, with a sullen* head, and growling*. The man yelled*, and the dog broke into a gallop. As it was about to
enter an alley* , there was a loud noise, a whistling, and something spat* the ground
directly before it. The dog screamed, and, wheeling* in terror, galloped headlong* in
a new direction. Again there was a noise, a whistling, and sand was kicked viciously*
before it. Fear-stricken, the dog turned and flurried* like an animal in a pen*. The
man stood laughing, his weapons at his hips*.
Ultimately the man was attracted by the closed door of the Weary Gentleman
saloon. He went to it and, hammering* with a revolver, demanded drink.
The door remaining imperturbable, he picked a bit of paper from the walk, and
nailed it to the framework with a knife. He then turned his back contemptuously*
upon this popular resort* and, walking to the opposite side of the street and spinning
there o n his heel quickly and lithely*, fired at the bit of paper. He missed it by a half-inch.
He swore at himself, and went away. Later he comfortably fusilladed * the windows of his
most intimate friend. The man was playing with this town; it was a toy for him.
But still there was no over of fight. The name of Jack Potter, his ancient antagonist, entered his mind, and he concluded that it would be a glad thing if he should go
to Potter’s house, and by bombardment induce him to come out and fight. He moved
in the direction of his desire, chanting Apache scalp*-music.
When he arrived at it, Potter’s house presented the same still front as had the other
adobes*. Taking up a strategic position, the man howled a challenge. But this house
regarded him as might a great stone god. It gave no sign. After a decent wait, the man
howled* further challenges, mingling with them wonderful epithets.
Presently* there came the spectacle of a man churning* himself into deepest rage
over the immobility of a house. He fumed at* it as the winter wind attacks a prairie
cabin in the North. To the distance there should have gone the sound of a tumult like
the fighting of two hundred Mexicans. As necessity bade* him, he paused for breath
or to reload his revolvers.

sharp / crawling
(rugía)
(paja)
velocity

houses / aspect

(apelaba)
screame d angrily
/ (hacía h umear)
/ (blandía, ce rnía)

remain / sleeping
stopped
jumped / sulky, a ngered / (gruñendo)
cried out
street, (callejón) /
(esputó), crackled
turning round / in a
rush, impetuously
(ferozmente)
got nervous, agitated
/ (redil, corral)
(caderas)

(amartillándola)

disdainfully
place
(ágilmente), actively
shot

(cuero cabelludo)

houses made of sun
dried bricks
cried out
At this moment / agitating distressfully
(Sus humos la arremetían)
entreated, demanded
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Potter and his bride walked sheepishly* and with speed. Sometimes they laughed
together shamefacedly* and low.
“Next corner, dear,” he said finally.
They put forth the efforts of a pair walking bowed* against a strong wind. Potter
was about to raise a finger to point the first appearance of the new home when, as
they circled the corner*, they came face to face with a man in a maroon-coloured
shirt, who was feverishly pushing cartridges* into a large revolver. Upon the instant
the man dropped his revolver to the ground and, like lightning, whipped* another
from its holster*. The second weapon was aimed at the bridegroom’s chest.
There was a silence. Potter’s mouth seemed to be merely a grave for his tongue.
He exhibited an instinct to at once loosen* his arm from the women’s grip, and he
dropped* the bag to the sand. As for the bride, her face had gone as yellow as old
cloth. She was a slave to hideous rites, gazing* at the apparitional snake.
The two men faced each other at a distance of three paces*. He of the revolver
smiled with a new and quiet ferocity.
“Tried to sneak up on me*,” he said. “Tried to sneak up on me!” His eyes grew
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more baleful*. As Potter made a slight movement, the man thrust his revolver
venomously forward. “No; don’t you do it, Jack Potter. Don’t you move a finger
toward a gun just yet. Don’t you move an eyelash*. The time has come for me to
settle with you*, and I’m goin’ to do it my own way, and loaf along* with no
interferin’. So if you don’t want a gun bent* on you, just mind what I tell you.”
Potter looked at his enemy. “I ain’t got a gun on me Scratchy,” he said. “Honest,
I ain’t.” He was stiffening* and steadying*, but yet somewhere at the back of his
mind a vision of the Pullman floated: the sea-green figured velvet, the shining
brass, silver, and glass, the wood that gleamed* as darkly brilliant as the surface of
a pool of oil—all the glory of the marriage, the environment of the new estate.
“You know I fight when it comes to fighting, Scratchy Wilson; but I ain’t got a gun
on me. You’ll have to do all the shootin’ yourself.”
His enemy’s face went livid. He stepped forward, and lashed* his weapon to
and fro before Potter’s chest. “Don’t you tell me you ain’t* got no gun on you,
you whelp*. Don’t tell me no lie like that. There ain’t a man in Texas ever seen
you without no gun. Don’t take me for no kid*.” His eyes blazed* with light,
and his throat worked like a pump.
“I ain’t* takin’ you for no kid,” answered Potter. His heels had not moved an
inch backward. “I’m takin’ you for a damn fool*. I tell you I ain’t got a gun,
and I ain’t. If you’re goin’ to shoot me up, you better begin now; you’ll never
get a chance like this again.”
So much enforced reasoning had told* on Wilson’s rage; he was calmer. “If you
ain’t got a gun, why ain’t* you got a gun?” he sneered*. “Been to Sundayschool?”
“I ain’t got a gun because I’ve just come from San Anton’ with my wife. I’m
married,” said Potter. “And if I’d thought there was going to be any galoots*
like you prowling* around when I brought my wife home, I’d had a gun, and
don’t you forget it.”
“Married!” said Scratchy, not at all comprehending.
“Yes, married. I’m married,” said Potter, distinctly*.
“Married?” said Scratchy. Seemingly for the first time, he saw the drooping*,
drowning woman at the other man’s side. “No!” he said. He was like a creature
allowed a glimpse* of another world. He moved a pace* backward, and his arm, with
the revolver, dropped* to his side. “Is this the lady?” he asked.
“Yes; this is the lady,” answered Potter.
There was another period of silence.
“Well,” said Wilson at last, slowly, “I s’pose it’s all off* now.”
“It’s all off if you say so, Scratchy. You know I didn’t make the trouble.”
Potter lifted* his valise*.
“Well, I ’low* it’s off *, Jack,” said Wilson. He was looking at the
ground. “Married!” He was not a student of chivalry; it was merely that in the
presence of this foreign condition he was a simple child of the earlier * plains*.
He picked up his starboard* revolver, and, placing both weapons in their holsters *,
he went away. His feet made funnel-shaped tracks* in the heavy sand.
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Why are Jack Potter and his new bride on a Pullman? What is the attitude of the other people in the car to the newly married couple?,
why? Is it possible for you to be amused, too?

2. Describe the plot in terms of the principal conflict between Potter and Scratchy, and also in terms of the various related conflicts. What
types of conflict do you encounter in the plot?
3. Where is the crisis of the story? How extended is it? At what point does it become clear that there will be a peaceful resolution?
4. Describe the structural relationship of each of the four sections of the story to the development of the plot.
5. Why is Potter apprehensive about returning to Yellow Sky? What is the relationship between his concern and his later showdown with
Scratchy Wilson? Describe the “code” that previously governed the gunslinging conduct of Jack and Scratchy? How does the presence
of Potter’s wife affect Scratchy’s perception of his new role with regard to Potter?
6. What is the scene in the Weary Gentleman saloon? Do you see the inclusion of a drummer (a traveling salesman who is unfamiliar with
life in Yellow Sky) in the group of men as significant in terms of the overall structure of the story?
7. What is the function of chance or coincidence in terms of the overall view of the story?
8. How seriously is Scratchy Wilson, with his gun, to be taken? How do the speeches of the men in the bar contribute to your understanding
of the danger Scratchy poses? Do these and other events make the story’s narrative go in any special direction? What direction does the
whole narrative of the story take: towards an ideal, tragic, ironic, or comic vision of life?
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I
The Palace Hotel at Fort Romper was painted a light blue, a shade* that is on the legs of
a kind of heron*, causing the bird to declare* its position against any background. The
Palace Hotel, then, was always screaming* and howling* in a way that made the dazzling*
winter landscape of Nebraska seem only a gray swampish* hush*. It stood alone on the
prairie, and when the snow was falling the town two hundred yards* away was not visible.
But when the traveler alighted* at the railway station he was obliged to pass the Palace
Hotel before he could come upon the company of low clapboard* houses which composed*
Fort Romper, and it was not to be thought that any traveler could pass the Palace hotel
without looking at it. Pat Scully, the proprietor*, had proved* himself a master of strategy
when he chose his paints. It is true that on clear days, when the great transcontinental
expresses, long lines of swaying* Pullmans, swept* through Fort Romper, passengers were
overcome* at the sight, and the cult* that knows the brown-reds and the subdivisions of the
dark greens of the East expressed shame, pity, horror, in a laugh*. But to the citizens of this
prairie* town, and to the people who would naturally stop there, Pat Scully had performed a feat*. With this opulence and splendor, these creeds*, classes, egotisms*, that
streamed* through Romper on the rails day after day, they had no color in common.
As if the displayed* delights* of such a blue hotel were not sufficiently enticing*, it was Scully’s habit to go every morning and evening to meet the leisurely* trains
that stopped at Romper and work his seductions upon any man that he might see wavering*,
gripsack* in hand.
One morning, when a snow-crusted engine dragged* i ts long string* of freight* cars* and
its one passenger coach to the station, Scully performed the marvel* of catching three men. One
was a shaky* and quick-eyed* Swede, with a great shining cheap valise*; one was a tall
bronzed cowboy, who was on his way to a ranch near the Dakota line; one was a little silent man
from the East, who didn’t look it, and didn’t announce it. Scully practically* made them
prisoners. He was so nimble* and merry and kindly* that each probably felt it would be the
height* of brutality* to try to escape. They trudged* off over the creaking* board sidewalks in
the wake of the eager little Irishman. He wore a heavy* fur* cap* squeezed* tightly* down
on his head. It caused his two red ears to stick out stiffly*, as if they were made of tin*.
At last, Scully, elaborately*, with boisterous* hospitality, conducted them through the
portals* of the blue hotel. The room which they entered was small. It seemed to he merely*
a proper* temple for an enormous stove*, which, in the center, was humming* with godlike* violence. At various points of its surface the iron had become luminous and glowed*
yellow from the heat. Beside the stove Scully’s son Johnnie was playing High-Five with an
old farmer who had whiskers* both gray and sandy*. They were quarreling. Frequently the
old farmer turned his face toward a box of sawdust*—colored brown from tobacco juice—
that was behind the stove, and spat* with an air of great impatience and irritation. With a
loud flourish* of words Scully destroyed* the game of cards, and bustled* his son upstairs
with part of the baggage of the new guests. He himself conducted them to three basins* of
the coldest water in the world. The cowboy and the Easterner burnished* themselves fiery*
red with this water, until it seemed to be some kind of a metal polish*. The Swede,
however, merely dipped* his fingers gingerly* and with trepidation*. It was notable
that throughout this series of small ceremonies* the three travelers were made to feel
that Scully was very benevolent. He was conferring* great favors* upon them. He
handed the towel from one to the other with an air of philanthropic* impulse.
Afterward they went to the first room, and, sitting about the stove*, listened to Scully’s
officious* clamor* at his daughters, who were preparing the midday meal. They reflected in
the silence of experienced men who tread* carefully amid* new people. Nevertheless, the
old farmer, stationary*, invincible in his chair near the warmest part of the stove, turned his
face from the sawdust box frequently and addressed a glowing* commonplace to the
strangers. Usually he was answered in short but adequate sentences by either the cowboy or
the Easterner. The Swede said nothing. He seemed to be occupied in making furtive*
estimates* of each man in the room. One might have thought that he had the sense
of s illy* suspicion which comes to guilt. He resembled, a badly frightened man.
Later, at dinner, he spoke a little, addressing his conversation entirely to Scully. He
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volunteered* that he had come from New York where for ten years he had worked as a
tailor*. These facts seemed to strike Scully as fascinating, and afterward he volunteered
that he had lived at Romper for fourteen years. The Swede asked about the crops* and
the price of labor. He seemed barely* to listen to Scully’s extended replies*. His eyes
continued to rove* from man to man.
Finally, with a laugh* and a wink*, he said that some of these Western communities
were very dangerous; and after his statement he straightened his legs under the table, tilted*
his head and laughed again, loudly. It was plain* that the demonstration had no meaning
to the others. They looked at him wondering* and in silence.
II
As the men trooped* heavily* back into the front room, the two little windows presented
views of a turmoiling* sea of snow. The huge arms of the wind were making attempts—
mighty, circular, futile—to embrace the flakes as they sped*. A gate-post* like a still man
with a blanched* face stood aghast* amid this profligate* fury. In a hearty voice Scully
announced the presence of a blizzard*. The guests of the blue hotel, lighting their pipes, assented
with grunts* of lazy masculine contentment. No island of the sea could be exempt* in the degree of
this little room with its humming* stove. Johnnie, son of Scully, in a tone which defined his opinion
of his ability* as a card-player, challenged the old farmer of both gray and sandy* whiskers to a
game of High-Five. The farmer agreed with a contemptuous* and bitter* scoff*. They sat close
to the stove, and squared* their knees under a wide board*. The cowboy and the Easterner
watched the game with interest. The Swede remained near the window, aloof*, but with
a countenance* that showed signs of an inexplicable excitement*.
The play of Johnnie and the gray-beard was suddenly ended by another quarrel*. The old
man arose while casting a look of heated scorn* at his adversary. He slowly buttoned his coat,
and then stalked* with fabulous* dignity from the room. In the discreet silence of all other men
the Swede laughed. His laughter rang* somehow childish*. Men by this time had begun to look
at him askance*, as if they wished to inquire what ailed* him.
A new game was formed jocosely*. The cowboy volunteered* to become the partner of*
Johnnie, and they all then turned to ask the Swede to throw in his lot* with the little Easterner.
He asked some questions about the game, and learning that it wore many names, and that he had
played it when it was under an alias*, he accepted the invitation. He strode* toward the men
nervously, as if he expected to be assaulted. Finally, seated, he gazed* from face to face and
laughed shrilly*. This laugh was so strange that the Easterner looked up quickly, the cowboy sat
intent* and with his mouth open, and Johnnie paused, holding the cards with still* fingers.
Afterward there was a short silence. Then Johnnie said: “Well, let’s get at it. Come on now!”
They pulled their chairs forward until their knees were bunched* under the board*. They began
to play, and their interest in the game caused the others to forget the manner of the Swede.
The cowboy was a board-whacker*. Each time that he held superior cards he whanged* them,
one by one, with exceeding force*, down upon the improvised table, and took the tricks* with a
glowing* air of prowess* and pride that sent thrills* of indignation into the hearts of his
opponents. A game with a board-whacker in it is sure to become intense. The countenances of
the Easterner and the Swede were miserable whenever the cowboy thundered* down his aces* and
kings, while Johnnie, his eyes gleaming* with joy, chuckled* and chuckled.
Because of the absorbing play none considered the strange ways* of the Swede.
They paid strict heed* to the game. Finally, during a lull* caused by a new deal*, the
Swede suddenly addressed Johnnie: “I suppose there have been a good many men killed
in this room.” The jaws of the others dropped* and they looked at him.
“What in hell are you talking about?” said Johnnie.
The Swede laughed again his blatant* laugh, full of a kind of false courage and
defiance*. “Oh, you know what I mean all right,” he answered.
“I’m a liar if I do!” Johnnie protested. The card was halted*, and the men stared* at the
Swede. Johnnie evidently felt that as the son of the proprietor he should make a direct inquiry*.
“Now, what might you be drivin’ at*, mister?” he asked. The Swede winked* at him. It was a
wink full of cunning*. His fingers shook on the edge of the board. “Oh, maybe you think I have
been to nowhere*. Maybe you think I’m a tenderfoot*?”
“I don’t know nothin’ about you,” answered Johnnie, “and I don’t give a damn where you’ve
been. All I got to say is that I don’t know what you’re driving at*. There hain’t* never been
nobody killed in this room.”
The cowboy, who had been steadily* gazing* at the Swede, then spoke.
“What’s wrong with you*, mister?”
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Apparently* it seemed to the Swede that he was formidably menaced. He shivered* and
turned white near the corners* of his mouth. He sent an appealing* glance* in the direction of
the little Easterner. During these moments he did not forget to wear his air of advanced potvalor*. “They say they don’t know what I mean,” he remarked mockingly* to the Easterner.
The latter answered after prolonged and cautious reflection. “I don’t understand you,” he
said, impassively*.
The Swede made a movement then which announced that he thought he had encountered treachery* from the only quarter* where he had expected sympathy if not help.
“Oh, I see you are all against me. I see ___”
The cowboy was in a state of deep stupefaction. “Say,” he cried, as he tumbled* the deck*
violently down upon the board. “Say, what are you gittin’* at, hey?”
The Swede sprang* up with the celerity of a man escaping from a snake on the floor.
“I don’t want to fight!” he shouted. “I don’t want to fight!”
The cowboy stretched* his long legs indolently and deliberately*. His hands were in his
pockets. He spat* into the sawdust* box. “Well, who the hell thought you did?” he inquired.
The Swede backed rapidly toward a corner of the room. His hands were out protectingly in
front of his chest, but he was making an obvious struggle to control his fright*. “Gentlemen,” he
quavered*, “I suppose I am going to be killed before I can leave this house! I suppose I am going
to be killed before I can leave this house!” In his eyes was the dying swan look*. Through the
windows could be seen the snow turning blue in the shadow of dusk*. The wind tore at* the
house and some loose thing beat regularly against the clapboards* like a spirit tapping*.
A door opened, and Scully himself entered. He paused in surprise as he noted the tragic
attitude of the Swede. Then he said: “What’s the matter here?”
The Swede answered him swiftly* and eagerly*: “These men are going to kill me.”
“Kill you!” ejaculated* Scully. “Kill you! What are you talkin’?”
The Swede made the gesture of a martyr.
Scully wheeled* sternly* upon his son. “What is this, Johnnie?”
The lad* had grown sullen*. “Damned if I know,” he answered. “I can’t make no sense to
it.” He began to shuffle* the cards, fluttering* them together with an angry snap*. “He says a
good many men have been killed in this room, or something like that. And he says he’s goin’ to
be killed here too. I don’t know what ails* him. He’s crazy, I shouldn’t wonder.”
Scully then looked for explanation to the cowboy, but the cowboy simply
shrugged his shoulders.
“Kill you? ” said Scully again to the Swede. “Kill you? Man, you’re off your nut*.”
“Oh, I know,” burst out* the Swede. “I know what will happen. Yes. I’m crazy—yes.
Yes, of course, I’m crazy—yes. But I know one thing ___” There was a sort of sweat of
misery and terror upon his face. “I know I won’t get out of here alive”
The cowboy drew* a deep breath, as if his mind was passing into the last stages of
dissolution. “Well, I’m dog-goned*,” he whispered to himself.
Scully wheeled* suddenly and faced his son. “You’ve been troublin’ this man!”
Johnnie’s voice was loud with its burden* of grievance*. “Why, good Gawd*, I ain’t
done nothin’ to ’im.”
The Swede broke in*. “Gentlemen, do not disturb* yourselves. I will leave this house. I
will go ’way because—” He accused them dramatically with his glance*. “Because I do not
want to be killed.”
Scully was furious with his son. “Will you tell me what is the matter, you young divil*?
What’s the matter, anyhow? Speak out!”
“Blame it*,” cried Johnnie in despair, “don’t I tell you I don’t know? He—he says we
want to kill him, and that’s all I know. I can’t tell what ails* him.”
The Swede continued to repeat: “Never mind, Mr Scully, never mind*. I will leave this
house. I will go away, because I do not wish to be killed. Yes, of course, I am crazy—yes.
But I know one thing! I will go away. I will leave this house. Never mind, Mr. Scully, never
mind. I will go away.”
“You will not go ’way,” said Scully. “You will not go ’way until I hear the reason of this
business. If anybody has troubled you I will take care of him*. This is my house. You are
under my roof, and I will not allow any peaceable man to be troubled here.” He cast* a
terrible eye upon Johnnie, the cowboy, and the Easterner.
“Never mind, Mr. Scully, never mind. I will go ’way. I do not wish to be killed.” The
Swede moved toward the door, which opened upon the stairs. It was evidently his intention
to go at once* for his baggage.
“No, no,” shouted Scully peremptorily*; but the white-faced man slid* by him and
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disappeared. “Now,” said Scully severely, “what does this mane*?”
Johnnie and the cowboy cried together*: “Why*, we didn’t do nothin’ to ’im!”
Scully’s eyes were cold. “No,” he said, “you didn’t.”
Johnnie swore a deep* oath*. “Why, this is the wildest loon* I ever see. We didn’t do
nothin’ at all. We were jest sittin’ here playin’ cards and he ___”
The father suddenly spoke to the Easterner. “Mr. Blanc,” he asked, “what has these boys
been doin’?”
The Easterner reflected again. “I didn’t see anything wrong at all,” he said at last slowly.
Scully began to howl*. “But what does it mane*?” He stared ferociously at his son. “I
have a mind to lather* you for this, me boy.”
Johnnie was frantic*. “Well, what have I done?” he bawled* at his father.
III
“I think you are tongue-tied*,” said Scully finally to his son, the cowboy and the
Easterner, and at the end of this scornful* sentence he left the room.
Upstairs the Swede was swiftly fastening the straps* of his great valise. Once his
back happened to be half-turned toward the door, and hearing a noise there, he wheeled*
and sprang up, uttering* a loud cry. Scully’s wrinkled visage* showed grimly* in the
light of the small lamp he carried. This yellow effulgence*, streaming* upward, colored
only his prominent features*, and left his eyes, for instance, in mysterious shadow. He
resembled a murderer.
“Man, man!” he exclaimed, “have you gone daffy*?”
“Oh, no! Oh, no!” rejoined* the other*. “There are people in this world who know pretty
nearly as much as you do—understand?”
For a moment they stood gazing* at each other. Upon the Swede’s deathly pale cheeks
were two spots brightly crimson and sharply edged*, as if they had been carefully painted.
Scully placed the light on the table and sat himself on the edge of the bed. He spoke
ruminatively*. “By cracky*, I never heard of such a thing in my life. It’s a complete
muddle*. I can’t for the soul of me think how you ever got this idea into your head.”
Presently* he lifted* his eyes and asked: “And did you sure think they were going to kill you?”
The Swede scanned* the old man as if he wished to see into his mind. “I did,” he said at
last. He obviously suspected that this answer might precipitate an outbreak*. As he pulled
on a strap his whole arm shook, the elbow wavering* like a bit of paper.
Scully banged* his hand impressively on the foot-board of the bed. “Why, man, we’re
goin’ to have a line of ilictric* street-cars in this town next spring.”
“‘A line of electric street-cars,”’ repeated the Swede stupidly.
“And,” said Scully, “there’s a new railroad goin’ to be built down from Broken Arm to
here. Not to mintion* the four churches and the smashin’* big brick school-house. Then
there’s the big factory, too. Why, in two years Romper’ll be a met-tro- pol-is.”
Having finished the preparation of his baggage, the Swede straightened* himself. “Mr.
Scully,” he said with sudden hardihood*, “how much do I owe you?”
“You don’t owe me anythin’,” said the old man angrily.
“Yes, I do,” retorted* the Swede. He took seventy-five cents from his pocket and
tendered* it to Scully; but the latter snapped* his fingers in disdainful refusal. However,
it happened that they both stood gazing* in a strange fashion* at three silver pieces on
the Swede’s open palm.
“I’ll not take your money,” said Scully at last. “Not after what’s been goin’ on here. ”
Then a plan seemed to strike him*. “Here,” he cried, picking up his lamp and moving
toward the door. “Here! Come with me a minute.”
“No” said the Swede in overwhelming* alarm.
“Yes,” urged the old man. “Come on! I want you to come and see a picter*— just across
the hall—in my room.”
The Swede must have concluded that his hour was come. His jaw dropped and his
teeth showed like a dead man’s. He ultimately* followed Scully across the corridor*,
but he had the step of one hung in chains*.
Scully flashed* the light high on the wall of his own chamber. There was revealed a
ridiculous photograph of a little girl. She was leaning* against a balustrade* of
gorgeous* decoration, and the formidable bang* to her hair was prominent.
The figure was as graceful as an upright* sled-stake*, and, withal*, it was of
the hue* of lead*. “There,” said Scully tenderly. “That’s the picter of my little girl that died. Her
name was Carrie. She had the purtiest* hair you ever saw! I was that fond of her, she___”
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Turning then he saw that the Swede was not contemplating the picture at all*, but,
instead, was keeping keen* watch* on the gloom* in the rear*.
“Look, man!” shouted Scully heartily*. “That’s the picter* of my little gal* that died. Her
name was Carrie. And then here’s the picter of my oldest boy, Michael. He’s a lawyer in
Lincoln an’ doin’ well. I gave that boy a grand* eddycation*, and I’m glad for it now. He’s
a fine boy. Look at ’im now. Ain’t he bold as blazes*, him there in Lincoln, an honored an’
respicted gintleman. An honored an’ respicted gintleman,” concluded Scully with a flourish*.
And so saying, he smote* the Swede jovially on the back.
The Swede faintly smiled.
“Now,” said the old man, “there’s only one more thing.” He dropped suddenly to the
floor and thrust* his head beneath the bed. The Swede could hear his muffled* voice. “I’d
keep it under me piller* if it wasn’t for that boy Johnnie. Then there’s the old woman___
Where is it now? I never put it twice in the same place. Ah, now come out with you*!”
Presently he backed clumsily* from under the bed, dragging* with him an old coat rolled
into a bundle*. “I’ve fetched* him,” he muttered. Kneeling on the floor he unrolled the coat
and extracted from its heart* a large yellow-brown whisky bottle.
His first maneuver* was to hold the bottle up to the light. Reassured, apparently*, that
nobody had been tampering* with it, he thrust it with a generous movement toward the
Swede.
The weak-kneed* Swede was about to eagerly clutch* this element of strength, but he
suddenly jerked* his hand away and cast a look of horror upon Scully.
“Drink,” said the old man affectionately. He had arisen* to his feet, and now stood facing
the Swede.
There was a silence. Then again Scully said: “Drink!”
The Swede laughed wildly. He grabbed* the bottle, put it to his mouth, and as his lips
curled* absurdly around the opening and his throat worked, he kept his glance burning with
hatred* upon the old man’s face.
IV
After the departure of Scully the three men, with the card-board still upon their
knees, preserved for a long time an astounded* silence. Then Johnnie said: “That’s
the dod-dangedest* Swede I ever see.”
“He ain’t no Swede,” said the cowboy scornfully*.
“Well, what is he then?” cried Johnnie. “What is he then?”
“It’s my opinion,” replied the cowboy deliberately*, “he’s some kind of a Dutchman.” It
was a venerable custom of the country to entitle* as Swedes all light-haired men who spoke
with a heavy tongue*. In consequence the idea of the cowboy was not without its daring*.
“Yes, sir,” he repeated. “It’s my opinion this feller* is some kind of a Dutchman.”
“Well, he says he’s a Swede, anyhow,” muttered Johnnie sulkily*. He turned to the
Easterner: “What do you think, Mr. Blanc?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” replied the Easterner.
“Well, what do you think makes him act that way?” asked the cowboy.
“Why*, he’s frightened!” The Easterner knocked his pipe against a rim* of the stove.
“He’s clear frightened out of his boots*.”
“What at?” cried Johnnie and the cowboy together.
The Easterner reflected over his answer.
“What at?” cried the others again.
“Oh, I don’t know, but it seems to me this man has been reading dime-novels*, and he
thinks he’s right out in the middle of it—the shootin’ and stabbin’* and all.”
“But” said the cowboy, deeply scandalized, “this ain’t Wyoming, ner* none of them
places. This is Nebrasker.”
“Yes,” added Johnnie, “an’ why don’t he wait till he gits* out West?”
The traveled Easterner laughed. “It isn’t different there even—not in these days. But he
thinks he’s right* in the middle of hell.”
Johnnie and the cowboy mused* long.
“It’s awful funny,” remarked Johnnie at last.
“Yes,” said the cowboy. “This is a queer* game. I hope we don’t git snowed in*, because
then we’d have to stand this here man bein’ around with us all the time. That wouldn’t be no
good.”
“I wish pop* would throw him out,” said Johnnie.
Presently* they heard a loud* stamping* on the stairs, accompanied by ringing* jokes in
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the voice of old Scully, and laughter, evidently from the Swede. The men around the stove stared*
vacantly* at each other. “Gosh*,” said the cowboy. The door flew open, and old Scully, flushed*
and anecdotal*, came into the room. He was jabbering* at the Swede, who followed him,
laughing bravely. It was the entry of two roysterers* from a banquet hall.
“Come now,” said Scully sharply to the three seated men, “move up and give us a chance
at the stove.” The cowboy and the Easterner obediently sidled* their chairs to make room
for the newcomers. Johnnie, however, simply arranged himself in a more indolent* attitude,
and then remained motionless.
“Come! Git* over, there,” said Scully.
“Plenty of room on the other side of the stove*,” said Johnnie.
“Do you think we want to sit in the draught*?” roared the father.
But the Swede here interposed with a grandeur* of confidence. “No, no, let the boy sit where
he likes,” he cried in a bullying* voice to the father.
“All right! All right!” said Scully deferentially*. The cowboy and the Easterner exchanged
glances* of wonder*.
The five chairs were formed in a crescent* about one side of the stove. The Swede began to
talk; he talked arrogantly, profanely, angrily. Johnnie, the cowboy and the Easterner maintained
a morose* silence, while old Scully appeared to be receptive and eager, breaking in constantly
with sympathetic ejaculations*.
Finally the Swede announced that he was thirsty. He moved in his chair, and said that he
would go for a drink of water.
“I’ll git it for you,” cried Scully at once.
“No,” said the Swede contemptuously. “I’ll get it for myself.” He arose and stalked* with the
air of an owner of into the executive parts of the hotel.
As soon as the Swede was out of hearing Scully sprang to his feet and whispered intensely*
to the others. “Upstairs he thought I was tryin’ to poison ’im.”
“Say,” said Johnnie, “this makes me sick*. Why don’t you throw ’im out in the snow?”
“Why, he’s all right now,” declared Scully. “It was only that he was from the East and he
thought this was a tough* place. That’s all. He’s all right now.”
The cowboy looked with admiration upon the Easterner. “You were straight*,” he said. “You
were on to that there Dutchman.”
“Well,” said Johnnie to his father, “he may be all right now, but I don’t see it. Other time he
was scared*, and now he’s too fresh*.”
Scully’s speech was always a combination of Irish brogue* and idiom, Western twang* and
idiom, and scraps* of curiously formal diction taken from the storybooks and newspapers. He
now hurled* a strange mass of language at the head of his son. “What do I keep? What do I
keep? What do I keep?” he demanded in a voice of thunder. He slapped* his knee impressively,
to indicate that he himself was going to make reply, and that all should heed*. “I keep a hotel,”
he shouted. “A hotel, do you mind? A guest under my roof has sacred privileges. He is to be
intimidated by none. Not one word shall he hear that would prijudice* him in favor of goin’
away. I’ll not have it. There’s no place in this here town where they can say they iver* took in
a guest of mine because he was afraid to stay here.” He wheeled* suddenly upon the cowboy and
the Easterner. “Am I right?”
“Yes, Mr. Scully,” said the cowboy, “I think you’re right.”
“Yes, Mr. Scully” said the Easterner, “I think you’re right”
V
At six-o’clock supper, the Swede fizzed* like a fire-wheel. He sometimes seemed on the
point of bursting* into riotous* song, and in all his madness he was encouraged by old Scully.
The Easterner was incased* in reserve; the cowboy sat in wide-mouthed amazement, forgetting
to eat, while Johnnie wrathily* demolished* great plates of food. The daughters of the house
when they were obliged to replenish* the biscuits approached as warily* as Indians, and, having
succeeded in their purposes, fled* with ill-concealed* trepidation*. The Swede domineered* the
whole feast, and he gave it the appearance of a cruel bacchanal. He seemed to have grown
suddenly taller; he g azed, brutally disdainful, into every face. His voice rang through the room.
Once when he jabbed* out harpoon-fashion with his fork to pinion* a biscuit the weapon nearly
impaled* the hand of the Easterner which had been stretched quietly out for the same biscuit.
After supper, as the men filed* toward the other room, the Swede smote* Scully
ruthlessly on the shoulder. “Well, old boy, that was a good square* meal.” Johnnie looked
hopefully at his father; he knew that shoulder was tender* from an old fall; and indeed it
appeared for a moment as if Scully was going to flame out* over the matter, but in the end
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he smiled a sickly* smile and remained silent. The others understood from his manner
that he was admitting his responsibility for the Swede’s new viewpoint.
Johnnie, however, addressed his parent in an aside*. “Why don’t you license* somebody
to kick you downstairs?” Scully scowled* darkly by way of reply.
When they were gathered* about the stove, the Swede insisted on another game of HighFive. Scully gently deprecated* the plan at first, but the Swede turned a wolfish* glare*
upon him. The old man subsided*, and the Swede canvassed* the others. In his tone there
was always a great threat. The cowboy and the Easterner both remarked indifferently that
they would play. Scully said that he would presently* have to go to meet the 6.58 train, and
so the Swede turned menacingly upon Johnnie. For a moment their glances* crossed like
blades*, and then Johnnie smiled and said: “Yes, I’ll play.”
They formed a square with the little board on their knees. The Easterner and the Swede were
again partners. As the play went on, it was noticeable that the cowboy was not board-whacking*
as usual. Meanwhile, Scully, near the lamp, had put on his spectacles and, with an appearance
curiously like an old priest, was reading a newspaper. In time he went out to meet the 6.58 train,
and, despite his precautions, a gust* of polar wind whirled* into the room as he opened the door.
Besides scattering* the cards, it chilled* the players to the marrow*. The Swede cursed*
frightfully*. When Scully returned, his entrance disturbed a cozy* and friendly scene. The
Swede again cursed. But presently they were once more intent*, their heads bent* forward and
their hands moving swiftly. The Swede had adopted the fashion of board-whacking*.
Scully took up his paper and for a long time remained immersed in matters which were
extraordinarily remote from him. The lamp burned badly, and once he stopped to adjust the
wick*. The newspaper as he turned from page to page rustled* with a slow and comfortable
sound. Then suddenly he heard three terrible words: “You are cheatin’*!”
Such scenes often prove that there can be little of dramatic import* in environment. Any
room can present a tragic front; any room can be comic. This little den* was now hideous*
as a torture-chamber. The new faces of the men themselves had changed it upon the instant.
The Swede held a huge fist in front of Johnnie’s face, while the latter looked steadily* over
it into the blazing* orbs* of his accuser. The Easterner had grown pallid; the cowboy’s jaw
had dropped* in that expression of bovine amazement* which was one of his important
mannerisms. After the three words, the first sound in the room was made by Scully’s paper as
it floated forgotten to his feet. His spectacles had also fallen from his nose, but by a clutch* he
had saved them in air. His hand, grasping the spectacles, now remained poised* awkwardly*
and near his shoulder. He stared* at the card-players.
Probably the silence was while a second elapsed*. Then, if the floor had been suddenly
twitched out* from under the men they could not have moved quicker. The five had projected
themselves headlong* toward a common point. It happened that Johnnie in rising to hurl*
himself upon the Swede had stumbled* slightly because of his curiously instinctive care for the
cards and the board. The loss of the moment allowed time for the arrival of Scull y, and also
allowed the cowboy time to give the Swede a great push which sent him staggering* b ack.
The men found tongue together*, and hoarse* shouts of rage, appeal or fear burst from every throat. The
cowboy pushed and jostled* feverishly at the Swede, and the Easterner and Scully clung* wildly
to Johnnie; but, through the smoky air, above the swaying* bodies of the peace-compellers*, the eyes
of the two warriors ever sought* each other in glances* of challenge that were at once hot and steely*.
Of course the board had been overturned, and now the whole company of cards was
scattered* over the floor, where the boots of the men trampled* the fat and painted kings and
queens as they gazed with their silly eyes at the war that was waging* above them.
Scully’s voice was dominating the yells*. “Stop now! Stop, I say! Stop, now !”
Johnnie, as he struggled to burst through the rank* formed by Scully and the Easterner, was
crying: “Well, he says I cheated*! He says I cheated! I won’t allow no man to say I cheated! If
he says I cheated, he’s a ____ ____!”
The cowboy was telling the Swede: “Quit, now! Quit, d’ye hear—”
The screams of the Swede never ceased. “He did cheat! I saw him! I saw him____”
As for the Easterner, he was importuning* in a voice that was not heeded*. “Wait a moment,
can’t you? Oh, wait a moment. What’s the good of a fight* over a game of cards? Wait a
moment___”
In this tumult no complete sentences were clear. “Cheat”—“Quit*”—“He says”—These
fragments pierced the uproar* and rang out sharply. It was remarkable that whereas Scully
undoubtedly made the most noise, he was the least* heard of any of the riotous* band*.
Then suddenly there was a great cessation. It was as if each man had paused for breath,
and although the room was still lighted* with the anger of men, it could be seen that there
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was no danger of immediate conflict, and at once Johnnie, shouldering* his way forward,
almost succeeded in confronting the Swede. “What did you say I cheated for? What did you
say I cheated for? I don’t cheat and I won’t let no man say I do!”
The Swede said: “I saw you! I saw you!”
“Well,” cried Johnnie, “I’ll fight any man that says I cheat!”
“No, you won’t,” said the cowboy. “Not here.”
“Ah, be still, can’t you?” said Scully, coming between them.
The quiet was sufficient to allow the Easterner’s voice to be heard. He was repeating: “Oh,
wait a moment, can’t you? What’s the good of a fight over a game of cards? Wait a moment.”
Johnnie, his red face appearing above his father’s shoulder, hailed* the Swede again.
“Did you say I cheated?”
The Swede showed his teeth. “Yes.”
“Then,” said Johnnie, “we must fight.”
“Yes, fight,” roared* the Swede. He was like a demoniac. “Yes, fight! I’ll show you
what kind of a man I am! I’ll show you who you want to fight! Maybe you think I can’t
fight! Maybe you think I can’t! I’ll show you, you skin*, you card-sharp*! Yes, you
cheated*! You cheated! You cheated!”
“Well, let’s git at it, then, mister,” said Johnnie coolly*.
The cowboy’s brow was beaded* with sweat from his efforts in intercepting all sorts of
raids*. He turned in despair to Scully. “What are you goin’ to do now?”
A change had come over the Celtic visage of the old man*. He now seemed all
eagerness; his eyes glowed*.
“We’ll let them fight,” he answered stalwartly*. “I can’t put up with it* any longer. I’ve
stood this damned* Swede till I’m sick. We’ll let them fight.”
VI
The men prepared to go out of doors. The Easterner was so nervous that he had great
difficulty in getting his arms into the sleeves of his new leather-coat. As the cowboy drew
his fur-cap* down over his ears his hands trembled. In fact, Johnnie and old Scully were the
only ones who displayed* no agitation. These preliminaries were conducted without words.
Scully threw open the door. “Well, come on,” he said. Instantly a terrific wind caused
the flame of the lamp to struggle* at its wick*, while a puff* of black smoke sprang from
the chimney-top. The stove was in mid-current of the blast*, and its voice swelled* to equal
the roar* of the storm. Some of the scarred* and bedabbled* cards were caught up from the
floor and dashed* helplessly against the farther wall. The men lowered their heads and
plunged* into the tempest as into a sea.
No snow was falling, but great whirls* and clouds of flakes, swept* up from the ground
by the frantic* winds, were streaming* southward with the speed of bullets. The covered
land was blue with the sheen* of an unearthly* satin*, and there was no other hue save*
where at the low black railway station—which seemed incredibly distant—one light
gleamed* like a tiny jewel. As the men floundered* into a thigh*-deep drift*, it was
known that the Swede was bawling* out something. Sc ully went to him, put a hand on his
shoulder and projected an ear*. “What’s that you say?” he shouted.
“I say,” bawled* the Swede again, “I won’t stand much show against this gang. I know
you’ll all pitch on me*.”
Scully smote* him reproachfully on the arm. “Tut, man,” he yelled. The wind tore* the
words from Scully’s lips and scattered them far alee*.
“You are all a gang of___” boomed* the Swede, but the storm also seized the
remainder* of this sentence.
Immediately turning their backs upon the wind, the men had swung* around a corner to
the sheltered* side of the hotel. It was the function of the little house to preserve here, amid
this great devastation of snow, an irregular V-shape of heavily-incrusted grass*, which
crackled* beneath the feet. One could imagine the great drifts* piled against the windward
side. When the party reached the comparative peace of this spot it was found that the Swede
was still bellowing*.
“Oh, I know what kind of a thing this is! I know you’ll all pitch on me. I can’t lick* you all!”
Scully turned upon him panther-fashion. “You’ll not have to whip* all of us. You’ll
have to whip my son Johnnie. An’ the man what troubles you durin’ that time will have
me to dale* with.”
The arrangements* were swiftly* made. The two men faced each other, obedient to the
harsh* commands of Scully, whose face, in the subtly luminous gloom*, could be seen set*
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in the austere impersonal lines that are pictured on the countenances of the Roman veterans.
The Easterner’s teeth were chattering*, and he was hopping* up and down like a mechanical toy. The cowboy stood rock-like*.
The contestants* had not stripped off* any clothing. Each was in his ordinary attire*. Their
fists were up, and they eyed each other in a calm that had the elements of leonine* cruelty in it.
During this pause, the Easterner’s mind, like a film, took lasting* impressions of three
men—the iron-nerved master of the ceremony; the Swede, pale, motionless, terrible; and
Johnnie, serene yet ferocious, brutish yet heroic. The entire prelude had in it a tragedy greater
than the tragedy of action, and this aspect was accentuated by the long mellow* cry of the
blizzard, as it sped the tumbling and wailing* flakes into the black abyss* of the south.
“Now!” said Scully.
The two combatants leaped forward and crashed together like bullocks*. There was heard
the cushioned sound of blows, and of a curse* squeezing out from between the tight teeth of one.
As for the spectators, the Easterner’s pent-up* breath exploded from him with a pop* of
relief, absolute relief from the tension of the preliminaries. The cowboy bounded* into the air
with a yowl*. Scully was immovable as from supreme amazement and fear at the fury of the
fight which he himself had permitted and arranged*.
For a time the encounter* in the darkness was such a perplexity of flying arms that it
presented no more detail than would a swiftly-revolving* wheel. Occasionally a face, as if
illumined by a flash of light, would shine out, ghastly* and marked with pink spots. A moment
later, the men might have been known as shadows, if it were not for the involuntary utterance of
oaths* that came from them in whispers.
Suddenly a holocaust of warlike desire caught the cowboy, and he bolted* forward with the
speed of a broncho*. “Go it, Johnnie; go it! Kill him! Kill him!”
Scully confronted him “Kape* back,” he said; and by his glance* the cowboy could tell that
this man was Johnnie’s father.
To the Easterner there was a monotony of unchangeable fighting that was an abomination. This confused mingling* was eternal to his sense, which was concentrated in a
longing for the end, the priceless end. Once the fighters lurched* near him, and as he
scrambled* hastily backward, he heard them breathe like men on the rack*.
“Kill him, Johnnie! Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!” The cowboy’s face was contorted like one
of those agony-masks in museums.
“Keep still,” said Scully icily*.
Then there was a sudden loud grunt*, incomplete, cut-short, and Johnnie’s body swung
away from the Swede and fell with sickening heaviness to the grass. The cowboy was barely in
time to prevent the mad Swede from flinging* himself upon his prone* adversary. “No, you
don’t,” said the cowboy, interposing an arm. “Wait a second.”
Scully was at his son’s side. “Johnnie! Johnnie, me boy.” His voice had a quality of
melancholy tenderness. “Johnnie? Can you go on* with it?” He looked anxiously down into the
bloody pulpy* face of his son.
There was a moment of silence, and then Johnnie answered in his ordinary voice: “Yes, I—
it—yes.”
Assisted by his father he struggled* to his feet. “Wait a bit now till you git your wind*,” said
the old man.
A few paces* away the cowboy was lecturing the Swede. “No, you don’t! Wait a second!”
The Easterner was plucking* at Scully’s sleeve. “Oh, this is enough,” he pleaded*. “This is
enough! Let it go as it stands. This is enough!”
“Bill,” said Scully, “git out of the road*.” The cowboy stepped aside. “Now.” The combatants were actuated* by a new caution as they advanced toward collision. They glared at each
other, and then the Swede aimed* a lightning* blow that carried with it his entire weight.
Johnnie was evidently half-stupid from weakness, but he miraculously dodged*, and his fist sent
the over-balanced Swede sprawling*.
The cowboy, Scully and the Easterner burst* into a cheer that was like a chorus of triumphant soldiery, but before its conclusion the Swede had scuffled* agilely to his feet and come in
berserk* abandon at his foe*. There was another perplexity of flying arms, and Johnnie’s body
again swung away and fell, even as a bundle* might fall from a roof. The Swede instantly
staggered* to a little wind-waved* tree and leaned* upon it, breathing like an engine, while his
savage and flame-lit eyes roamed from face to face as the men bent* over Johnnie. There was a
splendor of isolation in his situation at this time which the Easterner felt once when, lifting his eyes
from the man on the ground, he beheld* that mysterious and lonely figure, waiting.
“Are you any good yet, Johnnie?” asked Scully in a broken voice.
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The son gasped* and opened his eyes languidly*. After a moment he answered: “No—I
ain’t—any good—any—more.” Then, from shame and bodily ill, he began to weep*, the tears
furrowing* down through the blood-stains on his face. “He was too—too—too heavy for me.”
Scully straightened and addressed the waiting figure. “Stranger,” he said, evenly,
“it’s all up* with our side.” Then his voice changed into that vibrant huskiness* which is
commonly the tone of the most simple and deadly* announcements. “Johnnie is whipped*.”
Without replying, the victor moved off on the route to the front door of the hotel.
The cowboy was formulating new and unspellable* blasphemies. The Easterner was
startled* to find that they were out in a wind that seemed to come direct from the shadowed
arctic floes*. He heard again the wail* of the snow as it was flung* to its grave in the south. He
knew now that all this time the cold had been sinking* into him deeper and deeper, and he
wondered that he had not perished. He felt indifferent to the condition of the vanquished* man.
“Johnnie, can you walk?” asked Scully.
“Did I hurt—hurt him any?” asked the son.
“Can you walk, boy? Can you walk?”
Johnnie’s voice was suddenly strong. There was a robust impatience in it. “I asked you
whether I hurt him any!”
“Yes, yes, Johnnie,” answered the cowboy consolingly; “he’s hurt a good deal*.”
They raised him from the ground, and as soon as he was on his feet he went tottering* off,
rebuffing* all attempts at assistance. When the party rounded the corner they were fairly
blinded by the pelting* of the snow. It burned their faces like fire. The cowboy carried
Johnnie through the drift* to the door. As they entered some cards again rose from the floor
and beat against the wall.
The Easterner rushed* to the stove. He was so profoundly chilled* that he almost dared*
to embrace the glowing* iron*. The Swede was not in the room. Johnnie sank* into a chair,
and folding* his arms on his knees, buried his face in them. Scully, warming one foot and
then the other at a rim* of the stove, muttered* to himself with Celtic mournfulness*. The
cowboy had removed his fur-cap, and with a dazed* and rueful* air he was now running
one hand through his tousled* locks*. From overhead they could hear the creaking* of
boards*, as the Swede tramped* here and there in his room.
The sad quiet was broken by the sudden flinging* open of a door that led toward the kitchen.
It was instantly followed by an inrush* of women. They precipitated themselves upon Johnnie
amid a chorus of lamentation. Before they carried their prey off to the kitchen, there to be
bathed and harangued* with that mixture of sympathy and abuse* which is a feat* of their sex,
the mother straightened herself and fixed old Scully with an eye of stern* reproach. “Shame be
upon you, Patrick Scully!” she cried. “Your own son, too. Shame be upon you*!”
“There, now! Be quiet, now!” said the old man weakly.
“Shame be upon you, Patrick Scully!” The girls, rallying* to this slogan*, sniffed*
disdainfully* in the direction of these trembling accomplices, the cowboy and the Easterner.
Presently they bore* Johnnie away, and left the three men to dismal* reflection*.
VII
“I’d like to fight this here Dutchman myself.” said the cowboy, breaking a long silence.
Scully wagged* his head sadly. “No, that wouldn’t do. It wouldn’t be right. It
wouldn’t be right.”
“Well, why wouldn’t it?” argued the cowboy. “I don’t see no harm in it.”
“No,” answered Scully with mournful* heroism. “It wouldn’t be right. It was Johnnie’s
fight, and now we mustn’t whip the man just because he whipped* Johnnie.”
“Yes, that’s true enough,” said the cowboy: “but—he better not get fresh* with me,
because I couldn’t stand no more of it.”
“You’ll not say a word to him,” commanded Scully, and even then they heard the tread* of
the Swede on the stairs. His entrance was made theatric. He swept the door back with a bang*
and swaggered* to the middle of the room. No one looked at him. “Well,” he cried,
insolently, at Scully, “I s’pose you’ll tell me now how much I owe you?”
The old man remained stolid* “You didn’t owe me nothin’.”
“Huh!” said the Swede, “huh! Don’t owe ’im nothin’.”
The cowboy addressed the Swede. “Stranger, I don’t see how you come to be so gay*
around here.”
Old Scully was instantly alert. “Stop!” he shouted, holding his hand forth, fingers
upward. “Bill, you shut up*!”
The cowboy spat* carelessly into the sawdust box. “I didn’t say a word, did I?” he asked.
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“Mr. Scully,” called the Swede, “how much do I owe you?” It was seen that he was
attired* for departure, and that he had his valise in his hand.
“You don’t owe* me nothin’,” repeated Scully in his same imperturbable way.
“Huh!” said the Swede. “I guess you’re right. I guess if it was any way at all, you’d
owe me somethin’. That’s what I guess.” He turned to the cowboy. “ ‘Kill him! Kill
him! Kill him!”’ he mimicked*, and then guffawed* victoriously. “ ‘Kill him!”’ He was
convulsed with ironical humor*.
But he might have been jeering* the dead. The three men were immovable and
silent, staring with glassy* eyes at the stove.
The Swede opened the door and passed into the storm, giving one derisive*
glance* backward at the still group.
As soon as the door was closed, Scully and the cowboy leaped* to their feet and
began to curse*. They trampled* to and fro, waving their arms and smashing* into the
air with their fists. “Oh, but that was a hard minute!” wailed Scully. “That was a hard
minute! Him there leerin’* and scoffin’*! One bang* at his nose was worth forty dollars
to me that minute! How did you stand* it, Bill?”
“How did I stand it?” cried the cowboy in a quivering* voice. “How did I stand it? Oh!”
The old man burst into sudden brogue*. “I’d loike to take that Swade,” he wailed*,
“and hould ’im down on a shtone flure* and bate* ’im to a jelly wid a shtick!”
The cowboy groaned* in sympathy. “I’d like to git him by the neck
a n d ha-ammer him*”—he brought his hand on a chair with a noise like a pistolshot—
“hammer that there Dutchman until he couldn’t tell himself from a dead coyote!”
“I’d bate* ’im until he___”
“I’d show him some things___”
And then together they raised a yearning* fanatic cry. “Oh-o-oh! if we only could___”
“Yes!”
“Yes!”
“And then I’d___”
“O-o-oh!”
VIII
The Swede, tightly gripping* his valise, tacked* across the face of the storm as if he
carried sails. He was following a line of little naked gasping* trees, which he knew
must mark the way of the road. His face, fresh from the pounding* of Johnnie’s fists,
felt more pleasure than pain in the wind and the driving* snow. A number of square
shapes loomed* upon him finally, and he knew them as the houses of the main body of
the town. He found a street and made travel along it, leaning* heavily upon the wind
whenever, at a corner, a terrific blast* caught him.
He might have been in a deserted village. We picture the world as thick* with conquering and elated* humanity, but here, with the bugles* of the tempest pealing*, it was hard to
imagine a peopled earth. One viewed the existence of man then as a marvel, and conceded*
a glamour of wonder to these lice* which were caused to cling* to a whirling*, fire-smote* ,
ice-locked, disease-stricken*, spacelost bulb. The conceit* of man was explained by
this storm to be the very engine of life. One was a coxcomb* not to die in it. However,
the Swede found a saloon.
In front of it an indomitable red light was burning, and the snow-flakes were made
blood-color as they flew through the circumscribed territory of the lamp’s shining. The
Swede pushed open the door of the saloon and entered. A sanded expanse* was before him,
and at the end of it four men sat about a table drinking. Down one side of the room
extended a radiant* bar, and its guardian was leaning* upon his elbows listening to the talk
of the men at the table. The Swede dropped his valise upon the floor, and, smiling
fraternally upon the barkeeper, said: “Gimme* some whisky, will you?” The man placed a
bottle, a whisky-glass, and a glass of ice-thick water upon the bar. The Swede poured
himself an abnormal portion of whisky and drank it in three gulps*. “Pretty bad night,”
remarked the bartender indifferently. He was making the pretension of blindness*, which is
usually a distinction of his class; but it could have been seen that he was furtively studying
the half-erased blood-stains* on the face of the Swede. “Bad night,” he said again.
“Oh, it’s good enough for me,” replied the Swede, hardily*, as he poured* himself some
more whisky. The barkeeper took his coin and maneuvered* it through its reception by the
highly-nickeled cash-machine. A bell rang; a card labeled “20 cts.” had appeared.
“No,” continued the Swede, “this isn’t too bad weather. It’s good enough for me.”
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“So?” murmured the barkeeper languidly.
The copious drams* made the Swede’s eyes swim*, and he breathed a trifle* heavier
“Yes, I like this weather I like it. It suits* me.” It was apparently* his design to impart
a deep significance to these words.
“So?” murmured the bartender again. He turned to gaze* dreamily at the scroll*-like birds
and bird-like scrolls which had been drawn with soap upon the mirrors back of the bar.
“Well, I guess I’ll take another drink,” said the Swede presently. “Have something?”
“No, thanks; I’m not drinkin’,” answered the bartender. Afterward he asked: “How did you
hurt your face?”
The Swede immediately began to boast* loudly. “Why*, in a fight. I thumped* the soul out
of a man down here at Scully’s hotel.”
The interest of the four men at the table was at last aroused*.
“Who was it?” said one.
“Johnnie Scully,” blustered* the Swede. “Son of the man what runs it. He will be pretty near
dead for some weeks, I can tell you. I made a nice thing of him*, I did. He couldn’t get up. They
carried him in the house. Have a drink?”
Instantly the men in some subtle way incased themselves in reserve. “No, thanks,” said one.
The group was of curious formation*. Two were prominent local business men; one was the
district-attorney*; and one was a professional gambler of the kind known as “square*.” But a
scrutiny of the group would not have enabled an observer to pick the gambler from the men of
more reputable pursuits*. He was, in fact, a man so delicate in manner, when among people of
fair* class, and so judicious in his choice of victims, that in the strictly masculine part of the
town’s life he had come to be explicitly trusted and admired. People called him a thoroughbred*. The fear and contempt with which his craft* was regarded was undoubtedly the reason
that his quiet dignity shone conspicuous* above the quiet dignity of men who might be merely
hatters*, billiard-markers or grocery clerks. Beyond an occasional unwary* traveler,
who came by rail, this gambler was supposed to prey solely upon reckless* and senile
farmers, who, when flush* with good crops, drove into town in all the pride and confidence
of an absolutely invulnerable stupidity. Hearing at times in circuitous fashion of the despoilment* of such a farmer, the important men of Romper invariably* laughed in contempt* of
the victim, and if they thought of the wolf* at all, it was with a kind of pride at the knowledge
that he would never dare* think of attacking their wisdom and courage. Besides, it was popular
that this gambler had a real wife and two real children in a neat* cottage* in a suburb*, where
he led an exemplary home life, and when any one even suggested a discrepancy in his character, the
crowd immediately vociferated descriptions of this virtuous family circle. Then men who led*
exemplary home lives, and men who did not lead exemplary home lives, all subsided* in a
bunch*, remarking that there was nothing more to be said.
However, when a restriction was placed upon him—as, for instance, when a strong clique*
of members of the new Pollywog Club refused to permit him, even as a spectator, to appear in
the rooms of the organization—the candor and gentleness with which he accepted the judgment
disarmed many of his foes and made his friends more desperately partisan*. He invariably
distinguished between himself and a respectable Romper man so quickly and frankly that his
manner actually* appeared to be a continual broadcast* compliment.
And one must not forget to declare the fundamental fact of his entire position in
Romper. It is irrefutable that in all affairs outside of his business, in all matters that occur
eternally and commonly between man and man, this thieving* cardplayer was so generous,
so just, so moral, that, in a contest*, he could have put to flight* the consciences of ninetenths of the citizens of Romper.
And so it happened that he was seated in this saloon with the two prominent local
merchants and the district-attorney*.
The Swede continued to drink raw* whisky, meanwhile babbling* at the barkeeper and
trying to induce him to indulge in potations*. “Come on. Have a drink. Come on. What—no?
Well a little one then. By gawd*, I’ve whipped a man to-night, and I want to celebrate. I
whipped him good, too. Gentlemen,” the Swede cried to the men at the table, “have a drink?”
“Ssh!” said the barkeeper.
The group at the table, although furtively attentive, had been pretending to be deep in
talk, but now a man lifted his eyes toward the Swede and said shortly*: “Thanks. We don’t
want any more.”
At this reply the Swede ruffled* out his chest like a rooster*. “Well,” he exploded, “it seems
I can’t get anybody to drink with me in this town. Seems so, don’t it? Well!”
“Ssh!” said the barkeeper.
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“Say,” snarled* the Swede, “don’t you try to shut me up*. I won’t have it. I’m a
gentleman, and I want people to drink with me. And I want ’em to drink with me now.
Now—do you understand?” He rapped* the bar* with his knuckles*.
Years of experience had calloused* the bartender. He merely grew
sulky* . “I hear you,” he answered.
“Well,” cried the Swede, “listen hard then. See those men over there? Well,
they’re going to drink with me, and don’t you forget it. Now you watch.
“Hi!” yelled* the barkeeper, “this won’t do!”
“Why won’t it?” demanded the Swede. He stalked* over to the table, and by
chance laid* his hand upon the shoulder of the gambler. “How about this?” he
asked, wrath fully*. “I asked you to drink with me.”
The gambler simply twisted* his head and spoke over his shoulder. “My friend, I don’t know you.”
“Oh, hell!” answered the Swede, “come and have a drink.”
“Now, my boy,” advised the gambler kindly, “take your hand off my shoulder and go ’way
and mind your own business.” He was a little slim* man, and it seemed strange to hear him use
this tone of heroic patronage to the burly* Swede. The other men at the table said nothing.
“What? You won’t drink with me, you little dude*! I’ll make you then! I’ll make you!”
The Swede had grasped* the gambler frenziedly at the throat*, and was dragging* him from
his chair. The other men sprang up. The barkeeper dashed* around the corner of his bar.
There was a great tumult, and then was seen a long blade* in the hand of the gambler. It
shot* forward, and a human body, this citadel* of virtue, wisdom, power, was pierced* as
easily as if it had been a melon. The Swede fell with a cry of supreme astonishment*.
The prominent merchants and the district-attorney must have at once tumbled out* of the
place backward. The bartender found himself hanging limply* to the arm of a chair* and
gazing* into the eyes of a murderer.
“Henry,” said the latter, as he wiped his knife on one of the towels that hung* beneath
the bar-rail, “you tell ’em where to find me. I’ll be home, waiting for ’em.” Then he
vanished. A moment afterward the barkeeper was in the street dinning* through the storm
for help, and, moreover, companionship.
The corpse of the Swede, alone in the saloon, had its eyes fixed upon a dreadful* legend* that
dwelt* a-top of the cash-machine. “This registers the amount* of your purchase*.”
IX
Months later, the cowboy was frying* pork over the stove of a little ranch near the
Dakota line, when there was a quick thud* of hoofs* outside, and, presently, the Easterner
entered with the letters and the papers.
“Well,” said the Easterner at once, “the chap* that killed the Swede has got three years.
Wasn’t much, was it?”
“He has? Three years?” The cowboy poised* his pan* of pork, while he
ruminated* upon the news. “Three years. That ain’t much.”
“No. It was a light sentence,” replied the Easterner as he unbuckled* his
spurs*. “Seems there was a good deal of sympathy for him in Romper.”
“If the bartender had been any good*,” observed the cowboy thoughtfully, “he would
have gone in and cracked* that there Dutchman on the head with a bottle in the beginnin’ of
it and stopped all this here murderin’.”
“Yes, a thousand things might have happened,” said the Easterner tartly*.
The cowboy returned his pan of pork to the fire, but his philosophy continued. “It’s
funny, ain’t it? If he hadn’t said Johnnie was cheatin’ he’d be alive this minute. He was an
awful fool. Game played for fun, too. Not for money. I believe he was crazy.”
“I feel sorry for that gambler,” said the Easterner.
“Oh, so do I,” said the cowboy. “He don’t deserve none of it for killin’ who he did.”
“The Swede might not have been killed if everything had been square*.”
“Might not have been killed?” exclaimed the cowboy. “Everythin’ square*? Why, when
he said that Johnnie was cheatin’ and acted like such a jackass*? And then in the saloon he
fairly walked up to git* hurt?” With these arguments the cowboy brow-beat* the Easterner
and reduced him to rage.
“You’re a fool!” cried the Easterner viciously*. “You’re a bigger jackass* than the
Swede by a million majority. Now let me tell you one thing. Let me tell you something.
Listen! Johnnie was cheating!”
“ ‘Johnnie,’” said the cowboy blankly*. There was a minute of silence, and then he said
robustly: “Why, no. The game was only for fun.”
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“Fun or not,” said the Easterner, “Johnnie was cheating. I saw him. I know it. I saw him.
And I refused to stand up* and be a man. I let the Swede fight it out alone. And you—you
were simply puffing around* the place and wanting to fight. And then old Scully himself!
We are all in it*! This poor gambler isn’t even a noun. He is kind of an adverb. Every sin
is the result of a collaboration. We, five* of us, have collaborated in the murder of this
Swede. Usually there are from a dozen to forty women really involved in every murder, but
in this case it seems to be only five men—you, I, Johnnie, old Scully, and that fool of an
unfortunate gambler came merely* as a culmination, the apex* of a human movement, and
gets all the punishment.”
The cowboy, injured and rebellious, cried out blindly into this fog of mysterious theory*:
“Well, I didn’t do anythin’, did I?”
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breathlessly
(Todos somos culpables)
Symbol ofpentagonal
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design, fate

Part I:
1. What is so unusual about a hotel being painted blue? Did Scully do this on purpose? Does this give you any knowledge of
Scully's character?
2. What effect do you get from the three men having no names? Does this seem to isolate the men from each other?
3. In this Part I, which of the men seems to be the outcast? Pick out some specific phrases that show he is different or thought to
be different.
Part II:
1. Why would Scully's voice be hearty when he announced a blizzard?
2. What might make the Swede feel as he does? Has anything which has previously happened look suspicious?
3. Describe the Cowboy and Easterner. What type of men do they appear to be? Do they have anything in common which could
form the basis for a close relationship?
4. Whose actions have set the Swede apart from the rest of the group?
5. At the end of the chapter who has become an outcast? Why?
Part III:
1. Do you find anything ironic in the use of the words, "three silver pieces"?
2. What were Scully's motives in talking to the Swede? What did the Swede think Scully's motives were?
3. Of all the character, whom do you find the most human? Why?
Part IV:
1. The Easterner thought the Swede was afraid because of reading dime-store novels. How accurate do you think this remark can
be?
2. The Swede pictures Nebraska as the wild west. Did his fear of the wild west help to outcast him from the group?
3 What change seemed to come over the Swede when he and Scully came downstairs?
Part V:
1. The Swede accused Johnny of cheating an Johnny denied it. Knowing some of the characteristics of both men who do you think
is telling the truth? Why?
2 Do you have any feelings of animosity toward any of the characters? Who? Why?
Part VI:
1. During the fight, the sidelines seem to be all one sided. Why do the Easterner and Cowboy side with Johnny? Why is the Swede
thought of so unfavorably?
Part VII
1. Why does Swede leave Scully's place if he has won the fight?
Part VIII:
1. A gambler is usually outcast from "respectable" society. Why in this story is the gambler not outcast? What makes him
"respectable"? Why if someone meets some of our standards do we tend to ignore things like profession? Can you think of any
modern examples of this?
2. Why did the Swede pick out the gambler to harass?
3. The corpse stared at the sigh on the cast machine which read "This registers the amount of your purchase." What was the
amount of the Swede's purchase? Had he purchased it entirely himself?
Part IX:
1. The Easterner and Cowboy seem to have become good friends. Did they know each other before the Blue Hotel? What did they
have in common? What helped to develop their friendship? Can you give other examples where this has happened?
2. Explain the comparison of the gambler to parts of the speech?
3. Is the Cowboy's reaction of, "Well, I didn't do anything, did I?" a normal reaction?
4. After this section, how do you now feel about the Swede, the Easterner, the Cowboy, and Johnny?
5. How does the Swede fulfil his own prophecy?
a) What kind of illusion does Swede finally relentlessly impose on everyone else in the Blue Hotel?
b) What is the role of Scully regarding this illusion?
c) Why does Swede get killed in the saloon? What values does the Gambler represent?
d) What are the most serious mistakes Swede makes? To what factors do you attribute these errors?
e) What kind of sense does the following statement by the Easterner at the final part of the story have: “We, five of us, have
collaborated in the murder of this Swede.”? Specify how this may be true for everyone of them.
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They lived together in a part of the country which was not so prosperous as it had once been,
about three miles from one of those small towns that, instead of increasing in population, is
steadily decreasing. The territory was not very thickly settled*; perhaps a house every other mile
or so, with large areas of corn- and wheat-land and hallow* field that at odd seasons had been
sown to timothy* and clover*. Their particular house was part log* and part frame*, the log
portion being the old original home of Henry’s grandfather. The new portion, of now rainbeaten, time-worn slabs*, through which the wind squeaked* in the chinks* at times, and which
several overshadowing elms and a butternut-tree made picturesque and reminiscently* pathetic,
but a little damp, was erected by Henry when he was twenty-one and just married.
That was forty-eight years before. The furniture inside, like the house outside, was old and
mildewy* and reminiscent* of an earlier day. You have seen the whatnot of cherry wood,
perhaps, with spiral legs and fluted* top. It was there. The old-fashioned four poster bed*, with its
ball-like protuberances and deep curving incision, was there also, a sadly alienated descendant of
an early Jacobean ancestor. The bureau of cherry was also high and wide and solidly built, but
fadedlooking, and with a musty* odor. The rag carpet that underlay all these sturdy* examples of
enduring* furniture was a weak, faded, lead-and-pink-colored affair woven by Phoebe Ann’s own
hands, when she was fifteen years younger than she was when she died. The creaky* wooden
loom* on which it had been done now stood like a dusty, bony skeleton, along with a broken
rocking-chair, a worm-eaten clothes-press—Heavens knows how old—a lime*-stained bench
that had once been used to keep flowers on outside the door, and other decrepit factors of
household utility, in an east room that was a lean-to against this so-called main portion. All sorts
of other broken-down furniture were about this place; an antiquated clothes-horse, cracked in
two of its ribs; a broken mirror in an old cherry frame, which had fallen from a nail and cracked
itself three days before their youngest son, Jerry, died; an extension hat-rack, which once had
had porcelain knobs* on the ends of its pegs*, and a sewing-machine, long since outdone in its
clumsy mechanism by rivals of a newer generation.
The orchard to the east of the house was full of gnarled* old apple-trees, worm-eaten as to
trunks and branches, and fully ornamented with green and white lichens*, so that it had a sad,
greenish-white, silvery effect in moonlight. The low outhouses, which had once housed chickens, a horse or two, a cow, and several pigs, were covered with patches* of moss as to their roof,
and the sides had been free of paint for so long that they were blackish gray as to color, and a
little spongy*. The picket-fence in front, with its gate squeaky and askew*, and the side fences of the
stake-and-rider type were in an equally run-down* condition*. As a matter of fact, they had aged
synchronously with the persons who lived here, old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phoebe Ann.
They had lived here, these two, ever since their marriage, forty-eight years before, and Henry
had lived here before that from his childhood up. His father and mother, well along in years
when he was a boy, had invited him to bring his wife here when he had first fallen in love and
decided to marry; and he had done so. His father and mother were the companions of himself
and his wife for ten years after they were married, when both died; and then Henry and Phoebe
were left with their five children growing lustily apace*. But all sorts of things had happened
since then. Of the seven children, all told, that had been born to them, three had died; one girl
had gone to Kansas; one boy had gone to Sioux Falls, never even to be heard of after; another
boy had gone to Washington; and the last girl lived five counties away in the same State, but
was so burdened with cares of her own that she rarely gave them a thought. Time and a
commonplace home life that had never been attractive had weaned* them thoroughly, so that,
wherever they were, they gave little thought as to how it might be with their father and mother.
Old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phoebe were a loving couple. You perhaps know how it
is with simple natures that fasten themselves like lichens* on the stones of circumstance and
weather their days to a crumbling* conclusion. The great world sounds widely, but it has no call
for them. They have no soaring* intellect. The orchard, the meadow, the corn-field, the pig-pen,
and the chickenlot measure the range of their human activities. When the wheat is headed it is
reaped and threshed*; when the corn is browned and frosted* it is cut and shocked; when the
timothy* is in full he’d it is cut, and the hay-cock* erected. After that comes winter, with the
hauling of grain to market, the sawing and splitting of wood, the simple chores* of fire-building,
meal-getting, occasional repairing, and visiting. Beyond these and the changes of weather—the
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snows, the rains, and the fair days—there are no immediate, significant things. All the rest of life
is a far-off, clamorous phantasmagoria, flickering* like Northern lights* in the night, and
sounding as faintly as cow-bells tinkling in the distance.
Old Henry and his wife Phoebe were as fond of each other as it is possible for two old people
to be who have nothing else in this life to be fond of. He was a thin old man, seventy when she
died, a queer*, crotchety* person with coarse grayblack hair and beard, quite straggly* and
unkempt. He looked at you out of dull, fishy, watery eyes that had deep-brown crow’s-feet at the
sides. His clothes, like the clothes of many farmers, were aged and angular and baggy, standing
out at the pockets, not fitting about the neck, protuberant and worn at elbow and knee. Phoebe
Ann was thin and shapeless, a very umbrella of a woman, clad in shabby* black, and with a
black bonnet for her best wear. As time had passed, and they had only themselves to look after,
their movements had become slower and slower, their activities fewer and fewer. The annual
keep of pigs had been reduced from five to one grunting porker, and the single horse which
Henry now retained was a sleepy animal, not overnourished* and not very clean. The chickens,
of which formerly there was a large flock*, had almost disappeared, owing to ferrets*, foxes, and
the lack of proper care, which produces disease. The former healthy garden was now a straggling
memory of itself, and the vines* and flowerbeds that formerly ornamented the windows and
dooryard had now become choking* thickets*. A will had been made which divided the small
tax-eaten property equally among the remaining four! so that it was really of no interest to any
of them. Yet these two lived together in peace and sympathy, only that now and then old Henry
would become unduly cranky*, complaining almost invariably that something had been neglected
or mislaid which was of no importance at all.
“Phoebe, where’s my corn-knife? You ain’t never minded to let my things alone no more.”
“Now you hush, Henry,” his wife would caution him in a cracked and squeaky voice. “If you
don’t, I’ll leave yuh. I’ll git up and walk out of here some day, and then where would y’ be? Y’
ain’t got anybody but me to look after yuh, so yuh just behave yourself. Your corn-knife’s on the
mantel where it’s allus* been unless you’ve gone an’ put it summers* else.”
Old Henry, who knew his wife would never leave him in any circumstances, used to
speculate at times as to what he would do if she were to die. That was the one leaving that he
really feared. As he climbed on the chair at night to wind the old, long-pendulumed, doubleweighted clock, or went finally to the front and the back door to see that they were safely shut in,
it was a comfort to know that Phoebe was there, properly ensconced* on her side of the bed, and
that if he stilled restlessly in the night, she would be there to ask what he wanted.
“Now, Henry, do lie still! You’re as restless as a chicken.”
“Well, I can’t sleep, Phoebe.”
“Well, yuh needn’t roll so, anyhow. Yuh kin let me sleep.”
This usually reduced him to a state of somnolent ease. If she wanted a pail of water, it was a
grumbling* pleasure for him to get it; and if she did rise first to build the fires, he saw that the wood
was cut and placed within easy reach. They divided this simple world nicely between them.
As the years had gone on, however, fewer and fewer people had called. They were wellknown for a distance of as much as ten square miles as old Mr. and Mrs. Reifsneider, honest,
moderately Christian, but too old to be really interesting any longer. The writing of letters had
become an almost impossible burden too difficult to continue or even negotiate via others,
although an occasional letter still did arrive from the daughter in Pemberton County. Now and
then some old friend stopped with a pie or cake or a roasted chicken or duck, or merely to see
that they were well; but even these kindly minded visits were no longer frequent.
One day in the early spring of her sixty-fourth year Mrs. Reifsneider took sick, and from a
low fever passed into some indefinable ailment* which, because of her age, was no longer
curable. Old Henry drove to Swinnerton, the neighboring town, and procured a doctor. Some
friends called, and the immediate care of her was taken off his hands. Then one chill spring
night she died, and old Henry, in a fog of sorrow and uncertainty, followed her body to the
nearest graveyard, an unattractive space with a few pines growing in it. Although he might
have gone to the daughter in Pemberton or sent for her, it was really too much trouble and
he was too weary* and fixed*. It was suggested to him at once by one friend and another that
he come to stay with them awhile, but he did not see fit. He was so old and so fixed in his notions
and so accustomed to the exact surroundings he had known all his days, that he could not think
of leaving. He wanted to remain near where they had put his Phoebe; and the fact that he would
have to live alone did not trouble him in the least. The living children were notified and the care
of him offered if he would leave, but he would not.
“I kin make a shift for myself,” he continually announced to old Dr. Morrow, who had
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attended his wife in this case. “I kin cook a little, and, besides, it don’t take much more’n coffee
an’ bread in the mornin’s to satisfy me. I’ll get along now well enough. Yuh just let me be.” And
after many pleadings and proffers of advice, with supplies of coffee and bacon and baked bread
duly offered and accepted, he was left to himself. For a while he sat idly outside his door
brooding* in the spring sun. He tried to revive his interest in farming, and to keep himself busy
and free from thought by looking after the fields, which of late had been much neglected. It was
a gloomy thing to come in of an evening, however, or in the afternoon and find no shadow of
Phoebe where everything suggested her. By degrees he put a few of her things away. At night
he sat beside his lamp and read in the papers that were left him occasionally or in a Bible that he
had neglected for years, but he could get little solace from these things. Mostly he held his hand
over his mouth and looked at the floor as he sat and thought of what had become of her, and how
soon he himself would die. He made a great business of making his coffee in the morning and
frying himself a little bacon at night; but his appetite was gone. The shell in which he had been
housed so long seemed vacant, and its shadows were suggestive of immediate griefs. So he lived
quite dolefully for five long months, and then a change began.
It was one night, after he had looked after the front and the back door, wound* the clock,
blown out the light, and gone through all the selfsame motions that he had indulged in for years,
that he went to bed not so much to sleep as to think. It was a moonlight night. The green-lichencovered orchard just outside and to be seen from his bed where he now lay was a silvery affair,
sweetly spectral. The moon shone through the east windows, throwing the pattern of the panes
on the wooden floor, and making the old furniture, to which he was accustomed, stand out dimly
in the room. As usual he had been thinking of Phoebe and the years when they had been young
together, and of the children who had gone, and the poor s hift he was making of his present
days. The house was coming to be in a very bad state indeed. The bed-clothes were in disorder
and not clean, for he made a wretched shift of washing. It was a terror to him . The roof
leaked*, causing things, some of them, to remain damp for weeks at a time, but he was getting
into that brooding state where he would accept anything rather than exert himself. He preferred
to pace slowly to and fro or to sit and think.
By twelve o’clock of this particular night he was asleep, however, and by two had waked
again. The moon by this time had shifted to a position on the western side of the house, and it
now shone in through the windows of the living-room and those of the kitchen beyond. A
certain combination of furniture—a chair near a table, with his coat on it, the half-open kitchen
door casting a shadow, and the positon of a lamp near a paper—gave him an exact representation of Phoebe leaning over the table as he had often seen her do in life. It gave him a great start.
Could it be she—or her ghost? He had scarcely ever believed in spirits; and still—He looked at
her fixedly in the feeble half-light, his old hair tingling* oddly at the roots, and then sat up. The
figure did not move. He put his thin legs out of the bed and sat looking at her, wondering if this
could really be Phoebe. They had talked of ghosts often in their lifetime, of apparitions and
omens*; but they had never agreed that such things could be. It had never been a part of his
wife’s creed* that she could have a spirit that could return to walk the earth. Her after-world
was quite a different affair, a vague heaven, no less, from which the righteous did not
trouble to return. Yet here she was now, bending over the table in her black skirt and gray
shawl*, her pale profile outlined against the moonlight.
“Phoebe,” he called, thrilling from head to toe and putting out one bony hand, “have yuh
come back?”
The figure did not stir, and he arose and walked uncertainly to the door, looking at it fixedly
the while. As he drew near, however, the apparition resolved itself into its primal content—his
old coat over the high-backed chair, the lamp by the paper, the half-open door.
“Well,” he said to himself, his mouth open, “I thought shore* I saw her.” And he ran his hand
strangely and vaguely through his hair, the while his nervous tension relaxed. Vanished as it
had, it gave him the idea that she might return.
Another night, because of this first illusion, and because his mind was now constantly on her and
he was old, he looked out of the window that was nearest his bed and commanded a hen-coop*
and pig-pen and a part of the wagon-shed, and there, a faint mist exuding from the damp of the
ground, he thought he saw her again. It was one of those little wisps* of mist, one of those faint
exhalations of the earth that rise in a cool night after a warm day, and flicker* like small white
cypresses of fog before they disappear. In life it had been a custom of hers to cross this lot from
her kitchen door to the pig-pen to throw in any scrap* that was left from her cooking, and here
she was again. He sat up and watched it strangely, doubtfully, because of his previous experience, but inclined, because of the nervous titillation that passed over his body, to believe that
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spirits really were, and that Phoebe, who would be concerned because of his lonely state, must
be thinking about him, and hence returning. What other way would she have? How otherwise
could she express herself? It would be within the province of her charity so to do, and like her
loving interest in him. He quivered and watched it eagerly; but, a faint breath of air stirring, it
wound away toward the fence and disappeared.
A third night, as he was actually* dreaming, some ten days later, she came to his bedside and
put her hand on his head.
“Poor Henry!” she said. “It’s too bad.”
He roused out of his sleep, actually to see her, he thought, moving from his bed-room
into the one living-room, her figure a shadowy mass of black. The weak straining of his
eyes caused little points of light to flicker about the outlines of her form. He arose, greatly
astonished, walked the floor in the cool room, convinced that Phoebe was coming back to
him. If he only thought sufficiently, if he made it perfectly clear by his feeling that he
needed her greatly, she would come back, this kindly wife, and tell him what to do. She
would perhaps be with him much of the time, in the night, anyhow; and that would make
him less lonely, this state more endurable.
In age and with the feeble* it is not such a far cry from the subtleties of illusion to
actual* hallucination, and in due time this transition was made for Henry. Night after night
he waited, expecting her return. Once in his weird mood he thought he saw a pale light
moving about the room, and another time he thought he saw her walking in the orchard after
dark. It was one morning when the details of his lonely state were virtually unendurable that
he woke with the thought that she was not dead. How he had arrived at this conclusion it is
hard to say. His mind had gone. In its place was a fixed illusion. He and Phoebe had had a
senseless quarrel. He had reproached her for not leaving his pipe where he was accustomed
to find it, and she had left. It was an aberrated* fulfillment of her old jesting threat that if he
did not behave himself she would leave him.
“I guess I could find yuh ag’in,” he had always said. But her cackling* threat had always
been.
“Yuh’ll not find me if I ever leave yuh. I guess I kin git some place where yuh can’t find
me.”
This morning when he arose he did not think to build the fire in the customary way or to
grind his coffee and cut his bread, as was his wont, but solely to meditate as to where he
should search for her and how he should induce her to come back. Recently the one horse
had been dispensed with because he found it cumbersome* and beyond his needs. He took
down his soft crush hat* after he had dressed himself, a new glint* of interest and determination in his eye, and taking his black crook cane* from behind the door, where he had
always placed it, started out briskly to look for her among the nearest neighbors. His old
shoes clumped* soundly in the dust as he walked, and his gray-black locks, now grown
rather long, straggled out in a dramatic fringe or halo from under his hat. His short coat
stirred busily as he walked, and his hands and face were peaked and pale.
“Why, hello, Henry! Where’re yuh goin’ this mornin’?” inquired Farmer Dodge, who, hauling*
a load of wheat to market, encountered him on the public road. He had not seen the aged farmer in
months, not since his wife’s death, and he wondered now, seeing him looking so spry.
“Yuh ain’t seen Phoebe, have yuh?” inquired the old man, looking up quizzically*.
“Phoebe who?” inquired Farmer Dodge, not for the moment connecting the name with
Henry’s dead wife.
“Why, my wife Phoebe, o’ course. Who do yuh s’pose I mean?” He stared up with a pathetic
sharpness of glance* from under his shaggy*, gray eyebrows.
“Wall, I’ll swan*, Henry, yuh ain’t jokin’, are yuh?” said the solid Dodge, a pursy* man,
with a smooth, hard, red face. “It can’t be your wife yuh’re talkin’ about. She’s dead.”
“Dead! Shucks*!” retorted the demented Reifsneider. “She left me early this mornin’,
while I was sleepin’. She allus got up to build the fire, but she’s gone now. We had a little
spat last night, an’ I guess that’s the reason. But I guess I kin find her. She’s gone over to
Matilda Race’s; that’s where she’s gone.”
He started briskly up the road, leaving the amazed Dodge to stare in wonder after him.
“Well, I’ll be switched!” he said aloud to himself. “He’s clean out’n his head. That poor old
feller’s been livin’ down there till he’s gone outen his mind. I’ll have to notify the authorities.”
And he flicked* his whip with great enthusiasm. “Geddap!” he said, and was off.
Reifsneider met no one else in this poorly populated region until he reached the whitewashed
fence of Matilda Race and her husband three miles away. He had passed several other houses en
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route, but these not being within the range of his illusion were not considered. His wife, who had
known Matilda well, must be here. He opened the picket-gate which guarded the walk, and
stamped* briskly* up to the door.
“Why, Mr. Reifsneider,” exclaimed old Matilda herself, a stout* woman, looking out of the
door in answer to his knock, “what brings yuh here this mornin’?”
“Is Phoebe here?” he demanded eagerly.
“Phoebe who? What Phoebe?” replied Mrs. Race, curious as to this sudden development of
energy on his part.
“Why, my Phoebe, o’ course. My wife Phoebe. Who do yuh s’pose? Ain’t she here now?”
The old farmer’s eyes softened, and he entered. He was so thin and pale a specimen,
pantalooned and patriarchal, that he aroused Mrs. Race’s extremest sympathy as he took off his
hat and laid it on his knees quite softly and mildly*.
“We had a quarrel last night, an’ she left me,” he volunteered.
“Laws*! laws!” sighed Mrs. Race, there being no one present with whom to share her
astonishment as she went to her kitchen. “The pore * man! Now somebody’s just got to look
after him. He can’t be allowed to run around the country this way lookin’ for his dead wife.
It’s terrible.”
She boiled him a pot of coffee and brought in some of her new-baked bread and fresh
butter. She set out some of her best jam and put a couple of eggs to boil, lying wholeheartedly the while.
“Now yuh stay night there, Uncle Henry, till Jake comes in, an’ I’ll send him to look for
Phoebe. I think it’s more’n likely she’s over to Swinnerton with some o’ her friends.
Anyhow, we’ll find out. Now yuh just drink this coffee an’ eat this bread. Yuh must be tired.
Yuh’ve had a long walk this mornin’.” Her idea was to take counsel with Jake, “her man,”
and perhaps have him notify the authorities.
She bustled* about, meditating on the uncertainties of life, while old Reifsneider thrummed*
on the rim* of his hat with his pale fingers and later ate abstractedly of what she
offered. His mind was on his wife, however, and since she was not here, or did not appear,
it wandered vaguely away to a family by the name of Murray, miles away in another
direction. He decided after a time that he would not wait for Jake Race to hunt his wife but
would seek her for himself. He must be on, and urge her to come back.
“Well, I’ll be goin’,” he said, getting up and looking strangely about him. “I guess she didn’t
come here after all. She went over to the Murrays’, I guess. I’ll not wait any longer, Mis’ Race.
There’s a lot to do over to the house to-day.” And out he marched in the face of her protests
taking to the dusty road again in the warm spring sun, his cane striking the earth as he went.
It was two hours later that this pale figure of a man appeared in the Murrays’ doorway, dusty,
perspiring*, eager*. He had tramped all of five miles, and it was noon. An amazed husband and
wife of sixty heard his strange query*, and realized also that he was mad. They begged him to
stay to dinner, intending to notify the authorities later and see what could be done; but though he
stayed to partake* of a little something, he did not stay long, and was off again to another distant
farmhouse, his idea of many things to do and his need of Phoebe impelling him. So it went for
that day and the next and the next, the circle of his inquiry ever widening.
The process by which a character assumes the significance of being peculiar, his antics
weird, yet harmless, in such a community is often involute* and pathetic. This day, as has been
said, saw Reifsneider at other doors, eagerly asking his unnatural question, and leaving a trail of
amazement, sympathy, and pity in his wake. Although the authorities were informed—the
county sheriff, no less—it was not deemed* advisable to take him into custody; for when those
who knew old Henry, and had for so long, reflected on the condition of the county insane
asylum, a place which, because of the poverty of the district, was of staggering* aberration and
sickening environment, it was decided to let him remain at large; for, strange to relate, it was
found on investigation that at night he returned peaceably enough to his lonesome domicile
there to discover whether his wife had returned, and to brood* in loneliness until the morning.
Who would lock up a thin, eager, seeking old man with iron-gray hair and an attitude of kindly,
innocent inquiry, particularly when he was well known for a past of only kindly servitude and
reliability. Those who had known him best rather agreed that he should be allowed to roam at
large. He could do no harm. There were many who were willing to help him as to food, old
clothes, the odds and ends of his daily life—at least at first. His figure after a time became not
so much a common-place as an accepted curiosity, and the replies, “Why, no, Henry; I ain’t see
her,” or “No, Henry; she ain’t been here to-day,” more customary.
For several years thereafter then he was an odd figure in the sun and rain, on dusty roads and
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muddy ones, encountered occasionally in strange and unexpected places, pursuing his endless
search. Undernourishment*, after a time, although the neighbors and those who knew his history
gladly contributed from their store, affected his body; for he walked much and ate little. The
longer he roamed* the public highway in this manner, the deeper became his strange hallucination; and finding it harder and harder to return from his more and more distant pilgrimages, he
finally began taking a few utensils with him from his home, making a small package of them, in
order that he might not be compelled to return. In an old tin coffee-pot of large site he placed a
small tin cup, a knife, fork, and spoon, some salt and pepper, and to the outside of it, by a string
forced through a pierced hole, he fastened a plate, which could be released, and which was his
woodland table. It was no trouble for him to secure the little food that he needed, and with a
strange, almost religious dignity, he had no hesitation in asking for that much. By degrees his
hair became longer and longer, his once black hat became an earthen brown, and his clothes
threadbare* and dusty.
For all of three years he walked, and none knew how wide were his perambulations, nor how
he survived the storms and cold. They could not see him, with homely rural understanding and
forethought, sheltering* himself in hay-cocks*, or by the sides of cattle, whose warm bodies
protected him from the cold, and whose dull understandings were not opposed to his harmless
presence. Overhanging rocks ant trees kept him at times from the rain, and a friendly hay-loft or
corn-crib was not above his humble consideration.
The involute progression of hallucination is strange. From asking at doors and being constantly rebuffed* or denied, he finally came to the conclusion that although his Phoebe might not
be in any of the houses at the doors of which he inquired, she might nevertheless be within the
sound of his voice. And so, from patient inquiry, he began to call sad, occasional cries, that ever
and anon waked the quiet landscapes and ragged* hill regions, and set to echoing his thin “O-oo Phoebe! O-o-o Phoebe!” It had a pathetic, albeit* insane, ring, and many a farmer or plowboy
came to know it even from afar and say, “There goes old Reifsneider.”
Another thing that puzzled him greatly after a time and after many hundreds of inquiries was,
when he no longer had any particular dooryard in view and no special inquiry to make, which
way to go. These cross-roads, which occasionally led in four or even six directions, came after
a time to puzzle him. But to solve this knotty* problem, which became more and more of a
puzzle, there came to his aid another hallucination. Phoebe’s spirit or some power of the air or
wind or nature would tell him. If he stood at the center of the parting of the ways, closed his
eyes, turned thrice about, and called “O-o-o Phoebe!” twice, and then threw his cane straight
before him, that would surely indicate which way to go for Phoebe, or one of these mystic
powers would surely govern its direction and fall! In whichever direction it went, even though,
as was not infrequently the case, it took him back along the path he had already come, or across
fields, he was not so far gone in his mind but that he gave himself ample time to search before
he called again. Also the hallucination seemed to persist that at some time he would surely find
her. There were hours when his feet were sore*, and his limbs weary*, when he would stop in
the heat to wipe his seamed* brow*, or in the cold to beat his arms. Sometimes, after throwing
away his cane, and finding it indicating the direction from which he had just come, he would
shake his head wearily and philosophically, as if contemplating the unbelievable or an untoward
fate, and then start briskly off. His strange figure came finally to be known in the farthest reaches
of three or four counties. Old Reifsneider was a pathetic character. His fame was wide.
Near a little town called Watersville, in Green County, perhaps four miles from that minor
center of human activity, there was a place or precipice locally known as the Red Cliff, a sheer*
wall of red sandstone, perhaps a hundred feet high, which raised its sharp face for half a mile or
more above the fruitful cornfields and orchards that lay beneath, and which was surmounted* by
a thick grove of trees. The slope that slowly led up to it from the opposite side was covered by
a rank growth of beech*, hickory*, and ash*, through which threaded a number of wagontracks
crossing at various angles. In fair weather it had become old Reifsneider’s habit, so inured* was
he by now to the open, to make his bed in some such patch of trees as this to fry his bacon or boil
his eggs at the foot of some tree before laying himself down for the night. Occasionally, so light
and inconsequential was his sleep, he would walk at night. More often, the moonlight or some
sudden wind stirring in the trees or a reconnoitering* animal arousing him, he would sit up and
think, or pursue his quest in the moonlight or the dark, a strange, unnatural, half wild, half
savage-looking but utterly harmless creature, calling at lonely road crossings, staring at dark and
shuttered houses, and wondering where, where Phoebe could really be.
That particular lull* that comes in the systole-diastole of this earthly ball at two o’clock in the
morning invariably aroused him, and though he might not go any farther he would sit up and
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contemplate the darkness or the stars, wondering. Sometimes in the strange processes of his mind he
would fancy that he saw moving among the trees the figure of his lost wife, and then he would get up
to follow, taking his utensils, always on a string, and his cane. If she seemed to evade him too easily
he would run, or plead*, or, suddenly losing track of the fancied figure, stand awed or disappointed,
grieving for the moment over the almost insurmountable difficulties of his search.
It was in the seventh year of these hopeless peregrinations, in the dawn of a similar
springtime to that in which his wife had died, that he came at last one night to the vicinity
of this self-same patch that crowned the rise to the Red Cliff. His far-flung cane, used as a
divining-rod at the last cross-roads, had brought him hither. He had walked many, many
miles. It was after ten o’clock at night, and he was very weary. Long wandering and little
eating had left him but a shadow of his former self. It was a question now not so much of
physical strength but of spiritual endurance which kept him up. He had scarcely eaten this
day, and now exhausted he set himself down in the dark to rest and possibly to sleep.
Curiously on this occasion a strange suggestion of the presence of his wife surrounded him.
It would not be long now, he counseled with himself, although the long months had brought him
nothing, until he should see her, talk to her. He fell asleep after a time, his head on his knees. At
midnight the moon began to rise, and at two in the morning, his wakeful hour, was a large silver
disk shining through the trees to the east. He opened his eyes when the radiance became strong,
making a silver pattern at his feet and lighting the woods with strange lusters and silvery,
shadowy forms. As usual, his old notion that his wife must be near occurred to him on this
occasion, and he looked about him with a speculative, anticipatory eye. What was it that
moved in the distant shadows along the path by which he had entered—a pale, flickering*
will-o’-the-wisp* that bobbed* gracefully among the trees and riveted his expectant gaze? Moonlight and shadows combined to give it a strange form and a stranger reality, this fluttering of
bogfire or dancing of wandering fireflies. Was it truly his lost Phoebe? By a circuitous route it
passed about him, and in his fevered state he fancied that he could see the very eyes of her, not as
she was when he last saw her in the black dress and shawl* but now a strangely younger Phoebe,
gayer, sweeter, the one whom he had known years before as a girl. Old Reifsneider got up. He had
been expecting and dreaming of this hour all these years, and now as he saw the feeble light
dancing lightly before him he peered at it questioningly, one thin hand in his gray hair.
Of a sudden there came to him now for the first time in many years the full charm of her
girlish figure as he had known it in boyhood, the pleasing, sympathetic smile, the brown hair, the
blue sash* she had once worn about her waist at a picnic, her gay, graceful movements. He
walked around the base of the tree, straining with his eyes, forgetting for once his cane and
utensils, and following eagerly after. On she moved before him, a will-o’-the-wisp o f the spring,
a little flame above her head, and it seemed as though among the small saplings* of ash* and beech* and
the thick trunks of hickory* and elm* that she signaled with a young, a lightsome* hand.
“O Phoebe! Phoebe!” he called. “Have yuh really come? Have yuh really answered me?”
And hurrying faster, he fell once, scrambling* lamely* to his feet, only to see the light in the
distance dancing illusively on. On and on he hurried until he was fairly running, brushing his
ragged arms against the trees, striking his hands and face against impeding* twigs*. His hat was
gone, his lungs were breathless, his reason quite astray, when coming to the edge of the cliff he
saw her below among a silvery bed of apple-trees now blooming in the spring.
“O Phoebe!” he called. “O Phoebe! Oh, no, don’t leave me!” And feeling the lure* of a
world where love was young and Phoebe as this vision presented her, a delightful epitome of
their quondam* youth, he gave a gay cry of “Oh, wait, Phoebe!” and leaped.
Some farmer-boys, reconnoitering this region of bounty* and prospect some few days
afterward, found first the tin utensils tied together under the tree where he had left them, and
then later at the foot of the cliff, pale, broken, but elate, a molded smile of peace and delight
upon his lips, his body. His old hat was discovered lying under some low-growing saplings*
the twigs of which had held it back. No one of all the simple population knew how eagerly
and joyously he had found his lost mate.
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Phoebe appears to her husband several times after her death. Is she a ghost? Does Dreiser's realistic explanation detract from the effect?
What motivates Henry's friends to go along with his belief that his wife is still alive? Is this motivation convincing?
What is the light that lures Henry over the cliff? Is this, after all, a ghost story? Explain the last sentence.
A man's seven year search for a dead wife is hardly an ordinary experience. Should the story be perceived as ‘realistic’?
What is the function of the three descriptive paragraphs at the beginning? Could these details have been deleted?
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One sunny autumn afternoon a child strayed* away from its rude* home
in a small field and entered a forest unobserved. It was happy in a new
sense of freedom from control, happy in the opportunity of exploration and
adventure; for this child’s spirit, in bodies of its ancestors, had for thousands
of years been trained to memorable feats* of discovery and conquest—
victories in battles whose critical moments were centuries, whose victors’
camps were cities of hewn* stone. From the cradle* of its race it had
conquered its way through two continents and passing a great sea had
penetrated a third, there to be born to war and dominion as a heritage.
The child was a boy aged about six years, the son of a poor planter*. In his
younger manhood the father had been a soldier, had fought against naked
savages and followed the flag of his country into the capital of a civilized race
to the far South. In the peaceful life of a planter the warrior-fire* survived;
once kindled, it is never extinguished. The man loved military books and
pictures and the boy had understood enough to make himself a wooden sword ,
though even the eye of his father would hardly have known it for what it
was. This weapon he now bore* bravely, as became the son of an heroic
race*, and pausing now and again in the sunny space of the forest assumed*,
with some exaggeration, the postures of aggression and defense that he had
been taught by the engraver’s art. Made reckless* by the ease* with which
he overcame invisible foes* attempting to stay* his advance, he committed
the common enough military error of pushing the pursuit* to a dangerous
extreme, until he found himself upon the margin of a wide but shallow*
brook, whose rapid waters barred* his direct advance against the flying* foe that
had crossed with illogical* ease. But the intrepid victor was not to be baffled*; the
spirit of the race which had passed the great sea burned unconquerable in that
small breast and would not be denied. Finding a place where some boulders* in
the bed of the stream* lay* but a step or a leap* apart, he made his way across and
fell again upon the rearguard* of his imaginary foe* , putting all to the sword.
Now that the battle had been won, prudence required that he withdraw*
to his base of operations. Alas; like many a mightier conqueror, and like
one, the mightiest*, he could

roamed, wandered
/ rustic

not curb* the lust* for war,
Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the loftiest* star. 2
* * * *
Advancing from the bank* of the creek he suddenly found himself confronted with a new and more formidable* enemy: in the path that he was
following, sat, bolt* upright*, with ears erect and paw* suspended before
it, a rabbit! With a startled* cry the child turned and fled, he knew not in
what direction, calling with inarticulate cries for his mother, weeping,
stumbling, his tender skin cruelly torn* by brambles*, his little heart beating
hard with terror—breathless, blind with tears—lost in the forest! Then, for more
than an hour, he wandered with erring* feet through the tangled* undergrowth* till at
last, overcome by fatigue, he lay down* in a narrow space between two rocks,
within a few yards of the stream and still grasping* his toy sword, no longer a
weapon but a companion, sobbed* himself to sleep . The wood birds sang
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merrily* above his head; the squirrels, whisking* their bravery of tail, ran
bark ing* from tree to tree, unconscious of the pity of it, and somewhere far away was
a strange, muffled* thunder, as if the partridges * were drumming* in celebration of
nature’s victory over the son of her immemorial enslavers*. And bac k at the little
plantation, where white men and black were hastily searching * the fields and
hedges* in alarm, a mother’s heart was breaking for* her missing child.
Hours passed, and then the little sleeper* rose to his feet. The chill* of the
evening was in his limbs, the fear of the gloom* in his heart. B ut he had rested,
and he no longer wept. With some blind instinct which impelled to action he
struggled through the undergrowth* about him and came to a more open
ground—on his right the brook, to the left a gentle acclivity* studded* w ith
infrequent trees; over all, the gathering gloom of twilight*. A thin,
ghostly mist* rose along the water. It frightened and repelled him; instead
of recrossing, in the direction whence he had come, he turned his bac k upon
it, and went forward toward the dark inclosing* wood. Suddenly he saw
before him a strange moving object which he took to be some large animal—
a dog, a pig—he could not name it; perhaps it was a bear. He had seen
pictures of bears, but knew of nothing to their discredit* and had vag uely
wished to meet one. But something in form or movement of this object—
something in the awkwardness* of its approach—told him that it was not a
bear, and curiosity was stayed* by fear. He stood still and as it came slowly on
gained courage every moment, for he saw that at least it ha d not the long
menacing ears of the rabbit. Possibly his impressionable mind was half conscious of something familiar in its shambling* awkward gait*. Before it had
approached near enou gh to resolve his doubts he saw that it was followed by
another and another. To right and to left were many more; the whole open
space about him were alive with them—all moving toward th e brook*.
They were men. They crept* upon their hands and knees. They used
their hands only, dragging their legs. They used their knees only, their
arms hanging idle* at their sides. They strove* to rise to their feet, but
fell prone* in the attempt. They did nothing naturally, and nothing alike,
save only to advance foot by foot in the same direction. Singly, in pairs and
in little groups, they came on through the gloom*, some halting* now and
again while others crept slowly past them, then resuming* their movement.
They came by dozens and by hundreds; as far on either hand as one could see
in the deepening gloom they extended and the black wood behind them appeared
to be inexhaustible*. The very ground seemed in motion toward the creek.
Occasionally one who had paused did not again go on, but lay* mo tionless. He
was dead. Some, pausing, made strange gestures with their hands, erected* their
arms and lowered them again, clasped* their hands; spread their palms upward, as men are sometimes seen to do in public prayer.
Not all of this did the child note; it is what would have been noted by an
elder observer; he saw little but that these were men, yet crept* like babes.
Being men, they were not terrible, though unfamiliarly clad*. He moved
among them freely, going from one to another and peering* into their faces
with childish curiosity. All their faces were singularly white and many
were streaked* and gouted* with red. Something in this—something too,
perhaps, in their grotesque attitudes and movements—reminded him of the
painted clown whom he had seen last summer in the circus, and he laughed
as he watched them. But on and ever on they crept*, these maimed* and
bleeding men, as heedless* as he of the dramatic contrast between his
laughter and their own ghastly* gravity. To him it was a merry* spectacle.
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He had seen his father’s Negroes cre ep* upon their hands and knees for his
amusement—had ridden* them so, “making believe” they were his horses. He
now approached one of these crawling* figures from behind and with an agile
movement mounted it astride*. The man sank* upon his breast, recovered,
flung* the small boy fiercely to the ground as an unbroken* colt* might have
done, then turned upon him a face that lacked a lower jaw—from the upper
teeth to the throat was a great red gap fringed * with hanging shreds* of
flesh and splinters* of bone. The unnatural prominence of nose, the absence of
chin, the fierce eyes, gave this man the appearance of a great bird of prey crimsoned*
in throat and breast by the blood of its quarry*. The man rose to his knees, the
child to his feet. The man shook his fist at the child; the child, terrified at last, ran
to a tree near by, got upon the farther side of it and took more serious view of the
situation. And so the clumsy multitude dragged* itself slowly and painfully along
in hideous pantomime—moved forward down the slope like a swarm* of great
black beetles*, with never a sound of going—in silence profound absolute.
Instead of darkening, the haunted* landscape began to brighten. Through
the belt of trees beyond the brook shone a strange red light, the trunks and
branches of the trees making a black lacework* against it. It struck the
creeping* figures and gave them monstrous shadows, which caricatured their
movements on the lit grass. It fell upon their faces touching their whiteness
with a ruddy* tinge*, accentuating the stains* with which so many of them
were freaked* and maculated. It sparkled on buttons and bits of metal in their clothing.
Instinctively the child turned toward the growing splendor and moved down the
slope* with his horrible companions; in a few moments had passed the foremost* of
the throng* —not much of a feat*, considering his advantages. He placed himself
in the lead*, his wooden sword still in hand, and solemnly directed the march, conforming his
pace to theirs and occasionally turning as if to see that his forces did not straggle*. Surely
such a leader never before had such a following *.
Scattered* about upon the ground now slowly narrowing by the encroachment* of this awful march to water, were certain articles to which, in
the leader’s mind, were cou pled* no significant associations: an occasional
blanket tightly rolled lengthwise, doubled* and the ends bound* together
with a string; a heavy knapsac k* here, and there a broken rifle—such things,
in short, as are found in the rear* of retreating troops, the “spoor*” of men
flying from their hunters. Everywhere near the creek, which here had a margin
of lowland, the earth was trodden* into mud* by the feet of men and horses. An
observer of better experience in the use of his eyes would have noticed that these
footprints pointed in both directions; the ground had been twice passed over—in
advance and in retreat. A few hours before, these desperate, stricken* men, with
their more fortunate and now distant comrades, had penetrated the forest in
thousands. Their successive battalions, breaking into swarms* and reforming in lines*, had passed the child on every side—had almost trodden* on him
as he slept. The rustle* and murmur of their march had not awakened him.
Almost within a stone’s throw of where he lay* they had fought a battle; but
all unheard* by him were the roar* of the musketry, the shock* of the cannon,
“the thunder of the captains and the shouting.”* He had slept t hrough it all,
grasping* his little wooden sword with perhaps a tighter clutch* in unconscious
sympathy with his martial environment, but as heedless* of the grandeur of the
struggle as the dead who had died to mak e the glory.
The fire beyond the belt of woods on the farther side of the creek,
reflected to earth from the canopy* of its own smoke, was now suffusing*
the whole landscape. It transformed the sinuous line of mist* to the vapor
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of gold. The water gleamed* with dashes* of red, and red, too, we re many
of the stones protruding above the surface. But that was blood; the less
desperately* wounded had stained* them in crossing. On them, too, the child
now crossed with eager steps; he was going to the fire. As he stood upon the
farther bank* he turned about to look at the companions of his march. The
advance was arriving at the creek*. The stronger had already drawn*
themselves to the brink* and plunged their faces into the flood*. Three or
four who lay* without motion appeared to have no heads. At this the child’s
eyes expanded with wonder; even his hospitable understanding could not
accept a phenomenon implying such vitality as that. After slaking* their
thirst these men had not had the strength to back away from the water,
nor to keep their heads above it. They were drowned. In rear * of these,
the open spaces of the forest showed the leader as many formless figures
of his grim* command* as at first; but not nearly so many were in motion.
He waved* his cap for their encouragement and smilingly pointed with his weapon
in the direction of the guiding light—a pillar of fire to this strange exodus*.
Confident of the fidelity of his forces, he now entered the belt of woods,
passed through it easily in the red illumination, climbed a fence*, ran across
a field, turning now and again to coquet* with his responsive* shadow, and
so approached the blazing* ruin of a dwelling*. Desolation everywhere! In
all the wide glare* not a living thing was visible. He cared nothing for that;
the spectacle pleased, and he danced with glee* in imitation of the wavering*
flames. He ran about, collecting fuel*, but every object that he found was
too heavy for him to cast in* from the distance to which the heat limited his
approach. In despair he flung* in his sword—a surrender* to the superior
forces of nature. His military career was at an end.
Shifting his position, his eyes fell upon* some outbuildings* which had an oddly
familiar appearance, as if he had dreamed of them. He stood considering them with
wonder*, when suddenly the entire plantation, with its inclosing* forest, seemed to
turn as if upon a pivot. His little* world swung* half around; the points of the
compass* were reversed. He recognized the blazing* building as his own home!
For a moment he stood stupefied* by the power of the revelation, then
ran with stumbling* feet, making a half-circuit of the ruin. There, conspicuous in the light of the conflagration*, lay* the dead body of a woman—the
white face turned upward, the hands thrown out * and clutched* full of
grass, the clothing deranged*, the long dark hair in tangles* and full of
clotted* blood. The greater part of the forehead was torn a wa y *, a nd from
the jagged* hole the brain protruded*, overfl owing the tem ple *, a
frothy* mass of gray, crowned with clusters* of crimson bubbles—the work of a shell*.
The child moved his little hands, making wild*, uncertain* gestures. He
uttered* a series of inarticulate and indescribable cries—something between
the chattering* of an ape and the gobbling* of a turkey—a startling*, soulless,
unholy* sound, the language of a devil. The child was a deaf mute*.
Then he stood motionless, with quivering* lips, looking down upon the wreck*.

flashed / strokes,
(pinceladas)
grave
soiled, maculated

(orilla)
stream / come, (acercado)
border / water /
(yacían)

satisfying, quenching

(retaguardia)

ghastly, horrible /
(tropa)
(agitó)
As in Exodus 13:21.

(valla)
play / obedient
bur ning / house
strong fierce light
delight, joy / (oscilantes, ondeantes)
combustible material
(arrojarlos)
threw / submission,
capitulation
(se toparon con) /
(edificaciones circundantes)
incredulity / surrounding
reduced / turned
(brújula) / burning
shocked
lurching, staggering,
(que tropiezan)
great and destructive
fire / rest, (yacía)
(extendidas) / grasped,
(apretadas)
(desarreglado, trastocado) / (enredado)
(coagulada) / (desgarrada)
lacerated irregularly /
(sobresalía) / (sien)
bubbling / groups /
bomb, (obús)
(alocados) / (inciertos)
emitted
babbling / (glugluteo)
/alarming, (atroz)
dreadful / (sordomudo)
trembling / horror,
disaster

1.

a) Describe the main trajectory which goes from the innocent playing of the child in the fields and with the soldiers to his return home.
b) Do most of us tend to see ourselves, our fellow humans, those people we love as nonetheless perpetuating the values of
violence in a similar manner and with the same deaf dumbness?

2.

What effect is the rampant animal imagery throughout the story supposed to have on the overall impact?

3.

How are we made to react by the use of macabre and even lurid, horrifying details of some scenes?

4.

How much of what happens could be blamed on Fate and how much on humans? How would you state the main theme of the story?

5.

Compare this text with Lincol's "Gettysburgb Address" and "The Battle Hymn of the Republic" on page 69 and 71 respectively.

6.

Look for similarities between "Chickamauga" and Picasso's "Guernica, Sequeiros' "Eco de un grito" or Goya's "Desastres de la Guerra".
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Ambrose Bierce (1842-1914/5?)
An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge

1890, 1891
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A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern Alabama, looking down into
the swift* water twenty feet * below. The man’s hands were behind his back, the
wrists bound* with a cord. A rope* closely encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout*
cross-timber * above his head, and the slack* fell to the level of his knees. Some
loose boards laid upon the sleepers* supporting the metals of the railway su pplied
a footing* for him and his executioners—two private soldiers of the Federal army,
directed by a sergeant, who in civil life may have been a deputy* sheriff. At a short
remove upon the same temporary* platform was an officer in the uniform of his rank*,
armed. He was a captain. A sentinel* at each end of the bridge stood with his rifle in the
position known as “support,” that is to say, vertical in front of the left shoulder, the hammer*
resting on the forearm* thrown straight across the chest—a formal and u nnatural
position, enforcing an erect carriage* of the body. It did not appear to be the duty of
these two men to know what was occurring at the center of the bridge; they merely *
blockaded* the two ends of the foot plank* which traversed it.
Beyond one of the sentinels, nobody was in sight; the railroad ran straight* away into
a forest for a hundred yards*, then, curving, was lost to view. Doubtless there was an
outpost* farther along. The other bank of the stream was open ground—a gentle acclivity*
crowned with a stockade* of vertical tree trunks, loopholed* for rifles, with a single
embrasure* through which protruded* the muzzle* of a brass cannon commanding the
bridge. Midway of the slope* between bridge and fort were the spectators—a single
company of infantry in line, at “parade rest,” the butts* of the rifles on the ground, the
barrels* inclining slightly backward against the right shoulder, the hands crossed upon
the stock*. A lieutenant stood at the right of the line, the point of his sword upon the
ground, his left hand resting upon his right. Excepting the group of four at the center of
the bridge, not a man moved. The company faced the bridge, staring* stonily*, motionless.
The sentinels, facing the banks* of the stream, might have been statues to adorn the
bridge. The captain stood with folded* arms, silent, observing the work of his subordinates, but making no sign. Death is a dignitary who when he comes announced is to be
received with formal manifestations of respect, even by those most familiar with him. In
the code of military etiquette silence and fixity* are forms of deference*.
The man who was engaged in being hanged was apparently* about thirty-five years
of age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from his dress*, which was that of a plante r*.
His features were good—a straight* nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, from which his lon g,
dark hair was combed straight back*, falling behind his ears to the collar of his well-fittin g*
frock coat*. He wore a mustache and pointed beard, but no whiskers*; his eyes were
large and dark gray, and had a kindly* expression which one would hardly* have expected in
one whose neck was in the hemp*. Evidently this was no vulgar assassin. The liberal military code
makes provision* for hanging many kinds of people, and gentlemen are not excluded.
The preparations being complete, the two private soldiers stepped aside* and each
drew away the plank upon which he had been standing*. The sergeant turned to the
captain, saluted, and placed himself immediately behind that officer, who in turn moved
apart one pace*. These movements left the condemned man and the sergeant standing on
the two ends of the same plank, which spanned* three of the crossties* of the bridge.
The end upon which the civilian stood almost, but not quite, reached a fourth. This
plank* had been held in place by the weight of the captain; it was now held by that of the
sergeant. At a signal from the former, the latter would step aside, the plank would tilt*, and
the condemned man go down between two ties*. The arrangement* commended itself to his
judgment as simple and effective*. His face had not been covered nor his eyes bandaged*. He
looked a moment at his “unsteadfast* footing*,” then let his gaze* wander* to
the swirling* water of the stream racing* madly beneath his feet. A piece
of dancin g* driftwood* caught his attention and his eyes followed it down the current.
How slowly it appeared to move! What a sluggish* stream!
He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts upon his wife and children. The

fast going / 6 meters
(atadas) / (soga, cuerda) / solid
(travesaño) / (doblez)
railroad ties (traviesas)
supporting a railtrack
platform
(ayudante)
provisional / (rango)
(centinela)
striker, (cerrojo)
(antebrazo)
frame, structure,
thorax
simply
(bloqueaban) / (entablado)
(la vía iba recta)
1 yard=0,914 meters
military post / ascending slope
(empalizada) / (con
troneras o aspilleras)
(tronera) / (sobresalía) / (boca)
(ladera, loma, pendiente)
(culatas)
(cañones de los rifles)
(caja de los rifles)

looking / (fríamente)
(orillas)
crossed

immovability, motionlessness /respect, (debido cumplimiento)
obviously
habit, garmet / (colono,
terrateniente)
(recta)
(hacia atrás) / (con
buena hechura)
(levita) / (patillas)
(afectiva) / barely, not
usually
gallows rope
(prevé)
(se retiraron)
(permaneciendo)

step
took in, (abarcaba)
/ (traviesas), ties
board, (tablón)
(bascularía)
(traviesas) / (procedimiento)
(eficaz) / (vendados)
unsteady / (apoyo) /
fixed look / (errar)
whirling, (arremolinada) / (turbulenta)
(bamboleante) / (trozo
de madera a la deriva)
slow, lazy
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water, touched to gold by the early sun, the brooding* mists* under the banks at
some distance down the stream, the fort, the soldiers, the piece of drift*—all had
distracted* him. And now he became conscious of a new disturbance. Striking* through
the thought of his dear ones was a sound which he could neither ignore* nor understand, a
sharp, distinct*, metallic percussion like the stroke of a blacksmith*’s hammer upon the
anvil*; it had the same ringing* quality. He wondered what it was, and whether immeasurably distant or near by—it seemed both. Its recurrence was regular, but as slow as the tolling* of
a death knell*. He awaited each stroke with impatience and—he knew not why—
apprehension. The intervals of silence grew progressively longer; the delays* became
maddening*. With th eir greater infrequency the sounds increased in strength
and sharpness. They hurt his ear like the thrust* of a knife; he feared he would
shriek*. What he heard was the ticking of his watch.
He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water below him. “If I could free my
hands,” he thought, “I might throw off the noose* and spring* into the stream. By
diving I could evade the bullets, and, swimming vigorously, reach the bank*, take to
the woods, and get away home. My home, thank God, is as yet outside their lines; my
wife and little ones are still beyond the invader’s farthest advance.”
As these thoughts, which have here to be set* down in words, were
flashed into the doomed man’s brain rather than evolved* from it, the captain
nodded* to the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside.

gloomy / brumes, fog
piece of wood
confused / Pounding
(pasar por alto)
c lear / (herrero)
(yunque) / resonant
(doblar,tocar a muerto)
(toque de difuntos)
(demoras)
(enloquecedora)
(puñalada)
shout
(nudo corredizo) /
dive, jump
(orilla)

(puestos)
originated
signaled 'yes' with
his head

II

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

194

Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do* planter* of an old and highly respected Alabama
family. Being a slave owner and like other slave owners a politician, he was naturally an
original secessionist* and ardently devoted to the Southern cause. Circumstances of an
imperious* nature, which it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him from
taking service with the gallant* army which had fought the disastrous campaigns
ending with the fall of Corinth 1, and he chafed* under the inglorious* restraint* ,
longing for the release* of his energies, the larger life of the soldier, the opportunity for
distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would come, as it comes to all in war time. Meanwhile
he did what he could. No service was too humble* for him to perform in aid of the South, no
adventure too perilous for him to undertake if consistent with the character of a civilian who
was at heart a soldier, and who in good faith and without too much qualification assented* to
at least a part of the frankly villainous dictum* that all is fair in love and war.
One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting on a rustic bench* near the
entrance to his grounds, a gray-clad* soldier rode up to the gate and asked for a drink of
water. Mrs. Farquhar was only too happy to serve him with her own white hands. While
she was gone to fetch* the water, her husband approached the dusty horseman and
inquired eagerly* for news from the front.
“The Yanks are repairing the railroads,” said the man, “and are getting ready for
another advance. They have reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in order, and built a
stockade* on the north bank. The commandant has issued an order, which is posted
everywhere, declaring that any civilian caught interfering with the railroad, its bridges,
tunnels, or trains will be summarily* hanged. I saw the order.”
“How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?” Farquhar asked.
“About thirty miles.”
“Is there no force on this side the creek*?”
“Only a picket post* half a mile out, on the railroad, and a single sentinel at this
end of the bridge.”
“Suppose a man—a civilian and student of hanging *—should elude* the
picket* post and perhaps get the better of* the sentinel,” said Farquhar, smiling,
“what could he accomplish?”
The soldier reflected*. “I was there a month ago,” he replied. “I observed that the
flood of last winter had lodged* a great quantity of driftwood against the wooden pi er* at
this end of the bridge. It is now dry and would burn like tow*.”
The lady had now brought the water, which the soldier drank. He thanked her
ceremoniously, bowed* to her husband, and rode* away. An hour later, after nightfall, he repassed* the plantation, going northward in the direction from which he had

(acomodado) / (colono, terrateniente)
(separatista de la Unión
Federalista y en favor
de la esclavitud)
imperative
brave
got angry / (ignominiosa) / (contención)
(anhelaba dar rienda
suelta)
1 city occupied by Union
forces in May, 1862.
low, modest
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sentence
lawn-seat
clothed

bring
anxiously

(empalizada), defence

without the customary
and prolonged legal
formalities

small river, brook,
stream
an outpost of soldier (s)
sent ahead to warn
of a surprise attack
(ahoracamiento) /
dodge, evade
vigilant / reduce, subdue, bring under
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come. He was a Federal scout*.
III
As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through the bridge he lost consciousness
and was as one already dead. From this state he was awakened—ages* later, it seemed
to him—by the pain of a sharp pressure upon his throat, followed by a sense of
suffocation. Keen*, poignant* agonies seemed to shoot from his neck downward through
every fiber of his body and limbs. These pains appeared to flash* along well-defined lines a
ramification and to beat* with an inconceivably rapid periodicity. They seemed like streams * of
pulsating* fire heating him to an intolerable temperature. As to his head, he was conscious
of nothing but a feeling of fullness—of congestion*. These sensations were unaccompanied by thought. The intellectual part of his nature was already effaced*; he had power only
to feel, and feeling was torment. He was conscious of motion. Encompassed* in a luminous
cloud, of which he was now merely* the fiery* heart*, without material substance, he
swung* through unthinkable arcs of oscillation, like a vast* pendulum. Then all at once,
with terrible suddenness, the light about him shot upward with the noise of a loud
plash*; a frightful* roaring* was in his ears, and all was cold and dark. The power of
thought was restored; he knew that the rope had broken and he had fallen into the stream.
There was no additional strangulation; the noose* about his neck was already suffocating
him and kept the water from his lungs. To die of hanging at the bottom* of a river!—the
idea seemed to him ludicrous*. He opened his eyes in the darkness and saw above him a
gleam* of light, but how distant, how inaccessible! He was still sinki ng*, for the light
became fainter and fainter until it was a mere* glimmer*. Then it began to gr ow
and brighten, and he knew that he was rising toward the surface—knew it with
reluctance*, for he was now very comfortable. “To be hanged and drowned,” he thought, “that
is not so bad; but I do not wish to be shot*. No, I will not be shot, that is not fair.”
He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain in his wrist apprised* him that he
was trying to free his hands. He gave the struggle his attention, as an idler* might
observe the feat* of a juggler*, without interest in the outcome*. What splendid effort!—
what magnificent, what super-human strength! Ah, that was a fine endeavor*! Bravo!
The cord fell away; his arms parted* and floated upward, the hands dimly* seen on each
side in the growing* light. He watched them with a new interest as first one and then the
other pounced* upon the noose at his neck. They tore* it away and thrust* it fiercely
aside, its undulations resembling those of a water snake. “Put it back, put it back!” He
thought he shouted these words to his hands, for the undoing* of the noose had been
succeeded by the direst* pang* that he had yet experienced. His neck ached horribly; his
brain was on fire; his heart, which had been fluttering* faintly, gave a great leap*, trying
to force itself out at his mouth. His whole body was racked* and wrenched* with an
insupportable anguish! But his disobedient hands gave no heed* to the command.
They beat* the water vigorously with quick, downward strokes*, forcing him to the surface.
He felt his head emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sunlight; his chest expanded
convulsively, and with a supreme and crowning* agony his lungs engulfed* a great
draught* of air, which instantly he expelled in a shriek*!
He was now in full possession of his physical senses. They were, indeed,
preternaturally* keen* and alert. Something in the awful disturbance of his organic
system had so exalted* and refined* them that they made record of things never before
perceived. He felt the ripples* upon his face and heard their separate sounds as they
struck*. He looked at the forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual trees, the
leaves and the veining* of each leaf—saw the very insects upon them: the locusts* , the
brilliant-bodied flies, the gray spiders stretching* their webs from twig* to twig.
He noted the prismatic* colors in all the dewdrops upon a million blades of grass.
The humming* of the gnats* that danced abov e the eddies* of the stream, the
beating of the dragonflies*’ wings, the strokes of the water spiders’ legs, like oars*
which had lifted* their boat—all these made audible music. A fish slid* along beneath his
eyes and he heard the rush* of its body parting* the water.
He had come to the surface facing down the stream; in a moment the visible w orld
seemed to wheel* slowly round, himself the pivotal point, and he saw t he bridge, the
fort, the soldiers upon the bridge, the captain, the sergeant, the two privates*, his
executioners*. They were in silhouette against the blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated,
pointing at him. The captain had drawn* his pistol, but did not fire; the others were unarmed.
Their movements were grotesque and horrible, their forms gigantic.

advance guard loyal
to the Union army
of the north in disguise of a secessionist of the
south
centuries

Sharp / (punzantes)
(fulgurar), gleam
(latir) / (chorros)
throbbing, trembling,
palpitating
obstruction
disappeared
Surrounded
almost / blazing / nucleus, inner part
oscillated / big
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(lazo corredizo)
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ridiculous
flash, (resplandor) /
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destello, fulgor)
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killed by bullets
instructed, (indicó)
loiterer, (holgazán)
deed / (malabarista) /
(resultado)
attempt
(se separaron) / faintly
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(echaron mano, tironearon) / (arrancaron) / threw
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most horrible / pain
beating / jump
tortured / twisted violently
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stroke / blows, (manotazos)
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(golpeaban)
(nervios) / (langostas)
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insects / (remolinos)
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propelled / (se deslizó)
violent advancing, (paso
raudo) / cutting through,
(surcando), plowing
(girar)
soldiers
(verdugos)
(desenfundado)
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Suddenly he heard a sharp report* and something struck the water smartly * within
a few inches of his head, spattering* his face with spray *. He heard the second
report, and saw one of the sentinels with his rifle at his shoulder, a light cloud of blue
smoke rising from the muzzle*. The man in the water saw the eye of the man on the
bridge gazing* into his own through the sights* of the rifle. He observed that it was
a gray eye and remembered having read that gray eyes were keenest*, and that all
famous marksmen* had them. Nevertheless, this one had missed*.
A counterswirl* had caught Farquhar and turned him half round; he was again
looking into the forest on the bank opposite the fort. The sound of a clear, high voice
in a monotonous singsong now rang out* behind him and came across the water with
distinctness* that pierced and subdued* all other sounds, even the beating of the ripples* in
his ears. Although no soldier, he had frequented camps enough to know the dread*
significance of that deliberate, drawling*, aspirated* chant; the lieutenant on shore
was taking part in* the morning’s work. How coldly and pitilessly*—with what an
even, calm intonation, presaging and enforcing* tranquillity in the men—with what
accurately measured intervals fell* those cruel words :
“Attention, company! . . . Shoulder arms! . . . Ready! . . . Aim! . . . Fire!”
Farquhar dived—dived* as deeply as he could. The water roared in his ears
like the voice of Niagara, yet he heard the dulled* thunder of the volley* and, rising
again toward the surface, met shining bits of metal, singularly flatten ed*, oscillating
slowly downward. Some of them touched him on the face and hands, then fell
away, continuing their descent. One lodged* between his collar and his neck; it
was uncomfortably warm and he snatched* it out.
As he rose to the surface, gasping* for breath, he saw that he had been a long
time under water; he was perceptibly farther downstream—nearer to safety. The
soldiers had almost finished reloading*; the metal ramrods* flashed a ll at once in
the sunshine as they were drawn* from the barrels*, turned in the air, and thrust* into
their sockets*. The two sentinels fired again, independently and ineffectually.
The hunted* man saw all this over his shoulder; he was now swimming
vigorously with the current. His brain was as energetic as his arms and legs; he
thought with the rapidity of lightning*.
“The officer,” he reasoned, “will not make that martinet*’s error a second time. It
is as easy to dodge a volley* as a single shot. He has probably already given the
command to fire at will. God help me, I cannot dodge* them all!”
An appalling plash* within two yards of him was followed by a loud, rus hing* sound,
diminuendo*, which seemed to travel back through the air to the fort and died in an
explosion which stirred the very river to its deeps*! A rising* sheet* of water,
which curved over* him, fell down upon him, blinded him, strangled him*! The cannon
had taken a hand in the game. As he shook his head free from the commotion of
the smitten* water, he heard the deflected* shot humming through the air ahead, and in
an instant it was cracking* and smashing* the branches in the forest beyond.
“They will not do that again,” he thought; “the next time they will use a charge of grape.* I
must keep my eye upon the gun; the smoke will apprise* me—the report* arrives
too late; it lags* behind the missile. That is a good gun.”
Suddenly he felt himself whirled round* and round—spinning* like a top* . The
water, the banks, the forests, the now distant bridge, fort, and men—all were commingled*
and blurred*. Objects were represented by their colors only; circu lar horizontal streaks* of color—that was all he saw. He had been caught in a vortex* and was
being whirled* on with a velocity of advance and gyration which made him giddy * and
sick. In a few moments he was flung* upon the gravel* at the foot of the
left bank of the stream—the southern bank—an d behind a projecting point*
which concealed him from his enemies. The sudden arres t* of his motion, the
abrasion* of one of his hands on the gravel, restored him, and he wept with
delight. He dug* his fingers into the sand, threw it over himself in handfuls, and
audibly blessed it. It looked like gold, like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; he could
think of nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. The trees upon the bank* were
giant garden plants; he noted a definite order in their arrangement*, inhaled the
fragrance of their blooms. A strange, roseate* light shone through the spac es
among their trunks* and the wind made in their branches the music of aeolia n*
h a r p s*. He had no wish to perfect his escape—was content to remain in that
enchanting spot until retaken.

bang, (estallido) /
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most skilful
(tiradores) / (fallado)
(remolino)
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A whiz* and rattle* of grapeshot among the branches high above his head roused* him
from h i s d r e a m . T h e b a f f l e d * c a n n o n e e r h a d f i r e d h i m a r a n d o m *
farewell* . He sprang* to his fe et, rushed up* the sloping* bank, and
plunged* into the forest.
All that day he traveled, laying* his course by the rounding sun. The forest seemed
interminable; nowhere did he discover a break* in it, not even a woodman’s road. He
had not known that he lived in so wild a region. There was something uncanny* in the
revelation.
By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishing*. The thought of his wife and
children urged him on. At last he found a ro ad which led him in what he knew to be the
right direction. It was as wide and straight as a city street, yet it seemed untraveled*. No
fields bordered it, no dwelling* anywhere. Not so much as the barking* of a dog
suggested human habitation. The black bodies of the great trees formed a straight
wall on both sides, terminating on the horizon in a point, like a d iagram in a
lesson in perspective. Overhead, as he looked up through this rift* in the wood,
shone* great golden stars looking unfamiliar and grouped in strange constellations.
He was sure they were arranged in some order which had a secret and malign* significance.
The wood on either side was full of singular noises, among which—once, twice,
and again—he distinctly* heard whispers* in an unknown tongue.
His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it he found it horribly swollen*. He knew
that it had a circle of black where the rope had bruised* it. His eyes felt congested; he
could no longer close them. His tongue was swollen* with thirst; he relieve d* its fever
thrusting it forward* from between his teeth into the cool air. How softly the turf * had
carpeted* the untraveled avenue—he could no longer feel the roadway beneath his fe et!
Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen asleep while walking, for now he sees
another scene perhaps he has merely* recovered from a delirium. He stands at the gate
of his own home. All is as he left it, and all bright and beautiful in the morning
sunshine. He must have traveled the entire night. As he pushes open the gate* and
passes up the wide white walk, he sees a flutter* of female garments*; his wife, looking
fresh and cool and sweet, steps down from the veranda* to meet him. At the bottom of the
steps she stands waiting, with a smile of ineffable joy, an attitude of matchle ss* grace and
dignity. Ah, how beautiful she is! He springs * forward with extended arms. As he
is about to clasp* her, he feels a stunning* blow upon the back of the neck; a
blinding white light blazes* all about him with a sound like the shock of a
cannon—then all is darkness and silence!
Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken neck, swung* gently* from
side to side beneath the timbers* of the Owl Creek bridge.

whistle / (repiqueteo)
/ (despertaron)
frustrated / (sin ni siquiera apuntar)
goodbye /got u p /(subió
rápido) / (pendiente )
thrust, (se metió)
guiding
(claro)
strange

hungry

(intransitada)
houses / (ladrido)

(grieta, abertura, claro)
(brillaban)
adverse

clearly / murmurs
(hinchado)
(contusionado, magullado)
(hinchada) / (alivió)
(sacándola) / (hierba)
(alfombrado)

(sólo, apenas)

(portón)
(revoloteo) / clothes
gallery, (porche)
(incomparable)
(se lanza, salta)
(estrecharla) / shocking, incredible
(brilla, resplandece)

oscillated / slowly
(maderas, traviesas)

1.

What has brought Peyton Farquhar to the brink of hanging?

2.

Are you surprised by the story's conclusion? Can you find hints along the way that Farquhar's escape is an illusion? At what point
in the story does the illusion begin?

3.

"An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge" is told by a third person non-participant narrator who sees into Farquhar's mind. How is this
point of view consistent with the illusion and what kind of character is the protagonist?

4.

This story, like "The Furnished Room" involves a surprise ending, an ironical turn. The basic question that such stories raise is
this: Is the surprise ending justified; is it validated by the body of the story; is it, in other words, a mere trick, or is it expressive
and functional? Is it possible for a man in the last moment of his life to have a vision of the sort that Peyton Farquhar has as
he falls from Owl Creek bridge? To what level of reality do we have to place the story in order to accept it without too much
strain on our credulity as readers? Readers may be inclined to envision the story under the psychological realism of the
incident, but is it possible to have absolutely convincing evidence of this? Even if we arrive at a completely satisfying decision
about the psychological realism of the incident, would this fact actually determine the nature of our judgement concerning the
story? Wouldn't this be a mere distraction from the real problem? What could be some of the functional reasons to withhold
from the reader the knowledge that the dying man's vision is merely a vision?

5.

There are many instances in the story where we find irony generated by the end of the story, but is it a meaningful irony?

6.

What kind of experience does this story reveal or what other significant effect is accomplished?

7.

What are the common human grounds by which we can claim a general validity? What is the main idea, theme or interpretation
you claim as most significant about the story?

8.

a) What other stories have you read so far that have a surprise ending?
b) With which of the triple endings (#1: Mrs. Mallard realizes that her husband's death has left her unexpectedly happy. #2: Her
husband is still alive. #3: She dies herself.) of "The Story of an hour" could the ending of Bierce's story be compared?
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Yesterday when the bright sun blazed down* on the wilted* corn my father and I
walked around the edge of the new ground to plan a fence*. The cows kept coming
through the chestnut oaks on the cliff* and running over the young corn. They bit* off
the tips of the corn and trampled down* the stubble*.
My father walked in the cornbalk. Bob, our collie*, walked in front of my father. We
heard a ground squirrel* whistle down over the bluff* among the dead treetops at the
clearing’s edge. “Whoop, take him, Bob” said my father. He lifted up a young stalk* of
corn, with wilted dried roots, where the ground squirrel had dug it up* for the sweet
grain of corn left on its tender roots. This has been a dry spring and the corn has kept
well in the earth where the grain has sprouted*. The ground squirrels love this corn.
They dig up rows* of it and eat the sweet grains. The young corn stalks are killed and we
have to replant the corn.
I can see my father keep sicking* Bob after the ground squirrel. He jumped over
the corn rows. He started to run toward the ground squirrel. I, too, started running
toward the clearing’s edge where Bob was jumping and barking. The dust flew in tiny*
swirls* behind our feet. There was a cloud of dust behind us.
“It’s a big bull blacksnake,” said my father. “Kill him, Bob! Kill him Bob!”
Bob was jumping and snapping at the snake so as to make it strike and throw itself off
guard. Bob had killed twenty-eight copperheads this spring. He knows how to kill a
snake. He doesn’t rush* to do it. He takes his time and does the job well.
“Let’s don’t kill the snake,” I said. “A blacksnake is a harmless snake. It kills poison
snakes. It kills the copperhead. It catches more mice from the fields than a cat.”
I could see the snake didn’t want to fight the dog. The snake wanted to get away. Bob
wouldn’t let it. I wondered why it was crawling toward a heap* of black loamy* earth at
the bend* of the hill. I wondered why it had come from the chestnut oak sprouts and the
matted* greenbriars* on the cliff. I looked as the snake lifted its pretty head in response
to one of Bob’s jumps. “It’s not a bull blacksnake,” I said. “It’s a she-snake. Look at the
white on her throat.”
“A snake is an enemy to me,” my father snapped*. “I hate a snake. Kill it, Bob. Go in
there and get that snake and quit* playing with it!”
Bob obeyed my father. I hated to see him take this snake by the throat. She was so
beautifully poised* in the sunlight. Bob grabbed the white patch on her throat. He
cracked her long body like an ox whip in the wind. He cracked it against the wind only.
The blood spurted* from her fine-curved throat. Something hit against my legs like
pellets*. Bob threw the snake down I looked to see what had struck my legs. It was snake
eggs. Bob had slung* them from her body. She was going to the sand heap to lay her
eggs, where the sun is the setting-hen* that warms them and hatches* them.
Bob grabbed her body there on the earth where the red blood was running down on the
gray-piled loam*. Her body was still writhing* in pain. She acted like a green weed held over
a new-ground fire. Bob slung her viciously* many times. He cracked her limp* body against
the wind. She was now limber* as a shoestring in the wind. Bob threw her riddled body
back on the sand. She quivered* like a leaf in the lazy wind, then her riddled* body lay
perfectly still. The blood colored the loamy earth around the snake.
“Look at the eggs, won’t you?” said my father. We counted thirty-seven eggs. I
picked an egg up and held it in my hand. Only a minute ago there was life in it. It was an
immature seed. It would not hatch*. Mother sun could not incubate it on the warm earth.
The egg I held in my hand was almost the size of a quail*’s egg. The shell on it was thin
and tough and the egg appeared under the surface to be a watery egg.
“Well, Bob, I guess you see now why this snake couldn’t fight,” I said. “It is life.
Weaker devour the stronger even among human beings. Dog kills snake. Snake kills
birds. Birds kill the butterflies. Man conquers all. Man, too, kills for sport.”
Bob was panting*. He walked ahead of us back to the house. His tongue was out
of his mouth. He was tired. He was hot under his shaggy* coat of hair. His tongue
nearly touched the dry dirt and white flecks of foam dripped* from it. We walked
toward the house. Neither my father nor I spoke. I still thought about the dead

burned relentlessly
/ (marchitado)
(valla)
(risco) / ate
(pisotean) / (rastrojo)
dog
(ardilla) / cliff
(tallo)
unearthed

(germinado)
(surcos)

(azuzando)

small
(remolinos, torbellinos)

precipitate

(montón) / (arcillosa)
(inclinación, pendie nte, loma)
(enmarañada) / (cierta clase de zarza)

(chasqueó)
abandon
composed, settled,
balanced, (suspendida, en vilo)
burst
(bolitas)
(lanzado)
(empollando) /
(incuba)
(arcilla) / (retorciéndose)
(ferozmente) / (sin
fuerzas)
flexible
trembled / (acribillado)

(empollaría)
(codorniz)

(jadeando)
roughly coarse and
untidy
fell
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snake. The sun was going down over the chestnut ridge*. A lark was singing. It
was late for a lark* to sing. The red evening clouds floated above the pine trees on
our pasture hill. My father stood beside the path. His black hair was moved by the wind.
His face was red in the blue wind of day. His eyes looked toward the sinking sun.
“And my father hates a snake,” I thought.
I thought about the agony women know of giving birth. I thought about how they
will fight to save their children. Then, I thought of the snake. I thought it was silly* for
me to think such thoughts.
This morning my father and I got up with the chickens. He says one has to get up
with the chickens to do a day’s work. We got the posthole digger, ax, spud*, measuring
pole and the mattock*. We started for the clearing’s edge. Bob didn’t go along.
The dew* was on the corn. My father walked behind with the
posthole digger* across his shoulder. I walked in front. The wind was blowing. It was a
good morning wind to breathe and a wind that makes one feel like he can get under the
edge of a hill and heave* the whole hill upside down.
I walked out the corn row where we had come yesterday afternoon. I looked in front
of me. I saw something. I saw it move. It was moving like a huge black rope winds
around a windlass*. “Steady,” I says to my father. “Here is the bull blacksnake.” He took
one step up beside me and stood. His eyes grew wide apart.
“What do you know about this,” he said.
“You have seen the bull blacksnake now,” I said. “Take a good look at him! He is
lying beside his dead mate*. He has come to her. He, perhaps, was on her trail*
yesterday.”
The male snake had trailed her to her doom*. He had come in the night, under the
roof of stars, as the moon shed rays of light on the quivering clouds of green. He had
found his lover dead. He was coiled* beside her, and she was dead.
The bull blacksnake lifted his head and followed us as we walked around the dead
snake. He would have fought us to his death. He would have fought Bob to his death.
“Take a stick,” said my father, “and throw him over the hill so Bob won’t find him. Did
you ever see anything to beat that? I’ve heard they’d do that. But this is my first time to
see it.” I took a stick and threw him over the bank into the dewy sprouts* on the cliff.

range, (sierra, cadena, cordillera)
(alondra, parranda)

stupid

small narrow spade
(aza dón)
(rocío)
(excavador de agujeros para postes)
lift, haul

(torno, maquinilla,
cabrestante)

(pareja) / track, path

fate, damnation

(enroscado)

(brotes)

1. Wherein does the conflict lie in this story?
2. What change, if any, comes about in the story?
3. Why did the author choose to tell this story in the first person? If the story were told in the third person what problems of
exposition might arise that do not appear now?

Sara N. Cleghorn (1876-1959)
The Golf Links*

1917

The golf links lie* so near the mill*
That almost every day
The laboring* children can look out
And see the men at play.

Golf Course

is situated / manufacturing plant,
factory
working, (atareados)

1. What disparity is being highlighted?
2. Is this brief poem satiric? Is the poet making a matter-of-fact statement in words that mean just what they say?
3. Sara N. Cleghorn's poem dates from before the enactment of legislation against child labor. Is it still a good poem, or is it hopelessly dated?
4. How would you state a theme?
5. Would you call this poem lyric, narrative, or didactic?
6. In verbal irony (a), there is a contrast between the speaker's words and meaning; in an ironic point of view (b), between the
writer's attitude and what is spoken by a fictitious character; in dramatic irony (c), between the limited knowledge of a character
and the fuller knowledge of the reader or spectator; in cosmic irony (d), between a character's aspiration and the treatment he
or she receives at the hands of Fate. What ironic aspect prevails in this poem? Or point out the kinds of irony that you think occur
in the poem.
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1904, 1911

I
Waythorn, on the drawing-room* hearth*, waited for his wife to come down to dinner.
It was their first night under his own roof, and he was surprised at his thrill* of boyish
agitation. He was not so old, to be sure—his glass* gave him little more than the five-andthirty years to which his wife confessed—but he had fancied* himself already in the
temperate zone*; yet here he was listening for her step with a tender* sense* of all it
symbolised*, with some old trail* of verse* about the garlanded* nuptial door-posts* floating
through his enjoyment of the pleasant room and the good dinner just beyond it.
They had been hastily* recalled from their honeymoon by the illness of Lily Haskett, the
child of Mrs. Waythorn’s first marriage. The little girl, at Waythorn’s desire, had been
transferred to his house on the day of her mother’s wedding, and the doctor, on their arrival,
broke the news* that she was ill with typhoid, but declared that all the symptoms were
favourable. Lily could show twelve years of unblemished* health, and the case promised to
be a light one. The nurse spoke as reassuringly*, and after a moment of alarm Mrs.
Waythorn had adjusted herself to the situation. She was very fond* of Lily—her affection for
the child had perhaps been her decisive charm in Waythorn’s eyes—but she had the perfectly balanced
nerves which her little girl had inherited, and no woman ever wasted less tissue* in unproductive*
worry*. Waythorn was therefore quite prepared to see her come in presently, a little late
because of a last look at Lily, but as serene and well-appointed* as if her good-night
kiss had been laid* on the brow of health. Her composure* was restful to him; it acted
as ballast* to his somewhat unstable sensibilities*. As he pictured her bending over the
child’s bed he thought how soothing* her presence must be in illness: her very step*
would prognosticate recovery.
His own life had been a gray one, from temperament rather than circumstance, and
he had been drawn* to her by the unperturbed gaiety* which kept her fresh* and
elastic* at an age when most women’s activities are growing either slack* or febrile. He knew
what was said about her; for, popular as she was, there had always been a faint* undercurrent*
of d etraction*. When she had appeared in New York, nine or ten years earlier, as the pretty
Mrs. Haskett whom Gus Varick had unearthed* somewhere—was it in Pittsburg or
Utica?—society, while promptly accepting her, had reserved the right to cast a doubt* on
its own indiscrimination*. Enquiry*, however, established her undoubted connection
with a socially reigning* family, and explained her recent divorce as the natural result
of a runaway match at seventeen; and as nothing was known of Mr. Haskett it was easy
to believe the worst of him.
Alice Haskett’s remarriage with Gus Varick was a passport to the set* whose recognition
she coveted*, and for a few years the Varicks were the most popular couple in town.
Unfortunately the alliance was brief and stormy, and this time the husband had his champions* .
Still, even Varick’s stanchest* supporters* admitted that he was not meant for matrimony,
and Mrs. Varick’s grievances* were of a nature to bear the inspection of the New York
courts*. A New York divorce is in itself a diploma of virtue, and in the semiwidowhood of
this second separation Mrs. Varick took on an air of sanctity, and was allowed to confide
her wrongs to some of the mos t scrupulous* ears in town. But when it was known that
she was to marry Waythorn there was a momentary* reaction. Her best friends would
have preferred to see her remain in the role of the injured wife, which was as becoming*
to her as crape* to a rosy complexion. True, a decent* time had elapsed*, and it was not
even suggested what Waythorn had supplanted his predecess or. People shook their heads
over him, however, and one grudging* friend, to whom he affirmed that he took the step
with his eyes open, replied oracularly*: “Yes—and with your ears shut.”
Waythorn could afford to smile at these innuendoes*. In the Wall Street phrase, he
had “discounted*” them. He knew that society has not yet adapted itself to the consequences of divorce, and that till the adaptation takes place every woman who uses the
freedom the law accords* her must be her own social justification. Waythorn had an
amused* confidence in his wife’s ability* to justify herself. His expectations were fulfilled*, and before the wedding took place Alice Varick’s group had rallied* openly to her
support*. She took it all imperturbably: she had a way of surmounting* obstacles without
seeming to be aware of them, and Waythorn looked back with wonder at the trivialities*

(salón, gabinete) / fireplace, (chimenea)
excitement
(espejo)
imagined
(templada madurez) /
(solícito) / (talante)
evoked / (estela) / poetry
/ (con guirnaldas) /
each of the uprights
of a door frame
hurriedly

(dio la noticia)
impeccable, excellent
(de modo tranquilizador)
devotedly attached,
(encariñada), loving
(pañuelos) / worthless,
(improductivas)
(congojas), anxiety
(comedida)
put / calmness, aplomb
stabilizer, (anclaje) / susceptibilidad)
balmy, (agradable)
(incluso el sonido de
sus pasos)
attracted / mirth /
rosy, lively
flexible, graceful / loose,
inactive
mild / implicit meaning,
(trasfondo)
denigration, (detracción)
(desenterrado)
(poner en duda)
(falta de discernimiento)
/ (Investigaciones)
(reinante), prevailing,
good

social elite, class
envied, (codiciaba,
anhelaba)
(defensores, paladines)
strongest / defenders
(agravios), complaints
At the time, a divorce
State could be granted
only on grounds of
adultery.
delicate, punctilious
transitory, instantaneous
(que le sentaba, le
venía)
(crespón), black silk
as sign of mourning
/ (prudencial, (adecuado) / passed by
reluctant, not willing,
(poco generoso)
(sentenciosamente)
critical remarks, (insinuaciones)
(tenido en su haber)

permits, allows, (otorga)
mirthful, gay / (capacidad)
satisfied, executed /
gathered , assembled
aid / (superando), overcoming
minutiae, trifles
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over which he had worn his nerves thin*. He had the sense of having found refuge in a
richer, warmer nature than his own, and his satisfaction, at the moment, was humourously
summed up in the thought that his wife, when she had done all she could for Lily, would not
be ashamed* to come down and enjoy a good dinner.
The anticipation of such enjoyment was not, however, the sentiment expressed by Mrs.
Waythorn’s charming* face when she presently joined him. Though she had put on her
most engaging* teagown she had neglected to assume the smile that went with it, and
Waythorn thought he had never seen her look so nearly worried.
“What is it?” he asked. “Is anything wrong with Lily?”
“No; I’ve just been in and she’s still sleeping.” Mrs. Waythorn hesitated. “But
something tiresome* has happened.”
He had taken her two hands, and now perceived that he was crushing* a paper between them.
“This letter?”
“Yes—Mr. Haskett has written—I mean his lawyer has written.”
Waythorn felt himself flush* uncomfortably. He dropped his wife’s hands.
“What about?”
“About seeing Lily. You know the courts*—”
“Yes, yes,” he interrupted nervously.
Nothing was known about Haskett in New York. He was vaguely supposed to have
remained in the outer* darkness* from which his wife had been rescued, and Waythorn was
one of the few who were aware that he had given up his business in Utica and followed her
to New York in order to be near his little girl. In the days of his wooing*, Waythorn had
often met Lily on the doorstep, rosy* and smiling*, on her way “to see papa.”
“I am so sorry,” Mrs. Waythorn murmured.
He roused* himself. “What does he want?”
“He wants to see her. You know she goes to him once a week.”
“Well—he doesn’t expect her to go to him now, does he?”
“No he has heard of her illness; but he expects to come here.”
“Here?”
Mrs. Waythorn reddened* under his gaze*. They looked away from each other.
“I’m afraid he has the right.... You’ll see....” She made a proffer* of the letter.
Waythorn moved away with a gesture of refusal. He stood staring about* the softly*
lighted room, which a moment before had seemed so full of bridal* intimacy.
“I’m so sorry,” she repeated. “If Lily could have been moved*.”
“That’s out of the question,” he returned impatiently.
“I suppose so.”
Her lip was beginning to tremble, and he felt himself a brute*.
“He must come, of course,” he said. “What is—his day?”
“I’m afraid—to-morrow.”
“Very well. Send a note in the morning.”
The butler* entered to announce dinner.
Waythorn turned to his wife. “Come—you must be tired. It’s beastly*, but try to forget
about it,” he said, drawing her hand through his arm.
“You’re so good, dear. I’ll try,” she whispered back.
Her face cleared* at once, and as she looked at him across the flowers, between the rosy
candle-shades, he saw her lips waver* back into a smile.
“How pretty everything is!” she sighed* luxuriously*.
He turned to the butler. “The champagne at once, please. Mrs. Waythorn is tired.”
In a moment or two their eyes met above the sparkling* glasses. Her own were quite
clear and untroubled: he saw that she had obeyed his injunction* and forgotten.
II
Waythorn, the next morning, went down town earlier than usual. Haskett was not likely
to come till the afternoon, but the instinct of flight* drove him forth*. He meant to stay
away all day—he had thoughts of dining at his club. As his door closed behind him he
reflected that before he opened it again it would have admitted* another man who had as
much right to enter it as himself, and the thought filled him with a physical repugnance.
He caught the “elevated*” at the employees’ hour, and found himself crushed between
two layers* of pendulous* humanity. At Eighth Street the man facing him wriggled out*,
and another took his place. Waythorn glanced up* and saw that it was Gus Varick. The
men were so close together that it was impossible to ignore* the smile of recognition on

had become preoccupied

embarrassed

captivating
charming, attractive

weary, (molesto)
compressing, (estrujando)

redden, (sonrojarse,
azararse), blushed
(tribunales)

(alejada, periférica) /
(obscuridad)
courtship
reddish / happy

stood up, (se levantó)

flushed, (se azaró) /
sight, fixed look
offer for consideration
looking around / (acogedoramente)
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horrible

(resplandeció)
quiver, tremble , flicker,
(despuntar, titubear)
(suspiró) / (muy complacida)
glittering, (chispeantes,
centelleantes)
order, command, requisition, demand

escape / (empujaba
fuera)
(admitido)
Elevated train for
public transport.
(capas) / oscillating
back & forth / escaped
(alzó rápida la mirada)
disregar d, not to notice,
avoi d, elud e, overlook
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Varick’s handsome* overblown* face. And after all— why not? They had always been
on good terms*, and Varick had been divorced before Waythorn’s attentions to his wife
began. The two exchanged a word on the perennial grievance of the congested* trains,
and when a seat at their side was miraculously left empty the instinct of self-preservation made Waythorn slip* into it after Varick.
The latter drew the stout* man’s breath of relief. “Lord—I was beginning to feel like
a pressed flower.” He leaned back*, looking unconcernedly at Waythorn. “Sorry to hear
that Sellers is knocked out* again.”
“Sellers?” echoed Waythorn, starting* at his partner’s name.
Varick looked surprised. “You didn’t know he was laid up* with the gout*?”
“No. I’ve been away—I only got back last night.” Waythorn felt himself redden ing*
in anticipation of the other’s smile.
“Ah—yes; to be sure. And Sellers’s attack came on two days ago. I’m afraid he’s
pretty bad. Very awkward* for me, as it happens, because he was just putting through a
rather important thing for me.”
“Ah?” Waythorn wondered vaguely since when Varick had been dealing in “important things.” Hitherto* he had dabbled* only in the shallow pools of speculation, with
which Waythorn’s office did not usually concern* itself.
It occurred to him that Varick might be talking at random*, to relieve* the strain* of
their propinquity*. That strain was becoming momentarily more apparent* to Waythorn,
and when, at Cortlandt Street, he caught sight of an acquaintance* and had a sudden
vision of the picture he and Varick must present to an initiated eye, he jumped up with
a muttered* excuse.
“I hope you’ll find Sellers better,” said Varick civilly, and he stammered back*: “If I can
be of any use to you” and let the departing crowd sweep* him to the platform*.
At his office he heard that Sellers was in fact ill with the gout*, and would probably not
be able to leave the house for some weeks.
“I’m sorry it should have happened so, Mr. Waythorn,” the senior clerk* said with
affable significance. “Mr. Sellers was very much upset* at the idea of giving you such
a lot* of extra work just now.”
“Oh, that’s no matter,” said Waythorn hastily*. He secretly welcomed the pressure of
additional business, and was glad to think that, when the day’s work was over*, he would
have to call at his partner’s on the way home.
He was late for luncheon*, and turned in at the nearest restaurant instead of going to his
club. The place was full, and the waiter hurried* him to the back of the room to capture the
only vacant* table. In the cloud of cigar-smoke Waythorn did not at once distinguish his
neighbours: but presently*, looking about him, he saw Varick seated a few feet off*. This
time, luckily, they were too far apart for conversation, and Varick, who faced another way,
had probably not even seen him; but there was an irony* in their renewed nearness*.
Varick was said to be fond of good living, and as Waythorn sat despatching* his hurried
luncheon he looked across half enviously at the other’s leisurely* degustation of his meal.
When Waythorn first saw him he had been helping himself with critical deliberation* t o a
bit of Camembert at the ideal point of liquefaction, and now, the cheese removed, he
was just pouring his café double* from its little two-storied* earthen* pot. He poured
slowly, his ruddy* profile* bent above the task, and one beringed* white hand
steadying* the lid* of the coffee-pot; then he stretched his other hand to the decanter* of cognac at
his elbow, filled a liqueur-glass took a tentative sip, and poured* the brandy into his coffee-cup.
Waythorn watched him in a kind of fascination. What was he thinking of—only of the
flavour of the coffee and the liqueur? Had the morning’s meeting left no more trace* in
his thoughts than on his face? Had his wife so completely passed out of his life that
even this odd encounter* with her present husband, within a week after her remarriage, was no more than an incident in his day? And as Waythorn mused*, another
idea struck* him: had Haskett ever met Varick as Varick and he had just met. The
recollection* of Haskett perturbed him, and he rose* and left the restaurant, taking
a circuitous way out to escape the placid irony* of Varick’s nod*.
It was after seven when Waythorn reached home. He thought the footman* who opened
the door looked at him oddly*.
“How is Miss Lily?” he asked in haste*.
“Doing very well, sir. A gentleman.”
“Tell Barlow to put off dinner for half an hour,” Waythorn cut him of f *, hurrying
upstairs.
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He went straight* to his room and dressed without seeing his wife. When he reached the
drawing-room* she was there, fresh* and radiant. Lily’s day had been good; the doctor was
not coming back that evening.
At dinner Waythorn told her of Sellers’s illness and of the resulting complications. She
listened sympathetically, adjuring* him not to let himself be overworked*, and asking
vague feminine questions about the routine of the office. Then she gave him the chronicle
of Lily’s day; quoted* the nurse and doctor, and told him who had called to inquire. He had
never seen her more serene and unruffled*. It struck him, with a curious pang*, that she was
very happy in being with him, so happy that she found a childish pleasure in rehearsing* the
trivial incidents of her day.
After dinner they went to the library, and the servant put the coffee and liqueurs on a low
table before her and left the room. She looked singularly soft and girlish* in her rosy pale
dress, against the dark leather* of one of his bachelor* armchairs. A day earlier the contrast
would have charmed him.
He turned away now, choosing a cigar with affected deliberation*.
“Did Haskett come?” he asked, with his back to her.
“Oh, yes—he came.”
“You didn’t see him, of course?”
She hesitated a moment. “I let the nurse see him.”
That was all. There was nothing more to ask. He swung* round toward her, applying a
match to his cigar. Well, the thing was over* for a week, at any rate*. He would try not to
think of it. She looked up at him, a trifle rosier than usual, with a smile in her eyes.
“Ready for your coffee, dear?”
He leaned* against the mantelpiece*, watching her as she lifted the coffee-pot. The
lamplight struck a gleam* from her bracelets and tipped* her soft hair with brightness*.
How light and slender* she was, and how each gesture flowed into the next! She seemed a
creature all compact of harmonies. As the thought of Haskett receded*, Waythorn felt
himself yielding* again to the joy of possessorship. They were his, those white hands with
their flitting* motions, his the light* haze* of hair, the lips and eyes....
She set down the coffee-pot, and reached for the decanter* of cognac, measured of a
liqueur-glass and poured* it into his cup.
Waythorn uttered* a sudden exclamation.
“What is the matter?” she said, startled*.
“Nothing; only—I don’t take cognac in my coffee.”
“Oh, how stupid of me,” she cried.
Their eyes met, and she blushed* a sudden agonised red.
III
Ten days later, Mr. Sellers, still house-bound*, asked Waythorn to call on his
way down town.
The senior partner, with his swaddled* foot propped* up by the fire, greeted his associate with an air of embarrassment.
“I’m sorry, my dear fellow; I’ve got to ask you to do an awkward* thing for me.”
Waythorn waited, and the other went on, after a pause apparently* given to the arrangement of his phrases: “The fact is, when I was knocked out* I had just gone into a rather
complicated piece of business for—Gus Varick.”
“Well?” said Waythorn, with an attempt to put him at his ease.
“Well—it’s this way; Varick came to me the day before my attack. He had evidently had
an inside tip* from somebody, and had made about a hundred thousand. He came to me for
advice, and I suggested his going in* with Vanderlyn.”
“Oh, the deuce*!” Waythorn exclaimed. He saw in a flash what had happened. The
investment was an alluring* one, but required negotiation. He listened quietly while Sellers
put the case before him, and, the statement ended, he said: “You think I ought to see
Varick?”
“I’m afraid I can’t as yet. The doctor is obdurate*. And this thing can’t wait. I hate to ask
you, but no one else in the office knows the ins and outs* of it.”
Waythorn stood silent. He did not care a farthing* for the success of Varick’s
venture, but the honor of the office was to be considered, and he could hardly refuse to
oblige* his partner.
“Very well,” he said, “I’ll do it.”
That afternoon, apprised* by telephone, Varick called at the office. Waythorn, waiting in
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his private room, wondered what the others thought of it. The newspapers, at the time of
Mrs. Waythorn’s marriage, had acquainted* their readers with every detail of her previous
matrimonial ventures, and Waythorn could fancy the clerks smiling behind Varick’s back as
he was ushered* in.
Varick bore* himself admirably. He was easy without being undignified, and Waythorn
was conscious of cutting a much less impressive figure. Varick had no experience of
business, and the talk prolonged itself for nearly an hour while Waythorn set forth* with
scrupulous precision the details of the proposed transaction.
“I’m awfully obliged to you,” Varick said as he rose*. “The fact is I’m not used to
having much money to look after, and I don’t want to make an ass of myself—” He smiled,
and Waythorn could not help noticing that there was something pleasant about his smile. “It
feels uncommonly queer* to have enough cash to pay one’s bills. I’d have sold my soul for
it a few years ago!”
Waythorn winced* at the allusion. He had heard it rumoured that a lack of funds had
been one of the determining causes of the Varick separation, but it did not occur to him
that Varick’s words were intentional. It seemed more likely that the desire to keep clear
of embarrassing topics had fatally drawn* him into one. Waythorn did not wish to be
outdone* in civility.
“We’ll do the best we can for you,” he said. “I think this is a good thing you’re in*.”
“Oh, I’m sure it’s immense. It’s awfully good of you—” Varick broke off*, embarrassed. “I suppose the thing’s settled* now—but if___”
“If anything happens before Sellers is about*, I’ll see you again,” said Waythorn quietly.
He was glad, in the end, to appear the more* self-possessed* of the two.
The course of Lily’s illness ran* smooth*, and as the days passed Waythorn grew used
to the idea of Haskett’s weekly visit. The first time the day came round, he stayed out late,
and questioned his wife as to the visit on his return. She replied at once that Haskett had
merely* seen the nurse downstairs, as the doctor did not wish any one in the child’s sickroom till after the crisis.
The following week Waythorn was again conscious of the recurrence of the day, but had
forgotten it by the time he came home to dinner. The crisis of the disease came a few days
later, with a rapid decline* of fever, and the little girl was pronounced out of danger. In the
rejoicing which ensued* the thought of Haskett passed out* of Waythorn’s mind, and one
afternoon, letting himself into the house with a latch-key*, he went straight to his library
without noticing a shabby* hat and umbrella in the hall.
In the library he found a small effaced-looking* man with a thinnish* gray beard sitting
on the edge* of a chair. The stranger might have been a piano-tuner, or one of those
mysteriously efficient persons who are summoned in emergencies to adjust some detail of
the domestic machinery. He blinked* at Waythorn through a pair of gold-rimmed* spectacles and said mildly*: “Mr. Waythorn, I presume? I am Lily’s father.”
Waythorn flushed*. “Oh” he stammered* uncomfortably. He broke off, disliking to
appear rude. Inwardly* he was trying to adjust the actual* Haskett to the image of him
projected by his wife’s reminiscences. Waythorn had been allowed to infer* that Alice’s
first husband was a brute.
“I am sorry to intrude,” said Haskett, with his over-the-counter* politeness.
“Don’t mention it,” returned Waythorn, collecting himself. “I suppose the nurse has been
told?”
“I presume so. I can wait,” said Haskett. He had a resigned* way of speaking, as though
life had worn down* his natural powers of resistance.
Waythorn stood on the threshold, nervously pulling off his gloves.
“I’m sorry you’ve been detained*. I will send for the nurse,” he said; and as he opened the
door he added with an effort: “I’m glad we can give you a good report of Lily.” He winced* as
the we slipped out*, but Haskett seemed not to notice it.
“Thank you, Mr. Waythorn. It’s been an anxious* time for me.”
“Ah, well, that’s past. Soon she’ll be able to go to you.” Waythorn nodded* and
passed out. In his own room he flung* himself down with a groan*. He hated the
womanish sensibility which made him suffer so acutely from the grotesque chances of
life. He had known when he married that his wife’s former* husbands were both living,
and that amid the multiplied contacts of modern existence there were a thousand chances
to one that he would run against one or the other, yet he found himself as much
disturbed by his brief encounter with Haskett as though the law had not obligingly*
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removed* all difficulties in the way of their meeting.
Waythorn sprang up* and began to pace* the room nervously. He had not suffered half
as much from his two meetings with Varick. It was Haskett’s presence in his o wn house that
made the situation so intolerable. He stood still, hearing steps in the passage.
“This way, please,” he heard the nurse say. Haskett was being taken upstairs, then:
not a corner of the house but* was open to him. Waythorn dropped into another chair,
staring* vaguely ahead of him. On his dressing-table* stood a photograph of Alice,
taken when he had first known her. She was Alice Varick then—how fine and exquisite
he had thought her! Those were Varick’s pearls about her neck. At Waythorn’s instance
they had been returned before her marriage. Had Haskett ever given her any trinkets*—
and what had become of them, Waythorn wondered? He realised suddenly that he knew
very little of Haskett’s past or present situation; but from the man’s appearance and
manner of speech he could reconstruct with curious precision the surroundings of Alice’s
first marriage. And it startled* him to think that she had, in the background of her life,
a phase of existence so different from anything with which he had connected her.
Varick, whatever his faults, was a gentleman, in the conventional, traditional sense of
the term: the sense which at that moment seemed, oddly* enough, to have most meaning
to Waythorn. He and Varick had the same social habits, spoke the same language,
understood the same allusions. But this other ma n . . . it was grotesquely uppermost* in
Waythorn’s mind that Haskett had worn a made-up* tie attached* with an elastic*. Why
should that ridiculous detail symbolise the whole man? Waythorn was exasperated by
his own paltriness*, but the fact of the tie expanded, forced itself on him, became as it
were the key to Alice’s past. He could see her, as Mrs. Haskett, sitting in a “front
parlour” furnished in plush*, with a pianola, and a copy of Ben Hur* on the centre-table.
He could see her going to the theatre with Haskett—or perhaps even to a “Church
Sociable”—she in a “picture hat*” and Haskett in a black frock*-coat, a little creased*,
with the made-up tie on an elastic. On the way home they would stop and look at the
illuminated shop-windows, lingering* over the photographs of New York actresses. On
Sunday afternoons Haskett would take her for a walk, pushing Lily ahead of them in a
white enamelled* perambulator*, and Waythorn had a vision of the people they would
stop and talk to. He could fancy how pretty Alice must have looked, in a dress adroitly*
constructed from the hints of a New York fashion-paper, and how she must have looked
down on the other women, chafing* at her life, and secretly feeling that she belonged in
a bigger place*.
For the moment his foremost* thought was one of wonder at the way in which she had
shed* the phase of existence which her marriage with Haskett implied. It was as if her whole
aspect, every gesture, every inflection, every allusion, were a studied negation of that period
of her life. If she had denied being married to Haskett she could hardly* have stood more
convicted of duplicity than in this obliteration of the self which had been his wife.
Waythorn started up*, checking* himself in the analysis of her motives. What right had
he to create a fantastic effigy of her and then pass judgment on it? She had spoken vaguely
of her first marriage as unhappy, had hinted*, with becoming* reticence*, that Haskett had
wrought* havoc* among her young illusion s. . . . It was a pity for Waythorn’s peace of mind
that Haskett’s very inoffensiveness shed* a new light on the nature of those illusions. A man
would rather think that his wife has been brutalised by her first husband than that the process
has been reversed.
IV
“Mr. Waythorn, I don’t like that French governess of Lily’s.”
Haskett, subdued* and apologetic *, stood before Waythorn in the library,
revolv ing* his shabby* hat in his hand.
Waythorn, surprised in his armchair over the evening paper, stared back perplexedly at
his visitor.
“You’ll excuse my asking to see you,” Haskett continued. “But this is my last visit, and
I thought if I could have a word with you it would be a better way than writing to Mrs.
Waythorn’s lawyer.”
Waythorn rose* uneasily*. He did not like the French governess either; but that was
irrelevant.
“I am not so sure of that,” he returned stiffly*; “but since you wish it I will give your
message to—my wife.” He always hesitated over the possessive pronoun in addressing
Haskett.
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The latter sighed. “I don’t know as that will help much. She didn’t like it when I spoke to her.”
Waythorn turned red*. “When did you see her?” he asked.
“Not since the first day I came to see Lily—right after she was taken sick. I
remarked* to her then that I didn’t like the governess.”
Waythorn made no answer. He remembered distinctly* that, after that first visit, he
had asked his wife if she had seen Haskett. She had lied* to him then, but she had
respected his wishes since; and the incident cast* a curious light on her character. He
was sure she would not have seen Haskett that first day if she had divined that Waythorn
would object, and the fact that she did not divine it was almost as disagreeable to the
latter as the discovery that she had lied to him.
“I don’t like the woman,” Haskett was repeating with mild persistency. “She ain’t* straight* ,
Mr. Waythorn—she’ll teach the child to be underhand*. I’ve noticed a change in Lily—
she’s too anxious to please—and she don’t always tell the truth. She used to be the
straightest child, Mr. Waythorn...” He broke off*, his voice a little thick*. “Not but
what I want her to have a stylish* education,” he ended.
Waythorn was touched. “I’m sorry, Mr. Haskett; but frankly, I don’t quite see what
I can do.”
Haskett hesitated. Then he laid* his hat on the table, and advanced to the hearth-rug*,
on which Waythorn was standing. There was nothing aggressive in his manner, but he
had the solemnity of a timid man resolved* on a decisive* measure.
“There’s just one thing you can do, Mr. Waythorn,” he said. “You can remind Mrs.
Waythorn that, by the decree of the courts, I am entitled to have a voice in Lily’s
bringing up*.” He paused, and went on more deprecatingly*: “I’m not the kind to talk
about enforcing my rights, Mr. Waythorn. I don’t know as I think a man is entitled to
rights he hasn’t known how to hold on to*; but this busine ss of the child is different.
I’ve never let go there*—and I never mean to*.”
The scene left Waythorn deeply shaken*. Shamefacedly*, in indirect ways, he had
been finding out about Haskett; and all that he had learned was favourable. The little
man, in order to be near his daughter, had sold out his share* in a profitable business in
Utica, and accepted a modest clerkship* in a New York manufacturing house. He
boarded* in a shabby* street and had few acquaintances. His passion for Lily filled his
life. Waythorn felt that this exploration of Haskett was like groping about* with a darklantern in his wife’s past; but he saw now that there were recesses* his lantern had not
explored. He had never enquired* into the exact circumstances of his wife’s first matrimonial rupture. On the surface all had been fair. It was she who had obtained the divorce, and
the court had given her the child. But Waythorn knew how many ambiguities such a
verdict* might cover. The mere fact that Haskett retained a right over his daughter implied
an unsuspected compromise. Waythorn was an idealist. He always refused to recognise
unpleasant contingencies till he found himself confronted with them, and then he saw them
followed by a special train* of consequences. His next days were thus haunted*, and he
determined* to try to lay* the ghosts by conjuring them up in his wife’s presence.
When he repeated Haskett’s request a flame of anger passed over her face; but she
subdued* it instantly and spoke with a slight quiver* of outraged* motherhood.
“It is very ungentlemanly of him,” she said.
The word grated on* Waythorn. “That is neither here nor there. It’s a bare* question of
rights.”
She murmured: “It is not as if he could ever be a help to Lily”
Waythorn flushed*. This was even less to his taste. “The question is,” he repeated, “what
authority has he over her?”
She looked downward, twisting herself a little in her seat. “I am willing to see him—I
thought you objected,” she faltered*.
In a flash he understood that she knew the extent of Haskett’s claims. Perhaps it was not
the first time she had resisted them.
“My objecting has nothing to do with it,” he said coldly; “if Haskett has a right to be
consulted you must consult him.”
She burst* into tears, and he saw that she expected him to regard her as a victim.
Haskett did not abuse* his rights. Waythorn had felt miserably sure that he would not. But
the governess was dismissed, and from time to time the little man demanded an interview
with Alice. After the first outburst* she accepted the situation with her usual adaptability.
Haskett had once reminded Waythorn of the piano-tuner, and Mrs. Waythorn, after a month
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or two, appeared to class* him with that domestic familiar. Waythorn could not but respect
the father’s tenacity. At first he had tried to cultivate the suspicion that Haskett might be “up
to” something, that he had an object in securing a foothold* in the house. But in his heart
Waythorn was sure of Haskett’s single-mindedness*; he even guessed in the latter a mild
contempt* for such advantages as his relation with the Waythorns might offer. Haskett’s
sincerity of purpose made him invulnerable, and his successor had to accept him as a lien*
on the property.
Mr. Sellers was sent to Europe to recover from his gout, and Varick’s affairs hung on
Waythorn’s hands. The negotiations were prolonged and complicated; they necessitated
frequent conferences* between the two men, and the interests of the firm forbade* Waythorn’s
suggesting that his client should transfer his business to another office.
Varick appeared well in the transaction. In moments of relaxation his coarse* streak*
appeared, and Waythorn dreaded* his geniality*; but in the office he was concise and
clear-headed, with a flattering* deference* to Waythorn’s judgment. Their business
relations being so affably established, it would have been absurd for the two men to ignore*
each other* in society*. The first time they met in a drawing-room, Varick took up their
intercourse* in the same easy key, and his hostess*’s grateful glance* obliged Waythorn
to respond to it. After that they ran across each other frequently, and one evening at a ball
Waythorn, wandering* through the remoter rooms, came upon Varick seated beside his
wife. She coloured a little, and faltered* in what she was saying; but Varick nodded to
Waythorn without rising, and the latter strolled on*.
In the carriage, on the way home, he broke out* nervously: “I didn’t know you spoke to
Varick.”
Her voice trembled a little. “It’s the first time—he happened to be standing near me; I
didn’t know what to do. It’s so awkward, meeting everywhere—and he said you had been
very kind about some business.”
“That’s different,” said Waythorn.
She paused a moment. “I’ll do just as you wish,” she returned pliantly*. “I thought it
would be less awkward* to speak to him when we meet.”
Her pliancy* was beginning to sicken* him. Had she really no will of her own—no
theory about her relation to these men? She had accepted Haskett—did she mean to accept
Varick? It was “less awkward,” as she had said, and her instinct was to evade* difficulties
or to circumvent* them. With sudden vividness Waythorn saw how the instinct had developed. She was “as easy* as an old shoe”—a shoe that too many feet had worn. Her elasticity was
the result of tension in too many different directions. Alice Haskett—Alice Varick—Alice
Waythorn—she had been each in turn, and had left hanging to each name a little of her privacy*,
a little of her personality, a little of the inmost self where the unknown god abides*.
“Yes—it’s better to speak to Varick,” said Waythorn wearily*.
V
The winter wore on*, and society took advantage of the Waythorns’ acceptance of
Varick. Harassed* hostesses were grateful to them for bridging* over a social difficulty, and
Mrs. Waythorn was held up* as a miracle of good taste. Some experimental s pirits could not
resist the diversion of throwing* Varick and his former wife together, and there were those
who thought he found a zest* in the propinquity*. But Mrs. Waythorn’s conduct remained
irreproachable. She neither avoided Varick nor sought him out*. Even Waythorn could not
but admit that she had discovered the solution of the newest social problem.
He had married her without giving much thought to that problem. He had fancied
that a woman can shed* her past like a man. But now he saw that Alice was bound*
to hers* both by the circumstances which forced her into continued relation with it, and
by the traces* it had left on her nature. With grim* irony Waythorn compared himself to
a member of a syndicate. He held so many shares* in his wife’s personality and his
predecessors were his partners in the business. If there had been any element of passion
in the transaction he would have fe lt less deteriorated by it. The fact that Alice took her
change of husbands like a change of weather reduced the situation to mediocrity. He
could have forgiven her for blunders*, for excesses; for resisting Haskett, for yielding*
to Varick; for anything but her acquiescence* and her tact. She reminded him of a
juggler* tossing* knives; but the knives were blunt* and he knew they would never
cut her.
And then, gradually, habit formed a protecting surface for his sensibilities. If he

(clasificarlo)

position, advantage
resolution, fi rmeness
(desprecio), scorn
(gravamen)

(reuniones) / refused
to allow
rude / tendency, (veta,
franja), strain, tone
feared greatly / joviality,
affability, amiability
(halagador) / respect,
courtesy
disregard, avoid, (evitarse)
(mutuamente ) / public
communication / (anfitriona) / quick look
(deambulando)
hesitated, (perdió el hilo)
walked on, (pasó de
largo como si nada)
exclaimed

(sumisa), yielding,
flexible
embarrassing
servility, (ductibilidad)
/ bother, (irritarle)
(eludir)
(sortear), evade, find
a way around
(acomodaticia ), pliable
confidentiality, (privacidad)
dwells, remains, (mora)
(cansinamente), tiringly

(siguió su curso)
(Abrumadas) / overcoming, (ayuda r a superar)
considered
(de poner)
pleasure / proximity,
nearness
(buscaba)
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(prescindir) / tied
(al suyo, al de ella)
(huellas), marks /
harsh, severe
(acciones de inversión, participaciones)

(desatinos), mistakes
/ consenting, (ceder)
conformity, (condescendencia, consentimiento)
(malabarista) / throwing / (romas, sin punta y desafiladas)
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paid for each day’s comfort with the small change of his illusions, he grew daily to
value the comfort more and set* less store* upon the coin*. He had drifted* into a
dulling* propinquity* with Haskett and Varick and he took refuge in the cheap revenge
of satirising the situation. He even began to reckon up* the advantages which accrued*
from it, to ask himself if it were not better to own a third of a wife who knew how to make
a man happy than a whole one who had lacked* opportunity to acquire the art. For it was an
art, and made up, like all others, of concessions, eliminations and embellishments*; of lights
judiciously thrown and shadows skilfully softened. His wife knew exactly how to manage
the lights, and he knew exactly to what training* she owed* her skill*. He even tried to trace
the source of his obligations, to discriminate between the influences which had combined to
produce his domestic happiness: he perceived that Haskett’s commonness* had made Alice
worship good breeding*, while Varick’s liberal construction of the marriage bond* had
taught her to value the conjugal virtues; so that he was directly indebted* to his predecessors
for the devotion* which made his life easy* if not inspiring.
From this phase he passed into that of complete acceptance. He ceased to satirise*
himself because time dulled* the irony of the situation and the joke lost its humour with
its sting*. Even the sight of Haskett’s hat on the hall table had ceased to touch the
springs* of epigram*. The hat was often seen there now, for it had been decided that it
was better for Lily’s father to visit her than for the little girl to go to his boarding-house* .
Waythorn, having acquiesced* in this arrangement, had been surprised to find how little
difference it made. Haskett was never obtrusive*, and the few visitors who met him on
the stairs were unaware* of his identity. Waythorn did not know how often he saw
Alice, but with himself Haskett was seldom in contact.
One afternoon, however, he learned on entering that Lily’s father was waiting to see
him. In the library he found Haskett occupying a chair in his usual provisional way.
Waythorn always felt grateful to him for not leaning back*.
“I hope you’ll excuse me, Mr. Waythorn,” he said rising. “I wanted to see Mrs.
Waythorn about Lily, and your man asked me to wait here till she came in.”
“Of course,” said Waythorn, remembering that a sudden leak* had that morning
given over the drawing-room* to the plumbers*.
He opened his cigar-case and held it out to his visitor, and Haskett’s acceptance
seemed to mark a fresh stage in their intercourse*. The spring evening was chilly, and
Waythorn invited his guest to draw up his chair to the fire. He meant to find an excuse
to leave Haskett in a moment; but he was tired and cold, and after all the little man no
longer jarred* on him.
The two were enclosed in the intimacy of their blended* cigar-smoke when the door
opened and Varick walked into the room. Waythorn rose abruptly*. It was the first time
that Varick had come to the house, and the surprise of seeing him, combined with the
singular inopportuneness of his arrival, gave a new edge* to Waythorn’s blunted*
sensibilities. He stared at his visitor without speaking.
Varick seemed too preoccupied to notice his host*’s embarrassment*.
“My dear fellow,” he exclaimed in his most expansive* tone, “I must apologise for
tumbling in* on you in this way, but I was too late to catch you down town, and so I
thought—”
He stopped short, catching sight of Haskett, and his sanguine colour deepened to a flush* which
spread vividly under his scant* blond hair. But in a moment he recovered himself
and nodded slightly. Haskett returned the bow* in silence, and Waythorn was still
groping for* speech when the footman came in carrying a tea-table.
The intrusion offered a welcome vent* to Waythorn’s nerves. “What the deuce* are
you bringing this here for?” he said sharply.
“I beg your pardon, sir, but the plumbers are still in the drawing-room*, and Mrs.
Waythorn said she would have tea in the library.” The footman’s perfectly respectful
tone implied a reflection on Waythorn’s reasonableness.
“Oh, very well,” said the latter resignedly*, and the footman proceeded to open the folding*
tea-table and set out* its complicated appointments*. While this interminable process
continued the three men stood motionless, watching it with a fascinated stare, till
Waythorn, to break the silence, said to Varick: “Won’t you have a cigar?”
He held out the case he had just tendered* to Haskett, and Varick helped himself
with a smile. Waythorn looked about for a match, and finding none, proffered* a light
from his own cigar. Haskett, in the background, held his ground mildly*, examining his cigartip now and then, and stepping forward at the right moment to knock* its ashes into the fire.

put / value / price /
moved passively
grim, gloomy / kinship,
(parentesco), nearness
(meditar) / (procedían,
se derivaban), grew,
(resultaban)
(desaprovechado)
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(adiestramiento) / (se
debía) / (destreza)
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de posición social)
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(punzada), bite, hurt
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The footman* at last withdrew, and Varick immediately began: “If I could just say half
a word to you about this business”
“Certainly,” stammered* Waythorn; “in the dining-room.”
But as he placed his hand on the door it opened from without, and his wife appeared on
the threshold.
She came in fresh and smiling, in her street dress and hat, shedding* a fragrance from the
boa* which she loosened in advancing.
“Shall we have tea in here, dear?” she began; and then she caught sight of Varick.
Her smile deepened, veiling* a slight tremor* of surprise.
“Why, how do you do?” she said with a distinct* note* of pleasure.
As she shook hands with Varick she saw Haskett standing behind him. Her smile
faded* for a moment, but she recalled it quickly, with a scarcely perceptible side-glance
at Waythorn.
“How do you do, Mr. Haskett?” she said, and shook hands with him a shade* less
cordially.
The three men stood awkwardly* before her, till Varick, always the most selfpossessed, dashed* into an explanatory phrase.
“We—I had to see Waythorn a moment on business,” he stammered, brick-red* from
chin to nape*.
Haskett stepped forward with his air of mild obstinacy. “I am sorry to intrude; but
you appointed five o’clock—” he directed his resigned glance* to the timepiece* on the
mantel*.
She swept* aside their embarrassment with a charming gesture of hospitality.
“I’m so sorry—I’m always late; but the afternoon was so lovely.” She stood drawing off*
her gloves, propitiatory* and graceful*, diffusing* about her a sense of ease* and
familiarity in which the situation lost its grotesqueness. “But before talking business,”
she added brightly, “I’m sure every one wants a cup of tea.”
She dropped into* her low* chair by the tea-table, and the two visitors, as if
drawn* by her smile, advanced to receive the cups she held out*.
She glanced about for Waythorn, and he took the third cup with a laugh*.

servant, (mayordomo)

(balbuceó)

(derramando)
a long fluffy scarf
of fur, feathers or
delicate fabric
(encubriendo) / (asombro)
clear, distinguishing /
tone, manner, feature, characteristic
vanished

bit, (pizca)

clumsily
hurried
(colorado como un
tomate)
back side, (nuca)

quick look / clock
(repisa del hogar)
cleared, dismissed
(quitándose)
appeasing, conciliatory
/ (distinguida, elegante)
/ spreading, shedding
/ freedom, (naturalidad)
(se acomodó) / (más
baja)
attracted / stretched
forth
(carcajada, risotada)

1.

a) What kind of person is Alice's first husband, Mr. Haskett, as a typical paternal figure at the beginning of the XXth century?
b) How does Waythorn's relationship with Haskett change in the course of the story?

2

What shows us that Waythorn believes that a wife is—and should be—a husband's possession? Analyze especially the language he
uses to describe his feelings about her.

3.

At the end of the 1990's, it isn't unusual for former spouses to be friends. What tells the reader that this wasn't the case at the turn of
the century? To "get" the story, one must come to it with a sense of how shocking it would be for a husband and former husband to meet,
let alone do business or be friends. What happens to Waythorn's moral and social outrage?

4.

What does the story express about class levels? If Haskett had as much money as Waythorn, would they be in the same social class?

5.

How does Waythorn's understanding of his wife gradually change? How do you ultimately feel about Alice Waythorn?

6.

What is the significance and strength of the marvellous moment in which Alice pours cognac in Waythorn's coffee? Why is she
embarrassed? What does Waythorn understand?

7.

a) The ending is comic. Do you see anything sad beneath the comedy?
b) How would you describe the central conflict of the story? Does it make the action fall or rise?
c) From which angle of vision is the story being told? Why? On what do you base your opinion?

8.

Edith Wharton is clearly a part of the 'modern canon,' but she is not a 'modernist.' When we speak of modernism we refer to a condition
of revolt against literary convention, experiment, new ways of perceiving experience, new ways of writing about experience. Unlike
writers like Joyce, Woolf, Conrad, and Kafka, Edith Wharton wrote as a traditional realist. She employs the conventions of plot as a tool
for understanding relationships, for undermining conventions of society. Like in her most famous novels about New York society, The
House of Mirth (1905) and The Age of Innocence (1920), here, too, she describes the nuances of social class and explores changes taking
place in society. "The other two" also shares this same vision. Although most of the story is told from the angle of vision of Waythorn, an
investment banker, we see more than Waythorn sees: we see beyond his good nature to his half-conscious attitudes toward marriage and
society. At first glance, this seems to be merely a behavior of a tolerant husband but soon he becomes to recognize and accept his wife's
superficiality and lack of integrity. Alice Waythorn has little sense of self beyond the ability to please her husband. Thus examined, the story
yields a critique of sexist norms. Think about Waythorn's conventionality, his unconscious attitude of possession. Think about the deficiencies
of a society in which a woman's talents have no other outlet than in learning to please her husband. Compare the story to Gilman's "The
Yellow Wall-Paper" and show the ways apparent kindness keeps the protagonist imprisoned, or to Steinbeck's "The Chrysanthemums" in
which Elisa, locked into the role of wife, lacks an outlet for her energies.
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It was Paul’s afternoon to appear before the faculty * of the Pittsburgh High
School to account for his various misdemeanors*. He had been suspended* a week
ago, and his father had called at the Principal’s office and confessed his perplexity about
his son. Paul entered the faculty room suave* and smiling. His clothes we re a trifle*
outgrown, and the tan* velvet* on the collar of his open overcoat was fra yed* and
worn*; but for all that there was something of the dandy about him, and he
wore an opal pin in his neatly knotted black four-in-han d* and a red carnation in
his buttonhole. This latter adornment the faculty so mehow felt was not properly significant
of the contrite spirit befitting* a boy under the ban* of suspension*.
Paul was tall for his age and very thin, with high, cramped* sh oulders and a narrow
chest. His eyes were remarkable for a certain hysterical brilliancy, and he continually used
them in a conscious, theatrical sort of way, peculiarly offensive in a boy. The pupils*
were abnormally large, as though he were addicted to belladonna*, but there was a
glassy* glitter* about them which that drug does not produce.
When questioned by the Principal as to why he was there, Paul stated, politely enough,
that he wanted to come back to school. This was a lie*, but Paul was quite accustomed to
lying; found it, indeed, indispensable for overcoming friction*. His teachers were asked to
state their respective charges against him, which they did with such a rancor* and
aggrievedness* as evinced* that this was not a usual case. Disorder and impertinence
were among the offenses named, yet each of his instructors felt that it was scarcely
possible to put into words the real cause of the trouble, which lay in a sort of
hysterically defiant manner of the boy’s; in the contempt* which they all knew he felt
for them, and which he seemingly made not the least effort to conceal *. Once, when he
had been making a synopsis of a paragraph at the blackboard, his English teacher had
stepped to his side and attempted to guide his hand. Paul had started back * with a shudder*
and thrust* his hands violently behind him. The astonished woman could scarcely
have been more hurt and embarrassed had he struck at her *. The insult was so involuntary and definitely personal as to be unforgettable. In one way and another, he
had made all his teachers, men and women alike, conscious of the same feeling of
physical aversion. In one class he habitually sat with his hand shading * his eyes; in
another he always looked out of the window during the recitation *; in another he
made a running* commentary on the lecture, with humorous intent.
His teachers felt this afternoon that his whole attitude was symbolized by his shrug*
and his flippantly* red carnation flower, and they fell upon him without mercy, his
English teacher leading the pack*. He stood through it smiling, his pale lips parted over
his white teeth. (His lips were continually twitching*, and he had a habit of raising his
eyebrows that was contemptuous and irritating to the last degree.) Older boys than Paul
had broken down* and shed tears under that ordeal*, but his set* smile did not once
desert him, and his only sign of discomfort was the nervous trembling of the fingers that
toyed with the buttons of his overcoat, and an occasional jerking* of the other hand
which held his hat. Paul was always smiling, always glancing* about him, seeming to
feel that people might be watching him and trying to detect something. This conscious
expression, since it was as far as possible from boyish mirthfulness*, was usually
attributed to insolence or “smartness*.”
As the inquisition* proceeded, one of his instructors repeated an impertinent remark
of the boy’s, and the Principal asked him whether he thought that a courteous speech to
make to a woman. Paul shrugged his shoulders slightly and his eyebrows twitched*.
“I don’t know,” he replied. “I didn’t mean to be polite or impolite, either. I guess it’s
a sort of way I have, of saying things regardless*.”
The Principal asked him whether he didn’t think that a way it would be well to get rid of *.
Paul grinned* and said he guessed so. When he was told that he could go,
h e b o w e d * g r a c e f u l l y* a n d w e n t o u t . H i s b o w w a s l i k e a r e p e t i t i o n o f t h e
scandalous* red carnation*.
His teachers were in despair, and his drawing master voiced the feeling of them all
when he declared there was something about the boy which none of them understood. He
added: “I don’t really believe that smile of his comes altogether from insolence*; there’s
something sort of haunted* about it. The boy is not strong, for one thing. I happen

(claustro de profesores)
misbehaviors, faults
/ excluded for, (expulsado)
polite, ( cortés, afable)
/ bit, little
(tostado) /(terciopelo)
/ (deshilachado)
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to know that he was born in Colorado, only a few months before his mother died out
there of a long illness. There is something wrong about the fellow.”
The drawing master* had come to realize that, in looking at Paul, one saw only his
white teeth and the forced animation of his eyes. One warm afternoon the boy had gone
to sleep at his drawing board*, and his master had noted with amazement* what a white, blueveined face it was; drawn* and wrinkled* like an old man’s about the eyes, the lips
twitching* even in his sleep, and stiff with a nervous tension that drew them back from his teeth .
His teachers left the building dissatisfied and unhappy *; humiliated to have felt so
vindictive toward a mere* boy, to have uttered this feeling in cutting* terms, and to have set
each other on, as it were, in the gruesome* game of intemperate * reproach. One of them
remembered having seen a miserable street cat set at bay* by a ring of tormentors.
As for Paul, he ran down the hill whistling the Soldiers’ Chorus from Faust*, looking
wildly behind him now and then to see whether so me of his teachers were not there to
witness his light-heartedness*. As it was now late in the afternoon and Paul was on duty that
evening as usher* at Carnegie Hall*, he decided that he would not go home to suppe r.
When he reached the concert hall the doors were not yet open. It was chilly*
outside, and he decided to go up into the picture gallery—always deserted at this
hour—where there were some of Raffelli’s gay * studies of Paris streets and an airy *
blue Venetian scene or two that always exhilarated* him. He was delighted to find no
one in the gallery but the old guard, who sat in the corner, a newspaper on his knee, a
black patch* over one eye and the other closed. Paul possessed himself of the place *
and walked confidently up and down, whistling under his breath *. After a while he sat
down before a blue Rico* and lost himself*. When he bethought* him to look at his
watch, it was after seven o’clock, and he rose with a start and ran downstairs, making
a face at Augustus Caesar, peering out* from the cast-room, and an evil gesture at the
Venus of Milo as he passed her on the stairway.
When Paul reached the ushers’ dressing-room half a dozen boys were there already,
and he began excitedly to tumble into* his uniform. It was one of the few that at all
approached fitting*, and Paul thought it very becoming*—though he knew the tight,
straight coat accentuated his narrow chest, about which he was exceedingly sensitive*.
He was always excited while he dressed, twanging* all over to the tuning of the strings
and the preliminary flourishes* of the horns in the music-room; but tonight he seemed
quite beside himself *, and he teased* and plagued* the boys until, telling him that he
was crazy, they put him down on the floor and sat on him.
Somewhat calmed by his suppression, Paul dashed* out to the front of the house to
seat the early comers. He was a model usher. Gracious* and smiling he ran up and down
the aisles. Nothing was too much trouble for him; he carried messages and brought
programs as though it were his greatest pleasure in life, and all the people in his section
thought him a charming boy, feeling that he remembered and admired them. As the house
filled, he grew more and more vivacious * and animated, and the color came to his cheeks
and lips. It was very much as though this were a great reception and Paul were the host *.
Just as the musicians came out to take their places, his English teacher arrived with checks * for
the seats which a prominent manufacturer had taken for the season. She betrayed* some
embarrassment when she handed Paul the tickets, and an hauteur* which subsequently
made her feel very foolish. Paul was startled* for a moment, and had the feeling of
wanting to put her out*; what business had she here among all these fine people and
gay* colors? He looked her over and decided that she was not appropriately dressed
and must be a fool to sit downstairs in such togs*. The tickets had probably been sent
her out of kindness*, he reflected, as he put down a seat for her, and she had about as
much right to sit there as he had.
When the symphony began Paul sank into one of the rear seats with a long sigh of relief, and lost*
himself as he had done before the Rico *. It was not that symphonies, as such, meant
anything in particular to Paul, but the first sigh of the instruments seemed to free some
hilarious* spirit within him, something that struggled there like the Genius* in the bottle
found by the Arab fisherman. He felt a sudden zest* of life; the lights danced before his eyes
and the concert hall blazed* into unimaginable splendor. When the soprano soloist came
on, Paul forgot even the nastiness* of his teacher’s being there, and gave himself up to
the peculiar intoxication* such personages always had for him. The soloist chanced to
be a German woman, by no means* in her first youth, and the mother of many children;
but she wore a satin gown and a tiara*, and she had that indefinable air of achieveme nt*,
that world-shine* upon her, which always blinded Paul to any possible defects.
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After a concert was over, Paul was often irritable and wretched* until he got to
sleep, and tonight he was even more than usually restless. He had the feeling of not
being able to let down*; of its being impossible to give up this delicious* excitement
which was the only thing that could be called living at all. During the last number he
withdrew* and, after hastily changing his clothes in the dressing-room, slipped out* to
the side door where the singer’s carriage stood. Here he began pacing* rapidly up and
down the walk, waiting to see her come out*.
Over yonder the Schenley, in its vacant stretch*, loomed* big and square through the
fine rain, the windows of its twelve stories glowing* like those of a lighted* cardboard*
house under a Christmas tree. All the actors and singers of any importance stayed there
when they were in the city, and a number of the big manufacturers* of the place lived
there in the winter. Paul had often hung about* the hotel, watching the people go in and
out, longing* to enter and leave schoolmasters and dull* care* behind him forever.
At last the singer came out, accompanied by the conductor, who helped her into her
carriage and closed the door with a cordial auf wiedersehen*—which set Paul to wondering whether she were not an old sweetheart of his. Paul followed the carriage over to the
hotel, walking so rapidly as not to be far from the entrance when the singer alighted * and
disappeared behind the swinging * glass doors which were opened by a Negro * in a
tall hat and a long coat. In the moment that the door was ajar*, it seemed to Paul
that he, too, entered. He seemed to feel himself go after her up the steps, into the
warm, lighted building, into an exotic, a tropical world of shiny*, glistening* surfaces
and basking* ease*. He reflected upon the mysterious dishes that were brought into the
dining-room, the green bottles in buckets of ice, as he had seen them in the supper party
pictures of the Sunday supplement. A quick gust* of wind brought the rain down with
sudden vehemence, and Paul was startled to find that he was still outside in the slush* of
the gravel* driveway*; that his boots were letting in the water and his scanty* overcoat
was clinging* wet about him; that the lights in front of the concert hall were out*, and
that the rain was driving in sheets* between him and the orange glow of the windows
above him. There it was, what he wanted— tangibly before him, like the fairy* world of
a Christmas pantomime; as the rain beat* in his face, Paul wondered whether he were
destined always to shiver* in the black night outside, looking up at it.
He turned and walked reluctantly toward the car tracks *. The end had to come
some time; his father in his night-clothes at the top of the stairs, explanations that
did not explain, hastily improvised fictions* that were forever tripping him up*,
his upstairs room and its horrible yellow wallpaper, the creaking* bureau * with
the greasy plush* collar-box*, and over his painted wooden bed the pictures of George
Washington and John Calvin, and the framed motto*, “Feed my Lambs,” which had been
worked in red worsted* by his mother, whom Paul could not remember.
Half an hour later, Paul alighted * from the Negley Avenue car and went slowly
down one of the side streets off the main thoroughfare*. It was a highly respectable
street, where all the houses were exactly alike, and where business men of moderate
means begot* and reared* large families of children, all of whom went to Sabbath
school* and learned the shorter* catechism, and were interested in arithmetic; all of
whom were as exactly alike as their homes, and of a piece* with the monotony in
which they lived. Paul never went up Cordelia Street without a shudder * of loathing*.
His home was next the house of the Cumberland minister*. He approached it tonight
with the nerveless sense of defeat, the hopeless feeling of sinking back * forever into
ugliness and commonness that he had always had when he came home. The moment he
turned into Cordelia Street he felt the waters close* above his head. After each of these
orgies of living, he experienced all the physical depression which follows a debauch*;
the loathing of respectable beds, of common food, of a house permeated * by kitchen
odors; a shuddering* repulsion for the flavorless, colorless mass * of everyday existence; a morbid* desire for cool* things and soft lights and fresh fl owers.
The nearer he approached the house, the more absolutely unequal * Paul felt to
the sight of it all; his ugly sleeping chamber; the cold bathroom with the grimy*
zinc tub, the cracked* mirror, the dripping spigots*; his father, at the top of the
stairs, his hairy legs sticking out from his nightshirt *, his feet thrust* into carpet
slippers*. He was so much later than usual that there would certainly be inquiries
and reproaches. Paul stopped short* before the door. He felt that he could not be
accosted* by his father tonight; that he could not toss * again on that miserable bed.
He would not go in. He would tell his father that he had no car fare *, and it was
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raining so hard he had gone home with one of the boys and stayed all night.
Meanwhile, he was wet and cold. He went around to the back of the house and tried
one of the basement* windows, found it open, raised it cautiously, and scrambled* down
the cellar* wall to the floor. There he stood, holding his breath, terrified by the noise he
had made; but the floor above him was silent, and there was no creak* on the stairs. He
found a soap box, and carried it over to the soft ring of light that streamed* from the
furnace door, and sat down. He was horribly afraid of rats, so he did not try to sleep, but
sat looking distrustfully at the dark, still terrified lest* he might have awakened his
father. In such reactions, after one of the experiences which made days and nights out of
the dreary* blanks of the calendar, when his senses were deadened*, Paul’s head was
always singularly* clear. Suppose his father had heard him getting in at the window and
had come down and shot him for a burglar*? Then, again, suppose his father ha d come
down, pistol in hand, and he had cried out in time to save himself, and his father had been
horrified to think how nearly he had killed him? Then, again, suppose a day should come
when his father would remember that night, and wish there had been no warning cry to stay*
his hand? With this last supposition Paul entertained himself until daybreak *.
The following Sunday was fine; the sodden* November chill* was broken by the last
flash* of autumnal summer. In the morning Paul had to go to church and Sabbath school,
as always. On seasonable Sunday afternoons the burghers* of Cordelia Street usually
sat out on their front “stoops*,” and talked to their neighbors on the next stoop, or called
to t hose across the street in neighborly fashion. The men sat placidly on gay cushions placed
upon the steps that led down to the sidewalk, while the women, in their Sunday “waists* ,” sat
in rockers* on the cramped* porches, pretending to be greatly at their ease. The children
played in the streets; there were so many of them that the place resembled* the recreation
grounds of a kindergarten. The men on the steps—all in their shirt sleeves, their vests*
unbuttoned—sat with their legs well apart, their stomachs comfortably pr otruding, and
talked of the prices of things, or told anecdotes of the sagacity of their various chiefs
and overlords. They occasionally looked over the multitude of squabbling* children,
listened affectionately to their high-pitched*, nasal* voices, smiling to see their own
proclivities* reproduced in their offspring, and interspersed their legends of the iron
kings* with remarks about their sons’ progress at school, their grades in arithmetic, and
the amounts they had saved in their toy banks*. On this last Sunday of November, Paul
sat all the afternoon on the lowest step of his “stoop*,” staring* into the street, while his
sisters, in their rockers, were talking to the minister’s daughters next door about how
many shirtwaists* they had made in the last week, and how many waffles* someone had
eaten at the last church supper. When the weather was war m, and his father was in a
particularly jovial frame of mind, the girls made lemonade, which was always brought out
in a red glass pitcher*, ornamented with forget-me-nots in blue enamel*. This the girls
thought very fine, and the neighbors joked about the suspicious color of the pitcher *.
Today Paul’s father, on the top step, was talking to a young man who shifted* a
restless baby from knee to knee. He happened to be the young man who was daily
held up to Paul as a model, and after whom it was his father’s dearest hope that he
would pattern*. This young man was of a ruddy* complexion, with a compressed, red
mouth, and faded, nearsighted * eyes, over which he wore thick spectacles, with go ld
bows* that curved about his ears. He was clerk to one of the magnates of a great steel
corporation, and was looked upon* in Cordelia Street as a young man with a future. There
was a story that, some five years ago—he was now barely twenty-six—he had been a trifle *
“dissipated*,” but in order to curb* his appetites and save the loss of time and strength
that a sowing of wild oats* might have entailed, he had taken his chief’s advice, oft
reiterated to his employees, and at twenty-one had married the first woman whom he
could persuade to share his fortunes. She happened to be an angular* schoolmistress,
much older than he, who also wore thick glasses, and who had now borne* him four
children, all nearsighted*, like herself.
The young man was relating how his chief, now cruising in* the Mediterranean, kept
in touch with all the details of the business, arranging* his office hours on his yacht just
as though he were at home, and “knocking off * work enough to keep two stenographers
busy.’’ His father told, in turn, the plan his corporati on was considering, of putting in an
electric railway plant at Cairo. Paul snapped* his teeth; he had an awful apprehension that
they might spoil* it all before he got there. Yet he rather liked to hear these legends of the
iron kings*, that were told and retold on Sundays and holidays; these stories of palaces in
Venice, yachts on the Mediterranean, and high play at Monte Carlo appealed* to his fancy,
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and he was interested in the triumphs of cash boys* who had become famous, though he
had no mind for the cash-boy stage.
After supper was over, and he had helped to dry the dishes, Paul nervously asked his
father whether he could go to George’s to get some help in his geometry, and still more
nervously asked for car fare*. This latter request he had to repeat, as his father, on
principle, did not like to hear requests* for money, whether much or little. He asked
Paul whether he could not go to some boy who lived nearer, and told him that he ought
not to leave his school work* until Sunday, but he gave him the dime*. He was not a
poor man, but he had a worthy* ambition to come up* in the world. His only reason for
allowing Paul to usher* was that he thought a boy ought to be earning a little.
Paul bounded* upstairs, scrubbed* the greasy odor of the dishwater from his
hands with the ill-smelling soap he hated, and then shook over his fingers a few
drops of violet water from the bottle he kept hidden in his drawer *. He left the
house with his geometry conspicuously* under his arm, and the moment he got
out of Cordelia Street and boarded a downtown car, he shook off the lethargy* of
two deadening* days, and began to live again.
The leading juvenile * of the permanent stock company * which played at one of
the downtown theaters was an acquaintance of Paul’s, and the boy had been invited
to drop in* at the Sunday night rehearsals* whenever he could. For more than a year
Paul had spent every available moment loitering* about Charley Edwards’s dressing
room. He had won a place among Edwards’s following* not only because the young
actor, who could not afford to employ a dresser, often found him useful, but because he
recognized in Paul something akin* to what churchmen term “vocation.”
It was at the theater and at Carnegie Hall that Paul really lived; the rest was but a
sleep and a forgetting. This was Paul’s fairy tale, and it had for him all the allurement*
of a secret love. The moment he inhaled the gassy*, painty*, dusty odor behind the
scenes, he breathed like a prisoner set* free, and felt within him the possibility of doing
or saying splendid, brilliant things. The moment the cracked* orchestra beat out* the
overture from Martha, or jerked at* the serenade from Rigoletto, all stupid and ugly
things slid* from him, and his senses were deliciously yet delicately fired*.
Perhaps it was because, in Paul’s world, the natural nearly always wore the guise * of
ugliness, that a certain element of artificiality se emed to him necessary in beauty.
Perhaps it was because his experience of life elsewher e was so full of Sabbathschool picnics, petty* economies, wholesome* advice as to how to succeed in life,
and the unescapable odors of cooking, that he found this existence so allur ing*,
these smartly* clad* men and women so attractive, that he was so moved by these
starry* apple orchards that bloomed perennially under the limelight*.
It would be difficult to put it strongly enough how convincingly the stage entrance
of that theater was for Paul the actual* portal* of Romance*. Certainly none of the
company ever suspected it, least of all Charley Edwards. It was very like the old
stories that used to float* about London of fabulously rich Jews, who had subterranean
halls, with palms, and fountains, and soft lamps and richly apparelled* women who
never saw the disenchanting* light of London day. So, in the midst of that smokepalled*
city, enamored* of figures * and grimy * toil*, Paul had his secret temple, his
wishing* carpet*, his bit of blue-and-white Mediterranean shore bathed in perpetual sunshin e.
Several of Paul’s teachers had a theory that his imagination had been perverted by garish*
fiction; but the truth was, he scarcely* ever read at all. The books at home were not such
as would either tempt or corrupt a youthful mind, and as for reading the novels that
some of his friends urged upon him*—well, he got what he wanted much more quickly
from music; any sort of music, from an orchestra to a barrel organ*. He needed only
the spark*, the indescribable thrill* that made his imagination master of his senses,
and he could make plots and pictures enough of his own. It was equally true that he
was not stage-struck*—not, at any rate, in the usual acceptation* of that expression.
He had no desire to become an actor, any more than he had to become a musician.
He felt no necessity to do any of these things; what he wanted was to see, to be in
the atmosphere, float on the wave of it, to be carried out, blue league after blue
league, away from everything.
After a night behind the scenes, Paul found the schoolroom more than ever repulsive;
the bare* floors and naked walls; the prosy* men who never wore frock coats, or violets
in their buttonholes; the women with their dull* gowns, shrill* voices, and pitiful
seriousness about prepositions that govern* the dative. He could not bear* to have the
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other pupils think, for a moment, that he took these people seriously; he must convey to
them that he considered it all trivial and was there only by way of * a joke, anyway. He
had autograph pictures of all the members of the stock company * which he showed
his classmates, telling them the most incredible stories of his familiarity with these
people, of his acquaintance* with the soloists who came to Carnegie Hall, his suppers
with them and the flowers he sent them. When these stories lost their effect, and his
audience grew* listless*, he would bid* all the boys good-by, announcing that he was
going to travel for a while; going to Naples, to California, to Egypt. Then, next
Monday, he would slip back *, conscious * and nervously smiling; his sister was ill,
and he would have to defer* his voyage until spring.
Matters went steadily worse* with Paul at school. In the itch* to let his instructors
know how heartily* he despised them, and how thoroughly* he was appreciated elsewhere,
he mentioned once or twice that he had no time to fool * with theorems; adding—with a
twitch* of the eyebrows and a touch of that nervous bravado* which so perplexed them—
that he was helping the people down at the stock company; they were old friends of his.
The upshot* of the matter was that the Principal went to Paul’s father, and Paul
was taken out of school and put to work. The manager * at Carnegie Hall was told
to get another usher in his stead*; the doorkeeper at the theater was warned not to
admit him to the house; and Charley Edwards remorsefully* promised the boy’s
father not to see him again.
The members of the stock company were vastly amused when some of Paul’s
stories reached them—especially the women. They were hardworking women, most
of them supporting* indolent husbands or brothers, and they laughed rather bitterly
at having stirred* the boy to such fervid and florid * inventions. They agreed with
the faculty and with his father that Paul’s was a bad * case.
The eastbound train was plowing* through a January snowstorm; the dull *
dawn was beginning to show gray when the engine whistled a mile out of Newark.
Paul started up from the seat where he had lain* curled* in uneasy * slumber*,
rubbed the breath-misted window glass with his hand, and peered out. Th e snow
was whirling* in curling eddies* above the white bottom lands, and the drifts *
lay* already deep in the fields and along the fences*, while here and there the long dead
grass and dried weed stalks* protruded black above it. Lights shone from the scattered*
houses, and a gang of laborers who stood beside the track * waved* their lanterns.
Paul had slept very little, and he felt grimy* and uncomfortable. He had made
the all-night journey in a day coach * because he was afraid if he took a Pullman *
he might be seen by some Pittsburgh business man who had noticed him in Denny
& Carson’s office. When the whis t l e w o k e h i m , h e c l u t c h e d * q u i c k l y a t h i s
b r e a s t pocket, glancing * about him * with an unce r t a i n s m i l e . B u t t h e l i t t l e ,
clay-bespattered* Italians were still sleeping, the slatternly* women across the aisle
were in open-mouthed oblivion*, and even the crumby*, crying* babies were f or the
nonce* stilled*. Paul settled back to struggle with his impatience as best he could.
When he arrived at the Jersey City station, he hurried through his breakfast, manifestly ill
at ease and keeping a sharp eye about him. After he reached the Twenty-third Street station *,
he consulted a cabman, and had himself driven to a men’s furnishing * establishment
which was just opening for the day. He spent upward of two hours there, buying with
endless reconsidering and great care. His new street suit he put on in the fitting-room*; the
frock coat* and dress clothes he had bundled* into the cab with his new shirts. Then he
drove to a hatter’s and a shoe house. His next erran d* was at Tiffany’s, where he
selected silver-mounted brushes and a scarf-pin*. He would not wait to have his
silver marked *, he said. Lastly, he stopped at a trunk shop * on Broadway, and had
his purchases packed into various traveling bags.
It was a little after one o’clock when he drove up to the Waldorf, and, after settling*
with the cabman, went into the office. He registered from Washington; said his mother
and father had been abroad, and that he had come down to await* the arrival of their
steamer*. He told his story plausibly* and had no trouble, since he offered to pay for
them in advance, in engaging* his rooms; a sleeping room, sitting room and bath.
Not once, but a hundred times Paul had planned this entry into New York. He had
gone over every detail of it with Charley Edwards, and in his scrap book* at home there
were pages of description about New York hotels, cut* from the Sunday papers.
When he was shown to his sitting room on the eighth floor, he saw at a glance * that
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everything was as it should be; there was but one detail in his mental picture that the
place did not realize*, so he rang for the bell boy and sent him down for flowers. He
moved about nervously until the boy returned, putting away his new linen* and
fingering* it delightedly as he did so. When the flowers came, he put them hastily into
water, and then tumbled* into a hot bath. Presently* he came out of his white bathroom,
resplendent in his new silk underwear, and playing with the tassels* of his red robe.
The snow was whirling * so fiercely outside his windows that he could scarcely
see across the street; but within, the air was deliciously soft * and fragrant. He put
the violets and jonquils* on the tabouret* beside the couch, and threw himself down
with a long sigh, covering himself with a Roman blanket. He was thoroughly tired; he
had been in such haste, he had stood up to such a strain*, covered so much ground in the
last twenty-four hours, that he wanted to think how it had all come about*. Lulled* by
the sound of the wind, the warm air, and the cool fragrance of the flowers, he sank into *
deep, drowsy* retrospection.
It had been wonderfully simple; when they had shut him out of * the theater
and concert hall, when they had taken away his bone *, the whole thing was
virtually* determined*. The rest was a mere matter of opportunity. The only thing that at
all surprised him was his own courage— for he realized well enough that he had always
been tormented by fear, a sort of apprehensive dread that, of late years, as the meshes*
of the lies he had told closed about him*, had been pulling the muscles of his body
tighter and tighter. Until now, he could not remember a time when he had not been
dreading* something. Even when he was a little boy, it was always there—behind him, or
before, or on either side. There had always been the shadowed corner*, the dark place
into which he dared not look*, but from which something seemed always to be watching
him —and Paul had done things that were not pretty* to watch, he knew.
But now he had a curious* sense of relief*, as though he had at last thrown down the
gauntlet* to the thing in the corner.
Yet it was but a day since he had been sulking* in the traces *; but yesterday
afternoon that he had been sent to the bank with Denny & Carson’s deposit, as usual—
but this time he was instructed to leave the book to be balanced*. There was above two
thousand dollars in checks, and nearly a thousand in the bank notes which he had taken
from the book and quietly transferred to his pocket. At the bank he had made out a new
deposit slip*. His nerves had been steady* enough to permit of his returning to the
office, where he had finished his work and asked for a full day’s holiday tomorrow,
Saturday, giving a perfectly reasonable pretext*. The bank book, he knew, would not
be returned before Monday or Tuesday, and his father would be out of town for the
next week. From the time he slipped * the bank notes into his pocket until he boarded*
the night train for New York, he had not known a moment’s hesitation.
How astonishingly* easy it had all been; here he was, the thing done; and this time
there would be no awakening*, no figure at the top of the stairs. He watched the
snowflakes whirling* by his window until he fell asleep.
When he awoke, it was four o’clock in the afternoon. He bounded up with a start*;
one of his precious days gone already! He spent nearly an hour in dressing, watching
every stage* of his toilet* carefully in the mirror. Everything was quite perfect; he was
exactly the kind of boy he had always wanted to be.
When he went downstairs, Paul took a carriage and drove up Fifth Avenue toward
the Park. The snow had somewhat abated*; carriages and tradesmen*’s wagons were
hurrying soundlessly to and fro in the winter twilight; boys in woolen mufflers* were
shoveling off* the doorsteps; the avenue stages* made fine spots of color against the
white street. Here and there on the corners whole flower gardens blooming behind glass
windows, against which the snow flakes* stuck and melted; violets, roses, carnations*,
lilies of the valley—somehow vastly more lovely and alluring* that they blossomed thus
unnaturally in the snow. The Park itself was a wonderful stage winter-piece*.
When he returned, the pause* of the twilight had ceased, and the tune of the streets
had changed. The snow was falling faster, lights streamed* from the hotels that reared*
their many stories* fearlessly up into the storm, defying the raging* Atlantic winds. A
long, black stream* of carriages poured down the avenue, intersected here and there by
other streams, tending* horizontally. There were a score of cabs about the entrance of his
hotel, and his driver had to wait. Boys in livery* were running in and out of the awning*
stretched across the sidewalk, up and down the red velvet carpet laid* from the
door to the street. Above, about, within it all, was the rumble* and roar*, the hurry
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and toss* of thousands of human beings as hot* for pleasure as himself, and on every
side of him towered* the glaring* affirmation of the omnipotence of wealth.
The boy set* his teeth and drew his shoulders together in a spasm of realization; the
plot* of all dramas, the text* of all romances, the nervestuff* of all sensations was
whirling about him like the snowflakes. He burned like a faggot* in a tempest.
When Paul came down to dinner, the music of the orchestra floated up* the elevator
shaft* to greet him. As he stepped into the thronged* corridor, he sank back* into one of
the chairs against the wall to get his breath. The lights, the chatter, the perfumes, the
bewildering* medley* of color—he had, for a moment, the feeling of not being able to
stand it*. But only for a moment; these were his own people, he told himself. He went
slowly about the corridors, through the writing rooms, smoking rooms, reception rooms,
as though he were exploring the chambers* of an enchanted palace, built and peopled
for him alone.
When he reached the dining room he sat down at a table near a window. The flowers, the
white linen*, the many-colored wine glasses, the gay toilettes* of the women, the low popping
of corks, the undulating repetitions of the Blue Danube from the orchestra, all flooded* Paul’s
dream with bewildering radiance. When the roseate* tinge* of his champagne was
added—that cold, precious, bubbling stuff* that creamed * and foamed* in his glass—
Paul wondered that there were honest men in the world at all. This was what all the
world was fighting for, he reflected; this was what all the struggle* was about. He
doubted the reality of his past. Had he ever known a place called Cordelia Street, a
place where fagged*-looking business men boarded the early car? Mere rivets* in a
machine they seemed to Paul—sickening* men, with combings of children’s hair always hanging to their coats and the smell of cooking in their clothes. Cordelia Street—
ah, that belonged to another time and country! Had he not always been thus, had he not
sat here night after night, from as far back as he could remember, looking pensively
over just such shimmering* textures, and slowly twirling * the stem* of a glass like this
one between his thumb and middle finger? He rather thought he had.
He was n ot in the least abashed* or lonely. He had no especial desire to meet or to
know any of these people; all he demanded was the right to look on and conjecture *,
to watch the pageant*. The mere stage properties * were all he contended * for. Nor
was he lonely later in the evening in his loge * at the Opera. He was entirely rid * of
his nervous misgivings*, of his forced aggressiveness, of the imperative desire to
show himself different from his surroundings. He felt now that his surroundings
explained him. Nobody questioned the purple *; he had only to wear it passively.
He had only to glance * down at his dress coat to reassure himself that here it
would be impossible for anyone to humiliate him.
He found it hard to leave his beautiful sitting room to go to bed that night, and sat long
watching the raging* storm from his turret* window. When he went to sleep, it was with
the lights turned on in his bedroom; partly because of his old timidity, and partly so that, if
he should wake in the night, there would be no wretched * moment of doubt, no horrible
suspicion of yellow wallpaper*, or of Washington and Calvin above his bed.
On Sunday morning the city was practically snowbound*. Paul
breakfasted late, and in the after noon he fell in with* a wild* San Francisco boy,
a freshman* at Yale, who said he had run down for a “little flyer*” over Sunday. The
young man offered to show Paul the night side of the town, and the two boys went off
together after dinner, not returning to the hotel until seven o’clock the next morning.
They had started out in the confiding* warmth of a champagne friendship, but their
parting* in the elevator was singularly* cool. The freshman pulled himself together* to
make his train, and Paul went to bed. He awoke at two o’clock in the afternoon, very
thirsty and dizzy*, and rang for ice water, coffee, and the Pittsburgh papers.
On the part of the hotel management *, Paul excited no suspicion. There was
this to be said for him, that he wore his spoils * with dignity and in no way made
himself conspicuous*. His chief greediness * lay * in his ears and eyes, and his
excesses were not offensive ones. His dearest pleasures were the gray winter
twilights in his sitting room; his quiet enjoyment of his flowers, his clothes, his
wide divan, his cigarette and his sense of power. He could not remember a time
when he had felt so at peace with himself. The mere release * from the necessity of
petty* lying, lying every day and every day, restored his self-respect. He had
never lied for pleasure, even at school; but to make himself noticed and admired,
to assert his difference from other Cordelia Street boys; and he felt a good deal
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more manly, more honest, even, now that he had no need for boastful* pretensions, now that he could, as his actor friends used to say, “dress the part *.” It was
characteristic that remorse did not occur to him. His golden days went by without
a shadow, and he made each as perfect as he could.
On the eighth day after his arrival in New York, he found the whole affair
exploited in the Pittsburgh papers, exploited with a wealth * of detail which indicated
that local news of a sensational nature was at a low ebb *. The firm of Denny &
Carson announced that the boy’s father had refunded the full amount of his theft,
and that they had no intention of prosecuting *. The Cumberland minister had been
interviewed, and expressed his hope of yet reclaiming the motherless lad, and
Paul’s Sabbath-school teacher declared that she would spare no effort to that end.
The rumor had reached Pittsburgh that the boy had been seen in a New York hotel,
and his father had gone East to find him and bring him home.
Paul had just come in to dress for dinner; he sank into* a chair, weak in the knees,
and clasped* his head in his hands. It was to be worse than jail, even; the tepid*
waters of Cordelia Street were to close over h im finally and forever. The gray monotony stretched* before him in hopeless, unrelieved* years; Sabbath school, Young People’s
Meeting, the yellow-papered room, the damp* dish towels; it all rushed back * upon him
with sickening * vividness. He had the old feeling that the orchestra had suddenly
stopped, the sinking sensation that the play was over *. The sweat broke out on his
face, and he sprang t o his feet, looked about him with his white, conscious smile,
and winked at himself * in the mirror. With something of the childish belief in
miracles with which he had so often gone to class, all his lessons unlearned, Paul
dressed and dashed* whistling d own the corridor to the elevator.
He had no sooner entered the dining room and caught the measure* of the mus ic, than his
remembrance was lightened by his old elastic power of claiming the moment, mounting
with it, and finding it all sufficient. The glare* and glitter* about him, the mere scenic
accessories had again, and for the last time, their old potency*. He would show himself
that he was game*, he would finish the thing splendidly. He doubted, more than ever,
the existence of Cordelia Street, and for the first time he drank his wine recklessly*.
Was he not, after all, one of these fortunate beings? Was he not still himself, and in his
own place? He drummed* a nervous accompaniment to the music and looked about him,
telling himself over and over that it had paid*.
He reflected drowsily, to the swell* of the violin and the chill sweetness of his wine,
that he might have done it more wisely. He might have caught an outbound* steamer
and been well out of their clutches* before now *. But the other side of the world had
seemed too far away and too uncertain then; he could not have waited for it; his need
had been too sharp*. If he had to choose over again, he would do the same thing
tomorrow. He looked affectionately about the dining room, now gilded* with a soft
mist. Ah, it had paid indeed *!
Paul was awakened next morning by a painful throbbing * in his head and feet. He
had thrown himself across the bed without undressing, and had slept with his shoes on.
His limbs and hands were lead * heavy, and his tongue and throat were parched*.
There came upon him one of those fateful attacks of clear-headedness * that never
occurred except when he was physically exhausted and his nerves hung loose *. He lay
still and closed his eyes and let the tide * of realities wash over him.
His father was in New York; “stopping at some joint* or other,’’ he told himself.
The memory of successive summers on the front stoop * fell upon him like a weight of
black water. He had not a hundred dollars left; and he knew now, more than ever, that
money was everything, the wall that stood between all he loathed* and all he wanted *.
The thing was winding itself up *; he had thought of that on his first glorious day in
New York and had even provided a way to snap the thread *. It* lay on his dressing
table now; he had got it out last night when he came blindly up from dinner, but the
shiny metal hurt his eyes, and he disliked the look of it, anyway.
He rose and moved about with a painful effort, succumbing now and again to
attacks of nausea. It was the oldest depression exaggerated *; all the world had
become Cordelia Street. Yet somehow he was not afraid of anything, was absolutely
calm; perhaps because he had looked into the dark corner at last, and knew. It was
bad enough, what he saw there; but somehow not so bad as his long fear of it had
been. He saw everything, was clearly now. He had a feeling that he had made the
best of it, that he had lived the sort of life he was meant * to live, and for half an
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hour he sat staring at the revolver. But he told himself that was not the way, so he
went downstairs and took a cab to the ferry *.
When Paul arrived at Newark, he got off the train and took another cab, directing
the driver to follow the Pennsylvania tracks * out of * the town. The snow lay heavy on
the roadways and had drifted deep * in the open fields. Only here and there the dead
grass or dried weed* stalks * projected, singularly black, above it. Once well into the
country, Paul dismissed the carriage and walked, floundering* along the tracks, his
mind a medley* of irrelevant things. He seemed to hold in his brain an actual * picture
of everything he had seen that morning. He remembered every feature of bot h his
drivers, the toothless old woman from whom he had bought the red flowers in his
coat, the agent * from whom he had got his ticket, and all of his fellow passengers
on the ferry. His mind, unable to cope with * vital matters near at hand, worked
feverishly an d deftly* at sorting* and grouping these images. They made for him
a part of the ugliness of the world, of the ache * in his head, and the bitter
burning* on his tongue. He stooped* and put a handful of snow into his mouth as
he walked, but that, too, seemed hot *. When he reached a little hillside, where the
tracks ran throug h a cut* some twenty feet below him, he stopped and sat down.
The carnations* in his coat were drooping* with the cold, he noticed; all their red glory
over. It occurred to him that all the flowers he had seen in the show windows that first
night must have gone the same way, long before this. It was only one splendid breath * they
had, in spite of their brave * mockery* at* the winter outside the glass. It was a
losing game in the end *, it seemed, this revolt against the homilies by which the
world is run. Paul took one of the blossoms carefully from his coat and scooped* a
little hole in the snow, where he covered it up *. Then he dozed* a while, from his
weak condition *, seeming insensible to the cold.
The sound of an approaching train woke him, and he started to his feet *, remembering
only his resolution, and afraid lest* he should be too late. He stood watching the
approaching locomotive, his teeth chattering *, his lips drawn away* from them in a
frightened smile; once or twice he glanced * nervously sidewise, as though he were
being watched. When the right moment came, he jumped. As he fell, the folly * of his
haste occurred to him with merciless * clearness, the vastness of what he had left
undone. There flashed through * his brain, clearer than ever before, the blue of Adriatic
water, the yellow of Algerian sands.
He felt something strike his chest—his body was being thrown swiftly * through
the air, on and on, immeasurably far and fast, while his limbs gently relaxed.
Then, because the picture-m aking mechanism was crushed *, the disturbing *
v i s i o n s f l a s h e d i n t o b l a c k *, a n d P a u l d r o p p e d b a c k i n t o * t h e i m m e n s e
d es ig n * of things.
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1.

What is it about Paul that so disturbs his teachers? Recall any of his traits that they find irritating, any actions that trouble them. Do they
irritate or trouble you?
2. What do the arts—music, painting, theater—mean to Paul? How does he react when exposed to them? Is he himself an artist?
3. In what different places do we follow Paul throughout the story? How do these settings (and the boy's reactions to them) help us
understand him, his attitudes, his personality?
4. Why do you suppose Paul has such a "singularly cool" parting? What is the point?
5. Does Paul change and develop in the course of the story? Can you indicate the changes if any?
6. What do you make of the portraits of Washington and Calvin and the motto placed over Paul's bed? Of the carnation Paul buries in the
snow? What implications, if any, does the title "Paul's case" have for this story? Is Paul mentally ill or are the roots of his malaise placed
elsewhere? Is Paul a victim of his environment, conflict with school, neighbors, and family?
7. Adam and Eve were innocent in the sense that they did not know suffering, death, or deceit. An innocent person can also be someone
who is child-like and who can live in a world of fantasy. In what sense is Paul innocent? How does Paul’s innocence express itself?
8. Just as there are two contrasting worlds in the story of Adam and Eve, so there are two contrasting worlds in this story. Describe Paul’s
two worlds. What is Paul’s reaction to each of his two worlds?
9. What recognition does Paul come to when he realizes that his father has followed him to New York? What loss of innocence does he
experience through this recognition?
10. Throughout the story Paul is described as dreading something that always seems to be watching him. How is this “something” described?
What do you think it represents to Paul?
11. What final recognition or “awakening” does Paul come to at the very end of the story? How does Paul’s awakening compare with that of
other protagonists in this Anthology?

219

Sherwood Anderson (1876-1941)
Death in the woods

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

220

1926, 1933

I
She was an old woman and lived on a farm near the town in which I lived. All
country and small-town people have seen such old women, but no one knows much
about them. Such an old woman comes into town driving an old worn-out* horse or she
comes afoot carrying a basket. She may own a few hens and have eggs to sell. She
brings them in a basket and takes them to a grocer. There she trades them in. She gets
some salt pork and some beans. Then she gets a pound or two of sugar and some flour*.
Afterwards she goes to the butcher’s and asks for some dog-meat. She may spend ten
or fifteen cents, but when she does she asks for something. Formerly* the butchers gave
liver to any one who wanted to carry it away. In our family we were always having it.
Once one of my brothers got a whole cow’s liver at the slaughter-house* near the fairgrounds in our town. We had it until we were sick of it. It never cost a cent. I have hated
the thought of it ever since.
The old farm woman got some liver and a soupbone. She never visited with any one,
and as soon as she got what she wanted she lit out* for home. It made quite a load* for
such an old body. No one gave her a lift*. People drive right down a road and never
notice an old woman like that.
There was such an old woman who used to come into town past our house one
Summer and Fall* when I was a young boy and was sick with what was called inflammatory rheumatism. She went home later carrying a heavy pack on her back. Two or
three large gaunt*-looking dogs followed at her heels.
The old woman was nothing special. She was one of the nameless ones that hardly
any one knows, but she got into my thoughts. I have just suddenly now, after all these
years, remembered her and what happened. It is a story. Her name was Grimes, and she
lived with her husband and son in a small unpainted house on the bank* of a small
creek* four miles from town.
The husband and son were a tough lot*. Although the son was but twenty-one, he had
already served a term in jail. It was whispered about that the woman’s husband stole
horses and ran them off to some other county. Now and then, when a horse turned up*
missing*, the man had also disappeared. No one ever caught him. Once, when I was
loafing* at Tom Whitehead’s livery-barn, the man came there and sat on the bench* in
front. Two or three other men were there, but no one spoke to him. He sat for a few
minutes and then got up and went away. When he was leaving he turned around and
stared* at the men. There was a look of defiance in his eyes. “Well, I have tried to be
friendly. You don’t want to talk to me. It has been so wherever I have gone in this town.
If, some day, one of your fine horses turns up missing, well, then what?” He did not say
anything actually*. “I’d like to bust* one of you on the jaw,” was about what his eyes
said. I remember how the look in his eyes made me shiver*.
The old man belonged to a family that had had money once. His name was Jake
Grimes. It all comes back clearly now. His father, John Grimes, had owned a sawmill*
when the country was new, and had made money. Then he got to drinking and running
after women. When he died there wasn’t much left.
Jake blew in* the rest. Pretty soon there wasn’t any more lumber* to cut and his land
was nearly all gone.
He got his wife off a German farmer, for whom he went to work one June day in the
wheat* harvest. She was a young thing then and scared to death. You see, the farmer
was up to something with the girl—she was, I think, a bound girl and his wife had her
suspicions. She took it out on* the girl when the man wasn’t around. Then, when the
wife had to go off to town for supplies*, the farmer got after her. She told young Jake
that nothing really ever happened, but he didn’t know whether to believe it or not.
He got her pretty easy himself, the first time he was out with her. He wouldn’t have
married her if the German farmer hadn’t tried to tell him where to get off*. He got her
to go riding with him in his buggy* one night when he was threshing* on the place, and
then he came for her the next Sunday night.
She managed to get out of the house without her employer’s seeing, but when she
was getting into the buggy he showed up. It was almost dark, and he just popped up*

useless, dilapidated

(harina)

In the past

(matadero)

quit / bag
ride

Autumn

lean, (enjutos), thin

(orilla)
small river
group

(resultó)
(extraviado)
idling, (holgazaneando) / (banco)

looked fixedly

(realmente, en efecto)
/ burst, break
tremble

(aserradero)

squandered / wood

(trigo)

(la tomaba con)
provisions

leave, go
(calesa) / (vareando)

went out, appeared

55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

suddenly at the horse’s head. He grabbed* the horse by the bridle* and Jake got out his
buggy-whip*.
They had it out all right! The German was a tough one. Maybe he didn’t care whether
his wife knew or not. Jake hit him over the face and shoulders with the buggy-whip, but
the horse got to acting up and he had to get out.
Then the two men went for* it. The girl didn’t see it. The horse started to run away and
went nearly a mile down the road before the girl got him stopped. Then she managed to tie
him to a tree beside the road. (I wonder how I know all this. It must have stuck* in my mind
from small-town tales when I was a boy.) Jake found her there after he got through* with the
German. She was huddled up* in the buggy seat, crying, scared to death. She told Jake a lot
of stuff*, how the German had tried to get her, how he chased her once into the barn*, how
another time, when they happened to be alone in the house to gether, he tore* her dress
open clear down the front. The German, she said, might have got her that time if he
hadn’t heard his old woman drive in at the gate. She had been off to town for supplies.
Well, she would be putting the horse in the barn. The German managed to sneak of f * to
the fields without his wife seeing. He told the girl he would kill her if she told. What
could she do? She told a lie about ripping* her dress in the barn when she was feeding
the stock*. I remember now that she was a bound girl and did not know where her father
and mother were. Maybe she did not have any father. You know what I mean.
Such bound children were often enough cruelly treated. They were children who had
no parents, slaves really. There were very few orphan homes then. They were legally
bound into some home. It was a matter of pure luck how it came out*.
II
She married Jake and had a son and daughter, but the daughter died.
Then she settled down to feed* stock*. That was her job. At the German’s place she
had cooked the food for the German and his wife. The wife was a strong woman with big
hips and worked most of the time in the fields with her husband. She fed them and fed
the cows in the barn, fed the pigs, the horses and the chickens. Every moment of every
day, as a young girl, was spent feeding something.
Then she married Jake Grimes and he had to be fed. She was a slight* thing, and
when she had been married for three or four years, and after the two children were born,
her slender* shoulders became stooped*.
Jake always had a lot of big dogs around the house, that stood near the unused sawmill
near the creek*. He was always trading horses when he wasn’t stealing something and had
a lot of poor bony* ones about. Also he kept three or four pigs and a cow. They were all
pastured in the few acres left of the Grimes place and Jake did little enough work.
He went into debt for a threshing outfit* and ran* it for several years, but it did not
pay. People did not trust him. They were afraid he would steal* the grain at night. He ha d
to go a long way off to get work and it cost too much to get there. In the Winter he hunted
and cut a little firewood, to be sold in some nearby town. When the son grew up he was just
like the father. They got drunk together. If there wasn’t anything to eat in the house when
they came home the old man gave his old woman a cut over the head. She had a few
chickens of her own and had to kill one of them in a hurry. When they were all killed she
wouldn’t have any eggs to sell when she went to town, and then what would she do?
She had to scheme* all her life about getting things* fed, getting the pigs fed so they
would grow fat and could be butchered in the Fall*. When they were butchered her
husband took most of the meat off to town and sold it. If he did not do it first the boy
did. They fought sometimes and when they fought the old woman stood aside trembling*.
She had got the habit of silence anyway—that was fixed. Sometimes, when she began
to look old—she wasn’t forty yet—and when the husband and son were both off, trading
horses or drinking or hunting or stealing, she went around the house and the barnyard*
muttering* to herself.
How was she going to get everything fed?—that was her problem. The dogs had to be
fed. There wasn’t enough hay* in the barn for the horses and the cow. If she didn’t feed
the chickens how could they lay* eggs? Without eggs to sell how could she get things in
town, things she had to have to keep the life of the farm going? Thank heaven, she did
not have to feed her husband—in a certain way. That hadn’t lasted long after their
marriage and after the babies came. Where he went on his long trips she did not know.
Sometimes he was gone from home for weeks, and after the boy grew up they went off
together.
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They left everything at home for her to manage and she had no money. She knew no
one. No one ever talked to her in town. When it was Winter she had to gather* sticks* of
wood for her fire, had to try to keep the stock fed* with very little grain.
The stock in the barn cried to her hungrily, the dogs followed her about. In the Winter
the hens laid few enough eggs. They huddled in the corners of the barn and she kept
watching them. If a hen lays an egg in the barn in the Winter and you do not find it, it
freezes and breaks.
One day in Winter the old woman went off to town with a few eggs and the dogs
followed her. She did not get started until nearly three o’clock and the snow was heavy. She
hadn’t been feeling very well for several days and so she went muttering along scantily*
clad*, her shoulders stooped. She had an old grain bag in which she carried her eggs,
tucked away* down in the bottom. There weren’t many of them, but in Winter the price
of eggs is up*. She would get a little meat in exchange for the eggs, some salt pork*, a little
sugar, and some coffee perhaps. It might be the butcher would give her a piece of liver.
When she had got to town and was trading in her eggs the dogs lay* by the door
outside. She did pretty well, got the things she needed, more than she had hoped. Then
she went to the butcher and he gave her some liver and some dog-meat.
It was the first time any one had spoken to her in a friendly way for a long time. The
butcher was alone in his shop when she came in and was annoyed * by the thought of
such a sick-looking old woman out on such a day. It was bitter cold and the snow, that
had let up* during the afternoon, was falling again. The butcher said something about
her husband and her son, swore at them, and the old woman stared* at him, a look o f
mild* surprise in her eyes as he talked. He said that if either the husband or the son were
going to get any of the liver or the heavy bones with scraps* of meat hanging to them that
he had put into the grain bag, he’d see him starve first.
Starve, eh? Well, things had to be fed. Men had to be fed, and the horses that weren’t
any good but maybe could be traded off, and the poor thin cow that hadn’t given any
milk for three months.
Horses, cows, pigs, dogs, men.
III
The old woman had to get back before darkness came if she could. The dogs followed
at her heels, sniffing* at the heavy grain bag she had fastened on her back. When she got
to the edge of town she stopped by a fence* and tied* the bag on her back with a piece
of rope she had carried in her dress-pocket for just that purpose. That was an easier way
to carry it. Her arms ached*. It was hard when she had to crawl* over fences and once
she fell over and landed in the snow. The dogs went frisking* about. She had to struggle
to get to her feet again, but she made it. The point of climbing over the fences was that
there was a short cut over a hill and through a woods. She might have gone around by
the road, but it was a mile farther that way. She was afraid she couldn’t make it. And
then, besides, the stock had to be fed. There was a little hay* left and a little corn.
Perhaps her husband and son would bring some home when they came. They had driven
off in the only buggy the Grimes family had, a rickety* thing, a rickety* horse hitched to
the buggy, two other rickety horses led by halters*. They were going to trade horses, get
a little money if they could. They might come home drunk. It would be well to have
something in the house when they came back.
The son had an affair on with a woman at the county seat*, fifteen miles away. She
was a rough enough woman, a tough one. Once, in the Summer, the son had brought her to
the house. Both she and the son had been drinking. Jake Grimes was away and the son and
his woman ordered the old woman about like a servant. She didn’t mind much; she was
used to it. Whatever happened she never said anything. That was her way of getting along*.
She had managed that way when she was a young girl at the German’s and ever since she
had married Jake. That time her son brought his woman to the house they stayed all night,
sleeping together just as though they were married. It hadn’t shocked the old woman, not
much. She had got past being shocked early in life.
With the pack on her back she went painfully along across an open field, wading* in
the deep snow, and got into the woods.
There was a path*, but it was hard to follow. Just beyond the top of the hill, where the
woods was thickest, there was a small clearing*. Had some one once thought of building
a house there? The clearing was as large as a building lot in town, large enough for a
house and a garden. The path ran along the side of the clearing, and when she got there
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the old woman sat down to rest at the foot of a tree.
It was a foolish thing to do. When she got herself placed, the pack against the tree’s
trunk, it was nice, but what about getting up again? She worried about that for a
moment and then quietly closed her eyes. She must have slept for a time. When you are
about so cold you can’t get any colder. The afternoon grew a little warmer and the snow
came thicker than ever. Then after a time the weather cleared. The moon even came out.
There were four Grimes dogs that had followed Mrs. Grimes into town, all tall gaunt*
fellows. Such men as Jake Grimes and his son always keep just such dogs. They kick and
abuse* them, but they stay. The Grimes dogs, in order to keep from starving, had to do a lot
of foraging* for themselves, and they had been at it while the old woman slept with her
back to the tree at the side of the clearing. They had been chasing rabbits in the woods and
in adjoining fields and in their ranging* had picked up three other farm dogs.
After a time all the dogs came back to the clearing. They were excited about
something. Such nights, cold and clear and with a moon, do things to dogs. It may be
that some old instinct, come down from the time when they were wolves and ranged* the
woods in packs on Winter nights, comes back into them.
The dogs in the clearing, before the old woman, had caught two or three rabbits and
their immediate hunger had been satisfied. They began to play, running in circles in the
clearing. Round and round they ran, each dog’s nose at the tail of the next dog. In the
clearing, under the snow-laden trees and under the wintry* moon they made a strange
picture, running thus silently, in a circle their running had beaten* in the soft snow. The
dogs made no sound. They ran around and around in the circle.
It may have been that the old woman saw them doing that before she died. She may
have awakened once or twice and looked at the strange sight with dim* old eyes.
She wouldn’t be very cold now, just drowsy*. Life hangs on a long time. Perhaps the
old woman was out of her head. She may have dreamed of her girlhood, at the German’s,
and before that, when she was a child and before her mother lit out* and left her.
Her dreams couldn’t have been very pleasant. Not many pleasant things had happened
to her. Now and then one of the Grimes dogs left the running circle and came to stand before
her. The dog thrust* his face close to her face. His red tongue wa s hanging out.
The running of the dogs may have been a kind of death ceremony. It may have been
that the primitive instinct of the wolf, having been aroused in the dogs by the night and
the running, made them somehow afraid.
“Now we are no longer wolves. We are dogs, the servants of men. Keep alive, man!
When man dies we become wolves again.”
When one of the dogs came to where the old woman sat with her back against the
tree and thrust his nose close to her face he seemed satisfied and went back to run
with the pack*. All the Grimes dogs did it at some time during the evening, before
she died. I knew all about it afterward, when I grew to be a man, because once in a
woods in Illinois, on another Winter night, I saw a pack of dogs act just like that. The
dogs were waiting for me to die as they had waited for the old woman that night
when I was a child, but when it happened to me I was a young man and had no
intention whatever of dying.
The old woman died softly and quietly. When she was dead and when one of the
Grimes dogs had come to her and had found her dead all the dogs stopped running.
They gathered about her.
Well, she was dead now. She had fed the Grimes dogs when she was alive, what
about now?
There was the pack on her back, the grain* bag containing the piece of salt pork, the
liver the butcher had given her, the dog-meat, the soup bones. The butcher in town,
having been suddenly overcome with a feeling of pity, had loaded her grain bag heavily.
It had been a big haul* for the old woman.
It was a big haul for the dogs now.

IV
One of the Grimes dogs sprang* suddenly out from among the others and began
worrying the pack on the old woman’s back. Had the dogs really been wolves that one
would have been the leader of the pack. What he did, all the others did.
All of them sank their teeth into the grain* bag the old woman had fastened* with
ropes to her back.
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They dragged* the old woman’s body out into the open clearing. The worn-out*
dress was quickly torn from her shoulders. When she was found, a day or two later, the
dress had been torn from her body clear to the hips, but the dogs had not touched her
body. They had got the meat out of the grain bag, that was all. Her body was frozen
stiff* when it was found, and the shoulders were so narrow and the body so slight* that
in death it looked like the body of some charming* young girl.
Such things happened in towns of the Middle West, on farms near town, when I was
a boy. A hunter out after rabbits found the old woman’s body and did not touch it.
Something, the beaten round path in the little snow-covered clearing, the silence of the
place, the place where the dogs had worried the body trying to pull the grain bag away
or tear it open—something startled* the man and he hurried off to town.
I was in Main street with one of my brothers who was town newsboy and who was
taking the afternoon papers to the stores. It was almost night.
The hunter came into a grocery and told his story. Then he went to a hardware-shop*
and into a drugstore. Men began to gather on the sidewalks. Then they started out along
the road to the place in the woods.
My brother should have gone on about his business of distributing papers but he
didn’t. Every one was going to the woods. The undertaker* went and the town marshal*.
Several men got on a dray* and rode out to where the path left the road and went into the
woods, but the horses weren’t very sharply shod* and slid* about on the slippery* roads.
They made no better time than those of us who walked.
The town marshal was a large man whose leg had been injured in the Civil War. He
carried a heavy cane* and limped* rapidly along the road. My brother and I followed at
his heels, and as we went other men and boys joined the crowd.
It had grown dark by the time we got to where the old woman had left the road but
the moon had come out. The marshal was thinking there might have been a murder. He
kept asking the hunter questions. The hunter went along with his gun across his
shoulders, a dog following at his heels. It isn’t often a rabbit hunter has a chance to be
so conspicuous*. He was taking full advantage of it, leading the procession, with the
town marshal. “I didn’t see any wounds. She was a beautiful young girl. Her face was
buried in the snow. No I didn’t know her.” As a matter of fact, the hunter had not
looked closely at the body. He had been frightened. She might have been murdered and
some one might spring out* from behind a tree and murder him. In a woods, in the late
afternoon, when the trees are all bare* and there is white snow on the ground, when all
is silent, something creepy* steals over* the mind and body. If something strange or
uncanny* has happened in the neighborhood all you think about is getting away from
there as fast as you can.
The crowd of men and boys had got to where the old woman had crossed the field and
went, following the marshal and the hunter, up the slight incline and into the woods.
My brother and I were silent. He had his bundle* of papers in a bag slung* across his
shoulder. When he got back to town he would have to go on distributing his papers
before he went home to supper. If I went along, as he had no doubt already determined*
I should, we would both be late. Either mother or our older sister would have to warm
our supper.
Well, we would have something to tell. A boy did not get such a chance very often. It
was lucky we just happened to go into the grocery when the hunter came in. The hunter
was a country fellow*. Neither of us had ever seen him before.
Now the crowd of men and boys had got to the clearing. Darkness comes quickly on
such Winter nights, but the full moon made everything clear. My brother and I stood
near the tree, beneath which the old woman had died.
She did not look old, lying there in that light, frozen and still. One of the men turned
her over in the snow and I saw everything. My body trembled with some strange mystical
feeling and so did my brother’s. It might have been the cold.
Neither of us had ever seen a woman’s body before. It may have been the snow, clinging*
to the frozen flesh, that made it look so white and lovely, so like marble. No woman had
come with the party from town; but one of the men, he was the town blacksmith*, took off
his overcoat and spread it over her. Then he gathered her into his arms and started off* to
town, all the others following silently. At that time no one knew who she was.
V
I had seen everything, had seen the oval in the snow, like a miniature racetrack, where
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the dogs had run, had seen how the men were mystified*, had seen the white bare*
young-looking shoulders, had heard the whispered comments of the men.
The men were simply mystified. They took the body to the undertaker’s*, and when
the blacksmith, the hunter, the marshal and several others had got inside they closed the
door. If father had been there perhaps he could have got in, but we boys couldn’t.
I went with my brother to distribute the rest of his papers and when we got home
it was my brother who told the story.
I kept silent and went to bed early. It may have been I was not satisfied with the
way he told it.
Later, in the town, I must have heard other fragments of the old woman’s story.
She was recognized the next day and there was an investigation.
The husband and son were found somewhere and brought to town and there was
an attempt to connect them with the woman’s death, but it did not work. They had
perfect enough alibis*.
However, the town was against them. They had to get out. Where they went I
never heard.
I remember only the picture there in the forest, the men standing about, the naked*
girlish-looking figure, face down in the snow, the tracks made by the running dogs
and the clear cold Winter sky above. White fragments of clouds were drifting* across
the sky. They went racing across the little open space among the trees.
The scene in the forest had become for me, without my knowing it, the foundation
for the real story I am now trying to tell. The fragments, you see, had to be picked*
up slowly, long afterwards.
Things happened. When I was a young man I worked on the farm of a German.
The hired-girl was afraid of her employer. The farmer’s wife hated her.
I saw things at that place. Once later, I had a half uncanny*, mystical adventure with
dogs in an Illinois forest on a clear, moonlit Winter night. When I was a schoolboy, and
on a Summer day, I went with a boy friend out along a creek some miles from town and
came to the house where the old woman had lived. No one had lived in the house since
her death. The doors were broken from the hinges*; the window lights were all broken.
As the boy and I stood in the road outside, two dogs, just roving* farm dogs no doubt,
came running around the corner of the house. The dogs were tall, gaunt* fellows and
came down to the fence and glared* through at us, standing in the road.
The whole thing, the story of the old woman’s death, was to me as I grew older
like music heard from far off. The notes had to be picked up slowly one at a time.
Something had to be understood.
The woman who died was one destined to feed animal life. Anyway, that is all she
ever did. She was feeding animal life before she was born, as a child, as a young
woman working on the farm of the German, after she married, when she grew old and
when she died. She fed animal life in cows, in chickens, in pigs, in horses, in dogs, in
men. Her daughter had died in childhood and with her one son she had no articulate
relations. On the night when she died she was hurrying homeward, bearing on her
body food for animal life.
She died in the clearing in the woods and even after her death continued feeding
animal life.
You see it is likely that, when my brother told the story, that night when we got
home and my mother and sister sat listening, I did not think he got the point. He was
too young and so was I. A thing so complete has its own beauty.
I shall not try to emphasize the point. I am only explaining why I was dissatisfied
then and have been ever since. I speak of that only that you may understand why I
have been impelled* to try to tell the simple story over again.
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1. Suppose the dogs were omitted from this story. How different would the meaning and effect be?
2. a) How important is tone—a prevailing overall emotion and attitude—in this story?
b) What could you say is the dominant emotion of the story?
3. a) What does the boy, the narrator, discover by the event?
b) What is gained by the fact that the story is told long after the actual event?
4. What thematic aspects would be similar in this story and in "Young Goodman Brown"?
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Report from Zenith from Babbitt
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“One of the livest banquets that has recently been pulled off* occurred last night in
the annual Get-Together Fest* of the Zenith Real Estate Board, held in the Venetian Ball
Room of the O’Hearn House. Mine host* Gil O’Hearn had as usual done himself proud
and those assembled feasted* on such an assemblage of plates as could be rivaled
nowhere west of New York, if there, and washed down the plenteous* feed with the cup
which inspired but did not inebriate* in the shape of cider from the farm of Chandler
Mott, president of the board* and who acted as witty* and efficient chairman.
“As Mr. Mott was suffering from slight infection and sore* throat, G. F. Babbitt
made the principal talk. Besides outlining* the progress of Torrensing real estate titles*,
Mr. Babbitt spoke in part as follows:
“‘In rising to address you, with my impromptu * speech carefully tucked*
into my vest* pocket, I am reminded of the story of the two Irishmen, Mike and
Pat, who were riding on the Pullman. Both of them, I forgot to say, were sailors in
the Navy. It seems Mike had the lower berth* and by and by* he heard a terrible
racket* from the upper, and when he yelled up * to find out what the trouble was,
Pat answered, “Shure an’ be dad* an’ how can I ever get a night’s sleep at all, at all? I
been trying to get into this darned* little hammock* ever since eight bells*!”
“‘Now, gentlemen, standing up here before you, I feel a good deal like Pat, and
maybe after I’ve spieled* along* for a while, I may feel so darn small that I’ll be
able to crawl* into a Pullman hammock with no trouble at all, at all!
“‘Gentlemen, it strikes me that each year a t this annual occasion when friend and foe*
get together and lay down the battle-ax* and let the waves of good-fellowship waft* them
up the flowery slopes of amity, it behooves* us, standing together eye to eye and
shoulder to shoulder as fellow-citizens of the best city in the world, to consider where we
are both as regards ourselves and the common weal*.
“‘It is true that even with our 361,000, or practically 362,000, population, there are,
by the last census, almost a score * of larger cities in the United States. But, gentlemen,
if by the next census we do not stand at least tenth, then I’ll be the first to request any
knocker* to remove my shirt and to eat the same, with the compliments of G. F.
Babbitt, Esquire! It may be true that New York, Chicago, and Philadelphia will continue
to keep ahead of us i n size. But aside from these three cities, which are notoriously *
so overgrown that no decent wh ite man, nobody who loves his wife and kiddies * and
God’s good out-o’-doors* and likes to shake the hand of his neighbor in greeting, would
want to live in them—and let me tell you right here and now, I wouldn’t trade a highclass
Zenith acreage * development for the whole length and breadth* of Broadway or State
Street!—aside from these three, it’s evident to any one with a head for facts that Zenith
is the finest example of American life and prosperity to be found anywhere.
“‘I don’t mean to say we’re perfect. We’ve got a lot to do in the way of extending the
paving* of motor boulevards, for, believe me, it’s the fellow with four to ten thousand a
year, say, and an automobile and a nice little family in a bungalow on the edge* of town,
that makes the wheels of progress go round!
“That’s the type of fellow that’s ruling America today; in fact, it’s the ideal type to
which the entire world must tend, if there’s to be a decent, well-balanced, Christian, go-ahead
future for this little old planet! Once in a while I just naturally sit b ack and size up* this
Solid American Citizen, with a whale* of a lot of satisfaction.
“‘Our Ideal Citizen—I picture him first and foremost as being busier than a bird-dog *,
not wasting a lot of good time in day-dreaming * or going to sassiety* teas or kicking about
things that are none of his business, but putting the zip* into some store or profession or art. At
night he lights up a good cigar, and climbs into the little old ’ bus, and maybe cusses* the
carburetor, and shoots out home. He mows* the lawn, or sneaks* in some practice
putting*, and then he’s ready for dinner. After dinner he tells the kiddies a story, or
takes the family to the movies, or plays a few fists* of bridge, or reads the evening paper,
and a chapter or two of some good lively Western novel if he has a taste for literature,
and maybe the folks next-door drop in* and they sit and visit* about their friends and the
topics of the day. Then he goes happily to bed, his conscience clear, having contributed
his mite* to the prosperity of the city and to his own bank-account.
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“‘In politics and religion this Sane Citizen is the canniest* man on earth; and in the arts
he invariably* has a natural taste which makes him pick out* the best, every time. In no
country in the world will you find so many reproductions of the Old Masters and of
well-known paintings on parlor* walls as in these United States. No country has anything
like our number of phonographs, with not only dance records and comic but also the
best operas, such as Verdi, rendered* by the world’s highest-paid singers.
“‘In other countries, art and literature are left to a lot of shabby* bums* living in
attics and feeding on booze* and spaghetti, but in America the successful writer or
picture-painter is indistinguishable from any other decent business man; and I, for one, am
only too glad that the man who has the rare skill to season* his message with interesting
reading matter and who shows both purpose and pep* in handling his literary wares* has
a chance to drag down* his fifty thousand bucks* a year, to mingle with the biggest
executives on terms of perfect equality, and to show as big a house and as swell*
a car as any Captain of Industry*! But, mind you, it’s the appreciation of th e
Regular Guy* who I have been depicting* which has made this possible, and you got to
hand as much credit to him as to the authors themselves.
“‘Finally, but most important, our Standardized Citizen, even if he is a bachelor, is a
lover of the Little Ones, a supporter of the hearthstone* which is the basic foundation of
our civilization, first, last, and all the time, and the thing that most distinguishes us from
the decayed nations of Europe.
“‘I have never yet toured Europe—and as a matter of fact, I don’t know that I care to
such an awful lot, as long as there’s our own mighty cities and mountains to be seen—but,
the way I figure it out, there must be a good many of our own sort of folks* abroad. Indeed,
one of the most enthusiastic Rotarians I ever met boosted* the tenets* of one-hundred-percent pep* in a burr* that smacked* o’ bonny* Scutlond and all ye bonny braes* o’ Bobby
Burns. But same time, one thing that distinguishes us from our good brothers, the hustlers*
over there, is that they’re willing to take a lot off the snobs and journalists and politicians,
while the modern American business man knows how to talk right up for himself, knows
how to make it good and plenty clear that he intends to run the works. He doesn’t have
to call in some highbrow hired-man when it’s necessary for him to answer the crooked*
critics of the sane and efficient life. He’s not dumb, like the old-fashioned merchant.
He’s got a vocabulary and a punch*.
“‘With all modesty, I want to stand up here as a representative business man and
gently whisper, “Here’s our kind of folks! Here’s the specifications of the Standardized
American Citizen! Here’s the new generation of Americans: fellows with hair on their
chests and smiles in their eyes and adding-machines in their offices. We’re not doing any
boasting*, but we like ourselves first-rate, and if you don’t like us, look out—better get
under cover before the cyclone hits* town!”
“‘So! In my clumsy* way I have tried to sketch the Real He-man, the fellow with Zip and
Bang*. And it’s because Zenith has so large a proportion of such men that it’s the most
stable, the greatest of our cities. New York also has its thousands of Real Folks, but New
York is cursed* with unnumbered foreigners. So are Chicago and San Francisco. Oh, we
have a golden roster* of cities—Detroit and Cleveland with their renowned factories,
Cincinnati with its great machine-tool and soap products, Pittsburgh and Birmingham
with their steel, Kansas City and Minneapolis and Omaha that open their bountiful* gates on
the bosom of the ocean-like wheatlands*, and countless other magnificent sistercities, for, by
the last census, there were no less than sixty-eight glorious American burgs* with a population
of over one hundred thousand! And all these cities stand together for power and purity, and
against foreign ideas and communism—Atlanta with Hartford, Rochester with Denver,
Milwaukee with Indianapolis, Los Angeles with Scranton, Portland, Maine, with Portland,
Oregon. A good live wire from Baltimore or Seattle or Duluth is the twin brother of every
like fellow booster* from Buffalo or Akron, Fort Worth or Oskaloosa!
“‘But it’s here in Zenith, the home for manly men and womanly women and bright kids,
that you find the largest proportion of these Regular Guys, and that’s what sets* it in a class
by itself; that’s why Zenith will be remembered in history as having set the pace for a
civilization that shall endure* when the old time-killing ways are gone forever and the day
of earnest efficient endeavor* shall have dawned all round the world!
“‘Some time I hope folks will quit* handing all the credit to a lot of moth-eaten,
mildewed*, out-of-date, old, European dumps*, and give proper credit to the famous
Zenith spirit, that clean fighting determination to win Success that has made the little old
Zip* City celebrated in every land and clime, wherever condensed milk and pasteboard
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cartons are known! Believe me, the world has fallen too long for these worn-out*
countries that aren’t producing anything but boot-blacks* and Scenery* a n d
booze*, that haven’t got one bat hroom per hundred people, and that don’t know
a loose-leaf ledger* from a slipcover*; and it’s just about time for some Zenithite to get his
back up and holler* for a showdown*!
“‘I tell you, Zenith and her sister-cities are producing a new type of civilization.
There are many resemblances between Zenith and these other burgs, and I’m darn* glad
of it! The extraordinary, growing, and sane standardization of stores, offices, streets,
hotels, clothes, and newspapers throughout the United States shows how strong and
enduring* a type is ours.
“‘I always like to remember a piece* that Chum Frink wrote for the newspapers about his
lecture-tours. It is doubtless familiar to many of you, but if you will permit me, I’ll take a
chance and read it. It’s one of the classic poems, like “If” by Kipling, or Ella Wheeler Wilcox’s
“The Man Worth While”; and I always carry this clipping* of it in my notebook:
When I am out upon the road, a poet with a pedler*’s load, I mostly sing a hearty
song, and take a chew and hike along, a-handing out my samples fine of Cheero Brand
of sweet sunshine, and peddling optimistic pokes and stable lines of japes* and jokes to
Lyceums and other folks, to Rotarys, Kiwanis’ Clubs, and feel I ain’t like other dubs*.
And then old Major Silas Satan, a brainy* cuss* who’s always waitin’, he gives his tail
a lively quirk*, and gets in quick his dirty work. He fills me up with mullygrubs*; my hair
the backward way he rubs; he makes me lonelier than a hound, on Sunday when the folks
ain’t round. And then b’ gosh*, I would prefer to never be a lecturer, a-ridin’ round in
classy* cars and smoking fifty-cent cigars, and never more I want to roam*; I simply want
to be back home, a-eatin’ flapjacks*, hash*, and ham, with folks who savvy* whom I am!
But when I get that lonely* spell*, I simply seek the best hotel, no matter in what
town I be—St. Paul, Toledo, or K.C., in Washington, Schenectady, in Louisville or
Albany. And at that inn it hits my dome that I again am right at home. If I should stand
a lengthy spell in front of that first-class hotel, that to the drummers* loves to cater,
across from some big film theayter; if I should look around and buzz, and wonder in
what town I was, I swear that I could never tell! For all the crowd would be so swell*,
in just the same fine sort of jeans they wear at home, and all the queens with spiffy*
bonnets on their beans*, and all the fellows standing round a-talkin’ always, I’ll be
bound, the same good jolly kind of guff*, ’bout autos, politics and stuff and baseball
players of renown that Nice Guys talk in my home town!
Then when I entered that hotel, I’d look around and say, “Well, well!” For there
would be the same newsstand, same magazines and candies grand*, same smokes of
famous standard brand, I’d find at home, I’ll tell! And when I saw the jolly* bunch*
come waltzing in for eats at lunch, and squaring up in natty* duds* to platters* large of
French Fried spuds*, why then I’d stand right up and bawl*, “I’ve never left my home
at all!” And all replete I’d sit me down beside some guy in derby* brown upon a lobby
chair of plush*, and murmur to him in a rush*, “Hello, Bill, tell me, good old scout, how
is your stock a-holdin’* out?” Then we’d be off two solid pals, a-chatterin’ like giddy*
gals of flivvers*, weather, home, and wives, lodge-brothers then for all our lives! So
when Sam Satan makes you blue, good friend, that’s what I’d up* and do, for in these
States where’er you roam, you never leave your home sweet home.
“‘Yes, sir, these other burgs* are our true partners in the great game of vital living.
But let’s not have any mistake about this. I claim that Zenith is the best partner and
the fastest-growing partner of the whole caboodle*. I trust I may be pardoned if I
give a few statistics to back up* my claims. If they are old stuff to any of you, yet
the tidings* of prosperity, like the good news of the Bible, never become tedious to
the ears of a real hustler*, no matter how oft the sweet story is told! Every intelligent
person knows that Zenith manufactures more condensed milk and evaporated cream,
more paper boxes, and more lighting-fixtures *, than any other city in the United
States, if not in the world. But it is not so universally known that we also stand
second in the manufacture of package-butter, sixth in the giant realm of motors and
automobiles, and somewhere about third in cheese, leather findings, tar * roofing,
breakfast food, and overalls*!
“‘Our greatness, however, lies not alone in punchful* prosperity but equally in
that public spirit, that forward-looking idealism and brotherhood, which has marked
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Zenith ever since its foundation by the Fathers. We have a right, indeed we have a
duty toward our fair city, to announce broadcast the facts about our high schools,
characterized by their complete plants and the finest school-ventilating systems in the
country, bar none; our magnificent new hotels and banks and the paintings and
carved* marble in their lobbies; and the Second National Tower, the second highest
business building in any inland city in the entire country. When I add that we have an
unparalleled number of miles of paved streets, bathrooms, vacuum cleaners, and all
the other signs of civilization; that our library and art museum are well supported and
housed in convenient and roomy* buildings; that our park-system is more than up to
par, with its handsome * driveways adorned with grass, shrubs*, and statuary, then I
give but a hint of the all-round unlimited greatness of Zenith!
“‘I believe, however, in keeping the best to the last. When I remind you that we
have one motor car for every five and seven-eighths persons in the city, then I give
a rock-ribbed practical indication of the kind of progress and braininess which is
synonymous with the name Zenith!
“‘But the way of the righteous is not all roses. Before I close I must call your attention
to a problem we have to face, this coming year. The worst menace to sound government is
not the avowed* socialists but a lot of cowards who work under cover—the long-haired
gentry* who call themselves “liberals” and “radicals” and “non-partisan” and “intelligentsia”
and God only knows how many other trick* names! Irresponsible teachers and professors
constitute the worst of this whole gang*, and I am ashamed to say that several of them are on
the faculty of our great State University! The U. is my own Alma Mater, and I am proud to
be known as an alumni, but there are certain instructors there who seem to think we ought to
turn the conduct of the nation over to hoboes* and roustabouts*.
“‘Those profs* are the snakes to be scotched*—they and all their milk-and-water *
i l k*! The American business man is generous to a fault, but one thing he does
demand of all teachers and lecturers and journalists: if we’re going to pay them our
good money, they’ve got to help us by selling efficiency and whooping* it up for
rational prosperity! And when it comes to these blab-mouth *, fault-finding*,
pessimistic, cynical University teachers, let me tell you that during this golden coming
year it’s just as much our duty to bring influence to have those cusses * fired as it is
to sell all the real estate and gather in all the good shekels* we can.
“‘Not till that is done will our sons and daughters see that the ideal of American manhood
and culture isn’t a lot of cranks* sitting around chewing the rag about* their Rights and their
Wrongs, but a God-fearing, hustling, successful, two-fisted Regular Guy, who belongs to
some church with pep* and piety* to it, who belongs to the Boosters or the Rotarians or the
Kiwanis, to the Elks or Moose or Red Men or Knights of Columbus or any one of a score of
organizations of good, jolly, kidding, laughing, sweating, upstanding, lend-a-handing* Royal
Good Fellows, who plays hard and works hard, and whose answer to his critics is a squaretoed boot that’ll teach the grouches* and smart alecks* to respect the He-man and get out and
root for* Uncle Samuel, U.S.A.!’”
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1.

How does Babbitt see himself as a questing hero, whose mission is to preserve a special way of life? The romantic hero undergoes a
perilous journey, in order to bring new life to a wasted kingdom. How is Babbitt a mockery of such a hero?

2.

Babbitt describes a city named Zenith, the name of which is quite significant. Why does he think Zenith is a Golden World, a Utopia?

3.

What “social myths” does Babbitt live by? What is the goal of his society? Is there room for eccentricity in Zenith? Should an ideal society
be generous enough to admit everyone? What do you think makes a society truly “human”?

4.

Is Babbitt like any other heros in the texts read? What aspects of human experience does he have in common with them? What are they blind to?

5.

What stereotypes does Babbitt look for in his Regular Guy? Are these qualities what really make a man “manly,” or even human?

Story line: George Folansbee Babbitt, an enterprising, moral, stereotyped, and prosperous real-estate broker of the typical Midwestern
city of Zenith, has been trained to believe in the virtues of home life, the Republican party, and the middle-class conventions. Suddenly
tiring of his life, he takes a vacation with Paul Riesling, an artist who has been forced into the role of a businessman. His return to Zenith
is at first difficult, but he soon discovers pleasure in campaigning for a friend for mayor, in several profitable real-estate deals, in the
vice-presidency of the Boosters's Club, and in speeches before prominent local gatherings. During his wife's absence, he again tries to
find an outlet from Zenith standards. After an unsuccessful and lonely trip to Maine, he enters into a liaison with Mrs. Tanis Judique,
an attractive widow who fails to be the 'fairy child' of his dreams when he sees her in clear light in relation to her group of nondescript
would-be Bohemians, 'The Bunch.' He next turns to liberalism, when impressed by Seneca Doane, a socialist lawyer. For this added heresy
he is ostracized by all right-minded citizens. He is not again able to return to Zenith's outlook until his wife Myra is suddenly taken ill,
and he once more feels a spiritual union with her and a sympathy with his city's point of view.
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F. Scott Fitzgerald (1896-1940)
[The Valley of Ashes*] Chapter 2 from The Great Gatsby
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About half way between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily* joins * the railroad
and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink* away from a certain desolate area of
land. This is a valley of ashes—a fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges* and
hills and grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and
rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent* effort, of men who move dimly* and
already crumbling* through the powdery* air. Occasionally a line of gray cars* crawls
along an invisible track, gives out a ghastly* creak*, and comes to rest, and immediately the ash-gray men swarm* up with leaden* spades* and stir up* an impenetrable
cloud, which screens* their obscure operations from your sight.
But above the gray land and the spasms of bleak* dust* which drift* endlessly over it,
you perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The eyes of Doctor T. J.
Eckleburg are blue and gigantic— their retinas are one yard* high. They look out of no face, but,
instead, from a pair of enormous yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently
some wild wag* of an oculist set them there to fatten* his practice in the borough of Queens*,
and then sank* down himself into eternal blindness*, or forgot them and moved away. But
his eyes, dimmed* a little by many paintless days under sun and rain, brood* on over the solemn
dumping* ground.
The valley of ashes is bounded* on one side by a small foul* river, and, when the
drawbridge is up to let barges* through, the passengers on waiting trains can stare at* the
dismal* scene for as long as half an hour. There is always a halt there of at least a minute,
and it was because of this that I first met Tom Buchanan’s mistress.
The fact that he had one was insisted upon wherever he was known. His acquaintances*
resented the fact that he turned up* in popular restaurants with her and, leaving her at a
table, sauntered about*, chatting with whomsoever he knew. Though I was curious to see
her, I had no desire to meet her—but I did. I went up to New York with Tom on the train
one afternoon and when we stopped by the ashheaps* he jumped to his feet and, taking hold
of my elbow, literally* forced me from the car.
“We’re getting off,” he insisted “I want you to meet my girl.”
I think he’d tanked* up a good deal at luncheon*, and his determination to have my
company bordered* on violence. The supercilious* assumption was that on Sunday afternoon I had nothing better to do.
I followed him over a low whitewashed* railroad fence*, and we walked back a hundred
yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent stare*. The only building in sight
was a small block of yellow brick sitting on the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact*
Main Street ministering* to it, and contiguous* to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops
it contained was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail* of
ashes; the third was a garage—Repairs. GEORGE B. WILSON. Cars bought and sold.—
and I followed Tom inside.
The interior was unprosperous* and bare*; the only car visible was the dust-covered wreck*
of a Ford which crouched* in a dim* corner. It had occurred to me that this shadow of a garage
must be a blind*, and that sumptuous* and romantic apartments were concealed overhead, when
the proprietor* himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his hands on a piece of waste.
He was a blond, spiritless man, anemic*, and faintly handsome*. When he saw us a damp*
gleam* of hope sprang into his light blue eyes.
“Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, slapping* him jovially on the shoulder “How’s
business?”
“I can’t complain,” answered Wilson unconvincingly. “When are you going to sell me
that car?”
“Next week; I’ve got my man working on it now.”
“Works pretty slow, don’t he?”
“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. “And if you feel that way about it, maybe I’d better
sell it somewhere else after all.”
“I don’t mean that,” explained Wilson quickly. “I just meant—”
His voice faded off* and Tom glanced* impatiently around the garage. Then I heard footsteps
on a stairs, and in a moment the thickish* figure of a woman blocked out the light from the office
door. She was in the middle thirties, and faintly stout*, but she carried her surplus flesh sensuously
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as some women can*. Her face, above a spotted* dress of dark blue crêpe-de-chine*, contained no
facet* or gleam* of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the
nerves of her body were continually smouldering*. She smiled slowly and, walking through her
husband as if he were a ghost, shook hands with Tom, looking him flush* in the eye. Then she wet
her lips, and without turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse* voice:
“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can sit down.”
“Oh, sure,” agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward the little office mingling* immediately with the cement color of the walls. A white ashen* dust veiled his dark suit and his pale
hair as it veiled* everything in the vicinity—except his wife, who moved close to Tom.
“I want to see you,” said Tom intently*. “Get on the next train.”
“All right.”
“I’ll meet you by the newsstand on the lower level*.”
She nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilson emerged with two chairs
from his office door.
We waited for her down the road and out of sight*. It was a few days before the Fourth of July,
and a gray, scrawny* Italian child was setting torpedoes* in a row* along the railroad track.
“Terrible place, isn’t it,” said Tom, exchanging a frown* with Doctor Eckleburg.
“Awful .”
“It does her good to get away.”
“Doesn’t her husband object*?”
“Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He’s so dumb* he doesn’t
know he’s alive.”
So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York— or not quite
together, for Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly* in another car. Tom deferred* that much to the
sensibilities* of those East Eggers who might be on the train.
She had changed her dress to a brown* figured* muslin, which stretched tight over her
rather wide hips* as Tom helped her to the platform in New York. At the newsstand she
bought a copy of Town Tattle and a moving-picture magazine, and in the station drugstore*
some cold cream and a small flask* of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echoing drive she let
four taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one, lavender-colored with gray upholstery*,
and in this we slid* out from the mass* of the station into the glowing sunshine. But immediately
she turned sharply* from the window and, leaning* forward, tapped* on the front glass.
“I want to get one of those dogs,” she said earnestly. “I want to get one for the apartment.
They’re* nice to have—a dog.”
We backed up to a gray old man who bore an absurd resemblance to John D. Rockefeller*. In a
basket swung from his neck cowered* a dozen very recent puppies* of an indeterminate
breed*.
“What kind are they?” asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the taxi window.
“All kinds. What kind do you want, lady?”
“I’d like to get one of those police dogs; I don’t suppose you got* that kind?”
The man peered* doubtfully into the basket, plunged in* his hand and drew one up,
wriggling*, by the back of the neck.
“That’s no police dog,” said Tom.
“No, it’s not exactly a police dog,” said the man with disappointment* in his voice. “It’s
more of an Airedale.” He passed his hand over the brown washrag* of a back. “Look at that
coat*. Some coat. That’s a dog that’ll never bother* you with catching cold.”
“I think it’s cute*,” said Mrs. Wilson enthusiastically. “How much is it?”
“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. “That dog will cost you ten dollars.”
The Airedale—undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in it somewhere, though its
feet were startlingly* white—changed hands and settled down into Mrs. Wilson’s lap*,
where she fondled* the weatherproof coat with rapture*.
“Is it a boy or a girl?” she asked delicately.
“That dog? That dog’s a boy.”
“It’s a bitch*,” said Tom decisively. “Here’s your money. Go and buy ten more dogs with it.”
We drove over to Fifth Avenue, so warm and soft, almost pastoral*, on the summer Sunday
afternoon that I wouldn’t have been surprised to see a great flock* of white sheep turn the corner.
“Hold on,” I said, “I have to leave you here.”
“No, you don’t,” interposed* Tom quickly. “Myrtle*’ll be hurt if you don’t come up to
the apartment. Won’t you, Myrtle?”
“Come on,” she urged. “I’ll telephone my sister Catherine*. She’s said to be very beautiful by people who ought to know.”
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“Well, I’d like to, but—”
We went on, cutting back again over the Park* toward the West Hundreds. At 158th
Street the cab* stopped at one slice* in a long white cake * of apartment houses.
Throwing a regal* homecoming glance* around the neighborhood, Mrs. Wilson gathered
up her dog and her other purchases, and went haughtily* in.
“I’m going to have the McKees come up,” she announced as we rose* in the elevator.
“And, of course, I got to call up my sister, too.”
The apartment was on the top* floor—a small living room, a small dining room, a small
bedroom, and a bath. The living room was crowded to the doors with a set of tapestried*
furniture entirely too large for it, so that to move about was to stumble* continually over
scenes of ladies swinging* in the gardens of Versailles. The only picture was an overenlarged photograph, apparently a hen* sitting on a blurred* rock. Looked at from a
distance, however, the hen resolved* itself into a bonnet*, and the countenance* of a stout
old lady beamed* down into the room. Several old copies of Town Tattle lay on the table
together with a copy of Simon Called Peter, and some of the small scandal* magazines of
Broadway. Mrs. Wilson was first concerned with the dog. A reluctant* elevator boy w ent
for a box full of straw* and some milk, to which he added on his own initiative a tin* of large,
hard dog-biscuits— one of which decomposed apathetically* in the saucer* of milk all
afternoon. Meanwhile Tom brought out a bottle of whiskey from a locked bureau door*.
I have been drunk just twice in my life, and the second time was that afternoon; so
everything that happened has a dim, hazy* cast over* it, although until after eight o’clock
the apartment was full of cheerful sun. Sitting on Tom’s lap* Mrs. Wilson called up several
people on the telephone; then there were no cigarettes, and I went out to buy some at the
drugstore on the corner. When I came back they had disappeared, so I sat down discreetly in
the living room and read a chapter of Simon Called Peter—either it was terrible stuff* or
the whiskey distorted things, because it didn’t make any sense to me.
Just as Tom and Myrtle (after the first drink Mrs. Wilson and I called each other by our
first names) reappeared, company commenced to arrive at the apartment door.
The sister, Catherine, was a slender*, worldly girl of about thirty, with a solid, sticky*
bob* of red hair, and a complexion powdered milky white. Her eyebrows had been plucked*
and then drawn on again at a more rakish* angle but the efforts of nature* toward the
restoration of the old alignment gave a blurred air to her face. When she moved about there
was an incessant clicking* as innumerable pottery* bracelets jingled up and down upon her
arms. She came in with such a proprietary* haste*, and looked around so possessively at the
furniture that I wondered if she lived here. But when I asked her she laughed immoderately,
repeated my question aloud, and told me she lived with a girl friend at a hotel.
Mr. McKee was a pale, feminine man from the flat* below*. He had just shaved, for there
was a white spot of lather* on his cheekbone *, and he was most respectful in his greeting to
every one in the room. He informed me that he was in the “artistic game*,” and I gathered* later
that he was a photographer and had made the dim* enlargement* of Mrs. Wilson’s mother
which hovered* like an ectoplasm on the wall. His wife was shrill*, languid, handsome *,
and horrible. She told me with pride that her husband had photographed her a hundred and
twenty-seven times since they had been married.
Mrs. Wilson had changed her costume some time before, and was now attired* in an elaborate*
afternoon dress of cream-colored chiffon*, which gave out a continual rustle* as
she swept* about the room. With the influence of the dress her personality had also
undergone a change. The intense vitality that had been so remarkable in the garage was
converted into impressive hauteur*. Her laughter, her gestures, her assertions became more
violently affected moment by moment, and as she expanded the room grew smaller around her,
until she seemed to be revolving* on a noisy, creaking* pivot* through the smoky air.
“My dear,” she told her sister in a high, mincing shout*, “most of these fellas* will cheat
you every time. All they think of is money. I had a woman up here last week to look at my
feet, and when she gave me the bill you’d of thought she had my appendicitis* out.”
“What was the name of the woman?” asked Mrs. McKee.
“Mrs. Eberhardt. She goes around looking at people’s feet in their own homes.”
“I like your dress,” remarked Mrs. McKee, “I think it’s adorable.”
Mrs. Wilson rejected the compliment by raising her eyebrow in disdain*.
“It’s just a crazy old thing,” she said. “I just slip it on* sometimes when I don’t care what
I look like.”
“But it looks wonderful on you, if you know what I mean,” pursued Mrs. McKee. “If
Chester could only get you in that pose* I think he could make something of it.”
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We all looked in silence at Mrs. Wilson, who removed a strand* of hair from over her
eyes and looked back at us with a brilliant* smile. Mr. McKee regarded her intently* with
his head on one side, and then moved his hand back and forth slowly in front of his face.
“I should change the light,” he said after a moment. “I’d like to bring out* the modelling*
of the features*. And I’d try to get hold of* all the back hair.”
“I wouldn’t think of changing the light,” cried Mrs. McKee. “I think it’s—”
Her husband said “Sh!” and we all looked at the subject again, whereupon Tom Buchanan
yawned* audibly and got to his feet.
“You McKees have something to drink,” he said. “Get some more ice and mineral water,
Myrtle, before everybody goes to sleep.”
“I told that boy about the ice.” Myrtle raised her eyebrows in despair at the shiftlessness*
of the lower orders*. “These people! You have to keep after them all the time.”
She looked at me and laughed pointlessly. Then she flounced* over to the dog, kissed it with
ecstasy, and swept into* the kitchen, implying* that a dozen chefs awaited her orders there.
“I’ve done some nice things out on Long Island,” asserted Mr. McKee.
Tom looked at him blankly*.
“Two of them we have framed* downstairs*.”
“Two what?” demanded Tom.
“Two studies*. One of them I call Montauk Point—The Gulls, and the other I call
Montauk Point—The Sea.”
The sister Catherine sat down beside me on the couch*.
“Do you live down on Long Island, too?” she inquired.
“I live in West Egg.”
“Really? I was down there at a party about a month ago. At a man named Gatsby*’s. Do
you know him?”
“I live next door to him.”
“Well, they say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser Wilhelm*’s. That’s where all his
money comes from.”
“Really*?”
She nodded.
“I’m scared of him. I’d hate to have him get anything on me*.”
This absorbing information about my neighbor was interrupted by Mrs. McKee’s pointing suddenly at Catherine:
“Chester, I think you could do something with her,” she broke out, but Mr. McKee only
nodded in a bored way, and turned his attention to Tom.
“I’d like to do more work on Long Island, if I could get the entry*. All I ask is that they
should give me a start*.”
“Ask Myrtle,” said Tom, breaking into a short shout of laughter as Mrs. Wilson entered
with a tray. “She’ll give you a letter of introduction*, won’t you, Myrtle?”
“Do what?” she asked, startled*.
“You’ll give McKee a letter of introduction to your husband, so he can do some studies
of him.” His lips moved silently for a moment as he invented. “George B. Wilson at the
Gasoline Pump, or something like that.”
Catherine leaned* close to me and whispered* in my ear:
“Neither of them can stand* the person they’re married to.”
“Can’t they?”
“Can’t stand them.” She looked at Myrtle and then at Tom. “What I say is, why go on
living with them if they can’t stand them? If I was them I’d get a divorce and get married to
each other right away.”
“Doesn’t she like Wilson either?”
The answer to this was unexpected. It came from Myrtle, who had overheard the
question, and it was violent and obscene*.
“You see,” cried Catherine triumphantly. She lowered her voice again. “It’s really his
wife that’s keeping them apart*. She’s a Catholic, and they don’t believe in divorce.”
Daisy was not a Catholic, and I was a little shocked at the elaborateness of the lie*.
“When they do get married,” continued Catherine, “they’re going West to live for a while
until it blows over*.”
“It’d be more discreet to go to Europe.”
“Oh, do you like Europe?” she exclaimed surprisingly. “I just got back from Monte Carlo*.”
“Really.”
“Just last year. I went over there with another girl.”
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“Stay long?”
“No, we just went to Monte Carlo and back. We went by way of Marseilles. We had over
twelve hundred dollars when we started, but we got gypped* out of it all in two days in the
private* rooms. We had an awful time getting back, I can tell you. How I hated that town!”
The late afternoon sky bloomed in the window for a moment like the blue honey of the
Mediterranean—then the shrill* voice of Mrs. McKee called me back into the room.
“I almost made a mistake, too,” she declared vigorously. “I almost married a little kike*
who’d been after me for years. I knew he was below me. Everybody kept saying to me:
‘Lucille, that man’s ’way below you*!’ But if I hadn’t met Chester, he’d of got* me sure.”
“Yes, but listen,” said Myrtle Wilson, nodding her head up and down, “at least you
didn’t marry him.”
“I know I didn’t.”
“Well, I married him,” said Myrtle, ambiguously*. “And that’s the difference between
your case and mine.”
“Why did you, Myrtle?” demanded Catherine. “Nobody forced you to.”
Myrtle considered.
“I married him because I thought he was a gentleman,” she said finally. “I thought he
knew something about breeding*, but he wasn’t fit to lick my shoe*.”
“You were crazy about him for a while,” said Catherine.
“Crazy* about him!” cried Myrtle incredulously. “Who said I was crazy about him? I
never was any more crazy about him than I was about that man there.”
She pointed suddenly at me, and every one looked at me accusingly*. I tried to show by
my expression that I had played no part in her past.
“The only crazy* I was was when I married him. I knew right away I made* a mistake. He
borrowed somebody’s best suit to get married in, and never even told me about it, and the
man came after it one day when he was out*.” She looked around to see who was listening.
“‘Oh, is that your suit?’” I said. “This is the first I ever heard about it.’ But I gave it to him
and then I lay down and cried to beat the band* all afternoon.”
“She really ought to get away* from him,” resumed* Catherine to me. “They’ve been
living over that garage for eleven years. And Tom’s the first sweetie* she ever had*.”
The bottle of whiskey—a second one—was now in constant demand by all present,
excepting Catherine, who “felt just as good on nothing at all.” Tom rang for the janitor* and
sent him for some celebrated sandwiches, which were a complete supper in themselves. I
wanted to get out and walk eastward toward the park through the soft twilight*, but each
time I tried to go I became entangled* in some wild, strident argument which pulled me
back, as if with ropes, into my chair. Yet high over the city our line of yellow windows must
have contributed their share of human secrecy to the casual* watcher in the darkening
streets, and I was him too, looking up and wondering. I was within and without, simultaneously
enchanted* and repelled* by the inexhaustible variety of life.
Myrtle pulled her chair close to mine, and suddenly her warm breath poured* over me the
story of her first meeting with Tom.
“It was on the two little seats facing each other that are always the last ones left on the
train. I was going up to New York to see my sister and spend the night. He had on a dress
suit* and patent leather shoes, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off him, but every time he looked
at me I had to pretend to be looking at the advertisement over his head. When we came into
the station he was next to me, and his white shirtfront* pressed against my arm, and so I told
him I’d have to call a policeman, but he knew I lied*. I was so excited that when I got into
a taxi with him I didn’t hardly know I wasn’t getting into a subway train. All I kept thinking
about, over and over, was ‘You can’t live forever; you can’t live forever.’”
She turned to Mrs. McKee and the room rang* full of her artificial laughter.
“My dear,” she cried, “I’m going to give you this dress as soon as I’m through with it*.
I’ve got to get another one tomorrow. I’m going to make a list of all the things I’ve got to
get. A massage and a wave*, and a collar for the dog, and one of those cute little ash trays
where you touch a spring*, and a wreath* with a black silk bow* for mother’s grave that’ll
last all summer*. I got to write down a list so I won’t forget all the things I got to do.”
It was nine o’clock—almost immediately afterward I looked at my watch and found it was
ten. Mr. McKee was asleep on a chair with his fists clenched* in his lap*, like a photograph
of a man of action. Taking out my handkerchief I wiped from his cheek the remains of the
spot of dried lather* that had worried me all the afternoon.
The little dog was sitting on the table looking with blind eyes through the smoke, and
from time to time groaning* faintly. People disappeared, reappeared, made plans to go
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somewhere, and then lost each other, searched for each other, found each other a few
feet away. Some time toward midnight Tom Buchanan and Mrs. Wilson stood face to
face, discussing in impassioned* voices whether Mrs. Wilson had any right to mention
Daisy*’s name.
“Daisy! Daisy! Daisy!” shouted Mrs. Wilson. “I’ll say it whenever I want to!
Daisy! Dai—”
Making a short deft* movement, Tom Buchanan broke her nose with his open hand.
Then there were bloody towels upon the bathroom floor, and women’s voices
scolding*, a n d h i g h over the confusion a long broken wail* of pain. Mr. McKee
awoke from his doze* and started in a daze* toward the door. When he had gone
halfway he turned around and stared at the scene—his wife and Catherine scolding*
and consoling as they stumbled* here and there among the crowded furniture with
articles of aid*, and the despairing figure on the couch, bleeding fluently, and
trying to spread a copy of Town Tattle over the tapestry* scenes of Versailles.
Then Mr. McKee turned and continued on out the door. Taking my hat from the
chandelier*, I followed.
“Come to lunch some day,” he suggested, as we groaned* down in the elevator*.
“Where?”
“Anywhere.”
“Keep your hands off the lever*,” snapped* the elevator boy.
“I beg your pardon,” said Mr. McKee with dignity, “I didn’t know I was touching it.”
“All right,” I agreed, “I’ll be glad to.”
. . . I was standing beside his bed and he was sitting up between the sheets, clad* in
his underwear, with a great portfolio in his hands.
“Beauty and the Beast . Loneliness . . . Old Grocery Horse . . .Brook’n Bridge.”*
Then I was lying* half asleep in the cold lower level of the Pennsylvania Station,
staring at the morning Tribune*, and waiting for the four o’clock train.
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a) This Chapter from The Great Gatsby begins by describing a scene. What kind of atmosphere does it create? What words and
phrases are used to suggest something about it?
b) What about Doctor T. J. Eckleburg's eyes? What do these eyes do? What is the effect of the detailed description of Doctor T. J.
Eckleburg's spectacles? Might the eyes be symbolic of something just as the valley of ashes might be symbolic of something?
c) What persons does Nick cause us to associate with the scene described?

2. Is there something incongruous about the place where Tom´s mistress lives and his coming to see her? Does his having a mistress
who lives in a rather desolate place suggest something about his outlook?
3. a) Nick says Mrs. Wilson walked "through her husband as if he were a ghost." Is this a comment on Mr. or Mrs. Wilson?
b) Why is everything but Mrs. Wilson veiled by "a white ashen dust"?
4. a) What can we tell about Mrs. Wilson from Nick's description of her and her activities after they get to New York?
b) The dog scene seems to have no purpose, but does it help us perceive something about Tom, Mrs. Wilson, or Nick? About all of them?
5. a) Look at the description of the apartment to which they go. Why the reference to Versailles? to the picture? to the magazines?
b) Why does Nick tell us he was drunk only twice in his life? Is it just an irrelevant detail? Why should he get drunk on this afternoon?
6. What about the other character, Catherine and Mr. McKee and his wife? Do they represent types or are they carefully drawn,
individualized characters? Do the details included in the description do more than lend a kind of reality to their characters?
7. Is there anything significant in the sentence, "With the influence of the dress, her personality had also undergone a change"? Why
does she seem to expand and the room shrink?
8. Why does Mrs. Wilson laugh pointlessly when she looks at Nick?
9.

A long conversation about love and marriage is recorded. Nick makes few comments and seems to be content to record the conversation.
a) What are the characters' attitudes toward love and marriage? toward other people?
b) What is the relationship between men and women based upon? On what does it seem to be founded on? What has become of love?
c) List the images used to describe the women in this story. What words would you use to characterize them? What about the men?

10. Nick says he "was within and without, simultaneously enchanted and repelled by the inexhaustible variety of life." Is there any irony
in that statement? If so, what does it suggest about his attitude toward the characters involved in the preceding scene?
11. Why does the little dog keep reappearing in the narrative?
12. a) This whole scene appears confused, disorganized. We are never sure what is going on. Is it because Nick has had too much
whiskey?
b) Does the narrator maintain a critical detachment from the rest of the characters' views of reality?
13. How do fitful glimpses of another world mock the world these people are imprisoned in?
14. Find all possible similarities between this text and "Report from Zenith", "The Yellow Wall-Paper" and "Bartleby". How is the human
society in these stories like the Valley of the Ashes?
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“Do you know Germany, Madame, Germany in the spring? It is charming* then,
do you not think so? Wide and clean, the Spree* winding thin and dark—and the
roses! the yellow roses in the windows; and the bright talkative Americans
passing through groups of German men staring* over their steins*, at the light
and laughing women.
“It was such a spring, three years ago, that I came into Berlin from Russia. I was
just sixteen, and my heart was a dancer’s heart. It is that way sometimes; one’s heart
is all one thing for months, then—altogether another thing, nicht wahr?* I used to sit
in the café at the end of the Zelten, eating eggs and drinking coffee, watching the
sudden rain of sparrows*. Their feet struck* the table all together, and all together
they cleared the crumbs, and all together they flew into the sky, so that the café was
as suddenly without birds as it had been suddenly full of birds.
“Sometimes a woman came here, at about the same hour as myself, around four in
the afternoon; once she came with a little man, quite dreamy* and uncertain. But I
must explain how she looked: temperamentvoll * and tall, kraftvoll * and thin. She
must have been forty then, dressed richly and carelessly. It seemed as though she
could hardly keep her clothes on; her shoulders were always coming out, her skirt
would be hanging on a hook, her pocket book would be mislaid*, but all the time she
was savage with jewels, and something purposeful and dramatic came in with her, as
if she were the centre of a whirlpool*, and her clothes a temporary debris*.
“Sometimes she clucked* the sparrows, and sometimes she talked to the
weinschenk*, clasping* her fingers together until the rings stood out and you could
see through them, she was so vital and so wasted. As for her dainty* little man, she
would talk to him in English, so that I did not know where they came from.
“Then one week I stayed away from the café because I was trying, out for the
Schauspielhaus*, I heard they wanted a ballet dancer, and I was very anxious* to get
the part, so of course I thought of nothing else. I would wander, all by myself,
through the Tiergaffen*, or I would stroll down* the Sieges-Allee* where all the
great German emperors’ statues are, looking like widows. Then suddenly I thought of
the Zelten, and of the birds, and of that tall odd* woman and so I went back there,
and there she was, sitting in the garden sipping* beer and chuck-chucking* the
sparrows.
“When I came in, she got up at once and came over to me and said: ‘Why, how do
you do, I have missed you. Why did you not tell me that you were going away? I
should have seen what I could do about it.’”
“She talked like that; a voice that touched the heart because it was so unbroken
and clear. ‘I have a house’, she said, ‘just on the Spree. You could have stayed with
me. It is a big, large house, and you could have the room just off my room. It is
difficult to live in, but it is lovely—Italian you know, like the interiors you see in
Venetian paintings, where young girls lie dreaming of the Virgin. You could find that
you could sleep there, because you have dedication.’
“Somehow it did not seem at all out of the way that she should come to me and
speak to me. I said I would meet her again some day in the garden, and we could go
‘home’ together, and she seemed pleased, but did not show surprise.
“Then one evening we came into the garden at the same moment. It was late and
the fiddles* were already playing. We sat together without speaking, just listening to
the music, and admiring the playing of the only woman member of the orchestra. She
was very intent* on the movement of her fingers, and seemed to be leaning* over her
chin to watch. Then suddenly the lady got up, leaving a small rain of coin, and I
followed her until we came to a big house and she let herself in with a brass* key.
She turned to the left and went into a dark room and switched on the lights and sat
down and said. ‘This is where we sleep; this is how it is.’
“Everything was disorderly, and expensive and melancholy. Everything was massive
and tall, or broad and wide. A chest of drawers rose above my head. The china stove
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was enormous and white, enamelled* in blue flowers. The bed was so high that you
could only think of it as something that might be overcome. The walls were all
bookshelves, and all the books were bound in red morocco, on the back of each, in
gold, was stamped* a coat of arms, intricate and oppressive. She rang for tea and
began taking off her hat.
“A great painting hung over the bed; the painting and the bed ran together in
encounter, the huge rumps* of the stallions* reined* into the pillows. The generals,
with foreign helmets and dripping swords, raging* through rolling smoke and the
bleeding ranks of the dying, seemed to be charging the bed, so large, so rumpled*, so
devastated. The sheets were trailing, the counterpane* hung torn, and the feathers
shivered* along the floor, trembling in the slight wind from the open window. The
lady was smiling in a sad grave way, but she said nothing, and it was not until some
moments later that I saw a child, not more than three years old, a small child, lying
in the centre of the pillows, making a thin noise, like the buzzing* of a fly, and I
thought it was a fly.
“She did not talk to the child, indeed she paid no attention to it, as if it were in her
bed and she did not know it. When the tea was brought in she poured* it, but she took
none, instead she drank small glasses of Rhine wine.
“‘You have seen Ludwig,’ she said in her faint and grieving* voice, ‘we were
married a long time ago, he was just a boy then. I? Me? I am an Italian, but I studied
English and German because I was with a traveling company. You,’ she said abruptly,
‘you must give up the ballet— the theatre—acting.’ Somehow I did not think it odd
that she should know of my ambition, though I had not mentioned it. ‘And’, she
went on, ‘you are not for the stage; you are for something quieter, more withdrawn*. See here, I like Germany very much, I have lived here a good many years.
You will stay and you will see. You have seen Ludwig, you have noticed that he is
not strong; he is always declining, you must have noticed it yourself; he must not be
distressed, he can’t bear anything. He has his room to himself.’ She seemed
suddenly tired, and she got up and threw herself across the bed, at the foot, and
fell asleep, almost instantly, her hair all about her. I went away then, but I came
back that night and tapped* at the window. She came to the window and signed to
me, and presently appeared at another window to the right of the bedroom, and
beckoned* with her hand, and I came up and climbed in, and did not mind that she
s had not opened the door for me. The room was dark except for the moon, and two
thin candles burning before the Virgin.
“It was a beautiful room, Madame, ‘traurig’* as she said. Everything was important
and old and gloomy*. The curtains about the bed were red velvet, Italian you know,
and fringed* in gold bullion*. The bed cover was a deep red velvet with the same
gold fringe*: on the floor, beside the bed, a stand on which was a tasselled red
cushion, on the cushion a Bible in Italian, lying open.
“She gave me a long nightgown, it came below my feet and came back up again
almost to my knees. She loosened my hair, it was long then, and yellow. She plaited*
it in two plaits*; she put me down at her side and said a prayer in German, then in
Italian, and ended, ‘God bless you’, and I got into bed. I loved her very much because
there was nothing between us but this strange preparation for sleep. She went away
then. In the night I heard the child crying, but I was tired.
“I stayed a year. The thought of the stage had gone out of my heart. I had become
a religieuse; a gentle religion that began with the prayer I had said after her the first
night, and the way I had gone to sleep, though we never repeated the ceremony. It
grew with the furniture and the air of the whole room, and with the Bible lying open
at a page that I could not read; a religion, Madame, that was empty of need, therefore
it was not holy perhaps, and not as it should have been in its manner. It was that I
was happy, and I lived there for one year. I almost never saw Ludwig, and almost
never Valentine, for that was her child’s name, a little girl.
“But at the end of that year I knew there was trouble in other parts of the house.
I heard her walking in the night, sometimes Ludwig would be with her, I could hear
him crying and talking, but I could not hear what was said. It sounded like a sort of
lesson, a lesson for a child to repeat, but if so, there would have been no answer, for
the child never uttered* a sound, except that buzzing cry.
“Sometimes it is wonderful in Germany, Madame, nicht wahr*? There is nothing
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like a German winter. She and I used to walk about the Imperial Palace, and she
stroked the cannon, and said they were splendid. We talked about philosophy, for she
was troubled with too much thinking, but she always came to the same conclusion,
that one must be, or try to be, like everyone else. She explained that to be like
everyone, all at once, in your own person, was to be holy. She said that people did
not understand what was meant by ‘Love thy neighbour as thyself.’ It meant, she
said, that one should be like all people and oneself, then, she said, one was both
ruined and powerful.
“Sometimes it seemed that she was managing it, that she was all Germany, at least
in her Italian heart. She seemed so irreparably collected* and yet distressed, that I
was afraid of her, and not afraid.
“That is the way it was, Madame, she seemed to wish it to be that way, though
at night she was most scattered* and distraught*, I could hear her pacing in her
room.
“Then she came in one night and woke me and said that I must come into her
room. It was in a most terrible disorder. There was a small cot bed* that had not been
there before. She pointed to it and said that it was for me.
“The child was lying in the great bed against a large lace pillow. Now it was
four years old and yet it did not walk, and I never heard it say a thing, or make
a sound, except that buzzing cry. It was beautiful in the corrupt way of idiot
children; a sacred beast without a taker, tainted* with innocence and waste time;
honey-haired and failing, like those dwarf angels on holy prints and valentines,
if you understand me, Madame, something saved for a special day that would not
arrived not for life at all: and my lady was talking quietly, but I did not recognize
any of her former state.
“‘You must sleep here now,’ she said, ‘I brought you here for this if I should need
you, and I need you. You must stay, you must stay forever.’ Then she said, ‘Will
you?’ And I said no, I could not do that.
“She took up the candle and put it on the floor beside me, and knelt beside it,
and put her arms about my knees. ‘Are you a traitor?’ she said, ‘have you come
into my house, Ludwig’s house, the house of my child, to betray us?’ And I said,
no, I had not come to betray. ‘Then’, she said, ‘you will do as I tell you. I will
teach you slowly, slowly; it will not be too much for you, but you must begin to
forget, you must forget everything. You must forget all the things people have
told you. You must forget arguments and philosophy. I was wrong in talking of
such things, I thought it would teach you how to lag* with her mind, to undo
time for her as it passes, to climb into her bereavement* and her dispossession.
I brought you up* badly; I was vain. You will do better. Forgive me.’ She put the
palms of her hands on the floor, her face to my face. ‘You must never see any
other room than this room. It was a great vanity that I took you out walking. Now
you will stay here safely, and you will see. You will like it, you will learn to like
it the very best of all. I will bring you breakfast, and luncheon, and supper I will
bring it to you both, myself. I will hold you on my lap*, I will feed you like the
birds. I will rock* you to sleep. You must not argue with me—above all we must
have no arguments, no talk about man and his destiny—man has no destiny—that
is my secret—I have been keeping it from you until today, this very hour. Why
not before? Perhaps I was jealous of the knowledge, yes, that must be it, but now
I give it to you, I share it with you. I am an old woman,’ she said, still holding
me by the knees. ‘When Valentine was born, Ludwig was only a boy.’ She got up
and stood behind me. ‘He is not strong, he does not understand that the weak are
the strongest things in the world, because he is one of them. He cannot help her,
they are adamant* together. I need you, it must be you.’ Suddenly she began
talking to me as she talked with the child, and I did not know which of us she
was talking to. ‘Do not repeat anything after me. Why should children repeat
what people say? The whole world is nothing but a noise, as hot as the inside of
a tiger’s mouth. They call it civilization—that is a lie! But some day you may
have to go out, someone will try to take you out, and you will not understand
them or what they are saying, unless you understand nothing, absolutely nothing,
then you will manage.’ She moved around so that she faced us, her back against
the wall. ‘Look,’ she said, ‘it is all over, it has gone away, you do not need to be
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afraid; there is only you. The stars are out, and the snow is falling down and
covering the world, the hedges, the houses and the lamps. No, no!’ she said to
herself, ‘wait. I will put you on your feet and tie you up in ribbons*, and we will
go out together, out into the garden where the swans are, and the flowers and the
bees* and small beasts. And the students will come because it will be summer,
and they will read in their books....’ She broke off*, then took her wild speech
up again, this time as though she were really speaking to the child, ‘Katya will
go with you. She will instruct you, she will tell you there are no swans, no
flowers, no beasts, no boys— nothing, nothing at all, just as you like it. No mind
no thought, nothing whatsoever else. No bells will ring, no people will talk, no
birds will fly, no boys will move, there’ll be no birth and no death; no sorrow, no
laughing, no kissing, no crying, no terror, no joy; no eating, no drinking, no
games, no dancing; no father, no mother, no sisters, no brothers—only you, only
you!’
“I stopped her and I said, ‘Gaya, why is it that you suffer so, and what am I to
do?’ I tried to put my arms around her, but she struck them down crying, ‘Silence!’
Then she said, bringing her face close to my face, ‘She has no claws* to hang by;
she has no hunting foot; she has no mouth for the meat— vacancy !’
“Then, Madame, I got up. It was very cold in the room. I went to the
window and pulled the curtain, it was a bright and starry night, and I stood
leaning my head against the frame, saying nothing. When I turned around, she
was regarding me, her hands held apart, and I knew that I had to go away and
leave her. So I came up to her and said, ‘Good-bye, my Lady.’ And I went and
put on my street clothes, and when I came back she was leaning against the
battle picture, her hands hanging. I said to her, without approaching her,
‘Good-bye, my love,’ and went away.
“Sometimes it is beautiful in Berlin, Madame, nicht wahr? There was something
new in my heart, a passion to see Paris, so it was natural that I said lebe wohl* to
Berlin.
“I went for the last time to the café in the Zelten, ate my eggs, drank my coffee
and watched the birds coming and going just as they used to come and go—altogether
here then altogether gone. I was happy in my spirit, for that is the way it is with my
spirit, Madame, when I am going away.
“But I went back to her house just once. I went in quite easily by the door, for
all the doors and windows were open—perhaps they were sweeping* that day. I
came to the bedroom door and knocked! but there was no answer. I pushed, and
there she was, sitting up in the bed with the child, and she and the child were
making that buzzing cry, and no human sound between them, and as usual,
everything was in disorder. I came up to her, but she did not seem to know me. I
said, ‘I am going away; I am going to Paris. There is a longing* in me to be in
Paris. So I have to say farewell.’
‘‘She got down off the bed and came to the door with me, she said, ‘Forgive
me—I trusted you—I was mistaken. I did not know that I could do it myself, but
you see, I can do it myself’. Then she got back on to bed and said, ‘Go away’ and
I went.
‘‘Things are like that, when one travels, nicht wahre, Madame?’’

(cintas)

insects, (abejas)
stopped talking

(garras)

farewell

cleaning

wish

Temporally assume that the author is not the speaker, and give any evidence which you can find or imagine for thinking that the
author was: a) a woman; b) a man.

An Annullment or cancellation; also the dismissal of a soldier. The story was originally published under the tittle A little Girl Tells a Story
to a Lady in A Night among the Horses (1929); it was reprinted under the present title in Spilway (1972).
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Dorothy Parker (1893-1967)
Penelope

1936

Résumé

In the pathway* of the sun,
In the footsteps of the breeze*,
Where the world and sky are one,
He shall ride* the silver seas,
He shall cut the glittering* wave.
I shall sit at home, and rock;
Rise, to heed* a neighbor’s knock;
Brew* my tea, and snip* my thread;
Bleach* the linen* for my bed.
They will call him brave.

5

10

course
(brisa)

navigate
shining, (refulgente) / (onda)
attend to
make / cut
wash, whiten /
bedclothe s

1. What information does the title of this poem give you? Who was
Penelope? Who is the speaker of the poem?
2. Who is the “he” referred to in lines 1-5? How is he described? What
things will he do? Who is the “they” referred to in line 10?
3. How does the speaker describe her life? How is her life different from
that of the male figure described in lines 1-5?
4. On what aspects of Penelope’s life does this poem focus? To what extent
does Penelope become a symbol? What does she symbolize? How does our
understanding of the myth deepen our response to this symbolism?
5. What ideas about the lives of men and women and about the preconceived
notions of society in the 30s does this poem explore? Are these ideas still valid?

One perfect rose

5

10

I knew the language of the floweret;
'My fragile leaves', it said, 'his heart enclose'.
Love long has taken for his amulet
One perfect rose.
Why is it no one ever sent me yet
One perfect limousine, do you suppose?
Ah no, it's always just my luck to get
One perfect rose.

10

15

1. Mark any changes of register in the poem, showing where
each register begins and ends.
2. Do you think the poem makes any allusions to other poetry?
3. Think of a name for each register which describes its usual
context? Why is "flow'r" apostrophised?
4. For each register identify as many features of the language as
you can (e.g. spelling, vocabulary, grammar) which make it
characteristic of the register you have identified.
5. What is the effect or purpose of employing or juxtaposing
these registers in this poem?
6. a) Using this evidence, try to identify the tone of the poem
(e.g. the attitude of the speaker towards the rose of the
man who sent it).
b) How does the tone of the poem change in the last stanza?
c) What is the tone of the entire poem?
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Razors* pain you;
Rivers are damp*;
Acids stain* you;
And drugs cause cramp*.
Guns aren’t lawful*;
Nooses* give;
Gas smells awful;
You might as well live.

(Cuchillas)
wet
discolor
(calambre)
legal
(Lazos corredizos)

1. What do you think this poem makes fun of?
2. Describe the rhythms of this poem. By what
techniques are they produced? Where are the
end-stops?
3. How do the pauses and meanings go together?
4. What does the punctuation indicate?
5. Is the theme of "Resumé" trivial? Why?
6. Do you find any wit? What is the tone with
which the wit goes? Is it acerbic, macabre,
tender?

The Choice

1926

A single flow'r he sent me, since we met.
All tenderly his messenger he chose;
Deep-hearted, pure, with scented dew still wet One perfect rose.
5

5

1926

He'd have given me rolling* lands,
Houses of marble, and billowing* farms,
Pearls, to trickle* between my hands,
Smoldering* rubies, to circle my arms.
You—you'd only a lilting* song,
Only a melody, happy an high,
You were sudden and swift* and strong—
Never a thought for another had I.

ondulated

He'd have given me laces* rare,
Dresses that glimmered* with frosty* sheen*,
Shiny* ribbons* to wrap my hair,
Horses to draw* me, as fine as a queen.
You—you'd only to whistle* low,
Gayly* I followed wherever you led.
I took you, and I let him go—
Somebody ought to examine my head!

ribbons, (lazos)

rolling
roll, flow, (gotear)
Ardent
melodious, (cabtarín)
speedy

shone / icy / luster
Effulgent / (cintas)
carry, transport
(silbar)
Happily

1.What was the only thing the suitor who was chosen had to offer the
speaker?
2. What did the speaker do when her suitor would "whistle low"?
3. Why does the speaker never have "thought for another"?
4. What are the differences between the two suitors described in the
poem? To which one is the speaker more attracted? For what reasons is she/he attracted to him/her rather than the other suitor?
5. The speaker expresses two different feelings about choosing the
man/woman she/he did. What are the different feelings she/he expresses? Why does she/he have these different feelings?
6. State the comment or generalization the poem makes about love or
love relationships. Give specific evidence from the poem to support
your conclusion.

James Thurber (1894-1961)

The Catbird Seat*
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Mr. Martin bought the pack of Camels* on Monday night in the most crowded cigar
store on Broadway*. It was theater time and seven or eight men were buying cigarettes.
The clerk didn’t even glance* at Mr. Martin, who put the pack in his overcoat pocket and
went out. If any of the staff* at F&S had seen him buy the cigarettes, they would have
been astonished, for it was generally known that Mr. Martin did not smoke, and never
had. No one saw him.
It was just a week to the day since Mr. Martin had decided to rub out* Mrs. Ulgine
Barrows. The term “rub out” pleased him because it suggested nothing more than the
correction of an error—in this case an error of Mr. Fitweiler. Mr. Martin had spent each
night of the past week working out his plan and examining it. As he walked home now he
went over it again. For the hundredth time he resented the element of imprecision, the
margin of guesswork that entered into the business. The project as he had worked it out
was casual* and bold*, the risks were considerable. Something might go wrong anywhere
along the line. And therein lay* the cunning* of his scheme*. No one would ever see in
it the cautious, painstaking hand of Erwin Martin, head of the filing department at F &
S, of whom Mr. Fitweiler had once said, “Man is fallible* but Martin isn’t.” No one
would see his hand, that is, unless it were caught in the act*.
Sitting in his apartment, drinking a glass of milk, Mr. Martin reviewed his case
against Mrs. Ulgine Barrows, as he had every night for seven nights. He began at the
beginning. Her quacking* voice and braying* laugh * had first profaned the halls of F
& S on March 7, 1941 (Mr. Martin had a head for dates). Old Roberts, the personnel
chief, had introduced her as the newly appointed special adviser to the president of the
firm, Mr. Fitweiler. The woman had appalled* Mr. Martin instantly, but he hadn’t
shown it. He had given her his dry* hand, a look of studious concentration, and a faint*
smile. “Well,” she had said, looking at the papers on his desk, “are you lifting the
oxcart out of the ditch*?” As Mr. Martin recalled that moment, over his milk, he
squirmed* slightly. He must keep his mind on her crimes as a special adviser, not on
her peccadillos* as a personality. This he found difficult to do, in spite of entering an
objection and sustaining it. The faults of the woman as a woman kept chattering* on in
his mind like an unruly* witness. She had, for almost two years now, baited* him. In
the halls, in the elevator, even in his own office, into which she romped* now and then
like a circus horse, she was constantly shouting these silly* questions at him. “Are you
lifting the oxcart out of the ditch? Are you tearing up * the pea patch?* Are you
hollering down the rain barrel? Are you scraping around the bottom of the pickle
barrel? Are you sitting in the catbird seat*?”
It was Joey Hart, one of Mr. Martin’s two assistants, who had explained what the
gibberish* meant. “She must be a Dodger fan,” he had said. “Red Barber announces
the Dodger games over the radio and he uses those expressions—picked ’em up
down South.” Joey had gone on to explain one or two. “Tearing up the pea patch”
meant going on a rampage*; “sitting in the catbird seat” meant sitting pretty, like
a batter* with three balls and no strikes on him. Mr. Martin dismissed all this with an
effort. It had been annoying, it had driven him near to distraction, but he was too solid
a man to be moved to murder by anything so childish. It was fortunate, he reflected as
he passed on to the important charges* against Mrs. Barrows, that he had stood up
under it so well. He had maintained always an outward appearance of polite tolerance.
“Why, I even believe you like the woman,” Miss Paird, his other assistant, had once
said to him. He had simply smiled.
A gavel* rapped* in Mr. Martin’s mind and the case proper was resumed. Mrs.
Ulgine Barrows stood charged with willful, blatant*, and persistent attempts to destroy
the efficiency and system of F & S. It was competent, material*, and relevant to review
her advent and rise to power. Mr. Martin had got the story from Miss Paird, who seemed
always able to find things out. According to her, Mrs. Barrows had met Mr. Fitw eiler at
a party, where she had rescued him from the embraces of a powerfully built
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privileged situation
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drunken man who had mistaken the president of F&S for a famous retired Middle
Western football coach. She had led him to a sofa and somehow worked upon him a
monstrous magic. The aging gentleman had jumped to the conclusion there and then that
this was a woman of singular attainments*, equipped to bring out the best in him and in
the firm. A week later he had introduced her into F & S as his special adviser. On that
day confusion got its foot in the door. After Miss Tyson, Mr. Brundage, and Mr. Bartlett
had been fired* and Mr. Munson had taken his hat and stalked out*, mailing in his
resignation later, old Roberts had been emboldened* to speak to Mr. Fitweiler. He
mentioned that Mr. Munson’s department had been “a little disrupted*” and hadn’t they
perhaps better resume* the old system there? Mr. Fitweiler had said certainly not. He had
the greatest faith in Mrs. Barrow’s ideas. “They require a little seasoning*, a little
seasoning*, is all,” he had added. Mr. Roberts had given it up. Mr. Martin reviewed in
detail a ll the changes wrought* by Mrs. Barrows. She had begun chipping* at
t he cornices of the firm’s edifice and now she was swinging* at the foundation
stones with a pickaxe*.
Mr. Martin came now, in his summing up, to the afternoon of Monday, November 2,
1942—just one week ago. On that day, at 3 P.M., Mrs. Barrows had bounced* into his
office. “Boo!” she had yelled*. “Are you scraping around the bottom of the pickle
barrel?” Mr. Martin had looked at her from under his gr een eyeshade*, saying nothing.
She had begun to wander about the office, taking it in* with her great, popping* eyes. “Do
you really need all these filing cabinets*?” she had demanded suddenly. Mr. Martin’s
heart had jumped. “Each of these files,” he had said, keeping his voice even, “plays an
indispensable part in the system o f F & S.” She had brayed* at him, “Well, don’t tear
up the pea patch!” and gone to the door. From there she had ba wled*, “But you
sure have got a lot of fine scra p 1 in here!” Mr. Martin co uld no longer doubt that
the finger was on his beloved department. Her pickaxe was on the upswing*, poised*
for the first blow. It had n o t c o m e y e t ; h e h a d r e c e i v e d n o b l u e m e m o *
f r om t h e e n c h a nt e d * M r. F i t we i l e r b e a r in g * nonsensical * instructions
d e r i v i n g * from the obscene* woman. But there was no doubt in Mr. Martin’s mind that
one would be forthcoming*. He must act quickly. Already a precious week had gone by.
Mr. Martin stood up in his living room, still holding his milk glass. “Gentlemen of the
jury,” he said to himself, “I demand the death penalty for this horrible person.”

The next day Mr. Martin followed his routine, as usual. He polished his glasses more
often and once sharpened an already sharp pencil, but not even Miss Paird noticed. Only
once did he catch sight of his victim; she swept past him in the hall with a patronizing*
“Hi!” At five-thirty he walked home, as usual and had a glass of milk, as usu al. He had
never drunk anything stronger in his life—unless you could count ginger ale* . The
late* Sam Schlosser, the S of F & S, had praised Mr. Martin at a staff* meeting several
years before for his temperate* habits. “Our most efficient worker neither drinks nor
smokes,” he had said. “The results speak for themselves.” Mr. Fitweiler had sat by,
nodding* approval.
Mr. Martin was still thinking about that red-letter* day as he walked over to the
Schrafft’s on Fifth Avenue near Forty-sixth Street. He got there, as he always did,
at eight o’clock. He finished his dinner and the financial page of the Sun at a
quarter to nine, as he always did. It was his custom after dinner to take a walk. This
time he walked down Fifth Avenue at a c asual* pace*. His gloved hands felt
mo ist* and warm, his forehead cold. He transferred the Camels from his overcoat to a jacket
pocket. He wondered, as he did so, if they did not represent an unnecessary note of strain*.
Mrs. Barrows smoked only Luckies. It was his idea to puff a few puffs on a Camel (after
the rubbing-out*), stub it out* in the ashtray holding her lipstick-stained Luckies, and
thus drag a small red herring* across the trail*. Perhaps it was not a good idea. It would
take time. He might even choke*, too loudly.
Mr. Martin had never seen the house on West Twelfth Street where Mrs. Barrows
lived, but he had a clear enough picture of it. Fortunately, she had bragged* to everybody
about her ducky* first-floor apartment in the perfectly darling three story* red-brick.
There would be no doorman or other attendants; just the tenants of the second and third
floors. As he walked along, Mr. Martin realized that he would get there before ninethirty. He had considered walking north on Fifth Avenue from Schrafft’s to a point from
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which it would take him until ten o’clock to reach the house. At that hour people were
less likely to be coming in or going out. But the procedure would have made an
awkward loop in the straight thread of his casualness*, and he had abandoned it. It was
impossible to figure when people would be entering or leaving the house, anyway. There
was a great risk at any hour. If he ran into anybody, he would simply have to place the
rubbing-out* of Ulgine Barrows in the inactive file forever. The same thing would hold
true if there were someone in her apartment. In that case he would just say that he had
been passing by, recognized her charming house and thought to drop in*.
It was eighteen minutes after nine when Mr. Martin turned into Twelfth Street. A
man passed him, and a man and a woman talking. There was no one within fifty paces*
when he came to the house, halfway down the block. He was up the steps in the
small vestibule* in no time, pressing the bell under the card that said “Mrs.
Ulgine Barrows*.” When the clicking in the lock started, he jumped forward against the
door. He got inside fast, closing the door behind him. A bulb in a lantern hung from the
hall ceiling on a chain seemed to give a monstrously bright light. There was nobody on
the stair, which went up ahead of him along the left wall. A door opened down the hall in
the wall on the right. He went toward it swiftly*, on tiptoe.
“Well, for God’s sake, look who’s here!” bawled* Mrs. Barrows, and her braying*
laugh rang out like the report* of a shotgun. He rushed past her like a football tackle*,
bumping* her. “Hey, quit* shoving*!” she said, closing the door behind them. They were
in her living room, which seemed to Mr. Martin to be lighted by a hundred lamps.
“What’s after you?’ she said. “You’re as jumpy* as a goat.” He found he was unable to
speak. His heart was wheezing* in his throat “I—yes,” he finally brought out. She was
jabbering* and laughing as she started to help him off with his coat. “No, no,” he said.
“I’ll put it here.” He took it off and put it on a chair near the door. “Your hat and gloves,
too,” she said. “You’re in a lady’s house.” He put his hat on top of the coat. Mrs.
Barrows seemed larger* than he had thought. He kept his gloves on. “I was passing by,”
he said. “I recognized—is there anyone here?” She laughed louder than ever. “No,” she
said, “we’re all alone. You’re as white as a sheet*, you funny* man. Whatever has
come over you? I’ll mix you a toddy*.” She started toward a door across the room.
“Scotch-and-soda be all right? But say, you don’t drink, do you?” She turned and gave
him her amused look. Mr. Martin pulled himself together. “Scotch-and-soda will be all
right,” he heard himself say. He could hear her laughing in the kitchen.
Mr. Martin looked quickly around the living room for the weapon. He had
counted on finding one there. There were andirons* and a poker* and something in
a corner that looked like an Indian club*. None of them would do. It couldn’t be
that way. He began to pace around. He came to a desk. On it lay a metal paper knife
with an ornate handle. Would it be sharp enough? He reached for it and knocked
over a small brass jar*. Stamps spilled out of it and it fell to the floor with a
clatter*. “Hey,” Mrs. Barrows yelled from the kitchen, “are you tearing up the pea
patch?” Mr. Martin gave a strange laugh*. Picking up the knife, he tried its point
against his left wrist. It was blunt*. It wouldn’t do.

When Mrs. Barrows reappeared, carrying two highballs*, Mr. Martin, standing there
with his gloves on, became acutely* conscious of the fantasy* he had wrought*. Cigarettes
in his pocket, a drink prepared for him—it was all too grossly* improbable. It was more
than that; it was impossible. Somewhere in the back of his mind a vague idea stirred*,
sprouted*. “For heaven’s sake, take off those gloves,” said Mrs. Barrows. “I always
wear them in the house,” said Mr. Martin. The idea began to bloom*, strange and
wonderful. She put the glasses on a coffee table in front of a sofa and sat on the sofa.
“Come over here, you odd* little man,” she said. Mr. Martin went over and sat
beside her. It was difficult getting a cigarette out of the pack of Camels, but he
managed it. She held a match for him, laughing. “Well,” she said, handing him his
drink, “this is perfectly marvelous. You with a drink and a cigarette.”
Mr. Martin puffed, not too awkwardly, and took a gulp* of the highball. “I drink and
smoke all the time,” he said. He clinked his glass against hers. “Here’s nuts* to that old
windbag*, Fitweiler,” he said, and gulped again. The stuff tasted awful, but he made no
grimace*. “Really, Mr. Martin,” she said, her voice and posture changing, “you are
insulting our employer.” Mrs. Barrows was now all special adviser to the president. “I

His plan would not
be as casual and
uncomplicated as
he wanted it to be.
killing, murdering

pay a visit

(pasos), footsteps

entrance hall
Among other things, it
means a castrated
pig.

quickly
yelled / (de rebuzno)
detonation / dribbling,
(regate)
colliding / stop /
pushing vigorously
nervous
making a noisy sound
babbling, talking excitedly & unclearly,
(parloteando)

bigger, taller

(sábana) / curious
alcoholic hot spiced
drink, (ponche)

(morillos) / (atizador)
stick used in gymnastic exercises

can, (caja)
rattle, loud noise
(risotada, carcajada)
unsharpened, dull

tall glasses for whisky
and soda
(perfectamente) / (desvarío) / (forjado)
blatantly, too
(rebulló)
germinated
flourish, prosper

strange, quaint,
peculiar

fast draft (trago)
Toast, Let's drink,
(Brin demos)
(carcamal)
face, expression,
affectation
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am preparing a bomb,” said Mr. Martin, “which will blow the old goat* higher than
hell.” He had only had a little of the drink, which was not strong. It couldn’t be that. “Do
you take dope* or something?” Mrs. Barrows asked coldly. “Heroin,” said Mr. Martin.
“I’ll be coked to the gills* when I bump that old buzzard* off.” “Mr. Martin!” she
shouted, getting to her feet. “That will be all of that. You must go at once.” Mr. Martin
took another swallow of his drink. He tapped his cigarette out in the ashtray and put the
pack of Camels on the coffee table. Then he got up. She stood glaring* at him. He
walked over and put on his hat and coat. “Not a word about this,” he said, and laid an
index finger against his lips. All Mrs. Barrows could bring out was “Really!” Mr. Martin
put his hand on the doorknob. “I’m sitting in the catbird seat,” he said. He stuck* his
tongue out at her and left. Nobody saw him go.
Mr. Martin got to his apartment, walking, well before eleven. No one saw him
go in. He had two glasses of milk after brushing his teeth, and he felt elated*. It
wasn’t tipsiness*, because he hadn’t been tipsy *. Anyway, the walk had worn off
all effects of the whisky. He got in bed and read a magazine for a while. He was
asleep before midnight.

Mr. Martin got to the office at eight-thirty the next morning, as usual. At a quarter to
nine, Ulgine Barrows, who had never before arrived at work before ten, swept* into his
office. “I’m reporting to Mr. Fitweiler now!” she shouted. “If he turns you over to the
police, it’s no more than you deserve!” Mr. Martin gave her a look of shocked surprise.
“I beg your pardon?” he said. Mrs. Barrows snorted* and bounced* out of the room,
leaving Miss Paird and Joey Hart staring after her. “What’s the matter with that old devil
now?” asked Miss Paird. “I have no idea,” said Mr. Martin, resuming* his work. The
other two looked at him and then at each other. Miss Paird got up and went out. She
walked slowly past the closed door of Mr. Fitweiler’s office. Mrs. Barrows was yelling
inside, but she was not braying*. Miss Paird could not hear what the woman was saying.
She went back to her desk.
Forty-five minutes later, Mrs. Barrows left the president’s office and went into her
own, shutting* the door. It wasn’t until half an hour later that Mr. Fitweiler sent for Mr.
Martin. The head of the filing department, neat, quiet, attentive, stood in front of the old
man’s desk. Mr. Fitweiler was pale and nervous. He took his glasses off and twiddled*
them. He made a small, bruffing* sound in his throat. “Martin,” he said, “you have been
with us more than twenty years.” “Twenty two, sir,” said Mr. Martin. “In that time,”
pursued the president, “your work and your—uh—manner have been exemplary*.” “I
trust so, sir,” said Mr. Martin. “I have understood, Martin,” said Mr. Fitweiler, “that you
have never taken a drink or smoked.” “That is correct, sir,” said Mr. Martin. “Ah, yes.”
Mr. Fitweiler polished his glasses. “You may describe what you did after leaving the
office yesterday, Martin,” he said. Mr. Martin allowed less than a second for his
bewildered* pause. “Certainly, sir,” he said. “I walked home. Then I went to Schrafft’s
for dinner. Afterward I walked home again. I went to bed early, sir, and read a magazine
for a while. I was asleep before eleven.” “Ah, yes,” said Mr. Fitweiler again. He was
silent for a moment, searching for the proper words to say to the head of the filing
department. “Mrs. Barrows,” he said finally, “Mrs. Barrows has worked hard, Martin,
very hard. It grieves* me to report that she has suffered a severe breakdown*. It has
taken the form of a persecution complex accompanied by distressing hallucinations.” “I
am very sorry, sir,” said Mr. Martin. “Mrs. Barrows is under the delusion*,” continued
Mr. Fitweiler, “that you visited her last evening and behaved yourself in an—uh—
unseemly* manner.” He raised his hand to silence Mr. Martin’s little pained outcry. “It is
the nature of these psychological diseases,” Mr. Fitweiler said, “to fix upon the least
likely and most innocent party as the—uh—source of persecution. These matters are not
for the lay* mind to grasp, Martin. I’ve just had my psychiatrist, Dr. Fitch, on the phone.
He would not, of course, commit* himself, but he made enough generalizations to substantiate my suspicions. I suggested to Mrs. Barrows when she had completed her—uh*—
story to me this morning, that she visit Dr. Fitch, for I suspected a condition*
at once. S he flew, I regret to say, into a rage, and demanded*—uh—requested* that I
call you on the carpet*. You may not know, Martin, but Mrs. Barrows had planned a
reorganization of your department—subject to my approval, of course, subject to my
approval. This brought you, rather than anyone else, to her mind—but again that is a

(viejo verde, viejo cabrón, viejo carcamal)
drugs
full of drugs / vulture

staring angrily and
fiercely, (fulminándole con la mirada)

put out, showed

exultant, (eufórico)
slight drunkenness,
(chispa) / (achispado)

burst, rushed

(dio un bufido) /
rushed angrily
(retomando)

raising the voice,
shouting as an ass

closing
played indulgently
with
short embarrassed
coughing
an example for
others

disconcerted

anguishes, distresses
/ crisis
psychotic belief, (falsa creencia)
unsuitable, improper,
indecent, unbecoming

nonprofessional, (profanos)
pass yet judgement
let’s say
(estado o problema
de salud)
(exigió) / (pidió)
speak to you severely &
officially about something you have done
wrong, (le requiriese)
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phenomenon for Dr Fitch and not for us. So, Martin, I am afraid Mrs. Barrows’ usefulness here is at an end.” “I am dreadfully sorry, sir,” said Mr. Martin.
It was at this point that the door to the office blew open with the suddenness of a
gas-main explosion and Mrs. Barrows catapulted* through it. “Is the little rat denying
it?” she screamed*. “He can’t get away with that!” Mr. Martin got up and moved
discreetly to a point beside Mr. Fitweiler’s chair. “You drank and smoked at my
apartment,” she bawled* at Mr. Martin, “and you know it! You called Mr. Fitweiler an
old windbag and said you were going to blow him up when you got coked to the gills on
your heroin!” She stopped yelling to catch her breath and a new glint* came into her
popping* eyes. “If you weren’t such a drab*, ordinary little man,” she said, “I’d think
you’d planned it all. Sticking your tongue out at me, saying you were sitting in the
catbird seat, because you thought no one would believe me when I told it! My God, it’s
really too perfect!” She brayed* loudly and hysterically, and the fury was on her again.
She glared* at Mr. Fitweiler. “Can’t you see how he has tricked us, you old fool? Can’t
you see his little game?” But Mr. Fitweiler had been surreptitiously* pressing all the
buttons under the top of his desk and employees of F&S began pouring* into the room.
“Stockton,” said Mr. Fitweiler, “you and Fishbein will take Mrs. Barrows to her home.
Mrs. Powell, you will go with them.” Stockton, who had played a little football in high
school, blocked* Mrs. Barrows as she made* for Mr. Martin. It took him and Fishbein
together to force her out of the door into the hall, crowded with stenographers* and
office boys. She was still screaming imprecations * at Mr. Martin, tangled* and
contradictory imprecations. The hubbub* finally died out down the corridor.
“I regret that this has happened,” said Mr. Fitweiler. “I shall ask you to
dismiss it from your mind*, Martin.” “Yes, sir,” said Mr. Martin, anticipating his chief’s
“That will be all” by moving to the door. “I will dismiss it.” He went out and shut the
door, and his step was light and quick in the hall. When he entered his department he had
slowed down to his customary gait*, and he walked quietly across the room to the W20
file, wearing* a look of studious* concentration.

rushed wildly in
yelled

cried

glare, (destello)
protruding / (gris, insignificante, anodino)
shouted as an ass,
(rebuznó)
looked angrily
secretly
flowing, coming

(obstruyó) / went
typists
scandalous accusations
/ (enmarañadas)
tumult, loud confuse
noises, (alboroto)
(destierre de su mente)

walking pace
exhibiting in public /
(diligente, asidua, esmerada)

1. a) Why, in light of Mr. Martin's character, does his intention to do away with Mrs. Burrows seem humorous?
b) Consider Mr. Martin's behavior when he first arrives at Mrs. Barrows' apartment. How is it incongruous with what you would
expect of a cold-blooded murderer? Why is this part of the story funny rather than chilling? Do you have any serious fear that
Mr. Martin will actually go through with the murder?
c) What is incongruous about Mr. Martin's boasts to Mrs. Barrows?
d) How does the humor of the final scene—in Mr. Fitweiler's office—depend on the incongruity of reversed expectations? Is the
ending coherently foreshadowed by what has happened previously? Explain.
2. Why does Erwin Martin change his plan? When do you learn completely what the full plan really is? What role does Martin’s
twenty-two-year employment with F&S play in Fitweiler’s reaction? Why is the plan successful?
3. Describe Martin’s character.
a) Is he round or flat? Is he a traditional or a rebellious character? Why? Do you learn enough about him to determine if he is
dynamic?
b) Does his character suggest that he is capable of going through with his original plan of murder?
c) What does his use of the following terms indicate about some of the ways he has spent his time: “rub out,” “old goat,” “coked
to gills,” (224) and “buzzard”?
d) What do you learn about his inner life? What do his habits of milk drinking, regular dinner times, and general efficiency
contribute to your understanding of his character?
e) What is the catbird seat, and is Martin one of its occupants at the end of the story?
4. What is the effect upon Martin’s plan of Fitweiler’s experience with psychiatry? When Martin is in Mrs. Barrow’s apartment and
develops his plan, do you think he is predicting what Fitweiler’s response will be to her report of his “confession”?
5. a) Summarize Mrs. Barrows’s career at F&S. Does it seem to you that the “death penalty” is justifiable for her? What do phrases
like “quacking voice" and "braying laugh” and “she romped now and then like a circus horse” contribute to your attitude toward
her? How are you affected by her behavior in her home when Martin visits her? Is there any discrepancy in your responses?
Do you think that Thurber is fair to her?
b) Does Mrs. Ulgine Burrows represent a genuine force for change within the company? Why or why not?
6. Is the story serious, farcical, or a little bit of both? What parts are funny (i.e., characters, the language of Mrs. Barrows, the plot,
the climax, the resolution)? Even though there is much that is comic, what values embodied in the conflict between Martin and
Mrs. Barrows might have a more serious implication?
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Carl Sandburg (1878-1967)

Margaret

5

Many birds and the beating* of wings
Make a flinging* reckless* hum*
In the early morning at the rocks
Above the blue pool*
where the gray shadows swim lazy.

moving up and down

In your blue eyes, O reckless* child,
I saw today many little wild* wishes,
Eager* as the great morning.

audacious, daring,
bold, impetuous
raving, beating

emitting / impetuous,
audacious / (murmullo)
small body of still water

Keenly ardent, Adventurously enthusiastic, Strongly
desirous

1. The speaker sees Margaret in “early morning” and he compares the wild wishes in her eyes to “the great morning.” Can these
“mornings” be connected in some way to anything similar in meaning in previous texts?
2. What do you think Margeret is wishng for?

Lost

5

Desolate and lone
All night long on the lake
Where fog trails and mist creeps,
The whistle of a boat
Calls and cries unendingly,
Like some lost child
In tears and trouble
Hunting the harbor’s breast
And the harbor's eyes.

1.
2.

Who or what is the speaker of the poem?
What is his or her relation to the situation?

Fog

5

1.
2.

The fog comes
on little cat feet.
It sits looking over harbor and city
on silent haunches
and then moves on.

Try to describe who or what the speaker of this
poem is and the situation which the poem presents.
Describe the tone of the poem, bearing in mind
that tone involves the speaker's attitude towards
(i) the addressee, (ii) the subject matter; (iii) the
speaker himself.

Village in Late Summer

5

Lips half-willing in a doorway.
Lips half-singing at a window.
Eyes half-dreaming in the walls.
Feet half-dancing in a kitchen.
Even the clocks half-yawn the hours
And the farmers make half-answers.

1. How does Sandburg's poem suggest a near-paralysing of action in the village in late summer?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
3. What mental picture do you receive from each line?
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Edwin Arlington Robinson (1869-1935)

Richard Cory

1897

Whenever Richard Cory went down town,
We people on the pavement* looked at him:
He was a gentleman from sole* to crown,
Clean favored, and imperially slim*.
5

10

15

And he was always quietly arrayed*,
And he was always human when he talked;
But still he fluttered* pulses* when he said,
‘Good-morning,’ and he glittered* when he walked.
And he was rich—yes, richer than a king—
And admirably schooled* in every grace:
In fine*, we thought that he was everything
To make us wish that we were in his place.
So on we worked, and waited for the light,
And went without the meat, and cursed* the bread;
And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,
Went home and put a bullet through his head.

side walk, street
foot
clever, crafty

dressed with taste and
modesty

beat / throbs, palpitations
shone radiantly, (refulgía)

educated, trained
In short

damned

1.

Do you think Richard is portrayed as a tragic figure? Why or why not?

2.

What can you surmise or guess about the speaker of this poem? What is his or her status?

3.

What is the effect of using "down town", "pavement", "meat", and "bread" in connection with the people who admire Richard Cory?

4.

What are the connotations and implications of the name Richard Cory? Of the word "gentleman"?

5.

Why does the speaker use “sole to crown” instead of “head to toe” and “imperially slim” instead of “very thin” to describe Cory?

6.

What positive characteristics does Richard Cory possess (at least from the perspective of the speaker) besides wealth?

7.

What ideas about the human condition does this poem explore?

8.

What is the effect of using the pronoun we rather than the pronoun I ? That is, why does the poem describe the reaction of a group
of people to Richard Cory rather than the reaction of one sensitive individual? (To answer this question, you may find it helpful to
reread the poem, substituting I wherever we occurs.)

9.

Compare Richard Cory with the Hollywood star Marilyn Monroe as she is portrayed by Elton John' song "Candle in the Wind." In what
ways do you see the two of them as having similar qualities and characteristics?

10. What other characters in all the previous texts are similar to Richard Cory?
11. In verbal irony (a), there is a contrast between the speaker's words and meaning; in an ironic point of view (b), between the writer's
attitude and what is spoken by a fictitious character; in dramatic irony (c), between the limited knowledge of a character and the fuller
knowledge of the reader or spectator; in cosmic irony (d), between a character's aspiration and the treatment he or she receives at
the hands of Fate.
a) What ironic aspect prevails in this poem? Or point out the kinds of irony that occur.
b) Would it not be evidently a twist of fate for the most envied man in the town to kill himself?
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Amy Lowell (1874-1925)
Patterns
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1916

I walk down the garden paths,
And all the daffodils*
Are blowing, and the bright blue squills*.
I walk down the patterned garden-paths
In my stiff*, brocaded* gown*.
With my powdered* hair and jewelled fan*,
I too am a rare
Pattern. As I wander* down
The garden paths.
My dress is richly figured,
And the train*
Makes a pink and silver stain*
On the gravel*, and the thrift*
Of the borders.
Just a plate of current fashion
Tripping by in high-heeled, ribboned shoes.
Not a softness anywhere about me,
Only whalebone* and brocade.
And I sink on a seat in the shade
of a lime tree. For my passion
Wars against the stiff brocade.
The daffodils* and squills*
Flutter* in the breeze
As they please.
And I weep;
For the lime-tree is in blossom
And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom.
And the plashing* of waterdrops
In the marble fountain
Comes down the garden-paths.
The dripping never stops.
Underneath my stiffened* gown
Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin*,
A basin in the midst* of hedges* grown
So thick, she cannot see her lover hiding,
But she guesses he is near,
And the sliding of the water
Seems the stroking of a dear
Hand upon her.
What is Summer in a fine brocaded gown!
I should like to see it lying in a heap* upon the ground.
All the pink and silver crumpled up* on the ground.
I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the paths,
And he would stumble after,
Bewildered* by my laughter.
I should see the sun flashing from his sword-hilt* and buckles*
I would choose
on his shoes.
To lead him in a maze* along the patterned paths,
A bright and laughing maze for my heavy-booted lover.
Till he caught me in the shade,
And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as he clasped* me,
Aching, melting, unafraid.
With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops,

(narcisos)
bulbous herb of the
lily family
rigid / silk fabric / dress
(empolvado) / (abanico)

go about aimlessly

(cola del vestido)
coloring
(grava) / herbs

bones from whales
were used to make
extremely rigid
corsets for women

(narcisos) / (escila),
boulbous herbs
Tremble

splashing

firm, rigid
(bañera)
(entre) / (setos)

pile
collapsed, gave way,
(desplomado)

Perplexed
blade / (hebillas)

labyrinth

fastened
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And the plopping* of the waterdrops,
All about us in the open afternoon—
I am very like to swoon*
With the weight of this brocade,
For the sun sifts* through the shade.
Underneath the fallen blossom
In my bosom*,
Is a letter I have hid.
It was brought to me this morning by a rider from the Duke.
Madam, we regret to inform you that Lord Hartwell
Died in action Thursday se’nnight*.
As I read it in the white, morning sunlight,
The letters squirmed* like snakes.
“Any answer, Madam,’’ said my footman*.
“No,” I told him.
“See that the messenger takes some refreshment.
No, no answer.”
And I walked into the garden,
Up and down the patterned paths,
In my stiff, correct brocade.
The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun,
Each one.
I stood upright too,
Held rigid to the pattern
By the stiffness* of my gown.
Up and down I walked.
Up and down.
In a month he would have been my husband.
In a month, here, underneath this lime,
We would have broken the pattern*;
He for me, and I for him,
He as Colonel, I as Lady,
On this shady seat.
He had a whim*
That sunlight carried blessing.
And I answered, “It shall be as you have said.”
Now he is dead.
In Summer and in Winter I shall walk
Up and down
The patterned garden-paths
In my stiff, brocaded gown.
The squills and daffodils*
Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters*, and to snow.
I shall go
Up and down,
In my gown.
Gorgeously* arrayed*,
Boned* and stayed*.
And the softness of my body will be guarded from embrace
By each button, hook*, and lace*.
For the man who should loose* me is dead,
Fighting with the Duke in Flanders*,
In a pattern called a war.
Christ! What are patterns for?

dropping

faint, (desmayarse)

filtrates as through
a sieve (criba)

(pecho)

'seven nights', hence
a week ago
wriggled, (retorcían)
servant

rigidity

(diseño, designio,
trama), fate

impulse, belief

(narcisos)
fall-blooming herbs

Splendidly / dressed
(Encorsetada) / (apuntalada)
(hebilla) / (cordones)
liberate
A region in western
Belgium and France
that saw heavy
fighting during
World War.

1. Up to which point are the different patterns of "civilized" society a kind of imprisonment similar to the one undergone by
Bartleby or the protagonist of "The Yellow Wall-Paper"?
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H. D. (Hilda Doolittle) (1886-1961)
Heat

1916

O wind, rend* open the heat,
cut apart the heat,
rend it to tatters*.

5

10

Fruit cannot drop
through this thick air—
fruit cannot fall into heat
that presses up and blunts*
the points of pears
and rounds the grapes.
Cut the heat—
plough* through it,
turning it on either side
of your path.

cut

shreds, rags

rounds, (achata)

(súrcalo)

1. What is the meaning of the images of rending and cutting in the first three lines?
2. In lines 4-9, is it literally true that fruit cannot fall? If it is not, what is the meaning of the image that heat may blunt the points of pears
and make grapes round?
3. Discuss the image of a plough as a cutter and separator of heat?
4. In the light of the various images in the poem, what impression of heat does the poet succeed in expressing?

Oread *

The pear tree

5

Silver dust,
lifted from the earth,
higher than my arms reach,
you have mounted.
O, silver,
higher than my arms reach,
you front us with great mass;

10

no flower ever opened
so staunch a white leaf,
no flower ever parted silver
from such rare silver;

15

O, white pear,
your flower-tufts
thick on the branch
bring summer and ripe fruits
in their purple hearts

5

Sea Poppies*
Amber husk*
fluted* with gold,
fruit on the sand
marked with a rich grain,
5

10

treasure
spilled* near the shrub*-pines
to bleach* on the boulders*:
your stalk* has caught root
among wet pebbles*
and drift* flung* by the sea

(arremolina) / (puntiagudos)
(salpica)
cast, (arrójanos)
evergreen tree, (abeto)

(Amapolas)
dry outer covering of
some seeds or fruits
formed, decorared,
grooved, channaled

dropped / (mata de)
whiten / big stones
stem
(guijarros)
large mass of plants
/ thrown, (lanzados)

The Pool

1. What is suggested by the mention of the reaching arm? by the poet addressing the tree itself?
2. Why does the speaker say the pear tree will
"bring summer and ripe fruit"?
3. What does "silver dust refer to?
4. What would be lost if the poem were only about
the tree, rather than about the poet confronting the tree?
5
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Whirl up, sea—
whirl* your pointed* pines,
splash* your great pines
on our rocks,
hurl* your green over us,
cover us with your pools of fir*.

A mountain nymph.

(S.I.P.* 1915)

Standard Inspection
Procedure

Are you alive?
I touch you.
You quiver* like a sea-fish.
I cover you with my net*.
What are you —banded* one?

tremble
(red)
(bendado)

Ezra Pound (1885-1972)

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

In a station of the Metro*

Paris subway.

The apparition* of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough*.

sight, view, appearance
branch of a tree

Does the image of the petals on the wet, black bough evoke cheerfulness or sadness? If the petals were "blooming" on a tree in the
sunlight in spring, would the image be more pleasant? What is suggested by the image of wet bough?
What is the meaning of the image suggested by apparition ? Does it suggest a positive or negative view of human life?
What are the faces compared to? What does the comparison imply about the fragility of human beings?
Which is more striking for you in this poem, the spatial or the temporal vision? Which one is projected most vividly on your mind?
What is the effect of absence of predication?
To which of the Arts would you consider this poem of Ezra Pound most akin?

The River-merchant’s wife: a letter *

5

10

1915

While my hair was still cut straight across my forehead
I played about the front gate, pulling flowers.
You came by on bamboo stilts*, playing horse,
You walked about my seat, playing with blue plums*.
And we went on living in the village of Chokan:
Two small people, without dislike or suspicion.
At fourteen I married My Lord you.
I never laughed, being bashfull*.
Lowering my head, I looked at the wall.
Called to, a thousand times, I never looked back.
At fifteen I stopped scowling*,
I desired my dust to be mingled* with yours
Forever and forever and forever.
Why should I climb the lookout?

15

20

25

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

At sixteen you departed,
You went into far Ku-to-yen, by the river of swirling* eddies*,
And you have been gone five months.
The monkeys make sorrowful noise overheard.
You dragged* your feet when you went out.
By the gate now, the moss is grown, the different mosses*,
Too deep to clear them away!
The leaves fall early this autumn, in wind.
The paired* butterflies are already yellow with August
Over the grass in the West garden;
They hurt me. I grow older.
If you are coming down through the narrows of the river Kiang,
Please let me know beforehand*,
And I will come out to meet you
As far as Cho-fu-Sa.

This is the adaptation
of a poem by Rihaku,
Japanese name for
the Chinese poet
Li Po (701-762).

(zancos)
oval fleshy fruits

modest

making faces
mixed, blended

spinning, whirling /
circular currents
of waters causing small whirlpools

(arrastraste)
(musgos)

coupled

(antemano)

What is the persona of the letter writer? Who is being addressed?
At age 15, why would the river-merchant's wife stop scowling?
What is the meaning of "dust" in lines 12-13?
In what ways can line 14 be seen as pivotal line in the poem's development?
Line 19 reveals much about the circumstances of the husband's leaving. What are the several possible interpretations of this image?
Throughout the poem, the river-merchant's wife seems quite devoted to her husband. Why does she qualify her promise to meet
him "As far as Cho-fu-Sa"?
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Robert Frost

5

10

(1874-1963)

Design*

Plan, Purpose, Aim,
Intention, systematic Order, secret or
sinister Scheme

I found a dimpled* spider, fat and white,
On a white heal-all*, holding up a moth*
Like a white piece of rigid satin cloth—
Assorted characters of death and blight*
Mixed ready to begin the morning right*,
Like the ingredients of a witches’ broth*—
A snow-drop spider, a flower like a froth*,
And dead wings carried like a paper kite*.
What had that flower to do with being white,
The wayside* blue and innocent heal-all?
What brought the kindred* spider to that height*,
Then steered* the white moth thither* in the night?
What but design of darkness to appall*?—
If design* govern in a thing so small.

(que tiene hoyuelos)
name of a flower
/ (polilla)
adversity
rite, ritual, witches'
Sabbath
potion
foam, (espuma)
(cometa)

margin of a road
analogous / stature
guided / towards
consternate, become
pale
fate, plan

1. Could you see any similarities in the central structure of this poem with any other texts read up to now?
2. In which sense do any other text previously read and this poem have the same “design of darkness” at the center of their vision?

The Draft Horse*
With a lantern* that wouldn’t burn*
In too frail* a buggy* we drove
Behind too heavy a horse
Through a pitch-dark* limitless grove*.
5

10

15

20

And a man came out of the trees
And took our horse by the head
and reaching back to his ribs*
Deliberately* stabbed* him dead.

(Caballo de Tiro)

(farol) / (alumbra)
fragile / (calesa)

very dark / forest

(costillas)
On purpose, (Intencionadamente) / (apuñaló)

The ponderous* beast went down*
With a crack of a broken shaft*.
And the night drew* through the trees
In one long invidious* draft*.

weighty, corpulent, enormous / (se desplomó)
(una de las varas o largueros a los que se engancha el caballo)
moved, passed, permeated

The most unquestioning* pair*
That ever accepted fate*
And the least* disposed* to ascribe*
Any more than we had to hate.

asking no questions / couple

We assumed* that the man himself
Or someone he had to obey
Wanted us to get down*
And walk the rest of the way.

supposed

hateful / sweep of wind,
current of air, (ráfaga)

destiny
(menos) / willing /
attribute

(apea rn os)

1. Who are the protagonists? What are they doing? Is the horse appropriate for a “frail buggy”? Where are they? What kind of grove
is it? Explain why “pitch dark limitless grove”.
2. What happens in the second stanza? How does the man carry out what he does? What kind of act is that? How is it performed?
What is the immediate effect of this act?

252

3. Is the couple's response to what happens normal? Are they intelligent? Does the way they behave reveal anything about them?
Do they look for a really convincing explanation of what has happened to them?
4. Who are the real victims of the night’s dark enmity?
5. Who are the “we”? Whow many different voices or speakers can you discover in the poem. Try to say why you think there are
different speakers. Try to say who you think each speaker is and what is the attitude. Give textual evidence for each decision.
6. With which sort of archetypal imagery do we find greater affinity: the romantic, tragic, satiric, ironic or comic one?
7. What are the assumptions the couple hold regarding the ultimate logic of the universe? What is the power that runs the universe
according to them? What are the consequences?
8. Do they love each other?

Stopping By Woods* on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods* these are I think I know.
His house is in the village though;
He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up* with snow.
5

10

15

tracts of land occupied
by growing trees

forests

cover

My little horse must think it queer*
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen* lake
The darkest evening of the year.

strange

He gives his harness* bells a shake*
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound’s the sweep*
Of easy* wind and downy* flake.

(jaeces) / jerk, jingle

The woods are lovely*, dark and deep,
But I have promises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,
And miles to go before I sleep.

(hermosos)

icy

draft, current, gust of
wind, (ráfaga)
soft / feathery

1. What do you think is the driver's motive for stopping? Cite evidence from the text that you feel supports your response.
2. Is the horse in the poem depicted differently from the driver? Do you think the driver is sensitive and morally responsible
throughout the poem? Explain.
3. If you reread the poem imaginatively from the perspective of at least one of the following groups: the homeless, blacks, and
gays, respond to the following questions:
a) How well do you know the man in the village who owns the woods?
b) Why are you traveling on the darkest evening of the year?
c) What are the promises you have to keep?
4. One of the themes we find in the poem is the one which revolves around the great lure of the wilderness.
a) What sights, sounds, or other sensations are mentioned in the text which add to the reader's sense that the scene takes
place in the wilderness?
b) Can you think of any other American texts or films which represent this theme of wilderness? What do they have in common
with Frost's poem?
c) Would this poem still be worth reading if the American wilderness should ever disappear?
5. In your opinion, what are the mysterious forces the driver may be attempting to understand? What could you tell the driver about
these forces?
6. The harness bells shaken by the horse are reminiscent of jingling bells such as those in a famous Christmas song. Can you find
other aspects of the work which would support the view that the poem is a Christmas allegory? What evidence could you cite
from the text to show that, indeed, this is not an allegory?
7. a) What does the speaker or narrator of the poem say or do in the poem which might indicate that he is, indeed, in a kind of trance?
b) What could it be about himself that the speaker in the poem is so afraid of facing? Is this fear something all of us have in common?
c) If you suddenly had just one minute to enter the poem and to be with the driver, what would you say to him about moving on?
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The Witch of Coos
I sta yed the night for shelter at a farm
Behind the mountain with a mother and son,
Two old-believers. They did all the talking.
45

5

10

15

20

MOTHER. Folks think a witch who has familiar spirits
She could call up to pass a winter evening,
But won’t, should be burned at the stake or something.
Summoning spirits isn’t ‘Button, button,
Who’s got the button,’ I would have them know.

50

SON. Mother can make a common table rear
And kick with two legs like an army mule.
MOTHER. And when I’ve done it, what good have I done?
Rather than tip a table for you, let me
Tell you what Ralle the Sioux Control once told me.
He said the dead had Souls, but when I asked him
How could that be—I thought the dead were souls,
He broke my trance. Don’t that make you suspicious
That there’s something the dead are keeping back?
Yes, there’s something the dead are keeping back.
SON. You wouldn’t want to tell him what we have
Up attic, mother?

55

60

65

MOTHER. Bones—a skeleton.

25

SON. But the headboard of mother’s bed is pushed
Against the attic door: the door is nailed.
It’s harmless. Mother hears it in the night
Halting perplexed behind the barrier
Of door and headboard. Where it wants to get
Is back into the cellar where it came from.

70

75

MOTHER. We’ll never let them, will we, son! We’ll never!

30

35

40
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SON. It left the cellar forty years ago
And carried itself like a pile of dishes
Up one flight from the cellar to the kitchen,
Another from the kitchen to the bedroom,
Another from the bedroom to the attic,
Right past both father and mother, and neither stopped it.
Father had gone upstairs, mother was downstairs.
I was a baby: I don’t know where I was.
MOTHER, The only fault my husband found with me—
I went to sleep before I went to bed,
Especially in winter when the bed
Might just as well be ice and the clothes snow.
The night the bones came up the cellar-stairs

80

85

90

Toffile had gone to bed alone and left me,
But left an open door to cool the room off
So as to sort of turn me out of it.
I was just coming to myself enough
To wonder where the cold was coming from,
When I heard Toffile upstairs in the bedroom
And thought I heard him downstairs in the cellar.
The board we had laid down to walk dry-shod on
When there was water in the cellar in spring
Struck the hard cellar bottom. And then someone
Began the stairs, two footsteps for each step,
The way a man with one leg and a crutch,
Or a little child, comes up. It wasn’t Toffile:
It wasn’t anyone who could be there.
The bulkhead double-doors were double-locked
And swollen tight and buried under snow.
The cellar windows were banked up with sawdust
And swollen tight and buried under snow.
It was the bones. I knew them—and good reason.
My first impulse was to get to the Knob
And hold the door. But the bones didn’t try
The door; they halted helpless on the landing,
Waiting for things to happen in their favor.
The faintest restless rustling ran all through them.
I never could have done the thing I did
If the wish hadn’t been too strong in me
To see how they were mounted for this walk.
I had a vision of them put together
Not like a man, but like a chandelier.
So suddenly I flung the door wide on him.
A moment he stood balancing with emotion,
And all but lost himself. (A tongue of fire
Flashed out and licked along his upper teeth.
Smoke rolled inside the sockets of his eyes.)
Then he came at me with one hand outstretched,
The way he did in life once; but this time
[ struck the hand off brittle on the floor,
And fell back from him on the floor myself.
The finger-pieces slid in all directions.
(Where did I see one of those pieces lately?
Hand me my button-box—it must be there.)
I sat up on the floor and shouted, ‘Toffile,
It’s coming up to you.’ It had its choice
Of the door to the cellar or the hall.
It took the hall door for the novelty,
And set off briskly for so slow a thing,
Still going every which way in the joints, though,
So that it looked like lightning or a scribble,
From the slap I had just now given its hand.
I listened till it almost climbed the stairs
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105

110
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From the hall to the only finished bedroom,
Before I got up to do anything;
Then ran and shouted, ‘Shut the bedroom door,
Toffile, for my sake!’ ‘Company?’ he said,
‘Don’t make me get up; I’m too warm in bed.’
So lying forward weakly on the handrail
I pushed myself upstairs, and in the light
(The kitchen had been dark) I had to own
I could see nothing. ‘Toffile, I don’t see it.
It’s with us in the room though. It’s the bones.’
‘What bones?’ ‘The cellar bones—out of the grave.’
That made him throw his bare legs out of bed
And sit up by me and take hold of me.
I wanted to put out the light and see
If I could see it, or else mow the room,
With our arms at the level of our knees,
And bring the chalk-pile down. ‘I’ll tell you what—
It’s looking for another door to try.
The uncommonly deep snow has made him think
Of his old song, The Wild Colonial Boy,
He always used to sing along the tote road*.
He’s after an open door to get outdoors.
Let’s trap him with an open door up attic.’
Toffile agreed to that, and sure enough,
Almost the moment he was given an opening,
The steps began to climb the attic stairs.
I heard them. Toffile didn’t seem to hear them.
‘Quick!’ I slammed to the door and held the knob.
‘Toffile, get nails.’ I made him nail the door shut
And push the headboard of the bed against it.
Then we asked was there anything
Up attic that we’d ever want again.
The attic was less to us than the cellar.
If the bones liked the attic, let them have it.
Let them stay in the attic. When they sometimes
Come down the stairs at night and stand perplexed

130

135

Behind the door and headboard of the bed,
Brushing their chalky skull with chalky fingers,
With sounds like the dry rattling of a shutter,
That’s what I sit up in the dark to say—
To no one any more since Toffile died
Let them stay in the attic since they went there.
I promised Toffile to be cruel to them
For helping them be cruel once to him.
SON. We think they had a grave down in the cellar.
MOTHER. We know they had a grave down in the
cellar.
SON. We never could find out whose bones they were.

140

145

150

155

MOTHER. Yes, we could too, son. Tell the truth for
once.
They were a man’s his father killed for me.
I mean a man he killed instead of me.
The least I could do was to help dig their grave.
We were about it one night in the cellar.
Son knows the story: but ’twas not for him
To tell the truth, suppose the time had come.
Son looks surprised to see me end a lie
We’d kept all these years between ourselves
So as to have it ready for outsiders.
But tonight I don’t care enough to lie—
I don’t remember why I ever cared.
Toffile, if he were here, I don’t believe
Could tell you why he ever cared himself.
She hadn’t found the finger-bone she wanted
Among the buttons poured out in her lap,
I verified the name next morning: Toffile.
The rural letter box said Toffile Lajway.

* tote road : a road used for hauling supplies to a logging camp.

1.

This is a narrative poem, telling of a man who “stayed the night for shelter” at the home of a old country woman and her 40-year old
son, “two old believers.” The old woman—a witch—and her son tell the stranger a story about a skeleton that haunts their house,
where he came from, why he’s there. We as readers are never sure whether to believe the witch or doubt her. There is mystery,
murder, the supernatural, “weird” people, perhaps an illicit love affair, the occult. Use evidence from the poem to support the
following questions.
a) What kind of a marriage was it?
b) Whose bones were they?
c) What kind of person is the son?
d) Can we believe the mother? Is she really a witch?
e) Why all the images of cold and snow?
f) Who is the narrator?
g) Was there really a skeleton or wasn’t there?

2. Do you think that literature is a world outside yourself, a world you don’t inhabit? Jot down your thoughts for debate.
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T. S. Eliot (1888-1965)

The Waste Land

1922

*“Nam Sibyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis
vidi in ampulla pendere, et cum illi pueri dicerent:
Sivbulla tiv qevlei"; respondebat illa: aj p oqanei' n qev l w ”

"For once I saw with my own eyes the Sibyl at
Cumae, hanging in a cage, and when the boys
said, ‘What do you wish O Sibyl?’ she replied,
‘I wish to die’” (Petronius, Satyricon XLVIII).

For Ezra Pound

il miglior fabbro.*

I. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD*
†
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"the better craftsman” (Dante, Purgatory XVI.117)

This title is a reminder to Christians in the funeral service of man's body whose final destination is nothing but dust (30).

April is the cruellest month, breeding*
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing
Memory and desire, stirring*
Dull* roots with spring rain.
Winter kept us warm, covering*
Earth in forgetful* snow, feeding
A little life with dried* tubers*.
Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee*
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade*,
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,*
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.
Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.*
And when we were children, staying at the archduke’s,
My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled*,
And I was frightened*. He said, Marie,
Marie, hold on tight*. And down we went.
In the mountains, there you feel free.
I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.

germinating, producing

What are the roots that clutch*, what branches grow
Out of this stony* rubbish? Son of man*,
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only
A heap* of broken images*, where the sun beats*,
And the dead tree gives no shelter*, the cricket no relief*,
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only
There is shadow under this red* rock,
(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),
And I will show you something different from either
Your shadow at morning striding* behind you
Or your shadow at evening rising* to meet you;
I will show you fear in a handful of dust.
Frisch weht der Wind*
Der Heimat zu*
Mein Irisch Kind,*
Wo weilest du?*
‘You gave me hyacinths* first a year ago;
“‘They called me the hyacinth girl.’
—Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden,
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not
Speak, and my eyes failed*. I was neither
Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,
Looking into the heart of light, the silence.
Oed’ und leer das Meer.*

grasp tightly, (se aferran)

(re bullendo), arousing
lifeless, drab, dreary,
turbid, muddy, bleak
(cubriendo)
oblivious
not swollen / roots, conduits,
(tubérculos)
resort lake near Munich
like an arcade, (columnata)
public park with cafes in
Munich
"I am not Russian at all,
I come from Lithuania,
a pure German.”
(trineo)

In lines 1 to 18 we
come upon two different
speakers, both revealing
a different voice in the
narrator's imagination: in
lines 1-7 the main voice
is that of the narratorclerk who works in London downtown business
area.

In lines 8-18 another
voice appears within the
narrator's mind; it is a
feminine voice. The
scene in which the voice
speaks takes place in
Germany. This second
speaker or voice of the
narrator's consciousness
is perhaps simply being
imagined by the clerk as
he thinks of spring.

scared
firm, secure

rocky, pebbly, (pétrea) /
Cf. Ezekiel Il, i.
pile , (montón) / idols / strikes,
(abrasa)
refuge, cover, protection /
comfort, ease, Cf.
Ecclesiastes XII, v.
burning

In lines 19 to 42, we find
two main speakers.
These are not the same
two speakers introduced
in lines 1-18; although all
speakers are creations of
the narrator's mind and
all seem to reveal his
mental, intellectual or
spiritual condition they
all have distinct traits.
In lines 19-30, the
speaker is some kind of
prophet who addresses
the "son of man".

pacing, walking
ascending

"The wind blows fresh
toward the homeland;
my Irish child,
where are you waiting?”
(jacintos), flowers symbolic
of resurrection in Greek
mythology

could not see

"Empty and blank the Sea" or
"Waste and empty is the Sea."

From lines 31-42, the
voice belongs to a female
speaker, the Hyacinth
girl. The German verses
from Tristan and Isolde,
an opera by R. Wagner,
introduce the mood of the
piece. The Hyacinth girl
might be a projection of
a woman the narratorclerk once loved, who is
gone from his life or a
wishful reverie of one
who he would have liked
to exist.

† Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante*,
Had a bad cold*, nevertheless
45 Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe,
With a wicked* pack of cards*. Here, said she,
Is your card, the drowned* Phoenician Sailor,
(Those are pearls that were his eyes. Look!*)
Here is Belladonna*, the Lady of the Rocks,
50 The lady of situations.
Here is the man with three staves*, and here the Wheel*,
And here is the one-eyed* merchant, and this card,
Which is blank*, is something he carries on his back,
Which I am forbidden* to see. I do not find
55 The Hanged Man*. Fear death by water.
I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring*.
Thank you*. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone,
Tell her I bring the horoscope myself:
One must be so careful these days.

fortune-teller

60 †

Not fulfilling best wishes
or the most proper ideals.

65

70
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Unreal* City,
Under the brown* fog of a winter dawn,
A crowd flowed* over London Bridge, so many,
I had not thought death had undone* so many.
Sighs*, short and infrequent, were exhaled*,
And each man fixed his eyes before his feet.
Flowed* up the hill and down King William Street*,
To where Saint Mary Woolnoth* kept the hours
With a dead sound on the final stroke of nine*.
There I saw one I knew, and stopped him, crying: ‘Stetson*!
‘You who were with me in the ships at Mylae*!
‘That corpse you planted last year in your garden,
‘Has it begun to sprout*? Will it bloom* this year?
‘Or has the sudden frost* disturbed its bed?
‘Oh keep the Dog* far hence*, that’s friend to men,
‘Or with his nails he’ll dig it up* again!
‘You! hypocrite lecteur!—mon semblable,—mon frère!*’

†

(also venereal disease)

perverse / (baraja)
(ahogado)
line from Shakespeare's The Tempest
(parca o diosa que cortab a el
hilo de la vida del hombre)
(tres de bastos) / turning circle of
Fortune
egocentric, unifocal, of limited vision
not printed on, i. e., Mme Sosostris has no
comprehension of these possible mysteries
not allowed

Image associated with the sacrifice of one person
or god to ensure the regeneration of fertility.
in a circle, frustrating routine or meaningless life
Utterance for she has probably been paid.

because of pollution from factories,
cars and heating systems
(fluía)
ruined, (deshecho a); line alluding
to Dante's Hell , Canto III
(Suspiros) / breathed; line alluding
to Dante's Hell, Canto IV
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The Chair she sat in, like a burnished* throne*,
Glowed* on the marble, where the glass*
Held up by standards* wrought* with fruited vines*
From which a golden Cupidon* peeped out*
(Another hid* his eyes behind his wing)
Doubled* the flames of sevenbranched candelabra*
Reflecting light upon the table as
The glitter* of her jewels rose* to meet it,
From satin* cases* poured* in rich profusion;
In vials* of ivory and coloured glass
Unstoppered*, lurked* her strange synthetic* perfumes,
Unguent*, powdered, or liquid—troubled*, confused
And drowned* the sense in odours; stirred* by the air
That freshened from the window, these ascended
In fattening* the prolonged candle-flames,
Flung* their smoke into the laquearia*,
Stirring* the pattern* on the coffered ceiling*.
Huge sea-wood fed with copper*
Burned* green and orange, framed by the coloured stone,
In which sad light a carvèd* dolphin swam*.

In lines 60-76, the narrator seems to be making
his way to work and refers to London as "unreal
city". He considers the
pedestrians, the clock of
St. Mary Woolnoth's
church, and Stetson, to
be associated with commercial interests.

(Fluían) / street in the City of London
Small church in the business
district of London.
9 a.m. is the hour when offices in the City would open for work.
Person's name suggesting the typical businessman of the City;
it reminds also of a well known brand of hat.
Site of the Roman defeat of the Carthaginian fleet in the First
Punic War (260 B.C.), fought, as most wars, over commercial interests.
grow / flourish
(escarcha)
capital letter generalizes the idea of the dog /
far away from the garden bed
uncover, (desenterrar), resurrect
‘‘hypocrite reader, my likeness,
my brother’’ in Baudelaire's
Preface to Fleurs du Mal.

II. A GAME OF CHESS
†

In lines 43 to 76 we have
the main narrator-clerk
voice. From line 43 to 59
he remembers consulting
Madame Sosostris, a fortune teller. He recalls
images as the Phoenician sailor, Belladona, a
"man with three staves",
the Wheel, "one eyed
merchant", crowds of
Londoners and Mrs. Equitone.

iridiscent, sheeny, polished, (bruñido) / Cf.
Antony & Cleopatra, II, ii, l. 190.
Shone (Refulgía, Resplandecía) / mirror
columns / adorned / (pámpanos)
Boy god of love / (atisbaba, se asomaba)
(escondía)
Reflected, (Duplicaba) / (candelabros),
elaborated candlestick
(brillo, destello) / went up
(de raso, satén) / (estuches) /
sent forth

Part II, 77-172, seems to
be in ironic contrast to
the previous speaker's
concern with the alienating urban life. We hear
various voices.
From lines 77 to 110 the
narrator-clerk considers
first Cleopatra's figure
(72-98); he evokes a vision of a woman as a
modern Cleopatra at the
baroque dressing table
through an allusion to
Shakespeare's Antony
and Cleopatra.
Then, from lines (99110), he considers the
legend of Philomel and
the two women transformations.

small bottles, (ampollas)
(Destapados ) / (acechaban) / mixed but
with a strong suggestion of artificiality
Ointment / disturbed
suffocated / (removidos)

(engrosando)
(Lanzaban) / paneled ceilings, (artesonados)
(Removiendo) / (arabescos) / paneled, (casetones del techo)
(cobrizos)
(Ardía en)
(tallado) / (nadaba)
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Above the antique mantel* was displayed
As though a window gave upon the sylvan* scene
The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king*
So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale
Filled* all the desert with inviolable* voice
And still she cried, and still the world pursues*,
‘Jug Jug’* to dirty ears.
And other withered* stumps* of time
Were told upon the walls; staring* forms*
Leaned out*, leaning*, hushing* the room enclosed.
Footsteps shuffled* on the stair.
Under the firelight*, under the brush*, her hair
Spread out in fiery* points
Glowed* into words, then would be savagely still.
‘My nerves are bad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay* with me.
Speak to me. Why do you never speak. Speak.
What are you thinking of? What thinking? What?
I never know what you are thinking. Think.’
I think we are in rats’ alley*
Where the dead men lost their bones.

(repisa de la chimenea)
(nemorosa, boscosa, silvestre)
In Greek myth, Philomela was raped by her botherin-law, Tereus (206), the king ; aided by her sister,
she murdered his son in revenge, fled, and was
changed into a nightingale.
(Llevaba) / cannot be injured or profaned
(persigue)
In Elizabethan l yrics a conventional representation of the
nightingale’s song. 'Jug' was also a vulgar sexual address.
(marchitados) / (muñones), reference to Philomel's
ripped tongue
looking fixedly / portraits or figures in the painting
(Se asomaban) / (se inclinaban) / (acallando)
Feet dragged along, trod, (se arrastraban haciendo
ruido)
(luz de fuego) / (cepillo)
flaming
Shone, (Refulgía, Resplandecía )

Be, Remain

From line 111 to 127 the
speaker overhears a
conversation between a
woman and a man. The
woman is vaguely afraid.
Her companion broods
over the futility of existence.

narrow passageway between
or behind buildings

‘What is that noise?’
The wind under the door.
‘What is that noise now? What is the wind doing?’
Nothing again nothing.
‘Do
‘You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you remember
‘Nothing?’
I remember
Those are pearls that were his eyes.
‘Are you alive, or not? Is there nothing in your head?’
But
O O O O that Shakespeherian Rag*—
It’s so elegant
So intelligent
‘What shall I do now? What shall I do?
‘I shall rush* out as I am, and walk the street
‘With my hair down*, so. What shall we do tomorrow?
‘What shall we ever do?’
The hot water at ten.
And if it rains, a closed car at four.
And we shall play a game of chess,
Pressing lidless* eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door*.

Popular dancing song of 1912.

When Lil’s husband got demobbed*, I said—
I didn’t mince my words*, I said to her myself,
H URRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME *
Now Albert’s coming back, make yourself a bit smart*.
He’ll want to know what you done with that money he gave you
To get yourself some teeth. He did, I was there.
You have them all out, Lil, and get a nice set*,
He said, I swear, I can’t bear* to look at you.
And no more can’t I, I said, and think of poor Albert,
He’s been in the army four years, he wants a good time,
And if you don’t give it him, there’s others will, I said.
Oh is there, she said. Something o’ that, I said.

back into civilian life, (desmovilizaron)

hurry
(pelo suelto)

From lines 128 to 138 we
hear the voice of another woman or perhaps the
same one preceding.
She stars by mimicking
Ariel's song in Shakespeare's The Tempest. In
spite of her elegant and
intellectual pretension
she seems so bored that
she plans to sell her body
in the streets, because
the experience may be
interesting.

sleepless, uncomfortable /
Cf. Middleton's Women be
aware of women

I told her directly, (No me
mordí la lengua)
Pubkeeper’s call at
closing time.
(ponte un poquito elegante)

(prótesis dental)
stand, tolerate, (aguantar)

With line 139 and up to
172 another imaginative
fragment drifts through
the narrator's mind. He
describes a scene that
happens in a tavern. He
overhears and recounts
certain things. He considers the condition of a
lower-class woman. The
speaker, the "I" of the
monologue, recounts a
sordid tale of marital betrayal, abortion, a scandalous love between Lil
and Albert.
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Then I’ll know who to thank, she said, and give me a straight* look.
H URRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME*
If you don’t like it you can get on* with it, I said.
Others can pick and choose if you can’t.
But if Albert makes off*, it won’t be for lack of telling.
You ought to be ashamed*, I said, to look so antique*.
(And her only thirty-one.)
I can’t help it*, she said, pulling a long face*,
It’s them* pills I took, to bring it off*, she said.
(She’s had five already, and nearly died of young George.)
The chemist said it would be all right, but I’ve never been the same.
You are a proper fool*, I said.
Well, if Albert won’t leave you alone*, there it is, I said,
What you get married for if you don’t want children?
H URRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME
Well, that Sunday Albert was home, they had a hot gammon*,
And they asked me in to dinner, to get the beauty of it hot—
H URRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME
H URRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME
Goonight Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight.
Ta ta*. Goonight. Goonight.
Good night, ladies, good night, sweet ladies, good night,
good night.

direct, challenging
Pubkeeper’s call at closing time.
you'll have to accept it, (tendrás que aguantarte)

escapes, leaves you
(avergonzada) / old-fashioned
(No es culpa mía, No lo puedo remediar) / (poniendo
cara larga), adopting a dejected expression
'those' / to induce an abortion

(Tú no estás en tu sano juicio)
(no te deja en paz)

smoked ham, (jamón, bacon,
jamón cocido)

Good-bye (slang)

III. THE FIRE SERMON
†
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The river’s tent* is broken: the last fingers of leaf
Clutch* and sink into the wet bank*. The wind
Crosses the brown land, unheard. The nymphs* are departed.
Sweet Thames, run softly, till I end my song.
The river bears* no empty bottles, sandwich papers,
Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends*
Or other testimony* of summer nights. The nymphs are departed.
And their friends, the loitering* heirs* of city directors*;
Departed, have left no addresses*.
By the waters of Leman* I sat down and wept . . .
Sweet Thames, run softly* till I end my song,
Sweet Thames, run softly, for I speak not loud or long.
But at my back in a cold blast* I hear
The rattle* of the bones, and chuckle* spread from ear to ear.
A rat crept* softly through the vegetation
Dragging* its slimy* belly on the bank*
While I was fishing in the dull* canal
On a winter evening round behind the gashouse*.
Musing* upon the king my brother’s wreck*
And on the king my father’s death before him.
White bodies naked on the low damp* ground
And bones cast* in a little low dry garret*,
Rattled* by the rat’s foot only, year to year.
But at my back from time to time I hear
The sound of horns* and motors, which shall bring
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring.
O the moon shone* bright on Mrs. Porter
And on her daughter
They wash their feet in soda water*
Et O ces voix d’enfants, chantant dans la coupole!*
Twit twit twit
Jug jug jug jug jug jug
So rudely forc’d*.

arch formed by leaves
(Se aferran) / shore
(bellas deidades acuáticas femeninas según
la leyenda clásica)
carries
butts, (colillas)
evidence
idling / (herederos) /
(consejeros)
not domicile where to be
contacted
Geneva's Lake
tranquilly

strong gust of wind, (ráfaga)
clatter, (entrechocar ) / cackle
crawled, (se arrastraba)
(Arrastrando) / dirty / (orilla)
turbid, muddy, murky,
obscure, polluted
building or factory in which
gas is made
Thinking / devastati on

wet
dispersed / small room in the
attic, (buhardilla)
Upset, (Entrechocados)

(bocinas de coche)

Whereas Part I centers
upon sterile memories
and Part II on inordinate
desire, and futility of
modern life, in Part III
(173-311), the narratorclerk attempts to find his
way within other daily experiences which originates five distinct sections according to voice
or subject.
In lines 173-214, the main
narrator describes the
river's setting; he tells a
wind is blowing, unheard
across the brown, barren
land supposedly (185)
behind him. His mind
steeped in English poetry, morosely reflects that
the nymphs —stenographers, female clerks, typists, and so forth— have
taken their place.
All references and imagery are to wreckage.
The physical world is dull,
frustrating, colorless,
unreal. The city's loud
traffic contrasts with the
voices of children singing in a church that
recalls him a French
verse.
In the last part of this
section (207-214), the
narrator-clerk imagines
that he's having lunch
with Mr. Eugenides in a
cheap resort hotel. Mr.
Eugenides is prophetically hinted at earlier (52)
by Madame Sosostris.
He is dirty, likes sweets,
and is perhaps partially
blind. His invitation hints
of homosexuality; he is,
one suspects, inviting the
clerk to the Metropole to
gratify his own depraved
tastes. According to
Madame Sosostris he is
partially blind, "one eyed
merchant". One could
easily associate him to
Polyphemus' unifocal vision of greediness, egocentrism and all possessiveness.

glowed

cleaning solution
“And, oh, those children’s
voices, singing from on
high in the church.”

(Tan rudamente forzada)

259

210

215†

220

225

230

235

240

245

250

255

†

260

260

Tereu*

the king who raped Philomel

Unreal* City
Under the brown fog of a winter noon
Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant
Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants*
C.i.f.* London: documents at sight,
Asked me in demotic* French
To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel*
Followed by a weekend at the Metropole*.

Not fulfilling its best wishes or
its most proper ideals

At the violet hour*, when the eyes and back
Turn upward from the desk, when the human engine* waits
Like a taxi throbbing* waiting,
I Tiresias*, though blind, throbbing between two lives,
Old man with wrinkled* female breasts*, can see
At the violet hour, the evening hour that strives*
Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea,
The typist home at teatime, clears* her breakfast, lights
Her stove, and lays out* food in tins*.
Out of the window perilously spread*
Her drying combinations* touched by the sun’s last rays,
On the divan are piled* (at night her bed)
Stockings*, slippers*, camisoles*, and stays*.
I Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs*
Perceived the scene, and foretold* the rest—
I too awaited the expected guest.
He, the young man carbuncular*, arrives,
A small house agent’s clerk, with one bold* stare*,
One of the low on whom assurance sits*
As a silk hat on a Bradford* millionaire.
The time* is now propitious*, as he guesses,
The meal is ended, she is bored and tired,
Endeavours* to engage* her in caresses
Which still are unreproved*, if* undesired*.
Flushed* and decided, he assaults at once;
Exploring hands encounter no defence;
His vanity requires no response,
And makes a welcome of indifference.
(And I Tiresias have foresuffered* all
Enacted* on this same divan or bed;
I who have sat by Thebes* below the wall
And walked among the lowest of the dead*.)
Bestows* one final patronising* kiss,
And gropes* his way, finding the stairs unlit*...

dusk and also flower used in
perfumes associated with sex
worker

She turns and looks a moment in the glass,
Hardly* aware of her departed lover:
Her brain allows* one half-formed thought to pass:
‘Well now that’s done: and I’m glad it’s over*’
When lovely woman stoops* to folly* and
Paces* about her room again, alone,
She smoothes* her hair with automatic hand,
And puts a record on the gramophone.
‘This music crept* by me upon the waters’
And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street*.
O City city, I can sometimes hear
Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,
The pleasant whining* of a mandoline

Probable pun ( misprint?) between 'currants' (pasas) and 'currents'
(pólizas) quoted at a price “carriage and insurance free to London”;
they were to be handed to the buyer upon payment of the sight draft.
C.i.f stands for cost, insurance, freight —included in a price.
vulgar, colloquial, uneducated
Hotel beside a train station in the City, popular with traveling
businessmen.
Known hotel in Brighton used for businessmen's meetings. A
"weekend in Brighton" can suggest an illicit sexual meeting.

palpitating
most famous prophet of the
classical world
(arrugados) / (pechos)
struggles

removes the things from the table
puts, (saca) / (de lata)
(tendidas)
undergarments

In the next two stanzas,
215-248 and 249-256,
the narrator imagines
himself to be Tiresias,
the bisexual prophet of
Greek mythology. Leaving work for the day, the
narrator-Tiresias imaginatively follows one of
the typists to her apartment, sees the arrival of
her guest, notes the
purely mechanical way
in which the typist and
her carbuncular young
man make love to one
another. The conclusion
is that Tiresias, who has
"Walked among the lowest of the dead" (246),
has never seen beings
less human.

(se amontonan)
(Medias) / (pantuflas) / (fajas) / (cubrecorsés)
Tiresias has shriveled female breasts as part of his
b isexuality.
predicted, guessed

with pimples, (forunculoso)
daring / look
rests
Woolen goods manufacturing town in the north of England.
moment / suitable, favorable

Attempts / captivate
uncensured / (si bien) / (rechazadas)
Reddened, (Azarado, Sonrojado)

experienced pain before, (sufrido por adelantado)
(Hecho), Dramatized, Rehearsed
Allusion to that city plagued by sterility in Sophocles' King Oedipus.
When he was at Hades, in reference to Homers's The Odyssey.
Confers, Grants, Accords / as if he thinks he is
doing her an honor, humiliating
searches blindly, (buscaba a tientas) / with no light

(Sin apenas ser)
(deja paso, permite)
finished
descends / (locura)
(Da vueltas)
flattens

crawled, lingers
Streets in the City of London, close
to the River Thames.

crying, mewling, (gañir)

From here to the end of
this Part III, we find a descriptive narrator-voice,
lines 257-265; two poetic songs (266-291), the
voice of two different
g irls de live ring t he ir
parts (292-306), and a
final remark on the part
of the narrator-voice
(307-311).
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And a clatter* and a chatter* from within
Where fishmen* lounge* at noon: where the walls
Of Magnus Martyr hold*
Inexplicable* splendour of Ionian* white and gold.
The river sweats*
Oil* and tar*
The barges* drift*
With the turning tide*
Red sails
Wide
To leeward*, swing* on the heavy spar*.
The barges* wash*
Drifting* logs*
Down Greenwich reach*
Past the Isle of Dogs.*
Weialala leia
Wallala leialala*
Elizabeth and Leicester
Beating* oars*
The stern* was formed
A gilded* shell*
Red and gold
The brisk* swell*
Rippled* both shores
Southwest wind
Carried down stream
The peal* of bells
White towers
Weialala leia
Wallala leialala

noise / gossip
workers from the nearby Billingsgate fishmarket / idle, (vagean)
(contienen, mantienen)
cannot be explained / (jónicos)
the oil and tar in the river come to the surface and float like
sweat on skin
(Aceite) / ( galipote, alquitrán, brea)
(gabarras) / move slowly
(al cambio de la marea)

(sotavento) / (virando) / (verga)
(gabarras) / wave caused by the boat's movement
(Que van a la deriva) / (troncos)
range, scope
The bank of the river opposite Greenwich, part of London's
dock area.
maiden's lament

(Batientes) / (remos)
rear, back, (popa)
golden / (concha)

lively / wave
Agitated, Waved, Undulated

ringing, chiming, sounding

‘Trams* and dusty trees.
Highbury bore* me. Richmond and Kew*
Undid me*. By Richmond I raised my knees
Supine* on the floor of a narrow canoe.’

(Tranvías)

‘My feet are at Moorgate*, and my heart
Under my feet. After the event He wept.
He promised “a new start.”
I made no comment. What should I resent*?’

London slum area.

‘On Margate Sands*.
I can connect
Nothing with nothing.
The broken fingernails of dirty hands.
My people humble people who expect
Nothing.’
la la

Seaside resort on the Thames estuary.

†

To Carthage* then I came

310

Burning burning burning burning
O Lord Thou pluckest me out
O Lord Thou pluckest

Carthage has been and will be alluded to. It seems
to be associated with Aeneas lover's, Dido, where
he underwent trial; it also reminds us of St. Augustine's Confession where he spent a life of
concupiscible desires. The speaker might see
London life in a similar way where life is spent
and where "burning" might not only be lust, but
also a place where the love of God, like in St.
Augustine's case, may be possible and/or
desirable judging from the next verses.

295

300 †

305

burning

(me dio el ser) / Residential London
suburbs on the Thames.
(Me lo quitó)
Lying on her back

Lines 292-306 treat the
thoughts of two different
speakers. They are two
songs by a different type
of river-nymph. Each is a
woman of loose virtue;
each allows a man to
make love to her, and
each associates this experience with the river
Thames.

take offence at

In lines 307-311 the narrator-clerk seems to be reflecting on different possible moral condition. The
"Fire Sermon" alludes to
a sermon preached by
Buddha who admonished
his listeners to purge themselves of the fires of the
fles h, i.e., carn al desires,
avarice, pride, and the like.
A condition which might
lead him to envision other
possibility. A possibility in
which burning not be a fire
that consumes, but the refined fire which purifies, vision that recurs at line 427
when he quotes from Dante's visit to hell.
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IV. DEATH BY WATER
Phlebas the Phoenician, a fortnight* dead,
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell*
And the profit and loss.
A current* under sea
Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell
He passed the stages of his age and youth
Entering the whirlpool*.
Gentile* or Jew
O you who turn the wheel* and look to windward*,
Consider Phlebas, who was once handsome* and tall as you.

fifteen days
(mar de fondo)

the flow of submarine water. See
note at verse 210 on a pocket
full o f currants (dry grapes)
and currents (pólizas)
(remolino)
any non-Jewish person

steering wheel of a boat and also the wheel of
fortune (see note on verse 51) / (barlovento)
(gallardo)

V. WHAT THE THUNDER SAID
After the torchlight* red on sweaty* faces
After the frosty* silence in the gardens
After the agony in stony places
The shouting and the crying
Prison and palace and reverberation*
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains
He who was living is now dead
We who were living are now dying
With a little patience*
Here is no water but only rock
Rock and no water and the sandy* road
The road winding* above among the mountains
Which are mountains of rock without water
If there were water we should stop and drink
Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think
Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand
If there were only water amongst the rock
Dead mountain mouth of carious* teeth that cannot spit*
Here one can neither stand nor lie* nor sit
There is not even silence in the mountains
But dry sterile thunder without rain
There is not even solitude in the mountains
But red sullen* faces sneer* and snarl*
From doors of mudcracked* houses
If there were water
And no rock
If there were rock
And also water
And water
A spring
A pool* among the rock
If there were the sound of water only
Not the cicada*
And dry grass singing
But sound of water over a rock
Where the hermit-thrush* sings in the pine trees
Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop
But there is no water
Who is the third who walks always beside you?
When I count, there are only you and I together
But when I look ahead up the white road
There is always another one walking beside you

This part IV centers on the
image of the drowned
man (47, 221). The sailor
is a warning to all those
who sail the seas of what
may happen to them. The
drowned individual forgets
"profit and loss" (314),
passes the stage of age
and youth, loses national
distinctions of being "Gentile or Jew" (319), and becomes, in short, nothing.
The narrator-clerk, it
would seem, considers
himself as such a drowned
seaman.

(antorchas) / (sudorosas)
chilly, icy

re-echoing of thunder and also
inflicting painful beating

long suffering, forbearance,
(padecimiento)

(arenoso)
twisting, spiraling

decayed, rotten / (escupir)
rest flat

In this last Part of the
poem, the narrator, riding the subway on his
way home from work
considers the day's experience which alternates
between moments of
agony (324ff), suffering
(358ff), confusion and
hopelessness (359-365),
solitude and sterility
(377-384) to conclude
with a religious proposal
(395-422) and consideration of the significance
of it all (423-433).
In lines 322-358 there
is a first stanza (322-330)
in which the narrator undergoes the moral or
spiritual agony with others with little patience
(330).
The narrator's spiritual
wasteland glimpsed first
in "The Burial of the
Dead" will offer no shelter. Thus, the waterless,
ro ck y wa s t e, whe re
there is no solitude and
where one cannot sit or
stand or lie down (340),
is, it would seem, a vision the narrator-clerk
experiences, projecting
the nature of his immediate predicament in the
world to an imaginative
construct which seems
full of spiritual significance for him.

somber / mock / growl
(agrietadas)

(charco)

(chicharra), grasshopper

American bird with a 'water-dripping song', (zorzal)

From lines 359 to 365
the narrator's situation
reflects hopelessness.
His conversion continues into discovering dryness and sterility and
confusion more forcefully. He is still attached to
the world, but the world
is crumbling (367).

365

†
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†
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Gliding* wrapt* in a brown mantle*, hooded*
I do not know whether a man or a woman
—But who is that on the other side of you?
What is that sound high in the air
Murmur of maternal lamentation*
Who are those hooded* hordes swarming*
Over endless plains, stumbling* in cracked* earth
Ringed* by the flat horizon only
What is the city over the mountains
Cracks* and reforms* and bursts* in the violet air
Falling* towers
Jerusalem Athens Alexandria*
Vienna London
Unreal

Sliding / (envuelto) / cape, (manto)
/ (encapuchado)

Allusion to Luke 24:15-16.
(encapuchadas) / proliferating, (pululando)
(tropezando) / (agrietada)
(Cercada)

(Se agrieta) / (se reforma) / (estalla)
(Que se derrumban)
evoking urban centers of ancient
civilizations

A woman drew* her long black hair out tight
And fiddled* whisper music on those strings
And bats* with baby faces in the violet light
Whistled, and beat* their wings
And crawled* head downward down a blackened* wall
And upside down in air were towers
Tolling* reminiscent* bells, that kept the hours
And voices singing out of empty cisterns and exhausted* wells.

(se recogió)

In this decayed* hole* among the mountains
In the faint* moonlight, the grass is singing
Over the tumbled* graves, about the chapel
There is the empty chapel, only the wind’s home.
It has no windows, and the door swings*,
Dry bones can harm no one.
Only a cock* stood on the rooftree*
Co co rico co co rico
In a flash of lightning. Then a damp gust*
Bringing rain

deteriorated / opening, cavity

Ganga* was sunken*, and the limp* leaves
Waited for rain, while the black clouds
Gathered far distant, over Himavant.*
The jungle crouched*, humped* in silence.
Then spoke the thunder
DA
Datta*: what have we given?
My friend, blood shaking my heart
The awful daring of a moment’s surrender
Which an age* of prudence can never retract*
By this, and this only, we have existed
Which is not to be found in our obituaries*
Or in memories draped* by the beneficent* spider
Or under seals* broken by the lean* solicitor*
In our empty rooms
DA
Dayadhvam*: I have heard the key
Turn in the door once and turn once only
We think of the key, each in his prison
Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison
Only at nightfall, aethereal* rumours
Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus*
DA
Damyata*: The boat responded

Ganges, the sacred river of India /
submerged / (flojas)

amused herself singing in a violin
manner
(murciélagos)
(batieron)
(reptaron) / (ennegrecida)
Chiming, Ringing, (Doblando) /
prompting memories
(agotados)

dim, (leve)
fallen down, toppled, (derribadas)

oscillates

(gallo) / (viga maestra), main beam
supporting the ridge of the roof of
the ruined chapel
(ráfaga de viento)

In Indian myth, Himavant is a personification of the Himalayan Mountains.
(se acurrucó) / (se jorobó)

Give Cf. "Datta, Dayadhvam, damyata”
(Give, sympathize, control). The fable of
the meaning of the Thunder is found in
the Brihadaranyaka—Upanishad,5,1. A
translation is found in Deussen’s
Sechzig Upanishads des Veda, p.489.

In lines 366-376 he imagines he hears, as he rides
the subway home, a
"sound in the air /Murmur
of maternal lamentation".
Barbarian hordes are
swarming over the plains
above him, the earth is
cracking, cities and civilizations —"Jerusalem Athens Alexandria Vienna
and London" (374-5)—
are falling to pieces. Such
destruction seems "unreal" to him. Nothing
seems significant to him.
Though he has come to
create an imaginative situation with all those ruins.

In lines 377-384, the narrator imaginatively sees
the world of man as remarkably ugly. Bats,
empty wells, violet lights,
and towers upside down
in the air constitute the
most desolate imagery of
the wasteland, a vision of
hell. The woman he sees
is a witch; her womanhood devoted to fashioning the evil that he
surveys.

In lines 385-394, the narrator-clerk sees a chapel, the home of the wind
that has been such a
fearful force in the previous imaginative episodes
that he has experienced
this
day.
As
he
approaches this chapel,
he no longer fears the
dry bones, one of the
many symbols of death.
The cock doesn't seem a
negative symbol and rain
as a regenerative symbol
seem finally to come. We
are not certain where the
speaker might be.

In lines 395-422, after the
image of river and
mountain (395-399) as
an introduction, the narrator presents an Indian
religious perspective
around three words:
Give, Sympathize and
Control and what each
means for the individual
as a kind of creed of his
regeneration (401-423).

old age or later years of life / withdraw, revoke,
(retractar, revocar, redimir, rescatar)
brief biographies of the recently dead
weaved, arranged / kind or generous
locked away and not to be opened before
the person's death / bony / lawyer

Sympathize, Be compassionate

vague, Overheard comments by others or, more
probably, his own insubstantial dreams.
Cf. to Shakespeare's play.

Control
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Gaily*, to the hand expert with sail and oar
The sea was calm, your heart would have responded
Gaily, when invited, beating* obedient
To controlling* hands

(Alegremente)

(latiendo)
(reguladoras, que lo gobiernan)

Fishing : Cf. Jessie Weston: FromRitual to

†
425

430

I sat upon the shore
Fishing*, with the arid plain behind me
Shall I at least set my lands in order?
London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down
Poi s’ascose nel foco che gli affina*
Quando fiam uti chelidon*—O swallow swallow
Le Prince d’Aquitaine a la tour abolie *
These fragments I have shored* against my ruins*
Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo’s mad againe*.
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.
Shantih shantih shantih*

Romance (see chapter on the Fisher King. )

( Según Cirlot (Diccion ario de símbolos, 387) apartado del ‘Rey Pescador’, «Pescar, simbólicamente, no
sólo es ‘pescar hombres ’, sino lanzar el anzuelo a las
profundidades de la propia interioridad para alcanzar
la gnosis .» Según esto , el poema es lo que ha p escado el hablante en su interioridad ), t hat is, his human
nature in its fallen and impotent form as the Fisher
King figure r epresents in the Grail romances, image,
in other contexts, identified as the first Adam .

"Then he hid himself in the fire which refines them"
"When will I be like the swallow"
”The prince of Aquitaine in the ruined tower"
(orillado, a rribado)

From line 423 to the
end, the narrator finds
himself detached from
the world. He considers
the "fragments" or imaginative episodes he has
lived through during the
day. The quotation from
Dante indicates that the
experience of finding the
world a spiritual wasteland is a continuous
one, an ordeal of purifying effect that must be
repeated.

Cf. V. Kyd’s Spanish Tragedy.

Repeated as here, a formal ending to an Upanishad. “The
Peace which passeth understanding” in Philippians
4:7 could be equivalent to the Indian phrase.

The poem is a recording of the thoughts that pass through the mind of the narrator. His mind is not, however, a passive instrument which
records pictures but a decidedly active one; it selects certain impressions made upon it and then toys with them. His imagination blends them
into what is immediately sensed. Not until half on the second Part, «Game of Chess», we realize this narrator is a clerk working in downtown
London city, and much more interested, of course, in the world inside his mind than in the world outside it. Though his body may occupy space
in London, he really «lives» in a cosmos that his thoughts have created. Thus , the poem might be read as the mind's history of one day in the
life of this particular clerk. The seemingly unconnected snatches of scenes, conversations, speculations, the allusions to poems, plays, the
Bible and history— these all constitute thoughts passing through the mind as he lives out his day in a part of the city of London. All that he sees,
hears or imagines are symbolic of his own state of mind or soul.
Thus, Part I portrays perhaps the thoughts of a clerk as he marches off in the morning to join the army of office men that crosses London
Bridge every morning for work. Part II the poem narrates the typical amorous adventures of a young English working woman. It may be a
speculation, perhaps a train of thought that flows, an overheard chat or comment as the clerk passes the desk of a secretary. Part III seems to
take place during the lunch hour when the clerk sees the dirty Thames and its rubbish which suggest other people and events to him. At
evening, "violet hour", after much mechanical work, leaves the office and thinks about what amorous working girls do. On his way home
he passes Queen Victoria Street, the Church of Magnus Martyr, looks at the river, and imagines nymphs ancient and actual. In Section IV,
the river brings the sea to mind. He dreams of a drowned sailor who is dead as the men of London —drowned by civilization concerned
with "profit and loss" rather than human values. The final Part or V, closes with the clerk agonic vision which balances up his day’s
experiences.

I. «The Burial of the Dead»
1. In lines 1 to 18 we come upon two different speakers, both revealing a different voice in the narrator’s imagination: in 1-7 the main voice
is that of the narrator-clerk.
a) Why does he consider April the "cruellest month" (1)?
b) Why does the speaker seem to fear spring? What change should occur within him as the seasons change?
c) He speaks of "memory and desire" (3). How are they related to spring? To past, present and future memories and desires?
d) Why does the speaker like "winter" (6)? What might winter suggest to his mental, intellectual or spiritual condition?
2. From 8 to 18 another voice appears within the narrator’s mind.
a) Why do we know that lines 8 to 18 have a new speaker? Is it a man or a woman? How can you tell? Is it young?
b) What part of life—childhood or adulthood—does the speaker remember?
c) What incident is remembered?
d) Do you think the speaker is happy now? What is the tone of line 18?
e) Does this mood the speaker creates reveal anything about the narrator’s past life? What incidence that past have in his present life?
What moral condition does it establish?
3. In the next section of the poem, lines 19 to 42, we find two new main speakers. These are not the same two speakers introduced in lines
1-18; although all speakers are creations of the narrator's mind and all seem to reveal his mental, intellectual or spiritual condition they all
have distinct traits. The verses 19-30 correspond to the main narrator-clerk.
a) Who might be talking to the narrator to judge for the tone of lines 19-21? Or whose role is he playing judging from the tone of his words?
b) Notice the use of the word "shadow" in lines 25-29. Does it mean the same thing each of the four time it is used?
c) How has the narrator come to feel himself in a wasteland? What images in nature have awakened the narrator's sense of isolation,
loneliness and rootlessness?
d) Why “fear” (30)? Of what kind? Is there more than one kind of fear?
4. Lines 31-42, belong to a female speaker. The German verses from Tristan and Isolde, an opera by Wagner, introduce the mood of the piece.
a) What is her experience with her lover if she is neither "living" nor "dead" (40)? In what sense is loving like dying? What might "light" and
"silence" (41) mean here? In what sense are they alike? Why not "quietness" rather than "silence"?
b) Line 42 is another quotation from Tristan and Isolde, meaning "Empty and blank the sea" (42). This is what Tristan cries when he lies
dying and looks out on the sea, waiting for his lover to return. What can we surmise (conjecture, foresee, suppose) about the speaker's
love affair? Has it ended happily?
c) Is this scene (38-41) connected with spring? with memory? Who could be the real awaited love? Is the Hyacinth’s girl some past lost
love? An aspect of the clerk’s narrator wishful reverie? What does this scene reveal about the spirit or present moral condition of the narrator?
d) What mood does this episode create? Does it show how deeply the wasteland’s present thorns can penetrate into the spirit of the narrator?
5. In lines 43 to 76 we have the main narrator-clerk voice. From line 43 to 59 he remembers consulting Madame Sosostris, a fortune teller.
a) Is Madame Sosostris a good fortune teller? Is she a good spiritual adviser? Does she care about the people who come to her? What
is the tone of this section?
b) Why does he speak of her? What kind of memory does she represent? List the main images that Madame Sosostris comes up with?
6. In lines 60-76, the narrator seems to be making his way to work and refers to London as “unreal city” (60).
a) What time of the day does the speaker see it? Why does the city look "unreal"?
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b)
c)
d)
e)

In what sense are the people crowding across London Bridge "dead" (63)? If they are dead, where may they be going?
What kind of sound does the clock make? What is the effect of being mentioned? What does it make dead sound? Why is it "the final stroke" (68)?
Does this passage (60-68) explain why the city is "unreal"?
What opinion does the speaker have of Stetson by linking the present time with the historical Mylae one that happened three centuries
before? Does he seek information from Stetson when he asks questions? Are they directed toward the past?, toward the spring or
renewal of that same past in the present and future times?
f) What does Stetson have to do with corpses and fertility? What kind of symbolic corpses might be talking by referring to those ones
planted in his garden?
g) Does the speaker regard Stetson as a friend (74)?
h) Why is there fear that the dog may dig up the corpse (74-5)? Where else in the poem is fear revealing, of death or of rising?
i) How many things does he share with Stetson?
j) Who is the "you" (76)? What is the speaker-narrator's attitude toward the "you"?

1.

2.

II. “Game of Chess”
Part II, “A Game of Chess” (77-172), seems to be in ironic contrast to the previous speaker’s concern with the alienating urban life. We hear
various voices; first the narrator-clerk’s (77-110), touching on the Cleopatra’s figure (77-98) and of Philomel’s legend (99-110); then there
comes a conversation between a man and a woman (111-127); then, another woman’s voice or perhaps the same one (128-138) and
finally, two more women talking, as well as bits of pub’s voices (139-172).
In lines 77-98, the narrator evokes a vision of the woman as a modern Cleopatra at the baroque dressing table through an allusion to
Shakespeare's Antony and Cleopatra.
a) Point out the manner of the evocation. What is the speaker primarily concerned with? What are the woman’s main concerns while
sitting at her dressing table putting on makeup and fixing her hair?
b) What mood is created through the attitude of the speaker?
c) In lines 99-110, the narrator alludes to Tereu (mentioned again later at line 206), the king and brother-in-law who violated Philomel.
Why? What does this tragic allusion expose about a modern Philomel? Before answering, you may want to take into account the mood
of the speaker line 103? Does the picture of Philomel, for example, still seem impressive and appropriate to modern times?
d) What are the "withered stumps of time"? Do material things in the room still seem beautiful to the speaker?
e) What does the woman described here represent? Desire? What kind of desire? Into what has the woman changed by lines 108-9? Into
what figure has she become transformed?
f) Does this scene satirize anything?
From line 111 to 127 the speaker overhears a conversation between a woman and a man. Is the woman happy? Why?
a) What is the man brooding over? How do his thoughts fit in with certain thematic aspects of "The Burial of the Dead"?
b) What kind of reaction does "rats's alley" (115) and "dead [...] bones" (116) produce in the reader? Does it have similarities with Stetson,
for example?
c) Why is the woman afraid of the wind (107-109)? Remember how her companion has just answered her.
d) The recurring and repeated word “nothing”, here and throughout the poem (40,119-123, 302), helps to establish a theme for The Waste
Land. Who knows nothing, sees nothing, remembers nothing in "The Burial of the Dead"? Why is the use of this word particularly
appropriate?
e) Is the word "pearls" in lines 124-5 ironic whether or not we take into account there is a possible allusion to a song sung by Ariel in The Tempest?
f) Does the word "But" deserve a whole line? What contrasting connection does it make?
g) In what sense is there a common denominator between this scene and the previous one? In what sense might they be related?

3 . From lines 128 to 138 we hear the voice of another woman or perhaps the same one preceding. She stars by mimicking Ariel’s song in The Tempest.
a) What is the effect? What is the overall tone by speaking of Shakespeare's songs as "Rags"?
b) In line 132, a woman, in frustration and boredom, she thinks she will walk the streets with her hair down. In other words, she will sell
herself to whatever man chance happens to bring along. She won't do this for money, but for 'thrills', is an aimless existence. She will
sell herself, or out of a need for what? What is her social and cultural status?
d) Does this scene have anything to do with "desire"? Is it a good kind of "desire"? To what does it lead?
4.

Lines 139-172 recall a scene that happened in a tavern. Don’t forget that we experience scenes and characters that the narrator
experiences. The speaker overhears and recounts certain things that happens in the tavern. Another fragment drifts through the narrator’s
mind as he considers the condition of the lower-class woman. This speaker, the “I” of the monologue, recounts a sordid tale of marital
betrayal, abortion, a scandalous love, between Lil and Albert.
a) What kind of marriage is there between Lil and Albert? Is Lil in a similar moral or mental condition as the woman in lines 127-138?
b) How long has Albert been in the army? Is his marriage to Lil a happy one? Why or why not?
c) What is Lil’s conception of her love relationships to judge particularly by verse 149? Is this a positive attitude? What does she fear?
d) In what sense does she fit the general picture of a wasteland?
e) One of the women has taken pills "to bring it off" (159); she means, when she was pregnant she took pills to cause her to lose the baby
she was carrying. What happened to her afterwards?
f) Why is “are” in italics in line 162? Who is the speaker for "I said"?
g) What is the purpose and effect of the repetition of the pub’s keeper call? Does it affect the meaning of this passage? What does it have
to do with the recurring image of time and clocks?
h) Are the ladies “sweet” (172)? Why or why not?
i) In what sense the women, who speak in the pub and thought to be members of the lower class, and the modern Cleopatra who belongs
to the upper class share similar inner conditions? What are they?
Whereas “The Burial of the Dead” centers uponmemories, “A Game of Chess” centers on desire; the two together represent an expansion of “mixing memory
and desire” (3). The desire portrayed in “A Game of Chess” is an inordinate, misdirected one, concupiscence loosed completely. But this desire subjects
both men and women to a haunting awareness of the futility of modern life. This desire leads to nothingness, to a kind of spiritual suicide. The narratorclerk is attempting to find his way through this wasteland. He sees through it to the bleakness and sterility of the human souls portrayed.

1.

III. “The Fire Sermon”
Part III entitled “The Fire Sermon” (172-311), the narrator-clerk is having lunch by the bank of the river Thames, he stares into the river and
this originates a five distinct sections (172-214, 215-256, 257-291, 292-299 and 300-311) according to voice or subject.
In lines 172-214, the main narrator describes the river’s setting; he tells a wind is blowing, unheard, across the brown, barren land
supposedly (185) behind him. His mind steeped in English poetry, morosely reflects that the nymphs — stenographers, female clerks,
typists, and so forth — have taken their place.
a) The speaker starts to dreamingly muse on the ancient nymphs of the Thames [62]? What is he shocked by?
b) Traditionally, the banks of the Thames serve as the home of nymphs, innocent spirits of water. Why are modern “nymphs departed”
(175)? What new nymphs have taken their place? Do they live by the river? Why?
c) On line 82, the speaker imagines himself weeping by the Leman lake, why? Yearning for other shores? Is the flowing of river Thames
really sweet?
d) On line 185 he hears a "cold blast" at his back and also mentions at 186 “The rattle of bones" as many other similar images, why do
these unpleasant images occur here? What is their effect? What theme of the poem do they enlarge?
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2.

e) On line 190 the narrator remembers fishing behind the gas house, a factory, and also at 191 thinks of Prospero, the main character
of Shakespeare’s The Tempest. Prospero has a marvelous imagination which helps him to control nature and restore life and political
and cultural order to his usurped kingdom. Could the speaker be thinking in using his imagination in a similar vein? Is he already doing
so? Is he already with a foot out of the grim world in which he lives?
f) The bones he refers to at line 194, what are they reminding us of, the physical or the spiritual death?
g) Among the grim images of this wasteland kingdom are Mrs. Porter and her daughter. What do you make of them, washing “their feet
in soda water” (201)?
h) In the following verse his imagination retreats to hearing the voice of children singing in a choir (202). Is the purity of the children
different from the purity of Mrs. Porter and her daughter? What about the Hyacinth girl?
i) The four next verses (203-206) recapture [103] sounds and legend [206] referred to before. In what sense all these aural images have
been despoiled one by another in his imagination?
j) In the last part of section (207-214), its images are concerned with real world images. Among them is “unreal city” (207), an image
which came up in line 60. Why is it still unreal?
k) The narrator-clerk imagines also that he’s having lunch with Mr. Eugenides, who also invites him to share a weekend in a cheap resort
hotel. Mr. Eugenides is prophetically hinted at earlier (52) by Madame Sosostris. He is dirty, likes sweets, and is perhaps partially
blind. His invitation hints of homosexuality; he is, one suspects, inviting the clerk to the Metropole to gratify his own depraved tastes.
According to Madame Sosostris he is partially blind, "one eyed-merchant"? One eye monster was Polyphemus, which unifocal vision
of greediness, egocentrism and all possessiveness we associate with this merchant. Could his “pocket full of currants” be a striking
pun for a merchant disguise currency? Is Stetson another counterpart of his?
a) In the next two stanzas, lines 215-256, the narrator imagines himself to be Tiresias, the bisexual prophet of Greek mythology. Leaving
work for the day, the narrator-Tiresias imaginatively follows one of the typists to her apartment, sees the arrival of her guest, notes the
purely mechanical way in which the typist and her carbuncular young man make love to one another. These too are spiritually dead;
Tiresias, who has “Walked among the lowest of the dead” (246), has never seen beings less human. How is he like and different from
Eugenides? Is there any significance in his blindness? How many characters are unable to see in the poem? How does he differ from
Madame Sosostris who claims to be a prophet? The Hyacinth-girl said she was neither "living nor dead" (40) and Tiresias is "throbbing
between two lives". Is Tiresias another Hyacinth-girl or is he different?
b) The speaker follows or perceives (229) the girl and all she does back at home in the evening.
c) He says that he sees all and "foresuffered all" (243). Is the narrator a modern Tiresias? Why does Tiresias narrate this part of the
poem? Why is he an apt figure to talk about "memory and desire"?
d) Does Tiresias suggest that the relationship of the typist and her lover is in any way unique or different from other relationships he has
seen, foreseen and related up to now?
e) Why does the young man come to the girl's apartment? What is his occupation to be? What would he like his occupation to be? Does
she love him, or is she bored with him? Is the world of the girl a purely mechanical and spiritually dead one?
f) Compare this girl with the other women in the poem. In what ways are they all alike?
g) If Tiresias has loved through all this recounted, what conception of time must he have? Does he see much difference between the
past, the present and the future? Does the answer in any way help us determine what the above mentioned "Unreal City" is?

3.

In the final section of Part III (257-311), we find a descriptive narrator-voice 257-265, two poetic songs (266-278 & 279-291), the voice of
two different girls delivering their parts (292-306), and a final remark on the part of the narrator-voice (307-311).
a) Why does the image of Magnus Martyr in lines 264 to 266 jar with the remarks in the lines just above it? What does the church symbolize?
b) How does the word "Ionian" broaden the idea of the church?
c) Previously in the poem, the narrator has thought and described woman’s figures as Mrs. Porter, the modern Cleopatra, etc. Now he
imagines Queen Elizabeth as a somehow similar counterpart. She is compared to Cleopatra in a barge. He imagines Elizabeth and
Leicester associated with Queen Elizabeth I and one of her favorite courtiers, Earl of Leicester, navigating on the river during
Elizabeth’s time with the sight of the river in XXth century. How has industrialism changed the river?
d) At lines 266-291, there is a two stanzas pastoral song. What kind of pastoral is this to judge by the narrator's attitude towards his subject?
e) Are there any similarities between Sweeney and Mrs. Porter, Lil and Albert, the typist and her lover (215-242) and Elizabeth and
Leicester? What is the common denominator to them all?
f) What is the effect of all the previous associations and comparisons of modern people with mythic figures of past time?

4.

Lines 292 to 306 treat the thoughts of two different speakers. They are two women of loose virtue; each allows a man to make love to her,
and each associates this experience with the river Thames.
a) Why could the first girl make "no comment" (299)? Does she love the man who makes love to her? Is her attitude similar to the typist
(220-2442) earlier in this Part III?
b) The second girl speech begins in line 300. To what class does this second girl belong? How do you know? Is there any important
spiritual difference between the rich girl and the poor one?
c) How do these modern nymphs help us know how we are to regard Elizabeth and Leicester?
d) Is this "nothing" (305) a conclusively end to it all?

5.

a) Lines 307-311 remind us of St. Augustine's Confession coming to a city much similar to London and the rest where a life of
concupiscible desires was spent. First he uses "burning" to express how his flesh was burned once on fire with lust, then how his heart
burns eventually with the love of God. Aeneas lover's, Dido, lived in Carthage and Aeneas underwent a similar trial. Is there any
indication that London is a modern Carthage?
b) "Burning” (308) is repeated several times. What does the image of "burning" mean here? What other types of images carry a similar meaning?
c) “The Fire Sermon” alludes to a sermon preached by Buddha who admonished his listeners to purge themselves of the fires of the
flesh, i.e., carnal desires, avarice, pride, and the like. Here it might be looked at as the reflection of the clerk’s moral condition
which leads him to envision other possibility to the inordinate, misdirected passion and desire depicted in “A Game of Chess”. A
possibility in which burning might not be a fire that consumes, but the refined fire which purifies, vision that recurs at the end in
line 427 when he quotes from Dante’s visit to hell. What meaning does this Part III carry most forcefully? Does the narrator burn
with remorse asking God to “pluck [him] out” (309) of the world of sterile hell of nothingness? What would the point of this
"sermon" be?
IV. “Death by Water”
Part IV, “Death by Water” (312-321), centers on the image of the drowned man (47, 221). The sailor is a warning to all those who sail the
seas of what may happen to them. The drowned individual forgets “profit and loss” (314), passes the stages of age and youth, loses
national distinctions of being “Gentile or Jew” (319), and becomes, in short, nothing.
a) The narrator-clerk is, it would seem, just such a drowned seaman. Has he involved himself so deeply in the world that he has been
drowned? In what sense?
b) Water, which plays so larger a part in the symbolism of the poem, what are some of the meanings it seems to carry?
c) Does death mean the awareness that he can find no meaning in life, thus awakening to a reality so great in fact that he does indeed
forget “profit and loss”, youth and old age, and national distinction?
d) Does “profit and loss” (314), “whirlpool” (318), or “wheel” (320) carry a similar meaning?
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e) Is the speaker’s advice (321) just for sailors like Phlebas, or all men?

1.

V. “What the Thunder Said”
In this last Part of the poem (322-433), the narrator, riding the subway on his way home from work (366-376) considers for him the day’s
experience which alternates between moments of agony (324ff), suffering (358ff), confusion and hopelessness (359-365), solitude, sterility
(377-384) or absence of fear while passing a chapel (385-394), to conclude with a religious proposal (395-422) and consideration of the
significance of it all (423-433).
a) Lines 324ff describe some sort of agony. Who are the "he" and the "we" referred to in line 328-329?
b) The image of rock and stone (224) appears many times before, specially in Part I. Does it have the same meaning throughout?
c) Is he despairing after the "agony" (324) or is he accepting "patience" as suffering if we think of it as its Latin etymology?
d) Why is even solitude impossible in the desert?
e) Is the thunder like the agony for the speaker? Why does he experience it as wandering in a desert? What does it reflect of his inner
world? What is dead and why without relief?
f) What words and grammatical devices are used in these verses (331-358) to create a feeling of dryness, of thirst, of an infernal heat?
g) Notice the use of "If". What is the narrator speculating about? What does he want (342)?
h) By what signs does the narrator reveal he is made to suffer here in these last verses (358)? Has he arrived to discover even more
forcefully the dryness and spiritual sterility of so called modern life?
i) What confusion does the desert wanderer experience in lines 359-365? How can you naturally explain such confusion?
j) Is the narrator's situation hopeless in lines 359-365? Is he despairing?
k) Who are the "hooded hordes" (368)? What is the quality attributed to hordes? Are they the crowds we have been seen throughout the poem?
l) How is "reforms" (372) used in this passage? Does this city reform?
m) What do towers (373 & [382]) stand for? Does it have a similar significance here as Bable?
n) The phrase “unreal city”, mentioned previously in the poem, become unreal ruins. Does this distinction mean that the narrator no longer
even hopes that they are, or will be, spiritually significant?
ñ) The name of the cities (374-5), now mentioned, corresponds to the cultures that founded them. What culture does each city represent?
When did these cultures flourish? Can we say, then, that the spiritual decay treated in the poem is a product of a single time or a single
culture?
o) What does "unreal" (376) mean now? How detach is the narrator from the world?

2 . In Lines 377-384, the narrator imaginatively sees the world of man as remarkably ugly. Bats, empty wells, violet lights, and towers upside
down in the air constitute the most desolate imagery of the wasteland, a vision of the world as hell. The images in these lines express
decay and evil, a vision of hell.
a) What kind of woman is the one with “long black hair” (377)? What womanliness does she symbolize?
b) How is the world of nature mocked? What is "whisper music" (378)? Where have we encountered "violet light" (379) before? What does
"violet" represent in this poem?
e) Why the reference to "bats" (379)? Where do they usually live? Where does the speaker's journey take place?
f) Where have we encountered bells and clocks? Where have we been reminded of time? With what sense?
3. In lines 385-394 the narrator-clerk sees a chapel, the home of the wind that has been such a fearful force in the previous imaginative
episodes that he has experienced this day. As he approaches this chapel, he no longer seems to fear.
a) Is this a more hopeful picture for the speaker? Is this what "bones can harm no one" (390) or "Bringing rain" (394, 396) are suggesting?
b) Why is there a cock (391) in this passage? What does the cock stand for? What does it do?
c) What has happened to the "dry and sterile thunder" (342)? is the regenerative rain finally come?
d) Where might the speaker be then?
4.

In lines 395 to 422 the narrator presents an Indian religious perspective in three words: Give, Sympathize and Control (Datta, Dayadhvam,
Damyata) and what each means for the individual.
a) What part does the river Ganges (395) play in Indian religion? How is the Thames related to it? What about the Indian mountains?
b) Who is "my friend" (403)? How can blood shake the heart?
c) What is the "awful daring of a moment's surrender" (403)?
d) What does the speaker mean by "the age of prudence" (404)? Why can it never be retracted? By what 'have we existed'?
e) What information is not to be found in obituaries, or on spider-webbed tomb stones, or in wills that solicitors (lawyers) read (406-408)?
f) If the soul is the prisoner (413-4), what is the prison? What kind of prison do we have here?
g) To what is the phrase "Only at nightfall" (415) grammatically linked?
h) Coriolanus (416), in allusion to Shakespeare’s play, was a politician who lost the faith of his followers and was imprisoned. In what
sense does the man who feels a spiritual wasteland within himself resemble Coriolanus?
i) The command of control is expressed by the image of a boat (418). Does the boat symbolize the human body and the sailor presents the soul?
j) Where else in the poem is sea imagery used? Is this imagery hopeful, joyous, while the previous images have carried a connotation of despair?
k) What is the significance of the subjunctive mood in "would have responded" (420) in this passage?
l) Whose heart is the speaker referring to?
m) How is this passage connected to "The Death by Water"?
n) Does the speaker think that modern man can "give", "sympathize" and "control"? Does he find two of the commands more impossible
than the other? Has the speaker forgotten all about the past?

5.

a) What is the speaker doing in lines 423-433? Is he still in the wasteland? What evidence is there in these lines that the speaker is
unconcerned about material things, unconcerned even about his civilization?
b) Has the speaker ever fished before? Has his position in regard to the "waste land", the "desert", the "arid plain" changed?
c) What may the speaker be fishing for?
d) Where has London Bridge appeared before (426, [62])? This is a nursery rhyme; is it silly to use in a poem like this? Is the speaker
returning to childhood? Are there any other architectural structures "falling down"? What does the reference signify?
e) Throughout the poem "fire" (“burnings") reference crops up many times. Is similar in meaning to this "foco" (427), a quotation from
Dante's visit to hell?
e) What "fire" (427), if any, do you think the speaker has endured? Is his ordeal a saving experience or not? Has it ended or such an
ordeal is started purifying?
f) In some version of the Philomel story she becomes a "swallow" (428) instead of a nightingale. With what season are swallow usually
associated? Does this have any relation to the first line of the poem? Is a more hopeful sense of it? Has his inner trajectory moved
ultimately to a more hopeful stage by the end?
g) Is the tone of this closing one of joy, of happiness, of gratitude because of the return of spring or some regeneration?
h) What is the meaning of verse 429? Where else have "tower" (429) been mentioned in the poem? Does the speaker disdain civilization?
i) What are the "fragments" (430) the speaker is referring to? What do these "fragments" of poetry mean for the speaker? What is his
view of poetry? Is it valuable what is been done? Is it a justification for something?
j) Hieronymo's madness (431), in allusion to Spanish Tragedy, is a spiritual sanity; he lives in an evil world, a world that has killed his only
son. Has the disjointed, often confusion, spiritual journey of the speaker-narrator in his multiplicity of voices seemed like madness?
How is the poet justifying the poem's "unreasonableness"? Does the poem, therefore, end hopefully? Why does he refer to madness?
Why does he use the word again? Has he been mad before?
k) The Waste Land is a poem made up of a multiplicity of voices woven in with quotations and allusions from all kinds of texts. Have you
been able to construct a coherent narrative or lyric experience, or to imagine how the poem represents the speech of a single narrator,
lyric speaker, or poetic voice as the one governing them all?
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How many dawns, chill* from his rippling* rest
The seagull’s wings shall dip* and pivot* him*,
Shedding* white rings of tumult, building* high
Over the chained* bay waters Liberty*—

cold / ruffling --undulating-- of the water's surface

Then, with inviolate* curve, forsake* our eyes
As apparitional* as sails that cross
Some page of figures to be filed* away;
—Till elevators drop* us from our day . . .

(límpida) / abandon,

I think of cinemas, panoramic sleights*
With multitudes bent* toward some flashing* scene
Never disclosed*, but hastened* to again,
Foretold* to other eyes on the same screen:

deceitful craftiness or trickery or dexte rities

And Thee*, across the harbor, silver-paced*
As though the sun took step of thee, yet left
Some motion ever unspent* in thy stride*,—
Implicitly thy freedom staying* thee!

Brooklyn Bridge / appears to move as
silver sunlight strokes do

Out of some subway scuttle*, cell* or loft*
A bedlamite* speeds to thy parapets,
Tilting* there momently*, shrill* shirt ballooning*,
A jest* falls from the speechless* caravan.

hatchway, (escotilla) / (celda) / (desván)
madman
Bending, Leaning / for a moment / making
the shirt cry out / swelling, inflating
a good-humored teasing, joke, (payasada,
comedieta) / (boquiabierta)

Down Wall*, from girder* into street noon leaks*,
A rip-tooth* of the sky’s acetylene;
All afternoon the cloud-flown derricks* turn . . .
Thy cables breathe the North Atlantic still*.

Wall Street in New York City / steel beam
structure of the bridge / (rezuma)
(rasgador-colmillo)

And obscure as that heaven* of the Jews,
Thy guerdon* . . . Accolade* thou dost bestow*
Of anonymity time cannot raise*:
Vibrant reprieve* and pardon thou dost* show.

paradise, promised land, glory

O harp and altar, of the fury fused*,
(How could mere* toil* align* thy choiring* strings!)
Terrific threshold* of the prophet’s pledge*,
Prayer of pariah*, and the lover’s cry,—

(fundido), mixed, united
(mero) /(esfuerzo) / tune, (afinar) /
(timbradas, sonoras) / (cuerdas)
(umbral) / oath, (promesa)

Again the traffic lights that skim* thy swift
Unfractioned idiom, immaculate sigh* of stars
Beading* thy path—condense eternity:
And we have seen night lifted* in thine arms.

hover above

Under thy shadow by the piers* I waited;
Only in darkness is thy shadow clear.
The City’s fiery* parcels* all undone*,
Already snow submerges an iron year . . .

docks, (muelles, embarcaderos)

O Sleepless* as the river under thee,
Vaulting* the sea, the prairies’ dreaming sod*,
Unto us lowliest sometime sweep*, descend
And of the curveship* lend* a myth to God.

(en vela, desvelado)

plunge, immerse / gyrate / himself
spreading, radiating / raising, arising
fastened, (encadenadas) / [allusion to the
Statue of Liberty]

(reveladoras)
(dígitos) / (archivada)
descend

inclined, sudued / gleaming
revealed / hurrie d, dashed
(Anunciada), Anticipated, Predicted

not exhausted / step, pace
holding you there

(grúas)
(aún)

(galardón) / Praise, (Elogio) / grant
(erigir)
postponement, (absolución),
remission / do

social outcast

breath, (suspiro)
Bejeweling, Adorning with jewels
held, (levantada alzada, elevada)

flaming / (bloques, rascacielos) / (desvanecidos, esfumados, borrados)

Arching above / grass, (hierba)
(entienden, ven), glide
(trazado) / grant, bestow

1. Try to describe who the speaker of this poem is and the situation which the poem presents.
2. Describe the tone of the poem, bearing in mind that tone involves the speaker's attitude towards (i) the addressee, (ii) the
subject matter; (iii) the speaker himself.
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Wallace Stevens (1879-1955)
Disillusionment of ten o’clock

5

10

15

1923

The houses are haunted*
By white night-gowns*.
None are green,
Or purple with green rings,
Or green with yellow rings,
Or yellow with blue rings.
None of them are strange,
With socks of lace*
And beaded ceintures*.
People are not going
To dream of baboons and periwinkles*.
Only, here and there, an old sailor,
Drunk and asleep in his boots,
Catches tigers
In red* weather.

strangely dwelled
(camisones)

slippers
belts or girdles

saltwater snails
whose cone-shaped
shells are marked
with dark spiral
bands

swell, great, fantastic

1. Is the “ten o’clock” here morning or night? How can you tell?
2. What do “haunted” and “white night-gowns” suggest about the people who live in the houses? What do the negative images in
lines 3-9 suggest?
3. To whom are these people contrasted in lines 12-15?
4. What are the connotations of “socks of lace” and “beaded ceintures”? With which character in the poem would you associate these
things?
5. What is the effect of using words and images like "baboons", "periwinkles", "tigers", and "red weather" in lines 11-15? Who will
dream of these things?
6. What do the people in “white night-gowns” lack that the “old sailor” has? What is lacking in these people who wear white nightgowns?
7. Examine the term "disillusionment" and explore its relation to the point that this poem makes about dreams, images, and
imagination. Why should the speaker's view of the people wearing white night-gowns be a "disillusionment"?

The motive for metaphor
You like it under the trees in autumn,
Because everything is half dead.
The wind moves like a cripple among the leaves
And repeats words without meaning.
5

10

In the same way, you were happy in spring,
With the half colors of quarter-things,
The slightly brighter sky, the melting clouds,
The single bird, the obscure moon—
The obscure moon lighting an obscure world
Of things that would never be quite expressed,

Where you yourself were never quite yourself
And did not want nor have to be.

15

20

Desiring the exhilarations or changes:
The motive for metaphor, shrinking from
The weight of primary noon,
The A B C of being,
The ruddy temper, the hammer
Of red and blue, the hard sound—
Steel against intimation—the sharp flash,
The vital, arrogant, fatal, dominant X.

1. Why is a motive for metaphor not a metaphor? When does it become a metaphor?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
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The idea of order at Key West

5

10

15

20

25

She sang beyond the genius of the sea.
The water never formed to mind or voice,
Like a body wholly body, fluttering
Its empty sleeves; and yet its mimic motion
Made constant cry, caused constantly a cry,
That was not ours although we understood,
Inhuman, of the veritable ocean.
The sea was not a mask. No more was she.
The song and water were not medleyed sound
Even if what she sang was what she heard,
Since what she sang was uttered word by word.
It may be that in all her phrases stirred
The grinding water and the gasping wind;
But it was she and not the sea we heard.
For she was the maker of the song she sang.
The ever-hooded, tragic-gestured sea
Was merely a place by which she walked to sing.
Whose spirit is this? we said, because we knew
It was the spirit that we sought and knew
That we should ask this often as she sang.
If it was only the dark voice of the sea
That rose, or even colored by many waves;
If it was only the outer voice of sky
And cloud, of the sunken coral water-walled,
However clear, it would have been deep air,
The heaving speech of air, a summer sound
Repeated in a summer without end
And sound along. But it was more than that,

Note: According to Robert Foulke and Paul Smith's article "Perception and Imagination in 'The Idea of Order at Key West', the relationship between poetic creation and reality is the central subject of
Wallace Stevens' poem in which the speaker explores the intricacies
of human imagination to the vanishing point, the "ghostlier
demarcations" and "keener sounds" of the final line.
In one sense this poem is as abstruse as its goal is elusive, yet
it contains a perfectly clear scene: the speaker and his companion
were walking along the beach at Key West at dusk (as far out into
the ocean as one can get in the United States) with their backs to
the town. As the speaker recalls listening to the sound of the surf,
he starts a series of speculations about what his own perceptions
might mean.
The first word of the poem is the initial creative act from which
all else follows; the speaker constructs and personifies an unidentified "she" as the hypothetical form of human imagination, the way
in which mind and world meet to become something more than
either one alone. From the outset the marriage of poetic process
and theme is almost perfect: the pursuit of knowledge about the
imagination is itself an exercise of the imagination "since what she
sang was uttered word by word."
What the speaker is trying to grasp is not easily won; much of
the poem is a series of attempts—negations, it-then deduction,
hypotheses, and images. "She" is not mere sound, the "inhuman"
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30

35

40

More even than her voice, and ours, among
The meaningless plungings of water and the wind,
Theatrical distances, bronze shadows heaped
On high horizons, mountainous atmospheres
Of sky and sea.
It was her voice that made
The sky acutest at its vanishing.
She measured to the hour its solitude.
She was the single artificer of the world
In which she sang. And when she sang, the sea,
Whatever self it had, became the self
That was her song, for she was the maker. Then we,
As we beheld her striding there alone,
Knew that there never was a world for her
Except the one she sang and, singing, made.

50

Ramon Fernandez, tell me, if you know,
Why, when the singing ended and we turned
Toward the town, tell why the glassy lights,
The lights in the fishing boats at anchor there,
As the night descended, tilting in the air,
Mastered the night and portioned out the sea,
Fixing emblazoned zones and fiery poles,
Arranging, deepening, enchanting night.

55

Oh! Blessed rage for order, pale Ramon,
The maker’s rage to order words of the sea,
Words of the fragrant portals, dimly-starred,
And of ourselves and of our origins,
In ghostlier demarcations, keener sounds.

45

ocean, nor is she a "mask" for some metaphysical reality
behind nature. Then a syntactical change introduced by a
question ("Whose spirit is this?") transforms two parts of the
relationship between listener and sound into four: the spirit
becomes "it" which is "more than" sound (1), "more even than
her voice" (2), "and ours" (3)—therefore something (4) that
transcends inanimate nature itself, as well as human consciousness. At this point the speaker has carried philosophical
analysis as far as it will go, to an ultimate paradox that involves
contradiction. Jumping intuitively, he discovers a self-creating
whole that articulates all these possible relationships without
explaining them in verses 37-43. The poet has reached an idea
of order that is essentially an aesthetic vision rather than a
philosophical assertion; the perception of harmony validates
itself.
The final section recalls turning back toward town, where
the speaker and his companion see the riding lights of fishing
boats rolling in the roadstead not as discrete objects but as
movements of the whole, "Fixing emblazoned zones and fiery
poles, / Arranging, deepening, enchanting night." This the
speaker ends by celebrating what the imagination's "rage for
order" can do in creating perceptions of man and nature, in
leading us to those "fragrant portals" where sensations and
thought, maker and thing made, are one."

William Carlos Williams (1883-1963)

The red wheelbarrow*

The dish of fruit

(carretilla)

so much depends
upon

5

The table describes
nothing: four legs, by which
it becomes a table. Four lines
by which it becomes a quatrain,

a red wheel
barrow*

(carretilla)

glazed* with rain
water

burnished,
polished,
(bruñida),
sheeny,
iridiscent

5

beside the white
chickens.

the contents of the poem?

1. Is this a “beautiful”, “emotive”, “thought-provoking”, “visual” or “humorous” poem?
2. If you were to make a drawing of this poem name all the things you
would have to include. Put at least something for every stanza,
leaving the first for the end.

1. What disparity is being highlighted?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric,
ironic, comic, romantic?

To a poor old woman
munching* a plum* on
the street a paper bag
of them in her hand

5

10

15

This is just to say
eating / (ciruela)

They taste good to her
They taste good
to her. They taste
good to her
You can see it by
the way she gives herself
to the one half
sucked* out in her hand
comforted*
a solace* of ripe plums
seeming to fill* the air
They taste good to her

the poem that lifts the dish
of fruit, if we say it is like
a table—how will it describe

I have eaten
the plums
that were in
the icebox
5

10
(chupada)

and which
you were probably saving
for breakfast
Forgive me
they were delicious
so sweet
and so cold

alleviated
satisfaction
replenish

1. What does the punctuation suggest to you? What is the
effect?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic,
romantic?

1. Who is "This is Just to Say" written to? Where would
you find it? What is it saying? What is it imitating?
2. Is the speaker really sorry? How do you know that
he is not sorry? What might he do again if he gets
the chance?
3. What is his attitude toward the owner of the plums?
Is this the same attitude toward the implied reader?
Does the audience know more than the characters
involved in the poem?
4. Why is there no punctuation?
5. The title of the poem makes up part of a complete
sentence. Why is it appropriate as a separate unit?
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The locust*
tree in
flower
Among
of
green
stiff*
old
bright

5

Between walls

A tall tree (R obina
pseudoacacia)
of eastern North
America that has
pinnately
compound leaves,
drooping racemes
of fragrant white
flowers, and strong
stiff wood that
is remarkably
resistant to decay.

the back wings
of the
hospital where
nothing

rigid, stark

5

10

white
sweet
May

1944

In Breughel’s* great picture, The Kermess,

5

10

pieces of a green
bottle

1. Try to describe who the speaker of this poem is and the
situation which the poem presents.
2. Describe the tone of the poem, bearing in mind that tone
involves the speaker's attitude towards (i) the addressee,
(ii) the subject matter; (iii) the speaker himself.

again

The dance

ashes

in which shine
the broken

broken
branch
come
10

will grow lie
cinders*

the dancers go round, they go round and
around, the squeal* and the blare* and the
tweedle* of bagpipes, a bugle* and fiddles*
tipping* their bellies (round as the thick-

P ieter Breughel (c.1525-1569), a Flemish painter who often portrayed a
world of robust and joyful peasants.
The Kermess shows the dan cing of
peasants in celebration of a feast day.
(chillar) / (resonar)
(fuelle) / (corneta) / (violines)
(overturning)

sided glasses whose wash* they impound*)
their hips* and their bellies off balance
to turn them. Kicking and rolling about*
the Fair Grounds, swinging* their butts*, those

inferior or thin liquid / take
possession of
(caderas)

shanks* must be sound to bear up under such
rollicking measures, prance* as they dance
in Breughel’s great picture, The Kermess*.

legs, paces,

turning
(balanceando) / rears, (traseros)

(cabriola), leap
Festival

1. What effect is produced by repeating the first line of the poem as the last line?
2. a) What effect does the poem produce by ending lines on such weak words as "and "and "the"? By splitting "thick- /
sided"? By using line breaks to split "those" and "such" from what they modify? What do you think is the effect
achieved?
b) How do repetition, alliteration, assonance, onomatopoeia, and internal rhyme affect the tempo, feeling, and meaning
of the poem? How do the numerous participles (like "tipping", "kicking", "rolling") make sound echo sense?
3. What words are capitalized? What effect is produced by omitting the capital letters at the beginning of each line? How
does this typographical choice reinforce the sound and the sense of the poem?
4. Most of the lines of this poem are run-on rather than end-stopped, and many of them end with fairly weak words such as
"and", "the", "about", and "such". What effect is produced through these techniques?
5. Do the words and sentence rhythms of the poem echo the visual rhythms in Breughel’s painting? Why is this open form
more appropriate to the images of the poem than any closed form could be?
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Edna St.Vincent Millay (1892-1950)
I, being born a woman . . .

I, being born a woman and distressed
By all the needs and notions of my kind,
Am urged by your propinquity to find
Your person fair, and feel a certain zest
To bear your body's weight upon my breast;
So subtly is the fume of life designed,
To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind,
And leave me once again undone, possessed.
Think not for this, however, the poor treason
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain,
I shall remember you with love, or season
My scorn with pity, — let me make it plain:
I find this frenzy insufficient reason
For conversation when we meet again.

5

10

1.

Counting-out rhyme

1923

5

10

Silver bark of beech*, and sallow*
Bark* of yellow birch* and yellow
Twig* of willow*.

(haya) / pale brown

Stripe* of green in moose* wood maple*,
Color seen in leaf of apple,
Bark* of popple*.

Band / deer, elk /
(arce)

Wood of popple* pale as moonbeam,
Wood of oak for yoke* and barn-beam*,
Wood of hornbeam*.

(palo de rosa)

Silver bark of beech*, and hollow*
Stem* of elder*, tall and yellow
Twig of willow*.

(haya) / (hueco)

Millay's speaker is clearly a woman who informs a man she
has had sex with that she is so far from feeling eternal love for
him that she feels no urge even to make conversation with
him when they meet again. Part of the impact of the poem
arises from the fact that the woman rejects the role
conventionally ascribed to women in such situations. How is
the sonnet form used to convey this impact?

The spring and the fall

5

I dreamed I moved . . .

1923

In the spring of the year, in the spring of the year,
I walked the road beside my dear.
The trees were black where the bark was wet.
I see them yet, in the spring of the year.
He broke me a bough of the blossoming peach
That was out of the way and hard to reach.

5

10

15

1.
2.

3.

Year be springing or year be falling,
The bark will drip and the birds be calling.
There's much that's fine to see and hear
In the spring of a year, in the fall of a year.
'Tis not love's going hurts my days,
But that it went in little ways.

The first stanza describes the generally happy beginning of a love
story. Where do you find the first hint of an unhappy ending?
Put into your own words the last two lines. How do you react to the
lines; that is, do you find the conclusion surprising, satisfying (or unsatisfying), recognizable from your own experience, anticlimactic, or what?
How do the rhyme scheme of the stanzas and their variations as well
as the imagery contribute to the overall meaning you attribute to the
poem?

(corteza) / (abedul)
small branch /
(sauce)

(corteza) / tulip-tree,
(tulipero)

(yugo) / (asta de
viga)
(ca rpe, árbol silvestre alto y tortuoso)

(tallo) / (saúco)
(sauce)

1930

I dreamed I moved among the Elysian fields,
In converse with sweet women long since dead:
And out of blossoms which that meadow yields
I wove a garland for your living head.
Danae, that was the vessel for a day
Of golden Jove, I saw, and at her side,
Whom Jove the bull desired and bore away,
Europa stood, and the Swan's featherless bride.
All these were mortal women, yet all these

10

In the fall for the year, in the fall of the year,
I walked the road beside my dear.
The rooks went up with a raucous trill.
I hear them still, in the fall of the year.
He laughed at all I dared to praise,
And broke my heart, in little ways.

1928

Above the ground had had a god for guest;
Freely I walked beside them and at ease,
Addressing them, by them again addressed,
And marvelling nothing, for remembering you,
Wherefore I was among them well I knew.

1. Assuming that the speaker of the poem is a woman addressing her male lover, try to work out what she is
saying about him (one of the clues is that in the final
couplet she seems to compare him to Jove).
2. Identify as many cases of allusion as you can by:
a) circling all the words and phrases (including names)
which you think may be allusions;
b) finding out what they are allusions to by looking them
up in appropriate sources.
3. Having done question 2, you should now have discovered
what the 'Elysian fields' are, and have found out about
Jove's relationships with three 'mortal women'. Using this
information, try answering question 1 again. Is your answer
any different from what you gave earlier?
4. Is the poem making a compliment to the man or is it doing
something else? How do the allusions support your answer?
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Archibald MacLeish (1892-1982)
Ars poetica

1926

A poem should be palpable and mute*
As a globed* fruit,
Dumb*
As old medallions to the thumb,
5

Silent as the sleeve-worn* stone
Of casement* ledges* where the moss has grown—

(silencioso)
(redonda)

soundless, (mudo)

(gastada por el roce
de la manga)
(bastidor) / (repisa,
alféizar)

A poem should be wordless
As the flight of birds.

10

A poem should be motionless* in time
As the moon climbs*,
Leaving, as the moon releases
Twig* by twig the night-entangled* trees,

(inmóvil)
(asciende)

little branch /
entrapped

Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves,
Memory by memory the mind—
15

A poem should be motionless in time
As the moon climbs*.

(trepa, escala)

A poem should be equal to:
Not true.

20

For all the history of grief*
An empty doorway and a maple* leaf.
For love
The leaning* grasses and two lights above the sea—
A poem should not mean*
But be.

(dolor)
(arce)

(inclinados), bending

(significar)

1. What is the subject of this poem? To what extent does the title help define the subject? Why did the poet call it "Ars
Poetica" instead of "The Art of Poetry"?
2. What does the first section (1-8) assert that the poem should be? How are similes employed to make this assertion clearer
and more concrete?
3. How can a poem be "mute" (1), "dumb" (3), "silent" (5), and "wordless" (7)? Since a poem (and this poem) must be made
of words, how can this paradox be resolved?
4. What does the second section (17-24) assert about a poem? What symbolizes "all the history of grief" here? What
symbolizes "love"? Why are these two examples of symbolism included in the poem?
5. What does this poem finally assert about poetry? To what extent does "Ars poetica" embody the denial of its own ideas and
total meaning?
6. The speaker makes a dogmatic statement at the end of the poem. Compare this statement with the poem itself. How
effectively does the speaker realize his ideals? Why?
7. Characterize the tone of the poem and the relationship of tone to imagery and theme.
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Immortal Autumn

I speak this poem now with grave and level* voice

flat, even, uniform

In praise of autumn of the far-horn-winding fall

5

I praise the flower-barren* fields the clouds the tall

lacking in

Unanswering branches where the wind makes sullen* noise

dreary

I praise* the fall it is the human season

exalt in words

now

10

No more the foreign sun does meddle* at our earth

intervene

Enforce the green and bring the fallow* land to birth

uncultivated, (de barbecho)

Nor winter yet weigh* all with silence the pine bough*

consider / branch

But now in autumn with the black and outcast* crows

rejected

Share* we the spacious world the whispering year is gone

Partake

There is more room to live now the once secret dawn

20

Comes late by daylight and the dark unguarded* goes

unwatchful

Between the mutinous* brave burning of the leaves

insurgent, rebellious

And winter’s covering of our hearts with his deep snow
We are alone there are no evening birds we know
The naked moon the tame* stars circle at our eaves*

spiritless / roofs

It is the human season on this sterile air
Do words outcarry* breath the sound goes on and on
25

take away

I hear a dead man’s cry from autumn long since gone
I cry to you beyond upon this bitter* air

not sweet, difficult to
accept

1. Try to describe who the speaker of this poem is and the situation which the poem presents.
2. Describe the tone of the poem, bearing in mind that tone involves the speaker's attitude towards (i) the addressee,
(ii) the subject matter; (iii) the speaker himself.
3 . What qualities of autumn and what qualities of humans suggest to the author that autumn is the human season? Do
you agree?
4 . Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
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E. E. Cummings (1894-1962)
nobody loses all the time

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

i had an uncle named
Sol who was a born failure and
nearly everybody said he should have gone
into vaudeville* perhaps because my Uncle Sol could
sing McCann He Was A Diver on Xmas Eve like Hell Itself which
may or may not account for the fact that my Uncle
Sol indulged in that possibly most inexcusable
of all to use a highfalootin* phrase
luxuries that is or to
wit farming and be
it needlessly
added
my Uncle Sol’s farm
failed because the chickens
ate the vegetables so
my Uncle Sol had a
chicken farm till the
skunks* ate the chickens when
my Uncle Sol
had a skunk farm but
the skunks caught cold and
died and so
my Uncle Sol imitated the
skunks in a subtle manner
or by drowning himself in the watertank
but somebody who’d given my Uncle Sol a Victor
Victrola* and records while he lived presented to
him upon the auspicious* occasion of his decease a
scrumptious* not to mention splendiferous* funeral with
tall boys in black gloves and flowers and everything and
i remember we all cried like the Missouri
when my Uncle Sol’s coffin* lurched* because
somebody pressed a button
(and down went
my Uncle
Sol
and started a worm* farm)

burlesque show

absurdly pompous
or pretentious

(mofetas)

(fonógrafo)
propitious, favorable
pleasing / splendid,
gorgeous

sarcophagus / went
down stumbling

(gusano)

1. Briefly describe the events in Uncle Sol’s life. How did he die? What was he like?
2. What is the relationship between the speaker of the poem and Uncle Sol? How close was the speaker to his uncle?
3. What attitudes does the speaker express or imply about Sol’s various enterprises as a farmer?
4. What lesson does the speaker draw from the example of the failures in Uncle Sol’s life? Does he offer this lesson seriously? How
much consolation might it offer to those who are left behind?
5. Those present at Uncle Sol’s funeral cried “like the Missouri” when his coffin was lowered into the grave. Does this comparison
suggest deep grief, does it mask deep grief, or does it indicate a lack of concern?
6. Consider words and phrases like “imitated the skunks in a subtle manner,” “splendiferous,” and “auspicious occasion.” Would
these words be appropriate if the speaker were serious? As they appear in the poem, what is their effect?
7. How else might the topic of suicide be treated? Is the treatment here what you might normally expect? Is it possible to prevent
yourself from laughing as you read aloud or silently?
8. Do you think Uncle Sol committed suicide? Give reasons for your argument. Do you think the poet sees Uncle Sol as a total failure? Explain.
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pity this busy monster,
manunkind

5

10

pity this busy monster, manunkind*,

man-not-true-to-his-kind

not. Progress* is a comfortable disease:
your victim (death and life safely beyond)

Golden Age

plays with the bigness of his littleness
—electrons* deify one razorblade
into a mountainrange; lenses extend
unwish through curving wherewhen till unwish
returns on its unself.
A world of made*
is not a world of born*—pity poor flesh

Re ference to an
electronic microscope.

of artificiality
of innocence and
purity

and trees, poor stars and stones, but never this
fine specimen of hypermagical
ultraomnipotence. We doctors know

15

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

a hopeless case if—listen: there’s a hell
of a good universe next door; let’s go.

What three words can you decode from "manunkind"? What is the relationship among them?
Who is the hero in this poem? What or who is the monster?
How does the "not" in the second line change the meaning of the first line?
Why is progress called a "comfortable disease"?
What corresponds to the "world of made" and the "world of born"? Articulate both in your own words. Which one does the hero
try to recapture?

l(a
le
af
fa
5

ll
s)
one
l
iness

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

Study the poem "l(a" carefully until you begin to make out the words. What are they?
One part of the poem is a general term; the other is the name of an event. What is the relationship between them?
Is the shape of the poem important to the meaning of the poem?
Why are the words of the poem hard to perceive? Is that difficulty important to the poem?
Once you have perceived the words and imagery of the poem, is your response to it different?
Can this poem be effectively recited? How?
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Marianne Moore (1887-1982)
Poetry
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I, too, dislike it: there are things that are important beyond all this fiddle*.
Reading it, however, with a perfect contempt* for it, one discovers in
it after all, a place for the genuine. 1
Hands that can grasp, eyes
that can dilate, hair that can rise*
if it must, these things are important not because a

(enredo)

high-sounding* interpretation can be put upon them but* because they are
useful. When they become so derivative* as to become unintelligible,
the same thing may be said for all of us, that we
do not admire what we cannot understand: the bat*
holding on upside down or in quest* of something to

(alta y sonora) / not

eat, elephants pushing, a wild horse taking a roll*, a tireless wolf under
a tree, the immovable* critic twitching* his skin like a horse that feels a
flea, the baseball fan, the statistician—
nor is it valid
to discriminate against ‘business documents and

(revolcándose)

school-books’2; all these phenomena are important. One must make a distinction
however: when dragged* into prominence* by half poets, the result is not poetry,
nor till the poets among us can be
‘literalists of
the imagination’3 —above
insolence and triviality and can present
for inspection, ‘imaginary gardens with real toads* in them’, shall we have
it. In the meantime, if you demand on the one hand,
the raw material* of poetry in
all its rawness* and
that which is on the other hand
genuine, you are interested in poetry.

(desdén)

(erizarse)

(desviado, poco original)

(murciélago)
search

(inconmovible) / moving
spasmodically, trembling,
jerking

(se arrastra) / (prestigio)

(sapos)

(materia prima)
(realidad, sinceridad, materialidad,
crudeza)

In the last edition of her Collected Poems, Moore deleted everything in this poem following ’genuine’ in line 3.
“ Business... school-books”: the phrase is quoted from the Russian novelist, Leo Tolstoy (1828-1910). Moore’s original note cites a passage in Tolstoy’s
Diaries (1917) in which he discusses the difference between prose and poetry: “Where the boundary between prose and poetry lies, I shall never be able
to understand.... Poetry is verse: prose is not verse. Or else poetry is everything with the exception of business documents and school books” (p. 96).
3
literalist of the imagination: Moore's original note refers to W.B. Yeats’s discussion of William Blake in Ideas of Good and Evil (l903), where
Yeats observes that Blake was “a too literal realist of imagination” (p. 182).
1
2

1. a) What can we surmise or infer about the speaker in this poem?
b) To whom is the poem addressed?
c) What does the speaker assume about the listener?
2. a) What is the tone of this poem?
b) How do words like "fiddle" (1) and "perfect contempt" (2) affect the tone?
c) How does tone affect the meaning?
3. What is the subject of this poem? The theme?
4. How does the speaker modify his or her initial assertion about poetry? What can poetry provide? What is its value? How
should we experience it?
5. What does the speaker say about poems “we cannot understand” (10)? How does imagery clarify the speaker’s assertion
about incomprehensible things?
6. What does the speaker assert that poets must be and must do before they shall have “it” (25)? What is “it”?
7. To what extent does this poem provide the experience it asserts is necessary to have poetry?
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John Crowe Ransom (1888-1974)
Piazza* Piece

5

10

Porch, Veranda, Balcony
or Square, (Pórtico)

1925

—I am a gentleman in a dust coat* trying
To make you hear. Your ears are soft and small
And listen to an old man not at all,
They want the young men's whispering and sighing*.
But see the roses on your trellis* dying
And hear the spectral singing of the moon;
For I must have my lovely lady soon,
I am a gentleman in a dust coat trying.
—I am a lady young in beauty waiting
Until my truelove comes, and then we kiss.
But what gray man among the vines* is this
Whose words are dry and faint as in a dream?
Back from my trellis*, Sir, before I scream*!
I am a lady young in beauty waiting.

wore by automobile passengers in the earliest days
when roads were not yet
paved
(suspirando)
structure used as a
support for climbing
plants, (enrejado)

branches, (enramaje)

(enrejado) / (grito, chillo)

1. Who speaks the first eight lines? What words especially characterize him? He is a "gentleman in a dustcoat," but who else is he?
What is a "dustcoat" or a "duster"? Why is this garmet especially appropriate here? Characterize the speaker of the six remaining
lines.
2. In lines 9-10, she is waiting for her "truelove." In line 14 she is still "waiting." For whom does she think she is waiting? For whom
does the reader know she is waiting? How do you know?

Bells for John Whiteside's Daughter

1924

There was such speed in her little body,
And such lightness in her footfall*,
It is no wonder her brown study*
Astonishes us all.
5

10

15

20

sound of a footstep
a state of serious absorption
or abstraction

Her wars were bruited* in our high window.
We looked among orchard* trees and beyond
Where she took arms against her shadow,
Or harried* unto the pond*

reported, (rumoreadas)

The lazy geese*, like a snow cloud
Dripping their snow on the green grass,
Tricking and stopping, sleepy and proud,
Who cried in goose, Alas,

(gansos)

For the tireless heart within the little
Lady with rod* that made them rise
From their noon apple-dreams and scuttle*
Goose-fashion under the skies!
But now go the bells, and we are ready,
In one house we are sternly* stopped
to say we are vexed* at her brown study*,
Lying* so primly* propped*.

(huerto)

harassed, (azuzó) / pool

(palo, vara, bastón)
hurry along

strictly
angered / absorbed reverie
Being kept / (remilgadamente)
/ held

1. What is the usual meaning of "a brown study" (3)? For what is it an understatement here? What do you think the poet is referring
to when he speaks of "her wars" (5)? What are the literal and figurative suggestions of "took arms against her shadow" in line 7?
2. Why is "tireless heart" (13) ironic?
3. In line 17 the speaker says "we are ready." Ready for what? Do you think he is ready?
4. What conventional sentiments might be expected in response to a small child's death? How does the speaker respond to it?
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Louise Bogan (1897-1970)
Women
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Women have no wilderness* in them,
They are provident* instead,
Content in the tight* hot cell* of their hearts
To eat dusty bread.

uncultivated parts

They do not see cattle* cropping* red winter grass,
They do not hear
Snow water going down under culverts*
Shallow* and clear.

(ganado) / eating, grazing

They wait, when they should turn to journeys,
They stiffen*, when they should bend*.
They use against themselves that benevolence
To which no man is friend.
They cannot think of so many crops* to a field
Or of clean wood cleft* by an axe*.
Their love is an eager* meaninglessness*
Too tense, or too lax*.
They hear in every whisper that speaks to them
A shout and a cry.
As like as not, when they take life over their door-sills*
They should let it go by*.

having foresight, (previsoras)
(apretada) / (celda)

(alcantarillas)
(poco profundas)

harden / incline

(cosechas, cultivos)
split, (grieta) / (hacha)
enthusiastic / (sin sentido)
loose, relax

(umbrales)
(ven pasar)

John Ciardi (1916-1986)
In Place of a Curse*

1959

5

At the next vacancy for God, if I am elected,
I shall forgive last the delicately wounded*
who, having been slugged* no harder than anyone else,
never got up again, neither to fight back,
nor to finger their jaws* in painful admiration.

entirely

10

They who are wholly* broken, and they in whom
mercy is understanding, I shall embrace at once
and lead* to pillows in heaven. But they who are
the meek* by trade, baiting* the best of their betters*
with the extortions of a mock-helplessness*

completely

15

I shall take last to love, and never wholly*.
Let them all into heaven —I abolish Hell—
but let it be read over them as they enter:
“Beware* the calculations of the meek*, who gambled* nothing,
gave nothing, and could never receive enough.”

1. What kinds of people does the speaker dislike? Whom does he feel compassion for?
2. How would you describe the tone of this poem? How can you tell it isn't entirely serious?
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(Maldición)

(herido)
struck, (aporreados)

(mandíbulas)

go, direct
humble, docile / tor menting
/ (superiores)
(fingida impotencia)

(Guárdate de) / humble
/ risked

X. J. Kennedy (1929-)

Nothing in Heaven functions as it ought

5

10

1965

Nothing in Heaven functions as it ought:
Peter's bifocals, blindly sat on, crack*;
His gates lurch* wide with the cackle* of a cock,
Not turn with a hush of gold as Milton had thought;
Gangs of the slaughtered innocents keep huffing*
The nimbus off the Venerable Bede
Like that of an old dandelion* gone to seed;
And the beatific choir keep breaking up, coughing.
But Hell, sleek* Hell hath no freewheeling part:
None takes his own sweet time, none quickens pace.
Ask anyone, How come you here, poor heart?—
And he will slot* a quarter* through his face,
You'll hear an instant click, a tear will start
Imprinted with an abstracted of his case.

fail
moved unsteadily /
loud sound

puffing, blowing

(flor diente de león)

smooth and glossy

place, put / coin of 25ç

1. This poem has the Petrarchan form of a sonnet, with the traditional contrast between the octave and the sestet. The off-rhymes
and the hypermetric lines of the octave of course imitate the statement of the octave (things are askew), and the mechanical
perfection of the sestet imitates the sestet's statement ("Hell hath no freewheeling part"). The contrast of heaven and hell is not
surprising, but, what about the contrasting rhymes and versification?

Little elegy
for a child who skipped rope
Here lies resting, out of breath,
Out of turns, Elizabeth
Whose quicksilver* toes not quite
Cleared the whirring* edge of night.
5

Earth whose circles round us skim*
Till they catch the lightest limb,
Shelter now Elizabeth
And for her sake trip up* Death.

mercury, (azogue)
buzzing

pass swiftly

(tropieza)

1. This elegy is about the death of a little girl. The tone becomes openly petulant—"and for her sake, trip up Death"—and
the vision of the world— "the whirring edge of night"—is menacing. Some all too powerful motion sweeps human
potentiality into waste.
a) What is the degree of tragedy and of irony that we are willing to grant to this poem?
b) What other texts in the Anthology that you have read share a similar vision in which human personality is submitted
to an all powerful impersonal law?
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Nathanael West (1903-1940)
Pitkin’s Quest from A Cool Million
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1
The home of Mrs. Sarah Pitkin, a widow well on in years, was situated on an eminence*
overlooking the Rat River, near the town of Ottsville in the state of Vermont. It was a humble*
dwelling* much the worse for wear, yet exceedingly dear to her and her only child, Lemuel.
While the house had not been painted for some time, owing to the straitened* circumstances
of the little family, it still had a great deal of charm. An antique collector, had one chanced to
pass it by, would have been greatly interested in its architecture. Having been built about the
time of General Stark’s campaign against the British, its lines reflected the character of his army,
in whose ranks* several Pitkins had marched.
One late fall* evening, Mrs. Pitkin was sitting quietly in her parlor, when a knock was heard
on her humble door.
She kept no servant, and, as usual, answered the knock in person.
“Mr. Slemp!” she said, as she recognized in her caller the wealthy village lawyer.
“Yes, Mrs. Pitkin, I come upon a little matter of business.”
“Won’t you come in?” said the widow, not forgetting her politeness in her surprise.
“I believe I will trespass on your hospitality for a brief space,” said the lawyer blandly*. “Are
you quite well?”
“Thank you, sir—quite so,” said Mrs. Pitkin as she led the way into the sitting room. “Take
the rocking chair, Mr. Slemp,” she said, pointing to the best chair which the simple room
contained.
“You are very kind,” said the lawyer, seating himself gingerly* in the chair referred to.
“Where is your son, Lemuel?” continued the lawyer.
“He is in school. But it is nearly time for him to be home; he never loiters*.” And the
mother’s voice showed something of the pride she felt in her boy.
“Still in school!” exclaimed Mr. Slemp. “Shouldn’t he be helping to support* you?”
“No,” said the widow proudly. “I set great store by learning, as does my son. But you came
on business?”
“Ah, yes, Mrs. Pitkin. I fear that the business may be unpleasant for you, but you will
remember, I am sure, that I act in this matter as agent for another.”
“Unpleasant!” repeated Mrs. Pitkin apprehensively.
“Yes. Mr. Joshua Bird, Squire Bird, has placed in my hands for foreclosure* the mortgage*
on your house. That is, he will foreclose,” he added hastily*, “if you fail to raise the necessary
monies in three months from now, when the obligation matures.”
“How can I hope to pay?” said the widow brokenly. “I thought that Squire Bird would be glad
to renew, as we pay him twelve per cent interest.”
“I am sorry, Mrs. Pitkin, sincerely sorry, but he has decided not to renew. He wants either his
money or the property.”
The lawyer took his hat and bowed* politely, leaving the widow alone with her tears.
(It might interest the reader to know that I was right in my surmise*. An interior decorator, on
passing the house, had been greatly struck* by its appearance. He had seen Squire Bird about
purchasing it, and that is why that worthy had decided to foreclose on Mrs. Pitkin. The name of
the cause of this tragedy was Asa Goldstein, his business, “Colonial Exteriors and Interiors.” Mr.
Goldstein planned to take the house apart and set it up again in the window of his Fifth Avenue
shop.)
As Lawyer Slemp was leaving the humble dwelling, he met the widow’s son, Lemuel, on the
threshold. Through the open door, the boy caught a glimpse* of his mother in tears, and said to
Mr. Slemp:
“What have you been saying to my mother to make her cry?”
“Stand aside, boy!” exclaimed the lawyer. He pushed Lem with such great force that the poor
lad* fell off the porch steps into the cellar, the door of which was unfortunately open. By the time
Lem had extricated* himself, Mr. Slemp was well on his way down the road.
Our hero, although only seventeen years old, was a strong, spirited lad and would have
followed after the lawyer but for his mother. On hearing her voice, he dropped the ax which he
had snatched* up and ran into the house to comfort her.
The poor widow told her son all we have recounted and the two of them sat plunged* in

high ground
modest
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difficult

(filas)
autumn

softly, (en tono afable, con suavidad)

cautiously

delays, is late,
lingers
maintain, nourish

finish / (hipoteca)
rashly

reverenced
supposition,
conjecture
surprised

momentary view

boy
freed, disentangled

grasped, plucked
sunk
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gloom. No matter how they racked their brains*, they could not discover a way to keep the roof over
their heads.
In desperation, Lem finally decided to go and see Mr. Nathan Whipple, who was the town’s
most prominent citizen. Mr. Whipple had once been President of the United States, and was
known affectionately from Maine to California as “Shagpoke” Whipple. After four successful
years in office, he had beaten his silk hat, so to speak, into a ploughshare and had refused to run
a second time, preferring to return to his natal Ottsville and there become a simple citizen again.
He spent all his time between his den* in the garage and the Rat River National Bank, of which
he was president.
Mr. Whipple had often shown his interest in Lem, and the lad felt that he might be willing to help
his mother save her home.
2
Shagpoke Whipple lived on the main street of Ottsville in a two-story frame house with a
narrow lawn* in front and a garage that once had been a chicken house in the rear. Both
buildings had a solid, sober* look, and, indeed, no one was ever allowed to create disorder
within their precincts*.
The house served as a place of business as well as a residence; the first floor being devoted* to the
offices of the bank and the second functioning as the home of the ex-President. On the porch, next to
the front door, was a large bronze plate that read:

(devanaron los
sesos)

office, study

grass-garden
serious
surrounding area
given over, (dedicado, destinado)

RAT RIVER NATIONAL BANK

Nathan “Shagpoké’ Whipple
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PRES.

Some people might object to turning a part of their dwelling into a bank, especially if, like Mr.
Whipple, they had hobnobbed* with crowned heads. But Shagpoke was not proud, and he was of the
saving kind. He had always saved: from the first time he received a penny at the age of five, when he
had triumphed over the delusive* pleasures of an investment in candy, right down to the time he was
elected President of the United States. One of his favorite adages* was “Don’t teach your grandmother to suck eggs.” By this he meant that the pleasures of the body are like grandmothers, once
they begin to suck eggs they never stop until all the eggs (purse) are dry.
As Lem turned up the path to Mr. Whipple’s house, the sun rapidly sank under the horizon. Every
evening at this time, the ex-President lowered the flag that flew over his garage and made a speech to
as many of the town’s citizenry as had stopped to watch the ceremony. During the first year after the
great man’s return from Washington, there used to collect quite a crowd, but this had dwindled* until
now, as our hero approached the house, there was but a lone Boy Scout watching the ceremony. This
lad was not present of his own free will, alas, but had been sent by his father, who was desirous of
obtaining a loan from the bank.
Lem removed his hat and waited in reverence for Mr. Whipple to finish his speech.
“All hail Old Glory! May you be the joy and pride of the American heart, alike when your
gorgeous folds shall wanton* in the summer air and your tattered* fragments be dimly seen through
clouds of war! May you ever wave in honor, hope and profit, in unsullied* glory and patriotic fervor,
on the dome of the Capitol, on the tented plain, on the waverocked topmast* and on the roof of this
garage!”
With these words, Shagpoke lowered the flag for which so many of our finest have bled and died,
and tenderly gathered it up in his arms. The Boy Scout ran off hurriedly. Lem moved forward to greet
the orator.
“I would like to have a few words with you, sir,” said our hero.
“Certainly,” replied Mr. Whipple with native kindness. “I am never too busy to discuss the
problems of youth, for the youth of a nation is its only hope. Come into my den*,” he added.
The room into which Lem followed Mr. Whipple was situated in the back of the garage. It was
furnished with extreme simplicity; some boxes, a cracker barrel, two brass spittoons*, a hot stove and
a picture of Lincoln were all it held.
When our hero had seated himself on one of the boxes, Shagpoke perched* on the cracker barrel
and put his congress gaiters* near the hot stove. He lined up the distance to the nearest spittoon with
a measuring gob* of spittle and told the lad to begin.
As it will only delay my narrative and serve no good purpose to report how Lem told about his
predicament*, I will skip* to his last sentence.
“And so,” concluded our hero, “the only thing that can save my mother’s home is for your bank
to take over Squire Bird’s mortgage.”
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“I would not help you by lending you money, even if it were possible for me to do so,” was the
surprising answer Mr. Whipple gave the boy.
“Why not, sir?” asked Lem, unable to hide his great disappointment.
“Because I believe it would be a mistake. You are too young to borrow.”
“But what shall I do?” asked Lem in desperation.
“There are still three months left to you before they can sell your house,” said Mr. Whipple.
“Don’t be discouraged. This is the land of opportunity and the world is an oyster*.”
“But how am I to earn fifteen hundred dollars (for that was the face value of the mortgage) here
in such a short time?” asked Lem, who was puzzled by the ex-President’s rather cryptic* utterances.
“That is for you to discover, but I never said that you should remain in Ottsville. Do as I did, when
I was your age. Go out into the world and win your way.”
Lem considered this advice for a while. When he spoke again, it was with courage and determination.
“You are right, sir. I’ll go off to seek my fortune.” Our hero’s eyes shone with a light that
bespoke* a high heart.
“Good,” said Mr. Whipple, and he was genuinely glad. “As I said before, the world is an oyster
that but waits for hands to open it. Bare hands are best, but have you any money?”
“Something less than a dollar,” said Lem sadly.
“It is very little, my young friend, but it might suffice, for you have an honest face and that is more
than gold. But I had thirty-five dollars when I left home to make my way, and it would be nice if you
had at least as much.”
“Yes, it would be nice,” agreed Lem.
“Have you any collateral?” asked Mr. Whipple.
“Collateral?” repeated Lem, whose business education was so limited that he did not even know
what the word meant.
“Security for a loan,” said Mr. Whipple.
“No, sir, I’m afraid not.”
“Your mother has a cow, I think?”
“Yes, Old Sue.” The boy’s face fell as he thought of parting with that faithful servitor.
“I believe that I could lend you twenty-five dollars on her, maybe thirty,” said Mr. Whipple.
“But she cost more than a hundred, and besides she supplies us with milk, butter and cheese, the
main part of our simple victuals*.”
“You do not understand,” said Mr. Whipple patiently. “Your mother can keep the cow until the
note that she will sign comes due in sixty days from now. This new obligation will be an added
incentive to spur* you on to success.”
“But what if I fail?” asked Lem. Not that he was losing heart, be it said, but he was young and
wanted encouragement.
Mr. Whipple understood how the lad felt and made an effort to reassure* him.
“America,” he said with great seriousness, “is the land of opportunity. She takes care of the honest
and industrious and never fails them as long as they are both. This is not a matter of opinion, it is one
of faith. On the day that Americans stop believing it, on that day will America be lost.
“Let me warn you that you will find in the world a certain few scoffers* who will laugh at you and
attempt to do you injury. They will tell you that John D. Rockefeller was a thief and that Henry Ford
and other great men are also thieves. Do not believe them. The story of Rockefeller and of Ford is the
story of every great American, and you should strive* to make it your story. Like them, you were born
poor and on a farm. Like them, by honesty and industry, you cannot fail to succeed.”
It is needless to say that the words of the ex-President encouraged our young hero just as similar
ones have heartened the youth of this country ever since it was freed from the irksome* British yoke.
He vowed* then and there to go and do as Rockefeller and Ford had done.
Mr. Whipple drew up some papers for the lad’s mother to sign and ushered him out of the den.
When he had gone, the great man turned to the picture of Lincoln that hung on the wall and silently
communed with it.
3
Our hero’s way home led through a path that ran along the Rat River. As he passes a wooded stretch* he
cut a stout stick with a thick gnarled* top. He was twirling* this club, as a bandmaster does his baton,
when he was startled* by a young girl’s shriek. Turning his head, he saw a terrified figure pursued by
a fierce dog. A moment’s glance* showed him that it was Betty Prail, a girl with whom he was in love
in a boyish way.
Betty recognized him at the same moment.
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“Oh, save me, Mr. Pitkin!” she exclaimed, clasping* her hands.
“I will,” said Lem resolutely.
Armed with the stick he had most fortunately cut, he rushed between the girl and her pursuer and
brought the knob* down with full force on the dog’s back. The attention of the furious animal—a
large bulldog—was diverted to his assailant, and with a fierce howl* he rushed upon Lem. But our
hero was wary* and expected the attack. He jumped to one side and brought the stick down with great
force on the dog’s head. The animal fell, partly stunned*, his quivering tongue protruding from his
mouth.
“It won’t do to leave him so,” thought Lem; “when he revives he’ll be as dangerous as ever.”
He dealt the prostrate brute two more blows* which settled its fate. The furious animal would do
no more harm.
“Oh, thank you, Mr. Pitkin!” exclaimed Betty, a trace of color returning to her cheeks. “I was
terribly frightened.”
“I don’t wonder,” said Lem. “The brute was certainly ugly.”
“How brave you are!” the young lady said in admiration.
“It doesn’t take much courage to hit a dog on the head with a stick,” said Lem modestly.
“Many boys would have run,” she said.
“What, and left you unprotected?” Lem was indignant. “None but a coward would have done
that.”
“Tom Baxter was walking with me, and he ran away.”
“Did he see the dog chasing you?”
“Yes.”
“And what did he do?”
“He jumped over a stone wall.”
“All I can say is that that isn’t my style,” said Lem. “Do you see how the dog froths* at the mouth?
I believe he’s mad.”
“How fearful!” exclaimed Betty with a shudder*. “Did you suspect that before?”
“Yes, when I first saw him.”
“And yet you dared to meet him?”
“It was safer than to run,” said Lem, making little of the incident. “I wonder whose dog it was?”
“I’ll tell you,” said a brutal voice.
Turning his head, Lem beheld a stout fellow about three years older than himself, with a face in
which the animal seemed to predominate. It was none other than Tom Baxter, the town bully*.
“What have you been doing to my dog?” demanded Baxter with a snarl*.
Addressed in this tone, Lem thought it unnecessary to throw away politeness on such a brutal
customer.
“Killing him,” he answered shortly.
“What business have you killing my dog?” demanded the bully with much anger.
“It was your business to keep the brute locked up, where he wouldn’t do any harm,” said Lem.
“Besides, you saw him attack Miss Prail. Why didn’t you interfere?”
“I’ll flog* you within an inch of your life,” said Baxter with an oath*.
“You’d better not try it,” said Lem coolly*. “I suppose you think I ought to have let the dog bite
Miss Prail.”
“He wouldn’t have bitten her.”
“He would too. He was chasing her with that intention.”
“It was only in sport.”
“I suppose he was frothing at the mouth only in sport,” said Lem. “The dog was mad. You ought
to thank me for killing him because he might have bitten you.”
“That don’t go down,” said Baxter coarsely*. “It’s much too thin.”
“It’s true,” said Betty Prail, speaking for the first time.
“Of course you’ll stand up for him,” said the butcher boy (for that was Baxter’s business), “but
that’s neither here nor there. I paid five dollars for that dog, and if he don’t pay me what I gave, I’ll
mash* him.”
“I shall do nothing of the sort,” said Lem quietly. “A dog like that ought to be killed, and no one
has any right to let him run loose, risking the lives of innocent people. The next time you get five
dollars you ought to invest it better.”
“Then you won’t pay me the money?” cried the bully in a passion. “I’ll break your head.”
“Come on,” said Lem, “I’ve got something to say about that,” and he squared* off scientifically.
“Oh, don’t fight him, Mr. Pitkin,” said Betty, very much distressed. “He is much stronger than
you.”
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“He’ll find that out soon enough, I’m thinking,” growled* Lem’s opponent.
That Tom Baxter was not only larger but stronger than our hero was no doubt true. On the other
hand he did not know how to use his strength. It was merely undisciplined brute force. If he could
have got Lem around the waist the latter would have been at his mercy, but our hero knew that well
enough and didn’t choose to allow it. He was a pretty fair boxer, and stood on his defense, calm and
wary.
When Baxter rushed in, thinking to seize his smaller opponent, he was greeted by two rapid blows
in the face, one of which struck him on the nose, the other in the eye, the effect of both being to make
his head spin*.
“I’ll mash you for that,” he yelled* in a frenzy of rage, but as he rushed in again he never thought
to guard his face. The result was a couple of more blows, the other eye and his mouth being assailed*
this time.
Baxter was astonished. He had expected to “chaw* up” Lem at the first onset. Instead of that, there
stood Lem cool and unhurt, while he could feel that his nose and mouth were bleeding and both his
eyes were rapidly closing.
He stopped short and regarded Lem as well as he could through his injured optics, then
surprised our hero by smiling. “Well,” he said, shaking his head sheepishly*, “you’re the better
man. I’m a rough customer, I expect, but I know when I’m bested*. There’s my hand to show that
I don’t bear malice.”
Lem gave his hand in return without fear that there might be craft* in the bully’s offer of
friendship. The former was a fair-dealing lad himself and he thought that everyone was the same.
However, no sooner did Baxter have a hold of his hand than he jerked* the poor boy into his embrace
and squeezed* him insensible.
Betty screamed and fainted, so great was her anxiety for Lem. Hearing her scream, Baxter
dropped his victim to the ground and walked to where the young lady lay in a dead faint. He stood
over her for a few minutes admiring her beauty. His little pig-like eyes shone with bestiality.
4
It is with reluctance that I leave Miss Prail in the lecherous embrace of Tom Baxter to begin a new
chapter, but I cannot with propriety continue my narrative beyond the point at which the bully
undressed that unfortunate lady.
However, as Miss Prail is the heroine of this romance, I would like to use this opportunity to
acquaint* you with a little of her past history.
On her twelfth birthday, Betty became an orphan with the simultaneous death of her two parents
in a fire which also destroyed what little property might have been left her. In this fire, or rather at it,
she also lost something which, like her parents, could never be replaced.
The Prail farm was situated some three miles from Ottsville on a rough dirt road, and the amateur
fire company, to whose ministrations* all the fires in the district were left, was not very enthusiastic
about dragging their apparatus to it. To tell the truth, the Ottsville Fire Company consisted of a set of
young men who were more interested in dirty stories, checkers and applejack* than they were in fire
fighting. When the news of the catastrophe arrived at the fire house, the volunteer firemen were all
inebriated*, and their chief, Bill Baxter (father to the man in whose arms we left our heroine), was
dead drunk
After many delays, the fire company finally arrived at the Prail farm, but instead of trying to
quench* the flames they immediately set to work and looted* the place.
Betty, although only twelve years old at the time, was a well-formed little girl with the soft,
voluptuous lines of a beautiful woman. Dressed only in a cotton nightgown, she was wandering
among the firemen begging them to save her parents, when Bill Baxter noticed her budding* form and
enticed* her into the woodshed*.
In the morning, she was found lying naked on the ground by some neighbors and taken into their
house. She had a bad cold, but remembered nothing of what Bill Baxter had done to her. She
mourned* only the loss of her parents.
After a small collection had been taken up by the minister to purchase an outfit, she was sent to the
county orphan asylum. There she remained until her fourteenth year, when she was put out as a maid
of all work to the Slemps, a prominent family of Ottsville, the head of which, Lawyer Slemp, we
already know.
As one can well imagine, all was not beer and skittles* in this household for the poor orphan. If
she had been less beautiful, perhaps things would have gone better for her. As it was, however,
Lawyer Slemp had two ugly daughters and a shrewish* wife who were very jealous of their beautiful
servant. They saw to it that she was badly dressed and that she wore her hair only in the ugliest
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possible manner. Yet despite these things, and although she had to wear men’s shoes and
coarse cotton stockings, our heroine was a great deal more attractive than the other women of
the household.
Lawyer Slemp was a deacon in the church and a very stern* man. Still, one would think that as a
male he would have less against the poor orphan than his women folks. But, unfortunately, it did not
work out this way. Mr. Slemp beat Betty regularly and enthusiastically. He had started these beatings
when she first came from the asylum as a little girl, and did not stop them when she became a splendid
woman. He beat her twice a week on her bare* behind with his bare hand.
It is a hard thing to say about a deacon, but Lawyer Slemp got little exercise and he seemed to take
a great deal of pleasure in these biweekly workouts. As for Betty, she soon became inured* to his
blows and did not mind them as much as the subtler* tortures inflicted on her by Mrs. Slemp and her
daughters. Besides, Lawyer Slemp, although he was exceedingly penurious, always gave her a quarter
when he had finished beating her.
It was with this weekly fifty cents that Betty hoped to effect her escape from Ottsville. She had
already obtained part of an-outfit, and was on her way home from town with the first store hat she had
ever owned when she met Tom Baxter and his dog.
The result of this unfortunate encounter we already know.
5
When our hero regained consciousness, he found himself in a ditch* alongside the path on which
he had his set-to with Tom Baxter. It had grown quite dark, and he failed to notice Betty in some
bushes on the other side of the path. He thought that she must have got safely away.
As he walked home his head cleared and he soon recovered his naturally high spirits. He
forgot his unfortunate encounter with the bully and thought only of his coming departure for
New York City.
He was greeted at the door of his humble home by his fond* parent, who had been waiting
anxiously* for his return.
“Lem, Lem,” said Mrs. Pitkin, “where have you been?”
Although our hero was loth to lie, he did not want to worry his mother unduly*, so he said, “Mr.
Whipple kept me.”
The lad then told her what the ex-President had said. She was quite happy for her son and
willingly signed the note for thirty dollars. Like all mothers, Mrs. Pitkin was certain that her
child must succeed.
Bright and early the next morning, Lem took the note to Mr. Whipple and received thirty
dollars minus twelve per cent interest in advance. He then bought a ticket for New York at the
local depot*, and waited there for the arrival of the steam cars.
Our hero was studying the fleeting* scenery of New England when he heard someone
address him.
“Papers, magazines, all the popular novels! Something to read, mister?”
It was the news butcher, a young boy with an honest, open countenance.
Our hero was eager* to talk, so he spoke to the newsboy.
“I’m not a great one for reading novels,” he said. “My Aunt Nancy gave my ma one once but I
didn’t find much in it. I like facts and I like to study, though.”
“I ain’t much on story reading either,” said the news butcher. “Where are you goin’?”
“To New York to make my fortune,” said Lem candidly*.
“Well, if you can’t make money in New York, you can’t make money anywhere.” With this
observation he began to hawk his reading matter farther down the aisle.
Lem again took up his study of the fleeting scenery. This time he was interrupted by a
stylishly dressed young man who came forward and accosted* him.
“Is this seat engaged?” the stranger asked.
“Not as I know of,” replied Lem with a friendly smile.
“Then with your kind* permission I will occupy it,” said the overdressed stranger.
“Why, of course,” said our hero.
“You are from the country, I presume,” he continued affably as he sank into the seat
alongside our hero.
“Yes, I am. I live near Rennington in the town of Ottsville. Were you ever there?”
“No. I suppose you are taking a vacation trip to the big city?”
“Oh, no; I’m leaving home to make my fortune.”
“That’s nice. I hope you are successful. By the way, the Mayor of New York is my uncle.”
“My, is that so?” said Lem with awe*.

serious

naked
accustomed,
hardened
more refined

trench

tender
(con ganas)

unnecessarily

bus station
passing

anxious, derirous

(franco, sincero)

addressed

nice

respect

287

350

355

360

365

370

375

380

385

390

395

400

288

“Yes indeed, my name is Wellington Mape.”
“Glad to make your acquaintance*, Mr. Mape. I’m Lemuel Pitkin.”
“Indeed! An aunt of mine married a Pitkin. Perhaps we’re related.”
Lem was quite elated* at the thought that he might be kin* to the Mayor of New York without
knowing it. He decided that his new acquaintance must be rich because of his clothing, and his
extreme politeness.
“Are you in business, Mr. Mape?” he asked.
“Well, ahem!” was that suave* individual’s rejoinder*. “I’m afraid I’m rather
an idler*. My father left me a cool million, so I don’t feel the need of working.”
“A cool million!” ejaculated* Lem. “Why, that’s ten times a hundred thousand dollars.”
“Just so,” said Mr. Mape, smiling at the lad’s enthusiasm.
“That’s an awful pile of money! I’d be satisfied if I had five thousand right now.”
“I’m afraid that five thousand wouldn’t last me very long,” said Mr. Mape with an amused
smile.
“Gee! Where would anybody get such a pile of money unless they inherited it?”
“That’s easy,” said the stranger. “Why, I’ve made as much in one day in Wall Street.”
“You don’t say.”
“Yes, I do say. You can take my word for it.”
“I wish I could make some money,” said Lem wistfully*, as he thought of the mortgage on his
home.
“A man must have money to make money. If now, you had some money . . .”
“I’ve got a little under thirty dollars,” said Lem.
“Is that all?”
“Yes, that’s all. I had to give Mr. Whipple a note to borrow it.”
“If that’s all the money you have, you’d better take good care of it. I regret to say that despite the
efforts of the Mayor, my uncle, there are still many crooks* in New York.”
“I intend to be careful.”
“Then you keep your money in a safe place?”
“I haven’t hidden it because a secret pocket is the first place a thief would look. I keep it loose*
in my trousers where nobody would think I carried so much money.”
“You are right. I can see that you are a man of the world.”
“Oh, I can take care of myself, I guess,” said Lem with the confidence of youth.
“That comes of being a Pitkin. I’m glad to know that we’re related. You must call on me in New
York.”
“Where do you live?”
“At the Ritz. Just ask for Mr. Wellington Mape’s suite of rooms.”
“Is it a good place to live?”
“Why, yes. I pay three dollars a day for my board*, and the incidentals carry my expenses up to
as high as forty dollars a week.”
“Gee,” ejaculated Lem. “I could never afford it—that is, at first.” And our hero laughed with the
incurable optimism of youth.
“You of course should find a boarding house where they give you plain but solid fare for a
reasonable sum.... But I must bid* you good morning, a friend is waiting for me in the next car.”
After the affable Mr. Wellington Mape had taken his departure, Lem turned again to his vigil* at
the car window.
The news butcher had changed his cap. “Apples, bananas, oranges!” he shouted as he came down
the aisle* with a basket of fruit on his arm.
Lem stopped his rapid progress to ask him the price of an orange. It was two cents, and he decided
to buy one to eat with the hard-boiled egg his mother had given him. But when our hero thrust* his
hand into his pocket, a wild spasm contracted his features. He explored further, with growing
trepidation, and a sickly pallor* began to spread over his face.
“What’s the matter?” asked Steve, for that was the train boy’s name.
“I’ve been robbed! My money’s gone! All the money Mr. Whipple lent me has been stolen!”
6
“I wonder who did it?” asked Steve.
“I can’t imagine,” answered Lem brokenly.
“Did they get much?”
“All I had in the world.... A little less than thirty dollars.”
“Some smart leather* must have gotten it.”
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“Leather?” queried* our hero, not understanding the argot of the underworld with which the train
boy was familiar.
“Yes, leather—pickpocket*. Did anybody talk to you on the train?”
“Only Mr. Wellington Mape, a rich young man. He is kin* to the Mayor of New York.”
“Who told you that?”
“He did himself.”
“How was he dressed?” asked Steve, whose suspicions were aroused. (He had been “wire”—
scout—to a “leather” when small and knew all about the dodge*.) “Did he wear a pale blue hat?”
“Yes ”
“And looked a great swell*?”
“Yes.”
“He got off at the last station and your dough-re-me* went with him.”
“You mean he got my money? Well, I never. He told me he was worth a cool million and
boarded at the Ritz Hotel.”
“That’s the way they all talk—big. Did you tell him where you kept your money?”
“Yes, I did. But can’t I get it back?”
“I don’t see how. He got off the train.”
“I’d like to catch hold of him,” said Lem, who was very angry.
“Oh, he’d hit you with a piece of lead pipe*. But look through your pockets, maybe he left
you a dollar.”
Lem put his hand into the pocket in which he had carried his money and drew it out as though
he had been bitten. Between his fingers he held a diamond ring.
“What’s that?” asked Steve.
“I don’t know,” said Lem with surprise. “I don’t think I ever saw it before. Yes, by gum*, I
did. It must have dropped off the crook’s finger when he picked* my pocket. I saw him wearing
it.”
“Boy!” exclaimed the train boy. “You’re sure in luck. Talk about falling in a privy* and
coming up with a gold watch. You’re certainly it. With a doublet.”
“What is it worth?” asked Lem eagerly.
“Permit me to look at it, my young friend, perhaps I can tell you,” said a gentleman in a gray
derby hat, who was sitting across the aisle. This stranger had been listening with great curiosity
to the dialogue between our hero and the train boy.
“I am a pawnbroker*,” he said. “If you let me examine the ring, I can surely give you some
idea of its value.”
Lem handed the article in question to the stranger, who put a magnifying glass into his eye
and looked at it carefully.
“My young friend, that ring is worth all of fifty dollars,” he announced.
“I’m certainly in luck,” said Lem. “The crook* only stole twentyeight dollars and sixty cents
from me. But I’d rather have my money back. I don’t want any of his.”
“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” said the self-styled pawnbroker. “I’ll advance you twenty-eight
dollars and sixty cents against the ring, and agree to give it back for that sum and suitable
interest if the owner should ever call for it.”
“That’s fair enough,” said Lem gratefully, and he pocketed the money that the stranger
tendered* him.
Our hero paid for the piece of fruit that he had bought from the train boy and ate it with quiet
contentment*. In the meantime, the “pawnbroker” prepared to get off the train. When he had
gathered together his meager luggage, he shook hands with Lem and gave him a receipt for the
ring.
But no sooner had the stranger left than a squad* of policemen armed with sawed-off
shotguns entered and started down the aisle. Lem watched their progress with great interest. His
interest, however, changed to alarm when they stopped at his seat and one of them caught him
roughly by the throat. Handcuffs were then snapped* around his wrists. Weapons pointed at his
head.
7
“Begorra*, we’ve got him,” said Sergeant Clancy, who was in charge of the police squad.
“But I haven’t done anything,” expostulated* Lem, turning pale.
“None of your lip, sweetheart,” said the sergeant. “Will you go quietly or will you go
quietly?” Before the poor lad had a chance to express his willingness* to go, the police officer
struck him an extremely hard blow on the head with his club.
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Lem slumped* down in his seat and Sergeant Clancy ordered his men to carry the boy off the
train. A patrol wagon was waiting at the depot. Lem’s unconscious form was dumped into the
“Black Maria*” and the police drove to the station house.
When our hero regained consciousness some hours later, he was lying on the stone floor of a
cell. The room was full of detectives and the air was foul* with cigar smoke. Lem opened one
eye, unwittingly* giving the signal for the detectives to go into action.
“‘Fess* up,” said Detective Grogan, but before the boy could speak he kicked him in the
stomach with his heavy boot.
“Faith now,” interfered Detective Reynolds, “give the lad a chance.”
He bent over Lem’s prostrate form with a kind smile on his face and said, “Me lad, the jig* is up.”
“I’m innocent,” protested Lem. “I didn’t do anything.”
“You stole a diamond ring and sold it,” said another detective.
“I did not,” replied Lem, with as much fire as he could muster* under the circumstances. “A
pickpocket dropped it in my pocket and I pawned* it with a stranger for thirty dollars.”
“Thirty dollars!” exclaimed Detective Reynolds, his voice giving great evidence of disbelief.
“Thirty dollars for a ring that cost more than a thousand. Me lad, it won’t wash*.” So saying the
detective drew back his foot and kicked poor Lem behind the ear even harder than his colleague
had done.
Our hero lost consciousness again, as was to be expected, and the detectives left his cell,
having first made sure that he was still alive.
A few days later, Lem was brought to trial, but neither judge nor jury would believe
his story.
Unfortunately, Stamford, the town in which he had been arrested, was in the midst of a crime
wave and both the police and the judiciary were anxious to send people to jail. It also counted
heavily against him that the man who had posed* as a pawnbroker on the train was in reality
Hiram Glazer, alias “The Pinhead,” a notorious underworld character. This criminal turned
state’s evidence and blamed the crime on our hero in return for a small fee from the district
attorney*, who was shortly coming up for re-election.
Once the verdict of guilty had been brought in, Lem was treated with great kindness by
everyone, even by the detectives who had been so brutal in the station house. It was through their
recommendations, based on what they called his willingness to cooperate, that he received only
fifteen years in the penitentiary.
Our hero was immediately transferred to prison, where he was incarcerated exactly five
weeks after his departure from Ottsville. It would be hard to say from this that justice is not
swift*, although, knowing the truth, we must add that it is not always sure.
The warden of the state prison, Ezekiel Purdy, was a kind man if stern*. He invariably* made
all newcomers a little speech of welcome and greeted Lem with the following words:
“My son, the way of the transgressor is hard, but at your age it is still possible to turn from it.
However, do not squirm*, for you will get no sermon from me.”
(Lem was not squirming. The warden’s expression was purely rhetorical.)
“Sit down for a moment,” added Mr. Purdy, indicating the chair in which he wanted Lem to
sit. “Your new duties can wait yet awhile, as can the prison barber and tailor.”
The warden leaned back in his chair and sucked meditatively on his enormous calabash pipe.
When he began to talk again, it was with ardor and conviction.
“The first thing to do is to draw all your teeth,” he said. “Teeth are often a source of infection
and it pays to be on the safe side. At the same time we will begin a series of cold showers. Cold
water is an excellent cure for morbidity.”
“But I am innocent,” cried Lem, when the full significance of what the warden had said
dawned on him “I am not morbid and I never had a toothache in my life.”
Mr. Purdy dismissed the poor lad’s protests with an airy wave of his hand.
“In my eyes,” he said, “the sick are never guilty. You are merely sick, as are all criminals.
And as for your other argument; please remember that an ounce* of prevention is worth a ton of
cure. Because you have never had a toothache does not mean that you will never have one.”
Lem could not help but groan*.
“Be of good cheer, my son,” said the warden brightly, as he pressed a button on his desk to
summon* a guard.
A few minutes later our hero was led off to the prison dentist, where we will not follow him
just yet.
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Steinmetz2 was a hunchback,
son of a hunchback lithographer.
He was born in Breslau in eighteen sixtyfive, graduated with highest honors at seventeen from the
Breslau Gymnasium3 went to the University of Breslau to study mathematics;
mathematics to steinmetz was muscular strength and long walks over the hills and the kiss of a girl
in love and big evenings spent swilling beer with your friends;
on his broken back he felt the topheavy weight of society the way workingmen felt it on their
straight backs, the way poor students felt it, was a member of a socialist club, editor of a paper called
The People’s Voice.
Bismarck 4 was sitting in Berlin like a big paper-weight to keep the new Germany feudal, to hold
down the empire for his bosses the Hohenzollerns5.
Steinmetz had to run off to Zurich 6 for fear of going to jail; at Zurich his mathematics woke up all
the professors at the Polytechnic;
but Europe in the eighties was no place for a penniless German student with a broken back and a
big head filled with symbolic calculus and wonder about electricity that is mathematics made power
and a socialist at that.
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With a Danish friend he sailed for America steerage on an old French line boat La Champagne,
lived in Brooklyn at first and commuted to Yonkers 7 where he had a twelvedollar a week job with
Rudolph Eichemeyer8 who was a German exile from fortyeight an inventor and electrician and owner
of a factory where he made hatmaking machinery and electrical generators.
In Yonkers he [Steinmetz] worked out the theory of the Third Harmonics
and the law of hysteresis which states in a formula the hundredfold relations between the metallic
heat, density, frequency when the poles change places in the core of a magnet under an alternating
current.
It is Steinmetz’s law of hysteresis that make possible all the transformers that crouch in little
boxes and gableroofed houses in all the hightension lines all over everywhere. The mathematical
symbols of Steinmetz’s law are the patterns of all transformers everywhere.
In eighteen ninetytwo when Eichemeyer sold out to the corporation that was to form General
Electric, Steinmetz was entered in the contract along with other valuable apparatus. All his life
Steinmetz was a piece of apparatus belonging to General Electric.
First his laboratory was at Lynn, then it was moved and the little hunchback with it to Schenectady,
the electric city.
General electric humored him, let him be a socialist, let him keep a greenhouseful of cactuses lit
up by mercury lights, let him have alligators, talking crows and a gila monster for pets and the
publicity department talked up the wizard, the medicine man who knew the symbols that opened up
the doors of Ali Baba’s cave.9
Steinmetz jotted a formula on his cuff and next morning a thousand new powerplants had sprung
up and the dynamos sang dollars and the silence of the transformers was all dollars,
and the publicity department poured oily stories into the ears of the American public every
Sunday and Steinmetz became the little parlor magician,
who made a toy thunderstorm in his laboratory and made all the toy trains run on time and the
meat stay cold in the icebox and the lamp in the parlor and the great lighthouses and the searchlights
and the revolving beams of light that guide airplanes at night towards Chicago, New York, St. Louis,
Los Angeles,
and they let him be a socialist and believe that human society could be improved the way you can
improve a dynamo and they let him be pro-German and write letter offering his services to Lenin10
because mathematicians are so impractical who make up formulas by which you can build powerplants,
factories, subway systems, light, heat, air, sunshine but not human relations that affect the stockholders’ money and the directors’ salaries.
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Steinmetz was famous magician and he talked to Edison 11 tapping with the Morse code on
Edison’s knee
because Edison was so very deaf and
he went out West
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the placards borne* by the radicals were taken away from them, their clothing torn and eyes
blackened* before the service and ex-service men had finished with them
34 Die After Drinking Wood Alcohol Trains in France May Soon Stop
Gerard Throws His Hat into the Ring13
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America I love you
You’re like sweetheart of mine
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From ocean to ocean
For you my devotion
Is touching each boundary line
LITTLE CARUSO EXPECTED16
his mother, Mrs. W. D. McGillicudy said: “My first husband was killed while crossing tracks in
front of a train, my second husband was killed in the same way and now it is my son
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Aviators Lived for Six Days on Shellfish
the police compelled the demonstrators to lower these flags and ordered the convention not to
exhibit any red emblems save the red in the starry banner of the United States; it may not be indiscreet
to state however, in any case it cannot dim his glory, that General Pershing was confined to his
stateroom* through seasickness when the message arrived. Old Fellow of 89 Treasures Chewinggum
as Precious Souvenir Couldn’t Maintain His Serenity In losing League Debates
And there’s a hundred million others like me
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1937

The high grey-flannel* fog of winter closed off* the Salinas Valley 1 from the sky and
from all the rest of the world. On every side it sat* like a lid* on the mountain s and
made of the great valley a closed pot*. On the broad*, level* land floor* the gang*
plows bit* deep and left the black* earth shining like metal whe re the shares* had cut. On
the foothill ranches across the Salinas River, the yellow stubble* fields seemed to be bathed
in pale cold sunshine, but there was no sunshine in the valley now in December. The thick*
willow scrub* along the river flamed* with sharp* and positive* yellow le aves.
It was a time of quiet and of waiting. The air was cold and tender. A light wind blew
up from the southwest so that the farmers were mildly* hopeful of a good rain before
long*; but fog and rain do not go together.
Across the river, on Henry Allen’s foothill* ranch there was little work to be
done, for the hay* was cut and stored and the orchards* were plowed up to receive
the rain deeply when it should come. The cattle on the higher slopes* were becoming
shaggy* and rough-coated*.
Elisa Allen, working in her flower garden, looked down across the yard and saw
Henry, her husband, talking to two men in business suits*. The three of them stood
by the tractor shed, each man with one foot on the side* of the little Fordson*. They
smoked cigarettes and studied the machine as they talked.
Elisa watched them for a moment and then went back to her work. She was thirtyfive. Her face was lean* and strong* and her eyes were as clear as water. Her figure
looked blocked* and heavy in her gardening costume, a man’s black hat pulled low
down over her eyes, clodhopper* shoes, a figured print dress almost completely covered
by a big corduroy* apron with four big pockets to hold the snips*, the trowel* and
scratcher*, the seeds and the knife she worked with. She wore heavy* leather*
gloves* to protect her hands while she worked.
She was cutting down the old year’s chrysanthemum stalks* with a pair of short and powerful*
scissors. She looked down toward the men by the tractor shed* now and then. Her face was
eager* and mature and handsome*; even her work with the scissors was over-eager*, overpowerful. The chrysanthemum stems* seemed too small and easy for her energy.
She brushed* a cloud of hair out of her eyes with the back of her glove, and left a
smudge* of earth on the cheek in doing it. Behind her stood the neat* white farm house with
red geraniums close*-banked around* it as high as the windows. It was a hard-swept* looking
little house, with hard*-polished windows, and a clean mud-mat* on the front steps.
Elisa cast another glance* toward the tractor shed. The strangers were getting into
their Ford coupe*. She took off a glove and put her strong fingers down into the forest of
new green chrysanthemum sprouts* that were growing around the old roots. She spread
the leaves and looked down among the close*-growing* stems. No aphids* were there,
no sowbugs* or snails or cutworms*. Her terrier* fingers destroyed such pests
before they could get starte d*.
Elisa started* at the sound of her husband’s voice. He had come near quietly, and he leaned*
over the wire fence* that protected her flower garden from cattle* and dogs and chickens.
“At it again,” he said. “You’ve got a strong new crop coming.”
Elisa straightened* her back and pulled on the gardening glove again. “Yes. They’ll be
strong* this coming year.” In her tone and on her face there was a little smugness*.
“You’ve got a gift* with things,” Henry observed. “Some of those yellow chrysanthemums you had this year were ten inches across. I wish you’d work out in the orchard* and
raise* some apples that big.”
Her eyes sharpened. “Maybe I could do it, too. I’ve a gift with things, all right. My
mother had it. She could stick* anything in the ground and make it grow. She said it was
having planters’ hands* that knew how to do it. ”
“Well, it sure works with flowers,” he said.
“Henry, who were those men you were talking to?”
“Why, sure, that’s what I came to tell you. They were from the Western Meat Company. I
sold those thirty head of three-year-old steers*. Got nearly my own price, too.”
“Good,” she said. “Good for you.”

The Salinas Valley,
in Monterey County,
Californi a, about fifty
mi les south of S.José
is one of the state's
richest agricultural
areas. Steinbeck was
born i n Salinas, and his
home there is open
to the public.
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“And I thought,” he continued, “I thought how it’s Saturday afternoon, and we might go
to Salinas for dinner at a restaurant, and then to a picture show—to celebrate, you see.”
“Good,” she repeated. “Oh, yes. That will be good.”
Henry put on his joking* tone. “There’s fights tonight. How’d you like to go to the fights*?”
“Oh, no,” she said breathlessly*. “No, I wouldn’t like fights.”
“Just fooling*, Elisa. We’ll go to a movie. Let’s see. It’s two now. I’m going to take
Scotty and bring down those steers from the hill. It’ll take us maybe two hours. We’ll go
in town about five and have dinner at the Cominos Hotel. Like that?”
“Of course I’ll like it. It’s good to eat away from home.”
“All right, then. I’ll go get up a couple of horses.”
She said, “I’ll have plenty of time to transplant some of these sets*, I guess.” She
heard her husband calling Scotty down by the barn*. And a little later she saw the two
men ride up the pale yellow hillside* in search of the steers*.
There was a little square sandy bed* kept for rooting* the chrysanthemums. With
her trowel* she turned the soil over and over, and smoothed* it and patted* it firm. Then
she dug* ten parallel trenches* to receive the sets. Back at the chrysanthemum bed* she
pulled out the little crisp* shoots*, trimmed off* the leaves of each one with her
scissors and laid* it on a small orderly pile*.
A squeak* of wheels and plod* of hoofs* came from the road. Elisa looked up. The
country road ran along the dense bank of willows* and cottonwoods* that bordered the
river, and up this road came a curious* vehicle, curiously drawn*. It was an old spring*wagon, with a round canvas top on it like the cover of a prairie schooner*. It was drawn
by an old bay* horse and a little grey-and-white burro. A big stubble-bearded* man sat
between the cover flaps* and drove the crawling* team*. Underneath the wagon, between the hind wheels, a lean* and rangy* mongrel* dog walked sedately* . Words
were painted on the canvas* in clumsy *, crooked* letters. “Pots, pans*, knives,
sisors*, lawn mores*. Fixed.” Two rows of articles and the triumphantly definitive “Fixed”
below. The black paint had run down* in little sharp* points* beneath each l etter.
Elisa, squatting* on the ground, watched to see the crazy*, loose-jointed* wagon
pass by. But it didn’t pass. It turned into the farm road in front of her house, crooked*
old wheels skirling* and squeaking*. The rangy* dog darted* from between the wheels
and ran ahead. Instantly the two ranch shepherds flew out at him. Then all three
stopped, and with stiff* and quivering* tails, with taut* straight* legs, with ambassadorial
dignity, they slowly circled, sniffing daintily*. The caravan pulled up* to Elisa’s wire
fence and stopped. Now the newcomer dog, feeling outnumbered*, lowered his tail and
retired under the wagon with raised hackles* and bared teeth.
The man on the wagon seat* called out. “That’s a bad dog in a fight when he gets started*.”
Elisa laughed. “I see he is. How soon does he generally get started?”
The man caught up her laughter and echoed it heartily*. “Sometimes not for* weeks
and weeks,” he said. He climbed stiffly down*, over the wheel. The horse and the donkey
drooped* like unwatered* flowers.
Elisa saw that he was a very big man. Although his hair and beard were greying, he
did not look old. His worn black suit was wrinkled* and spotted* with grease. The
laughter had disappeared from his face and eyes the moment his laughing* voice
ceased. His eyes were dark and they were full of the brooding* that gets in the eyes
of teamsters* and of sailors. The calloused hands he rested on the wire fence were
cracked*, and every crack was a black line. He took off his battered* hat.
“I’m off* my general road, ma’am,” he said. “Does this dirt* road cut over across the
river to the Los Angeles highway?”
Elisa stood up and shoved* the thick scissors in her apron* pocket. “Well, yes, it
does, but it winds around and then fords* the river. I don’t think your team could pull
through the sand.”
He replied with some asperity*, “It might surprise you what them beasts can pull through.”
“When they get started*?” she asked.
He smiled for a second. “Yes. When they get started.”
“Well,” said Elisa, “I think you’ll save time if you go back to the Salinas road and
pick up* the highway there.”
He drew* a big finger down the chicken wire and made it sing*. “I ain’t in any hurry,
ma’am I go from Seattle to San Diego and back every year. Takes all my time*. About
six months each way. I aim* to follow nice weather.”
Elisa took off her gloves and stuffed* them in the apron pocket with the scissors.
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She touched the under edge of her man’s hat, searching for fugitive hairs. “That
sounds like a nice kind of a way to live,” she said.
He leaned* confidentially* over the fence*. “Maybe you noticed the writing on my
wagon. I mend* pots and sharpen knives and scissors. You got any of them things to do?”
“Oh, no,” she said quickly. “Nothing like that.” Her eyes hardened with resistance.
“Scissors is the worst thing,” he explained. “Most people just ruin scissors trying to
sharpen ’em, but I know how. I got a special tool. It’s a little bobbit* kind of thing, and
patented. But it sure does the trick*.”
“No. My scissors are all sharp.”
“All right, then. Take a pot,” he continued earnestly, “a bent* pot, or a pot with a hole. I
can make it like new so you don’t have to buy no new ones. That’s a saving for you.”
“No,” she said shortly*. “I tell you I have nothing like that for you to do.”
His face fell to an exaggerated sadness. His voice took on a whining* undertone. “I
ain’t had a thing to do today. Maybe I won’t have no supper tonight. You see I’m off my
regular* road. I know folks on the highway clear* from Seattle to San Diego. They save
their things for me to sharpen up because they know I do it so good and save them
money.”
“I’m sorry,” Elisa said irritably. “I haven’t anything for you to do.”
His eyes left her face and fell to searching the ground. They roamed* about until they came to
the chrysanthemum bed where she had been working. “What’s them* plants, ma’am?”
The irritation and resistance melted* from Elisa’s face. “Oh, those are chrysanthemums,
giant whites and yellows. I raise them every year, bigger than anybody around here.”
“Kind of a long-stemmed* flower? Looks like a quick puff* of colored smoke?”
he asked.
“That’s it. What a nice way to describe them.”
“They smell kind of nasty* till you get used to them,” he said.
“It’s a good bitter* smell,” she retorted, “not nasty at all.”
He changed his tone quickly. “I like the smell mysel f *.”
“I had ten-inch blooms this year,” she said.
The man leaned farther over* the fence. “Look. I know a lady down the road a piece,
has got the nicest garden you ever seen. Got nearly every kind of flower but no chrysanthemums. Last time I was mending* a copper-bottom washtub* for her (that’s a hard job
but I do it good), she said to me, ‘If you ever run acrost* some nice chrysanthemums I
wish you’d try to get me a few seeds.’ That’s what she told me.”
Elisa’s eyes grew alert* and eager*. “She couldn’t have known much about chrysanthemums. You can raise them from seed, but it’s much easier to root* the little sprouts*
you see there.”
“Oh,” he said. “I s’pose I can’t take none to her, then.”
“Why yes you can,” Elisa cried. “I can put some in damp* sand, and you can carry
them right along with you. They’ll take root* in the pot if you keep them damp. And then
she can transplant them.”
“She’d sure like to have some, ma’am. You say they’re nice ones?”
“Beautiful,” she said. “Oh, beautiful.” Her eyes shone*. She tore off* the battered*
hat and shook out her dark pretty hair. “I’ll put them in a flower pot, and you can take
them right with you. Come into the yard.”
While the man came through the picket* gate*, Elisa ran excitedly along the geranium-bordered path to the back of the house. And she returned carrying a big red flower
pot. The gloves were forgotten now. She kne eled on the ground by the starting* bed*
and dug up* the sandy soil with her fingers and scooped* it into the bright new
flower pot. Then she picked up the little pile of shoo ts* she had prepared. With
her strong fingers she pressed* them into the sand a nd t a m p e d * a r o u n d t h e m
with her knuckles*. The man stood over her. “I’ll tell you what to do,” she said
“You remember so you can tell the lady.”
“Yes, I’ll try to remember.”
“Well, loo k . T h e s e w i l l t a k e r o o t * i n a b o u t a m o n t h . T h e n s h e m u s t
s e t th em out* , abou t* a fo ot apart in g ood rich* earth like this, see?” She lifted
a handful of dark* soil* for him to look at. “They’ll grow fast and tall. Now
remember this. In July tell her to cut them down, about eight inches from the
ground.”
“Before they bloom?” he asked.
“Yes, before they bloom*.” Her face was tight* with eagerness*. “They’ll grow right
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up again. About the last of September the buds will start.”
She stopped and seemed perplexed. “It’s the budding* that takes the most care,”
she said hesitantly*. “I don’t know how to tell you.” She looked deep into his eyes,
searchingly*. Her mouth opened a little, and she seemed to be listening. “I’ll try to
tell you,” she said. “Did you ever hear of planting hands?”
“Can’t say I have, ma’am*.”
“Well, I can only tell you what it feels like. It’s when you’re picking off the buds* you
don’t want. Everything goes right down into your fingertips. You watch your fingers
work. They do it themselves. You can feel how it is. They pick* and pick the buds*.
They never make a mistake. They’re with the plant. Do you see? Your fingers and the
plant. You can feel that, right up your arm. They know. They never make a mistake*.
You can feel it. When you’re like that you can’t do anything wrong. Do you see that?
Can you understand that?”
She was kneeling on the ground looking up at him. Her breast swelled* passionately.
The man’s eyes narrowed. He looked away self-consciously*. “Maybe I know,” he
said. “Sometimes in the night in the wagon there—”
Elisa’s voice grew husky*. She broke in on him. “I’ve never lived as you do, but I
know what you mean. When the night is dark—why, the stars are sharp-pointed, and
there’s quiet. Why*, you rise up* and up. Every pointed star gets driven* into your body.
It’s like that. Hot and sharp and—lovely*.”
Kneeling there, her hand went out toward his legs in the greasy* black trousers*. Her
hesitant fingers almost touched the cloth. Then her hand dropped to the ground. She
crouched low like a fawning* dog.
He said, “It’s nice, just like you say, only when you don’t have no dinner, it ain’t*.”
She stood up then, very straight, and her face was ashamed*. She held the flower pot
out to him and placed it gently in his arms. “Here. Put it in your wagon, on the seat*,
where you can watch it. Maybe I can find something for you to do.”
At the back of the house she dug* in the can pile and found two old and battered*
aluminum saucepans*. She carried them back and gave them to him. “Here, maybe you
can fix* these.”
His manner changed. He became professional. “Good as new I can fix them.” At the
back of his wagon he set a little anvil*, and out of an oily tool box dug* a small machine
hammer. Elisa came through the gate* to watch him while he pounded out* the dents* in
the kettles. His mouth grew sure and knowing*. At a difficult part of the work he
sucked* his under-lip.
“You sleep right in the wagon?” Elisa asked.
“Right in the wagon, ma’am. Rain or shine. I’m dry as a cow in there*.”
“It must be nice,” she said. “It must be very nice. I wish women could do such things.”
“It ain’t* the right kind of a life for a woman.”
Her upper lip raised a little, showing her teeth. “How do you know? How can you
tell?” she said.
“I don’t know ma’am,” he protested. “Of course I don’t know. Now here’s your
kettles*, done. You don’t have to buy no new ones.”
“How much?”
“Oh, fifty cents’ll do. I keep my prices down and my work good. That’s why I have all
them satisfied customers up and down* the highway.”
Elisa brought him a fifty-cent piece from the house and dropped it in his hand. “You
might be surprised to have a rival* some time. I can sharpen scissors, too. And I can beat
the dents out* of little pots*. I could show you what a woman might do.”
He put his hammer back in the oily box and shoved* the little anvil out of sight.
“It would be a lonely life for a woman, ma’am, and a scarey* life, too, with animals
creeping* under the wagon all night.” He climbed over the single-tree*, steadying
himself with a hand on the burro’s white rump*. He settled himself in the seat*,
picked up the lines*. “Thank you kindly, ma’am,” he said. “I’ll do like you told me;
I’ll go back and catch the Salinas road.”
“Mind,” she called, “if you’re long in getting there, keep the sand damp*.”
“Sand, ma’am? . . . Sand? Oh, sure. You mean round the chrysanthemums. Sure
I will.” He clucked* his tongue. The beasts leaned luxuriously* into their collars.
The mongrel* dog took his place between the back wheels. The wagon turned and
crawled out* the entrance road and back the way it had come, along the river.
Elisa stood in front of her wire fence* watching the slow progress of the caravan.
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Her shoulders were straight, her head thrown back, her eyes half-closed, so that
the sc ene came vaguely into them. Her lips moved silently, forming the words “Goodbye—good-bye.” Then she whispered, “That’s a bright* direction. There’s a glowing*
there.” The sound of her whisper startled her. She shook herself free* and looke d
about to see whether anyone had been listening. Only the dogs had heard. They lifted their
heads toward her from their sleeping in the dust, and then stretched out their chins* and
settled asleep again. Elisa turned and ran hurriedly into the house.
In the kitchen she reached behind the stove* and felt the water tank. It was full
of hot water from the noonday cooking. In the bathroom she tore of f * her soiled*
clothes and flung them into the corner. And then she scrubbed* herself with a little
block of pumice*, legs and thighs, loins* and chest and arms, until her skin was
scratched and red. When she had dried herself she stood in front of a mirror in her
bedroom and looked at her body. She tightened her stomach and threw out her
chest. She turned and looked over her shoulder at her back.
After a while she began to dress, slowly. She put on her newest under-clothing and
her nicest stockings and the dress which was the symbol* of her prettiness*. She
worked carefully on her hair, pencilled her eyebrows and rouged her lips.
Before she was finished she heard the little thunder* of hoofs* and the shouts of
Henry and his helper as they drove the red steers* into the corral. She heard the
gate bang shut* and set herself for Henry’s arrival.
His step sounded on the porch. He entered the house calling “Elisa, where are you?”
“In my room, dressing. I’m not ready. There’s hot water for your bath. Hurry up. It’s
getting late.”
When she heard him splashing* in the tub, Elisa laid his dark suit on the bed, and
shirt and socks and tie beside it. She stood his polished shoes on the floor beside the
bed. Then, she went to the porch and sat primly* and stiffly* down. She looked toward
the river road where the willow-line was still yellow with frosted* leaves so that under
the high grey fog they seemed a thin band of sunshine. This was the only color in the
grey afternoon. She sat unmoving for a long time. Her eyes blinked* rarely.
Henry came banging out of the door, shoving his tie inside his vest* as he came.
Elisa stiffened and her face grew tight. Henry stopped short and looked at her
“Why—why*, Elisa. You look so nice!”
“Nice? You think I look nice? What do you mean by ‘nice’?”
Henry blundered on*. “I don’t know. I mean you look different, strong and happy.”
“I am strong? Yes, strong. What do you mean ‘strong’?”
He looked bewildered*. “You’re playing some kind of a game,” he said helplessly.
“It’s a kind of a play. You look strong enough to break a cal f * over your knee, happy
enough to eat it like watermelon*.”
For a second she lost her rigidity. “Henry! Don’t talk like that. You didn’t know
what you said.” She grew complete again*. “I’m strong,” she boasted*. “I never knew
before how strong.”
Henry looked down toward the tractor shed, and when he brought his eyes back
to her, they were his own again. “I’ll get out the car. You can put on your coat
while I’m starting.”
Elisa went into the house. She heard him drive to the gate and idle down* his motor,
and then she took a long time to put on her hat. She pulled it here and pressed it there.
When Henry turned the motor off* she slipped into* her coat and went out.
The little roadster* bounced along on the dirt* road by the river, raising the
birds and driving the rabbits into the brush*. Two cranes* flapped* heavily over
the willow-line and dropped into* the river-bed*.
Far ahead on the road Elisa saw a dark speck*. She knew.
She tried not to look as they passed it, but her eyes would not obey. She whispered
to herself sadly. “He might have thrown them off the road. That wouldn’t have been
much trouble, not very much. But he kept the pot*,” she explained. “He had to keep the
pot. That’s why he couldn’t get them off the road.”
The roadster turned a bend* and she saw the caravan ahead. She swung full around*
toward her husband so she could not see the little covered wagon and the mismatched*
team as the car passed them.
In a moment it was over. The thing was done*. She did not look back. She said
loudly, to be heard above the motor, “It will be good, tonight, a good dinner.”
“Now you’re changed again,” Henry complained. He took one hand from the wheel*

luminous / resplendence
(Se liberó de un respingo)
(levantaron sus barbillas)
(ho rnillo)
removed violently /
dirty
rubbed, brushed
(trozo de piedra pómez) / (región lumbar, caderas y
lomos)

emblem / beauty

(estruendo) / (cascos)
(novillos, terneros)
(golpe de la cancilla
al cerrarse)

(chapotear)
formally, (con remilgo) / (rígida)
glassy, (de escarcha,
glaseadas, brillantes)
(parpadearon)
overcoat

(¡Vaya! ¡Vaya!)

(se soltó, continuó
disparatado)
(desconcertado)
(ternero)
(sandía)

(Recobró la normalidad) / presumed,
(se jactó)

(dejarlo en ralentí)

(apagó) / put on
two seaters & doors
coupe / (embarrado)
(maleza) / (grullas) /
(aletearon)
(descendieron al) /
(cauce del río)
spot, (punto)

(maceta)
curve / (se giró por
completo)
(desparejada),
discordant
(Estaba hecho)

(volante)

297

300

305

310

and pated* her knee “I ought to take you in to dinner oftener. It would be good for both
of us. We get so heavy out on the ranch.”
“Henry,” she asked, “could we have wine at dinner?”
“Sure we could. Say! That will be fine.”
She was silent for a little while; then she said, “Henry, at those prize fights, do the
men hurt each other very much?”
“Sometimes a little, not often. Why?”
“Well, I’ve read how they break noses, and blood runs down their chests. I’ve read
how the fighting gloves get heavy and soggy* with blood.”
He looked around at her. “What’s the matter, Elisa? I didn’t know you read things like
that.” He brought the car to a stop, then turned to the right over the Salinas River bridge.
“Do any women ever go to the fights?” she asked.
“Oh, sure, some. What’s the matter, Elisa? Do you want to go? I don’t think you’d
like it, but I’ll take you if you really want to go.”
She relaxed limply* in the seat. “Oh, no. No. I don’t want to go. I’m sure I don’t.” Her
face was turned away from him. “It will be enough if we can have wine. It will be
plenty.” She turned up her coat collar so he could not see that she was crying weakly—
like an old woman*.
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1. When we first meet Elisa in her garden, with what details is she delineated for us? What are the main traits of her
character? What is she like?
2. Elisa works inside a "wire fence that protected her flower garden from cattle and dogs and chickens" (42). What does this
wire fence suggest?
3. a) How fully is Henry Allen described? Is he a round or flat character? Static or dynamic? How well does he understand his
wife?
b) How would you describe Henry and Elisa's marriage? Cite details from the story to support your description.
4. a) For what motive does the traveling salesman take an interest in Elisa's chrysanthemums? What immediate effect does
his interest have on Elisa?
b) What is Elisa’s first reaction to giving the tinker work? How does the tinker change Elisa’s attitude? How does Elisa
change as she speaks with the tinker? How would you explain this change?
c) Why is Elisa attracted to the stubble-bearded tinker in the wagon? How does the man shrewdly use her?
5. After the tinker goes off in his wagon, Elisa acts strangely.
a) For what possible purpose does Steinbeck give us such a detailed account of Elisa's preparations for her evening out?
Notice her tearing off her soiled clothes, her scrubbing her body with pumice (243-246).
b) How does Elisa’s character or sense of self change during the episode in which she washes and dresses for dinner? To
what extent is this washing-dressing episode symbolic? How would you explain the symbolism here?
6. a) The most moving moment in the story for me comes when Elisa sees, far ahead on the road, a dark speck. It seems she
has been looking for the dark speck. "She knew." What does she know? If she knows, why does she act as she does?
b) Of what significance to Elisa is the sight of the contents of the flower pot discarded in the road? Notice that, as her
husband's car overtakes the covered wagon, Elisa averts her eyes; and then we read, "In a moment it was over. The
thing was done. She did not look back" (293). Explain this passage.
c) Consider the symbolic impact of Elisa’s seeing the chrysanthemum sprouts on the side of the road. How does this
finding affect Elisa? What does it tell us about Elisa’s life and values?
7. How do you interpret Elisa's asking for wine with dinner? How do you account for her new interest in prize fights?
8. a) Why are Elisa Allen's chrysanthemums so important to this story? Sum up what you understand them to mean.
b) What do the chrysanthemums symbolize for Elisa? What do they symbolize about Elisa? What role do these flowers
play in her life?
9. What are the conflicts the plot of the story present? Which is the central conflict? Where is the climax of the story? To what
extent does it resolve the central conflict?
10. a) Consider the symbolism of the setting in this story with respect to the Salinas Valley, the time of the year, and the
description of the Allen house. What do these things tell us about Elisa Allen and her world?
b) The story opens describing the place under a fog that has sealed off a valley from the rest of the world—a fog like the
lid on a pot (1-3), what do you make out of this setting in the overall thematic context of the story?
c) To what extent is the description of Elisa (20-30) symbolic? What is she wearing? What do her clothes hide or
suppress? What does this description tell us about Elisa?
d) Notice how the story starts—Elisa Allen separated from the men involved in the real work on the ranch. The sadness of
this story, and its greatest power, comes from the inadequacy of the work Elisa does to express her strength. How are
the chrysanthemums a complex image of her inner strength and the lack of outlets for her strength?
11. In what sense is "The Chrysanthemums" a proto-feminist short story—a story with a feminist orientation thirty years before
feminism in the United States became politically active again?
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Dere’s* no guy livin’ dat* knows Brooklyn t’roo an’ t’roo, because it’d take a guy a
lifetime just to find his way aroun’ duh* f____ town.
So like I say, I’m waitin’ for my train t’ come when I sees dis big guy standin’ deh*—dis
is duh foist I eveh* see of him. Well, he’s lookin’ wild, y’know, an’ I can see dat he’s had
plenty, but still he’s holdin’ it; he talks good an’ is walkin’ straight enough. So den*, dis big
guy steps up to a little guy dat’s standin’ deh, an’ says, “How d’yuh get t’ eighteent’ Avenoo
an’ Sixty-sevent’ Street?” he says.
“Jesus! Yuh* got me, chief,” duh little guy says to him. “I ain’t been heah* long myself.
Where is duh place?” he says. “Out in duh Flatbush section somewhere?”
“Nah,” duh big guy says. “It’s out in Bensonhoist. But I was neveh deh befoeh*. How
d’yuh get deh?”
“Jesus,” duh little guy says, scratchin’ his head, y’know—yuh could see duh little guy
didn’t know his way about—”yuh got me, chief. I neveh hoid *of it. Do any of youse guys
know where it is?” he says to me.
“Sure,” I says. “It’s out in Bensonhoist. Yuh take duh Fourt’ Avenoo express, get off at
Fifty-nint’ Street, change to a Sea Beach local deh, get off at Eighteent’ Avenoo an’ Sixtytoid, an’ den walk down foeh blocks. Dat’s all yuh got to do,” I says.
“G’wan!” some wise guy dat I neveh seen befoeh pipes up*. “Whatcha talkin’ about?” he
says—oh, he was wise, y’know. “Duh guy is crazy! I tell yuh* what yuh do,” he says to duh
big guy. “Yuh change to duh West End line at Toity-sixt’,” he tells him. “Get off at Noo
Utrecht an’ Sixteent’ Avenoo,” he says. “Walk two blocks oveh, foeh* blocks up,” he says,
“an’ you’ll be right deh.” Oh, a wise guy, y’know.
“Oh, yeah?” I says. “Who told you so much?” He got me sore because he was so wise
about it. “How long you been livin’ heah?” I says.
“All my life,” he says. “I was bawn* in Williamsboig,” he says. “An’ I can tell you t’ings*
about dis town you neveh hoid of,” he says.
“Yeah?” I says.
“Yeah,” he says.
“Well, den, you can tell me t’ings about dis town dat nobody else has eveh hoid of, either.
Maybe you make it all up yoehself at night,” I says, “befoeh you go to sleep—like cuttin’ out
papeh dolls, or somp’n.”
“Oh, yeah?” he says. “You’re pretty wise, ain’t yuh?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” I says. “Duh boids ain’t usin my head for Lincoln’s statue yet,” I
says. “But I’m wise enough to know a phony when I see one.”
“Yeah?” he says. “A wise guy, huh? Well, you’re so wise dat some one’s goin’ t’bust*
yuh one right on duh snoot* some day,” he says. “Dat’s how wise you are.”
Well, my train was comin’, or I’da smacked him den and dere, but when I seen duh train
was comin’, all I said was, “All right, mugg! I’m sorry I can’t stay to take keh* of you, but
I’ll be seein’ yuh sometime, I hope, out in duh cemetery.” So den I says to duh big guy, who’d
been standin’ deh all duh time, “You come wit me,” I says. So when we gets onto duh train I says
to him, “Where yuh goin’ out in Bensonhoist?” I says. “What numbeh are yuh lookin’ for?” I
says. You know—I t’ought* if he told me duh address I might be able to help him out.
“Oh,” he says, “I’m not lookin’ for no one.I don’t know no one out deh.”
“Then whatcha* goin’ out deh for?” I says.
“Oh,” duh guy says, “I’m just goin’ out to see duh place,” he says. “I like duh sound of
duh name—Bensonhoist, y’know—so I t’ought I’d go out an’ have a look at it.”
“Whatcha tryin’ t’hand me?” I says. “Whatcha tryin’ t’do—kid* me?” You know, I
t’ought duh guy was bein’ wise wit me.
“No,” he says, “I’m tellin’ yuh duh troot*. I like to go out an’ take a look at places wit
nice names like dat. I like to go out an’ look at all kinds of places,” he says.
“How’d yuh know deh was such a place,” I says, “if yuh neveh been deh befoeh?”
“Oh,” he says, “I got a map.”
“A map?” I says.
“Sure,” he says, “I got a map dat tells me about all dese places. I take it wit me every time
I come out heah,” he says.
And Jesus! Wit dat, he pulls it out of his pocket, an’ so help me, but he’s got it—he’s
tellin’ duh troot—a big map of duh whole f____ place with all duh different pahts mahked
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out. You know—Canarsie an’ East Noo Yawk an’ Flatbush, Bensonhoist, Sout’ Brooklyn,
duh Heights, Bay Ridge, Greenpernt— duh whole goddam layout, he’s got it right deh on
duh map.
“You been to any of dose* places?” I says.
“Sure,” he says, “I been to most of ’em. I was down in Red Hook just last night,” he says.
“Jesus! Red Hook!” I says. “Whatcha do down deh?”
“Oh,” he says, “nuttin’* much. I just walked aroun’. I went into a coupla* places an’ had
a drink,” he says, “but most of the time I just walked aroun’.”
“Just walked aroun’?” I says.
“Sure,” he says, “just lookin’ at t’ings, y’know.”
“Where’d yuh go?” I asts* him.
“Oh,” he says, “I don’t know duh name of duh place, but I could find it on my map,” he
says. “One time I was walkin’ across some big fields where deh ain’t no houses,” he says,
“but I could see ships oveh deh all lighted up. Dey* was loadin.’ So I walks across duh
fields,” he says, “to where duh ships are.”
“Sure,” I says, “I know where you was. You was down to duh Erie Basin.”
“Yeah,” he says, “I guess dat was it. Dey had some of dose big elevators an’ cranes an’
dey was loadin’ ships, an’ I could see some ships in drydock all lighted up, so I walks across
duh fields to where dey are,” he says.
“Den what did yuh do?” I says.
“Oh,” he says “nuttin’ much. I came on back across duh fields after a while an’ went into
a coupla places an’ had a drink.”
“Didn’t nuttin’ happen while yuh was in dere?” I says.
“No,” he says. “Nuttin’ much. A coupla guys was drunk in one of duh places an’ started
a fight, but dey bounced* ’em out,” he says, “an’ den one of duh guys stahted* to come back
again, but duh bartender gets his baseball bat out from under duh counteh, so duh guy goes on.”
“Jesus!” I said “Red Hook!”
“Sure,” he says. “Dat’s where it was, all right.”
“Well, you keep outa deh,” I says. “You stay away from deh.”
“Why?” he says. “What’s wrong wit it?”
“Oh” I says, “it’s a good place to stay away from, dat’s all. It’s a good place to keep out of..”
“Why?” he says. “Why is it?”
Jesus! Whatcha gonna do wit a guy as dumb* as dat? I saw it wasn’t no use to try to tell
him nuttin’, he wouldn’t know what I was talkin’ about, so I just says to him, “Oh, nuttin.’
Yuh might get lost down deh, dat’s all.”
“Lost?” he says. “No, I wouldn’t get lost. I got a map,” he says.
A map! Red Hook! Jesus!
So den duh guy begins to ast me all kinds of nutty* questions: how big was Brooklyn an’
could I find my way aroun’ in it, an’ how long would it take a guy to know duh place.
“Listen!” I says. “You get dat idea outa yoeh head right now,” I says. “You ain’t neveh
gonna get to know Brooklyn,” I says. “Not in a hunderd yeahs I been livin’ heah all my life,”
I says, “an’ I don’t even know all deh is to know about it, so how do you expect to know duh
town,” I says, “when you don’t even live heah?”
“Yes,” he says, “but I got a map to help me find my way about.”
“Map or no map,” I says, “yuh ain’t gonna get to know Brooklyn wit no map,” I says.
“Can you swim?” he says, just like dat Jesus! By dat time, y’know, I begun to see dat duh
guy was some kind of nut*. He’d had plenty to drink, of course, but he had dat crazy look in
his eye I didn’t like. “Can you swim?” he says.
“Sure,” I says. “Can’t you?”
“No,” he says. “Not more’n a stroke or two. I neveh loined* good.”
“Well, it’s easy,” I says. “All yuh need is a little confidence. Duh way I loined, me older
bruddeh pitched me off duh dock one day when I was eight yeahs old, cloes an’ all. ‘You’ll
swim,’ he says. ‘You’ll swim all right—or drown.’ An’, believe me, I swam! When yuh know
yuh got to, you’ll do it. Duh only t’ing yuh need is confidence. An’ once you’ve loined,” I
says, “you’ve got nuttin’ else to worry about. You’ll neveh forget it. It’s somp’n dat stays wit
yuh as long as yuh live.”
“Can you swim good?” he says.
“Like a fish,” I tells him. “I’m a regulah fish in duh wateh,” I says “I loined to swim right
off duh docks wit all duh oddeh* kids,” I says.
“What would you do if yuh saw a man drownin’?” duh guy says.
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“Do? Why, I’d jump in an’ pull him out,” I says. “Dat’s what I’d do.”
“Did yuh eveh see a man drown?” he says.
“Sure,” I says. “I see two guys—bot’ times at Coney Island. Dey got out too far, an’
neider one could swim. Dey drowned befoeh any one could get to ’em.”
“What becomes of people after dey’ve drowned out heah?” he says.
“Drowned out where?” I says
“Out heah in Brooklyn.”
“I don’t know whatcha mean,” I says. “Neveh hoid of no one drownin’ heah in Brooklyn,
unless you mean a swimmin’ pool Yuh can’t drown in Brooklyn,” I says. “Yuh gotta drown
somewhere else—in duh ocean, where dere’s wateh*.”
“Drownin’,” duh guy says, lookin’ at his map. “Drownin’.” Jesus! I could see by den he
was some kind of nut, he had dat crazy expression in his eyes when he looked at you, an’ I
didn’t know what he might do. So we was comin’ to a station, an’ it wasn’t my stop, but I got
off anyway, an’ waited for duh next train.
“Well, so long chief,” I says. “Take it easy, now.”
‘Drownin’,” duh guy says, lookin’ at his map. “Drownin’.”
Jesus! I’ve t’ought about dat guy a t’ousand times since den an’ wondered what eveh
happened to ’m* goin’ out to look at Bensonhoist because he liked duh name! Walkin’
aroun’ t’roo Red Hook by himself at night an’ lookin’ at his map! How many people did I see
get drowned out heah in Brooklyn! How long would it take a guy wit a good map to know all
deh was to know about Brooklyn!
Jesus! What a nut he was! I wondeh what eveh happened to ’im, anyway! I wondeh if
some one knocked him on duh head, or if he’s still wanderin’ aroun’ in duh subway in duh
middle of duh night wit his little map! Duh poor guy! Say, I’ve got to laugh, at dat, when I
t’ink about him! Maybe he’s found out by now dat he’ll neveh live long enough to know duh
whole of Brooklyn. It’d take a guy a lifetime to know Brooklyn t’roo an’ t’roo. An’ even den,
yuh wouldn’t know it all.
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On the outskirts of a little town upon a rise of land that swept back from the railway
there was a tidy little cottage of white boards, trimmed* vividly with green blinds*. To one
side of the house there was a garden neatly patterned with plots of growing vegetables, and
an arbor for the grapes which ripened late in August. Before the house there were three
mighty oaks which sheltered it in their clean and massive shade in summer, and to the
other side there was a border of gay flowers. The whole place had an air of tidiness, thrift*,
and modest comfort.
Every day, a few minutes after two o’clock in the afternoon, the limited express between
two cities passed this spot. At that moment the great train, having halted for a breathing
space at the town near by, was beginning to lengthen evenly into its stroke, but it had not yet
reached the full drive of its terrific speed. It swung into view deliberately*, swept past with
a powerful swaying motion of the engine, a low smooth rumble* of its heavy cars upon
pressed steel, and then it vanished in the cut. For a moment the progress of the engine could
be marked by heavy bellowing* puffs* of smoke that burst at spaced intervals above the
edges of the meadow grass, and finally nothing could be heard but the solid clacking*
tempo of the wheels receding into the drowsy stillness of the afternoon.
Every day for more than twenty years, as the train had approached this house, the
engineer had blown on the whistle, and every day, as soon as she heard this signal, a woman
had appeared on the back porch of the little house and waved to him. At first she had a small
child clinging to her skirts*, and now this child had grown to full womanhood, and every day
she, too, came with her mother to the porch and waved.
The engineer had grown old and gray in service. He had driven his great train, loaded
with its weight of lives, across the land ten thousand times. His own children had grown up
and married, and four times he had seen before him on the tracks the ghastly dot* of tragedy
converging like a cannon ball to its eclipse of horror at the boiler head—a light spring
wagon filled with children, with its clustered row of small stunned* faces; a cheap automobile stalled upon the tracks, set with the wooden figures of people paralyzed with fear; a
battered hobo* walking by the rail, too deaf and old to hear the whistle’s warning; and a
form flung past his window with a scream—all this the man had seen and known. He had
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known all the grief, the joy, the peril and the labor such a man could know; he had grown
seamed* and weathered in his loyal service, and now, schooled by the qualities of faith and
courage and humbleness that attended his labor, he had grown old, and had the grandeur and
the wisdom these men have.
But no matter what peril or tragedy he had known, the vision of the little house and the
women waving to him with a brave free motion of the arm had become fixed in the mind of
the engineer as something beautiful and enduring, something beyond all change and ruin, and
something that would always be the same, no matter what mishap*, grief or error might break
the iron schedule of his days.
The sight of the little house and of these two women gave him the most extraordinary
happiness he had ever known. He had seen them in a thousand lights, a hundred weathers. He had
seen them through the harsh* bare light of wintry gray across the brown and frosted stubble* of
the earth, and he had seen them again in the green luring* sorcery* of April.
He felt for them and for the little house in which they lived such tenderness as a man
might feel for his own children, and at length the picture of their lives was carved so sharply in his
heart that he felt that he knew their lives completely, to every hour and moment of the day, and he
resolved that one day, when his years of service should be ended, he would go and find these
people and speak at last with them whose lives had been so wrought* into his own.
That day came. At last the engineer stepped from a train onto the station platform of the
town where these two women lived. His years upon the rail had ended. He was a pensioned
servant of his company, with no more work to do. The engineer walked slowly through the
station and out into the streets of the town. Everything was as strange to him as if he had
never seen this town before. As he walked on, his sense of bewilderment and confusion grew.
Could this be the town he had passed ten thousand times? Were these the same houses he had
seen so often from the high windows of his cab? It was all as unfamiliar, as disquieting* as
a city in a dream, and the perplexity of his spirit increased as he went on.
Presently the houses thinned into the straggling* outposts of the town, and the street faded
into a country road—the one on which the women lived. And the man plodded* on slowly in
the heat and dust. At length he stood before the house he sought. He knew at once that he had
found the proper place. He saw the lordly oaks before the house, the flower beds, the garden
and the arbor, and farther off, the glint* of rails.
Yes, this was the house he sought, the place he had passed so many times, the destination
he had longed for with such happiness. But now that he had found it, now that he was here,
why did his hand falter* on the gate; why had the town, the road, the earth, the very entrance
to this place he loved turned unfamiliar as the landscape of some ugly dream? Why did he
now feel this sense of confusion, doubt and hopelessness?
At length he entered by the gate, walked slowly up the path and in a moment more had
mounted* three short steps that led up to the porch, and was knocking at the door. Presently
he heard steps in the hall, the door was opened, and a woman stood facing him.
And instantly, with a sense of bitter loss and grief, he was sorry he had come. He knew at once
that the woman who stood there looking at him with a mistrustful eye was the same woman who
had waved to him so many thousand times. But her face was harsh and pinched and meager*; the
flesh sagged* wearily* in sallow* folds*, and the small eyes peered at him with timid suspicion
and uneasy doubt. All the brave freedom, the warmth and the affection that he had read into her
gesture, vanished in the moment that he saw her and heard her unfriendly tongue.
And now his own voice sounded unreal and ghastly to him as he tried to explain his
presence, to tell her who he was and the reason he had come. But he faltered on, fighting
stubbornly against the horror of regret, confusion, disbelief that surged* up in his spirit, drowning
all his former joy and making his act of hope and tenderness seem shameful to him.
At length the woman invited him almost unwillingly into the house, and called her daughter in
a harsh shrill* voice. Then, for a brief agony of time, the man sat in an ugly little parlor, and
he tried to talk while the two women stared* at him with a dull, bewildered hostility, a sullen,
timorous restraint.
And finally, stammering a crude farewell, he departed. He walked away down the path and
then along the road toward town, and suddenly he knew that he was an old man. His heart, which
had been brave and confident when it looked along the familiar vista of the rails, was now sick
with doubt and horror as it saw the strange and unsuspected visage of an earth which had always
been within a stone’s throw of him, and which he had never seen or known. And he knew that all
the magic of that bright lost way, the vista of that shining line, the imagined corner of that small
good universe of hope’s desire, was gone forever, could never be got back again.
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There were only two Americans stopping at the hotel. They did not know any
of the people they passed on the stairs on their way to and from their room. Their
room was on the second floor facing the sea. It also faced the public garden and
the war monument. There were big palms* and green benches* in the public
garden. In the good weather there was always an artist with his easel*. Artists
liked the way the palms grew and the bright colors of the hotels facing the
gardens and the sea. Italians came from a long way off to look up at the war
monument. It was made of bronze and glistened* in the rain. It was raining. The
rain dripped* from the palm trees. Water stood in pools on the gravel paths. The
sea broke in a long line in the rain and slipped* back down the beach to come up
and break again in a long line in the rain. The motor cars were gone from the
square by the war monument. Across the square in the doorway of the café a
waiter stood looking out at the empty square.
The American wife stood at the window looking out. Outside right under their
window a cat was crouched* under one of the dripping green tables. The cat was
trying to make herself so compact that she would not be dripped on.
“I’m going down and get that kitty*,” the American wife said.
“I’ll do it,” her husband offered from the bed.
“No, I’ll get it. The poor kitty out trying to keep dry under a table.”
The husband went on reading, lying* propped up* with the two pillows at the
foot of the bed.
“Don’t get wet,” he said.
The wife went downstairs and the hotel owner stood up and bowed* to her as
she passed the office. His desk was at the far end of the office. He was an old
man and very tall.
“Il piove,” the wife said. She liked the hotel-keeper.
“Si, si, Signora, brutto tempo. It is very bad weather.”
He stood behind his desk in the far end of the dim* room. The wife liked him.
She liked the deadly* serious way he received any complaints. She liked his
dignity. She liked the way he wanted to serve her. She liked the way he felt about
being a hotel-keeper. She liked his old, heavy face and big hands.
Liking him she opened the door and looked out. It was raining harder. A man
in a rubber* cape* was crossing the empty square to the café. The cat would be
around to the right. Perhaps she could go along under the eaves*. As she stood in
the doorway an umbrella opened behind her. It was the maid who looked after
their room.
“You must not get wet,” she smiled, speaking Italian. Of course, the hotelkeeper had sent her.
With the maid holding the umbrella over her, she walked along the gravel path
until she was under their window. The table was there, washed bright green in the
rain, but the cat was gone. She was suddenly disappointed. The maid looked up at
her.
“Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?”
“There was a cat,” said the American girl.
“A cat?”
“Si, il gatto*.”
“A cat?” the maid laughed. “A cat in the rain?”
“Yes,” she said, “under the table.” Then, “Oh, I wanted it so much. I wanted a
kitty.”
When she talked English the maid’s face tightened.
“Come, Signora,” she said. “We must get back inside. You will be wet.”
“I suppose so,” said the American girl.
They went back along the gravel path and passed in the door. The maid* stayed
outside to close the umbrella. As the American girl passed the office, the padrone*
bowed* from his desk. Something felt very small and tight inside the girl. The
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padrone made her feel very small and at the same time really important. She had
a momentary feeling of being of supreme importance. She went on up the stairs.
She opened the door of the room. George was on the bed, reading.
“Did you get the cat?” he asked, putting the book down.
“It was gone.”
“Wonder where it went to,” he said, resting his eyes from reading.
She sat down on the bed.
“I wanted it so much,” she said. “I don’t know why I wanted it so much. I
wanted that poor kitty. It isn’t any fun to be a poor kitty out in the rain.”
George was reading again.
She went over and sat in front of the mirror of the dressing table looking at
herself with the hand glass. She studied her profile*, first one side and then the
other. Then she studied the back of her head and her neck.
“Don’t you think it would be a good idea if I let my hair grow out?” she asked,
looking at her profile* again.
George looked up and saw the back of her neck, clipped* close* like a boy’s.
“I like it the way it is.”
“I get so tired of it,” she said. “I get so tired of looking like a boy.”
George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn’t looked away from her since
she started to speak.
“You look pretty darn* nice,” he said.
She laid the mirror down on the dresser and went over to the window and
looked out. It was getting dark.
“I want to pull my hair back tight and smooth* and make a big knot* at the
back that I can feel,” she said. “I want to have a kitty to sit on my lap and purr*
when I stroke her.”
“Yeah?” George said from the bed.
“And I want to eat at a table with my own silver* and I want candles. And I
want it to be spring and I want to brush my hair out in front of a mirror and I want
a kitty and I want some new clothes.”
“Oh, shut up and get something to read,” George said. He was reading again.
His wife was looking out of the window. It was quite dark now and still
raining in the palm trees.
“Anyway, I want a cat,” she said, “I want a cat. I want a cat now. If I can’t
have long hair or any fun, I can have a cat.”
George was not listening. He was reading his book. His wife looked out of the
window where the light had come on in the square.
Someone knocked at the door.
“Avanti*,” George said. He looked up from his book.
In the doorway stood the maid. She held a big tortoise-shell cat pressed tight
against her and swung* down against her body.
“Excuse me,” she said, “the padrone asked me to bring this for the Signora.”

features

(perfil)
cut / very short

'damn'

soft / (moño)
(ronronear)

cutlery

Come in

dangled, was or hung
loosely suspended

Describe the character of the husband as fully as you can.
What is the significance of the rain in the story?
What are the functions respectively of the maid and the hotel-keeper in the development of the story?
a) What do you feel the cat symbolizes in the context of the whole story?
b) Do you believe that the cat at the end of the story is the same one that the woman saw earlier through the window in the
rain? (When we first hear about the cat in the rain we are not told anything about its color, and at the end of the story we are
not told that the tortoise-shell cat is wet.) Does it matter if there are two cats?
5. a) Why do you think he uses the word 'husband' in the first half of the story, and then the name of George in the second
half?
b) What is the effect of not giving the 'American woman' or 'American girl' an actual name?
c) On the light of this evidence, what is the attitude of the narrator toward each of the characters?
6. It is sometimes said that a good short story does two things at once: It provides a believable picture of the surface of life, and
it also illuminates some moral or psychological complexity that we feel is part of the essence of human life. This dual claim may
not be true, but for the moment accept it. Do you think that Hemingway's story fulfils either or both of these specifications?
Support your view.
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It was late and every one had left the café except an old man who sat in the
shadow the leaves of the tree made against the electric light. In the day time the
street was dusty, but at night the dew* settled the dust and the old man liked to sit
late because he was deaf* and now at night it was quiet and he felt the difference.
The two waiters inside the café knew that the old man was a little drunk, and
while he was a good client they knew that if he became too drunk he would leave
without paying, so they kept watch on him.
“Last week he tried to commit suicide,” one waiter said.
“Why?”
“He was in despair.”
“What about?”
“Nothing.”
“How do you know it was nothing?”
“He has plenty of money.”
They sat together at a table that was close against the wall near the door of the
café and looked at the terrace where the tables were all empty except where the
old man sat in the shadow of the leaves of the tree that moved slightly* in the
wind. A girl and a soldier went by in the street. The street light shone on the
brass* number on his collar. The girl wore no head covering and hurried beside
him.
“The guard will pick him up,” one waiter said.
“What does it matter if he gets what he’s after?”
“He had better get off* the street now. The guard will get him. They went by
five minutes ago.”
The old man sitting in the shadow rapped* on his saucer with his glass. The
younger waiter went over to him.
“What do you want?”
The old man looked at him. “Another brandy,” he said.
“You’ll be drunk,” the waiter said. The old man looked at him. The waiter
went away.
“He’ll stay all night,” he said to his colleague. “I’m sleepy now. I never get
into bed before three o’clock. He should have killed himself last week.”
The waiter took the brandy bottle and another saucer* from the counter inside
the café and marched out to the old man’s table. He put down the saucer and
poured* the glass full of brandy.
“You should have killed yourself last week,” he said to the deaf man. The old
man motioned with his finger. “A little more,” he said. The waiter poured* on
into the glass so that the brandy slopped over* and ran down the stem* into the
top saucer of the pile. “Thank you,” the old man said. The waiter took the bottle
back inside the café. He sat down at the table with his colleague again.
“He’s drunk now,” he said.
“He’s drunk every night.”*
“What did he want to kill himself for?”
“How should I know.”
“How did he do it?”
“He hung himself with a rope.”
“Who cut him down?”
“His niece.”
“Why did they do it?”
“Fear for his soul.”
“How much money has he got?”
“He’s got plenty.”
“He must be eighty years old.”

(rocío)
(sordo)

a little

copper, metal,
(cobre)

leave, go away

hit, touched, knocked,
(golpeó)

little plate

filled

(vertió)
overflowed / (pie)

The younger waiter
says this line and
the preceding one;
a device of Hemingway's style having
sometimes a
character pause,
then speaking again
as often happens in
actual speech.
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“Anyway I should say he was eighty.”*
“I wish he would go home. I never get to bed before three o’clock. What kind
of hour is that to go to bed?”
“He stays up because he likes it.”
“He’s lonely. I’m not lonely. I have a wife waiting in bed for me.”
“He had a wife once too.”
“A wife would be no good to him now.”
“You can’t tell. He might be better with a wife.”
“His niece looks after him. You said she cut him down*.”
“I know.”
“I wouldn’t want to be that old. An old man is a nasty* thing.”
“Not always. This old man is clean. He drinks without spilling*. Even now,
drunk. Look at him.”
“I don’t want to look at him. I wish he would go home. He has no regard for
those who must work.”
The old man looked from his glass across the square, then over at the waiters.
“Another brandy,” he said, pointing to his glass. The waiter who was in a
hurry came over.
“Finished,” he said, speaking with that omission of syntax stupid people employ when talking to drunken people or foreigners. “No more tonight. Close
now.”
“Another,” said the old man.
“No. Finished.” The waiter wiped* the edge of the table with a towel and
shook his head.
The old man stood up, slowly counted the saucers*, took a leather coin purse
from his pocket and paid for the drinks, leaving half a peseta tip*.
The waiter watched him go down the street, a very old man walking unsteadily* but with dignity.
“Why didn’t you let him stay and drink?” the unhurried waiter asked. They
were putting up the shutters*. “It is not half-past two.”
“I want to go home to bed.”
“What is an hour?”
“More to me than to him.”
“An hour is the same.”
“You talk like an old man yourself. He can buy a bottle and drink at home.”
“It’s not the same.”
“No, it is not,” agreed the waiter with a wife. He did not wish to be unjust. He
was only in a hurry.
“And you? You have no fear of going home before your usual hour?”
“Are you trying to insult me?”
“No, hombre, only to make a joke.”
“No,” the waiter who was in a hurry said, rising from pulling down the metal
shutters*. “I have confidence. I am all confidence.”
“You have youth, confidence, and a job,” the older waiter said. “You have
everything.”
“And what do you lack*?”
“Everything but work.”
“You have everything I have.”
“No. I have never had confidence and I am not young.”
“Come on. Stop talking nonsense and lock up*.”
“I am of those who like to stay late at the cafe,” the older waiter said. “With
all those who do not want to go to bed. With all those who need a light for the
night.”
“I want to go home and into bed.”
“We are of two different kinds,” the older waiter said. He was now dressed to
go home. “It is not only a question of youth and confidence although those things
are very beautiful. Each night I am reluctant* to close up because there may be
some one who needs the café.”
“Hombre, there are bodegas open all night long.”
“You do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant café. It is well lighted.

Another instance of
the same character's
speaking twice: this
and the preceding
one since it's clearly
the younger waiter
who says the next
one, "I wish he
would go home."
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The light is very good and also, now, there are shadows of the leaves.”
“Good night,” said the younger waiter.
“Good night,” the other said. Turning off the electric light he continued the
conversation with himself. It is the light of course but it is necessary that the
place be clean and pleasant. You do not want music. Certainly you do not want music.
Nor can you stand before a bar with dignity although that is all that is provided* for these
hours. What did he fear? It was not fear* or dread*. It was a nothing that he knew
too well. It was all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that and light
was all it needed and a certain cleanness and order. Some lived in it and never felt
it but he knew it all was nada y pues nada y nada y pues nada. Our nada who art* in
nada, nada be thy name thy kingdom nada thy will be nada in nada as it is in nada.
Give us this nada our daily nada and nada us our nada as we nada our nadas and
nada us not into nada but deliver* us from nada; pues nada. Hail* nothing full of
nothing, nothing is with thee. He smiled and stood before a bar with a shining*
steam pressure coffee machine.
“What’s yours?*” asked the barman.
“Nada.”
“Otro loco más,” said the barman and turned away*.
“A little cup,” said the waiter.
The barman poured it for him.
“The light is very bright and pleasant but the bar is unpolished*,” the waiter
said.
The barman looked at him but did not answer. It was too late at night for
conversation.
“You want another copita?” the barman asked.
“No, thank you,” said the waiter and went out. He disliked bars and bodegas.
A clean, well-lighted cafe was a very different thing. Now, without thinking
further, he would go home to his room. He would lie* in the bed and finally, with
daylight, he would go to sleep. After all, he said to himself, it is probably only
insomnia. Many must have it.

appropriate
despair / apprehension

'is'

save, (líbranos) /
(Salve)
luminous, clean

What would you like?

looked away, (miró a
otra parte)

unclean, dirty

be at rest

1. What besides insomnia makes the older waiter reluctant to go to bed? Comment especially on his meditation with its nada
refrain. Why does he understand so well the old man's need for a café? What does the café represent for the two of them?
2. Point to sentences that establish the style of the story. What is distinctive in them? What is the effect of the Spanish words
used in the story? What repetitions of words or phrases seem particularly effective? Does the narrator seem to favor a
simple or an erudite vocabulary?
3. Compare the younger waiter and the older waiter in their attitudes toward the old man. Whose attitude do you take to be
closer to that of the narrator? Even though the narrator does not editorially state his own feelings, how does he make them
clear to us?
4. Briefly characterize the two waiters and the circumstances of their lives. From their conversations, can you identify which
one is speaking even though the narrator does not introduce many of their speeches? Do you think that the speeches
sufficiently identify the waiters, or should the narrator have included introductions?
5. a) Analyze lines 15-20 as an example of descriptive prose. How is each sentence used? Can you visualize the scene as
a result of the description? Of the four sentences, why do you think the first is longer than the other three combined?
b) Point to sentences that establish the style of the story. What is distinctive about them? What repetitions of words or
phrases seem particularly effective? Does the narrator seem to favor a simple or an erudite vocabulary?
6. What is the point of view of the story? Can you see any shift as the story follows the older waiter after he leaves the cafe?
Discuss its appropriateness.
7. Try to define a conflict or possible conflicts of the story? Are there any antagonists? What problem is the old man facing?
What problem does the older waiter face? What is the resolution of their conflicts?
8. Describe the older waiter’s parody of the first part of the Lords’s Prayer and the opening of the Ave Maria. Why does the
waiter substitute “nada” for key words in the prayers? In view of this negativism, what is the meaning of the older waiter’s
sympathies for the old man and also of his assessment of human needs? What is the meaning of the title? Why are
cleanliness and light stressed? Are the assertions about life made in the story accurate or overly negative?
9. Describe the setting of the story. How much detail do you find? What things in the story are important as things or
artifacts? How does the narrator tell you, for example, that there is a nearby streetlight? Are the settings best
described as vivid or impressionistic?
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The door of Henry’s lunchroom* opened and two men came in. They sat down at
the counter.
“What’s yours?*” George asked them.
“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?”
“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat.”
Outside it was getting* dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The
two men at the counter* read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick
Adams watched them. He had been talking to George when they came in.
“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin* with apple sauce and mashed potatoes*,” the
first man said.
“It isn’t ready yet.”
“What the hell do you put it on the card* for?”
“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”
George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.
“It’s five o’clock.”
“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.
“It’s twenty minutes fast*.”
“Oh, to hell with* the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”
“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham and
eggs, bacon and eggs, liver* and bacon, or a steak.”
“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed*
potatoes.”
“That’s the dinner.”
“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it*.”
“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver—”
“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby* hat and a
black overcoat* buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had
tight lips. He wore a silk muffler* and gloves*.
“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as Al.
Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins*. Both wore* overcoats
too tight for them. They sat leaning forward*, their elbows on the counter.
“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.
“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,”* George said.
“I mean you got anything to drink?”
“Just those I said.”
“This is a hot* town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”
“Summit*.”
“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.
“No,” said the friend.
“What do you do here nights*?” Al asked.
“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big
dinner.”
“That’s right*,” George said.
“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.
“Sure*,” said George.
“You’re a pretty* bright* boy, aren’t you?”
“Sure,” said George.
“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”
“He’s dumb*,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”
“Adams.”
“Another bright* boy,” Al said. “Ain’t* he a bright boy, Max?”
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.
George put the two platters*, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs,
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on the counter. He set down* two side-dishes* of fried potatoes and closed the
wicket* into the kitchen.
“Which is yours?” he asked Al.
“Don’t you remember?”
“Ham and eggs.”
“Just* a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs.
Both men ate with their gloves* on. George watched them eat.
“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.
“Nothing.”
“The hell* you were. You were looking at me.”
“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke*, Max,” Al said.
George laughed.
“ You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “ You don’t have to laugh at all,
see*?”
“All right,” said George.
“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s all right. That’s a
good one.”
“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating*.
“What’s the bright boy’s name down* the counter?” Al asked Max.
“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the
counter with your boy friend.”
“What’s the idea?*” Nick asked.
“There isn’t any idea*.”
“You better* go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the
counter.
“What’s the idea?” George asked.
“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”
“The nigger*.”
“What do you mean the nigger?*”
“The nigger that cooks.”
“Tell him to come in.”
“What’s the idea?”
“Tell him to come in.”
“Where do you think you are?”
“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look
silly*?”
“You talk silly*,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for?*
Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”
“What are you going to do to him”
“Nothing. Use your head*, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”
George opened the slit* that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called.
“Come in here a minute.”
The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he asked.
The two men at the counter took a look at him.
“All right, nigger. You stand right there*,” Al said.
Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron*, looked at the two men sitting at the
counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool*.
“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright* boy,” he said. “Go on
back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.” The little man walked
after* Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut* after them.
The man called Max sat at the counter opposite* George. He didn’t look at George
but looked in the mirror that ran along back* of the counter. Henry’s had been
made over* from a saloon into a lunch-counter.
“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say
something?”
“What’s it all about?*”
“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what it’s all about*.”
“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.
“What do you think it’s all about?*”
“I don’t know.”
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“What do you think?”
Max looked into the mirror all the time* he was talking.
“I wouldn’t say*.”
“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all about.”
“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open* the
slit* that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright
boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You
move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging* for a group
picture*.
“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”
George did not say anything.
“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede*. Do you know a big
Swede named Ole Andreson?”
“Yes.”
“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he*?”
“Sometimes he comes here.”
“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”
“If he comes.”
“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about something else. Ever go*
to the movies?”
“Once in a while*.”
“You ought to* go to the movies more*. The movies are fine* for a bright boy
like you.”
“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever* do to you?”
“He never had a chance* to do anything to us. He* never even seen us.”
“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.
“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.
“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige* a friend, bright boy.”
“Shut up*,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam much.”
“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused*. Don’t I, bright boy?”
“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused
by themselves*. I got them tied* up like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”
“I suppose you were in a convent*.”
“You never know.*”
“You were in a kosher* convent. That’s where you were.”
George looked up at the clock.
“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off*, and if they keep after it*, you
tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get* that, bright boy?”
“All right,” George said. “What you* going to do with us afterward*?”
“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the
time*.”
George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street
opened. A streetcar motorman* came in.
“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?”
“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about* half an hour.”
“I’d better go up the street*,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It
was twenty minutes past six.
“That was nice*, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular* little gentleman.”
“He knew I’d blow his head off*,” Al said from the kitchen.
“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. I like him.”
At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”
Two other people had been in the lunchroom. Once George had gone out to th e
kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go”* that a man wanted to take
with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped* back, sitting on a
stool beside the wicket* with the muzzle* of a sawed-off* shotgun resting on the
ledge*. Nick and the cook were back to back in the corner, a towel tied in each of
their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled* paper, put it
in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.
“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything. You’d
make some girl a nice wife*, bright boy.”
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“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”
“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.
Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven
o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.
“Come on*, Al,” said Max. “We’d better go. He’s not coming*.”
“Better* give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.
In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was
sick*.
“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aren’t you running*
a lunch-counter?” He went out.
“Come on, Al,” Max said. “What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”
“They’re all right*.”
“You think so?”
“Sure. We’re through* with it.”
“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy*. You talk too much.”
“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got* to keep amused*, haven’t we?”
“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The
cut-off barrels* of the shotgun made a slight bulge* under the waist of his too tightfitting* overcoat. He straightened* his coat with his gloved hands.
“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”
“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races*, bright boy.”
The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window,
pass under the arc-light* and cross the street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats
they looked like a vaudeville team*. George went back through the swinging-door
into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.
“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more of
that.”
Nick stood up. He had never had a towel* in his mouth before.
“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off*.
“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot
him when he came in to eat.”
“Ole Andreson?”
“Sure.”
The cook felt* the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.
“They all gone?*” he asked.
“Yeah*,” said George. “They’re gone now.”
“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”
“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see* Ole Andreson.”
“All right.”
“You better not have anything to do with it at all*,” Sam, the cook, said. “You
better stay way out of it.”
“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.
“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere*,” the cook said. “You stay
out of it.”
“I’ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”
The cook turned away*.
“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.
“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.
“I’ll go up there.”
Outside the arc-light shone through the bare* branches of a tree. Nick walked up
the street beside* the car-tracks* and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street.
Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming*-house. Nick walked up the two
steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.
“Is Ole Andreson here?”
“Do you want to see him?”
“Yes, if he’s in.”
Nick followed* the woman up a flight of stairs* and back to the end of a
corridor. She knocked on the door.
“Who is it?”
“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.
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“It’s Nick Adams.”
“Come in.”
Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying* on the
bed with all his clothes on*. He had been a heavyweight prizefighter and he was too
long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.
“What was it?*” he asked.
“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows* came in and tied up me and
the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”
It sounded silly* when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.
“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were going to shoot you
when you came in to supper.”
Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything.
“George thought I better come and tell you about it.”
“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.
“I’ll tell you what they were like*.”
“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at the
wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”
“That’s all right*.”
Nick looked at the big man lying* on the bed.
“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”
“Isn’t there something I could do?”
“No. There ain’t* anything to do.”
“Maybe it was just a bluff*.”
“No. It ain’t* just a bluff.”
Ole Andreson rolled over* toward the wall.
“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall, “I just can’t make up my mind *
to go out. I been in here all day.”
“Couldn’t you get out of town*?”
“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with* all that running* around.”
He looked at the wall.
“There ain’t anything to do now.”
“Couldn’t you fix it up* some way?”
“No. I got in wrong*.” He talked in the same flat* voice. “There ain’t anything to
do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out.”
“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.
“So long*,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming
around*.”
Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on,
lying on the bed looking at the wall.
“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I guess* he don’t
feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice
fall* day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.”
“He doesn’t want to go out.”
“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully* nice man. He
was in the ring, you know.”
“I know it.”
“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They
stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle*.”
“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.
“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I just look after* it
for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.”
“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.
“Good-night,” the woman said.
Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light*, and then along
the car-tracks* to Henry’s eating-house. George was inside, back of the counter.
“Did you see Ole?”
“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t* go out.”
The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.
“I don’t even listen to it*,” he said and shut the door.
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“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.
“Sure*. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.”
“What’s he going to do?”
“Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“I guess* they will”’
“He must have got mixed up* in something in Chicago.”
“I guess so*,” said Nick.
“It’s a hell* of a thing.”
“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for* a towel and wiped* the
counter*.
“I wonder* what he did?” Nick said.
“Double-crossed* somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”
“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.
“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”
“I can’t stand* to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going to get it* .
It’s too damned* awful.”
“Well,” said George. “you better not think about it.”
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1. Why is it stressed that the killers dress alike, look alike, and resemble a vaudeville team?
2. Who is the main character of the story? Is Nick Adams the main character or is he merely a device to facilitate
narration? Why does Nick try to "swagger off" the incident?
3. What are the literary conventions inverted in this story by Hemingway in relation to classic stories on crime?
4. Why does the cook warn Nick off, and why does Nick go anyway to warn Andreson?
5. Why does the narrative voice use the pejorative term "nigger" since, within the story's dialogues, it is used by the
characters?
6. Is there any progression towards a climactic peak? From what moment does the action fall down?
7. Is the title ironic? Why? What other aspects are ironic?
8. In what sense is this story mock-heroic or mock-epic in setting, character and narrative structure?
9. What is the effect of the very many repetitions we find throughout?
10. What popular genre does this story mock? How many subversions and transgressions of the code parodied are
there?
11. Evaluate the title of this story. Are the killers really the focus? How does the ordinariness of this incident strike you?
12. "The Killers", almost entirely restricted to dialogue, is narrated from the third-person point of view. This 'someone'
identifies the speakers ("Nick asked", "Al said" , etc.) and describes the restaurant as well as the characters' external
appearance. Moreover, at three points in the text the narrator's presence becomes more perceptible: he has some past
knowledge when he comments that "Henry's had been made over from a saloon into a lunch-counter", that Nick "had never
had a towel in his mouth before" and that Ole Andreson "had been a heavyweight prize-fighter". What kind of attitude does
he hold throughout the entire story by these or any other signs? According to this attitude, describe the overall tone of the
story as precisely as possible.
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Kitty lived in a medium-sized house with a big garden around it. She loved some
things, like picnic and going to the circus, and she hated other things, like school and
going to the dentist’s.
One day she asked her mother: “Why is my name Kitty?”
“Your name is really Catherine,” her mother said. “We just call you Kitty.”
This reply did not satisfy Kitty, and she decided that her mother did not want to tell
her the truth. This made her think even more about her name. Finally she thought she
had the answer. Her name was Kitty because some day she was going to grow up into a
cat. She felt proud of herself for having found this out, and she began to look into the
mirror to see if perhaps she was beginning to look like a cat, or at least like a kitten*.
For a long time she could see nothing at all but her own pink face. But one day
when she went up to the glass she could hardly believe what she saw, for around her
mouth tiny grey whiskers were beginning to sprout*. She jumped up and down with
delight, and waited for her mother to say something about them. Her mother, however, had no time for such things, and so she noticed nothing.
Each day when Kitty looked at her reflection she saw more wonderful changes.
Slowly the whiskers* grew longer and stood out farther from her face, and a soft grey
fur started to cover her skin. Her ears grew pointed and she had soft pads* on the
palms of her hands and the soles of her feet. All this seemed too good to be true, and
Kitty was sad to find that nobody had said a word about the marvellous change in her.
One day as she was playing she turned to her mother and said: “Meow. I’m Kitty. Do
you like the colour of my fur?”
“I don’t know,” her mother said. “What colour is it?”
“It’s grey!”
“Oh, grey. Very pretty,” said her mother, and Kitty saw with a sinking* heart that
she did not care what colour the fur was.
After that she tried to make several neighbours remark on her fine whiskers, her
velvety ears and her short fluffy* tail, and they all agreed that these things were very
nice, and then paid no more attention to them. Kitty did not care too much. If they
could not see how different she had become, at least she herself could.
One summer morning when Kitty awoke, she discovered that her fingernails and
toenails had been replaced by splendid new pearly grey claws* that she could stick out
or pull in as she chose. She jumped out of bed and ran into the garden. It was still very
early. Her mother and father were asleep, but there were some birds walking around
on the lawn*.
She slipped* behind some bushes and watched. After a long time she began to crawl*
forward. The branches caught her nightgown*, so she tore it off. When one of the
birds came very close to her, she sprang* forward and caught it. And at that moment she
knew that she was no longer a girl at all, and that she would never have to be one again.
The bird tasted good, but she decided not to eat it. Instead, she rolled on her back
in the sun and licked* her paws. Then she sat up and washed her face. After a while
she thought she would go over to Mrs. Tinsley’s house and see if she could get some
breakfast. She climbed up to the top of the wall and ran quickly along it to the roof of
the garage. From there she scrambled down the trellis* into Mrs. Tinsley’s backyard.
She heard sounds in the kitchen, so she went up to the screen door and looked in.
Then she said: “Meow.” She had to keep saying it for quite a while before Mrs.
Tinsley came and saw her.
“Well, if that isn’t the cutest* kitten!” Mrs. Tinsley said, and she called to her
husband and her sister. They came and saw the small grey kitten with one paw*
raised, scratching at the screen. Of course they let her in, and soon Kitty was lapping*
up a saucer full of milk. She spent the day sleeping, curled* up on a cushion, and in
the evening she was given a bowl of delicious raw* liver*.
After dinner she decided to go back home. Mr. Tinsley saw her at the kitchen door,
but instead of opening the door for her, he picked her up and locked her into the
cellar*. This was not at all what Kitty wanted, and she cried all night.
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In the morning they let her go upstairs, and gave her a big bowl of milk. When she
had drunk it she waited in the kitchen until Mrs. Tinsley’s feet, and climbed up onto
the roof of the garage. She looked down at Mrs. Tinsley, who was calling: “Kitty,
Kitty, Kitty.” Then she turned and ran the other way. Soon she was in her own garden.
She went up to all the doors and looked in. There were policemen inside the house
with her mother and father. They were holding Kitty’s torn* nightgown* in their hands,
and her mother was crying and sobbing. No one paid the slightest attention to Kitty.
She went sadly back to Mrs. Tinsley’s house, and there she stayed* for many
weeks. Sometimes she would go over to her own house and peek* again through the
doors, and often she saw her mother or her father. But they looked very different from
the way they had looked before, and even if they noticed her, they never came to the
door to let her in.
It was nice not having to go to school, and Mr. and Mrs. Tinsley were very good to
her, but Kitty loved her mother and father more than she could love anyone else, and
she wanted to be with them.
Mr. and Mrs. Tinsley let her go out whenever she pleased now, because she always
came back. She would go to her house at night and look in through the window to see
her father sitting alone reading the paper. This was how she knew that her mother had
gone away. Even if she cried and pushed her claws* against the window, her father
paid no attention to her, and she knew that he would never let her in. Only her mother
would do that. She would come and open the door and take her in her arms and rub*
the fur on her forehead and kiss her.
One day several months later when Kitty climbed over the wall into her own
garden, she saw her mother sitting in a chair outside. She looked much better, almost
the way she had used to look. Kitty walked slowly toward her mother over the grass,
holding her tail in the air. Her mother sat up straighter*, watching as she came nearer.
Then she put out her hand and wriggled* her fingers at Kitty. “Well, the pretty
pussycat,” she said. “Where did you come from?”
Kitty went near enough so that her mother could rub* her head and scratch her
cheeks. She waved her tail and purred* with delight as she felt her mother’s
fingers stroking* her fur. Then she jumped up into her mother’s lap and lay curled
there, working her claws joyously in and out. After a long time her mother lifted her
up and held her against her face, and then she carried her into the house.
That evening Kitty lay* happily in her mother’s lap*. She did not want to try her
father’s lap because she was afraid he might push her off. Besides, she could see that
it would not be very comfortable.
Kitty knew that her mother already loved her, and that her father would learn to
love her. At last she was living exactly the life she always had wished for. Sometimes
she thought it would be nice if she could make them understand that she was really
Kitty, but she knew there was no way of doing that. She never heard them say the
word Kitty again. Instead, because her fur was so long and fine that when she moved
she seemed to be floating, they named her Feather. She had no lessons to worry about,
she never had to go to the dentist’s, and she no longer had to wonder whether her
mother was telling her truth or not, because she knew the truth. She was Kitty, and
she was happy.
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Why does Kitty leave her home? Jot down anything that might occur to you.
What do Kitty's parents share with her? Make an exhaustive list.
Why does she leave the Tinsleys?
In what way is she treated very similar at the Tinsleys' as she is treated in her parent's house?
In what sense are we very much like Kitty?
a) Taken as a whole, is the narrative action from beginning to end ascending or descending? Is the end of the story better or
worse from the beginning in any sense? For whom?
b) Is there recompense or punishment at the end?
7. What has Kitty found by her search and experience?
8. a) Are there any powers that have been discovered or revealed to her?
b) Where does she really return to?
9. What essence is behind her name and actions for her, for each of her parents, for the police, for her neighbors?
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All day, people poured into* Asano Park. This private estate* was far enough away
from the explosion so that its bamboos, pines, laurel, and maples* were still alive, and
the green place invited refugees—partly because they believed that if the Americans
came back, they would bomb only buildings; partly because the foliage* seemed a
center of coolness and life, and the estate’s exquisitely precise rock gardens, with
their quiet pools and arching* bridges, were very Japanese, normal, secure; and also
partly (according to some who were there) because of an irresistible, atavistic* urge*
to hide under leaves. Mrs. Nakamura and her children were among the first to arrive,
and they settled in the bamboo grove* near the river. They all felt terribly thirsty, and
they drank from the river. At once they were nauseated and began vomiting, and they
retched* the whole day. Others were also nauseated; they all thought (probably
because of the strong odor of ionization*, an “electric smell” given off by the bomb’s
fission*) that they were sick from a gas the Americans had dropped. When Father
Kleinsorge and the other priests came into the park, nodding* to their friends as they
passed, the Nakamuras were all sick and prostrate*. A woman named Iwasaki, who
lived in the neighborhood of the mission and who was sitting near the Nakamuras,
got up and asked the priests if she should stay where she was or go with them. Father
Kleinsorge said, “I hardly know where the safest place is.” She stayed there, and later
in the day, though she had no visible wounds or burns, she died. The priests went
farther along the river and settled down in some underbrush*. Father LaSalle lay
down and went right to sleep. The theological student, who was wearing slippers*,
had carried with him a bundle of clothes, in which he had packed two pairs of
leather* shoes. When he sat down with the others, he found that the bundle* had
broken open and a couple of shoes had fallen out and now he had only two lefts. He
retraced* his steps and found one right. When he rejoined the priests, he said, “It’s
funny*, but things don’t matter any more. Yesterday, my shoes were my most
important possessions. Today. I don’t care. One pair is enough.”
Father Cieslik said, “I know. I started to bring my books along, and then I thought,
‘This is no time for books.’”
When Mr. Tanimoto, with his basin* still in his hand, reached the park, it was very
crowded, and to distinguish the living from the dead was not easy, for most of the
people lay still, with their eyes open. To Father Kleinsorge, an Occidental, the silence
in the grove* by the river, where hundreds of gruesomely* wounded suffered together, was one of the most dreadful and awesome phenomena of his whole experience. The hurt ones were quiet; no one wept, much less screamed in pain; no one
complained; none of the many who died did so noisily; not even the children cried;
very few people even spoke. And when Father Kleinsorge gave water to some whose
faces had been almost blotted out* by flash burns, they took their share* and then
raised themselves a little and bowed* to him, in thanks.
Mr. Tanimoto greeted the priests and then looked around for other friends. He saw
Mrs. Matsumoto, wife of the director of the Methodist School, and asked her if she
was thirsty. She was, so he went to one of the pools* in the Asano’s rock gardens and
got water for her in his basin*. Then he decided to try to get back to his church. He
went into Noboricho by the way the priests had taken as they escaped, but he did not
get far; the fire along the streets was so fierce* that he had to turn back. He walked to
the river bank and began to look for a boat in which he might carry some of the most
severely injured across the river from Asano Park and away from the spreading* fire.
Soon he found a good-sized pleasure punt* drawn up* on the bank, but in and around
it was an awful tableau*—five dead men, nearly naked, badly bu rned, who must have
expired more or less all at once, for they were in attitudes which suggested that
they had been working together to push the boat down into the river. Mr. Tanim oto
lifted them away* from the boat, and as he did so, he experienced such horror at
disturbing the dead—preventing them, he momentarily felt, from launching * their craft*
and going on their ghostly way—that he said out loud, “Please forgive me for taking
this boat. I must use it for others, who are alive.” The punt* was heavy, but he
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managed to slide* it into the water. There were no oars*, and all he could find for
propulsion was a thick bamboo pole*. He worked the boat upstream to the most
crowded part of the park and began to ferry* the wounded. He could pack ten or
twelve into the boat for each crossing, but as the river was too deep in the center to
pole his way across, he had to paddle* with the bamboo, and consequently each trip
took a very long time. He worked several hours that way.
Early in the afternoon, the fire swept* into the woods of Asano Park. The first Mr.
Tanimoto knew of it was when, returning in his boat, he saw that a great number of
people had moved toward the riverside. On touching the bank*, he went up to
investigate, and when he saw the fire, he shouted, “All the young men who are not
badly hurt come with me!” Father Kleinsorge moved Father Schiffer and Father
LaSalle close to the edge of the river and asked people there to get them across
if the fire came too near, and then joined Tanimoto’s volunteers. Mr. Tanimoto
sent some to look for buckets and basins and told others to beat the burning
underbrush* with their clothes; when utensils were at hand, he formed a bucket
chain from one of the pools in the rock gardens. The team fought the fire for
more than two hours, and gradually defeated* the flames. As Mr. Tanimoto’s
men worked, the frightened* people in the park pressed closer and closer to the
river, and finally the mob* began to force some of the unfortunates who were on the
very bank into the water. Among those driven into the river and drowned* were Mrs.
Matsumoto, of the Methodist School, and her daughter.
When Father Kleinsorge got back after fighting the fire, he found Father Schiffer
still bleeding and terribly pale. Some Japanese stood around and stared* at him, and
Father Schiffer whispered, with a weak smile, “It is as if I were already dead.” “Not
yet,” Father Kleinsorge said. He had brought Dr. Fujii’s first-aid kit* with him, and
he had noticed Dr. Kanda in the crowd, so he sought him out* and asked him if he
would dress Father Schiffer’s bad cuts. Dr. Kanda had seen his wife and daughter
dead in the ruins of his hospital; he sat now with his head in his hands. “I can’t do
anything,” he said. Father Kleinsorge bound* more bandage around Father Schiffer’s
head, moved him to a steep* place, and settled him so that his head was high, and
soon the bleeding diminished.
The roar* of approaching planes was heard about this time. Someone in the crowd
near the Nakamura family shouted, “It’s some Grummans* coming to strafe* us!” A
baker named Nakashima stood up and commanded, “Everyone who is wearing anything white, take it off.” Mrs. Nakamura took the blouses off her children, and opened
her umbrella and made them get under it. A great number of people, even badly
burned ones, crawled* into bushes and stayed there until the hum*, evidently of a
reconnaissance or weather run*, died away.
It began to rain. Mrs. Nakamura kept her children under the umbrella. The drops
grew abnormally large, and someone shouted, “The Americans are dropping gasoline.
They’re going to set fire to us!” (This alarm stemmed* from one of the theories being
passed through the park as to why so much of Hiroshima had burned: it was that a
single plane had sprayed* gasoline on the city and then somehow set fire to it in one
flashing moment.) But the drops were palpably water, and as they fell, the wind grew
stronger and stronger, and suddenly—probably because of the tremendous convection*
set up by the blazing* city—a whirlwind* ripped* through the park. Huge trees
crashed down; small ones were uprooted* and flew into the air. Higher, a wild array*
of flat things revolved in the twisting* funnel*—pieces of iron roofing, papers, doors,
strips* of matting*. Father Kleinsorge put a piece of cloth over Father Schiffer’s
eyes, so that the feeble man would not think he was going crazy. The gale* blew Mrs.
Murata, the mission housekeeper, who was sitting close by the river, down the
embankment at a shallow*, rocky place, and she came out with her bare feet bloody.
The vortex* moved out onto the river, where it sucked up a waterspout* and eventually spent* itself.
After the storm, Mr. Tanimoto began ferrying people again, and Father
Kleinsorge asked the theological student to go across and make his way out to the
Jesuit Novitiate at Nagatsuka, about three miles from the center of town, and to
request the priests there to come with help for Fathers Schiffer and LaSalle. The
student got into Mr. Tanimoto’s boat and went off with him. Father Kleinsorge
asked Mrs. Nakamura if she would like to go out to Nagatsuka with the priests

(deslizarla) / (remos)
long piece of wood,
(caña de bambú)
transport

row

went swiftly

(orilla)

shrubbery, (sotobosque), vegetation
extinguished
scared
multitude, (aglomeración)
(ahogados)

looked fixedly
(botiquín de primeros auxilios)
looked for

put around
(inclinado, empinado)

hum, (rugido)
Americans / burn,
raid with fire, r ake

crept, (se arrastró) /
(zumbido)
(misión metereológica o de reconocomiento)

arose, came

sprinkled
transfer of heat,
(convección)
burning / turmoil /
cut, crossed
(arrancados de raíz)
/ collection, series
(retorcido, en serpentina) / (embudo)
(trozos) / tangled mat,
(estera enmarañada)
gust, strong wind,
cyclone
a little deep
whirlwind / (tromba)
consumed, (se disipó)

317

120

125

130

135

140

145

150

155

when they came. She said she had some luggage and her children were sick—they
were still vomiting* from time to time, and so, for that matter, was she—and
therefore she feared she could not. He said he thought the fathers from the Novitiate
could come back the next day with a pushcart* to get her.
Late in the afternoon, when he went ashore for a while, Mr. Tanimoto, upon
whose energy and initiative many had come to depend, heard people begging for
food. He consulted Father Kleinsorge, and they decided to go back into town to
get some rice from Mr. Tanimoto’s Neighborhood Association shelter and from
the mission shelter. Father Cieslik and two or three others went with them. At
first, when they got among the rows of prostrate* houses, they did not know where
they were; the change was too sudden, from a busy city of two hundred and fortyfive thousand that morning to a mere* pattern * of residue* in the afternoon. The
asphalt of the streets was still so soft and hot from the fires that walking was
uncomfortable. They encountered only one person, a woman, who said to them as
they passed, “My husband is in those ashes *.” At the mission, where Mr. Tanimoto
left the party, Father Kleinsorge was dismayed* to see the building razed*. In the
garden, on the way to the shelter, he noticed a pumpkin roasted * on the vine*. He
and Father Cieslik tasted it and it was good. They were surprised at their hunger,
and they ate quite a bit. They got out several bags of rice and gather ed up several
other cooked pumpkins and dug up * some potatoes that were nicely baked *
under the ground, and started back. Mr. Tanimoto rejoined them on the way.
One of the people with him had some cooking utensils. In the park, Mr.
Tanimoto organized the lightly wounded women of his neighborhood to cook.
Father Kleinsorge offered the Nakamura family some pumpkin*, and they
tried it, but they could not keep it on their stomachs. Altogether, the rice was
enough to feed nearly a hundred people.
Just before dark, Mr. Tanimoto came across a twenty-year-old girl, Mrs. Kamai,
the Tanimotos’ next-door neighbor. She was crouching* on the ground with the body
of her infant daughter in her arms.
The baby had evidently* been dead all day. Mrs. Kamai jumped up when she saw Mr.
Tanimoto and said, “Would you please try to locate my husband?”
Mr. Tanimoto knew that her husband had been inducted* into the Army just
the day before; he and Mrs. Tanimoto had entertained Mrs. Kamai in the afternoon,
to make her forget. Kamai had reported to the Chugoku Regional Army
Headquarters—near the ancient castle in the middle of town—where some four
thousand troops were stationed. Judging by the many maimed* soldiers Mr.
Tanimoto had seen during the day, he surmised* that the barracks had been
badly damaged* by whatever it was that had hit Hiroshima. He knew he hadn’t a
chance of finding Mrs. Kamai’s husband, even if he searched, but he wanted to
humor her. “I’ll try,” he said.
“You’ve got to find him,” she said. “He loved our baby so much. I want him to see
her once more.”
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1. What seem to be the most horrible details in this selection? Why? Does it affect your reactions to this passage to
realize that it is a documentary account of actual events, whereas most (though not all) of what you’ve read in this
book is imaginative literature?
2. How can the “death” that man creates be seen as victimizing the citizens of Hiroshima?
3. Experience can be seen in two ways. There can be experience of the conflict between good and evil by those who are
themselves evil or who are at least partially to blame for what happens to them. (List such characters from the texts we
have read up to now.) Or there can be experience of evil simply through suffering it, through being burdened with the
sorrows of a bitter existence. (Make another list of the characters who know this kind of experience.)
4. The narrator selects to tell his version of Hiroshima. It is a fascinating combination of impassively stated historical and
scientific facts, while in other parts of the one hundred pages of the book are intimate personal facts about survivors.
Reading the entire book, what are these intimate facts? List down as many as possible.
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Sutpen stood above the pallet* bed on which the mother and child la y. Between the shrunken* planking* of the wall the early sunlight fell in long pencil
strokes*, breaking upon his straddled* legs and upon the riding whip in his
hand, and lay across the still shape of the mother, who lay looking up at him
from still, inscrutable, sullen eyes, the child at her side wrapped* in a piece of
dingy* though clean cloth. Behind them an old Negro woman squatted* beside
the rough hearth where a meager* fire smoldered*.
“Well, Milly,” Sutpen said, “too bad you’re not a mare*. Then I could give
you a decent stall* in the stable*.”
Still the girl on the pallet* did not move. She merely* continued to look up at
him without expression, with a young, sullen*, inscrutable face still pale* from
recent travail*. Sutpen moved, bringing into the splintered* pencils of sunlight
the face of a man of sixty. He said quietly to the squatting* Negress, “Griselda
foaled* this morning.”
“Horse or mare?” the Negress said.
“A horse. A damned fine colt.... What’s this?” He indicated the pallet* with
the hand which held the whip*.
“That un’s a mare, I reckon.”
“Hah,” Sutpen said. “A damned fine colt*. Going to be the spit* and image of
old Rob Roy when I rode him North in ’61. Do you remember?”
“Yes, Marster.”
“Hah.” He glanced* back towards the pallet. None could have said if the girl
still watched him or not. Again his whip hand indicated the pallet. “Do whatever
they need with whatever we’ve got to do it with.” He went out, passing out the
crazy doorway and stepping down into the rank* weeds (there yet leaned* rusting* against the corner of the porch the scythe* which Wash had borrowed from
him three months ago to cut them with) where his horse waited, where Wash
stood holding the reins*.

(yacija, lecho o cosa
pobre en que se yace)
(encogidas) / (tablas)

When Colonel Sutpen rode* away to fight the Yankees, Wash did not go. “I’m
looking after the Kernel*’s place and niggers,” he would tell all who asked him
and some who had not asked—a gaunt*, malaria-ridden man with pale, questioning eyes, who looked about thirty-five, though it was known that he had not only
a daughter but an eight-year-old granddaughter as well. This was a lie*, as most
of them—the few remaining men between eighteen and fifty—to whom he told it,
knew, though there were some who believed that he himself really believed it,
though even these believed that he had better sense than to put it to the test with
Mrs. Sutpen or the Sutpen slaves. Knew better or was just too lazy and shiftless*
to try it, they said, knowing that his sole connection with the Sutpen plantation
lay in the fact that for years now Colonel Sutpen had allowed him to squat* in a
crazy shack* on a slough* in the river bottom on the Sutpen place, which Sutpen
had built for a fishing lodge* in his bachelor* days and which had since fallen in
dilapidation from disuse, so that now it looked like an aged or sick wild beast
crawled* terrifically there to drink in the act of dying.
The Sutpen slaves themselves heard of his statement. They laughed. It was not
the first time they had laughed at him, calling him white trash* behind his back.
They began to ask him themselves, in groups, meeting him in the faint* road
which led up from the slough* and the old fish camp, “Why ain’t you at de* war,
white man?”
Pausing, he would look about the ring of black faces and white eyes and teeth
behind which derision* lurked*. “Because I got a daughter and family to keep,”
he said. “Git* out of my road, niggers.”
“Niggers?” they repeated; “niggers?” laughing now. “Who him calling us
niggers?”

galloped

(trazos) / (espatarradas)
enveloped / worn
crouched
(escaso) / (se extinguía)
(yegua)
(sitio) / (cuadra)
(jergón, colchón de paja o hierba) / simply
dolorous / (pálida)
(parto) / (astillada)
(acuclillada)
(parió)

(jergón, yacija)
(fusta)

(potrillo) / perfect
likeness

cast a quick look

overgrown, unkempt
/ (apoyada)
(oxidándose) / (guadaña)
(riendas)

colonel
emaciated, (macilento, enjuto, demacrado)
invention

inefficient, lacking
resourcefullness,
(haragán)
settle, inhabit
hut, shed / (cenegal)
cabin, hut / (de soltero)
trailed, dragged,
(se arrastraba)
garbage, waste
faded, imperceptible
(cenegal) / 'the'

contempt, (burla) /
(acechaba), sneaked
‘Get’

319

55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

320

“Yes,” he said “I ain’t* got no niggers to look after my folks if I was gone.”
“Nor nothing else but dat shack down yon dat Cunnel wouldn’t let none of us
live in.”
Now he cursed them; sometimes he rushed at them, snatching* up a stick from
the ground while they scattered* before him, yet seeming to surround him still
with that black laughing, derisive*, evasive, inescapable, leaving him panting*
and impotent and raging. Once it happened in the very back yard of the big
house itself. This was after bitter news had come down from the Tennessee
mountains and from Vicksburg, and Sherman had passed through the
plantation, and most of the Negroes had followed him. Almos t everything else
had gone with the Federal troops, and Mrs. Sutpen had sent wor d to Wash that
he could have the scuppernongs* ripening in the arbor in the back yard. This
time it was a house servant, one of the few Negroes who remained; this time the
Negress had to retreat up the kitchen steps, where she turn ed. “Stop right dar*, white
man. Stop right whar you is. You ain’t never crossed dese steps whilst Cunnel
here, and you ain’t ghy’* do hit now.”
This was true. But there was this of a kind of pride; he had never tried to enter
the big house, even though he believed that if he had, Sutpen would have received him, permitted him. “But I ain’t going to give no black nigger the chance
to tell me I can’t go nowhere,” he said to himself. “I ain’t even going to give
Kernel the chance to have to cuss* a nigger on my account.” This, though he and
Sutpen had spent more than one afternoon together on those rare Sundays when
there would be no company in the house. Perhaps his mind knew that it was
because Sutpen had nothing else to do, being a man who could not bear* his own
company. Yet the fact remained that the two of them would spend whole afternoons in the scuppernong arbor, Sutpen in the hammock* and Wash squatting
against a post, a pail of cistern water between them, taking drink for drink from
the same demijohn*. Meanwhile on weekdays he would see the fine figure of the
man—they were the same age almost to a day, though neither of them (perhaps
because Wash had a grandchild while Sutpen’s son was a youth in school) ever
thought of himself as being so—on the fine figure of the black stallion*, galloping
about the plantation. For the moment his heart would be quiet and proud. It would
seem to him that that world in which Negroes, whom the Bible told him had been
created and cursed* by God to be brute and vassal to all men of white skin, were
better found and housed and even clothed than he and his*; that world in which he
sensed always about him mocking echoes of black laughter was but a dream and an
illusion, and that the actual* world was t his one across which his own lonely
apotheosis seemed to gallop* on the black thoroughbred*, thinking how the Book
said also that all men were created in the image of God and hence all men made the
same image in God’s eyes at least; so that he could say, as though speaking of
himself, “A fine proud man. If God Himself was to come down and ride* the natural
earth, that’s what He would aim to look like.”
Sutpen returned in 1865, on the black stallion*. He seemed to have aged ten
years. His son had vanished the same winter in which his wife had died. He
returned with his citation fo r gallantry* from the hand of General Lee to a ruined
plantation, where for a year now his daughter had subsisted partially on the meager*
bounty* of the ma n to wh o m fifteen y ears ag o h e h ad g ran ted permissio n
to live in that tumbledown* fishing camp whose very existence he had at
the time fo rgotten. Wash was there to meet him, unchanged: still gaunt*, still
ageless, with his pale, questioning gaze, his air diffident*, a little servile, a
little familiar. “Well, Kernel,” Wash said, “they kilt us but they ain’t whupped*
us yit, air they?”
That was the tenor* of their conversation for the next five years. It was inferior
whisky which they drank now together from a stoneware jug*, and it was not in
the scuppernong arbor*. It was in the rear of the little store which Sutpen
managed to set up on the highroad: a frame shelved room where, with Wash for
clerk and porter, he dispensed kerosene and staple* foodstuffs and stale* gaudy*
candy and cheap beads* and ribbons* to Negroes or poor whites of Wash’s own
kind, who came afoot or on gaunt* mules to haggle* tediously for dimes* and
quarters* with a man who at one time could gallop (the black stallion was still
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alive; the stable in which his jealous* get lived was in better repair than the
house where the master himself lived) for ten miles across his own fertile land
and who had led troops gallantly* in battle; until Sutpen in fury would empty
the store, close and lock the doors from the inside. Then he and Wash would
repair* to the rear* and the jug. But the talk would not be quiet now, as when
Sutpen lay in the hammock, delivering an arrogant monologue while Wash
squatted guffawing* against his post. They both sat now, though Sutpen had the
single chair while Wash used whatever box or keg* was handy, and even this for
just a little while, because soon Sutpen would reach that stage of impotent and
furious undefeat in which he would rise, swaying* and plunging*, and declare
again that he would take his pistol and the black stallion and ride singlehanded
into Washington and kill Lincoln, dead now, and Sherman, now a private citizen.
“Kill them!” he would shout. “Shoot them down like the dogs they are—”
“Sho*, Kernel; sho, Kernel,” Wash would say, catching Sut pen as he fell. Then
he would commandeer the first passing wagon* or, lacking that, he would walk
the mile to the nearest neighbor and borrow* one and return and carry Sutpen
home. He entered the house now. He had been doing so for a long time, taking
Sutpen home in whatever borrowed wagon might be, talking him into locomotion
with cajoling* murmurs as though he were a horse, a stallion himself. The daughter would meet them and hold open the door without a word. He would carry his
burden* through the once white formal entrance, surmounted* by a fanlight
imported piece by piece from Europe and with a board now nailed over a missing
pane*, across a velvet carpet from which all nap* was now gone, and up a formal
stairs, now but a fading ghost of bare boards* between two strips* of fading
paint, and into the bedroom. It would be dusk by now, and he would let his
burden sprawl* onto the bed and undress it and then he would sit quietly in a
chair beside. After a time the daughter would come to the door. “We’re all right
now,” he would tell her. “Don’t you worry none, Miss Judith.”
Then it would become dark, and after a while he would lie down on the floor
beside the bed, though not to sleep, because after a time—sometimes before
midnight—the man on the bed would stir* and groan* and then speak. “Wash?”
“Hyer* I am, Kernel. You go back to sleep. We ain’t whupped yit*, air* we?
Me and you kin do hit.”
Even then he had already seen the ribbon about his granddaughter’s waist. She
was now fifteen, already mature, after the early way of her kind. He knew where
the ribbon came from; he had been seeing it and its kind daily for three years,
even if she had lied about where she got it, which she did not, at once bold,
sullen*, and fearful.
“Sho now,” he said. “Ef Kernel wants to give hit* to you, I hope you minded*
to thank him.”
His heart was quiet, even when he saw the dress, watching her secret, defiant* ,
frightened face when she told him that Miss Judith, the daughter, had helped her
to make it. But he was quite grave when he approached Sutpen after they closed
the store that afternoon, following the other to the rear*.
“Get the jug,” Sutpen directed.
“Wait,” Wash said. “Not yit for a minute.”
Neither did Sutpen deny the dress. “What about it?” he said.
But Wash met his arrogant stare*; he spoke quietly. “I’ve knowed you for
going on twenty years. I ain’t never yit* denied to do what you told me to do.
And I’m a man nigh sixty. And she ain’t nothing but a fifteen-year-old gal.”
“Meaning that I’d harm a girl? I, a man as old as you are?”
“If you was ara* other man, I’d say you was as old as me. And old or no old,
I wouldn’t let her keep that dress nor nothing else that come from your hand.
But you are different.”
“How different?” But Wash merely looked at him with his pale, questioning,
sober* eyes. “So that’s why you are afraid of me?”
Now Wash’s gaze* no longer questioned. It was tranquil, serene. “I ain’t
afraid. Because you air brave. It ain’t that you were a brave man at one minute or
day of your life and got a paper to show hit from General Lee. But you air* brave,
the same as you air alive and breathing. That’s where hit’s different. Hit* don’t
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need no ticket from nobody to tell me that. And I know that whatever you handle
or tech, whether hit’s a regiment of men or a ignorant gal or just a hound dog,
that you will make hit right.”
Now it was Sutpen who looked away, turning suddenly, brusquely. “Get the
jug,” he said sharply*.
“Sho*, Kernel,” Wash said.
So on that Sunday dawn two years later, having watched the Negro midwife*,
whom he had walked three miles to fetch*, enter the crazy* door beyond which
his granddaughter lay wailing*, his heart was still quiet though concerned. He
knew what they had been saying—the Negroes in cabins about the land, the
white men who loafed* all day long about the store, watching quietly the three
of them: Sutpen, himself, his granddaughter with her air of brazen* and shrinking
defiance as her condition became daily more and more obvious, like three actors
that came and went upon a stage. “I know what they say to one another,” he
thought. “I can almost hyear them: Wash Jones has fixed* old Sutpen at last. Hit
taken him twenty years, but he has done hit at last.”
It would be dawn after a while, though not yet. From the house, where the
lamp shone dim beyond the warped* door frame, his granddaughter’s voice
came steadily as though run by a clock, while thinking went slowly and
terrifically, fumbling*, involved somehow with a sound of gallop ing hooves,
until there broke suddenly free in midgallop the fine proud figure of the man
on the fine proud stallion, galloping; and then that at which thinking fumbled*,
broke free too and quite clear, not in justificatio n nor even explanation, but
as the apotheosis, lonely, explicable, beyond all fouling* by human touch:
“He is bigger than all them Yankees that kilt his son and his wife and taken
his niggers and ruined his land, bigger than this hyer durn* country that he fit
for and that has denied him into keeping a little countr y store ; bigger than the
denial which hit helt to his lips like the bitter cup* in the Book *. And how
could I have lived this nigh to him for twenty years without being teched* and
changed by him? Maybe I ain’t as big as him and maybe I ain’t done none of
the galloping. But at least I done been drug along. Me and him kin do hit, if so
be he will show me what he aims for me to do.”
Then it was dawn*. Sud denly he could see the house, and the old Negress in
the door looking at him. Then he realized that his granddaughter’s voice had
ceased. “It’s a girl,” the Negress said. “You can go tell him if you want to.” She
reentered the house.
“A girl,” he repeated; “a girl”; in astonishment, hearing the galloping hooves*,
seeing the proud galloping figure emerge again. He seemed to watch it pass,
galloping through avatars which marked the accumulation of years, time, to the
climax where it galloped beneath a brandished saber* and a shot-torn* flag
rushing down a sky in color like thunderous sulfur, thinking for the first time in
his life that perhaps Sutpen was an old man like himself. “Gittin a gal,” he
thought in that astonishment; then he thought with the pleased surprise of a child:
“Yes, sir. Be dawg* if I ain’t lived to be a great-grandpaw after all.”
He entered the house. He moved clumsily*, on tiptoe, as if he no longer lived
there, as if the infant which had just drawn breath and cried in light had dispossessed him, be it of his own blood too though it might. But even above the pallet
he could see little save* the blur* of his granddaughter’s exhausted face. Then
the Negress squatting* at the hearth spoke, “You better gawn tell him if you
going to. Hit’s daylight now.”
But this was not necessary. He had no more than turned the corner of the porch
where the scythe* leaned* which he had borrowed three months ago to clear away
the weeds through which he walked, when Sutpen himself rode up on the old
stallion. He did not wonder how Sutpen had got the word. He took it for granted
that this was what had brought the other out at this hour on Sunday morning, and
he stood while the other dismounted, and he took the reins from Sutpen’s hand,
an expression on his gaunt* face almost imbecile with a kind of weary* triumph,
saying, “Hit’s a gal, Kernel. I be dawg if you ain’t as old as I am—” until Sutpen
passed him and entered the house. He stood there with the reins in his hand and
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heard Sutpen cross the floor to the pallet. He heard what Sutpen said, and
something seemed to stop dead in him before going on.
The sun was now up, the swift* sun of Mississippi latitudes, and it seemed to
him that he stood beneath a strange sky, in a strange scene, familiar only as
things are familiar in dream, like the dreams of falling to one who has never
climbed. “I kain’t* have heard what I thought I heard,” he thought quietly. “I
know I kain’t.” Yet the voice, the familiar voice which had said the words was
still speaking, talking now to the old Negress about a colt foaled* that morning.
“That’s why he was up so early,” he thought. “That was hit. Hit* ain’t me and
mine. Hit ain’t even hisn that got him outen* bed.”
Sutpen emerged. He descended into the weeds*, moving with that heavy deliberation which would have been haste* when he was younger. He had not yet
looked full at Wash. He said, “Dicey will stay and tend* to her. You better—”
Then he seemed to see Wash facing him and paused. “What?” he said.
“You said—” To his own ears Wash’s voice sounded flat and ducklike, like a
deaf man’s. “You said if she was a mare*, you could give her a good stall in the
stable.”
“Well?” Sutpen said. His eyes widened and narrowed, almost like a man’s
fists flexing and shutting, as Wash began to advance towards him, stooping* a
little. Very astonishment kept Sutpen still for the moment, watching that man
whom in twenty years he had no more known to make any motion save* at
command than he had the horse which he rode. Again his eyes narrowed and
widened; without moving he seemed to rear* suddenly upright. “Stand back,” he
said suddenly and sharply. “Don’t you touch me.”
“I’m going to tech you, Kernel,” Wash said in that flat, quiet, almost soft
voice, advancing.
Sutpen raised the hand which held the riding whip; the old Negress peered*
around the crazy* door with her black gargoyle face of worn gnome. “Stand
back, Wash,” Sutpen said. Then he struck. The old Negress leaped down into the
weeds with the agility of a goat and fled. Sutpen slashed* Wash again across the
face with the whip, striking him to his knees. When Wash rose and advanced
once more he held in his hands the scythe* which he had borrowed from Sutpen
three months ago and which Sutpen would never need again.
When he reentered the house his granddaughter stirred* on the pallet bed and
called his name fretfully*. “What was that?” she said.
“What was what, honey?”
“That ere racket out there.”
“Twarn’t nothing,” he said gently. He knelt* and touched her hot forehead
clumsily*. “Do you want ara thing?”
“I want a sup* of water,” she said querulously*. “I been laying here wanting
a sup* of water a long time, but don’t nobody care enough to pay me no mind.”
“Sho now,” he said soothingly*. He rose stiffly* and fetched the dipper* of
water and raised her head to drink and laid her back and watched her turn to the
child with an absolutely stonelike face. But a moment later he saw that she was
crying quietly. “Now, now,” he said, “I wouldn’t do that. Old Dicey says hit’s a
right fine gal. Hit’s all right now. Hit’s all over now. Hit ain’t no need to cry
now.”
But she continued to cry quietly, almost sullenly*, and he rose again and stood
uncomfortably above the pallet for a time, thinking as he had thought when his
own wife lay so and then his daughter in turn: “Women. Hit’s a mystry to me.
They seem to want em, and yit when they git em they cry about hit. Hit’s a mystry
to me. To ara man.” Then he moved away and drew a chair up to the window and
sat down.
Through all that long, bright, sunny forenoon he sat at the window, waiting.
Now and then he rose and tiptoed to the pallet*. But his granddaughter slept now,
her face sullen* and calm and weary*, the child in the crook* of her arm. Then he
returned to the chair and sat again, waiting, wondering why it took them so long,
until he remembered that it was Sunday. He was sitting there at midafternoon
when a half-grown white boy came around the corner of the house upon the body
and gave a choked* cry and looked up and glared* for a mesmerized* instant at
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Wash in the window before he turned and fled. Then Wash rose and tiptoed
again to the pallet.
The granddaughter was awake now, wakened perhaps by the boy’s cry without
hearing it. “Milly,” he said, “air* you hungry?” She didn’t answer, turning her
face away. He built up the fire on the hearth* and cooked the food which he had
brought home the day before: fatback* it was, and cold corn pone*; he poured
water into the stale* coffee pot and heated it. But she would not eat when he
carried the plate to her, so he ate himself, quietly, alone, and left the dishes as
they were and returned to the window.
Now he seemed to sense, feel, the men who would be gathering with horses
and guns and dogs—the curious, and the vengeful*: men of Sutpen’s own kind,
who had made the company about Sutpen’s table in the time when Wash himself
had yet to approach nearer to the house than the scuppernong arbor*—men who
had also shown the lesser ones how to fight in battle, who maybe also had signed
papers from the generals saying that they were among the first of the brave; who
had also galloped in the old days arrogant and proud on the fine horses across the
fine plantations —symbols also of admiration and hope; instruments too of despair and grief.
That was who they would expect him to run* from. It seemed to him that he
had no more to run from than he had to run to. If he ran, he would merely be
fleeing one set of bragging* and evil shadows for another just like them, since
they were all of a kind throughout all the earth which he knew, and he was old,
too old to flee* far even if he were to flee. He could never escape them, no matter
how much or how far he ran: a man going on sixty could not run that far. Not far
enough to escape beyond the boundaries of earth where such men lived, set the
order and the rule of living. It seemed to him that he now saw for the first time,
after five years, how it was that Yankees or any other living armies had managed
to whip them: the gallant, the proud, the brave; the acknowledged and chosen
best among them all to carry courage and honor and pride. Maybe if he had gone
to the war with them he would have discovered them sooner. But if he had
discovered them sooner, what would he have done with his life since? How could
he have borne* to remember for five years what his life had been before?
Now it was getting toward sunset. The child had been crying; when he went to
the pallet he saw his granddaughter nursing it, her face still bemused*, sullen*,
inscrutable. “Air you hungry yit?” he said.
“I don’t want nothing.”
“You ought to eat.”
This time she did not answer at all, looking down at the child. He returned to
his chair and found that the sun had set. “Hit kain’t be much longer,” he thought.
He could feel them quite near now, the curious* and the vengeful*. He could
even seem to hear what they were saying about him, the undercurrent* of believing beyond the immediate fury: Old Wash Jones he come a tumble* at last. He
thought he had Sutpen, but Sutpen fooled him. He thought he had Kernel where
he would have to marry the gal or pay up. And Kernel refused. “But I never
expected that, Kernel!” he cried aloud, catching himself at the sound of his own
voice, glancing* quickly back to find his granddaughter watching him.
“Who you talking to now?” she said.
“Hit ain’t nothing. I was just thinking and talked out before I knowed hit.”
Her face was becoming indistinct again, again a sullen blur* in the twilight*.
“I reckon so. I reckon you’ll have to holler* louder than that before he’ll hear
you, up yonder at that house. And I reckon you’ll need to do more than holler
before you get him down here too.”
“Sho now,” he said. “Don’t you worry none.” But already thinking was going
smoothly* on: “You know I never. You know how I ain’t never expected or asked
nothing from ara living man but what I expected from you. And I never asked
that. I didn’t think hit would need. I said, I don’t need to. What need has a fellow
like Wash Jones to question or doubt the man that General Lee himself says in a
handwrote ticket that he was brave? Brave,” he thought. “Better if nara* one of
them had never rid back home in ’65"; thinking Better if his kind and mine
too had never drawn the breath of life on this earth. Better that all who
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remain of us be blasted* from the face of earth than that another Wash Jones
should see his whole life shredded* from him and shrivel* away like a dried
shuck* thrown onto the fire.
He ceased, became still. He heard the horses, suddenly and plainly; presently
he saw the lantern and the movement of men, the glint* of gun barrels*, in its
moving light. Yet he did not stir*. It was quite dark now, and he listened to the
voices and the sounds of underbrush* as they surrounded the house. The lantern
itself came on; its light fell upon the quiet body in the weeds* and stopped, the
horses tall and shadowy. A man descended and stooped in the lantern light, above
the body. He held a pistol; he rose and faced the house. “Jones,” he said.
“I’m here,” Wash said quietly from the window. “That you, Major*?”
“Come out.”
“Sho*,” he said quietly. “I just want to see to my granddaughter.”
“We’ll see to her. Come on out.”
“Sho, Major. Just a minute.”
“Show a light. Light your lamp.”
“Sho. In just a minute.” They could hear his voice retreat into the house,
though they could not see him as he went swiftly* to the crack* in the chimney
where he kept the butcher knife: the one thing in his slovenly* life and house in
which he took pride, since it was razor sharp. He approached the pallet*, his
granddaughter’s voice:
“Who is it? Light the lamp, grandpaw.”
“Hit* won’t need no light, honey. Hit won’t take but a minute,” he said,
kneeling, fumbling* toward her voice, whispering now. “Where air you?”
“Right here,” she said fretfully*. “Where would I be? What is....” His hand
touched her face. “What is ... Grandpaw! Grand....”
“Jones!” the sheriff* said. “Come out of there!”
“In just a minute, Major,” he said. Now he rose and moved swiftly*. He knew
where in the dark the can* of kerosene was, just as he knew that it was full, since
it was not two days ago that he had filled it at the store and held it there until he
got a ride home with it, since the five gallons were heavy. There were still coals*
on the hearth; besides the crazy building itself was like tinder* the coals, the
hearth, the walls exploding in a single blue glare*. Against it the waiting men
saw him in a wild instant springing toward them with the lifted scythe* before the
horses reared* and whirled*. They checked the horses and turned them back
toward the glare, yet still in wild relief against it the gaunt figure ran toward
them with the lifted scythe*.
“Jones!” the sheriff shouted. “Stop! Stop, or I’ll shoot. Jones! Jones!” Yet
still the gaunt, furious figure came on against the glare and roar* of the
flames. With the scythe lifted, it bore down upon them, upon the wild glaring*
eyes of the horses and the swinging* glints* of gun barrels, without any cry,
any sound.
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1. Who is the father of Milly Jones' baby?
2. a) Does Sutpen provoke his own murder? Why or why not?
b) How many other people are killed?
3. a) In what sense do both heroes, Sutpen and Wash, follow the principles of their inhuman single-minded individual obsessions?
b) What similar expectation for both has been reversed in the course of their lives?
4. Tragic murder subverts the stability and permanence of human society and turns both families into an emblem of waste. What are the
most striking images of waste that you think back up this view?
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When Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through* a
sort of respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly* out of* curiosity to
see the inside of her house, which no one save* an old manservant—a combined gardener
and cook—had seen in at least ten years*.
It was a big, squarish* frame house that had once been white, decorated with
cupolas and spires* and scrolled* balconies in the heavily lightsome* style of the
seventies, set on* what had once been our most select street. But garages and cotton gins*
had encroached* and obliterated* even the august names of that neighborhood; only Miss
Emily’s house was left, lifting* its stubborn* and coquettish decay* above the cotton
wagons and the gasoline pumps—an eyesore among eyesores*. And now Miss Emily had
gone to join the representatives of those august names where they lay in the cedar-bemused*
cemetery among the ranked* and anonymous graves of Union and Confederate soldiers
who fell at the battle of Jefferson.
Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty*, and a care; a sort of hereditary
obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor*
—he who fathered* the edict* that no Negro woman should appear on the streets without
an apron*—remitted* her taxes, the dispensation* dating from the death of her father on
into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris
invented an involved tale* to the effect that Miss Emily’s father had loaned* money to the
town, which the town, as a matter* of business, preferred this way of repaying*. Only a
man of Colonel Sartoris’ generation and thought* could have invented it, and only a
woman could have believed it.
When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen* ,
this arrangement created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed
her a tax notice*. February came, and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter,
asking her to call at the sheriff’s office at her convenience. A week later the mayor wrote
her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in reply* a note on
paper of an archaic shape*, in a thin*, flowing* calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that
she no longer went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed*, without comment.
They called* a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen*. A deputation waited upon*
her, knocked at the door through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving
china-painting* lessons eight or ten years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro
into a dim* hall from which a stairway mounted* into still more shadow. It smelled of
dust and disuse—a close, dank* smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was
furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds* of one
window, they could see that the leather was cracked; and when they sat down, a faint*
dust rose* sluggishly* about their thighs, spinning with slow motes* in the single sun-ray. On
a tarnished* gilt* easel* before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily’s father.
They rose* when she entered—a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain
descending to her waist and vanishing* into her belt, leaning on* an ebony cane with a
tarnished* gold head. Her skeleton was small and spare*; perhaps that was why what
would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked bloated*;
like a body long submerged in motionless* water, and of that pallid hue*. Her eyes, lost
in the fatty ridges* of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump*
of dough* as they moved from one face to another while the visitors stated their errand*.
She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the
spokesman came to a stumbling* halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at
the end of the gold chain.
Her voice was dry* and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained
it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to* the city records* and satisfy* yourselves.”
“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you get a notice from
the sheriff, signed by him?”

as a result of
principall y / because of
except
for ten years or more
not exactly square
(agujas) /with spiral volutes
/ gracefully light
built / machines, (desgranadoras)
invaded / eliminated,
rubbed out
raising / obstinate /
decrepitude
shocking to the eye
planted with a profusion of cedar-trees
aligned, (alineadas)

moral obligation
elected head of the
city
authored / law
(mandil) / exempted /
exemption
complicated story /
lent, borrowed
for reasons / paying
back, refunding
way of thinking

members of the
city council
written injunction to
have to pay her
taxes
answer
form / fine, narrow /
easy and elegant
inside the envelope
officially had / City
Council / made a
formal visit to
painting on p orcelain
rather dark / (subía)
humid and col d, clammy,
damp
(cortinas)
(ligera, sutil, impalpable,
casi imperceptible)
mounted / slowly /
particles
(apagado, deslustrado)
/ golden / (caballete)
stood up
disappearing / (apoyándose en)
(apagada, deslustrada)
/ thin
swollen, (abotargada)
stagnant / color
(resaltes) / shapeless mass,
(bola informe)
uncooked brea d's mass
/ purpose of coming
babbling, making a mistake in speaking,
(balbuciente)
severe
find and consult /
archives / convince

55

60

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he considers himself* the sheriff. .
. I have no taxes in Jefferson.”
“But there is nothing on the books* to show that, you see. We must go by* the—”
“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson.”
“But, Miss Emily—”
“See Colonel Sartoris.” (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) “I have no
taxes in Jefferson. Tobe!” The Negro appeared. “Show these gentlemen out*.”
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So she vanquished them, horse and foot*, just as she had vanquished their fathers
thirty years before about the smell. That was two years after her father’s death and a short
time after her sweetheart*—the one we believed would marry her —had deserted* her.
After her father’s death she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people
hardly saw her at all*. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not received,
and the only sign of life about the place* was the Negro man—a young man then*—
going in and out with a market basket.
“Just as if a man—any man—could keep a kitchen properly*,” the ladies said; so they
were not surprised when the smell developed*. It was another link between the gross*,
teeming* world and the high and mighty* Griersons.
A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old.
“But what will you have me do about it*, madam?” he said.
“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said. “Isn’t there a law?”
“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “it’s probably just a snake or
a rat that nigger* of hers killed in the yard*. I’ll speak to him about it.”
The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in
diffident* deprecation*. “We really must do something about it, Judge. I’d be the last
one in the world to bother* Miss Emily, but we’ve got to do something.” That night the
Board of Aldermen met—three graybeards* and one younger man, a member of the
rising generation.
“It’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her
a certain time to do it in, and if she don’t . . .”
“Dammit*, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face* of smelling
bad?”
So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily’s lawn and slunk*
about the house like burglars, sniffing alone the base of the brickwork and at the cellar*
openings while one of them performed a regular sowing* motion with his hand out of a
sack slung* from his shoulder. They broke* open the cellar door and sprinkled* lime
there, and in all the outbuildings*. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been dark
was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright torso motionless
as that of an idol. They crept* quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts*
that lined* the street. After a week or two the smell went away.
That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town,
remembering how old lady Wyatt, her great-aunt*, had gone completely crazy at last,
believed that the Griersons held themselves a little too high for what they really were*.
None of the young men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. We had long
thought of them as a tableau*, Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background,
her father a spraddled* silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a
horsewhip, the two of them framed by the back-flung front door. So when she got to be*
thirty and was still single*, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated*; even with
insanity in the family she wouldn’t have turned down* all of her chances if they had really
materialized.
When her father died, it got about* that the house was all that was left to her; and in
a way, people were glad. At last they could pity* Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a
pauper, she had become humanized. Now she too would know the old thrill* and the old
despair* of a penny more or less.
The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence
and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no
trace of grief* on her face. She told them that her father was not dead. She did that for
three days, with the ministers* calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to

cavalry and infantry,
her victory over them
was complete
the man she loved /
abandoned, forsaken
saw her very rarely
house / at the time

rightly, correctly
became offensive
/ low, vulgar
plentiful, (fecundo) /
(poderosos)
What do you want
me to do about it

Black person, Negro
/ back garden
timorous, (tímida) /
(desaprobación)
cause inconvenience to
older people

God damn it / openly,
in her presence
moved silently and
secretly
underground part
of the house
(de siembra)
hu ng / forced / spread
smaller buildings
contiguous to the
house
slunk / carob-trees,
(falsas acacias)
bordered
sister to a grandparent
claimed a social rank
that they did not
really possess
motionless group looking like a picture
spread legs
became
unmarried / confirmed,
(reconocidos, en razón)
rejected, refused

news spread
feel pity for
worry, sudden feeling of fear
loss of hope

sorrow, pain
clergymen

327

115

let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to* law and force, she
broke down*, and they buried her father quickly.
We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered
all the young men her father had driven away*, and we knew that with nothing left, she
would have to cling to* that which had robbed her*, as people will*.
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She was sick* for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making
her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows—sort of* tragic and serene.
The town had just let* the contracts for paving* the sidewalks, and in the summer after
her father’s death they began the work. The construction company came with niggers and
mules and machinery, and a foreman* named Homer Barron, a Yankee—a big, dark,
ready* man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would follow
in groups to hear him cuss* the niggers, and the niggers singing in time to the rise and fall
of picks. Pretty* soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing
anywhere about the square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently*
we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-wheeled
buggy* and the matched team of bays* from the livery stable*.
At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all
said, “Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer*.”
But there were still others, older people, who said that even grief could not cause a real
lady to forget noblesse oblige* —without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, “Poor
Emily. Her kinsfolk* should come to her.” She had some kin* in Alabama; but years ago
her father had fallen out* with them over the estate of old lady Wyatt, the crazy woman,
and there was no communication between the two families. They had not even been
represented at the funeral.
And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering* began. “Do you
suppose it’s really so?” they said to one another. “Of course it is. What else could . . .”
This behind their hands; rustling* of craned* silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon
the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin*, swift* clop-clop-clop of the matched team
passed: “Poor Emily.”
She carried her head high enough—even when we believed that she was fallen*. It was
as if she demanded* more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as
if it had wanted* that touch of earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness*. Like when she
bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to say “Poor
Emily,” and while the two female cousins were visiting her.
“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist*. She was over thirty then, still a slight*
woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, haughty* black eyes in a face the flesh of
which was strained* across the temples and about the eyesockets as you imagine a
lighthouse-keeper’s face ought to look*. “I want some poison,” she said.
“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I’d recom—”
“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.”
The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to* an elephant. But what you
want is—”
“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?”
“Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want—”
“I want arsenic.”
The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect*, her face like a
strained* flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s what you want. But the law
requires* you to tell what you are going to use it for.”
Miss Emily just stared* at him, her head tilted* back in order to look him eye for eye,
until he looked away and went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up*. The Negro delivery
boy brought her the package; the druggist didn’t come back. When she opened the
package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and bones: “For rats.”
IV
So the next day we all said, “She will kill herself”; and we said it would be the best
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thing. When she had first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, “She will
marry him.” Then we said, “She will persuade him yet,” because Homer himself had
remarked*—he liked men, and it was known that he drank with the younger men in the
Elks’ Club—that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, “Poor Emily” behind the
jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering* buggy, Miss Emily with
her head high and Homer Barron with his hat cocked* and a cigar in his teeth, reins* and
whip in a yellow glove.
Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace* to the town and a bad
example to the young people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies
forced the baptist minister—Miss Emily’s people were Episcopal—to call upon her. He
would never divulge what happened during that interview, but he refused to go back
again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day the
minister’s wife wrote to Miss Emily’s relations in Alabama.
So she had blood-kin* under her roof again and we sat back* to watch developments.
At first nothing happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned
that Miss Emily had been to the jeweler’s and ordered a man’s toilet set in silver, with the
letters H.B. on each piece. Two days later we learned that she had bought a complete
outfit* of men’s clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, “They are married.” We
were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even more Grierson
than Miss Emily had ever been.
So we were not surprised when Homer Barron—the streets had been finished some time
since—was gone. We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off* ,
but we believed that he had gone on to prepare for Miss Emily’s coming, or to
give her a chance to get rid* of the cousins. (By that time it was a cabal*, and we
were all Miss Emily’s allies to help circumvent* the cousins.) Sure enough, after
another week they departed*. And, as we had expected all along, within three days
Homer Barron was back in town. A neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the
kitchen door at dusk* one evening.
And that was the last* we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time.
The Negro man went in and out with the market basket, but the front door remained
closed*. Now and then we would see her at a window for a moment, as the men did that
night when they sprinkled* the lime, but for almost six months she did not appear on the
streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father
which had thwarted* her woman’s life so many times had been too virulent and too
furious to die.
When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown* fat and her hair was turning gray.
During the next few years it grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-andsalt iron-gray*, when it ceased turning. Up to the day of her death at seventy-four it was
still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man.
From that time on* her front door remained closed, save* for a period of six or seven
years, when she was about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She
fitted up* a studio in one of the downstairs rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris’ contemporaries were sent to her with the same regularity and in
the same spirit that they were sent to church un Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for
the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted*.
Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the
painting pupils grew up and fell away* and did not send their children to her with boxes
of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut from the ladies’ magazines. The front door
closed upon the last one and remained closed for good*. When the town got free postal
delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten* the metal numbers above her door
and attach a mailbox to it. She would not* listen to them.
Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped*, going
in and out with the market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would
be returned by the post office a week later, unclaimed*. Now and then we would see her
in one of the downstairs windows—she had evidently* shut up the top floor of the
house—like the carven* torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could
never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to generation—dear, inescapable*,
impervious*, tranquil, and perverse*.
And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering*
Negro man to wait on her*. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given
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up trying to get any information from the Negro. He talked to no one, probably not even
to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse*.
She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut* bed with a curtain, her
gray head propped on* a pillow yellow and moldy* with age and lack of sunlight.
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The Negro met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed*,
sibilant voices and their quick, curious glances*, and then he disappeared. He walked
right through the house and out the back and was not seen again.
The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with
the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath* a mass of bought flowers, with the
crayon face of her father musing* profoundly above the bier* and the ladies sibilant and
macabre; and the very old men—some in their brushed Confederate uniforms—on the
porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary of theirs,
believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its
mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road
but, instead, a huge meadow* which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now
by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years.
Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had
seen in forty years, and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily
was decently* in the ground before they opened it.
The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading* dust.
A thin, acrid* pall* as of the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked* and
furnished as for a bridal*: upon the valance curtains* of faded rose color, upon the roseshaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array* of crystal and the man’s
toilet things backed* with tarnished* silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram* was
obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted,
left upon the surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully
folded; beneath it the two mute shoes and the discarded* socks.
The man himself lay in the bed.
For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless*
grin*. The body had apparently once lain* in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long
sleep that outlasts love, that conquers even the grimace of love, had cuckolded* him. What
was left of him, rotted* beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable from
the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside him lay that even coating* of
the patient and biding* dust.
Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us
lifted something from it, and leaning* forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid
in the nostrils, we saw a long strand* of iron-gray hair.
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1. What meaning is there in the final detail that the strand of hair on the second pillow is "iron-gray"? How effective do you find the ending? Why?
2. a)
b)

Who is the unnamed narrator? For whom does he profess to be speaking? According to him, how does the townsfolk view the young Miss
Emily? How does Emily change with time? How does the town? How does the narrator's view of Miss Emily change? How does yours?
What are the implications concerning this teller? Why is it not chosen to tell the story simply in the third person? Why bring the “we” into it?

3. What foreshadowings of the discovery of the body of Homer Barron are we given earlier in the story? Share your experience in reading "A Rose
for Emily" : did the foreshadowing give away the ending for you? Did it heighten your interest?
4. Why is it significant that Miss Emily chooses for her lover a man who is scornfully regarded by the community as a "Northerner, a day laborer"?
5. What contrasts does the narrator draw between changing reality and Emily's refusal or inability to recognize change?
6. How does the character and background of Emily Grierson differ from those of Homer Barron? What general observations about the society
that the narrator depicts can be made from his portraits of these two characters and from his account of life in this one Mississippi town?
7. Does the story seem to you totally grim, harsh and joyless, or do you find any humor in it?
8. What do you infer to be the narrator's attitude toward Emily Grierson? Is she simply a murderous madwoman? Why do you suppose
the narrator calls his story "A Rose ..."?
9. Look back at "Young Goodman Brown" and "The Killers" in the light of their symbolic significance. Can it be argued that the present story, like
these two others, has a more general significance—that it is a symbolic commentary on our society? If so, how would you argue this point?
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She flicked* her wrist neatly* out of Doctor Harry’s pudgy* careful fingers and pulled
the sheet up to her chin. The brat ought to be in knee breeches. Doctoring around the
country with spectacles on his nose! “Get along now, take your schoolbooks and go.
There’s nothing wrong with me.”
Doctor Harry spread a warm paw* like a cushion on her forehead where the forked*
green vein danced and made her eyelids twitch*. “Now, now, be a good girl, and we’ll have
you up in no time.”
“That’s no way to speak to a woman nearly eighty years old just because she’s down.
I’d have you respect your elders, young man.”
“Well, Missy, excuse me.” Doctor Harry patted* her cheek. “But I’ve got to warn you,
haven’t I? You’re a marvel, but you must be careful or you’re going to be good and sorry.”
“Don’t tell me what I’m going to be. I’m on my feet now, morally speaking. It’s
Cornelia. I had to go to bed to get rid of her.”
Her bones felt loose, and floated around in her skin, and Doctor Harry floated like a
balloon around the foot of the bed. He floated and pulled down his waistcoat and swung*
his glasses on a cord. “Well, stay where you are, it certainly can’t hurt you.”
“Get along and doctor your sick,” said Granny Weatherall. “Leave a well woman alone.
I’ll call for you when I want you.... Where were you forty years ago when I pulled through
milk-leg* and double pneumonia? You weren’t even born. Don’t let Cornelia lead you on,”
she shouted, because Doctor Harry appeared to float up to the ceiling and out. “I pay my
own bills, and I don’t throw my money away on nonsense!”
She meant to wave good-bye, but it was too much trouble. Her eyes closed of themselves, it was like a dark curtain drawn around the bed. The pillow rose and floated under
her, pleasant as a hammock* in a light wind. She listened to the leaves rustling outside the
window. No, somebody was swishing* newspapers: no, Cornelia and Doctor Harry were
whispering together. She leaped broad awake, thinking they whispered in her ear.
“She was never like this, never like this!” “Well, what can we expect?” “Yes, eighty
years old....”
Well, and what if she was? She still had ears. It was like Cornelia to whisper around
doors. She always kept things secret in such a public way. She was always being tactful and
kind. Cornelia was dutiful; that was the trouble with her. Dutiful and good: “So good and
dutiful,” said Granny, “and I’d like to spank* her.” She saw herself spanking* Cornelia and
making a fine job of it.
“What’d you say, Mother?”
Granny felt her face tying* up in hard knots.
“Can’t a body think, I’d like to know?”
“I thought you might want something.”
“I do. I want a lot of things. First off, go away and don’t whisper.”
She lay and drowsed*, hoping in her sleep that the children would keep out and let her
rest a minute. It had been a long day. Not that she was tired. It was always pleasant to
snatch* a minute now and then. There was always so much to be done, let me see:
tomorrow.
Tomorrow was far away and there was nothing to trouble about. Things were finished
somehow when the time came; thank God there was always a little margin over for peace;
then a person could spread out the plan of life and tuck in* the edges orderly. It was good
to have everything clean and folded away, with the hair brushes and tonic bottles sitting
straight on the white embroidered* linen: the day started without fuss and the pantry
shelves laid out with rows of jelly glasses and brown jugs and white stone-china jars and
blue whirligigs* and words painted on them: coffee, teal sugar, ginger, cinnamon, allspice:
and the bronze clock with the lion on top nicely dusted off. The dust that lion could collect
in twenty-four hours! The box in the attic with all those letters tied up, she’d have to go
through that tomorrow. All those letters—George’s letters and John’s letters and her letters
to them both—lying around for the children to find afterwards made her uneasy. Yes, that
would be tomorrow’s business. No use to let them know how silly she had been once.
While she was rummaging* around she found death in her mind and it felt clammy and
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unfamiliar. She had spent so much time preparing for death there was no need for bringing
it up again. Let it take care of itself now. When she was sixty she had felt very old, finished,
and went around making farewell trips to see her children and grandchildren, with a secret
in her mind: This is the very last of your mother, children! Then she made her will and
came down with a long fever. That was all just a notion like a lot of other things, but it was
lucky too, for she had once for all got over the idea of dying for a long time. Now she
couldn’t be worried. She hoped she had better sense now. Her father had lived to be one
hundred and two years old and had drunk a noggin* of strong hot toddy* at his last
birthday. He told the reporters it was his daily habit, and he owed his long life to that. He
had made quite a scandal and was very pleased about it. She believed she’d just plague
Cornelia a little.
“Cornelia! Cornelia!” No footsteps, but a sudden hand on her cheek. “Bless you, where
have you been?”
“Here, Mother.”
“Well, Cornelia, I want a noggin of hot toddy.”
“Are you cold, darling?”
“I’m chilly*, Cornelia. Lying in bed stops the circulation. I must have told you that a
thousand times.”
Well, she could just hear Cornelia telling her husband that Mother was getting a
little childish and they’d have to humor her. The thing that most annoyed her was that
Cornelia thought she was deaf, dumb, and blind. Little hasty glances * and tiny gestures tossed* around her and over her head saying, “Don’t cross her, let her have her way,
she’s eighty years old,” and she sitting there as if she lived in a thin glass cage. Sometimes
Granny almost made up her mind to pack up and move back to her own house where
nobody could remind her every minute that she was old. Wait, wait, Cornelia, till your own
children whisper behind your back!
In her day she had kept a better house and had got more work done. She wasn’t too old
yet for Lydia to be driving eighty miles for advice when one of the children jumped the
track, and Jimmy still dropped in* and talked things over: “Now, Mammy, you’ve a good
business head, I want to know what you think of this? . . .” Old. Cornelia couldn’t change
the furniture around without asking. Little things, little things! They had been so sweet
when they were little. Granny wished the old days were back again with the children young
and everything to be done over. It had been a hard pull, but not too much for her. When she
thought of all the food she had cooked, and all the clothes she had cut and sewed, and all
the gardens she had made—well, the children showed it. There they were, made out of her,
and they couldn’t get away from that. Sometimes she wanted to see John again and point to
them and say, Well, I didn’t do so badly, did I? But that would have to wait. That was for
tomorrow. She used to think of him as a man, but now all the children were older than their
father, and he would be a child beside her if she saw him now. It seemed strange and there
was something wrong in the idea. Why, he couldn’t possibly recognize her. She had fenced
in a hundred acres once, digging the post holes herself and clamping* the wires with just a
negro boy to help. That changed a woman. John would be looking for a young woman with
the peaked Spanish comb* in her hair and the painted fan. Digging post holes changed a
woman. Riding country roads in the winter when women had their babies was another
thing: sitting up nights with sick horses and sick negroes and sick children and hardly ever
losing one. John, I hardly ever lost one of them! John would see that in a minute, that would
be something he could understand, she wouldn’t have to explain anything!
It made her feel like rolling up her sleeves and putting the whole place to rights again.
No matter if Cornelia was determined* to be everywhere at once, there were a great many
things left undone on this place. She would start tomorrow and do them. It was good to be
strong enough for everything, even if all you made melted* and changed and slipped under
your hands, so that by the time you finished you almost forgot what you were working for.
What was it I set out to do? she asked herself intently, but she could not remember. A fog
rose over the valley, she saw it marching across the creek swallowing the trees and moving
up the hill like an army of ghosts. Soon it would be at the near edge of the orchard, and then
it was time to go in and light the lamps. Come in, children, don’t stay out ill the night air.
Lighting the lamps had been beautiful. The children huddled up* to her and breathed
like little calves waiting at the bars in the twilight. Their eyes followed the match and
watched the flame rise and settle in a blue curve, then they moved away from her. The lamp
was lit, they didn’t have to be scared and hang on to mother any more. Never, never, never
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more. God, for all my life I thank Thee. Without Thee, my God, I could never have done it.
Hail, Mary, full of grace.
I want you to pick all the fruit this year and see that nothing is wasted. There’s always
someone who can use it. Don’t let good things rot for want of using. You waste life when
you waste good food. Don’t let things get lost. It’s bitter to lose things. Now, don’t let me
get to thinking, not when I am tired and taking a little nap* before supper....
The pillow rose about her shoulders and pressed against her heart and the memory was
being squeezed out of it: oh, push down that pillow, somebody: it would smother* her if
she tried to hold it. Such a fresh breeze blowing and such a green day with no threats in it.
But he had not come, just the same. What does a woman do when she has put on the white
veil and set out the white cake for a man and he doesn’t come? She tried to remember. No,
I swear he never harmed me but in that. He never harmed me but in that . . . and what if he
did? There was the day, the day, but a whirl* of dark smoke rose and covered it, crept up
and over into the bright field where everything was planted so carefully in orderly rows.
That was hell, she knew hell when she saw it. For sixty years she had prayed against
remembering him and against losing her soul in the deep pit of hell, and now the two things
were mingled in one and the thought of him was a smoky cloud from hell that moved and
crept* in her head when she had just got rid of Doctor Harry and was trying to rest a
minute. Wounded vanity, Ellen, said a sharp voice in the top of her mind. Don’t let your
wounded vanity get the upper hand* of you. Plenty of girls get jilted*. You were jilted,
weren’t you? Then stand up to it. Her eyelids wavered* and let in streamers* of blue-gray
light like tissue paper* over her eyes. She must get up and pull the shades down or she’d
never sleep. She was in bed again and the shades were not down. How could that happen?
Better turn over hide from the light, sleeping in the light gave you nightmares. “Mother
how do you feel now?” and a stinging* wetness on her forehead. But I don’t like having my
face washed in cold water!
Hapsy? George? Lydia?Jimmy? No, Cornelia, and her features were swollen and full of
little puddles*. “They’re coming, darling, they’ll all be here soon.” Go wash your face,
child, you look funny.
Instead of obeying, Cornelia knelt down and put her head on the pillow. She seemed to
be talking but there was no sound. “Well, are you tongue-tied? Whose birthday is it? Are
you going to give a party?”
Cornelia’s mouth moved urgently in strange shapes. “Don’t do that, you bother* me,
daughter.”
“Oh, no, Mother. Oh, no....”
Nonsense. It was strange about children. They disputed your every word. “No what,
Cornelia?”
“Here’s Doctor Harry.”
“I won’t see that boy again. He just left five minutes ago.”
“That was this morning, Mother. It’s night now. Here’s the nurse.”
“This is Doctor Harry, Mrs. Weatherall. I never saw you look so young and happy!”
“Ah, I’ll never be young again—but I’d be happy if they’d let me lie in peace and get
rested.”
She thought she spoke up loudly, but no one answered. A warm weight on her forehead,
a warm bracelet on her wrist, and a breeze went on whispering, trying to tell her something.
A shuffle* of leaves in the everlasting hand of God. He blew on them and they danced and
rattled. “Mother, don’t mind, we’re going to give you a little hypodermic.” “Look here,
daughter, how do ants get in this bed? I saw sugar ants yesterday.”
“Did you send for Hapsy too?”
It was Hapsy she really wanted. She had to go a long way back through a great many
rooms to find Hapsy standing with a baby on her arm. She seemed to herself to be Hapsy
also, and the baby on Hapsy’s arm was Hapsy and himself and herself, all at once, and there
was no surprise in the meeting. Then Hapsy melted from within and turned flimsy* as gray
gauze and the baby was a gauzy shadow, and Hapsy came up close and said, “I thought
you’d never come,” and looked at her very searchingly and said, “You haven’t changed a
bit!” They leaned forward to kiss, when Cornelia began whispering from a long way off,
“Oh, is there anything you want to tell me? Is there anything I can do for you?”
Yes, she had changed her mind after sixty years and she would like to see George. I
want you to find George. Find him and be sure to tell him I forgot him. I want him to know
I had my husband just the same and my children and my house like any other woman. A
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good house too and a good husband that I loved and fine children out of him. Better than I
hoped for even. Tell him I was given back everything he took away and more. Oh, no, oh,
God, no, there was something else besides the house and the man and the children. Oh,
surely they were not all? What was it? Something not given back.... Her breath crowded
down under her ribs and grew into a monstrous frightening shape with cutting edges; it
bored up into her head, and the agony was unbelievable: Yes, John, get the doctor now, no
more talk, my time has come.
When this one was born it should be the last. The last. It should have been born first, for
it was the one she had truly wanted. Everything came in good time. Nothing left out, left
over. She was strong, in three days she would be as well as ever. Better. A woman needed
milk in her to have her full health.
“Mother, do you hear me?”
“I’ve been telling you—”
“Mother, Father Connolly’s here.”
“I went to Holy Communion only last week. Tell him I’m not so sinful as all that.”
“Father just wants to speak to you.”
He could speak as much as he pleased. It was like him to drop in and inquire about her
soul as if it were a teething baby, and then stay on for a cup of tea and a round of cards and
gossip. He always had a funny story of some sort, usually about an Irishman who made his
little mistakes and confessed them, and the point lay in some absurd thing he would blurt out*
in the confessional showing his struggles between native piety and original sin Granny felt
easy about her soul. Cornelia, where are your manners? Give Father Connolly a chair. She
had her secret comfortable understanding with a few favorite saints who cleared a straight
road to God for her. All as surely signed and sealed* as the papers for the new Forty Acres.
Forever . . . heirs and assigns forever. Since the day the wedding cake was not cut, but
thrown out and wasted. The whole bottom dropped out of the world, and there she was
blind and sweating and nothing under her feet and the walls falling away. His hand had
caught her under the breast, she had not fallen, there was the freshly polished floor with the
green rug* on it, just as before. He had cursed like a sailor’s parrot and said, “I’ll kill him
for you.” Don’t lay a hand on him, for my sake leave something to God. “Now, Ellen, you
must believe what I tell you....”
So there was nothing, nothing to worry about any more, except sometimes in the night
one of the children screamed in a nightmare, and they both hustled* out shaking and
hunting for the matches and calling, “There, wait a minute, here we are!” John, get the
doctor now, Hapsy’s time has come. But there was Hapsy standing by the bed in a white
cap. “Cornelia, tell Hapsy to take off her cap. I can’t see her plain.”
Her eyes opened very wide and the room stood out like a picture she had seen somewhere. Dark colors with the shadows rising toward the ceiling in long angles. The tall black
dresser gleamed* with nothing on it but John’s picture’ enlarged from a little one, with
John’s eyes very black when they should have been blue. You never saw him, so how do
you know how he looked? But the man insisted the copy was perfect, it was very rich and
handsome*. For a picture, yes, but it’s not my husband. The table by the bed had a linen
cover and a candle and a crucifix. The light was blue from Cornelia’s silk lampshades. No
sort of light at all, just frippery*. You had to live forty years with kerosene lamps to
appreciate honest electricity. She felt very strong and she saw Doctor Harry with a rosy
nimbus around him.
“You look like a saint, Doctor Harry, and I vow* that’s as near as you’ll ever
come to it.”
“She’s saying something.”
“I heard you, Cornelia. What’s all this carrying on?”
“Father Connolly’s saying—”
Cornelia’s voice staggered* and bumped* like a cart in a bad road. It rounded corners
and turned back again and arrived nowhere. Granny stepped up in the cart very lightly and
reached for the reins, but a man sat beside her and she knew him by his hands, driving the
cart. She did not look in his face, for she knew without seeing, but looked instead down the
road where the trees leaned over and bowed to each other and a thousand birds were si nging
a Mass. She felt like singing too, but she put her hand in the bosom of her dress and pulled out
a rosary, and Father Connolly murmured Latin in a very solemn voice and tickled her feet*. My
God, will you stop that nonsense? I’m a married woman. What if he did run away and leave
me to face the priest by myself? I found another a whole world better I wouldn’t have
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exchanged my husband for anybody except St. Michael* himself, and you may tell him that
for me with a thank you in the bargain.
Light flashed on her closed eyelids, and a deep roaring* shook her. Cornelia, is that
lightning? I hear thunder. There’s going to be a storm. Close all the windows. Call the
children in “Mother, here we are, all of us.” “Is that you, Hapsy?” “Oh, no, I’m Lydia. We
drove as fast as we could.” Their faces drifted above her, drifted away. The rosary fell out
of her hands and Lydia put it back. Jimmy tried to help, their hands fumbled* together, and
Granny closed two fingers around Jimmy’s thumb. Beads wouldn’t do, it must be something alive. She was so amazed her thoughts ran round and round. So, my dear Lord, this is
my death and I wasn’t even thinking about it. My children have come to see me die. But I
can’t, it’s not time. Oh, I always hated surprises. I wanted to give Cornelia the amethyst
set—Cornelia, you’re to have the amethyst set, but Hapsy’s to wear it when she wants, and,
Doctor Harry, do shut up. Nobody sent for you. Oh, my dear Lord, do wait a minute. I
meant to do something about the Forty Acres, Jimmy doesn’t need it and Lydia will later
on, with that worthless husband of hers. I meant to finish the altar cloth and send six bottles
of wine to Sister Borgia for her dyspepsia*. I want to send six bottles of wine to Sister
Borgia, Father Connolly, now don’t let me forget.
Cornelia’s voice made short turns and tilted* over and crashed. “Oh, Mother, oh,
Mother, oh, Mother....”
“I’m not going, Cornelia. I’m taken by surprise. I can’t go.”
You’ll see Hapsy again. What about her? “I thought you’d never come.” Granny made a
long journey outward, looking for Hapsy. What if I don’t find her? What then? Her heart sank
down and down, there was no bottom to death, she couldn’t come to the cad* of it. The blue
light from Cornelia’s lampsade drew into a tiny point in the center of her brain, it flickered *
and winked* like an eye, quietly it fluttered and dwindled*. Granny lay curled down within
herself, amazed and watchful, starting at the point of light that was herself; her body was
now only a deeper mass of shadow in an endless darkness and this darkness would curl
around the light and swallow it up. God, give a sign!
For the second time there was no sign. Again no bridegroom and the priest in the house.
She could not remember any other sorrow because this grief wiped* them all away. Oh, no,
there’s nothing more cruel than this—I’ll never forgive it. She stretched herself with a deep
breath and blew out the light.
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1.

In the very first paragraph, what does the writer tell us about Ellen (Granny) Weatherall?

2.

What does the name of Weatherall have to do with Granny's nature (or her life story)? What other traits or qualities do you find in her?

3.

"Her bones felt loose, and floated around in her skin, and Doctor Harry floated like a balloon" (14-15). What do you understand from this
statement? By what other remarks does the writer indicate Granny's condition? In lines 233ff, why does Father Connolly tickle Granny's
feet? At what other moments in the story does she fail to understand what is happening, or confuse the present with the past?

4.

Exactly what happened to Ellen Weatherall sixty years earlier? What effects did this event have on her?

5.

In line 204, who do you guess to be the man who "cursed like a sailor's parrot"? In lines 228, who do you assume to be the man driving
the cart? Is the fact that these people are not clearly drawn and identified a failure on the author's part?

6.

What is stream of consciousness? Would you call "The Jilting of Granny Weatherall" a stream of consciousness story? Refer to the
story in your reply.

7.

Sum up the character of the daughter Cornelia.

8.

What doesn't Granny's last child Hapsy come to her mother's deathbed?

9.

Hapsy, her dead child, and John, her dead husband, seem to wait for Granny in the place of death, to speak to her. They are as real
as her living children. Is this confusion fruitful?

10. Would you call the character of Doctor Harry "flat" or "round"? Why is his flatness (or roundness) appropriate to the story?
11. a) When does Granny feel close to the pit of hell? What surprising grief is the most important one in her life? What struggle is she
going through here at the end?
b) How is this a story of another "jilting"? What is similar between that fateful day of sixty years ago (described in lines 125-137,200ff,
264ff) and the moment when Granny is dying? This time, who is the "bridegroom" not in the house?
12. “This is the story of an eighty-year-old woman lying in bed, getting grossy and dying. I can't see why it should interest anybody.” How
would you answer this critic?
13. Discuss the significance of the title of the story. Debate whether Ganny would have accepted the title readily, or would she have
renamed it "The Recovery of Ganny Weatherall". What about Cornelia? Would Cornelia's title retain the focus on her mother?
14. Discuss the meaning of the reader's developing response, of the imagery of darkness and light, of the two narratives.
15. Compare the story of Ellen with that of the speaker of Emily Dickinson's “I heard a Fly buzz.” Find all possible similarities between
both lives.
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It was December—a bright frozen* day in the early morning. Far out in the country
there was an old Negro woman with her head tied in a red rag*, coming along* a path
through the pinewoods. Her name was Phoenix* Jackson. She was very old and small
and she walked slowly in the dark pine shadows, moving a little from side to side in
her steps, with the balanced heaviness and lightness of a pendulum in a grandfather
clock. She carried a thin, small cane* made from an umbrella, and with this she kept
tapping* the frozen earth in front of her. This made a grave and persistent noise in the
still air, that seemed meditative like the chirping* of a solitary little bird.
She wore a dark striped* dress reaching down to her shoe tops*, and an equally
long apron of bleached* sugar sacks, with a full pocket: all neat and tidy, but every
time she took a step she might have fallen over her shoelaces, which dragged* from
her unlaced* shoes. She looked straight ahead. Her eyes were blue with age. Her skin
had a pattern all its own of numberless branching* wrinkles* and as though a whole
little tree stood in the middle of her forehead, but a golden colour ran underneath*,
and the two knobs* of her cheeks were illumined by a yellow burning* under the dark.
Under the rag her hair came down on her neck in the frailest* of ringlets*, still black,
and with an odor like copper.
Now and then there was a quivering* in the thicket*. Old Ph oenix said, “Out of
my way, all you foxes, owls, beetles, jack rabbits*, coons* and wild animals! . . .
Keep out from under these feet, little bob-whites*.... Keep the big wild hogs* out of
my path. Don’t let none of those come running my direction. I got a long way.”
Under her small black-freckled* hand her cane, limber* as a buggy* whip *, would
switch* at the brush* as if to rouse* up any hiding things.
On she went. The woods were deep and still. The sun made the pine needles almost
too bright to look at, up where the wind rocked*. The cones* dropped as light as
feathers. Down in the hollow* was the mourning dove* it was not too late for him.
The path ran up a hill. “Seem like there is chains about my feet, time I get this far,”
she said, in the voice of argument old people keep to use with themselves. “Something always take a hold of me on this hill—pleads* I should stay.”
After she got to the top she turned and gave a full, severe look behind her where
she had come. “Up through pines,” she said at length. “Now down through oaks*.”
Her eyes opened their widest, and she started down gently. But before she got to
the bottom of the hill a bush* caught her dress.
Her fingers were busy and intent, but her skirts were full and long, so that before
she could pull them free in one place they were caught in another. It was not possible
to allow the dress to tear. “I in the thorny bush,” she said. “Thorns*, you doing your
appointed work. Never want to let folks pass, no sir. Old eyes thought you was a
pretty little green* bush.”
Finally, trembling all over, she stood free, and after a moment dared* to
stoop* for her cane.
“Sun so high!” she cried, leaning back and looking, while the thick* tears went
over her eyes. “The time getting all gone here.”
At the foot of this hill was a place where a log* was laid across the creek.
“Now comes the trial*,” said Phoenix.
Putting her right foot out, she mounted the log* and shut* her eyes. Lifting* her
skirt, leveling* her cane fiercely before her, like a festival figure in some parade, she
began to march across. Then she opened her eyes and she was safe on the other side.
“I wasn’t as old as I thought,” she said.
But she sat down to rest. She spread her skirts on the bank* around her and folded her hands*
over her knees. Up above her was a tree in a pearly cloud of mistletoe*. She did not
dare to close her eyes, and when a little boy brought her a plate * with a slice of marble*cake * on it she spoke to him. “That would be acceptable*,” she said. But when
she went to take it there was just her own hand in the air.
So she left that tree, and had to go through a barbed-wire* fence*. There she had
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to creep* and crawl*, spreading* her knees and stretching* her fingers like a baby
trying to climb the steps. But she talked loudly to herself: she could not let her dress
be torn* now, so late in the day, and she could not pay for having her arm or her leg
sawed off* if she got caught fast where she was.
At last she was safe through the fence and risen up out in the clearing*. Big dead
trees, like black men with one arm, were standing in the purple stalks* of the
withered* cotton field. There sat a buzzard*.
“Who you watching?”
In the furrow* she made her way along.
“Glad this not the season for bulls*,” she said, looking sideways, “and the good
Lord made his snakes* to curl up and sleep in the winter. A pleasure I don’t see no
two-headed snake coming around that tree, where it come once. It took a while to get
by him, back in the summer.”
She passed through the old cotton and went into a field of dead* corn. It whispered
and shook and was taller than her head. “Through the maze* now,” she said, for there
was no path.
Then there was something tall, black, and skinny* there, moving before her.
At first she took it for a man. It could have been a man dancing in the field. But
she stood still and listened, and it did not make a sound. It was as silent as a ghost.
“Ghost,” she said sharply, “who be you the ghost of*? For I have heard of nary*
death close by.”
But there was no answer—only the ragged* dancing in the wind.
She shut her eyes, reached out her hand, and touched a sleeve. She found a coat
and inside that an emptiness, cold as ice.
“You scarecrow*,” she said. Her face lighted. “I ought to be shut up* for good,”
she said with laughter. “My senses is gone. I too old. I the oldest people I ever know.
Dance, old scarecrow,” she said, “while I dancing with you.”
She kicked her foot over the furrow*, and with mouth drawn down, shook her
head once or twice in a little strutting* way. Some husks* blew down* and
whirled* in streamers* about her skirts*.
Then she went on, parting* her way from side to side with the cane, through the
whispering field. At last she came to the end, to a wagon track* where the silver
grass blew between the red ruts*. The quail* were walking around like pullets*,
seeming all dainty* and unseen*.
“Walk pretty,” she said, “This is the easy place. This the easy going.”
She followed the track, swaying* through the quiet bare* fields, through the little
strings* of trees silver in their dead leaves, past cabins silver from weather, with the
doors and windows boarded shut*, all like old women under a spell* sitting there. “I
walking in their sleep,” she said, nodding her head vigorously.
In a ravine* she went where a spring was silently flowing through a hollow* log*.
Old Phoenix bent and drank. “Sweet-gum* makes the water sweet,” she said, and
drank more. “Nobody know who made this well*, for it was here when I was born.”
The track crossed a swampy* part where the moss* hung as white as lace* from every
limb. “Sleep on, aligators*, and blow your bubbles*.” Then the track went into the road.
Deep, deep the road went down between the high green-colored banks. Over-head
the live-oaks met*, and it was as dark as a cave.
A black dog with a lolling* tongue came up out of the weeds by the ditch*.
She was meditating, and not ready, and when he came at her she only hit him a
little with her cane. Over she went in the ditch, like a little puff of milkweed*.
Down there, her senses drifted* away. A dream visited her, and she reached her
hand up , but nothing reached down and gave her a pull. So she lay there and presently went
to talking. “Old woman,” she said to herself, “that black dog come up out of the weeds* to
stall you off*, and now there he sitting on his fine tail smiling at you.”
A white man finally came along and found her—a hunter, a young man, with his
dog on a chain.
“Well, Granny!” he laughed. “What are you doing there?”
“Lying on my back like a June-bug* waiting to be turned over, mister,” she said,
reaching up her hand.
He lifted her up, gave her a swing in the air*, and set her down*. “Anything
broken, Granny?”
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“No sir, them old dead* weeds is springy* enough,” said Phoenix, when she had
got her breath. “I thank you for your trouble.”
“Where do you live, Granny?” he asked, while the two dogs were growling* at
each other.
“Away back yonder, sir, behind the ridge*. You can’t even see it from here.”
“On your way home?”
“No sir, I going to town.”
“Why, that’s too far! That’s as far as I walk when I come out myself, and I get
something for my trouble.” He patted* the stuffed bag he carried, and there hung
down a little closed claw*. It was one of the bob-whites*, with its beak hooked
bitterly to show it was dead. “Now you go on home, Granny!”
“I bound* to go to town mister,” said Phoenix. “The time come around*.”
He gave another laugh, filling the whole landscape. “I know you old colored
people! Wouldn’t miss going to town to see Santa Claus!”
But something held old Phoenix very still. The deep lines in her face went into a
fierce and different radiation. Without warning, she had seen with her own eyes a
flashing* nickel fall out of the man’s pocket onto the ground.
“How old are you, Granny?” he was saying.
“There is no telling*, mister,” she said, “no telling.”
Then she gave a little cry and clapped her hands* and said, “Get on away from
here, dog! Look! Look at that dog!” She laughed as if in admiration. “He ain’t* scared
of nobody. He a big black dog.” She whispered, “Sic* him!”
“Watch me get rid of that cur*,” said the man. “Sic him, Pete! Sic him!”
Phoenix heard the dogs fighting, and heard the man running and throwing sticks*.
She even heard a gunshot. But she was slowly bending forward by that time, further
and further forward, the lids* stretch down over her eyes, as if she were doing this in
her sleep. Her chin* was lowered almost to her knees. The yellow palm of her hand
came out from the fold* of her apron. Her fingers slid down* and along the ground
under the piece of money with the grace and care they would have in lifting* an egg from
under a setting* hen. Then she slowly straightened up, she stood erect, and the nickel was
in her apron pocket. A bird flew by. Her lips moved. “God watching me the whole time.
I come to stealing.”
The man came back, and his own dog panted* about them. “Well, I scared him off
that time,” he said, and then he laughed and lifted his gun and pointed it at Phoenix.
She stood straight and faced him.
“Doesn’t the gun scare you?” he said, still pointing it.
“No, sir, I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done,”
she said, holding utterly* still*.
He smiled, and shouldered the gun. “Well, Granny,” he said, “you must be a
hundred years old, and scared of nothing. I’d give you a dime* if I had any money
with me. But you take my advice and stay home, and nothing will happen to you.”
“I bound* to go on my way, mister,” said Phoenix. She inclined her
head in the red rag* . Then they went in different directions, but she could hear the
gun shooting again and again over the hill.
She walked on. The shadows hung from the oak trees to the road like curtains.
Then she smelled wood-smoke, and smelled the river, and she saw a steeple* and the
cabins on their steep* steps. Dozens of little black children whirled* around her.
There ahead was Natchez shining*. Bells were ringing. She walked on.
In the paved city it was Christmas time. There were red and green electric lights strung*
and criss-crossed* everywhere, and all turned on* in the daytime. Old Phoenix would
have been lost if she had not distrusted her eyesight and depended on her feet to know
where to take her.
She paused quietly on the sidewalk where people were passing by. A lady came
along in the crowd, carrying an armful of red, green and silver-wrapped* presents; she
gave off* perfume like the red roses in hot summer, and Phoenix stopped her.
“Please, missy, will you lace up* my shoe?” She held up her foot.
“What do you want, Grandma?”
“See my shoe,” said Phoenix. “Do all right for out in the country, but wouldn’t
look right to go in a big building.”
“Stand still then, Grandma,” said the lady. She put her packages down on the
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sidewalk beside her and laced* and tied both shoes tightly*.
“Can’t lace ’em with a cane,” said Phoenix, “Thank you, missy. I doesn’t mind
asking a nice lady to tie up my shoe, when I gets out on the street.”
Moving slowly and from side to side, she went into the big building, and into a
tower* of steps, where she walked up and around and around until her feet knew to
stop.
She entered a door, and there she saw nailed up on the wall the document that had
been stamped* with the gold seal* and framed* in the gold frame, which matched the
dream that was hung up* in her head.
“Here I be,” she said. There was a fixed and ceremonial stiffness* over her body.
“A charity case, I suppose,” said an attendant who sat at the desk before.
But Phoenix only looked above her head. There was sweat on her face, the wrinkles*
in her skin shone like a bright net*.
“Speak up, Grandma,” the woman said. “What’s your name? We must have your
history, you know. Have you been here before? What seems to be the trouble with
you?”
Old Phoenix only gave a twitch* to her face as if a fly were bothering* her.
“Are you deaf ” cried the attendant.
But then the nurse came in.
“Oh, that’s just old Aunt Phoenix,” she said. “She doesn’t come for herself— she
has a little grandson. She makes these trips* just as regular as clockwork. She lives
away back off the Old Natchez Trace.” She bent down. “Well, Aunt Phoenix, why
don’t you just take a seat? We won’t keep you standing after your long trip.” She
pointed.
The old woman sat down, bolt* upright* in the chair.
“Now, how is the boy?” asked the nurse.
Old Phoenix did not speak.
“I said, how is the boy?”
But Phoenix only waited and stared* straight ahead, her face very solemn and
withdrawn* into rigidity.
“Is his throat any better?” asked the nurse. “Aunt Phoenix, don’t you hear me? Is
your grandson’s throat any better since the last time you came for the medicine?”
With her hands on her knees, the old woman waited, silent, erect and motionless,
just as if she were in armor*.
“You mustn’t take up our time this way, Aunt Phoenix,” the nurse said. “Tell us
quickly about your grandson, and get it over. He isn’t dead, is he?”
At last there came a flicker* and then a flame of comprehension across her face,
and she spoke.
“My grandson. It was my memory had left me. There I sat and forgot why I made
my long trip.”
“Forgot?” the nurse frowned. “After you came so far?”
Then Phoenix was like an old woman begging* a dignified forgiveness for waking
up frightened in the night. “I never did go to school, I was too old at the Surrender*,”
she said in a soft voice. “I’m an old woman without an education. It was my memory
fail me*. My little grandson, he is just the same, and I forgot it in the coming.”
“Throat never heals*, does it?” said the nurse, speaking in a loud, sure voice to old
Phoenix. By now she had a card with something written on it, a little list. “Yes.
Swallowed lye*. When was it—January—two, three years ago—” Phoenix spoke
unasked now. “No, missy, he not dead, he just the same. Every little while his throat
begin to close up again, and he not able to swallow. He not get his breath. He not able
to help himself. So the time come around and I go on another trip for the soothing*
medicine.”
“All right. The doctor said as long as you came to get it, you could have it,” said
the nurse. “But it’s an obstinate* case.”
“My little grandson, he sit* up there in the house all wrapped up, waiting by
himself,” Phoenix went on. “We is* the only two left in the world. He suffer* and it
don’t seem to put him back* at all. He got a sweet look. He going to last*. He wear*
a little patch* quilt* and peep out* holding his mouth ope n like a little bird. I
remembers* so plain now. I not going to forget him again, no, the w hole
enduring* time. I could tell him from all the others in creation.”
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“All right.” The nurse was trying to hush* her now. She brought her a bottle of
medicine. “Charity,” she said, making a check mark* in a book.
Old Phoenix held the bottle close to her eyes, and then carefully put it into her
pocket.
“I thank you,” she said.
“It’s Christmas time, Grandma,” said the attendant. “Could I give you a few
pennies out of my purse?”
“Five pennies* is a nickel,” said Phoenix stiffly*.
“Here’s a nickel,” said the attendant.
Phoenix rose carefully and held out * her hand. She received the nickel and
then fished the other nickel out* of her pocket and laid * it beside the new one.
She stared at her palm closely, with her head on one side.
Then she gave a tap* with her cane on the floor.
“This is what come to me to do,” she said. “I going to the store and buy my child
a little windmill* they sells, made out of paper. He going to find it hard to believe
there such a thing in the world. I’ll march myself back where he waiting, holding it
straight up in this hand.”
She lifted her free hand, gave a little nod*, turned around, and walked out of the
doctor’s office. Then her slow step began on the stairs, going down.
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1. a) From the fact that Phoenix wears an apron of “bleached sugar sacks” and ties her hair with a "red rag", what do you conclude
about her economic condition?
b) Has she taken the path through the woods before? How do we know?
c) Is she accustomed to being alone?
d) What do you make of her speaking to animals, and of her imagining a boy offering her a piece of cake? What is the
significance of Phoenix's fantasy about the cake and her experience with the scarecrow?
e) What does her speech show about her education and general background?
f) What is the effect of Phoenix's running conversation with her environment?
2. What are the antagonisms ranged against her? Are they malevolent to any degree? How might Phoenix be considered to be in
the grip of large and indifferent social and political forces?
3. a) Divide the story by exposition, complication, crisis, climax, and resolution. Does the actual structure of the story correspond
to this orderly arrangement? Wherein does it depart? Why?
b) The story's climax is the scene in the clinic. Here we finally learn why Granny has made her long journey. What is your
reaction to this scene? How have the story and its narrator brought you to feel as you do?
4. a) What comments does the following dialogue between Phoenix and the Hunter suggest to you?
“Doesn’t the gun scare you?” he said, still pointing it.
“No, sir, I seen plenty go off closer by, in my day, and for less than what I done,” she said, holding utterly still.
b) What is important about Phoenix's meeting with the hunter? To what extent, if any, is her attitude evident in her treatment of
him? What new information do we learn from it?
5. A number of responses might be made to this story, among them admiration for Phoenix, pity for her and her grandson and for
the downtrodden generally, anger at her impoverished condition, and apprehension about her approaching senility. Do you share
in any of these responses? Do you have any others?
6. What are the powers she opposes in the story?
7. What is her attitude against these opposing powers?
8. a) In what ways does Phoenix's behavior change once she arrives at the doctor's office? What do these changes reveal about her?
b) Compare the attitudes of the attendant, the nurse, and the doctor toward Phoenix.
9. The story’s locations, the delayed revelation and the complicated climax are structural elements which give a complex buildup
and emotional peak. Comment how this is so.
10. Do you think Phoenix's grandson is alive or dead? Why?
11. What is our overall feeling about Phoenix? Why does everyone call Phoenix Jackson "Granny," "Grandma," or "Aunt Phoenix,"
when it is quite clear none are related to her?
12. Considering the knowledge that it is near Christmas; the purpose of Phoenix's journey; and the facts about the illness of her
grandson together, what may the title symbolize?
13. a) Why is the windmill so very important for Phoenix? What are the qualities of the windmill? In what ways is the paper windmill
symbolic?
b) What are the corresponding or comparable qualities in Phoenix and her life which are identified with the windmill?

340

Flannery O’Connor (1925-1964)
A good man is hard to find

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

55

1953

The grandmother didn’t want to go to Florida. She wanted to visit some of her connections in east Tennessee and she was seizing* at every chance to change Bailey’s mind. Bailey
was the son she lived with, her only boy. He was sitting on the edge of his chair at the table,
bent* over the orange sports section of the Journal. “Now look here, Bailey,” she said, “see
here, read this,” and she stood with one hand on her thin hip* and the other rattling* the
newspaper at his bald* head. “Here this fellow that calls himself The Misfit is a loose* from
the Federal Pen* and headed toward Florida and you read what it says he did to these people.
Just you read it. I wouldn’t take my children in any direction with a criminal like that aloose
in it. I couldn’t answer to my conscience if I did.”
Bailey didn’t look up from his reading so she wheeled* around then and faced the
children’s mother, a young woman in slacks*, whose face was as broad and innocent as a
cabbage* and was tied around with a green headkerchief that had two points on the top like
rabbit’s ears. She was sitting on the sofa, feeding the baby his apricots* out of a jar. “The
children have been to Florida before,” the old lady said. “You all ought to take them
somewhere else for a change so they would see different parts of the world and be broad.
They never have been to east Tennessee.”
The children’s mother didn’t seem to hear her but the eight-year-old boy, John Wesley, a
stocky* child with glasses, said, “If you don’t want to go to Florida, why dontcha stay at
home?” He and the little girl, June Star, were reading the funny papers on the floor.
“She wouldn’t stay at home to be queen for a day,”June Star said without raising* her
yellow head.
“Yes, and what would you do if this fellow, The Misfit*, caught you?” the grandmother
asked.
“I’d smack* his face,” John Wesley said.
“She wouldn’t stay at home for a million bucks*,” June Star said. “Afraid she’d miss*
something. She has to go everywhere we go.”
“All right, Miss,” the grandmother said. “Just remember that the next time you want me
to curl* your hair.”
June Star said her hair was naturally curly.
The next morning the grandmother was the first one in the car, ready to go. She had her
big black valise* that looked like the head of a hippopotamus in one corner, and underneath
it she was hiding a basket with Pitty Sing, the cat, in it. She didn’t intend for the cat to be left
alone in the house for three days because he would miss* her too much and she was afraid he
might brush* against one of the gas burners and accidentally asphyxiate himself. Her son,
Bailey, didn’t like to arrive at a motel with a cat.
She sat in the middle of the back seat with John Wesley and June Star on either side of
her. Bailey and the children’s mother and the baby sat in front and they left Atlanta at eight
forty-five with the mileage* on the car at 55890. The grandmother wrote this down because
she thought it would be interesting to say how many miles they had been when they got back.
It took them twenty minutes to reach the outskirts* of the city.
The old lady settled herself comfortably, removing her white cotton gloves and putting
them up with her purse on the shelf in front of the back window. The children’s mother still
had on slacks and still had her head tied up in a green kerchief, but the grandmother had on
a navy blue straw sailor hat with a bunch* of white violets on the brim* and a navy blue dress
with a small white dot in the print. Her collars and cuffs were white organdy* trimmed* with lace
and at her neckline she had pinned* a purple spray of cloth violets containing a sachet*. In case
of an accident, anyone seeing her dead on the highway would know at once that she was a lady.
She said she thought it was going to be a good day for driving, neither too hot nor too
cold, and she cautioned Bailey that the speed limit was fifty-five miles an hour and that the
patrolmen hid themselves behind billboards* and small clumps* of trees and sped out after
you before you had a chance to slow down. She pointed out interesting details of the
scenery*: Stone Mountain; the blue granite that in some places came up to both sides of the
highway; the brilliant red clay banks slightly streaked* with purple; and the various crops
that made rows* of green lacework* on the ground. The trees were full of silver-white
sunlight and the meanest of them sparkled*. The children were reading comic magazines and
their mother had gone back to sleep.
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“Let’s go through Georgia fast so we won’t have to look at it much,” John Wesley said.
“If I were a little boy,” said the grandmother, “I wouldn’t talk about my native state that
way. Tennessee has the mountains and Georgia has the hills.”
“Tennessee is just a hillbilly* dumping* ground,” John Wesley said, “and Georgia is a
lousy* state too.”
“You said it?” June Star said.
“In my time,” said the grandmother, folding her thin veined fingers, “children were more
respectful of their native states and their parents and everything else. People did right then.
Oh look at the cute* little pickaninny*!” she said and pointed to a Negro child standing in the
door of a shack*. “Wouldn’t that make a picture, now?” she asked and they all turned and
looked at the little Negro out of the back window. He waved*.
“He didn’t have any britches* on,” June Star said.
“He probably didn’t have any,” the grandmother explained. “Little niggers in the country
don’t have things like we do. If I could paint, I’d paint that picture,” she said.
The children exchanged comic books.
The grandmother offered to hold the baby and the children’s mother passed him over the
front seat to her. She set him on her knee and bounced* him and told him about the things
they were passing. She rolled* her eyes and screwed* up her mouth and stuck her leathery
thin face into his smooth bland* one. Occasionally he gave her a faraway smile. They passed
a large cotton field with five or six graves fenced* in the middle of it, like a small island.
“Look at the graveyard*!” the grandmother said, pointing it out. “That was the old family
burying ground. That belonged to the plantation.”
“Where’s the plantation?” John Wesley asked.
“Gone With the Wind*,” said the grandmother. “Ha. Ha.”
When the children finished all the comic books they had brought, they opened the lunch
and ate it. The grandmother ate a peanut butter sandwich and an olive and would not let the
children throw the box and the paper napkins* out the window. When there was nothing else
to do they played a game by choosing a cloud and making the other two guess what shape it
suggested. John Wesley took one the shape of a cow and June Star guessed a cow and John
Wesley said, no, an automobile, and June Star said he didn’t play fair, and they began to
slap* each other over the grandmother.
The grandmother said she would tell them a story if they would keep quiet*. When she
told a story, she rolled* her eyes and waved her head and was very dramatic. She said once
when she was a maiden* lady she had been courted by a Mr. Edgar Atkins Teagarden from
Jasper, Georgia. She said he was a very goodlooking man and a gentleman and that he
brought her a watermelon every Saturday afternoon with his initials cut in it, E.A.T. Well,
one Saturday, she said, Mr. Teagarden brought the watermelon and there was nobody at
home and he left it on the front porch and returned in his buggy* to Jasper, but she never got
the watermelon, she said, because a nigger boy ate it when he saw the initials, E.A.T.! This
story tickled* John Wesley’s funny bone and he giggled and giggled* but June Star didn’t
think it was any good. She said she wouldn’t marry a man that just brought her a watermelon
on Saturday. The grandmother said she would have done well to marry Mr. Teagarden
because he was a gentleman and had bought Coca-Cola stock* when it first came out and
that he had died only few years ago, a very wealthy* man.
They stopped at the Tower for barbecued sandwiches. The Tower was a part stucco* and
part wood filling station and dance hall set in a clearing outside of Timothy. A fat man
named Red Sammy Butts ran it and there were signs stuck* here and there on the building
and for miles up and down the highway saying, TRY RED SAMMY’S FAMOUS BARBECUE. NONE
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Red Sammy was lying on the bare ground outside The Tower with his head under a truck
while a gray monkey about a foot high, chained to a small chinaberry* tree, chattered*
nearby. The monkey sprang* back into the tree and got on the highest limb as soon as he saw
the children jump out of the car and run toward him.
Inside, The Tower was a long dark room with a counter at one end and tables at the other
and dancing space in the middle. They all sat down at a board table next to the nickelodeon*
and Red Sam’s wife, a tall burnt-brown woman with hair and eyes lighter that her skin, came
and played “The Tennessee Waltz,” and the grandmother said that tune always made her
want to dance. She asked Bailey if he would like to dance but he only glared* at her. He
didn’t have a naturally sunny* disposition like she did and trips made him nervous. The
grandmother’s brown eyes were very bright. She swayed* her head from side to side and
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pretended she was dancing in her chair. June Star said play something she could tap* to so
the children’s mother put in another dime* and played a fast number and June Star stepped
out onto the dance floor and did her tap routine.
“Ain’t she cute?” Red Sam’s wife said, leaning over the counter*. “Would you like to
come be my little girl?”
“No I certainly wouldn’t,” June Star said. “I wouldn’t live in a broken-down* place like
this for a million bucks!” and she ran back to the table.
“Ain’t she cute?” the woman repeated, stretching her mouth politely.
“Aren’t you ashamed?” hissed* the grandmother.
Red Sam came in and told his wife to quit* lounging on the counter and hurry up with
these people’s order. His khaki trousers reached just to his bones and his stomach hung over
them like a sack of meal swaying under his shirt. He came over and sat down at a table
nearby and let out a combination sigh* and yodel*. “You can’t win,” he said. “You can’t
win,” and he wiped his sweating red face off with a gray handkerchief. “These days you
don’t know who to trust,” he said. “Ain’t that the truth?”
“People are certainly not nice like they used to be,” said the grandmother.
“Two fellers* come in here last week,” Red Sammy said, “driving a Chrysler. It was a old
beat-up* car but it was a good one and these boys looked all right to me. Said they worked
at the mill and you know I let them fellers charge the gas they bought? Now why did I do
that?”
“Because you’re a good man!” the grandmother said at once.
“Yes’m, I suppose so,” Red Sam said as if he were struck* with this answer.
His wife brought the orders, carrying the five plates all at once without a tray, two in each
hand and one balanced on her arm. “It isn’t a soul in this green world of God’s that you can
trust,” she said. “And I don’t count nobody out of that, not nobody,” she repeated, looking at
Red Sammy.
“Did you read about that criminal, The Misfit, that’s escaped?” asked the grandmother.
“I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if he didn’t attack this place right here,” said the woman. “If
he hears about it being here, I wouldn’t be none surprised to see him. If he hears it’s two cent
in the cash register, I wouldn’t be at all surprised if he . . .”
“That’ll do,” Red Sam said. “Go bring these people their Co-Colas,” and the woman went
off to get the rest of the order.
“A good man is hard to find,” Red Sammy said “Everything is getting terrible. I remember the day you could go off and leave your screen door unlatched*. Not no more.”
He and the grandmother discussed better times. The old lady said that in her opinion
Europe was entirely to blame* for the way things were now. She said the way Europe acted
you would think we were made of money and Red Sam said it was no use talking about it,
she was exactly right. The children ran outside into the white sunlight and looked at the
monkey in the lacy* chinaberry tree. He was busy catching fleas* on himself and biting*
each one carefully between his teeth as if it were a delicacy.
They drove off again into the hot afternoon. The grandmother took cat naps* and woke
up every few minutes with her own snoring*. Outside of Toombsboro she woke up and
recalled an old plantation that she had visited in this neighborhood once when she was a
young lady. She said the house had six white columns across the front and that there was an
avenue of oaks leading up to it and two little wooden trellis* arbors* on either side in front
where you sat down with your suitor after a stroll* in the garden. She recalled exactly which
road to turn off to get to it. She knew that Bailey would not be willing to lose any lime
looking at an old house, but the more she talked about it, the more she wanted to see it once
again and find out if the little twin arbors were still standing. “There was a secret panel in
this house,” she said craftily*, not telling the truth but wishing that she were, “and the story
went that all the family silver was hidden in it when Sherman* came through but it was never
found . . .”
“Hey!” John Wesley said. “Let’s go see it! We’ll find it! We’ll poke* all the woodwork
and find it! Who lives there? Where do you turn off at? Hey Pop, can’t we turn off there?”
“We never have seen a house with a secret panel!” June Star shrieked*. “Let’s go to the
house with the secret panel! Hey Pop, can’t we go see the house with the secret panel!”
“It’s not far from here, I know,” the grandmother said. “It wouldn’t take over twenty
minutes.”
Bailey was looking straight ahead. His jaw was as rigid as a horseshoe. “No,” he said.
The children began to yell* and scream that they wanted to see the house with the secret
panel. John Wesley kicked* the back of the front seat and June Star hung over her mother’s
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shoulder and whined* desperately into her ear that they never had any fun even on their
vacation, that they could never do what THEY wanted to do. The baby began to scream and
John Wesley kicked the back of the seat so hard that his father could feel the blows in his
kidney*.
“All right!” he shouted and drew the car to a stop at the side of the road. “Will you all
shut up? Will you all just shut up for one second? If you don’t shut up*, we won’t go
anywhere.”
“It would be very educational for them,” the grandmother murmured.
“All right,” Bailey said, “but get this: this is the only time we’re going to stop for
anything like this. This is the one and only time.”
“The dirt road that you have to turn down is about a mile back,” the grandmother directed
“I marked it when we passed.”
“A dirt road,” Bailey groaned*.
After they had turned around and were headed toward the dirt road, the grandmother
recalled other points about the house, the beautiful glass over the front doorway and the
candle-lamp in the hall. John Wesley said that the secret panel was probably in the fireplace.
“You can’t go inside this house,” Bailey said. “You don’t know who lives there.”
“While you all talk to the people in front, I’ll run around behind and get in a window,”
John Wesley suggested.
“We’ll all stay in the car,” his mother said.
They turned onto the dirt road and the car raced roughly along in a swirl* of pink dust.
The grandmother recalled the times when there were no paved roads and thirty miles was a
day’s journey. The dirt road was hilly* and there were sudden washes* in it and sharp curves
on dangerous embankments*. All at once they would be on a hill, looking down over the
blue tops of trees for miles around, then the next minute, they would be in a red depression
with the dust-coated trees looking down on them.
“This place had better turn up in a minute,” Bailey said, “or I’m going to turn around.”
The road looked as if no one had traveled on it in months
“It’s not much farther,” the grandmother said and just as she said it, a horrible thought
came to her. The thought was so embarrassing* that she turned red in the face and her eyes
dilated and her feet jumped up, upsetting her valise in the corner. The instant the valise
moved, the newspaper top she had over the basket under it rose with a snarl* and Pitty Sing,
the cat, sprang* onto Bailey’s shoulder.
The children were thrown to the floor and their mother, clutching* the baby, was thrown
out the door onto the ground; the old lady was thrown into the front seat. The car turned over
once and landed right-side-up in a gulch* off the side of the road. Bailey remained in the
driver’s seat with the cat—gray-striped* with a broad white face and an orange nose—
clinging* to his neck like a caterpillar*.
As soon as the children saw they could move their arms and legs, they scrambled* out of
the car, shouting, “We’ve had an ACCIDENT!” The grandmother was curled up under the
dashboard, hoping she was injured so that Bailey’s wrath* would not come down on her all
at once. The horrible thought she had had before the accident was that the house she had
remembered so vividly was not in Georgia but in Tennessee.
Bailey removed the cat from his neck with both hands and flung* it out the window
against the side of a pine tree. Then he got out of the car and started looking for the
children’s mother. She was sitting against the side of the red gutted ditch, holding the
screaming baby, but she only had a cut down her face and a broken shoulder. “We’ve had an
ACCIDENT! ” the children screamed in a frenzy* of delight.
“But nobody’s killed,” June Star said with disappointment as the grandmother limped* out of
the car, her hat still pinned to her head but the broken front brim standing up at a jaunty* angle
and the violet spray* hanging off the side. They all sat down in the ditch, except the children,
to recover from the shock. They were all shaking*.
“Maybe a car will come along,” said the children’s mother hoarsely*.
“I believe I have an injured organ,” said the grandmother, pressing her side, but no one
answered her. Bailey’s teeth were clattering*. He had on a yellow sport shirt with bright blue
parrots designed on it and his face was as yellow as the shirt. The grandmother decided that
she would not mention that the house was in Tennessee.
The road was about ten feet above and they could see only the tops of the trees on the
other side of it. Behind the ditch they were sitting in there were more woods, tall and dark
and deep. In a few minutes they saw a car some distance away on top of a hill, coming slowly
as if the occupants were watching them. The grandmother stood up and waved both arms
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dramatically to attract their attention. The car continued to come on slowly, disappeared
around a bend and appeared again, moving even slower, on top of the hill they had gone
over. It was a big black battered* hearse*-like automobile. There were three men in it.
It came to a stop just over them and for some minutes, the driver looked down with a
steady expressionless gaze* to where they were sitting, and didn’t speak. Then he turned his
head and muttered* something to the other two and they got out. One was a fat boy in black
trousers and a red sweat shirt with a silver stallion* embossed* on the front of it. He moved
around on the right side of them and stood staring, his mouth partly open in a kind of loose*
grin*. The other had on khaki pants and a blue striped* coat and a gray hair pulled down
very low, hiding most of his face. He came around slowly on the left side. Neither spoke.
The driver got out of the car and stood by the side of it, looking down at them. He was an
older man than the other two. His hail was just beginning to gray and he wore silver-rimmed*
spectacles that gave him a scholarly look. He had a long creased face and didn’t have on any
shirt or undershirt. He had on blue jeans that were too tight for him and was holding a black
hat and a gun. The two boys also had guns.
“We’ve had an ACCIDENT!” the children screamed.
The grandmother had the peculiar feeling that the bespectacled man was someone she
knew. His face was as familiar to her as if she had known him all her life but she could not
recall who he was. He moved away from the car and began to come down the embankment,
placing his feet carefully so that he wouldn’t slip*. He had on tan* and white shoes and no
socks, and his ankles were red and thin. “Good afternoon,” he said. “I see you all had you a
little spill*.”
“We turned over twice!” said the grandmother.
“Oncet,” he corrected “We seen it happen. Try their car and see will it run, Hiram,” he
said quietly to the boy with the gray hat.
“What you got that gun for?” John Wesley asked. “Whatcha gonna do with that gun?”
“Lady,” the man said to the children’s mother, “would you mind calling them children to
sit down by you? Children make me nervous. I want all you to sit down right together there
where you’re at.”
“What are you telling US what to do for?” June Star asked.
Behind them the line of woods gaped* like a dark open mouth. “Come here,” said their
mother.
“Look here now,” Bailey began suddenly, “we’re in a predicament*! We’re in...”
The grandmother shrieked*. She scrambled to her feet and stood staring*. “You’re The
Misfit!” she said. “I recognized you at once!”
“Yes’m,” the man said, smiling slightly as if he were pleased in spite of himself to be
known, “but it would have been better for all of you, lady, if you hadn’t of reckernized me.”
Bailey turned his head sharply and said something to his mother that shocked even the
children. The old lady began to cry and The Misfit reddened*.
“Lady,” he said, “don’t you get upset. Sometimes a man says things he don’t mean. I
don’t reckon he meant to talk to you thataway.”
“You wouldn’t shoot a lady, would you?” the grandmother said and removed the clean
handkerchief from her cuff and began to slap* at her eyes with it.
The Misfit pointed the toe of his shoe into the ground and made a little hole and then
covered it up again. “I would hate to have to,” he said
“Listen,” the grandmother almost screamed, “I know you’re a good man. You don’t look
a bit like you have common blood. I know you must come from nice people!”
“Yes mam,” he said, “finest people in the world.” When he smiled he showed a row* of
strong white teeth. “God never made a finer woman than my mother and my daddy’s heart
was pure gold,” he said. The boy with the red sweat shirt had come around behind them and
was standing with his gun at his hip. The Misfit squatted* down on the ground. “Watch them
children, Bobby Lee,” he said. “You know they make me nervous.” He looked at the six of
them huddled* together in front of him and he seemed to be embarrassed as if he couldn’t
think of anything to say. “Ain’t a cloud in the sky,” he remarked, looking up at it. “Don’t see
no sun but don’t see no cloud neither.”
“Yes, it’s a beautiful day,” said the grandmother. “Listen,” she said, “you shouldn’t call
yourself The Misfit because I know you’re a good man at heart. I can just look at you and tell.”
“Hush*!” Bailey yelled*. “Hush! Everybody shut up and let me handle this!” He was
squatting in the position of a runner about to sprint forward but he didn’t move.
“I pre-chate that, lady,” The Misfit said and drew a little circle in the ground with the butt* of
his gun.
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“It’ll take a half a hour to fix this here car,” Hiram called, looking over the raised hood*
of it.
“Well, first you and Bobby Lee get him and that little boy to step over yonder* with you,”
The Misfit said, pointing to Bailey and John Wesley. “The boys want to ask you something!”
he said to Bailey. “Would you mind stepping back in them woods there with them?”
“Listen,” Bailey began, “we’re in a terrible predicament! Nobody realizes what this is,”
and his voice cracked*. His eyes were as blue and intense as the parrots on his shirt and he
remained perfectly still*.
The grandmother reached up to adjust her hat brim as if she were going to the woods with
him but it came off in her hand. She stood staring at it and after a second she let it fall on the
ground. Hiram pulled Bailey up by the arm as if he were assisting an old man. John Wesley
caught hold of his father’s hand and Bobby Lee followed. They went off toward the woods
and just as they reached the dark edge, Bailey turned and supported* himself against a gray
naked* pine trunk he shouted. “I’ll be back in a minute, Mamma, wait on me!”
“Come back this instant!” his mother shrilled* but they all disappeared into the woods.
“Bailey Boy!” the grandmother called in a tragic voice but she found she was looking at
The Misfit squatting on the ground in front of her. “I just know you’re a good man,” she said
desperately. “You’re not a bit common!”
“Nome, I ain’t a good man,” The Misfit said after a second as if he had considered her
statement carefully, “but I ain’t the worst in the world neither. My daddy said I was a
different breed* of dog from my brothers and sisters. ‘You know,’ Daddy said, ‘it’s some
that can live their whole life out without asking about it and it’s others has to know why it
is, and this boy is one of the latters. He’s going to be into everything!’” He put on his black
hat and looked up suddenly and then away deep into the woods as if he were embarrassed
again. “I’m sorry I don’t have on a shirt before you ladies,” he said, hunching* his shoulders
slightly. “We buried our clothes that we had on when we escaped and we’re just making do
until we can get better. We borrowed these from some folks we met,” he explained .
“That’s perfectly all right,” the grandmother said. “Maybe Bailey has an extra shirt in his
suitcase.”
“I’ll look and see terrectly,” The Misfit said.
“Where are they taking him?” the children’s mother screamed.
“Daddy was a card* himself,” The Misfit said. “You couldn’t put anything over on him. He
never got in trouble with the Authorities though. Just had the knack* of handling them.”
“You could be honest too if you’d only try,” said the grandmother. “Think how wonderful it would be to settle down* and live a comfortable life and not have to think about
somebody chasing* you all the time.”
The Misfit kept scratching* in the ground with the butt* of his gun as if he were
thinking about it. “Yes’m, somebody is always after you,” he murmured.
The grandmother noticed how thin his shoulder blades* were just behind his hat because
she was standing up looking down on him. “Do you ever pray?” she asked.
He shook his head. All she saw was the black hat wiggle* between his shoulder blades.
“Nome,” he said.
There was a pistol shot from the woods, followed closely by another. Then silence. The
old lady’s head jerked* around. She could hear the wind move through the tree tops like a
long satisfied insuck* of breath. “Bailey Boy!” she called.
“I was a gospel singer for a while,” The Misfit said. “I been most everything. Been in the
arm service, both land and sea, at home and abroad, been twict married, been an undertaker,
been with the railroads, plowed Mother Earth, been in a tornado, seen a man burnt alive
oncet,” and he looked up at the children’s mother and the little girl who were sitting close
together, their faces white and their eyes glassy; “I even seen a woman flogged*,” he said.
“Pray, pray,” the grandmother began, “pray, pray . . .”
“I never was a bad boy that I remember of,” The Misfit said in an almost dreamy voice,
“but somewheres along the line I done something wrong and got sent to the penitentiary. I
was buried alive,” and he looked up and held her attention to him by a steady* stare*.
“That’s when you should have started to pray,” she said. “What did you do to get sent to
the Penitentiary that first time?”
“Turn to the light, it was a wall,” The Misfit said, looking up again at the cloudless sky.
“Turn to the left, it was a wall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down it was a floor. I forget what
I done, lady I set there and set there, trying to remember what it was I done and I ain’t recalled
it to this day. Oncet in a while, I would think it was coming to me, but it never come.”
“Maybe they put you in by mistake,” the old lady said vaguely.
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“Nome,” he said. “it wasn’t no mistake. They had the papers on me.”
“You must have stolen something,” she said.
The Misfit sneered* slightly. “Nobody had nothing I wanted,” he said. “It was a headdoctor at the penitentiary said what I had done was kill my daddy but I known that for a lie.
My daddy died in nineteen ought nineteen of the epidemic flu and I never had a thing to do
with it. He was buried in the Mount Hopewell Baptist churchyard and you can go there and
see for yourself.”
“If you would pray,” the old lady said, “Jesus would help you.”
“That’s right,” The Misfit said.
“Well then, why don’t you pray?” she asked trembling with delight suddenly.
“I don’t want no hep*,” he said. “I’m doing all right by myself.”
Bobby Lee and Hiram came ambling* back from the woods. Bobby Lee was dragging a
yellow shirt with bright blue parrots in it.
“Throw me that shirt, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. The shirt came flying at him and
landed on his shoulder and he put it on. The grandmother couldn’t name what the shirt
reminded her of. “No, lady,” The Misfit said while he was buttoning it up, “I found out the
crime don’t matter. You can do one thing or you can do another, kill a man or take a tire off
his car, because sooner or later you’re going to forget what it was you done and just be
punished for it.”
The children’s mother had begun to make heaving* noises as if she couldn’t get her
breath. “Lady,” he asked, “would you and that little girl like to step off yonder* with Bobby
Lee and Hiram and join your husband?”
“Yes, thank you,” the mother said faintly. Her left arm dangled* helplessly and she was
holding the baby, who had gone to sleep, in the other. “Hep that lady up, Hiram,” The Misfit
said as she struggled to climb out of the ditch, “and Bobby Lee, you hold onto that little girl’s
hand.”
“I don’t want to hold hands with him,” June Star said. “He reminds me of a pig.”
The fat boy blushed* and laughed and caught her by the arm and pulled her off into the
woods after Hiram and her mother.
Alone with The Misfit, the grandmother found that she had lost her voice. There was not
a cloud in the sky nor any sun. There was nothing around her but woods. She wanted to tell
him that he must pray. She opened and closed her mouth several times before anything came
out. Finally she found herself saying, “Jesus, Jesus,” meaning, Jesus will help you, but the
way she was saying it, it sounded as if she might be cursing*.
“Yes’m,” The Misfit said as if he agreed. “Jesus thown* everything off balance. It was the
same case with Him as with me except He hadn’t committed any crime and they could prove
I had committed one because they had the papers on me of course,” he said, “they never
shown me my papers. That’s why I sign myself now I said long ago, you get you a signature
and sign everything you do and keep a copy of it. Then you’ll know what you done and you
can hold up the crime to the punishment and see do they match and in the end you’ll have
something to prove you ain’t been treated right. I call myself The Misfit,” he said, “because
I can’t make what all I done wrong fit what all I gone through in punishment.”
There was a piercing scream from the woods, followed closely by a pistol report*. “Does
it seem right to you, lady, that one is punished a heap* and another ain’t punished at all?”
“Jesus!” the old lady cried. “You’ve got good blood! I know you wouldn’t shoot a lady!
I know you come from nice people! Pray! Jesus, you ought not to shoot a lady. I’ll give you
all the money I’ve got!”
“Lady,” The Misfit said, looking beyond her far into the woods, “there never was a body*
that give the undertaker* a tip*.”
There were two more pistol reports and the grandmother raised* her head like a parched
old turkey hen crying for water and called, “Bailey Boy, Bailey Boy!” as if her heart would
break.
“Jesus was the only One that ever raised the dead,” The Misfit continued, “and He
shouldn’t have done it. He thown everything off balance. If He did what He said, then it’s
nothing for you to do but throw away everything and follow Him, and if He didn’t, then it’s
nothing for you to do but enjoy the few minutes you got left the best way you can—by killing
somebody or burning down his house or doing some other meanness* to him. No pleasure
but meanness,” he said and his voice had become almost a snarl*.
“Maybe He didn’t raise the dead,” the old lady mumbled*, not knowing what she was
saying and feeling so dizzy* that she sank down in the ditch with her legs twisted under her.
“I wasn’t there so I can’t say He didn’t,” The Misfit said. “I wisht I had of been there,” he
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said, hitting the ground with his fist. “It ain’t right I wasn’t there because if I had of been
there I would of known. Listen lady,” he said in a high voice, “if I had of been there I would
of known and I wouldn’t be like I am now.” His voice seemed about to crack and the
grandmother’s head cleared for an instant. She saw the man’s face twisted close to her own
as if he were going to cry and she murmured, “Why you’re one of my babies. You’re one of
my own children!” She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. The Misfit sprang*
back as if a snake had bitten him and shot her three times through the chest. Then he put his
gun down on the ground and took off his glasses and began to clean them.
Hiram and Bobby Lee returned from the woods and stood over the ditch, looking down
at the grandmother who half sat and half lay in a puddle* of blood with her legs crossed
under her like a child’s and her face smiling up at the cloudless sky.
Without his glasses, The Misfit’s eyes were red-rimmed and pale and defenselesslooking. “Take her off and thown her where you thown the others,” he said, picking up the
cat that was rubbing itself against his leg.
“She was a talker, wasn’t she?” Bobby Lee said, sliding down the ditch with a yodel*.
“She would of been a good woman,” The Misfit said, “if it had been somebody there to
shoot her every minute of her life.”
“Some fun!” Bobby Lee said.
“Shut up, Bobby Lee,” The Misfit said. “It’s no real pleasure in life.”
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a) How early in the story do you foreshadow what will happen in the end? What further hints do we find along the way?
b) How does the scene at Red Sammy’s Barbecue advance the story towards its conclusion? What is the significance, if any,
of the scene at the highway restaurant?

2. a) Characterize the different members of the family, taking into account what they say, how they act, and what the narrator tells
us about them? In what sense are typical characters?
b) When we first meet the grandmother, what kind of person is she? Admirable or unadmirable? Selfish or unselfish? What do
her various remarks reveal about her?
c) Does she remain a static character, or does she in any way change as the story goes on? How does her character bear on
the interpretation of the story?
d) When the grandmother’s head clears for an instant (392-396), what does she suddenly understand? Reread this passage
carefully and prepare to discuss what it means.
3. What do we learn from the conversation between The Misfit and the grandmother while the others go out to the woods? How
would you describe The Misfit’s outlook on the world?
4. How would you respond to a reader who complained, “the title of this story is just an obvious platitude”?
5. This story, like “A Rose for Emily,” presents us with a shocking piece of pathology. Viewed objectively, the story is an account
of how a homicidal maniac slaughters a family of ordinary, innocent people whom he happens to encounter on the road. How
does the author interpret this special situation as a comment on general human values? (Of course, insofar as the story is
coherent, everything in it will bear on the answer to this question, but especially important for an answer is the dialogue between
the old lady and The Misfit. Study very carefully this dialogue and then try to make a statement about the theme of the story.)
6. The story can be said to be in two parts—the long first part dealing with the trip, and the second part after the encounter with The
Misfit. What, if anything, holds these two parts together? How does this connection between the parts relate to the theme of the
story? In connection with this we may say that the encounter is pure coincidence. The Misfit just happens to come along at the
moment when the family has the accident. We have said that, in general, dependence on coincidence is a fault in fiction. What
about this instance? Does the fact of the coincidence bear on the theme?
7. What responsibility does the old lady have for the family’s disaster? Can we detect a pattern here? If so, what does it mean?
8. Let us suppose that the old lady were of unusual intelligence and were a completely devout Christian. What effect would this
change have on the irony of the conclusion? In thinking of this question go back to the dialogue between the old lady and The
Misfit. Which of the two, the sane woman or the maniac, is the more deeply involved in the religious question?
9. Part of what makes "A Good Man Is Hard to Find" so disquieting is its tone. Point to some of its comical, almost burlesque
elements as well as its horrific ones. What effect is achieved by including both of them in the story? How do they contribute to
and reinforce the story's overall tone? Discuss.
10. When the grandmother first sees The Misfit, his face seems "as familiar to her as if she had known him all her life." Why does
she have this sense? How do you account for it? Write a brief character sketch of the old lady. How do you relate her to the
theme of the story?
11. What is the significance of the old lady’s last words to The Misfit? For plot? For theme?
12. Before the Misfit kills the old lady, he comes to wear her real son's shirt. Is he symbolically taking the place of her son? Is she
given a chance as a believer to recognize him as her averted son?
13. Is the story anything more than a grotesque murder? Does The Misfit killing give a metaphysical dimension to rebellion—rage
at the meaninglessness of the universe, rage at God—and the possibility of redemption? It seems as if The Misfit is killing divine
authority, or killing as if his deeds were either observed or not observed by divine authority. Discuss.
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It was always like I had a room to myself. Sucker slept in my bed with me but that
didn’t interfere with anything. The room was mine and I used it as I wanted to. Once
I remember sawing* a trap door* in the floor. Last year when I was a sophomore* in
high school. I tacked* on my wall some pictures of girls from magazines and one of
them was just in her underwear. My mother never bothered* me because she had the
younger kids* to look after. And Sucker thought anything I did was always swell*.
Whenever I would bring any of my friends back to my room all I had to do was just
glance* once at Sucker and he would get up from whatever he was busy with and
maybe half smile at me, and leave without saying a word. He never brought kids back
there. He’s twelve, four years younger than I am, and he always knew without me
even telling him that I didn’t want kids that age meddling with my things.
Half the time I used to forget that Sucker isn’t my brother. He’s my first cousin
but practically ever since I remember he’s been in our family. You see his folks* were
killed in a wreck* when he was a baby. To me and my kid sisters he was like our
brother.
Sucker used to always remember and believe every word I said. That’s how he
got his nick-name. Once a couple of years ago I told him that if he’d jump off our
garage with an umbrella it would act as a parachute and he wouldn’t fall hard. He
did it and bust ed* his knee. That’s just one instance. And the funny thing was that no
matter how many times he got fooled* he would still believe me. Not that he was
dumb* in other ways it was just the way he acted with me. He would look at
everything I did and quietly take it in.
There is one thing I have learned, but it makes me feel guilty and is hard to figure
out if a person admires you a lot you despise* him and don’t care and it is the person
who doesn’t notice you that you are apt to admire. This is not easy to realize.
Maybelle Watts, this senior at school, acted like she was the Queen of Sheba and even
humiliated me. Yet at this same time I would have done anything in the world to get
her attentions. All I could think about day and night was Maybelle until I was nearly
crazy. When Sucker was a little kid and on up until the time he was twelve I guess I
treated him as bad as Maybelle did me.
Now that Sucker has changed so much it is a little hard to remember him as he used
to be. I never imagined anything would suddenly happen that would make us both very
different. I never knew that in order t o get what has happened straigh t in my mind*
I would want to think back on him as he used to be and compare and try to get things
settled*. If I could have seen ahead maybe I would have acted different.
I never noticed him much or thought about him and when you consider how long
we have had the same room together it is funny the few things I remember. He used to
talk to himself a lot when he’d think he was alone all about him fighting gangsters and
being on ranches and that sort of kids’ stuff*. He’d get in the bathroom and stay as
long as an hour and sometimes his voice would go up high and excited and you could
hear him all over the house. Usually, though, he was very quiet. He didn’t have many
boys in the neighborhood to buddy* with and his face had the look of a kid who is
watching a game and waiting to be asked to play. He didn’t mind wearing the sweaters
and coats that I outgrew, even if the slee ves did flop* down too big and make his wrists
look as thin and white as a little girl’s. That is how I remember him—- getting a little
bigger every year but still being the same. That was Sucker up until a few months ago
when all this trouble began.
Maybelle was somehow mixed up in what happened so I guess I ought to start with
her. Until I knew her I hadn’t given much time to girls. Last fall she sat next to me in
General Science class and that was when I first began to notice her. Her hair is the
brightest yellow I ever saw and occasionally she will wear it set* into curls with some
sort or gluey stuff*. Her fingernails are pointed and manicured and painted a shiny
red. All during class I used to watch Maybelle, nearly all the time except when I
thought she was going to look my way or when the teacher called on me. I couldn’t
keep my eyes off her hands, for one thing. They are very little and white except for

gul lible or easily
deceived person

cutting / (trampilla) /
student in 2nd year
at secondary school

(colgué, pegué, fijé
con chinchetas)
disturbed

children / fantastic,
great
cast a quick look

parents
disaster, accident

broke, smashed
deceived, cheated
stupid

scorn, hate

to understand exactly
what happened
resolved

children’s concern

be friends

drop, fall

put
product

349

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

115

350

that red stuff, and when she would turn the pages of her book she always licked* her
thumb and held out her little finger and turned very slowly. It is impossible to
describe Maybelle. All the boys are crazy about her but she didn’t even notice me.
For one thing she’s almost two years older than I am. Between periods I used to try
and pass very close to her in the halls but she would hardly ever smile at me. All I
could do was sit and look at her in class—and sometimes it was like the whole room
could hear my heart beating* and I wanted to holler* or light out* and run for Hell.
At night, in bed, I would imagine about Maybelle. Often this would keep me from
sleeping until as late as one or two o’clock. Sometimes Sucker would wake up and
ask me why I couldn’t get settled and I’d tell him to hush his mouth. I suppose I was
mean* to him lots of times. I guess I wanted to ignore somebody like Maybelle did
me. You could always tell by Sucker’s face when his feelings were hurt. I don’t remember all the ugly* remarks I must have made because even when I was saying them
my mind was on Maybelle.
That went on for nearly three months and then somehow she began to change. In
the halls she would speak to me and every morning she copied my homework. At
lunch time once I danced with her in the gym. One afternoon I got up nerve and went
around to her house with a carton of cigarettes. I knew she smoked in the girls
basement and sometimes outside of school and I didn’t want to take her candy
because I think that’s been run into the ground. She was very nice and it seemed to
me everything was going to change.
It was that night when this trouble really started. I had come into my room late and
Sucker was already asleep. I felt too happy and keyed* up to get in a comfortable
position and I was awake thinking about Maybelle a long time. Then I dreamed about
her and it seemed I kissed her. It was a surprise to wake up and see the dark. I lay still
and a little while passed before I could come to and understand where I was. The
house was quiet and it was a very dark night.
Sucker’s voice was a shock to me. “Pete? . . .”
I didn’t answer anything or even move.
“You do like me as much as if I was your own brother, don’t you, Pete.”
I couldn’t get over the surprise of everything and it was like this was the real
dream instead of the other.
“You have liked me all the time like I was your own brother, haven’t you?”
“Sure” I said.
Then I got up for a few minutes. It was cold and I was glad to come back to bed.
Sucker hung* on to my back. He felt little and warm and I could feel his warm
breathing on my shoulder.
“No matter what you did I always knew you liked me.”
I was wide awake and my mind seemed mixed up in a strange way. There was this
happiness about Maybelle and all that but at the same time something about Sucker
and his voice when he said these things made me take notice. Anyway I guess you
understand people better when you are happy than when something is worrying you.
It was like I had never really thought about Sucker until then. I felt I had always been
mean* to him. One night a few weeks before I had heard him crying in the dark. He
said he had lost a boy’s beebee* gun and was scared to let anybody know. He wanted
me to tell him what to do. I was sleepy and tried to make him hush and when he
wouldn’t I kicked at him. That was just one of the things I remembered. It seemed to
me he had always been a lonesome* kid*. I felt bad.
There is something about a dark cold night that makes you feel close to someone
you’re sleeping with. When you talk together it is like you are the only people awake
in the town.
“You’re a swell* kid, Sucker,” I said.
It seemed to me suddenly that I did like him more than anybody else I knew—more
than any other boy, more than my sisters, more in a certain way even than Maybelle.
I felt good all over and it was like when they play sad music in the movies. I wanted
to show Sucker how much I really thought of him and make up* for the way I had
always treated him.
We talked for a good while that night. His voice was fast and it was like he had
been saving up these things to tell me for a long time. He mentioned that he was
going to try to build a canoe and that the kids* down the block wouldn’t let him in on

sucked

pumping / scream,
shout / go out

not nice

disagreeable

excited, tuned

pressed, tightened

cruel, brutal
toy

solitary / boy

great

compensate, renew
cordial relations

boys

120

125

130

135

140

145

150

155

160

165

170

175

their football team and I don’t know what all. I talked some too and it was a good
feeling to think of him taking in everything I said so seriously. I even spoke of
Maybelle a little, only I made out like it was her who had been running after me all
this time. He asked questions about high school and so forth. His voice was excited
and he kept on talking fast like he could never get the words out in time. When I went
to sleep he was still talking and I could still feel his breathing on my shoulder, warm
and close.
During the next couple of weeks I saw a lot of Maybelle. She acted as though she
really cared for me a little. Half the time I felt so good I hardly knew what to do with
myself.
But I didn’t forget about Sucker. There were a lot of old things in my bureau
drawer* I’d been saving boxing gloves and Tom Swift books and second rate fishing
tackle*. All this I turned over to him. We had some more talks together and it was
really like I was knowing him for the first time. When there was a long cut on his
cheek I knew he had been monkeying* around with this new first razor set of mine,
but I didn’t say anything. His face seemed different now. He used to look timid and
sort of like he was afraid of a whack* over the head. That expression was gone. His
face, with those wide-open eyes and his ears sticking out and his mouth never quite
shut, had the look of a person who is surprised and expecting something swell*.
Once I started to point him out to Maybelle and tell her he was my kid brother. It
was an afternoon when a murder mystery was on at the movie. I had earned a dollar
working for my Dad and I gave Sucker a quarter* to go and get candy and so forth.
With the rest I took Maybelle. We were sitting near the back and I saw Sucker come
in. He began to stare* at the screen the minute he stepped past the ticket man and he
stumbled down the aisle* without noticing where he was going. I started to punch*
Maybelle but couldn’t quite make up my mind. Sucker looked a little silly* walking
like a drunk with his eyes glued* to the movie. He was wiping* his reading glasses on
his shirt tail and his knickers* flopped* down. He went on until he got to the first few
rows where the kids usually sit. I never did punch Maybelle. But I got to thinking it
was good to have both of them at the movie with the money I earned.
I guess things went on like this for about a month or six weeks. I felt so good I
couldn’t settle* down to study or put my mind on anything. I wanted to be friendly
with everybody. There were times when I just had to talk to some person. And usually
that would be Sucker. He felt as good as I did. Once he said: “Pete, I am gladder that
you are like my brother than anything else in the world.”
Then something happened between Maybelle and me. I never have figured out just
what it was. Girls like her are hard to understand. She began to act different toward
me. At first I wouldn’t let myself believe this and tried to think it was just my
imagination. She didn’t act glad to see me anymore. Often she went out riding with
this fellow on the football team who owns this yellow roadster*. The car was the color
of her hair and after school she would ride off with him, laughing and looking into his
face. I couldn’t think of anything to do about it and she was on my mind all day
and night. When I did get a chance to go out with her she was snippy* and didn’t
seem to notice me. This made me feel like something was the matter I would
worry about my shoes clopping too loud on the floor or the fly* of my pants, or
the bumps on my chin. Sometimes when Maybelle was around, a devil would get
into me and I’d hold my face stiff* and call grown men by their last names
without the Mister and say rough* th ings. In the night I would wonder what made
me do all this until I was too tired for sleep.
At first I was so worried I just forgot about Sucker. Then later he began to get on
my nerves. He was always hanging around until I would get back from high school,
always looking, like he had something to say to me or wanted me to tell him. He made
me a magazine rack* in his Manual Training class and one week he saved his lunch
money and bought me three packs of cigarettes. He couldn’t seem to take it in that I
had things on my mind and didn’t want to fool with him. Every afternoon it would be
the same him in my room with this waiting expression on his face. Then I wouldn’t
say anything or I’d maybe answer him rough-like and he would finally go on out.
I can’t divide that time up and say this happened one day and that the next. For one
thing I was so mixed up the weeks just slid along into each other and I felt like Hell
and didn’t care. Nothing definite was said or done. Maybelle still rode* around with
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this fellow in his yellow roadster* and sometimes she would smile at me and
sometimes not. Every afternoon I went from one place to another where I thought
she would be. Either she would act almost nice and I would begin thinking how nice
things would finally clear up and she would care for me—or else she’d behave so that
if she hadn’t been a girl I’d have wanted to grab her by that white little neck and choke*
her. The more ashamed* I felt for making a fool of myself the more I ran after her.
Sucker kept getting on my nerves more and more. He would look at me as though
he sort of blamed* me for something, but at the same time knew that it wouldn’t last
long. He was growing fast and for some reason began to stutter* when he talked.
Sometimes he had nightmares or would throw up his breakfast. Mom got him a
bootie* of cod liver oil.
Then the finish came between Maybelle and me. I met her going to the drug store
and asked for a date. When she said no I remarked something sarcastic. She told me
she was sick and tired of my being around and that she had never cared a rap* about
me. She said all that. I just stood there and didn’t answer anything. I walked home
very slowly.
For several afternoons I stayed in my room by myself. I didn’t want to go anywhere or talk to anyone. When Sucker would come in and look at me sort of funny I’d
yell* at him to get out. I didn’t want to think of Maybelle and I sat at my desk reading
Popular Mechanics or whittling* at a toothbrush rack* I was making. It seemed to me
I was putting that girl out of my mind pretty well.
But you can’t help what happens to you at night. That is what made things how
they are now.
You see a few nights after Maybelle said those words to me dreamed about her
again. It was like that first time and I was squeezing Sucker’s arm so tight I woke him
up. He reached for my hand.
“Pete, what’s the matter with you?”
All of a sudden I felt so mad my throat choked at myself and the dream and
Maybelle and Sucker and every single person I knew. I remembered all the times
Maybelle had humiliated me and everything bad that had ever happened. It seemed to
me for a second that nobody would ever like me but a sap* like Sucker.
“Why is it we aren’t buddies* like we were before? Why—?”
“Shut your damn trap!*” I threw off the cover and got up and turned on the light.
He sat in the middle of the bed, his eyes blinking and scared.
There was something in me and I couldn’t help myself. I don’t think anybody ever
gets that mad but once. Words came without me knowing what they would be. It was
only afterward that I could remember each thing I said and see it all in a clear way.
“Why aren’t we buddies? Because you’re the dumbest slob* I ever saw! Nobody
cares anything about you! And just because I felt sorry for you sometimes and tried to
act decent don’t think I give a damn about a dumb-bunny* like you!”
If I’d talked loud or hit him it wouldn’t have been so bad. But my voice was slow
and like I was very calm. Sucker’s mouth was part way open and he looked as though
he’d knocked his funny bone. His face was white and sweat came out on his forehead.
He wiped it away with the back of his hand and for a minute his arm stayed raised that
way as though he was holding something away from him.
“Don’t you know a single thing? Haven’t you ever been around at all? Why don’t
you get a girl friend instead of me? What kind of a sissy* do you want to grow up to
be anyway?”
I didn’t know what was coming next. I couldn’t help myself or think.
Sucker didn’t move. He had on one of my pijama jackets and his neck stuck out
skinny* and small. His hair was damp on his forehead.
“Why do you always hang around me? Don’t you know when you’re not wanted?”
Afterward I could remember the change in Sucker’s face. Slowly that blank* look
went away and he closed his mouth. His eyes got narrow and his fists shut. There had
never been such a look on him before. It was like every second he was getting older.
There was a hard look to his eyes you don’t see usually in a kid. A drop of sweat
rolled down his chin and he didn’t notice. He just sat there with those eyes on me and
he didn’t speak and his face was hard and didn’t move.
“No you don’t know when you’re not wanted. You’re too dumb. Just like your
name—a dumb Sucker.
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It was like something had busted* inside me. I turned off the light and sat down in
the chair by the window. My legs were shaking and I was so tired I could have
bawled*. The room was cold and dark. I sat there for a long time and smoked a
squashed* cigarette I had saved. Outside the yard was black and quiet. After a while
I heard Sucker lie down.
I wasn’t mad any more, only tired. It seemed awful to me that I had talked like that
to a kid only twelve. I couldn’t take it all in. I told myself I would go over to him and
try to make it up. But I just sat there in the cold until a long time had passed. I planned
how I could straighten it out in the morning. Then, trying not to squeak* the springs*,
I got back in bed.
Sucker was gone when I woke up the next day. And later when I wanted to
apologize as I had planned he looked at me in this new hard way so that I couldn’t say
a word.
All of that was two or three months ago. Since then Sucker has grown faster than
any boy I ever saw. He’s almost as tall as I am and his bones have gotten heavier and
bigger. He won’t wear any of my old clothes any more and has bought his first pair of
long pants*—with some leather suspenders* to hold them up. Those are just the
changes that are easy to see and put into words.
Our room isn’t mine at all any more. He’s gotten up this gang* of kids and they
have a club. When they aren’t digging* trenches in some vacant lot and fighting they
are always in my room. On the door there is some foolishness written in Mercurochrome
saying “Woe to the Outsider who Enters” and signed with crossed bones and their
secret initials. They have rigged up* a radio and every afternoon it blares* out music.
Once as I was coming in I heard a boy telling something in a loud voice about what he
saw in the back of his big brother’s automobile. I could guess what I didn’t hear.
That’s what her and my brother do. It’s the truth— parked in the car. For a minute
Sucker looked surprised and his face was almost like it used to be. Then he got hard
and tough again. “Sure, dumbbell*. We know all that.” They didn’t notice me. Sucker
began telling them how in two years he was planning to be a trapper* in Alaska.
But most of the tune Sucker says by himself. It is worse when we are alone
together in the room. He sprawls across the bed in those long corduroy* pants with
the suspenders* and just stares at me with that hard, half-sneering* look. I fiddle
around my desk and can’t get settled* because of those eyes of his. And the thing is
I just have to study because I’ve gotten three bad cards this term already. If I flunk*
English I can’t graduate next year. I don’t want to be a bum and I just have to get my
mind on it. I don’t care a flip for Maybelle or any particular girl any more and it’s
only this thing between Sucker and me that is the trouble now. We never speak except
when we have to before the family. I don’t even want to call him Sucker any more and
unless I forget I call him by his real name, Richard. At night I can’t study with him in
the room and I have to hang around* the drug store, smoking and doing nothing, with
the fellows who loaf* there.
More than anything I want to be easy in my mind again. And I miss* the way Sucker
and I were for a while in a funny, sad way that before this I never would have believed.
But everything is so different that there seems to be nothing I can do to get it right. I’ve
sometimes thought if we could have it out in a big fight that would help. But I can’t
fight him because he’s four years younger. And another thing— sometimes this look in
his eyes makes me almost believe that if Sucker could he would kill me.
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1. ¿What kind of relationship do the two brothers have at the beginning? How is it at the end? What is the cause?
2. Define the conflict that the narrator confronts in relation to his brother, his girlfriend, his parents and himself? Why does Pete
treat his brother as he does? What are the consequences?
3. The passage from childhood to adolescence entails a loss of innocence, a sense of confusion about life and the discovery of
selfhood. Which of the characters goes most radically through this process? Is the story about him?
4. Why is Sucker the title of the story? Who or what is the story about? Explain.
5. The world of tragedy holds man close to an avoidable reality and thus reveals to us the shortcomings of its protagonists in
reaching a more ideal situation. This fact triggers moments of great dramatic tension. What elements of the story, other than the
conflict, sustain this tension?
7. The narrator and protagonist grows up painfully after the experience he recounts. Find other characters throughout this
Anthology that traverse a similar experience. Compare them trying to find in what sense they resemble each other.
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Up from the skeleton stone walls, up from the rotting* floor boards and the solid handhewn* beams* of oak of the pre-war cotton factory, dusk* came. Up from the dusk the full
moon came. Glowing* like a fired pine-knot, it illumined the great door and soft showered
the Negro shanties* aligned along the single street of factory town. The full moon in the great
door was an omen*. Negro women improvised songs against its spell*.
Louisa sang as she came over the crest of the hill from the white folks’ kitchen. Her skin
was the color of oak leaves on young trees in fall. Her breasts, firm and up-pointed like ripe
acorns*. And her singing had the low murmur of winds in fig trees*. Bob Stone, younger son
of the people she worked for, loved her. By the way the world reckons things, he had won
her. By measure of that warm glow* which came into her mind at thought of him, he had won
her. Tom Burwell, whom the whole town called Big Boy, also loved her. But working in the
fields all day, and far away from her, gave him no chance to show it. Though often enough
of evenings he had tried to. Somehow, he never got along. Strong as he was with hands upon
the ax or plow*, he found it difficult to hold her. Or so he thought. But the fact was that he
held her to factory town more firmly than he thought for. His black balanced, and pulled
against, the white of Stone, when she thought of them. And her mind was vaguely upon them
as she came over the crest of the hill, coming from the white folks’ kitchen. As she sang
softly at the evil face of the full moon.
A strange stir* was in her. Indolently, she tried to fix upon Bob or Tom as the cause of it.
To meet Bob in the canebrake*, as she was going to do an hour or so later, was nothing new.
And Tom’s proposal which she felt on its way to her could be indefinitely put off*. Separately, there was no unusual significance to either one. But for some reason, they jumbled*
when her eyes gazed* vacantly at the rising moon. And from the jumble came the stir that
was strangely within her. Her lips trembled. The slow rhythm of her song grew agitant and
restless. Rusty black and tan* spotted hounds*, lying in the dark corners of porches or
prowling* around back yards, put their noses in the air and caught its tremor. They began
plaintively to yelp* and howl. Chickens woke up and cackled*. Intermittently, all over the
countryside dogs barked and roosters crowed* as if heralding* a weird dawn or some
ungodly* awakening. The women sang lustily. Their songs were cotton-wads* to stop their
ears. Louisa came down into factory town and sank wearily* upon the step before her home.
The moon was rising towards a thick cloud-bank which soon would hide it.
Red nigger moon. Sinner*!
Blood-burning moon. Sinner!
Come out that fact’ry door.
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Up from the deep dusk* of a cleared spot* on the edge* of the forest a mellow* glow
arose and spread fan-wise into the low-hanging heavens. And all around the air was heavy
with the scent of boiling cane. A large pile of cane-stalks lay like ribboned* shadows upon
the ground. A mule, harnessed* to a pole, trudged* lazily round and round the pivot of the
grinder*. Beneath a swaying oil lamp, a Negro alternately whipped out at the mule, and fed
cane-stalks to the grinder. A fat boy waddled* pails of fresh ground juice between the grinder
and the boiling stove. Steam came from the copper boiling pan*. The scent of cane came
from the copper pan and drenched* the forest and the hill that sloped* to factory town,
beneath its fragrance. It drenched* the men in circle seated around the stove. Some of them
chewed at the white pulp of stalks*, but there was no need for them to, if all they wanted was
to taste the cane. One tasted it in factory town. And from factory town one could see the soft
haze* thrown by the glowing stove upon the low-hanging heavens.
Old David Georgia stirred the thickening syrup with a long ladle*, and every so often
drew it off*. Old David Georgia tended* his stove and told tales about the white folk, about
moonshining and cotton picking, and about sweet nigger gals*, to the men who sat there
about his stove to listen to him. Tom Burwell chewed cane-stalk and laughed with the others
till someone mentioned Louisa. Till some one said something about Louisa and Bob Stone,
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about the silk stockings she must have gotten from him. Blood ran up Tom’s neck hotter
than the glow that flooded from the stove. He sprang up. Glared* at the men and said, “She’s
my gal.” Will Manning laughed. Tom strode* over to him. Yanked* him up and knocked
him to the ground. Several of Manning’s friends got up to fight for him. Tom whipped out a
long knife and would have cut them to shreds if they hadnt ducked* into the woods. Tom had
had enough. He nodded to Old David Georgia and swung* down the path to factory town.
Just then, the dogs started barking and the roosters* began to crow*. Tom felt funny. Away
from the fight, away from the stove, chill got to him. He shivered. He shuddered* when he
saw the full moon rising towards the cloud-bank. He who didnt give a godam* for the fears
of old women. He forced his mind to fasten on Louisa. Bob Stone. Better not be. He turned
into the street and saw Louisa sitting before her home. He went towards her, ambling*,
touched the brim* of a marvelously shaped, spotted, felt hat, said he wanted to say something to her, and then found that he didnt know what he had to say, or if he did, that he
couldnt say it. He shoved* his big fists in his overalls, grinned*, and started to move off.
“Youall want me, Tom?”
“Thats what us wants, sho*, Louisa.”
“Well, here I am—”
“An here I is, but that aint ahelpin none, all th same.”
“You wanted to say something? . . .”
“I did that, sho. But words is like th spots on dice*: no matter how y fumbles* em, there’s
times when they jes wont come. I dunno* why. Seems like th love I feels fo yo done stole m
tongue. I got it now. Whee! Louisa, honey, I oughtnt tell y, I feel I oughtnt cause yo is young
an goes t church an I has had other gals, but Louisa I sho* do love y*. Lil gal, Ise* watched
y from them first days when youall sat right here befo yo door befo th well an sang
sometimes in a way that like t broke m heart. Ise* carried y with me into the fields, day after
day, an after that, an I sho can plow when yo is there, an I can pick cotton. Yassur*! Come
near beatin Barlo yesterday I sho did. Yassur! An next year if ole Stone’ll trust me, I’ll have
a farm. My own. My bales* will buy you what y gets from white folks now. Silk stockings an
purple dresses—course I dont believe what some folks been whisperin as t how y gets them
things now. White folks always did do for niggers what they likes. An they jes* cant help
alikin yo, Louisa. Bob Stone likes y*. Course he does. But not th way folks is awhisperin.
Does he, hon?”
“I dont know what you mean, Tom.”
“Course y* dont. Ise already cut two niggers. Had t hon*, t tell em so. Niggers always
tryin t make somethin out a nothin. An then besides, white folks aint up t them tricks so
much nowadays. Godam better not be. Leastawise* not with yo. Cause I wouldn’t stand f it.
Nassur.”
“What would you do, Tom?”
“Cut him jes like I cut a nigger.”
“No, Tom—”
“I said I would an there aint no mo to it. But that aint th talk f now. Sing, honey Louisa,
an while I’m listenin t* y I’ll be makin love.”
Tom took her hand in his. Against the tough thickness of his own, hers felt soft and small.
His huge body slipped down to the step beside her. The full moon sank* upward into the
deep purple of the cloud-bank. An old woman brought a lighted lamp and hung it on the
common well whose bulky shadow squatted* in the middle of the road, opposite Tom and
Louisa. The old woman lifted the well-lid, took hold the chain, and began drawing up* the
heavy bucket. As she did so, she sang. Figures shifted*, restless-like, between lamp and
window in the front rooms of the shanties*. Shadows of the figures fought each other on the
gray dust of the road. Figures raised the windows and joined the old woman in song. Louisa
and Tom, the whole street, singing:

Stared angrily
straddled / (Tiró de)

moved quickly, plunged
rocked, moved walking from side to side
(gallos) / (cantar)
trembled
worry, concern
walking in a easygoing manner
projecting edge,
(ala)
thrust, put, impelled / smiled
toothily
‘sure’

(dados) / (tiras), rolls
‘don't know’

‘sure’ / ‘you’ /
‘I have’
‘I have’
‘Yes, Sir’

(fardos, balas)

‘just’
‘you’

‘I’ / ‘honey’, ‘dear’’

‘At least’

‘to’

drooped, dropped,
fell
crouched
pulling up
moved
huts, (cobertizos)

Red nigger moon. Sinner!
Blood-burning moon. Sinner!
Come out that fact’ry door.
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Bob Stone sauntered* from his veranda* out into the gloom of fir trees and magnolias. The
clear white of his skin paled, and the flush* of his cheeks turned purple. As if to balance
this outer change, his mind became consciously a white man’s. He passed the house with its
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huge open hearth which, in the days of slavery, was the plantation cookery*. He saw Louisa
bent over that hearth. He went in as a master should and took her. Direct, honest, bold.
None of this sneaking* that he had to go through now. The contrast was repulsive to him.
His family had lost ground. Hell no, his family still owned the niggers, practically. Damned
if they did, or he wouldnt have to duck* around so. What would they think if they knew?
His mother? His sister? He shouldnt mention them, shouldnt think of them in this connection.
There in the dusk he blushed* at doing so. Fellows about town were all right, but how about
his friends up North? He could see them incredible, repulsed. They didnt know. The
thought first made him laugh. Then, with their eyes still upon him, he began to feel
embarrassed. He felt the need of explaining things to them. Explain hell. They wouldnt
understand, and moreover, who ever heard of a Southerner getting on his knees to any
Yankee, or anyone. No sir. He was,going to see Louisa tonight, and love her. She was
lovely—in her way. Nigger way. What way was that? Damned* if he knew. Must know.
He’d known her long enough to know. Was there something about niggers that you couldnt
know? Listening to them at church didnt tell you anything. Looking at them didnt tell you
anything. Talking to them didnt tell you anything—unless it was gossip, unless they wanted
to talk. Of course, about farming, and licker*, and craps*—but those werent nigger. Nigger
was something more. How much more? Something to be afraid of, more? Hell no. Who
ever heard of being afraid of a nigger? Tom Burwell. Cartwell had told him that Tom went
with Louisa after she reached home. No sir. No nigger had ever been with his girl. He’d like
to see one try. Some position for him to be in. Him, Bob Stone, of the old Stone family, in
a scrap* with a nigger over a nigger girl. In the good old days . . . Ha! Those were the days.
His family had lost ground. Not so much, though. Enough for him to have to cut through
old Lemon’s canefield by way of the woods, that he might meet her. She was worth it.
Beautiful nigger gal*. Why nigger? Why not, just gal? No, it was because she was nigger
that he went to her. Sweet. . . The scent of boiling cane came to him. Then he saw the rich
glow of the stove. He heard the voices of the men circled around it. He was about to skirt*
the clearing* when he heard his own name mentioned. He stopped. Quivering*. Leaning*
against a tree, he listened.
“Bad nigger. Yassur, he sho is one bad nigger when he gets started.”
“Tom Burwell’s been on th gang* three times fo cuttin men.”
“What y think he’s agwine t do t Bob Stone?”
“Dunno yet. He aint found out. When he does—Baby!”
“Aint no tellin.”
“Young Stone aint no quitter an I ken tell y that. Blood of th old uns in his veins. ”
“Thats right. He’ll scrap, sho.”
“Be gettin too hot f* niggers round this away.”
“Shut up, nigger. Y dont know what y talkin bout.”
Bob Stone’s ears burned as though he had been holding them over the stove. Sizzling*
heat welled* up within him. His feet felt as if they rested on red-hot coals. They stung him
to quick movement. He circled the fringe* of the glowing. Not a twig cracked* beneath his
feet. He reached the path that led to factory town. Plunged* furiously down it. Halfway
along, a blindness within him veered* him aside. He crashed into the bordering canebrake.
Cane leaves cut his face and lips. He tasted blood. He threw himself down and dug* his
fingers in the ground. The earth was cool. Cane-roots took the fever from his hands. After a
long while, or so it seemed to him, the thought came to him that it must be time to see
Louisa. He got to his feet and walked calmly to their meeting place. No Louisa. Tom
Burwell had her. Veins in his forehead bulged* and distended. Saliva moistened* the dried
blood on his lips. He bit* down on his lips. He tasted blood. Not his own blood; Tom
Burwell’s blood. Bob drove through the cane and out again upon the road. A hound*
swung* down the path before him towards factory town. Bob couldnt see it. The dog loped*
aside to let him pass. Bob’s blind rushing made him stumble over it. He fell with a
thud* that dazed him. The hound yelped. Answering yelps* came from all over the countryside. Chickens cackled. Roosters* crowed, heralding the bloodshot eyes of southern awakening. Singers in the town were silenced. They shut their windows down. Palpitant between the
rooster crows, a chill hush settled upon the huddled* forms of Tom and Louisa. A figure
rushed* from the shadow and stood before them. Tom popped* to his feet.
“Whats y want?”
“I’m Bob Stone.”
“Yassur—an I’m Tom Burwell. Whats y want?”
Bob lunged* at him. Tom side-stepped, caught him by the shoulder, and flung* him to
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the ground. Straddled* him.
“Let me up.”
“Yassur—but watch yo doins, Bob Stone.”
A few dark figures, drawn* by the sound of scuffle*, stood about them. Bob sprang to
his feet.
“Fight like a man, Tom Burwell, an I’ll lick* y.”
Again he lunged*. Tom side-stepped and flung* him to the ground. Straddled* him.
“Get off me, you godam nigger you.”
“Yo sho has started somethin now. Get up.”
Tom yanked* him up and began hammering* at him. Each blow sounded as if it
smashed* into a precious, irreplaceable soft something. Beneath them, Bob staggered
back. He reached in his pocket and whipped* out a knife.
“Thats my game, sho.”
Blue flash, a steel blade slashed* across Bob Stone’s throat. He had a sweetish sick
feeling. Blood began to flow. Then he felt a sharp twitch* of pain. He let his knife drop.
He slapped* one hand against his neck. He pressed the other on top of his head as if to
hold it down. He groaned*. He turned, and staggered* towards the crest of the hill in the
direction of white town. Negroes who had seen the fight slunk* into their homes and blew
the lamps out. Louisa, dazed*, hysterical, refused to go indoors. She slipped, crumbled,
her body loosely propped against the woodwork of the well. Tom Burwell leaned* against
it. He seemed rooted there.
Bob reached Broad Street. White men rushed up to him. He collapsed in their arms.
“Tom Burwell....”
White men like ants upon a forage* rushed about. Except for the taut* hum of their
moving, all was silent. Shotguns, revolvers, rope, kerosene, torches. Two high-powered
cars with glaring* search-lights. They came together. The taut hum rose to a low roar.
Then nothing could be heard but the flop of their feet in the thick dust of the road. The
moving body of their silence preceded over the crest of the hill into factory town. It
flattened the Negroes beneath it. It rolled to the wall of the factory, where it stopped. Tom
knew that they were coming. He couldnt move. And then he saw the search-lights of the
two cars glaring down on him. A quick shock went through him. He stiffened*. He started
to run. A yell went up from the mob. Tom wheeled about and faced them. They poured
down on him. They swarmed*. A large man with dead-white face and flabby* cheeks
came to him and almost jabbed* a gun-barrel through his guts*.
“Hands behind y, nigger.”
Tom’s wrists were bound. The big man shoved* him to the well. Burn him over it, and
when the woodwork caved in, his body would drop to the bottom. Two deaths for a
godam nigger. Louisa was driven back. The mob* pushed in. Its pressure, its momentum
was too great. Drag* him to the factory. Wood and stakes already there. Tom moved in
the direction indicated. But they had to drag him. They reached the great door. Too many
to get in there. The mob divided and flowed* around the walls to either side. The big man
shoved* him through the door. The mob pressed in from the sides. Taut* humming. No
words. A stake* was sunk* into the ground. Rotting floor boards piled around it. Kerosene poured on the rotting floor boards. Tom bound* to the stake*. His breast was bare.
Nail scratches let little lines of blood trickle down* and mat* into the hair. His face, his
eyes were set* and stony*. Except for irregular breathing, one would have thought him
already dead. Torches were flung* onto the pile. A great flare* muffled* in black smoke
shot upward. The mob yelled*. The mob was silent. Now Tom could be seen within the
flames. Only his head, erect, lean, like a blackened stone. Stench* of burning flesh
soaked* the air. Tom’s eyes popped*. His head settled downward. The mob yelled. Its yell
echoed against the skeleton stone walls and sounded like a hundred yells*. Like a hundred
mobs yelling. Its yell thudded* against the thick front wall and fell back. Ghost of a yell
slipped through the flames and out the great door of the factory. It fluttered* like a dying thing
down the single street of factory town. Louisa, upon the step before her home, did not hear it,
but her eyes opened slowly. They saw the full moon glowing* in the great door. The full
moon, an evil thing, an omen*, soft showering the homes of folks she knew. Where were they,
these people? She’d sing, and perhaps they’d come out and join her. Perhaps Tom Burwell
would come. At any rate, the full moon in the great door was an omen which she must sing to:
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Red nigger moon. Sinner!
Blood-burning moon. Sinner!
Come out that fact’ry door.
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Jean Toomer (1894-1967)
Reapers*

5

1923

Black reapers with the sound of steel on stones
Are sharpening scythes*. I see them place the hones*
In their hip*-pockets as a thing that's done,
And start their silent swinging*, one by one.
Black horses drive a mower* through the weeds*,
And there, a field rat, startled*, squealing* bleeds,
His belly close to ground. I see the blade*,
Blood-stained*, continue cutting weeds and shade*.

(Segadores)

(guadañas) / (piedras de afilar)
(cadera)
going to-and-fro
(segadora) / (hierbajos)
surprised / (que
chillan)
(cuchilla)
(manchada de sangre) /
(sombra)

1. Imagine the scene described. Which particulars most vividly strike the mind's eye?
2. a)
b)
c)

What are the central images of this poem? How do they relate to each other?
How does the image of the bleeding field rat and the "blood-stained" blade heighten the emotional impact?
What kind of image is "silent swinging"?

3. Read the poem aloud. Notice especially the effect of the words "sound of steel on stones" and "field rat, startled, squealing
bleeds." What interesting sounds are present in the very words that contain these images? Are there any other alliterations apart
from that on the "s"?
4. What feelings did you get from this poem as a whole? Would you agree with someone who said, "This poem gives us a sense of a happy,
carefree life down on the farm, close to nature"? Exactly what in "Reapers" makes you feel the way you do?
5. Besides appealing to our auditory and visual imagination, what else do the images do? What does the poem tell us about the
lives of black reapers?

Georgia Dusk
The sky, lazily disdaining to pursue
The setting sun, too indolent to hold
A lengthened tournament for flashing gold,
Passively darkens for night's barbecue,
5

10

A feast of moon and men and barking hounds,
An orgy for some genius of the South
With blood-hot eyes and cane-lipped scented mouth,
Surprised in making folk-songs from soul sounds.

15

Meanwhile, the men, with vestiges of pomp,
Race memories of king and caravan,
High priests, an ostrich, and a juju-man,
Go singing through the footpaths of the swamp.
20

The sawmill blows its whistle, buzz-saws stop,
And silence breaks the bud of knoll and hill,
Soft settling pollen where plowed lands fulfill
Their early promise of a bumper crop.
Smoke from the pyramidal sawdust pile
Curls up, blue ghosts of trees, tarrying low

Where only chips and stumps are left to show
The solid proof of former domicile.

25

Their voices rise . . the pine trees are guitars,
Strumming, pine-needles fall like sheets of rain . .
Their voices rise . . the chorus of the cane
Is caroling a vesper to the stars . .
O singers, resinous and soft your songs
Give virgin lips to cornfield concubines
Above the sacred whisper of the pines,
Bring dreams of Christ to dusky cane-lipped throngs.

1.

What does Toomer mean by "An orgy for some genius of the South?

2,

Who are the men in the poem? How can you tell?

3.

What sexual and romantic imagery do you find in the poem? Explain why it is there.

4.

How does the poem change in the last stanza?

5.

Analyze the relationship between humanity and nature in the poem. How is this relationship different in other poems of nature that
you have read?

6.

W.E.B. DuBois, in reviewing Cane (1923), Toomer's work which combined poetry, drama and short fiction, asserted: "The world of
black folk will some day arise and point to Jean Toomer as a writer who first dared to emancipate the colored world from the
conventions of sex." Analyze this statement in the context of "Georgia Dusk".
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Langston Hughes (1902-1967)

Theme for English B

1959

The instructor said,

5

Go home and write
a page tonight.
And let that page come out of you—
Then, it will be true.
I wonder if it’s that simple?

15

I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.
I went to school there, then Durham, then here
to this college on the hill above Harlem.*
I am the only colored student in my class.
The steps from the hill lead down to Harlem,
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,
Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y*,
the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator
up to my room, sit down, and write this page:

20

It’s not easy to know what is true for you or me
at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I’m what
I feel and see and hear. Harlem, I hear you:
hear you, hear me—we two—you, me talk on this page.
(I hear New York, too.) Me—who?

10

Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.
I like to work, read, learn, and understand life.
I like a pipe for a Christmas present,
or records—Bessie*, bop*, or Bach.*
25

30
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40
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I guess being colored doesn’t make me not like
the same things other folks like who are other races.
So will my page be colored that I write?
Being me, it will not be white.
But it will be
a part of you, instructor.
You are white —
yet a part of me, as I am a part of you.
That’s American.
Sometimes perhaps you don’t want to be a part of me.
Nor do I often want to be a part of you.
But we are, that’s true!
As I learn from you,
I guess you learn from me—
although you’re older—and white—
and somewhat more free.
This is my page for English B.

1. What is the tone of the speaker’s assessment of himself? What does the tone indicate about his feelings toward the situation in the
class and at the Y?
2. What is the tone implicit in the fact that the speaker, in response to a theme assignment, has composed a poem rather than a prose
essay?
3. What is the tone of lines 21-24, where the speaker indicates a number of his likes? Why does the poet have him include these
details? In what way may the characteristics brought out in these lines serve as an argument for social and political equality?
4. How does the tone in lines 27-40, particularly lines 34-36, prevent the assertions of the speaker from becoming overly assertive or
strident?
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From Lenox Avenue Mural Harlem*
What happens to a dream* deferred*?

5

10

Does it dry up
like a raisin* in the sun?
Or fester* like a sore*—
And then run?
Does it stink* like rotten* meat?
Or crust* and sugar over—
like a syrupy sweet?
Maybe it just sags*
like a heavy load*.

1951

S it e of a large
African-American
community in New
York City.
hope / postponed,
yielded, (relegado), unfulfilled

grape
hurt / wound

smell bad / (podrida)
harden

(doblega), bends
burden, labor

Or does it explode?

1. a) Do you find the poem interesting? Why or why not?
b) Do some things in it interest you more than others? If so, why? Which image suggests terrible shrinking?
c) Does anything in it puzzle you? If so, what? Which lines are disgusting and which ones are sweet?
2. What is the relationship between the title, "Harlem", and the rest of the poem? Explain the structure of the poem in terms of the
speaker’s questions and answers. How would it change the poem if it were a series of statements?
3. In light of the black experience with the “American Dream,” what do you think is meant by the phrase “dream deferred”?
4. Identify as many uses of figurative language in the poem as you can in order to find if there is a pattern in the way the poem uses
metaphor and simile.
a) Why "raisin" is a simile more appropriate than any other fruit? Why wouldn't another fruit do as well?
b) Explain the similes in lines 4, 6, 8, and 10. Why are these apt comparisons? What sorts of human actions are implied in these figures?
c) Is the word "dream" a metaphor? If so, what is it a metaphor for? (The title and the date might help you here.)
d) What do the metaphors and similes in the second section of the poem (from "Does it dry up" to "syrup sweet") suggest might
happen if the dream is deferred?
e) What does the metaphor and simile in the third section suggest?
f) What seems to be the meaningful effect of the metaphor in line 11? What has been done with it? Why? What does the metaphor
in this last section suggest? ¿What is the effect of the fact that the last metaphor breaks with the metaphor-simile pattern?
g) Referring to your analysis of its figurative language, try to summarize the poem's meaning.
5. Do you suppose that virtually all African-Americans respond to this poem in a way that is substantially different from the way
virtually all Spaniards respond? Explain your position.

Homecoming

5

1959

I went back in the alley*
And I opened up my door.
All her clothes was gone:
She wasn’t home no more.

narrow passageway
between or behind
buildings

I pulled back the covers*,
I made down the bed.
A whole lot of room
Was the only thing I had.

bedclothes

1. What has the speaker lost by the very last verse?
2. How does the speaker feel about this sudden disappearance? Exactly what in the poem makes his feeling clear?
3. Suppose the speaker had ranted, cried, felt sorry for himself, and discussed his anger, frustration, and grief at great length. Do
you suppose a better poem might have resulted? What do you find to admire in the poem as it is?
4. Why is the title ironic? What does 'homecoming' usually suggest and what does it suggest here?
5. What is left unsaid at the end that we realize to be the real truth?
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Countée Cullen (1903-1946)

5
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Saturday’s Child

Incident

Some are teethed on a silver spoon,
With the stars strung for a rattle;
I cut my teeth as the black raccoon—
For implements of battle.

Once, riding in old Baltimore,
Heart-filled, head-filled with glee,
I saw a Baltimorean
Keep looking straight at me.

Some are swaddled in silk and down,
And heralded by a star;
They swathed my limbs in a sackcloth gown
On a night that was black as tar.

5

For some, godfather and goddame
The opulent fairies be;
Dame Poverty gave me my name,
And Pain godfathered me.

10

Now I was eight and very small,
And he was no whit bigger,
And so I smiled, but he poked out
His tongue, and called me, “Nigger.”
I saw the whole of Baltimore
From May until December;
Of all the things that happened there
That’s all that I remember.

For I was born on Saturday—
“Bad time for planting a seed,”
Was all my father had to say,
And, “One mouth more to feed.’’

Simon the Cyrenian Speaks

Death cut the strings that gave me life,
And handed me to Sorrow,
The only kind of middle wife
My folks could beg or borrow.

He never spoke a word to me,
And yet He called my name;
He never have a sign to me,
And yet I knew and came.
5

For My Grandmother
This lovely flower fell to seed.
Work gently, sun and rain—
She held it as her dying creed
That she would grow again.

For a Lady I Know

10

At first I said, “I will not bear
His cross upon my back;
He only seeks to place it there
Because my skin is black.”
It was Himself my pity bought;
I did for Christ alone
What all of Rome could not have wrought
With bruise of lash or stone.

1925

She even thinks that up* in heaven
Her class lies* late and snores*,
While poor black cherubs rise* at seven
to do celestial chores*.

(arriba)
(se acuesta) / (ronca)
(se levantan)
routine tasks, (tareas domésticas)

1. What do you think the message of "For a Lady I Know" may be? or What single fact do the four lines of this poem tell us about
the "Lady" who is their subject? What further facts do they suggest about her?
2. How do words like "her class" and "poor black cherubs" characterize the lady and the attitudes that the poet suggests she holds?
3. What do words like "snores" and "celestial chores" do for the poem? What do they suggest about the tone of this poem?
Wrathful, amused, humorous, flattering, insulting, satiric?
4. Compare the tone of this poem with the Sara N. Cleghorn's "The Golf Links" and decide which poem seems angrier and which
seems to be wry amusement at stupidity.
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Zora Neale Hurston (1903-1960)
How It Feels to Be Colored Me
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1928

I am colored but I offer nothing in the way of extenuating circumstances except the
fact that I am the only Negro in the United States whose grandfather on the mother’s
side was not an Indian chief.
I remember the very day that I became colored. Up to my thirteenth year I lived in
the little Negro town of Eatonville, Florida. It is exclusively a colored town. The only
white people I knew passed through the town going to or coming from Orlando. The
native whites rode dusty horses, the Northern tourists chugged* down the sandy
village road in automobiles. The town knew the Southerners and never stopped cane
chewing1 when they passed. But the Northerners were something else again. They
were peered at cautiously from behind curtains by the timid. The more venturesome
would come out on the porch to watch them go past and got just as much pleasure out
of the tourists as the tourists got out of the village.
The front porch might seem a daring place for the rest of the town, but it was a
gallery seat for me. My favorite place was atop the gate-post. Proscenium box for a
born first-nighter. Not only did I enjoy the show, but I didn’t mind the actors knowing
that I liked it. I usually spoke to them in passing. I’d wave at them and when they
returned my salute, I would say something like this: “Howdy-do-well-I-thank-youwhere-you-going?” Usually automobile or the horse paused at this, and after a queer
exchange of compliments, I would probably “go a piece of the way” with them, as we
say in farthest Florida. If one of my family happened to come to the front in time to
see me, of course negotiations would be rudely broken off. But even so, it is clear that
I was the first “welcome-to-our-state” Floridian, and I hope the Miami Chamber of
Commerce will please take notice.
During this period, white people differed from colored to me only in that they rode
through town and never lived there. They liked to hear me “speak pieces” and sing
and wanted to see me dance the parse-mela, and gave me generously of their small
silver for doing these things, which seemed strange to me for I wanted to do them so
much that I needed bribing to stop. Only they didn’t know it. The colored people gave
no dimes. They deplored any joyful tendencies in me, but I was their Zora nevertheless. I belonged to them, to the nearby hotels, to the county—everybody’s Zora.
But changes came in the family when I was thirteen, and I was sent to school in
Jacksonville. I left Eatonville, the town of the oleanders, as Zora. When I disembarked from the river-boat at Jacksonville, she was no more. It seemed that I had
suffered a sea change. I was not Zora of Orange County any more, I was now a little
colored girl. I found it out in certain ways. In my heart as well as in the mirror, I
became a fast brown—warranted not to rub nor run.
But I am not tragically colored. There is no great sorrow dammed up in my soul,
nor lurking behind my eyes. I do not mind at all. I do not belong to the sobbing school
of Negrohood who hold that nature somehow has given them a lowdown dirty deal
and whose feelings are all hurt about it. Even in the helter-skelter skirmish that is my
life, I have seen that the world is to the strong regardless of a little pigmentation more
or less. No, I do not weep at the world—I am too busy sharpening my oyster knife. 2
Someone is always at my elbow reminding me that I am the granddaughter of
slaves. It fails to register depression with me. Slavery is sixty years in the past. The
operation was successful and the patient is doing well, thank you. The terrible struggle3 that made me an American out of a potential slave said “On the line!” The
Reconstruction said “Get set!”; and the generation before said “Go!” I am off to a
flying start and I must not halt in the stretch to look behind and weep. Slavery is the
price I paid for civilization, and the choice was not with me. It is a bully adventure
and worth all that I have paid through my ancestors for it. No one on earth ever had a
greater chance for glory. The world to be won and nothing to be lost. It is thrilling to
think—to know that for any act of mine, I shall get twice as much praise or twice as
much blame. It is quite exciting to hold the center of the national stage, with the
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spectators not knowing whether to laugh or to weep.
The position of my white neighbor is much more difficult. No brown specter pulls
up a chair beside me when I sit down to eat. No dark ghost thrusts its leg against mine
in bed. The game of keeping what one has is never so exciting as the game of getting.
I do not always feel colored. Even now I often achieve the unconscious Zora of
Eatonville before the Hegira. 4 I feel most colored when I am thrown against a sharp
white background.
For instance at Barnard. 5 “Beside the waters of the Hudsun” I feel my race. Among
the thousand white persons, I am a dark rock surged upon, and overswept, but through
it all, I remain myself. When covered by the waters, I am; and the ebb but reveals me
again.
Sometimes it is the other way around. A white person is set down in our midst, but
the contrast is just as sharp for me. For instance, when I sit in the drafty basement that
is The New World Cabaret with a white person, my color comes. We enter chatting
about any little nothing that we have in common and are seated by the jazz waiters. In
the abrupt* way that jazz orchestras have, this one plunges into a number. It loses no
time in circumlocutions, but gets right down to business. It constricts the thorax and
splits the heart with its tempo and narcotic harmonies. This orchestra grows
rambunctious*, rears on its hind legs and attacks the tonal veil with primitive fury,
rending it, clawing it until it breaks through to the jungle beyond. I follow those
heathen—follow them exultingly. I dance wildly inside myself; I yell within, I whoop;
I shake my assegai 6 above my head, I hurl it true to the mark yeeeeooww! I am in the
jungle and living in the jungle way. My face is painted red and yellow and my body is
painted blue. My pulse is throbbing like a war drum. I want to slaughter something—
give pain, give death to what, I do not know. But the piece ends. The men of the
orchestra wipe their lips and rest their fingers. I creep back slowly to the veneer* we
call civilization with the last tone and find the white friend sitting motionless in his
seat, smoking calmly.
“Good music they have here,” he remarks, drumming the table with his fingertips.
Music. The great blobs of purple and red emotion have not touched him. He has
only heard what I felt. He is far away and I see him but dimly across the ocean and the
continent that have fallen between us. He is so pale with his whiteness then and I am
so colored.
At certain times I have no race, I am me. When I set my hat at a certain angle and
saunter down Seventh Avenue, Harlem City, feeling as snooty as the lions in front of
the Forty-Second Street Library, for instance. So far as my feelings are concerned,
Peggy Hopkins Joyce 7 on the Boule Mich 8 with her gorgeous raiment, stately carriage, knees knocking together in a most aristocratic manner, has nothing on me. The
cosmic Zora emerges. I belong to no race nor time. I am the eternal feminine with its
string of beads.
I have no separate feeling about being an American citizen and colored. I am
merely a fragment of the Great Soul that surges* within the boundaries. My country,
right or wrong.
Sometimes, I feel discriminated against, but it does not make me angry. It merely
astonishes me. How can any deny themselves the pleasure of my company? It’s
beyond me.
But in the main, I feel like a brown bag of miscellany propped against a wall.
Against a wall in company with other bags, white, red and yellow. Pour out the
contents, and there is discovered a jumble of small things priceless and worthless. A
first-water diamond, an empty spool, bits of broken glass, lengths of string, a key to
a door long since crumbled away, a rusty knife-blade, old shoes saved for a road that
never was and never will be, a nail bent under the weight of things too heavy for any
nail, a dried flower or two still a little fragrant. In your hand is the brown bag. On the
ground before you is the jumble it held—so much like the jumble in the bags, could
they be emptied, that all might be dumped in a single heap and the bags refilled
without altering the content of any greatly. A bit of colored glass more or less would
not matter. Perhaps that is how the Great Stuffer of Bags filled them in the first
place—who knows?

4

Flight of Muhammed
from Mecca in A.D.
622; any journey,
especially one under
taken to escape from
a dangerous or
undesirable situation.
5

American
women’s college in
New York City,
near the Hudson
River (cf. “by the
waters of zion’).

sudden, (repentina,
brusca)

uncontrollably exuberant, unruly

6

A light spear used
by tribesmen in
southern Africa.
(azagaya)

(barniz, apariencia)

7

American beauty
and fashion-setter
of the twenties.
8

“Boule Mich”: the
Boulevard Saint
Michel, a fashionable street in
Paris.

swells, sweeps forward suddenly
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Ralph Ellison (1914-1994)
Mister Toussan
Once upon a time
The goose drink wine
Monkey chew tobacco
And he spit white lime.
-Rhyme used as a prologue to
Negro slave stories

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

364

“I hope they all gits rotten and the worms git in ’em,” the first boy said.
“I hopes a big wind storm comes and blows down all the trees,” said the second boy.
“Me too,” the first boy said. “And when ole Rogan comes out to see what happened I hope a
tree falls on his head and kills him.”
“Now jus’ look a-yonder at them birds,” the second boy said, “they eating all they want and
when we asked him to let us git some off the ground he had to come calling us little nigguhs and
chasing us home!”
“Doggonit,” said the second boy, “I hope them birds got poison in they feet!”
The two small boys, Riley and Buster, sat on the floor of the porch, their bare feet resting upon
the cool earth as they stared past the line on the paving where the sun consumed the shade, to a
yard directly across the street. The grass in the yard was very green and a house stood against it,
neat and white in the morning sun. A double row of trees stood alongside the house, heavy with
cherries that showed deep red against the dark green of the leaves and dull dark brown of the
branches. They were watching an old man who rocked himself in a chair as he stared back at them
across the street.
“Just look at him,” said Buster. “Ole Rogan’s so scared we gonna git some his old cherries he
ain’t even got sense enough to go in outa the sun!”
Well, them birds is gitting their’n,” said Riley.
“They mocking birds.”
“I don’t care what kinda birds they is, they sho in them trees.”
“Yeah, old Rogan don’t them. Man, I tell you white folks ain’t got no sense “
They were silent now, watching the darting flight of the birds into the trees. Behind them they
could hear the clatter of a sewing machine: Riley’s mother was sewing for the white folks. It was
quiet and as the woman worked, her voice rose above the whirring machine in song.
Your mamma sho can sing, man, said Buster.
“She sings in the choir,” said Riley, “and she sings all the leads in church.”
“Shucks, I know it,” said Buster. “You tryin’ to brag?”
As they listened they heard the voice rise clear and liquid to float upon the morning air:
I got wings, you got wings,
All God’s chillun got a-wings
When I git to heaven gonna put on my wings
Gonna shout all ovah God’s heaven.
Heab’n, heab’n
Everybody talkin’ ’bout heab’n ain’t going there
Heab’n, heab’n, Ah’m gonna fly all ovah God’s heab’n....
She sang as though the words possessed a deep and throbbing meaning for her, and the boys
stared blankly at the earth, feeling the somber, mysterious calm of church. The street was quiet
and even old Rogan had stopped rocking to listen. Finally the voice trailed off to a hum and
became lost in the clatter of the busy machine.
“Wish I could sing like that,” said Buster.
Riley was silent, looking down to the end of the porch where the sun had eaten a bright square
into the shade, fixing a flitting butterfly in its brilliance.
What would you do if you had wings?” he said.
“Shucks, I’d outfly an eagle, I wouldn’t stop flying till I was a million, billion, trillion, zillion
miles away from this ole town.”
“Where’d you go, man?”
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“Up north, maybe to Chicago.”
“Man, if I had wings I wouldn’t never settle down.”
“Me, neither. Hecks, with wings you could go anywhere, even up to the sun if it wasn’t too
hot...”
“... I’d go to New York....”
“Even around the stars....”
“Or Dee-troit, Michigan....”
“Hell, you could git some cheese off the moon and some milk from the Milkyway.... ”
“Or anywhere else colored is free....
“I bet I’d loop-the-loop....”
“And parachute....”
“I’d land in Africa and git me some diamonds....”
“Yeah, and them cannibals would eat the hell outa you too,” said Riley.
“The heck they would, not fast as I’d fly away. . .”
“Man, they’d catch you and stick soma them long spears in your behin’!” said Riley.
Buster laughed as Riley shook his head gravely: “Boy, you’d look like a black pin cushion when
they got through with you,” said Riley.
“Shucks, man, they couldn’t catch me, them suckers is too lazy. The geography book says they
’bout the most lazy folks in the whole world,” said Buster with disgust, “just black and lazy!”
“Aw naw, they ain’t neither,” exploded Riley.
“They is too! The geography book says they is!”
“Well, my ole man says they ain’t!”
“How come they ain’t then?”
“‘Cause my old man says that over there they got kings and diamonds and gold and ivory, and
if they got all them things, all of ’em cain’t be lazy,” said Riley. “Ain’t many colored folks over
here got them things.”
“Sho ain’t, man. The white folks won’t let ’em,” said Buster.
It was good to think that all the Africans were not lazy. He tried to remember all he had heard
of Africa as he watched a purple pigeon sail down into the street and scratch where a horse had
passed. Then, as he remembered a story his teacher had told him, he saw a car rolling swiftly up the
street and the pigeon stretching its wings and lifting easily into the air, skimming the top of the car
in its slow, rocking flight. He watched it rise and disappear where the taut telephone wires cut the
sky above the curb. Buster felt good. Riley scratched his initials in the soft earth with his big toe.
“Riley, you know all them African guys ain’t really that lazy,” he said.
“I know they ain’t,” said Riley, “I just tole you so.”
“Yeah, but my teacher tole me, too. She tole us ‘bout one of them African guys named Toussan
what she said whipped Napoleon!”
Riley stopped scratching in the earth and looked up, his eyes rolling in disgust;
“Now how come you have to start lying?”
“Thass what she said.”
“Boy, you oughta quit telling them things.”
“I hope God may kill me.”
“She said he was a African?”
“Cross my heart, man....”
“Really?”
“Really, man. She said he come from a place named Hayti.”
Riley looked hard at Buster and seeing the seriousness of the face felt the excitement of a story
rise up within him.
“Buster, I’ll bet a fat man you lyin’. What’d that teacher say?”
“Really, man, she said that Toussan and his men got up on one of them African mountains and
shot down them peckerwood soldiers fass as they’d try to come up....”
“Why good-God-a-mighty!” yelled Riley.
“Oh boy, they shot ’em down!” chanted Buster.
“Tell me about it, man!”
“And they throwed ’em off the mountain....”
“. . . Goool-leee! . . .”
“. . . And Toussan drove ’em cross the sand. . . ”
“... Yeah! And what was they wearing, Buster? . .”
“Man, they had on red uniforms and blue hats all trimmed with gold, and they had some swords
all shining what they called sweet blades of Damascus....”
“Sweet blades of Damascus! . . .”
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“. . . They really had ’em,” chanted Buster.
“And what kinda guns?”
“Big, black cannon!”
“And where did ole what-you-call-’im run them guys? . . .”
“His name was Toussan.”
“Toussan! Just like Tarzan....”
“Not Taar-zan, dummy, Toou-zan!”
“Toussan! And where’d ole Toussan run ’em?”
“Down to the water, man....”
“... To the river water....”
“... Where some great big ole boats was waiting for ’em....”
“. . . Go on, Buster!”
“An’ Toussan shot into them boats. . .”
“. . . He shot into em...”
“... Shot into them boats....”
“Jesus!! . . .”
“With his great big cannons....”
“ Yeah!...”
“... Made a-brass....”
“... Brass....”
“... An’ his big black cannon balls started killin’ them peckerwoods....”
“. . . Lawd, Lawd...”
“ . . . Boy, till them peckerwoods hollowed Please, Please, Mister Toussan, we’ll be good!”
“An’ what’d Toussan tell em, Buster?”
“Boy, he said in his big deep voice, I oughta drown all a-you bastards.”
“An’ what’d the peckerwoods say?”
“They said, Please, Please, Please, Mister Toussan....”
“. . . We’ll be good,” broke in Riley.
“Thass right, man,” said Buster excitedly. He clapped his hands and kicked his heels against
the earth, his black face glowing in a burst of rhythmic joy.
“Boy!”
“And what’d ole Toussan say then?”
“He said in his big deep voice: Yo-all peckerwoods better be good, ’cause this is sweet Papa
Toussan talking and my nigguhs is crazy ’bout white meat!”
“Ho, ho, ho!” Riley bent double with laughter. The rhythm still throbbed within him and he
wanted the story to go on and on....
“Buster, you know didn’t no teacher tell you that lie,” he said.
“Yes she did, man.”
“She said there was really a guy like that what called hisself Sweet Papa Toussan?”
Riley’s voice was unbelieving and there was a wistful expression in his eyes which Buster
could not understand. Finally he dropped his head and grinned.
“Well,” he said, “I bet thass what ole Toussan said. You know how grown folks is, they cain’t
tell a story right, ’cepting real old folks like grandma ”
“They sho cain’t,” said Riley. “They don’t know how to put the right stuff to it.”
Riley stood, his legs spread wide and stuck his thumbs in the top of his trousers, swaggering
sinisterly.
“Come on, watch me do it now, Buster. Now I bet ole Toussan looked down at them white
folks standing just about like this and said in a soft easy voice: Ain’t I done begged you white
folks to quit messin’ with me? . . .”
“Thass right, quit messing with ’em,” chanted Buster.
“But naw, you-all all had to come on anyway....”
“... Jus’ ’cause they was black....”
“Thass right,” said Riley. “Then ole Toussan felt so damn bad and mad the tears come atrickling down....”
“. . . He was really mad.”
“And then, man, he said in his big bass voice: Goddamn you white folks, how come you-all
cain’t let us colored alone?”
“... An’ he was crying....”
“. . . An’ Toussan tole them peckerwoods: I been beggin’ you-all to quit bothering us....”
“. . . Beggin’ on his bended knees! . . .”
“Then, man, Toussan, got real mad and snatched off his hat and started stompin’ up and down
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on it and the tears was tricklin’ down and he said: You-all come tellin’ me about Napoleon....”
“They was tryin’ to scare him, man....”
“Said: I don’t give a damn about Napoleon....”
“... Wasn’t studyin’ ’bout him....”
“ Toussan said: Napoleon ain’t nothing but a man! Then Toussan pulled back his shining
sword like this, and twirled it at them peckerwoods’ throats so hard it z-z-z-zinged in the air!”
“Now keep on, finish it, man,” said Buster. “What’d Toussan do then?”
“Then you know what he did, he said: I oughta beat the hell outa you peckerwoods!”
“Thass right, and he did it too,” said Buster. He jumped to his feet and fenced violently with
five desperate imaginary soldiers, running each through with his imaginary sword. Buster
watched him from the porch, grinning.
“Toussan musta scared them white folks almost to death!”
“Yeah, thass ’bout the way it was,” said Buster. The rhythm was dying now and he sat back
upon the porch, breathing tiredly.
“It sho is a good story,” said Riley.
“Hecks, man, all the stories my teacher tells us is good. She’s a good ole teacher—but you
know one thing?”
“Naw; what?”
“Ain’t none of them stories in the books! Wonder why?”
“Hell, you know why, Ole Toussan was too hard on them white folks, thass why.”
“Oh, he was a hard man!”
“He was mean. . .”
“But a good mean!”
“Toussan was clean. . .”
“. . . He was a good, clean mean,” said Riley.
“Aw, man, he was sooo-preme,” said Buster.
“Riiiley!!
“ The boys stopped short in their word play, their mouths wide.
“Riley, I say!” It was Riley’s mother’s voice.
“Ma’am?”
“She musta heard us cussin’,” whispered Buster.
“Shut up, man.... What you want, Ma?”
“I says I wants you-all to go round in the backyard and play, you keeping up too much fuss
out there. White folks says we tear up a neighborhood when we move in it and you-all out there
jus’ provin’ them out true. Now git on round in the back.”
“Ah, Ma, we was jus’ playing, Ma....”
“Boy, I said for you-all to go on.”
“But, Ma....”
“You hear me, boy!”
“Yessum, we going,” said Riley, “Come on, Buster.”
Buster followed slowly behind, feeling the dew upon his feet as he walked upon the shaded
grass.
“What else did he do, man?” Buster said.
“Huh? Rogan?”
“Hecks, naw! I’m talkin’ ’bout Toussan.”
“Doggone if I know, man—but I’m gonna ask that teacher.”
“He was a fightin’ son-of-a-gun, wasn’t he, man?”
“He didn’t stand for no foolishness,” said Riley reservedly. He thought of other things now,
and as he moved along he slid his feet easily over the short-cut grass, dancing as he chanted:
Iron is iron,
And tin is tin,
And that’s the way
The story . . .
“Aw come on man,” interrupted Buster. “Let’s go play in the alley....”
And that’s the way . . .
“Maybe we can slip around and git some cherries,” Buster went on.
...the story ends, chanted Riley.
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Richard Wright (1908-1960)
We are leaving . . . from Twelve Million Black Voices
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Lord in heaven! Good God Almighty! Great Day in the Morning! It’s here! Our time has come!
We are leaving! We are angry no more; we are leaving! We are bitter no more; we are leaving! We
are leaving our homes, pulling up stakes to move on. We look up at the high southern sky and
remember all the sunshine and the rain and we feel a sense of loss, but we are leaving. We look out
at the wide green fields which our eyes saw when we first came into the world and we feel full of
regret, but we are leaving. We scan the kind black faces we have looked upon since we first saw the
light of day, and, though pain is in our hearts, we are leaving. We take one last furtive look over our
shoulders to the Big House—high upon a hill beyond the railroad tracks—where the Lord of the
Land lives, and we feel glad, for we are leaving....
For a long time now we have heard tell that all over the world men are leaving the land for the
streets of the city, so we are leaving too. As we leave we see thousands of the poor whites also
packing up to move to the city, leaving the land that will not give life to her sons and daughters,
black or white. When a man lives upon the land and is cold and hungry and hears word of the great
factories going up in the cities, he begins to hope and dream of a new life, and he leaves.
In 1890 there were 1,500,000 of us black men and women in the cities of the nation, both north
and south. In 1900 there were 2,000,000 of us. In 1920 there were 3,500,000 of us in the cities of
the nation and we were still going, still leaving the land. So many of us crowded into New York City
that Harlem’s black population doubled between 1900 and 1920. In Philadelphia our influx increased the number of black people by one third in a few years. In Chicago our endless trek inflated
the Black Belt populated by more than 125,000 from 1920 to 1930. And our tide continued to roll
from the farm to the factory, from the country to the city. Perhaps never in history has a more utterly
unprepared folk wanted to go to the city; we were barely born as a folk when we headed for the tall
and sprawling centers of steel and stone. We, who were landless upon the land; we, who had barely
managed to live in family groups; we, who needed the ritual and guidance of institutions to hold our
atomized lives together in lines of purpose; we, who had known only relationships to people and not
relationships to things; we who had never belonged to any organizations except the church and
burial societies; we, who had had our personalities blasted with two hundred years of slavery and
had been turned loose to shift for ourselves—we were such a folk as this when we moved into a
world that was destined to test all we were, that threw us into the scales of competition to weigh our
mettle. And how were we to know that, the moment we landless millions of the land—we men who
were struggling to be born—set our awkward feet upon the pavements of the city, life would begin to
exact of us a heavy toll in death?
We did not know what would happen, what was in staore for us. We went innocently, longing and
hoping for a life that the Lords of the Land would not let us live. Our hearts were high as we moved
northward to the cities. What emotions, fears, what a complex of sensations we felt when, looking out of
a train window at the revolving fields, we first glimpsed the sliding waters of the gleaming Ohio! What
memories that river evoked in us, memories black and gloomy, yet tinged with the bright border of a
wild and desperate hope! The Ohio is more than a river. It is a symbol, a line that runs through our
hearts, dividing hope from despair, just as once it bisected the nation, dividing freedom from slavery.
How many desperate scenes have been enacted upon its banks! How many grim dramas have been
played out upon its bosom! How many slave hunters and Abolitionists have clashed here with fire in
their eyes and deep convictions in their hearts! This river has seen men whose beliefs were so strong that
the rights of property meant nothing, men whose feelings were so mighty that the laws of the land meant
nothing, men whose passions were so fiery that only human life and human dignity mattered.
The train and the auto move north, ever north, and from 1916 to 1928, 1,200,000 of us were
moving from the South to the North and we kept leaving. Night and day, in rain and in sun, in winter
and in summer, we leave the land. Already, as we sit and look broodingly out over the turning
fields, we notice with attention and hope that the dense southern swamps give way to broad,
cultivated wheat farms. The spic-and-span farmhouses done in red and green and white crowd out
the casual, unpainted gingerbread shacks. Silos take the place of straggling piles of hay. Macadam
highways now wind over the horizon instead of dirt roads. . . . And the foreigners—Poles, Germans,
Swedes, and Italians—we never dreamed that there were so many in the world! Yes, coming north
for a Negro sharecropper involves more strangeness than going to another country. It is the beginning of living on a new and terrifying plane of consciousness.

1. In Thoreau's selection, among others, visions are concerned with going back to the land. Here people are leaving the green
world and heading for the “centers of steel and stone.” Why has the green world failed them?
2. Wright says the black men and women journeyed north “innocently, longing and hoping” for a new life. What happened to their dream?
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James Baldwin (1924-1987)
Life is tragic...
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Life is tragic simply because the earth turns and the sun inexorably rises
and sets, and one day, for each of us, the sun will go down for the last, last
time. Perhaps the whole root of our trouble, the human trouble, is that we
will sacrifice all the beauty of our lives, will imprison ourselves in totems,
taboos, crosses, blood sacrifices, steeples*, mosques, races, armies, flags,
nations, in order to deny the fact of death, which is the only fact we have.
I t seems to me that one ought to rejoice* in the fact of death—ought to decide,
indeed, to earn one’s death by confronting with passion the conundrum* of
life. One is responsible to life: It is the small beacon* in that terrifying
darkness from which we come and to which we shall return. One must
negotiate this passage as nobly as possible, for the sake of those who are
coming after us. But white Americans do not believe in death, and this is
why the darkness of my skin so intimidates them. And this is also why the
presence of the Negro in this country can bring about its destruction. It is
the responsibility of free men to trust and to celebrate what is constant—
birth, struggle*, and death are constant, and so is love, though we may not
always think so—and to apprehend the nature of change, to be able and
willing to change. I speak of change not on the surface but in the depths—
change in the sense of renewal. But renewal becomes impossible if one
supposes things to be constant that are not—safety, for example, or money,
or power. One clings* then to chimeras, by which one can only be betrayed,
and the entire hope—the entire possibility—of freedom disappears. And by
destruction I mean precisely the abdication by Americans of any effort
really to be free. The Negro can precipitate this abdication because white
Americans have never, in all their long history, been able to look on him as
a man like themselves....
This p ast, th e Negro ’s p ast, o f ro pe, fire, to rtu re, castratio n , in fan ticid e, rape; d eath an d h u miliation ; fear by d ay an d n igh t, fear as d eep as
the marrow* of the bone; doubt that he was worthy of life, since everyone
aro u n d h im den ied it; so rro w fo r h is women, for his k in fo lk, fo r his
children, who needed his protection, and whom he could not protect; rage,
h atred , an d mu rd er, h atred * fo r wh ite men so d eep th at it o ften tu rned
against him and his own, and made all love, all trust, all joy impossible—
this past, this endless struggle to achieve and reveal and confirm a human
identity, human authority, yet contains, for all its horror, something very
b eau tifu l. I d o n o t mean to be sen timental ab ou t su fferin g —en ou g h is
certain ly as g o od as a feast*—b ut p eo p le wh o can no t su ffer can n ever
g ro w up , can n ever d isco v er wh o th ey are. Th at man who is forced each
day to snatch* his manhood, his identity, out of the fire of human cruelty
that rag es to destro y it k n ows, if h e su rv iv es his effo rt, and ev en if h e
does not survive it, something about himself and human life that no school
on earth—and, indeed, no church—can teach. He achieves his own authority , an d th at is u nsh akab le* . Th is is b ecause, in o rder to sav e h is life, h e
is forced to loo k ben eath ap pearan ces, to take n oth in g fo r g ran ted * , to
h ear th e mean ing b eh ind th e wo rds. If o n e is co ntinu ally su rviv ing th e
wo rst that life can bring , one even tually ceases to b e con trolled by a fear
of what life can bring; whatever it brings must be borne. And at this level
o f exp erien ce on e’s b ittern ess* b egin s to b e p alatab le, and hatred becomes too heavy a sack* to carry. The apprehension of life here so briefly
and inadequately sketched has been the experience of generations of Negroes, and it helps to explain how they have endured and how they have been
able to produce children of kindergarten age who can walk through mobs* to
g et to sch o ol. It deman d s g reat fo rce an d g reat cu n nin g* con tin u ally to
assault th e migh ty an d ind ifferen t fo rtress* o f wh ite su p remacy , as Ne-
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groes in this country have done so long. It demands great spiritual resilience *
n ot to h ate th e h ater wh o se fo o t is o n yo u r n eck , an d an ev en greater
miracle of percep tio n an d charity no t to teach yo u r ch ild to h ate. Th e
Negro boys and girls who are facing mobs* today come out of a long line
o f impro bab le aristo crats—th e o n ly gen u in e aristo crats this co un try h a s
produced. I say “this country” because their frame of reference was
totally American. They were hewing out* of the mountain of white
supremacy the stone of their individuality. I have great respect for
that unsung* army of black men and women who trudged* down back
lanes and entered back doors, saying “Yes, sir” and “No, ma’am” in
order to acquire a new roof for the schoolhouse, new books, a new
chemistry lab*, more beds for the dormitories, more dormitories. They
did not like saying “Yes, sir” and “No, ma’am,” but the country was
in no hurry to educate Negroes, these black men and women knew
that the job had to be done, and they put their pride in their pockets
in order to do it. It is very hard to believe that they were in any way
inferior to the white men and women who opened those back doors....
But we must avoid the European error; we must not suppose that,
because the situation, the ways, the perceptions of black people so
radically differed from those of whites, they were racially superior.
I am proud of these people not because of their color but because of
their intelligence and their spiritual force and their beauty. The country should be proud of them, too, but, alas, not many people in this
country even know of their existence. And the reason for this ignorance is that a knowledge of the role these people played—and play—
in American life would reveal more about America to Americans
than Americans wish to know....

versatility,

When I was very young, and was dealing with my buddies* in those wineand urine-stained hallways, something in me wondered, What will happen to
all that beauty? For black people, though I am aware that some of us, black
and white, do not know it yet, are very beautiful. And when I sat at Elijah’s
table and watched the baby, the women, and the men, and we talked about
God’s—or Allah’s—vengeance, I wondered, when that vengeance was
achieved, What will happen to all that beauty then? I could also see that the
intransigence and ignorance of the white world might make that vengeance
inevitable—a vengeance that does not really depend on, and cannot really
be executed by, any person or organization, and that cannot be prevented
by any police force or army: historical vengeance, a cosmic vengeance,
based on the law that we recognize when we say, “Whatever goes up must
come down.” And here we are, at the center of the arc, trapped* in the
gaudiest*, most valuable, and most improbable water wheel the world has
ever seen. Everything now, we must assume, is in our hands; we have no
right to assume otherwise. If we—and now I mean the relatively conscious
whites and the relatively conscious blacks, who must, like lovers, insist on,
or create, the consciousness of the others—do not falter* in our duty now,
we may be able, handful that we are, to end the racial nightmare, and achieve
our country, and change the history of the world. If we do not now dare
everything, the fulfillment of that prophecy, re-created from the Bible in
song by a slave, is upon us: God gave Noah the rainbow sign, No more
water, the fire next time!

partners, friends

crowds
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1. In this prose passage the tragedy described is actual and all-too-real. What is this tragedy? What natural metaphors are used to
suggest the certainty of tragedy? What is the meaning of the biblical prophecy at the end of this passage?
2. How is it suggested that there might be a kind of victory within the tragedy spoken of here?
3. Does the text create images of race, women, money or other socially central themes? Are these images problematic: if
so, why?
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Lawrence Ferlinghetti (1919-)
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Constantly risking absurdity
and death
whenever he performs*
above the heads
of his audience
the poet like an acrobat
climbs on rime*
to a high wire of his own making
and balancing on eye beams*
above a sea of faces
paces* his way
to the other side of day
performing entrechats*
and sleight-of-foot* tricks
and other high theatrics*
and all without mistaking
any thing
for what it may not be
For he’s the super* realist
who must perforce* perceive
taut* truth
before the taking of each stance* or step
in his supposed advance
toward that still higher perch*
where Beauty stands* and waits
with gravity*
to start her death-defying leap*
And he
a little charleychaplin man
who may or may not catch
her fair* eternal form
spreadeagled* in the empty air
of existence

carries out his task

archaic variation of rhyme

rays

walks

a leap in ballet with one or
more crossing of the legs
while in the air
prestidigitation, jugglery
theatrical actions

magic, superb, outstanding
unavoidably, (forzosamente)
a close drawing together of
all parts, tight, tense
position of the body

seat, place, position
is
solemnity
(salto mortal)

(bella)
extended as a flying eagle

1. What do you think the shape of the poem imitates? What other poets you have read remind you of this kind of presentation?
2. What similarities does this poem have with other works of this Anthology?
3. Compare this poem with William Carlos Williams' poems.
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1948

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a fullsummer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The
people of the village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank,
around ten o’clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two
days; and had to be started on June 26th, but in this village, where there were only about
three hundred people, the whole lottery took only about two hours, so it could begin at ten
o’clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for
noon dinner.
The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and
the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly
for a while before they broke into boisterous* play, and their talk was still of the
classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands*. Bobby Martin had already stuffed*
his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, selecting the
smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix—the villagers pronounced this name “Dellacroy”—eventually made a great pile* of stones in one
corner of the square and guarded it against the raids* of the other boys. The girls stood
aside, talking among themselves, looking over their shoulders at the boys, and the very
small children rolled in the dust or clung* to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.
Soon the men began to gather*, surveying their own children, speaking of planting
and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the
corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women,
wearing faded* house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They
greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands.
Soon the women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the
children came reluctantly*, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin
ducked* under his mother’s grasping* hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of
stones. His father spoke up sharply*, and Bobby came quickly and took his place
between his father and his oldest brother.
The lottery was conducted—as were the square dances, the teen-ag e club, the Halloween program—by Mr. Summers, who had time and energy to devote* to civic activities. He
was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal* business, and people were sorry for
him, because he had no children and his wife was a scold*. When he arrived in the
square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the
villagers, and he waved and called, “Little late today, folks.” The postmaster, Mr.
Graves, followed him, carrying a three-legged stool, and the stool* was put in the center
of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their
distance, leaving a space between themselves and the stool, and when Mr. Summers said,
“Some of you fellows want to give me a hand?” there was a hesitation before two men,
Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady* on the stool
while Mr. Summers stirred* up the papers inside it.
The original paraphernalia* for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box
now resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest
man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a
new box, but no one liked to upset* even as much tradition as was represented by the
black box. There was a story that the present* box had been made with some pieces of the
box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled
down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking
again about a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade* off without
anything’s being done. The black box grew shabbier* each year; by now it was no longer
completely black but splintered* badly along one side to show the original wood color,
and in some places faded* or stained*.
Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until
Mr. Summers had stirred* the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the
ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips
of paper substituted for the chips* of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of
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wood, Mr. Summers had argued, had been all very well when the village was tiny*, but
now that the population was more than three hundred and likely* to keep on growing, it
was necessary to use something that would fit more easily into the black box. The night
before the lottery, Mr. Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips* of paper and put
them into the box, and it was then taken to the safe* of Mr. Summers’ coal company and
locked up until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of
the year, the box was put away, sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent*
one year in Mr. Graves’ barn* and another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes
it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.
There was a great deal of fussing* to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery
open. There were the lists to make up—of heads of families, heads of households in each
family, members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of
Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people
remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, performed by the official of the
lottery, a perfunctory*, tuneless chant that had been rattled* off duly each year; some
people believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang
it, others believed that he was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years
ago this part of the ritual had been allowed to lapse*. There had been, also, a ritual salute,
which the official of the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who came up to
draw from the box, but this also had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary
only for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at
all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly on the
black box, he seemed very proper* and important as he talked interminably to Mr. Graves
and the Martins.
Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs.
Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her
shoulders, and slid* into place in the back of the crowd. “Clean forgot what day it was,”
she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. “Thought
my old man was out back stacking* wood,” Mrs. Hutchinson went on, “and then I looked
out the window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh
and came a-running.” She dried her hands on her apron*, and Mrs. Delacroix said,
“You’re in time, though. They’re still talking away up there.”
Mrs. Hutchinson craned* her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband
and children standing near the front. She tapped* Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell
and began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated goodhumoredly to
let her through; two or three people said, in voices just loud enough to be heard across the
crowd, “Here comes your Mrs., Hutchinson,” and “Bill, she made it after all.” Mrs.
Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, “Thought we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie.” Mrs. Hutchinson
said, grinning*, “Wouldn’t have me leave m’dishes in the sink*, now, would you, Joe?”
and soft laughter ran through the crowd as the people stirred* back into position after Mr.
Hutchinson’s arrival.
“Well, now,” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get started*, get this over
with*, so’s we can go back to work. Anybody ain’t here?*”
“Dunbar,” several people said. “Dunbar, Dunbar.”
Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar,” he said. “That’s right. He’s broke
his leg, hasn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?*”
“Me, I guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. “Wife draws*
for her husband,” Mr. Summers said. “Don’t you have a grown boy to do it for you,
Janey?” Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer
perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions
formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar
answered.
“Horace’s not but sixteen yet,” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. “Guess I gotta fill in* for
the old man this year.”
“Right,” Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked,
“Watson boy drawing this year?”
A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I’m drawing for m’mother and
me.” He blinked his eyes* nervously and ducked* his head as several voices in the crowd said
things like “Good fellow, Jack,” and “Glad to see your mother’s got a man to do it.”
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“Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man Warner make it?”
“Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded*.
A sudden hush* fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the
list. “All ready?” he called. “Now, I’ll read the names—heads of families first—and the
men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded* in your hand
without looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?”
The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions;
most of them were quiet, wetting* their lips, not looking around. Then Mr. Summers
raised one hand high and said, “Adams.” A man disengaged* himself from the crowd and
came forward. “Hi, Steve,” Mr. Summers said, and Mr. Adams said, “Hi, Joe.” They
grinned* at one another humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the
black box and took out a folded* paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and
went hastily* back to his place in the crowd, where he stood a little apart from his family,
not looking down at his hand.
“Allen,” Mr. Summers said. “Anderson.... Bentham.”
“Seems like there’s no time at all between lotteries any more,” Mrs. Delacroix said to
Mrs. Graves in the back row. “Seems like we got through with the last one only last
week.”
“Time sure goes fast,” Mrs. Graves said.
“Clark.... Delacroix.”
“There goes my old man,” Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband
went forward.
“Dunbar,” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily* to the box while one of
the women said, “Go on, Janey,” and another said, “There she goes.”
“We’re next,” Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the
side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely, and selected a slip* of paper from the box.
By now, all through the crowd there were men holding the small folded* papers in their
large hands, turning them over and over nervously. Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood
together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip of paper.
“Harburt . . . Hutchinson.”
“Get up there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed.
“Jones.”
“They do say,” Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, “that over
in the north village they’re talking of giving up* the lottery.”
Old Man Warner snorted*. “Pack* of crazy fools,” he said. “Listening to the young
folks, nothing’s good enough for them. Next thing you know, they’ll be wanting to go
back to living in caves, nobody work any more, live that way for a while. Used to be a
saying about ‘Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.’ First thing you know, we’d all be
eating stewed* chickenweed* and acorns*. There’s always been a lottery,” he added
petulantly*. “Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there joking with everybody.”
“Some places have already quit* lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said.
“Nothing but trouble in that,” Old Man Warner said stoutly*. “Pack* of young fools.”
“Martin.” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. “Overdyke.... Percy.”
“I wish they’d hurry,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish they’d hurry.”
“They’re almost through,” her son said.
“You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs. Dunbar said.
Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped* forward precisely and selected a
slip from the box. Then he called, “Warner.”
“Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery,” Old Man Warner said as he went through
the crowd. “Seventy-seventh time.”
“Watson.” The tall boy came awkwardly* through the crowd. Someone said, “Don’t
be nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said, “Take your time, son.”
“Zanini.”
After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers, holding his
slip of paper in the air, said, “All right, fellows.” For a minute, no one moved, and then all
the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saying,
“Who is it?” “Who’s got it?” “Is it the Dunbars?” “Is it the Watsons?” Then the voices
began to say, “It’s Hutchinson. It’s Bill,” “Bill Hutchinson’s got it.”
“Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.
People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing
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quiet, staring* down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to
Mr. Summers, “You didn’t give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you.
It wasn’t fair!”
“Be a good sport*, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, “All of us
took the same chance*.”
“Shut up*, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.
“Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and now we’ve got to
be hurrying a little more to get done in time.” He consulted his next list. “Bill,” he said,
“you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households* in the Hutchinsons?”
“There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled*. “Make them take their chance!”
“Daughters draw* with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mr. Summers said gently.
“You know that as well as anyone else.”
“It wasn’t fair*,” Tessie said.
“I guess not, Joe,” Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. “My daughter draws* with her
husband’s family, that’s only fair. And I’ve got no other family except the kids*.”
“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it’s you,” Mr. Summers said in
explanation, “and as far as drawing for households* is concerned, that’s you, too. Right?”
“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.
“How many kids, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked formally.
“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said. “There’s Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little Dave. And
Tessie and me.”
“All right, then,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you got their tickets back?”
Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. “Put them in the box, then,” Mr.
Summers directed. “Take Bill’s and put it in.”
“I think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. “I tell
you it wasn’t fair*. You didn’t give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that.”
Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box, and he dropped all the
papers but those onto the ground, where the breeze caught them and lifted them off*.
“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.
“Ready, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance*
around at his wife and children, nodded.
“Remember,” Mr. Summers said, “take the slips and keep them folded until each
person has taken one. Harry, you help little Dave,” Mr. Graves took the hand of the little
boy, who came willingly with him up to the box. “Take a paper out of the box, Davy,”
Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and laughed. “Take just one paper,”
Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you hold it for him.” Mr. Graves took the child’s hand and
removed the folded paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him
and looked up at him wonderingly*.
“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed
heavily as she went forward, switching* her skirt, and took a slip daintily* from the box.
“Bill, Jr.,” Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge*, nearly
knocked the box over as he got a paper out. “Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. She hesitated
for a minute, looking around defiantly*, and then set her lips and went up to the box. She
snatched* a paper out and held it behind her.
“Bill,” Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around,
bringing his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.
The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,” and the sound of the
whisper reached the edges* of the crowd.
“It’s not the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner said clearly. “People ain’t the way
they used to be.”
“All right,” Mr. Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave’s.”
Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh* through the crowd
as he held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill, Jr., opened
theirs at the same time, and both beamed* and laughed, turning around to the crowd and
holding their slips of paper above their heads.
“Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill
Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank*.
“It’s Tessie,” Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed*. “Show us her paper, Bill.”
Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It
had a black spot on it, the black spot* Mr. Summers had made the night before with the
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heavy pencil in the coal-company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir*
in the crowd.
“All right, folks,” Mr. Summers said. “Let’s finish quickly.”
Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still
remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there
were stones on the ground with the blowing scraps* of paper that had come out of the box.
Mrs. Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned
to Mrs. Dunbar. “Come on,” she said. “Hurry up.”
Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping* for breath, “I can’t
run at all. You’ll have to go ahead and I’ll catch up with you.”
The children had stones already, and someone gave little Davy Hutchinson a few
pebbles*.
Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared* space by now, and she held her
hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her. “It isn’t fair,” she said. A stone hit
her on the side of the head.
Old Man Warner was saying, “Come on, come on, everyone.” Steve Adams was in the
front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.
“It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her.
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1. a) Where do you think "The Lottery" takes place? Is the village located in a specific geographic area?
b) What purpose do you suppose the writer has in making this setting appear so familiar and ordinary?
2. a) In the very first paragraphs, what clues or foreshadowing devices does the narrative provide that hint at a violent conclusion?
b) At what point do you sense that Mrs. Hutchinson will be the victim?
3. Take a close look at the description of the black wooden box (41-51) and of the black spot on the fatal slip of paper (235). What
do these objects suggest to you? Are there any other symbols in the story?
4. a) Describe the point of view of the story. Is it best described as third-person limited, omniscient, or dramatic? What seems to
be the position from which the narrator sees and describes the events? How much extra information does the narrator
provide?
b) Does the narrator express anywhere any opinion about the events connected with the lottery? Exactly what in the story
makes her attitude clear to us?
5. What do you make of Old Man Warner's saying, "Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon"?
6. Does the conclusion of “The Lottery” seem to come as a surprise? In retrospect, are there hints earlier in the story about what
is to come? Discuss how you perceived these hints before and after you read the conclusion?
7. a) What do you think is the most forceful point that the story is driving at? Consider each of the following interpretations and,
looking at the story, see if you can find any evidence for it.
The story concerns itself with a primitive fertility rite and playfully transfers it to a small town in North America.
This story, written soon after World War II, indirectly expresses horror at the Holocaust. It assumes deeds such as the
massacre of the Jews which was carried out by unwitting, obedient people, like these villagers.
This story is a satire on our own society, in which men are selected for the army by lottery.
This is a story well written and entertaining which does so by way of shocking and signifies nothing at all.
b) What is the significance of the fact that the original box has been lost and many parts of the ritual have been forgotten?
8. A scapegoat, in the ritual of purification described in the old testament (Leviticus 16), was an actual goat that was released into
the wilderness after having been ceremonially heaped with the “iniquities” of the people (Leviticus 16:22). What traces of such
a ritual are suggested in “The Lottery” by references to things like the abandoned salute and the recital, and also the jingle
“Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon”?
9. a) What different attitudes towards the ritual are represented by (a) Mr. Summer, (b) Old Man Warner, (c) Mr. and Mrs. Adams,
(d) Mrs. Hutchinson, (e) the villagers in general?
b) What is the attitude of the narrator?
10. a) Can you think of any other kinds of rituals apart from those above mentioned that are retained today by our society even
though their basis in belief is now remote or even nonexistent?
b) By transforming a primitivistic ritual into a modern setting, the author is able to say something about human nature and
human society. What?
11. What makes the conclusion convincing? What springs out of our minds because of the shocking conclusion?
12. What idea or ideas do you think Jackson is asserting by making the characters in “The Lottery” seem to be just plain, ordinary
folks? What would the story have been like if the people had been criminals? If they had all been devil worshippers?
13. Ritual taboo wipes out sacrifice and at the same time integrates society under its own idol. In what sense is this idea exemplified
in the story?
14. What is the most fundamental irony of the story?
15. a) In what sense is the rite of the lottery similar to the one that takes place in Robert Frost's "The Draft Horse"? Find similarities
between the couple's behavior and beliefs of Frost's poem and those of people in "The Lottery".
b) "The Lottery" invites comparison with Hawthorne's "Young Goodman Brown": in each, an entire community is seen to take
part in a horrifying rite. Are there any other stories sharing the same vision of a similar human situation? Which?
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What thoughts I have of you tonight, Walt Whitman, 1 for
I walked down the sidestreets under the trees with a headache
self-conscious looking at the full moon.
In my hungry fatigue, and shopping for images, I went
into the neon fruit supermarket, dreaming of your enumerations! 2
What peaches and what penumbras! Whole families shopping at
night! Aisles full of husbands! Wives in the avocados*, babies in the
tomatoes!—and you, Garcia Lorca, 3 what were you doing down by the
watermelons?

2

Many of Whitman’s
poems contain
long lists.
(aguacates)
Spanish surrealist
poet and playwright
(1896-1936) whose
late poetry became
progressively more
like prose.
3

I saw you, Walt Whitman, childless, lonely old grubber, poking
among the meats in the refrigerator and eyeing the grocery boys.
I heard you asking questions of each: Who killed the pork chops?
What price bananas? Are you my Angel?
I wandered in and out of the brilliant stacks of cans following you,
and followed in my imagination by the store detective.
We strode down the open corridors together in our solitary fancy
tasting artichokes, possessing every frozen delicacy, and never passing
the cashier.
Where are we going, Walt Whitman? The doors close in an hour.
Which way does your beard point tonight?
(I touch your book and dream of our odyssey in the supermarket and
feel absurd.)
Will we walk all night through solitary streets? The trees add shade
to shade, lights out in the houses, we’ll both be lonely.
Will we stroll dreaming of the lost America of love past blue automobiles in driveways, home to our silent cottage?
Ah, dear father, graybeard, lonely old courage-teacher, what America
did you have when Charon 4 quit poling his ferry and you got out on a
smoking bank and stood watching the boat disappear on the black
waters of Lethe? 5

Boatman in Greek
mythology who
ferried the souls of
the dead across the
river Styx into
Hades, the
underworld.
4

The river of
forgetfulness in
Hades. The dead
drank from this river
and forgot their
former lives.
5

1. The speaker of the poem goes "shopping for images" in the "neon fruit supermarket". What kinds of images does he "buy"? Who
else is "shopping"?
2. a) What effect is produced by placing Whitman and Lorca in the market?
b) Why is it appropriate that Whitman appeared as a central figure in this poem?
3. To what extent do we find Whitman-like enumerations in this work? What is the effect of such enumerations?
4. What is "the lost America of love"? Where was it "found" before it was "lost"?
5. The poem closes with Whitman on the shores of the nether world of Greek mythology. What does this final image suggest about
the speaker's attitude toward America?
6

Why is this a poem? What poetic devices are employed here? To what extent might it make more sense to consider this prose
rather than poetry?
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Jack Kerouac (1922-1969)
Extracts from The Dharma* Bums
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The snow deepened and hail* began to pelt* our red weatherbeaten faces
and finally Happy yelled* from up ahead, “We’re almost there now.” I was cold
and wet. I got off the horse and simply led her up the trail*; she grunted* a kind
of groan* of relief to be rid of the weight and followed me obediently. She
already had quite a load of supplies, anyway. “There she is!” yelled Happy and
in the swirled *-across top-of-the-world fog * I saw a funny little peaked, almost
Chinese cab in among little pointy firs* and boulders*, standing on a bald rock top
surrounded by snowbanks and patches of wet grass with tiny* flowers.
I gulped*. It was too dark and dismal to like it. “This will be my home and resting
place all summer?”
We trudged* on to the log corral built by some old lookout* of the thirties and
tethered* the animals and took down the packs. Happy went up and took the weather
door off and got the keys and opened her up, and inside it was all gray dank* gloomy
muddy* floor with rain-stained walls and a dismal* wooden bunk* with a mattress
made of ropes (so as not to attract lightning) and the windows completely impenetrable with dust and worst of all the floor littered* with magazines torn and chewed up
by mice and pieces of groceries too and uncountable little black balls of rat turd*.
“Well,” said Wally showing his long teeth at me, “it’s gonna take you a long time
to clean up this mess, hey? Start in right now by taking all those leftover canned
goods off the shelf and running a wet soapy rag over that filthy* shelf.” Which I did,
and I had to do, I was getting paid.
But good old Happy got a roaring* woodfire going in the potbelly stove and put
on a pot of water and dumped* half a can of coffee in it and yelled, “Ain’t nothing
like real strong coffee. Up in this country, boy, we want coffee that’ll make your hair
stand on end.”
I looked out the windows: fog. “How high are we?”
“Six thousand and half feet*.”
“Well how can I see any fires? There’s nothing but fog out there.”
“In a couple of days it’ll all blow away and you’ll be able to see for a hundred
miles in every direction, don’t worry”
But I didn’t believe it. I remembered Han Shan talking about the fog on Cold
Mountain, how it never went away; I began to appreciate Han Shan’s hardihood*.
Happy and Wally went out with me and we spent some time putting up the anemometer pole and doing other chores*, then Happy went in and started a crackling* supper
on the stove frying Spam* with eggs. We drank coffee deep, and had a rich good
meal. Wally unpacked the two-way battery radio and contacted Ross Float. Then they
curled up in their sleeping bags for a night’s rest, on the floor, while I slept on the
damp bunk* in my own bag.
In the morning it was still gray fog and wind. They got the animals ready and
before leaving turned and said to me, “Well, do you still like Desolation Peak?”
And Happy: “Don’t forget what I told ya about answering your own questions
now. And if a bear comes by* and looks in your window just close your eyes.”
The windows howled* as they rode out of sight in the mist among the gnarled*
rock-top trees and pretty soon I couldn’t see them any more and I was alone on
Desolation Peak for all I knew for eternity, I was sure I wasn’t going to come out of
there alive anyway. I was trying to see the mountains but only occasional gaps in the
blowing fog would reveal distant dim shapes. I gave up and went in and spent a whole
day cleaning out the mess in the cabin.
At night I put on my poncho over my rain jacket and warm clothing and went out
to meditate on the foggy* top of the world. Here indeed was the Great Truth Cloud,
Dharmamega, the ultimate goal. I began to see my first star at ten, and suddenly some
of the white mist parted* and I thought I saw mountains, immense black gooky* shapes
across the way, stark* black and white with snow on top, so near, suddenly, I a lmost

(granizo) / stone
shouted
path / growled
(gruñido)

(arremolinado ) / (niebla)
pine trees / big
stones
very small
swallowed
walked laboriously or
with difficulty / (vigía)
tied
wet, disagreable,
damp and cold
slushy / dark / (camastro)
dirtied
excrement, (zurullo)

dirty

(fogoso, furioso, enorme, muy vivo)
poured

(2.000 metros)

boldness, daring, (osadía, arrojo, audacia, temeridad)
tasks / rustling
canned meat by
that label

(camastro)

(se deja caer por aquí)
yelled / (nudosos)

(nebuloso)
vanished / any thick
messy substance
completely, wholly
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jumped. At eleven I could see the evening star over Canada, north way, and
thought I could detect an orange sash of sunset behind the fog but all this was
taken out of my mind by the sound of pack rats scratching at my cellar door. In the
attic little diamond mice skittered* on black feet among oats and bits of rice and
old rigs left up there by a generation of Desolation losers. “Ugh, ow,” I thought,
“will I get to like this? And if I don’t, how do I get to leave?” The only thing was
to go to bed and stick my head under the down*. [...]

passed, ran

(del plumón, del saco
de dormir)
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Lo, in the morning I woke up and it was beautiful blue sunshine sky and I went out
in my alpine yard and there it was, everything Japhy said it was, hundreds of miles of
pure snow-covered rocks and virgin lakes and high timber, and below, instead of the
world, I saw a sea of marshmallow* clouds flat as a roof and extending miles and
miles in every direction, creaming all the valleys, what they call low-level clouds, on
my 6600-foot pinnacle* it was all far below me. I brewed* coffee on the stove and
came out and warmed my mist-drenched bones in the hot sun of my little woodsteps.
I said “Tee tee” to a big furry* cony* and he calmly enjoyed a minute with me
gazing* at the sea of clouds. I made bacon and eggs, dug a garbage pit* a hundred
yards down the trail, hauled wood and identified landmarks with my panoramic and
firefinder and named all the magic rocks and clefts*, names Japhy had sung to me so
often: Jack Mountain, Mount Terror, Mount Fury, Mount Challenger, Mount Despair,
Golden Horn, Sourdough, Crater Peak, Ruby, Mount Baker bigger than the world in the
western distance, Jackass Mountain, Crooked Thumb Peak, and the fabulous names of
the creeks: Three Fools, Cinnamon, Trouble, Lightning and Freezeout. And it was all
mine, not another human pair of eyes in the world were looking at this immense
cycloramic* universe of matter. I had a tremendous sensation of its dreamlikeness
which never left me all that summer and in fact grew and grew, especially when I stood
on my head to circulate my blood, right on top of the mountain, using a burlap* bag for
a head mat, and then the mountains looked like little bubbles hanging in the
void* upsidedown. In fact I realized they were upsidedown and I was upsidedown!
There was nothing here to hide the fact of gravity holding us upsidedown against a
surface globe of earth in infinite empty space. And suddenly I realized I was truly
alone and had nothing to do but feed myself and rest and amuse myself, and nobody
could criticize. The little flowers grew everywhere around the rocks, and no one had
asked them to grow, or me to grow.
In the afternoon the marshmallow roof of clouds blew away in patches* and Ross
Lake was open to my sight, a beautiful cerulean* pool far below with tiny toy boats of
vacationists, the boats themselves too far to see, just the pitiful little tracks they left
rilling* in the mirror lake. You could see pines reflected upsidedown in the lake
pointing to infinity. Late afternoon I lay in the grass with all that glory before me and
grew a little bored and thought, “There’s nothing there because I don’t care.”
Then I jumped up and began singing and dancing and whistling through my teeth
far across Lightning Gorge and it was too immense for an echo. Behind the shack*
was a huge snowfield that would provide me with fresh drinking water till September,
just a bucket a day let melt* in the house, to dip into with a tin cup, cold ice water. I
was feeling happier than in years and years, since childhood, I felt deliberate* and
glad and solitary. “Buddy-o, yiddam, diddam dee,” I sang, walking around kicking
rocks. Then my first sunset came and it was unbelievable. The mountains were covered
with pink snow, the clouds were distant and frilly* and like ancient remote cities of
Buddhaland splendor, the wind worked incessantly, whish*, whish, booming at times,
rattling my ship. The new moon disk was prognathic* and secretly funny in the pale
plank of blue over the monstrous shoulders of haze that rose fro m Ross Lake. Sharp jags*
p o p p e d * up from behind slopes, like childhood mountains I grayly drew. Somewhere, it seemed, a golden festival of rejoicement was taking place. In my diary I
wrote, “Oh I’m happy!” In the late day peaks I saw the hope. [...]

(malvavisco)

(pináculo) / made
(peludo) / rabbit
looking fixedly /
hole, (foso)
cracks

circular panorama
as of the sky
(arpillera)

emptiness

pieces
deep blue like a
clear sky
flowing

hut, (cobertizo)

thawed
resolute, purposeful

ruffled, (con volantes)
whiz, soundmade bythefriction
of a body moving through
the air at great speed

having a projecting jaw
sharp projections on
an edge or surface
appeared

34
[...] On my calendar I ringed off* the fifty-fifth day.

(arranqué de la anilla)
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My hair was long, my eyes pure blue in the mirror, my skin tanned* and happy.
All night gales* of soaking rain again, autumn rain, but I warm as toast in my bag
dreaming of long infantry-scouting movements in the mountains; cold wild morning
with high wind, racing fogs, racing clouds, sudden bright suns, the pristine* light on
hill patches and my fire roaring with three big logs as I exulted to hear Burnie Byers
over the radio telling all his lookouts to come down that very day. The season was
over. I paced in the windy yard with cup of coffee forked* in my thumb singing
“Blubbery dubbery the chipmunk’s in the grass.” There he was, my chipmunk*, in
the bright clear windy sunny air staring on the rock; hands clasping he sat up
straight, some little oat between his paws; he nibbled*, he darted away, the litt le
nutty* lord of all he surveyed. At dusk, big wall of clouds from the north coming in.
“Brrr,” I said. And I’d sing “Yar, but my she was yar!” meaning my shack all
summer, how the wind hadn’t blown it away, and I said “Pass pass pass, that which
passes through everything!” Sixty sunsets had I seen revolve on that perpendicular
hill. The vision of the freedom of eternity was mine forever. The chipmunk ran into
the rocks and a butterfly came out. It was as simple as that. Birds flew over the shack rejoicing;
they had a mile-long patch of sweet blue-berries all the way down to the timberline *. For the
last time I went out to the edge of Lightning Gorge where the little outhouse was
built right on the precipice of a steep gulch*. Here, sitting every day for sixty days,
in fog or in moonlight or in sunny day or in darkest night, I had always seen the little
twisted gnarly* trees that seemed to grow right out of the midair* rock.
And suddenly it seemed I saw that unimaginable little Chinese bum standing
there, in the fog, with that expressionless humor on his seamed* face. It wasn’t the
real-life Japhy of rucksacks* and Buddhism studies and big mad parties at Corte
Madera, it was the realer-than-life Japhy of my dreams, and he stood there saying
nothing. “Go away, thieves of the mind!” he cried down the hollows* of the
unbelievable Cascades. It was Japhy who had advised me to come here and now
though he was seven thousand miles away in Japan answering the meditation bell (a
little bell he later sent to my mother in the mail, just because she was my mother, a
gift to please her) he seemed to be standing on Desolation Peak by the gnarled old
rocky trees certifying and justifying all that was here. “Japhy,” I said out loud, “I
don’t know when we’ll meet again or what’ll happen in the future, but Desolation,
Desolation, I owe so much to Desolation, thank you forever for guiding me to the
place where I learned all. Now comes the sadness of coming back to cities and I’ve
grown two months older and there’s all that humanity of bars and burlesque shows
and gritty* love, all upsidedown in the void God bless them, but Japhy you and me
forever we know, O ever youthful, O ever weeping.” Down on the lake rosy reflections
of celestial vapor appeared, and I said “God, I love you” and looked up to the sky
and really meant it. “I have fallen in love with you, God. Take care of us all, one way
or the other.”
To the children and the innocent it’s all the same.
And in keeping with Japhy’s habit of always getting down on one knee and
delivering a little prayer to the camp we left, to the one in the Sierra, and the others in
Marin, and the little prayer of gratitude he had delivered to Sean’s shack the day he
sailed away, as I was hiking* down the mountain with my pack I turned and knelt on
the trail and said “Thank you, shack.” Then I added “Blah,” with a little grin*,
because I knew that shack and that mountain would understand what that meant, and
turned and went on down the trail back to this world.

browned
storms

spotless

(cogida, atenazada)
ground squirrel

gnawed at
crazy

line above which no
trees grow
ravine in which a
torrent flows
knobby, twisted /
rock appearing to
be in the middle
of the air
wrinkled, (arrugada)
(mochilas)

valleys

hard, discomforting

walking across
country
toothy smile

1. On his second day in Desolation Park, the narrator says, "in the late day peaks I saw the hope." What hope do you think
he is talking about?
2. What did the narrator find during his two months on the mountains apart from hope?
3. a) What did the experience on the mountains remind him of from his past life? Why did he leave the mountains?
b) Why was the time on the mountains important in his life?
c) Does he want to be apart from city life?
4. According to Buddhism life is filled with suffering caused by human desires, and suffering ceases with the elimination of
desires. There are eight paths to reach the Dharma or ideal truth: right speech, conduct, occupation, effort (for the good),
contemplation, ecstasy (by meditation), belief and resolve. Does the title seem appropriate to the experience of the
narrator? What are the connections?
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James Dickey (1923-)

Cherrylog Road

5

1963

Off Highway 106
At Cherrylog Road I entered
The ’34 Ford without wheels,
Smothered* in kudzu*,
With a seat pulled out* to run*
Corn whiskey down from the hills,

40

(Ahogado) / prostrate vine fo r hay
and forage
(retirado) / (acarrear)
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And then from the other side
Crept* into an Essex
With a rumble* seat of red leather
And then out again, aboard*
A blue Chevrolet, releasing*
The rust* from its other color,
Reared up* on three building blocks.
None had the same body heat;
I changed with them inward, toward
The weedy* heart of the junkyard,
For I knew that Doris Holbrook
Would escape from her father at noon
And would come from the farm
To seek* parts owned by the sun
Among the abandoned chassis,
Sitting in each in turn
As I did, leaning* forward *
As in a wild stock-car* race
In the parking lot of the dead.
Time after time, I climbed in
And out the other side, like
An envoy* or movie star
Met at the station by crickets*.
A radiator cap* raised its head,

(Me arrastré)
(trasero)

The glass panel in between
Lady and colored driver
Not all the way broken out,
The back-seat phone
Still on its hook*.
I got in as though to exclaim,
“Let us go to the orphan asylum,
John; I have some old toys
For children who say their prayers.’’

(horquilla, gancho)

(a bordo)
letting out, (soltando)
(óxido)

50

(levantado por
atr ás)

(lleno de hier bajos)
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search for
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(inclinado) / (hacia
delante)
strengthened car
for racing

65

I popped* with sweat as I thought
I heard Doris Holbrook scrape*
Like a mouse in the southern-state sun
That was eating the paint in blisters*
From a hundred car tops and hoods*.
She was tapping like code*,

burst like pop corn

Loosening the screws*,
Carrying of headlights*,
Sparkplugs*, bumpers*,
Cracked mirrors and gear-knobs*,
Getting ready, already,
To go back with something to show

(tornillos)

Other than her lips’ new trembling
I would hold to me soon, soon,
Where I sat in the ripped* back seat
Talking over the interphone,
Praying* for Doris Holbrook
To come from her father’s farm

(pasar rozando)

(ampollas)
(capós)
transmitting messages like by secret
signals

(faros delanteros)
(Bugías) / (parachoques)
(bolas o pomos de
las palancas de
cambio)

(rasgado)

Earning

representative
(grillos)
(tapa, tapón)

Become a real toad or a kingsnake*
As I neared the hub* of the yard,
Passing through many states,
Many lives, to reach
Some grandmother’s long Pierce-Arrow*
Sending platters* of blindness forth

(serpiente)

From its nickel hubcaps*
And spilling its tender upholstery*
On sleepy roaches*,

(tapacubos)

70

(centro, eje)

elegant type of car
built in 1936-38
gramophone
records

75

(tapicería)
(cucarachas, escarabajos)

And to get back there
With no trace* of me on her face
To be seen by her red-haired father
Who would change, in the squalling * barn*,
Her back’s pale skin with a strop*,
Then lay for me*
In a bootlegger*’s roasting* car
With a string-triggered 12-gauge* shotgun
To blast* the breath from the air.
Not cut by the jagged* windshields*,
Through the acres of wrecks* she came
With a wrench* in her hand,

(huella)

(tempestuosa) / (establo)
leather strap used
for beating
(recostarse para
que la folle)
(contrabandista de
alcohol) / (achicharrante)
(calibre)
blow up
indented / (limpiaparabrisas)
(chatarra)
(llave inglesa)
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Through dust where the blacksnake* dies
Of boredom, and the beetle* knows
The compost* has no more life.
Someone outside would have seen
The oldest car’s door inexplicably
Close from within:

long snake

I held* her and held her and held her,
Convoyed* at terrific speed
By the stalled*, dreaming traffic around us,
So the blacksnake, stiff*
With inaction, curved* back
Into life, and hunted* the mouse

(apreté)

(escarabajo)

95

manure for
growing
plants

100

Escorted,
Guided
(parado)

(muelles)

That burst* from the seat at our backs.
We left by separate* doors
Into the changed, other bodies
Of cars, she down Cherrylog Road
And I to my motorcycle
Parked like the soul of the junkyard*

(reventaron)

(tiesa)
bent
caught,
trapped

105

With deadly * overexcitement,
The beetles* reclaimed their field
As we clung*, glued together,

With the hooks of the seat springs*
Working through to catch us red-handed*
Amidst the gray breathless batting*

terribly
(escarabajos)
held on tight

Restored, a bicycle fleshed
With power, and tore off*
Up Highway 106, continually
Drunk on the wind in my mouth,
Wringing* the handlebar* for speed,
Wild to be wreckage* forever.

(in fraganti)
(golpeteo)

opposite

(depósito de
chatarra, desguace)

(arranqué)

squeezing tight ly / (manillar)
(chatarra)

1. Describe the scene of the action of the poem. Is it specific or general?
2. Why has the speaker come to the auto junkyard? Who has come there to be with him? For what purpose?
3. What sorts of things does the speaker imagine about the old cars?
4. How do the speaker and Doris get to the “long Pierce-Arrow” in the middle of the junkyard? What can you conclude
about the nature of the setting in the poem in the light of the answer to this question?
5. Why is the speaker apprehensive about Doris’s father?
6. How do the speaker and Doris leave? How is Doris to justify her having gone to the junkyard?
7. As developed in the poem, how strong or how fully explained are the emotional ties between the speaker and Doris?
8. Why is the speaker “Wild to be wreckage forever”? How does this line pull together the setting, action, and emotional
impact of the poem?

NOTE: In this poem, artifacts are inseparable from the action: The speaker has come to the scene on his motorcycle, and his woman

friend, Doris Holbrook, has come on the pretext of carrying away things such as headlights, bumpers, and gear-knobs for use on
her father’s farm. The speaker is concerned about secrecy because he fears that Doris’s father might go after him with a shotgun
if he found out that his daughter was sneaking off to make love in the junkyard. In order to get to the middle of the junkyard for
maximum privacy, both the speaker and Doris must make a path through a number of the cars in the yard, and many of these cars
suggest the lives of their former owners. Because of this close integration of setting and action, this poem is particularly locked in
the where and what of its present form. Before you can begin determining anything about the ideas in the poem, such as the
conclusions that young love is precarious and that young lovers must often resort to deception and ingenuity to be with each other,
you must first understand the details of the setting.
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Diane Wakoski (1937-)

Inside Out*
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10
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1965

I walk the purple carpet* into your eye,
carrying the silver butter server,
but a truck rumbles* by,
leaving its black tire prints* on my foot,
and old images—
the sound of banging* screen doors on hot afternoons
and a fly buzzing over Kool-Aid* spilled* on the sink*—
flicker*, as reflections on the metal surface.
Come in, you said,
inside your paintings, inside the blood factory, inside the
old songs that line* your hands, inside
eyes that change like I snowflake every second,

The inner tu rned outwards

(alfombra)

resounds, resonates
(huellas)

striking, slamming
soft drink / dropped /
wash-basin
shine, flash, sparkle

cover with lines

inside spinach leaves holding that one piece of gravel*,

sand, earth, soil

inside the whiskers* of a cat,

(bigotes), mouth's hairs or
bristles

inside your old hat, and most of all inside your mouth where you
grind* the pigments with your teeth, painting
with a broken bottle on the floor, and painting
with an ostrich* feather* on the moon that rolls* out of my mouth.
You cannot let me walk inside you too long
inside the veins* where my small feet touch
bottom*.
You must reach inside and pull me
like a silver bullet*
from your arm.

(mueles), triturate

(avestruz) / (pluma) / moves

(venas)
(fondo)

According to legend, silve r
bullets were used to kill
werewolves . The Lone Ranger,
of the radio and television
series popular in the 1940s
and 1950s, always used
silver bullets as a trademark
of his pursuit of justice.

1.

Who is the speaker? Who is the person being addressed? From what the speaker says in lines 15-19, what is the profession
of the addressee? What sort of relationship does the speaker have with him? How close, how intimate, are they? What
knowledge of domestic details do they have in common? How may this knowledge be used in the drawing of conclusions
about their relationship?

2.

What “inside out” details of the listener’s anatomy does the speaker mention? What do you think is meant by the poem’s title?

3.

Consider details of the eye and the veins as synecdoche, and the paintings and the old hat as metonymy. In the determination of the poem’s characterization of the “you” inside the poem, what do these details stand for?

4.

Consider the trucks’s black tire prints on the speaker’s foot (lines 3-4) as an instance of synaesthesia, that is, the
application of one set of sensuous references to another sense. What might this figure mean? Do the same for the mouth
with the ground pigments (lines 15-16), the ostrich feather and the rolling moon (line 18), and the walk inside the veins
(lines 19-20).

5.

What is meant by lines 19-24? Why, after the establishment of so personal and intimate a relationship, might the speaker
express the reservations that are contained here? Generally speaking, how might these lines be interpreted as a reflection
upon the paradoxical nature of the love relationship?

6.

Describe the implicit paradox in the speaker’s mentioning the red carpet in line 1 and the silver butter server in line 2.

383

Judith Minty (1937-)

Conjoined*

1981

Joined toguether,
(Aunados, conyugados, Yuntados)

a marriage poem
The onion in my cupboard, a monster, actually*
two joined under one transparent skin:
each half-round, then flat and deformed
where it pressed and grew against the other.
5

10

15

An accident, like the two-headed calf rooted
in one body, fighting to suck* at its mother’s teats*;
or like those other freaks, Chang and Eng*, twins
joined at the chest by skin and muscle, doomed
to live, even make love, together for sixty years.
Do you feel the skin that binds* us
together as we move, heavy in this house?
To sever* the muscle could free one,
but might kill the other. Ah, but men
don’t slice* onions in the kitchen, seldom see
what is invisible. We cannot escape each other.

(en efecto, en realidad)

(mamar) / breasts
The original and most
famous Siamese twins,
who were born in 1811.
They were never
separated but nevertheless fathered
twenty-two children.
They died in 1874.
ties, fastens

divide

cut

1. What are the two things —the “us” and “we” of lines 10 and 11— that are conjoined? Since this is “a marriage poem,”
might they be the man and the woman? Why might they also be considered as the body and soul of the speaker; or the
desire to be married and subordinated, on the one hand, and the desire to be free and in control of destiny, on the other?
2. Explore the metaphor of the onion and the similes of the two-headed calf and the Siamese twins. Why do you think the
poet introduces the words "monster", "accident", and "freaks" into these figures in lines 1, 5, and 7? In what sense do you
believe that these words are applicable to the nature and plight of women?
3. Explain what is meant by lines 12 and 13. Does the idea here, together with the last sentence in line 15, represent a
reconciliation, a decision to adjust, a reluctant concession, or an angry admission of defeat?
4. Is it true that all “men/ don’t slice onions in the kitchen, seldom see / what is invisible”? Explain.
5. Temporarily assume that the author is not the speaker, and give any evidence which you can find or imagine for thinking
that the author was: a) a woman; b) a man.
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Marge Piercy (1936-)
A Work of Artifice

5

10

1973

The bonsai tree
in the attractive pot
could have grown eighty feet tall
on the side of a mountain
till split by lightning*.
But a gardener
carefully pruned* it.
It is nine inches high.
Every day as he
whittles* back the branches
the gardener croons*,
It is your nature

15
(rayo)

(poda)

20
(reduce poco a
poco)
(canturrea)

to be small and cozy*,
domestic and weak;
how lucky, little tree,
to have a pot to grow in.
With living creatures
one must begin very early
to dwarf* their growth:
the bound feet,
the crippled* brain,
the hair in curlers,
the hands you
love to touch.

comfortable

guide

maimed

1.

In what sense may this poem be divided into a second part beginning with line 17? What is a bonsai tree? In what ways is it an apt
metaphor for women? The tree “could have grown eighty feet tall.” What would be the comparable growth and development of a woman?

2.

a) The speaker uses a bonsai tree as a metaphor —but a metaphor for what? What is the metaphor of the bonsai identified with?
b) The gardener "croons" (line 11) a song to the bonsai tree. What do you make of the gardener’s song (lines 12-16)? If the bonsai tree
were able to respond, what might it say? Would it accept the gardener’s consolation for its truncated life? What conclusions about
women’s lives are implied by the metaphor of the tree?

3.

How does the poem shift in method and focus at line 17? To what extent do the four images that follow (lines 20-24) embody the lives
of women? What attitude do these images convey?
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This girlchild was born as usual
and presented dolls that did pee-pee
and miniature GE* stoves and irons
and wee* lipsticks the color of cherry candy.
Then in the magic of puberty, a classmate said:
You have a great big nose and fat legs.

General Electric
tiny, very small

She was healthy, tested* intelligent,
possessed strong arms and back,
abundant sexual drive* and manual dexterity.
She went to and fro apologizing.
Everyone saw a fat nose on thick legs.

proved to be

She was advised to play coy*,
exhorted to come on hearty*,
exercise, diet, smile and wheedle*.
Her good nature wore out*
like a fan belt*.
So she cut off* her nose and her legs
and offered them up*.

shy, (ingenua)

In the casket* displayed on satin* she lay*
with the undertaker*'s cosmetics painted on,
a turned-up putty* nose,
dressed in a pink and white nightie*.
Doesn’t she look pretty*? everyone said.
Consummation* at last.
To every woman a happy ending.

coffin / (raso) / (yacía)

energy, inclination

affectionate, warm, cordial
persuade by flattery
was used until no longer
usable
belt that drives a fan to cool the
radiator in a motor vehicle
removed by cutting
donated

(director de pompas fúnebres)
(masilla)
nightdress
beautiful
Achievement of desired goal

1. What voice do you hear in lines 1-4? Line 5 is, we are told, the voice of "a classmate." How do these voices differ? What
voice do you hear in the first three lines of the second stanza?
2. What does this poem say about women? Do you find this view fair, slightly exaggerated, or greatly exaggerated?
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Linda Pastan (1932-)
Marks
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1978

My husband gives me an A*
for last night’s supper,
an incomplete* for my ironing,
a B plus* in bed.
My son says I am average,
an average* mother, but if
I put my mind to it
I could improve*.
My daughter believes
in Pass/Fail* and tells me
I pass. Wait ’til they learn
I’m dropping out*.

(sobresaliente)

(aprobado)
(notable alto)

ordinary

(mejorar)

(aprobado/suspenso)

(que me largo)

1. What metaphor is extended throughout this poem? To what situation does the speaker metaphorically equate housework? What sort
of marks does the speaker get?
2. On the basis of the metaphorical “marks,” what are the sorts of “courses” on which she is being rated? By whom is she being graded?
3. Consider the son’s comments in lines 5-8. Where might such remarks normally be expected?
4. Why is the speaker “dropping out”? What attitude is conveyed at the end of the extended metaphor? To what extent is this conclusion
a determined resolution? A concluding joke? Both?
5. What points does this poem explore about the role of wife and mother? In what ways does the extended metaphor make these
considerations vivid and palpable?

Ethics

5

10

15

20

25

1980

In ethics class so many years ago
our teacher asked this question every fall:
if there were a fire in a museum
which would you save, a Rembrandt painting
or an old woman who hadn’t many
years left anyhow? Restless* on hard chairs
caring little for pictures or old age
we'd opt one year for life, the next for art
and always half-heartedly*. Sometimes
the woman borrowed my grandmother's face
leaving her usual kitchen to wander
some drafty*, half-imagined museum.
One year, feeling clever, I replied
why not let the woman decide herself?
Linda, the teacher would report, eschews*
the burdens* or responsibility.
This fall in a real museum I stand
before a real Rembrandt, old woman,
or nearly so, myself. The colors
within this frame are darker than autumn,
darker even than winter—the browns of earth,
though earth’s most radiant elements burn
through the canvas*. I know now that woman
and painting and season are almost one
and all beyond saving by children.

Uneasy

feebly

cold air currents

avoids
oppressive duties

(lienzo, lona)

1. What, if anything, do we know about the teacher in the poem? Do you imagine that you would like to take a course with this teacher? Why?
2. Lines 3-6 report a question that a teacher asked. Does the rest of the poem answer the question? If so, what is the answer? If not,
what does the rest of the poem do?
3. Do you assume that, for this poem, the responses of younger readers (say 17-22) as a group would differ from those of older
readers? If so, why?
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Américo Parédes (1915-1999)
The Hammon and the Beans
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Once we lived in one of my grandfather’s houses near Fort Jones 1. It was just a block
from the parade grounds, a big frame house painted a dirty yellow. My mother hated it,
especially because of the pigeons that cooed* all day about the eaves*. They had fleas,
she said. But it was a quiet neighborhood at least, too far from the center of town for
automobiles and too near for musical, night-roaming* drunks.
At this time Jonesville-on-the Grande was not the thriving* little city that it is today.
We told off our days by the routine on the post. At six sharp the flag was raised on the
parade grounds to the cackling of the bugles*, and a field piece thundered out a salute.
The sound of the shot bounced* away through the morning mist until its echoes worked
their way into every corner of town. Jonesville-on-the-Grande woke to the cannon’s roar,
as if to battle, and the day began.
At eight the whistle from the post laundry sent us children off to school. The whole
town stopped for lunch with the noon whistle, and after lunch everybody went back to
work when the post* laundry said that it was one o’clock, except for those who could
afford to be old-fashioned and took the siesta. The post was the town’s clock, you might
have said, or like some insistent elder* person who was always there to tell you it was time.
At six the flag came down, and we went to watch through the high wire fence that
divided the post from the town. Sometimes we joined in the ceremony, standing at salute
until the sound of the cannon made us jump. That must have been when we had just
studied about George Washington in school, or recited “The Song of Marion’s Men” 2
about Marion the Fox and the British cavalry that chased him up and down the broad
Santee. But at other times we stuck out our tongues and jeered* at the soldiers. Perhaps
the night before we had hung at the edges of a group of old men and listened to tales
about Aniceto Pizaña and the “border troubles,” 3 as the local paper still called them
when it referred to them gingerly in passing.
It was because of the border troubles*, ten years or so before, that the soldiers had
come back to old Fort Jones. But we did not hate them for that; we admired them even,
at least sometimes. But when we were thinking about the border troubles instead of
Marion the Fox we hooted* them and the flag they were lowering, which for the moment
was theirs alone, just as we would have jeered* an opposing ball team, in a friendly sort
of way. On these occasions even Chonita would join in the mockery, though she usually
ran home at the stroke of six. But whether we taunted* or saluted, the distant men in
khaki uniforms went about their motions without noticing us at all.
The last word from the post came in the night when a distant bugle blew*. At nine it
was all right because all the lights were on. But sometimes I heard it at eleven when
everything was dark and still, and it made me feel that I was all alone in the world I
would even doubt that I was me, and that put me in such a fright that I felt like yelling*
out just to make sure I was really there. But next morning the sun shone and life began
all over again. With its whistles and cannon shots and bugles* blowing. And so we lived,
we and the post, side by side with the wire fence in between.
The wandering soldiers whom the bugle called home at night did not wander* in our
neighborhood, and none of us ever went into Fort Jones. None except Chonita. Every
evening when the flag came down she would leave off playing and go down towards
what was known as the “lower” gate of the post, the one that opened not on Main Street
but against the poorest part of town. She went into the grounds and to the mess halls*
and pressed her nose against the screens and watched the soldiers eat. They sat at long
tables calling to each other through food-stuffed* mouths.
“Hey bud*, pass the coffee!”
“Give me the ham!”
“Yeah, give me the beans!”
After the soldiers were through the cooks came out and scolded* Chonita, and then
they gave her packages with things to eat.
Chonita’s mother did our washing, in gratefulness—as my mother put it— for the use
of a vacant lot of my grandfather’s which was a couple of blocks down the street. On the
lot was an old one-room shack* which had been a shed* long ago, and this Chonita’s
father had patched up with flattened-out pieces of tin*. He was a laborer. Ever since the

(arrullaban) / (aleros)
wandering
prosperous

horns, (trompetas)
resounded

fort

venerable

scoffed, mocked

disputes

uttered cries of
scorn, derided
taunted, scoffed,
mocked
jeered, mocked, (vituperamos)
sounded

crying

(trompetas)

roam, walk

place where soldiers take meals
packed, filled
buddy, friend

reprimanded

cabin / hut (cobertizo)
(chapa, latón)
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end of the border troubles there had been a development boom in the Valley, and
Chonita’s father was getting his share* of the good times. Clearing brush and building
irrigation ditches* he sometimes pulled down as much as six dollars a week. He drank a
good deal of it up, it was true. But corn was just a few cents a bushel* in those days. He
was the breadwinner, you might say, while Chonita furnished the luxuries.
Chonita was a poet too. I had just moved into the neighborhood when a boy came up
to me and said, “Come on! Let’s go hear Chonita make a speech.”
She was already on top of the alley fence* when we got there, a scrawny* little girl of
about nine, her bare dirty feet clinging* to the fence almost like hands. A dozen other
kids were there below her, waiting. Some were boys I knew at school; five or six were
her younger brothers and sisters.
“Speech! Speech!” they all cried. “Let Chonita make a speech! Talk in English,
Chonita!”
They were grinning* and nudging* each other except for her brothers and sisters, who
looked up at her with proud serious faces. She gazed* out beyond us all with a grand,
distant air and then she spoke.
“Give me the hammon and the beans!” she yelled. “Give me the hammon and the beans!”
She leaped* off the fence and everybody cheered and told her how good it was and
how she could talk English better than the teachers at the grammar school.
I thought it was a pretty poor joke. Every evening almost, they would make her get up
on the fence and yell, “Give me the hammon and the beans!” And everybody would cheer
and make her think she was talking English. As for me, I would wait there until she got
it over with so we could play at something else. I wondered how long it would be before
they got tired of it all. I never did find out because just about that time I got the chills*
and fever, and when I got up and around Chonita wasn’t there anymore.
In later years I thought of her a lot, especially during the thirties when I was growing
up. Those years would have been just made for her. Many’s the time I have seen her in
my mind’s eyes, in the picket lines* demanding not bread, not cake, but the hammon and
the beans. But it didn’t work out that way.
One night Doctor Zapata came into our kitchen through the back door. He set his bag
on the table and said to my father, who had opened the door for him, “Well, she is dead.”
My father flinched*. “What was it?” he asked.
The doctor had gone to the window and he stood with his back to us, looking out
toward the light of Fort Jones. “Pneumonia, flu, malnutrition, worms, the evil eye,” he
said without turning around. “What the hell difference does it make?”
“I wish I had known how sick she was,” my father said in a very mild tone. “Not that
it’s really my affair, but I wish I had.”
The doctor snorted* and shook his head.
My mother came in and I asked her who was dead. She told me. It made me feel
strange but I did not cry. My mother put her arm around my shoulders. “She is in Heaven
now,” she said. “She is happy.”
I shrugged* her arm away and sat down in one of the kitchen chairs.
“They’re like animals,” the doctor was saying. He turned round suddenly and his eyes
glistened* in the light. “Do you know what that brute of a father was doing when I left?
He was laughing! Drinking and laughing with his friends.”
“There’s no telling what the poor man feels,” my mother said.
My father made a deprecatory* gesture. “It wasn’t his daughter anyway.”
“No?” the doctor said. He sounded interested.
“This is the woman’s second husband,” my father explained. “First one died before
the girl was born, shot and hanged from a mesquite* limb*. He was working too close to
the tracks the day the Olmito train was derailed.”
“You know what?” the doctor said. “In classical times they did things better. Take
Troy, for instance. After they stormed the city they grabbed* the babies by the heels and
dashed* them against the wall. That was more humane.”
My father smiled. “You sound very radical. You sound just like your relative down
there in Morelos.”4
“No relative of mine,” the doctor said. “I’m a conservative, the son of a conservative,
and you know that I wouldn’t be here except for that little detail.”
“Habit,” my father said. “Pure habit, pure tradition. You’re a radical* at heart.”
“It depends on how you define radicalism,” the doctor answered. “People tend to use words

portion
(zanjas)
(35 litros)

barrier / bony,
skinny
adhering, (aferrándose)

smiling toothily /
encouraging
looked fixedly

jumped

colds

(piquetes)

drew back in pain

(bufó)

raised

glittered, (brillaban,
relucían)

(de desaprobación)

(mezquite, planta
parecida a la acacia) / (rama)

took
smashed, (estrelló)

revolutionary, leftist
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too loosely*. A dentist could be called a radical, I suppose. He pulls up things by the roots.”
My father chuckled*.
“Any bandit in Mexico nowadays can give himself a political label,” the doctor
went on, “and that makes him respectable. He’s a leader of the people.”
“Take Villa, now—” my father began.
“Villa was a different type of man,” the doctor broke in.
“I don’t see any difference.”
The doctor came over to the table and sat down. “Now look at it this way,” he
began, his finger in front of my father’s face. My father threw back his head and
laughed.
“You’d better go to bed and rest,” my mother told me. “You’re not completely
well, you know”.
So I went to bed, but I didn’t go to sleep, not right away. I lay there for a long time
while behind my darkened eyelids* Emiliano Zapata’s cavalry charged down to the
broad Santee, where there were grave men with hoary* hairs 5. I was still awake at
eleven when the cold voice of the bugle went gliding* in and out of the dark like
something that couldn’t find its way back to wherever it had been. I thought of
Chonita in Heaven, and I saw her in her torn and dirty dress, with a pair of bright
wings attached, flying round and round like a butterfly shouting, “Give me the
hammon and the beans!”
Then I cried. And whether it was the bugle, or whether it was Chonita or what, to
this day I do not know. But cry I did, and I felt much better after that.

lacking, imprecise
laughed inwardly

(párpados)
(canosos, venerables)
sliding

1. How is the setting of the story established? What is the significance of the fort? Of the “dirty yellow” paint? Of the vacant
lot and the shack?
2. What is the point of view in the story? Who is the narrator? About how old was the narrator when the events related in the story
occurred? About how old is the narrator as he or she tells the story? What effect is produced by this difference in age?
3. What effect does “Fort Jones” have on “Jonesville-on-the-Grande”? What two opposing attitudes do the children have
toward the fort and the soldiers? How might you account for these two attitudes?
4. Who is the protagonist in the story? Who (or what) is the antagonist?
5. How is Chonita described? what is her family like? How do her actions at the mess hall and her “speeches” help
characterize her and her family?
6. Is Chonita a round or flat character? Dynamic or static? Individual or representative? To what extent do the author’s
choices about this character allow her to work as a symbol or representative of a whole ethnic group?
7. What is the central conflict in the story? Where is the climax? To what extent is the central conflict resolved?
8. What is the tone of the story (some possibilities: joyful, sorrowful, ironic, cynical, resigned, bitter, resentful)? What
techniques are used to control the tone?
9. To what extent does the characterization of Doctor Zapata (interesting name) help to control the tone? How does the
doctor’s own attitude toward Chonita’s death and the words he uses to announce it help to control the tone?
10. Describe the concern in the story with political, social, and broadly human problems. How does the tale of Chonita’s brief
life and her death figure in the larger sociopolitical framework of the story?
11. Describe the irony of the situation in which the Mexican-American Children learn in school about Washington, the
American Revolutionary War, and the guerilla tactics of Marion but seem to be taught nothing about the political
movements represented by Villa and Zapata?
12. Near the conclusion of Bryant’s “Song of Marion’s Men” the following four lines appear:
And lovely ladies greet our band [i.e., of soldiers]
With kindliest welcoming,
And smiles like those of summer,
And tears like those of spring
Contrast the women of these lines with the narrator’s vision of Chonita in heaven. How might this vision affect the
narrator’s thoughts about the meaning of Chonita’s life in subsequent years (he says that he thought about her many
times in the 1930’s)?
___________________
1

The setting of Fort Jones and Jonesville-on-the Grande in Texas is fictional. The story takes place in the mid-1920s, one of the most turbulent
periods of Mexican history and only a few years after the deaths of two of the greatest heroes of the Mexican revolution— Pancho Villa (18771923) and Emiliano Zapata (ca. 1879-1914).
2
A poem by William Cullen Bryant (1794-1878) about colonel Francis Marion (ca. 1732-1795), who was a leader of irregular guerilla forces
in South Carolina during the Revolutionary War. Because of his hit-and-run tactics, involving his hiding in the swamps near the ‘broad Santee’
river in South Carolina, Marion was given the name of the “Swamp Fox.”
3
The most serious border incidents occurred in 1916, when Pancho Villa was responsible for deaths of Americans on both sides of the border.
He made repeated raids into New Mexico and Texas.
4
The home state of Zapata.
5
Lines 49-52 of Bryant’s “Song of Marion’s Men”: Crave Men there are by broad Santee, / Grave men with hoary hairs; / Their hearts are all
with Marion, / For Marion are their prayers.
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1954

Not long ago there lived in uptown New York, in a small, almost meager* room,
though crowded* with books, Leo Finkle, a rabbinical student in the Yeshivah University. Finkle, after six years of study, was to be ordained in June and had been
advised by an acquaintance* that he might find it easier to win himself a congregation
if he were married. Since he had no present prospects of marriage, after two tormented*
days of turning it over in his mind, he called in Pinye Salzman, a marriage broker* whose
two-line advertisement he has read in the Forward*.
The matchmaker* appeared one night out of the dark fourth-floor hallway of the
graystone rooming house where Finkle lived, grasping* a black, strapped* portfolio
that had been worn thin with use. Salzman, who had been long in the business, was of
slight but dignified build*, wearing an old hat, and an overcoat too short and tight for
him. He smelled frankly of fish, which he loved to eat, and although he was missing
a few teeth, his presence was not displeasing, because of an amiable* manner curiously contrasted with mournful* eyes. His voice, his lips, his wisp* of beard, his bony
fingers were animated, but give him a moment of repose and his mild blue eyes
revealed a depth of sadness, a characteristic that put Leo a little at ease although the
situation, for him, was inherently* tense.
He at once* informed Salzman why he had asked him to come, explaining that his
home was in Cleveland, and that but for his parents, who had married comparatively
late in life, he was alone in the world. He had for six years devoted* himself almost
entirely to his studies, as a result of which, understandably, he had found himself
without time for a social life and the company of young women. Therefore he thought
it the better part of trial and error—of embarrassing fumbling*—to call in an experienced person to advise him on these matters. He remarked in passing that the function
of the marriage broker was ancient* and honorable, highly approved in the Jewish
community, because it made practical the necessary without hindering* joy. Moreover, his own parents had been brought together by a matchmaker. They had made, if
not a financially profitable marriage—since neither had possessed any worldly* goods
to speak of—at least a successful one in the sense of their everlasting devotion* to
each other. Salzman listened in embarrassed surprise, sensing a sort of apology.
Later, however, he experienced a glow* of pride in his work, an emotion that had left
him years ago, and he heartily* approved of Finkle.
The two went to their business. Leo had led Salzman to the only clear place in the
room, a table near a window that overlooked* the lamp-lit city. He seated himself at
the matchmaker’s side but facing him, attempting by an act of will to suppress the
unpleasant tickle* in his throat. Salzman eagerly unstrapped* his portfolio and removed a loose* rubber band from a thin packet of much-handled* cards. As he
flipped* through them, a gesture and sound that physically hurt Leo, the student pretended not to see and gazed* steadfastly* out of the window. Although it was still
February, winter was on its last legs*, signs of which he had for the first time in years
begun to notice. He now observed the round white moon, moving high in the sky through
a cloud menagerie*, and watched with half-open mouth as it penetrated a huge hen, and
dropped out* of her like an egg laying itself. Salzman, though pretending through
eyeglasses he had just slipped* on, to be engaged in scanning* the writing on the
cards, stole* occasional* glances* at the young man’s distinguished face, noting with
pleasure the long, severe scholar’s nose, brown eyes heavy with learning, sensitive yet
ascetic lips, and a certain, almost hollow* quality of the dark cheeks. He gazed* around at
shelves upon shelves of books and let out a soft, contented sigh.
When Leo’s eyes fell upon the cards*, he counted six spread out* in Salzman’s hand.
“So few?” he asked in disappointment.
“You wouldn’t believe me how much cards I got in my office,” Salzman replied.
“The drawers* are already filled to the top, so I keep them now in a barrel, but is
every girl good for a new rabbi?”
Leo blushed* at this, regretting all he had revealed of himself in a curriculum vitae he
had sent to Salzman. He had thought it best to acquaint* him with his strict standards and

(Barril)
exiguous, tiny, barely
sufficient
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(casamentero, agente matrimonial)
Jewish N.Y. daily
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(casamentero)
holding firmly / secured with bands,
(con correas)
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(enlutados) / small
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of hair

(de por sí)
immediately
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specifications, but in having done so, felt he had told the marriage broker more than was
absolutely necessary.
He hesitantly inquired, “Do you keep photographs of your clients on file*?”
“First comes family, amount of dowry*, also what kind promises,” Salzman replied,
unbuttoning his tight* coat and settling* himself in the chair. “After comes pictures,
rabbi.”
“Call me Mr. Finkle. I’m not yet a rabbi.”
Salzman said he would, but instead called him doctor, which he changed to rabbi
when Leo was not listening too attentively.
Salzman adjusted his horn-rimmed* spectacles, gently cleared his throat and read in
an eager* voice the contents of the top card:
“Sophie P. Twenty-four years. Widow one year. No children. Educated high school
and two years college*. Father promises eight thousand dollars. Has wonderful wholesale* business. Also real estate*. On the mother’s side comes teachers, also one actor.
Well known on Second Avenue.”
Leo gazed* up in surprise. “Did you say a widow?”
“A widow don’t mean spoiled*, rabbi. She lived with her husband maybe four months.
He was a sick boy she made a mistake to marry him.”
“ Marrying a widow has never entered my mind.”
“This is because you have no experience. A widow, especially if she is young and
healthy like this girl, is a wonderful person to marry. She will be thankful to you the rest
of her life. Believe me, if I was looking now for a bride, I would marry a widow.”
Leo reflected, then shook his head*.
Salzman hunched his shoulders in an almost imperceptible gesture of disappointment.
He placed the card down on the wooden table and began to read another:
“Lily H. High school teacher. Regular*. Not a substitute*. Has savings and new Dodge
car. Lived in Paris one year. Father is successful* dentist thirty-five years. Interested in
professional man. Well Americanized family. Wonderful opportunity.”
“I knew her personally,” said Salzman. “I wish you could see this girl. She is a doll*.
Also very intelligent. All day you could talk to her about books and the yater* and what
not. She also knows current events*.”
“I don’t believe you mentioned her age?”
“Her age?” Salzman said, raising his brows. “Her age is thirty-two years.”
Leo said after a while, “I’m afraid that seems a little too old.”
Salzman let out a laugh*. “So how old are you, rabbi?”
“Twenty-seven.”
“So what is the difference, tell me, between twenty-seven and thirty-two? My own
wife is seven years older than me. So what did I suffer?— Nothing. If Rothschild’s a
daughter wants to marry you, would you say on account* her age, no?”
“Yes,” Leo said dryly.
Salzman shook off * the no in the yes. “Five years don’t mean a thing. I give you my
word that when you will live with her for one week you will forget her age. What does it
mean five years—that she lived more and knows more than somebody who is younger?
On this girl, God bless her, years are not wasted. Each one that it comes makes better the
bargain.”
“What subject does she teach in high school?”
“Languages. If you heard the way she speaks French, you will think it is music. I am
in the business twenty-five years, and I recommend her with my whole heart. Believe me,
I know what I’m talking, rabbi.”
“What’s on the next card?” Leo said abruptly*.
Salzman reluctantly* turned up the third card:
“Ruth K. Nineteen years. Honor student. Father offers thirteen thousand cash to the
right bridegroom. He is a medical doctor. Stomach specialist with marvelous practice.
Brother-in-law owns own garment* business. Particular* people.”
Salzman looked as if he had read his trump* card.
“Did you say nineteen?” Leo asked with interest.
“On the dot*.”
“Is she attractive?” He blushed. “Pretty?”
Salzman kissed his finger tips*. “A little doll. On this I give you my word. Let me call
the father tonight and you will see what means pretty.”
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But Leo was troubled*. “You’re sure she’s that young?”
“This I am positive. The father will show you the birth certificate.”
“Are you positive there isn’t something wrong with her?” Leo insisted.
“Who says there is wrong?”
“I don’t understand why an American girl her age should go to a marriage broker*.”
A smile spread over Salzman’s face.
“So for the same reason you went, she comes.”
Leo flushed*. “I am pressed for time.”
Salzman, realizing he had been tactless*, quickly explained. “The father came, not her.
He wants she should have the best, so he looks around himself. When we will locate the
right boy he will introduce him and encourage. This makes a better marriage than if a
young girl without experience takes for herself. I don’t have to tell you this.”
“But don’t you think this young girl believes in love?” Leo spoke uneasily.
Salzman was about to guffaw* but caught himself and said soberly*, “Love comes
with the right person, not before.”
Leo parted dry lips but did not speak. Noticing that Salzman had snatched* a
glance* at the next card, he cleverly asked, “How is her health?”
“Perfect,” Salzman said, breathing with difficulty. “Of course, she is a little lame* on
her right foot from an auto accident that it happened to her when she was twelve years, but
nobody notices on account she is so brilliant and also beautiful.”
Leo got up heavily and went to the window. He felt curiously bitter and upbraided*
himself for having called in the marriage broker. Finally, he shook his head.
“Why not?” Salzman persisted, the pitch* of his voice rising.
“Because I detest stomach specialists.”
“So what do you care what is his business? After you marry her do you need him?
Who says he must come every Friday night in your house?”
Ashamed of the way the talk was going, Leo dismissed* Salzman, who went home
with heavy, melancholy eyes.
Though he had felt only relief* at the marriage broker’s departure, Leo was in low
spirits the next day. He explained it as arising from Salzman’s failure to produce a
suitable bride for him. He did not care for his type of clientele. But when Leo found
himself hesitating whether to seek* out another matchmaker, one more polished* than
Pinye, he wondered if it could be—his protestations to the contrary, and although he
honored his father and mother—that he did not, in essence, care for the matchmaking
institution? This thought he quickly put out of mind yet found himself still upset. All day
he ran around in the woods*—missed an important appointment, forgot to give out his
laundry, walked out of a Broadway cafeteria without paying and had to run back with the
ticket in his hand; had even not recognized his landlady in the street when she passed with
a friend and courteously called out, “A good evening to you, Doctor Finkle.” By nightfall,
however, he had regained sufficient calm to sink his nose into a book and there found
peace from his thoughts.
Almost at once there came a knock on the door. Before Leo could say enter, Salzman,
commercial cupid, was standing in the room. His face was gray* and meager*, his
expression hungry, and he looked as if he would expire on his feet*. Yet the marriage
broker managed, by some trick of the muscles, to display* a broad smile.
“So good evening. I am invited?”
Leo nodded*, disturbed to see him again, yet unwilling to ask the man to leave.
Beaming* still, Salzman laid his portfolio on the table. “Rabbi, I got for you tonight
good news.”
“I’ve asked you not to call me rabbi. I’m still a student.”
“Your worries are finished. I have for you a first-class* bride.”
“Leave me in peace concerning this subject.” Leo pretended lack of interest.
“The world will dance at your wedding.”
“Please, Mr. Salzman, no more.”
“But first must come back my strength,” Salzman said weakly. He fumbled* with the
portfolio straps and took out of the leather* case* an oily paper bag, from which he
extracted a hard, seeded* roll and a small, smoked white fish. With a quick motion of his
hand he stripped* the fish out of its skin and began ravenously* to chew. “All day in a
rush*,” he muttered*.
Leo watched him eat.
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“A sliced tomato you have maybe?” Salzman hesitantly inquired.
“No.”
The marriage broker shut his eyes and ate. When he had finished he carefully cleaned
up the crumbs* and rolled up the remains* of the fish, in the paper bag. His spectacled
eyes roamed* the room until he discovered, amid some piles of books, a one-burner gas
stove. Lifting his hat he humbly asked, “A glass tea you got, rabbi?”
Conscience-stricken*, Leo rose and brewed* the tea. He served it with a chunk of
lemon and two cubes of lump* sugar, delighting Salzman.
After he had drunk his tea, Salzman’s strength and good spirits were restored.
“So tell me, rabbi,” he said amiably, “you considered some more the three clients I
mentioned yesterday?”
“There was no need to consider.”
“Why not?”
“None of them suits* me.”
“What then suits you?”
Leo let it pass because he could give only a confused answer.
Without waiting for a reply, Salzman asked, “You remember this girl I talked to you—
the high school teacher?”
“Age thirty-two?”
But, surprisingly, Salzman’s face lit in a smile. “Age twenty-nine.”
Leo shot* him a look. “Reduced from thirty-two?”
“A mistake,” Salzman avowed*. “I talked today with the dentist. He took me to his
safety deposit box* and showed me the birth certificate. She was twenty-nine years last
August. They made her a party in the mountains where she went for her vacation. When
her father spoke to me the first time I forgot to write the age and I told you thirty-two, but
now I remember this was a different client, a widow.”
“The same one you told me about? I thought she was twenty-four?”
“A different. Am I responsible that the world is filled with widows?”
“No, but I’m not interested in them, nor for that matter, in school teachers.”
Salzman pulled his clasped hands to his breast. Looking at the ceiling he devoutly
exclaimed, “Yiddishe kinder*, what can I say to somebody that he is not interested in
high school teachers? So what then you are interested?”
Leo flushed* but controlled himself.
“In what else will you be interested,” Salzman went on, “if you not interested in this
fine girl that she speaks four languages and has personally in the bank ten thousand
dollars? Also her father guarantees further twelve thousand. Also she has a new car,
wonderful clothes, talks on all subjects, and she will give you a first-class home and
children. How near do we come in our life to paradise?”
“If she’s so wonderful, why wasn’t she married ten years ago?”
“Why?” said Salzman with a heavy laugh*.
“—Why? Because she is partikiler*. This is why. She wants the best.”
Leo was silent, amused at how he had entangled* himself. But Salzman had aroused*
his interest in Lily H., and he began seriously to consider calling on her. When the
marriage broker observed how intently Leo’s mind was at work on the facts he had
supplied, he felt certain they would soon come to an agreement.
Late Saturday afternoon, conscious of Salzman, Leo Finkle walked with Lily
Hirschorn along Riverside Drive. He walked briskly* and erectly*, wearing with
distinction the black fedora* he had that morning taken with trepidation* out of the
dusty hat box on his closet shelf, and the heavy black Saturday coat he had
thoroughly whisked* clean. Leo also owned a walking stick, a present from a
distant relative, but quickly put temptation aside and did not use it. Lily, petite*
and not unpretty, had on something signifying the approach of spring. She was au
courant*, animatedly, with all sorts of subjects, and he weighed her words and
found her surprisingly sound—score another for Salzman, whom he uneasily
sensed to be somewhere around, hiding perhaps high in a tree along the street,
flashing the lady signals with a pocket mirror; or perhaps a cloven-hoofed Pan*,
piping* nuptial ditties* as he danced his invisible way before them, strewing*
wild buds on the walk and purple grapes in their path, symbolizing fruit of a
union, though there was of course still none*.
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Lily startled* Leo by remarking, “I was thinking of Mr. Salzman, a curious figure,
wouldn’t you say?”
Not certain what to answer, he nodded*.
She bravely went on, blushing*, “I for one am grateful for his introducing us.
Aren’t you?”
He courteously replied, “I am.”
“I mean,” she said with a little laugh—and it was all in good taste, or at least gave the
effect of being not in bad—“do you mind that we came together so?”
He was not displeased with her honesty*, recognizing that she meant to set the
relationship aright*, and understanding that it took a certain amount of experience in life,
and courage, to want to do it quite that way. One had to have some sort of past to make
that kind of beginning.
He said that he did not mind. Salzman’s function was traditional and honorable—
valuable for what it might achieve, which, he pointed out*, was frequently nothing.
Lily agreed with a sigh. They walked on for a while and she said after a long silence,
again with a nervous laugh*, “Would you mind if I asked you something a little bit
personal? Frankly, I find the subject fascinating.” Although Leo shrugged, she went on
half embarrassedly, “How was it that you came to your calling*? I mean was it a sudden
passionate inspiration?”
Leo, after a time, slowly replied, “I was always interested in the Law*.”
“You saw revealed in it the presence of the Highest?”
He nodded and changed the subject. “I understand that you spent a little time in Paris,
Miss Hirschorn?”
“Oh, did Mr. Salzman tell you, Rabbi Finkle?” Leo winced* but she went on, “It was
ages ago and almost forgotten. I remember I had to return for my sister’s wedding.”
And Lily would not be put off*. “When,” she asked in a trembly* voice, “did you
become enamored of God?”
He stared* at her. Then it came to him that she was talking not about Leo Finkle, but
of a total stranger, some mystical figure, perhaps even passionate prophet that Salzman
had dreamed up for her—no relation to the living or dead. Leo trembled with rage and
weakness. The trickster* had obviously sold her a bill of goods*, just as he had him,
who’d expected to become acquainted with a young lady of twenty-nine, only to behold*,
the moment he laid* eyes upon her strained* and anxious* face, a woman past thirty-five
and aging* rapidly. Only his self-control had kept him this long in her presence.
“I am not,” he said gravely, “a talented religious person,” and in seeking* words to go
on, found himself possessed by shame and fear. “I think,” he said in a strained* manner,
“that I came to God not because I loved Him, but because I did not.”
This confession he spoke harshly* because its unexpectedness shook him.
Lily wilted*. Leo saw a profusion of loaves of bread go flying like ducks high over his
head, not unlike the winged* loaves* by which he had counted himself to sleep last night.
Mercifully, then, it snowed, which he would not put past Salzman’s machinations*.
He was infuriated with the marriage broker and swore he would throw him out of the
room the minute he reappeared. But Salzman did not come that night, and when Leo’s
anger had subsided*, an unaccountable despair grew in its place. At first he thought this
was caused by his disappointment in Lily, but before long it became evident that he had
involved himself with Salzman without a true knowledge of his own intent*. He gradually
realized —with an emptiness that seized him with six hands*—that he had called in the
broker to find him a bride because he was incapable of doing it himself. This terrifying
insight he had derived as a result of his meeting and conversation with Lily Hirschorn.
Her probing* questions had somehow irritated him into revealing—to himself more than
her—the true nature of his relationship to God, and from that it had come upon him, with
shocking force, that apart from his parents, he had never loved anyone. Or perhaps it went
the other way, that he did not love God so well as he might, because he had not loved
man. It seemed to Leo that his whole life stood starkly* revealed and he saw himself for
the first time as he truly was—unloved and loveless*. This bitter but somehow not fully
unexpected revelation brought him to a point of panic, controlled only by extraordinary
effort. He covered his face with his hands and cried.
The week that followed was the worst of his life. He did not eat and lost weight. His
beard darkened and grew ragged*. He stopped attending seminars* and almost never
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opened a book. He seriously considered leaving the Yeshivah, although he was deeply
troubled at the thought of the loss of all his years of study—saw them like pages torn from
a book, strewn* over the city—and at the devastating effect of this decision upon his
parents. But he had lived without knowledge of himself, and never in the Five Books and
all the Commentaries*—mea culpa—had the truth been revealed to him. He did not k now
where to turn, and in all this desolating loneliness there was no to whom, although he often
thought of Lily but not once could bring himself to go downstairs and make the call. He
became touchy* and irritable, especially with his landlady, who asked him all manner of
personal questions; on the other hand, sensing his own disagreeableness, he waylaid* her on
the stairs and apologized abjectly*, until mortified, she ran* from him. Out of this,
however, he drew the consolation that he was a Jew and that a Jew suffered. But
gradually, as the long and terrible week drew to a close, he regained his composure* and
some idea of purpose in life: to go on as planned. Although he was imperfect, the ideal
was not. As for his quest* of a bride, the thought of continuing afflicted him with anxiety
and heartburn*, yet perhaps with this new knowledge of himself he would be more
successful than in the past. Perhaps love would now come to him and a bride to that love.
And for this sanctified seeking* who needed a Salzman?
The marriage broker, a skeleton with haunted eyes, returned that very night. He
looked, withal*, the picture of frustrated expectancy—as if he had steadfastly* waited the
week at Miss Lily Hirschorn’s side for a telephone call that never came.
Casually coughing, Salzman came immediately to the point: “So how did you
like her?”
Leo’s anger rose and he could not refrain from chiding* the matchmaker: “Why did
you lie to me, Salzman?”
Salzman’s pale face went dead white, the world had snowed on him.
“Did you not state that she was twenty-nine?” Leo insisted.
“I give you my word—”
“She was thirty-five, if a day*. At least thirty-five.”
“Of this don’t be too sure. Her father told me—”
“Never mind. The worst of it was that you lied* to her.”
“How did I lie to her, tell me?”
“You told her things about me that weren’t true. You made me out to be more,
consequently less than I am. She had in mind a totally different person, a sort of
semimystical Wonder Rabbi.”
“All I said, you was a religious man.”
“I can imagine.”
Salzman sighed. “This is my weakness that I have,” he confessed. “My wife says to me
I shouldn’t be a salesman, but when I have two fine people that they would be wonderful
to be married, I am so happy that I talk too much.” He smiled wanly*. “This is why
Salzman is a poor man.”
Leo’s anger left him. “Well, Salzman, I’m afraid that’s all”
The marriage broker fastened* hungry eyes on him.
“You don’t want any more a bride?”
“I do,” said Leo, “but I have decided to seek* her in a different way. I am no longer
interested in an arranged* marriage. To be frank, I now admit the necessity of premarital
love. That is, I want to be in love with the one I marry.”
“Love?” said Salzman, astounded*. After a moment he remarked, “For us, our love is
our life, not for the ladies. In the ghetto they—”
“I know, I know,” said Leo. “I’ve thought of it often. Love, I have said to myself,
should be a byproduct* of living and worship* rather than its own end. Yet for myself I
find it necessary to establish the level of my need and fulfill* it.”
Salzman shrugged* but answered, “Listen, rabbi, if you want love, this I can find for
you also. I have such beautiful clients that you will love them the minute your eyes will
see them.”
Leo smiled unhappily. “I’m afraid you don’t understand.”
But Salzman hastily* unstrapped his portfolio and withdrew* a manila* packet from it.
“Pictures,” he said, quickly laying the envelope on the table.
Leo called after him to take the pictures away, but as if on the wings of the wind,
Salzman had disappeared.
March came. Leo had returned to his regular routine. Although he felt not quite
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himself yet— lacked energy—he was making plans for a more active social life. Of
course it would cost something, but he was an expert in cutting corners*; and when there
were no corners left he would make circles rounder*. All the while Salzman’s pictures
had lain* on the table, gathering* dust. Occasionally as Leo sat studying, or enjoying a
cup of tea, his eyes fell on the manila* envelope, but he never opened it.
The days went by and no social life to speak of developed with a member of the
opposite sex—it was difficult, given the circumstances of his situation. One morning
Leo toiled up* the stairs to his room and stared out* the window at the city. Although
the day was bright his view of it was dark. For some time he watched the people in the
street below hurrying along and then turned with a heavy* heart to his little room. On
the table was the packet*. With a sudden relentless* gesture he tore it open*. For a
half-hour he stood by the table in a state of excitement, examining the photographs of
the ladies Salzman had included. Finally, with a deep sigh he put them down. There
were six, of varying degrees of attractiveness, but look at them long enough and they
all became Lily Hirschorn: all past their prime*, all starved* behind bright smiles, not
a true personality in the lot. Life, despite their frantic* yoohooings*, had passed them
by; they were pictures in a briefcase that stank* of fish. After a while, however, as
Leo attempted to return the photographs into the envelope, he found in it another, a
snapshot* of the type taken by a machine for a quarter. He gazed at it a moment and
let out* a cry.
Her face deeply moved him. Why, he could at first not say. It gave him the impression
of youth —spring flowers, yet age*—a sense of having been used-to the bone*, wasted;
this came from the eyes, which were hauntingly* familiar, yet absolutely strange. He had
a vivid impression that he had met her before, but try as he might he could not place her
although he could almost recall her name, as if he had read it in her own handwriting. Not
this couldn’t be; he would have remembered her. It was not, he affirmed, that she had an
extraordinary beauty—no, though her face was attractive enough; it was that something
about her moved him. Feature for feature, even some of the ladies of the photographs
could do better; but she leaped* forth to his heart—had lived, or wanted to—more than
just wanted, perhaps regretted how she had lived— had somehow deeply suffered: it
could be seen in the depth of those reluctant* eyes, and from the way the light enclosed*
and shone* from her, and within her, opening realms* of possibility: this was her own.
Her he desired. His head ached* and eyes narrowed with the intensity of his gazing*, then
as if an obscure fog had blown up in the mind, he experienced fear of her and was aware
that he had received an impression, somehow, of evil. He shuddered*, saying softly, it is
thus with us all. Leo brewed* some tea in a small pot and sat sipping* it without sugar, to
calm himself. But before he had finished drinking, again with excitement he examined the
face and found it good: good for Leo Finkle. Only such a one could understand him and
help him seek whatever he was seeking*. She might, perhaps, love him. How she had
happened to be among the discards* in Salzman’s barrel he could never guess, but he
knew he must urgently go find her.
Leo rushed downstairs, grapped* up the Bronx telephone book, and searched for
Salzman’s home address. He was not listed, nor was his office. Neither was he in the
Manhattan book. But Leo remembered having written down the address on a slip of paper
after he had read Salzman’s advertisement in the “personals” column of the Forward. He
ran up to his room and tore* through his papers, without luck. It was exasperating. Just
when he needed the matchmaker he was nowhere to be found. Fortunately Leo remembered to look in his wallet*. There on a card he found his name written and a Bronx
address. No phone number was listed, the reason—Leo now recalled—he had originally
communicated with Salzman by letter. He got on his coat, put a hat on over his skull cap*
and hurried to the subway station. All the way to the far end of the Bronx he sat on the
edge of his seat. He was more than once tempted to take out the picture and see if the
girl’s face was as he remembered it, but he refrained*, allowing the snapshot* to remain
in his inside coat pocket, content to have her so close. When the train pulled into the
station he was waiting at the door and bolted out*. He quickly located the street Salzman
had advertised.
The building he sought was less than a block from the subway, but it was not an
office building, nor even a loft*, nor a store* in which one could rent office space. It
was a very old tenement* house. Leo found Salzman’s name in pencil on a soiled*
tag* under the bell and climbed three dark flights* to his apartment. When he knocked,
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the door was opened by a thin, asthmatic, gray-haired woman, in felt
slippers*.
“Yes?” she said, expecting nothing. She listened without listening. He could have
sworn he had seen her, too, before but knew it was an illusion.
“Salzman—does he live here? Pinye Salzman,” he said, “the matchmaker?”
She stared at him a long minute. “Of course.”
He felt embarrassed. “Is he in?*”
“No.” Her mouth, though left open, offered nothing more.
“The matter is urgent. Can you tell me where his office is?”
“In the air*.” She pointed upward.
“You mean he has no office?” Leo asked.
“In his socks*.”
He peered into the apartment. It was sunless and dingy*, one large room divided by a
half-open curtain, beyond which he could see a sagging* metal bed. The near side of a
room was crowded with rickety* chairs, old bureaus, a three-legged table, racks* of
cooking utensils, and all the apparatus of a kitchen. But there was no sign of Salzman or
his magic barrel, probably also a figment* of the imagination. An odor of frying fish
made Leo weak to the knees.
“Where is he?” he insisted. “I’ve got to see your husband.”
At length she answered, “So who knows where he is? Every time he thinks a new
thought he runs to a different place. Go home, he will find you.”
“Tell him Leo Finkle.”
She gave no sign she had heard.
He walked downstairs, depressed.
But Salzman, breathless, stood waiting at his door.
Leo was astounded* and overjoyed* “How did you get here before me?”
“I rushed*.”
“Come inside.”
They entered. Leo fixed* tea, and a sardine sandwich for Salzman. As they were
drinking he reached behind him for the packet of pictures and handed them to the
marriage broker.
Salzman put down his glass and said expectantly, “You found somebody you like?”
“Not among these.”
The marriage broker turned away.
“Here is the one I want.” Leo held forth the snapshot*.
Salzman slipped on his glasses and took the picture into his trembling hand. He turned
ghastly* and let out* a groan*.
“What’s the matter?” cried Leo.
“Excuse me. Was an accident this picture. She isn’t for you.”
Salzman frantically shoved* the manila packet into his portfolio. He thrust* the
snapshot into his pocket and fled down the stairs.
Leo, after momentary paralysis, gave chase and cornered* the marriage broker in the
vestibule. The landlady made hysterical outcries but neither of them listened.
“Give me back the picture, Salzman.”
“No.” The pain in his eyes was terrible.
“Tell me who she is then.”
“This I can’t tell you. Excuse me.”
He made to depart*, but Leo, forgetting himself, seized the matchmaker by his tight
coat and shook* him frenziedly*.
“Please,” sighed Salzman . “Please.”
Leo ashamedly* let him go. “Tell me who she is,” he begged. “It’s very important for
me to know.”
“She is not for you. She is a wild one—wild, without shame. This is not a bride for a
rabbi.”
“What do you mean wild?”
“Like an animal. Like a dog. For her to be poor was a sin. This is why to me she is
dead now.”
“In God’s name, what do you mean?”
“Her I can’t introduce to you,” Salzman cried.
“Why are you so excited?”

textile footwear,
(pantuflas de fieltro)
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(En sus pies)
dull-colored, drab
having a downward
curve in the middle
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“Why, he asks,” Salzman said, bursting into tears. “This is my baby*, my Stella, she
should burn* in hell.”

daughter

Leo hurried up to bed and hid under the covers*. Under the covers he
thought his life through*. Although he soon fell asleep he could not sleep her out of his
mind. He woke, beating his breast. Though he prayed to be rid of her, his prayers went
unanswered. Through days of torment he endlessly struggled not to love her; fearing
success, he escaped it. He then concluded to convert her to goodness, himself to God.
The idea alternately nauseated* and exalted* him.
He perhaps did not know that he had come to a final decision until he encountered
Salzman in a Broadway cafeteria. He was sitting alone at a rear* table, sucking the bony
remains* of a fish. The marriage broker appeared haggard*, and transparent to the point
of vanishing.
Salzman looked up at first without recognizing him. Leo had grown a pointed beard
and his eyes were weighted with wisdom.
“Salzman,” he said, “love has at last come to my heart.”
“Who can love from a picture?” mocked the marriage broker.
“It is not impossible.”
“If you can love her, then you can love anybody. Let me show you some new clients
that they just sent me their photographs. One is a little doll.”
“Just her I want,” Leo murmured.
“Don’t be a fool, doctor. Don’t bother with her.”
“Put me in touch with her, Salzman,” Leo said humbly. “Perhaps I can be of service.”
Salzman had stopped eating and Leo understood with emotion that it was
now arranged*.
Leaving the cafeteria, he was, however, afflicted by a tormenting suspicion that
Salzman had planned it all to happen this way.

bedclothes

Leo was informed by letter that she would meet him on a certain corner, and she
was there one spring* night, waiting under a street lamp. He appeared, carrying a
small bouquet* of violets and rosebuds*. Stella stood by the lamp post, smoking. She
wore white with red shoes, which fitted his expectations, although in a troubled
moment he had imagined the dress red, and only the shoes white. She waited uneasily
and shyly. From afar* he saw that her eyes clearly her father’s—were filled with
desperate innocence. He pictured, in her, his own redemption. Violins and lit candles
revolved in the sky. Leo ran forward with flowers outthrust*.
Around the corner, Salzman, leaning* against a wall, chanted prayers for the dead.

(arder)

(en toda su vida)

(asqueaba) / (fascinaba)
back, (recóndita, del
fondo)
(restos) / fatigued

come to an agreement, (arreglado)

(primaveral)
bunch / roses, (capullos)

far off
extended, stretched
out, (tendiéndole)
(apoyado)

1. Go back over the descriptions of Salzman as he enters scenes throughout the story. He seems increasingly wasted, increasingly unreal.
a) How do these images affect your reading of the story?
b) Is Salzman really a marriage-broker? Do you see Salzman as a marriage salesman out for money?
c) What do you make out of his eating fish all the time? What is comic about this imagery?
d) Salzman speaks in a dialect—his English has overtones of Yiddish in its inverted syntax. Find instances of this and decide
what is the effect?
2. What kind of girl is his daughter? What kind of life does she have? What is she doing with her life?
3. a)
b)
c)
d)

What does Leo come to understand about his studies and his life? What does he learn about himself from his contact with
the various women in the story?
What is the main conflict in the story? Is it really between Leo and Salzman?
Why does Leo, having discovered all the impostures, go on to marry Salzman’s daughter?
Think of the woman, Stella, whose picture he falls in love with. Why Stella? Think of her as some missing part of Leo. What part?

4. What are the key shifts of time in the story? How do these shifts serve to advance the conflicts in the story?
5. There are strange uses of imagery: for instance, "He now observed the round white moon, moving high in the sky through a
cloud menagerie, and watched with half-open mouth as it penetrated a huge hen, and dropped out of her like an egg laying
itself." (40-43) Notice similar images. What effect do they have in the overall sense of the story?
6. In what sense is the barrel magic?
7. Why is he dissatisfied with the prospective brides offered by Salzman? Why does he become obsessed with Stella?
8. How do you interpret the ending? Why are Stella’s dress and shoes the right colour combination for Leo?
9. At the end Salzman is reciting payers for the dead. In the light of the story as a whole, these prayers seem to have more than one
meaning. Discuss.
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It was one of those midsummer Sundays when everyone sits around saying: “I drank
too much last night.” You might have heard it whispered by the parishioners leaving
church, heard it from the lips of the priest himself, struggling with his cassock* in the
vestiarium*, heard it from the golf links* and the tennis courts, heard it from the wild-life
preserve where the leader of the Audubon group was suffering from a terrible hangover*.
“I drank too much,” said Donald Westerhazy. “We all drank too much,” said Lucinda
Merrill. “It must have been the wine,” said Helen Westerhazy. “I drank too much of that
claret.”
This was at the edge of the Westerhazys’ pool. The pool, fed* by an artesian well
with a high iron content, was a pale shade* of green. It was a fine day in the west there
was a massive stand of cumulus cloud so like a city seen from a distance—from the
bow of an approaching ship that it might have had a name. Lisbon. Hackensack. The
sun was hot. Neddy Merrill sat by the green water, one hand in it, one around a glass
of gin. He was a slender* man—he seemed to have the especial slenderness* of youth—
and while he was far from young he had slid* down his banister* that morning and given
the bronze backside of Aphrodite on the hall table a smack*, as he jogged* toward the
smell of coffee in his dining room. He might have been compared to a summer’s day,
particularly the last hours of one, and while he lacked* a tennis racket or a sail bag* the
impression was definitely one of youth, sport, and clement* weather. He had been
swimming and now he was breathing deeply, as if he could gulp into his lungs the
components of that moment, the heat of the sun, the intenseness of his pleasure. It all
seemed to flow into his chest. His own house stood in Bullet Park, eight miles to the
south, where his four beautiful daughters would have had their lunch and might be
playing tennis. Then it occurred to him that by taking a dogleg* to the southwest he could
reach his home by water.
His life was not confining* and the delight he took in this observation could not be
explained by its suggestion of escape. He seemed to see, with a cartographer’s eye, that
string* of swimming pools, that quasi-subterranean stream that curved across the county*.
He had made a discovery, a contribution to modern geography; he would name the stream
Lucinda after his wife. He was not a practical joker nor was he a fool but he was
determinedly* original and had a vague and modest idea of himself as a legendary figure.
The day was beautiful and it seemed to him that a long swim might enlarge* and celebrate
its beauty.
He took off a sweater that was hung over his shoulders and dove* in. He had an
inexplicable contempt* for men who did not hurl* themselves into pools. He swam a
choppy* crawl, breathing either with every stroke* or every fourth stroke and counting
somewhere well in the back of his mind the one-two one-two of a flutter* kick*. It was not
a serviceable stroke for long distances but the domestication of swimming had saddled*
the sport with some customs and in his part of the world a crawl was customary. To be
embraced and sustained by the light green water was less a pleasure, it seemed, than the
resumption* of a natural condition, and he would have liked to swim without trunks, but
this was not possible, considering his project. He hoisted* himself up on the far curb—he
never used the ladder*—and started across the lawn*. When Lucinda asked where he was
going he said he was going to swim home.
The only maps and charts he had to go by were remembered or imaginary but these
were clear enough. First there were the Grahams, the Hammers, the Lears, the Howlands,
and the Crosscups. He would cross Ditmar Street to the Bunkers and come, after a short
portage*, to the Levys, the Welchers, and the public pool in Lancaster. Then there were
the Hallorans, the Sachses, the Biswangers, Shirley Adams, the Gilmartins, and the
Clydes. The day was lovely, and that he lived in a world so generously supplied with
water seemed like a clemency, a beneficence. His heart was high and he ran across the
grass. Making his way home by an uncommon route gave him the feeling that he was a
pilgrim*, an explorer, a man with a destiny, and he knew that he would find friends all the
way; friends would line the banks* of the Lucinda River.

(sotana)
(sacristía) / (campos
de golf)
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hue, tone, color

slim / (esbeltez)
glided / handrail
kiss / ran

didn't have
(hinchada por el
viento), bulged,
swollen / mild

abrupt change in
direction, bent
restrictive, limiting
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resolutely
amplify, increase

plunged
disregard / throw
rough, sort of / (brazada)
flap / blow with the
foot
imposed

renewal
lifted
(escalerilla) / grass

(porteo)

traveler, quester
(orillas)
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He went through a hedge* that separated the Westerhazys’ land from the Grahams,
walked under some flowering apple trees, passed the shed* that housed their pump
and filter, and came out at the Grahams’ pool. “Why*, Neddy,” Mrs. Graham said,
“what a marvelous surprise. I’ve been trying to get you on the phone all morning. Here,
let me get you a drink.” He saw then, like any explorer, that the hospitable customs and
traditions of the natives would have to be handled* with diplomacy if he was ever going
to reach his destination. He did not want to mystify* or seem rude to the Grahams nor did
he have the time to linger* there. He swam the length of their pool and joined them in the
sun and was rescued, a few minutes later, by the arrival of two carloads of friends from
Connecticut. During the uproarious* reunions he was able to slip away*. He went down
by the front of the Grahams’ house, stepped over a thorny* hedge*, and crossed a vacant
lot* to the Hammers’. Mrs. Hammer, looking up from her roses, saw him swim by
although she wasn’t quite sure who it was. The Lears heard him splashing* past the open
windows of their living room. The Howlands and the Crosscups were away. After leaving
the Howlands’ he crossed Ditmar Street and started for the Bunkers’, where he could
hear, even at that distance, the noise of a party.
The water refracted* the sound of voices and laughter and seemed to suspend it in
midair*. The Bunkers’ pool was on a rise and he climbed some stairs to a terrace where
twenty-five or thirty men and women were drinking. The only person in the water was
Rusty Towers, who floated there on a rubber raft*. Oh how bonny* and lush* were the
banks of the Lucinda River! Prosperous men and women gathered* by the sapphirecolored waters while caterer’s men* in white coats passed them cold gin. Overhead a red
de Haviland* trainer* was circling around and around and around in the sky with
something like the glee* of a child in a swing*. Ned felt a passing affection for the scene,
a tenderness for the gathering*, as if it was something he might touch. In the distance he
heard thunder*. As soon as Enid Bunker saw him she began to scream: “Oh look who’s
here! What a marvelous surprise! When Lucinda said that you couldn’t come I thought
I’d die.” She made her way to him through the crowd, and when they had finished kissing
she led* him to the bar, a progress that was slowed by the fact that he stopped to kiss
eight or ten other women and shake the hands of as many men. A smiling bartender he
had seen at a hundred parties gave him a gin and tonic and he stood by the bar for a
moment, anxious* not to get stuck* in any conversation that would delay* his voyage*.
When he seemed about to be surrounded he dove* in and swam close to the side to avoid
colliding with Rusty’s raft. At the far end of the pool he bypassed the Tomlinsons with a
broad smile and jogged* up the garden path. The gravel cut his feet but this was the only
unpleasantness. The party was confined* to the pool, and as he went toward the house he
heard the brilliant, watery* sound of voices fade*, heard the noise of a radio from the
Bunkers’ kitchen, where someone was listening to a ballgame. Sunday afternoon. He
made his way through the parked cars and down the grassy border of their driveway* to
Alewives’ Lane. He did not want to be seen on the road in his bathing trunks* but there
was no traffic and he made the short distance to the Levys’ driveway, marked with a
private property sign and a green tube* for the New York Times. All the doors and
windows of the big house were open but there were no signs of life; not even a dog
barked*. He went around the side of the house to the pool and saw that the Levys had
only recently left. Glasses and bottles and dishes of nuts* were on a table at the deep end,
where there was a bathhouse or gazebo*, hung with Japanese lanterns. After swimming
the pool he got himself a glass and poured a drink. It was his fourth or fifth drink and he
had swum nearly half the length of the Lucinda River. He felt tired, clean, and pleased at
that moment to be alone; pleased with everything.
It would storm. The stand of cumulus cloud— that city—had risen and darkened, and
while he sat there he heard the percussiveness of thunder again. The de Haviland trainer*
was still circling overhead and it seemed to Ned that he could almost hear the pilot laugh
with pleasure in the afternoon; but when there was another peal* of thunder he took off
for home. A train whistle blew and he wondered what time it had gotten to be. Four?
Five? He thought of the provincial station that hour, where a waiter, his tuxedo* concealed by a raincoat, a dwarf* with some flowers wrapped in newspaper, and a woman
who had been crying could be waiting for the local*. It was suddenly growing dark; it was
that moment when the pinheaded birds seem to organize their song into some acute and
knowledgeable recognition of the storm’s approach. Then there was a fine noise of
rushing* water from the crown of an oak at his back, as if a spigot* there had been turned.
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Then the noise of fountains came from the crowns of all the tall trees. Why did he love
storms, what was the meaning of his excitement when the door sprang* open and the rain
wind fled* rudely up the stairs, why had the simple task of shutting* the windows of an
old house seemed fitting* and urgent, why did the first watery notes of a storm wind have
for him the unmistakable sound of good news, cheer, glad tidings*? Then there was an
explosion, a smell of cordite*, and rain lashed* the Japanese lanterns that Mrs. Levy had
bought in Kyoto the year before last, or was it the year before that?
He stayed in the Levys’ gazebo until the storm had passed. The rain had cooled the air
and he shivered*. The force of the wind had stripped a maple of its red and yellow leaves
and scattered* them over the grass and the water. Since it was mid-summer the tree must
be blighted*, and yet he felt a peculiar sadness at this sign of autumn. He braced* his
shoulders, emptied his glass, and started for the Welchers’ pool. This meant crossing the
Lindleys’ riding ring* and he was surprised to find it overgrown with grass and all the
jumps dismantled. He wondered if the Lindleys had sold their horses or gone away for the
summer and put them out to board*. He seemed to remember having heard something
about the Lindleys and their horses but the memory was unclear. On he went, barefoot
through the wet grass, to the Welchers’, where he found their pool was dry.
This breach* in his chain of water disappointed him absurdly, and he felt like some
explorer who seeks a torrential headwater and finds a dead stream. He was disappointed
and mystified*. It was common enough to go away for the summer but no one ever
drained* his pool. The Welchers had definitively gone away. The pool furniture was
folded, stacked, and covered with a tarpaulin*. The bathhouse was locked. All the
windows of the house were shut*, and when he went around to the driveway in front he
saw a for-sale* sign nailed to a tree. When had he last heard from the Welchers—when,
that is, had he and Lucinda last regretted an invitation to dine with them. It seemed only
a week or so ago. Was his memory failing or had he so disciplined it in the repression of
unpleasant facts that he had damaged his sense of the truth? Then in the distance he heard
the sound of a tennis game. This cheered him, cleared away all his apprehensions and let
him regard the overcast sky and the cold air with indifference. This was the day that
Neddy Merrill swam across the county. That was the day! He started off then for his most
difficult portage*.
Had you gone for a Sunday afternoon ride* that day you might have seen him close to
naked standing on the shoulders* of Route 424, waiting for a chance* to cross. You might
have wondered if he was the victim of foul* play had his car broken down, or was he
merely a fool. Standing barefoot in the deposits* of the highway—beer cans, rags, and
blowout patches* —exposed to all kinds of ridicule, he seemed pitiful. He had known
when he started that this was a part of his journey—it had been on his maps—but
confronted with the lines of traffic, worming* through the summery* light, he found
himself unprepared. He was laughed at, jeered* at, a beer can was thrown at him, and he
had no dignity or humor to bring to the situation. He could have gone back, back to the
Westerhazys’, where Lucinda would still be sitting in the sun. He had signed nothing,
vowed* nothing, pledged* nothing not even to himself. Why, believing as he did, that all
human obduracy* was susceptible to common sense, was he unable to turn back? Why
was he determined* to complete his journey even if it meant putting his life in danger? At
what point had this prank*, this joke, this piece of horseplay become serious? He could
not go back, he could not even recall with any clearness the green water at the Westerhazys’,
the sense of inhaling the day’s components, the friendly and relaxed voices saying that
they had drunk too much. In the space of an hour, more or less, he had covered a distance
that made his return impossible.
An old man, tooling* down the highway at fifteen miles an hour, let him get to the
middle of the road, where there was a grass divider*. Here he was exposed to the ridicule
of the northbound traffic, but after ten or fifteen minutes he was able to cross. From here
he had only a short walk to the Recreation Center at the edge of the Village of Lancaster,
where there were some handball courts and a public pool.
The effect of the water on voices, the illusion of brilliance and suspense, was the same
here as it had been at the Bunkers’ but the sounds here were louder, harsher*, and more
shrill*, and as soon as he entered the crowded enclosure he was confronted with regimentation. “ALL SWIMMERS MUST TAKE A SHOWER BEFORE USING THE POOL.
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bitter solution and made his way to the edge* of the water. It stank* of chlorine and
looked to him like a sink*. A pair of lifeguards in a pair of towers blew police whistles at
what seemed to be regular intervals and abused* the swimmers through a public address
system. Neddy remembered the sapphire water at the Bunkers’ with longing and thought
that he might contaminate himself—damage his own prosperousness and charm—by
swimming in this murk*, but he reminded himself that he was an explorer, a pilgrim, and
that this was merely a stagnant bend * in the Lucinda River. He dove, scowling* with
distaste, into the chlorine and had to swim with his head above water to avoid
collisions, but even so he was bumped into, splashed and jostled*. When he got to the
shallow* end both lifeguards were shouting at him; “Hey, you, you without the identification disk, get outa the water.” He did, but they had no way of pursuing him and he
went through the reek* of suntan oil and chlorine out through the hurricane fence and
passed the handball courts. By crossing the road he entered the wooded part of the
Halloran estate*. The woods were not cleared and the footing was treacherous and
difficult until he reached the lawn and the clipped beech hedge* that encircled their pool.
The Hallorans were friends, an elderly couple of enormous wealth who seemed to
bask* in the suspicion that they might be Communists. They were zealous reformers but
they were not Communists, and yet when they were accused, as they sometimes were, of
subversion, it seemed to gratify and excite them. Their beech* hedge* was yellow and he
guessed this had been blighted* like the Levys’ maple. He called hullo, hullo, to warn*
the Hallorans of his approach, to palliate his invasion of their privacy. The Hallorans, for
reasons that had never been explained to him, did not wear bathing suits. No explanations
were in order, really. Their nakedness was a detail in their uncompromising zeal for
reform and he stepped politely out of his trunks* before he went through the opening in
the hedge*.
Mrs. Halloran, a stout* woman with white hair and a serene face, was reading the
Times. Mr. Halloran was taking beech* leaves out of the water with a scoop*. They
seemed not surprised or displeased to see him. Their pool was perhaps the oldest in the
county, a fieldstone rectangle, fed by a brook. It had no filter or pump and its waters were
the opaque gold of the stream.
“I’m swimming across the county,” Ned said.
“Why, I didn’t know one could,” exclaimed Mrs. Halloran.
“Well, I’ve made it from the Westerhazys’,” Ned said. “That must be about four
miles.”
He left his trunks at the deep end, walked to the shallow* end, and swam this stretch*.
As he was pulling himself out of the water he heard Mrs. Halloran say: “We’ve been
terribly sorry to hear about all your misfortunes, Neddy.”
“My misfortunes?” Ned asked. “I don’t know what you mean.”
“Why, we heard that you’d sold the house and that your poor children . . .”
“I don’t recall having sold the house,” Ned said, “and the girls are at home.”
“Yes,” Mrs. Halloran sighed. “Yes . . .” Her voice filled the air with an unseasonable*
melancholy and Ned spoke briskly*. “Thank you for the swim.”
“Well, have a nice trip,” said Mrs Halloran.
Beyond the hedge* he pulled on his trunks and fastened them. They were loose*
and he wondered if, during the space of an afternoon, he could have lost some weight.
He was cold and he was tired and the naked Hallorans and their dark water had
depressed him. The swim was too much for his strength but how could he have
guessed this, sliding* down the banister* that morning and sitting in the Westerhazys’
sun? His arms were lame*. His legs felt rubbery and ached at the joints*. The worst
of it was the cold in his bones and the feeling that he might never be warm again.
Leaves were falling down around him and he smelled woodsmoke on the wind. Who
would be burning wood at this time of year?
He needed a drink. Whisky would warm him, pick him up, carry him through the last
of his journey, refresh his feeling that it was original and valorous to swim across the
county. Channel swimmers took brandy. He needed a stimulant. He crossed the lawn in
front of the Hallorans’ house and went down a little path to where they had built a house
for their only daughter Helen and her husband Eric Sachs. The Sachses’ pool was small
and he found Helen and her husband there.
“Oh, Neddy,” Helen said. “did you lunch at mother’s?”
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“Not really,” Ned said. “I did stop to see your parents.” This seemed to be explanation enough. “I’m terribly sorry to break in* on you like this but I’ve taken a chill* and
I wonder if you’d give me a drink.”
“Why, I’d love to,” Helen said, “but there hasn’t been anything in this house to drink
since Eric’s operation. That was three years ago.”
Was he losing his memory, had his gift for concealing* painful facts let him forget that
he had sold his house, that his children were in trouble, and that his friend had been ill?
His eyes slipped from Eric’s face to his abdomen, where he saw three pale, sutured scars,
two of them at least a foot long. Gone was his navel, and what, Neddy thought, would the
roving hand, bed-checking one’s gifts at 3 A.M. make of a belly with no navel* , no link to
birth, this breach* in the succession?
“I’m sure you can get a drink at the Biswangers’,” Helen said. “They’re having an
enormous do. You can hear it from here. Listen!”
She raised her head and from across the road, the lawns, the gardens, the woods,
the fields, he heard again the brilliant noise of voices over water. “Well, I’ll get wet,”
he said, still feeling that he had no freedom of choice about his means of travel. He
dove into the Sachses’ cold water and, gasping*, close to drowning, made his way
from one end of the pool to the other. “Lucinda and I want terribly to see you,” he said
over his shoulder, his face set towards the Bisw angers’. “We’re sorry it’s been so
long and we’ll call you very soon.”
He crossed some fields to the Biswangers’ and the sounds of revelry* there. They
would be honored to give him a drink, they would be happy to give him a drink, they
would in fact be lucky to give him a drink. The Biswangers invited him and Lucinda
for dinner four times a year, six weeks in advance. They were always rebuffed* and yet
they continued to send out their invitations, unwilling to comprehend the rigid and
undemocratic realities of their society. They were the sort of people who discussed the
price of things at cocktails, exchanged market tips during dinner, and after dinner told
dirty stories to mixed* company. They did not be long to Neddy’s set—they were not
even on Lucinda’s Christmas card list. He went toward their pool with feelings of
indifference, charity, and some unease*, since it seemed to be getting dark and these
were the longest days of the year. The party when he joined it was noisy and large.
Grace Biswanger was the kind of hostess* who asked the optometrist, the veterinarian,
the real-estate dealer and the dentist. No one was swimming and the twilight, reflected
on the water of the pool, had a wintry* gleam*. There was a bar and he started for this.
When Grace Biswanger saw him she came toward him, not affectionately as he had
every right to expect, but bellicosely*.
“Why, this party has everything,” she said loudly, “including a gate crasher*.”
She could not deal him a social blow—there was no question about this and he did
not flinch*. “As a gate crasher,” he asked politely, “do I rate* a drink?”
“Suit yourself,” she said. “You don’t seem to pay much attention to invitations”.
She turned her back on him and joined some guests, and he went to the bar and
ordered a whisky. The bartender served him but he served him rudely. His was a
world in which the caterer’s men kept the social score, and to be rebuffed* by a
part-time barkeep meant that he had suffered some loss of social esteem. Or perhaps
the man was new and uninformed. Then he heard Grace at his back say: “They went
for broke overnight—nothing but income—and he showed up drunk one Sunday and
asked us to loan him five thousand dollars. . . .” She was always talking about
money. It was worse than eating your peas off a knife. He dove into the pool, swam
its length and went away.
The next pool on his list, the last but two, belonged to his old mistress, Shirley
Adams. If he had suffered any injuries at the Biswangers’ they would be cured here.
Love—sexual roughhouse* in fact—was the supreme elixir, the painkiller, the brightly
colored pill that would put the spring back* into his step, the joy of life in his heart.
They had had an affair last week, last month, last year. He couldn’t remember. It
was he who had broken it off, his was the uppe r hand, and he stepped through the
gate of the wall that surrounded her pool with nothing so considered as selfconfidence. It seemed in a way to be his pool as the lover, particularly the illicit
lover, enjoys the possessions of his mistress with an authority unknown to holy
matrimony. She was there, her hair the color of brass, but her figure, at the edge of
the lighted, cerulean* water, excited in him no profound memories. It had been, he
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thought, a lighthearted* affair, although she had wept when he broke it off. She
seemed confused to see him and he wondered if she was still wounded. Would she,
God forbid*, weep again?
“What do you want?” she asked.
“I’m swimming across the county*.”
“Good Christ. Will you ever grow up?”
“What’s the matter?”
“If you’ve come here for money,” she said, “I won’t give you another cent.”
“You could give me a drink.”
“I could but I won’t. I’m not alone.”
“Well, I’m on my way.”
He dove* in and swam the pool, but when he tried to haul* himself up onto the
curb he found that the strength in his arms and his shoulders had gone, and he
paddled* to the ladder and climbed out. Looking over his shoulder he saw, in the
lighted bathhouse, a young man. Going out onto the dark lawn he smelled chrysanthemums or marigolds*— some stubborn* autumnal fragrance—on the night air,
strong as gas. Looking overhead he saw that the stars had come out, but why should
he seem to see Andromeda, Cepheus, and Cassiopeia? What had become of the
constellations of mid-summer? He began to cry.
It was probably the first time in his adult life that he had ever cried, certainly
the first time in his life that he had ever felt so miserable, cold, tired, and
bewildered*. He could not understand the rudeness* of the caterer’s barkeep or
the rudeness of a mistress who had come to him on her knees and showered his
trousers with tears. He had swum too long, he had been immersed too long, and
his nose and his throat were sore* from the water. What he needed then was a
drink, some company, and some clean dry clothes, and while he could have cut
directly across the road to his home he went on to the Gilmartins’ pool. Here, for
the first time in his life, he did not dive but went down the steps into the icy water
and swam a hobbled* side stroke that he might have learned as a youth. He
staggered* with fatigue on his way to the Clydes’ and paddled the length of their
pool, stopping again and again with his hand on the curb * to rest. He climbed up
the ladder* and wondered if he had the strength to get home. He had done what he
wanted, he had swum the county, but he was so stupefied with exhaustion that his
triumph seemed vague. Stooped*, holding onto the gateposts for support*, he
turned up the driveway of his own house.
The place was dark. Was it so late that they had all gone to bed? Had Lucinda
stayed at the Westerhazys’ for supper? Had the girls joined her there or gone
someplace else? Hadn’t they agreed, as they usually did on Sunday, to regret all
their invitations and stay at home? He tried the garage doors to see what cars were in but
the doors were locked and rust* came off the handles onto his hands. Going toward the
house, he saw that the force of the thunderstorm had knocked one of the rain gutters*
loose*. It hung down over the front door like an umbrella rib*, but it could be fixed
in the morning. The house was locked, and he thought that the stupid cook or the
stupid maid must have locked the place up until he remembered that it had been
some time since they had employed a maid* or a cook. He shouted, pounded* on the
door, tried to force it with his shoulder, and then, looking in at the windows, saw
that the place was empty.
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1. What is the purposefulness of the quest? Is it a failed one? Why or why not?
2. What do water and alcohol seem to represent, this offered to the hero in almost every place he traverses in his journey
towards the final destination?
3. In verbal irony
(a) there is a contrast between the speaker's words and meaning; in an ironic point of view
(b) between the writer's attitude and what is spoken by a fictitious character; in dramatic irony
(c) between the limited knowledge of a character and the fuller knowledge of the reader or spectator; in cosmic irony
(d) between a character's aspiration and the treatment he or she receives at the hands of Fate.
I dentify the various kinds of irony that you think that occur in this text and wh ich one of these ironic aspects prevails.
4. Is the overall tonality of this story tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
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There is no sense in looking for trouble, but in any big, true picture of the city
where we all live there is surely room for one more word on the diehards*, the
hangers-on*, the people who never got along and who never gave up, the insatiables
that we have all known at one time or another. I mean the shoestring aristocrats
of the upper East Side—the elegant, charming, and shabby men who work for
brokerage* houses, and their high-flown wives, with their thrift*-shop minks and
their ash-can* fur pieces*, their alligator* shoes and their snotty* ways with
doormen and with the cashiers in supermarkets, their gold jewelry and their dregs
of Je Reviens and Chanel. I’m thinking of the Beers now—Alfreda and Bob—
who lived in the East Side apartment house that Bob’s father used to own,
surrounded by sailing trophies*, autographed photographs of President Hoover,
Spanish furniture, and other relics of the golden age. It wasn’t much of a place,
really—large and dark—but it was more than they could afford; you could tell by
the faces of the doormen and the elevator operators when you told them where
you were going. I suppose they were always two or three months behind with the
rent and had nothing to spare for tips. Of course, Alfreda had been to school in
Fiesole. Her father, like Bob’s had lost millions and millions and millions
o f d o llars. All h er memo ries were thickly in laid * with patinas o f b righ t
gold: yesteryear’s high bridge stakes*, and how difficult it was to get the
Daimler started o n a rainy d ay , an d p icn ics on the Brand y -win e with th e
d u Pon t girls.
She was a good-looking woman—long-faced and with that New England fairness
that seems to state a tenuous racial claim to privilege. She looked imperturbable.
When they were on their uppers*, she worked—first at the Steuben glass store,
on Fifth Avenue, and then she went to Jensen’s, where she got into trouble by
insisting on her right to smoke. She went from there to Bonwit’s, and from
Bonwit’s to Bendel’s. Schwarz’s took her on one Christmas, and she was on the
street-floor glove counter at Saks the next Easter. She had a couple of children
between jobs and she used to leave them in the care of an old Scotchwoman—an
old family retainer* from the good days—who seemed just as unable as the
Beers to make an advantageous adjustment to change.
They were the kind of people that you met continually at railroad stations and
cocktail parties. I mean Sunday-night railroad stations; weekend and season’send places like the junction at Hyannis or Flemington; places like the station at
Lake George, or Aiken and Greenville in the early spring; places like
Westhampton, the Nantucket steamer, Stonington, and Bar Harbor; or, to go
farther afield, places like Paddington Station, Rome, and the Antwerp night boat.
“Hello! Hello!” they called across the crowd of travelers, and there he would be,
in his white raincoat, with his stick and his Homburg, and there she was, in her
mink* or her ash-can fur piece. And in some ways the cocktail parties where your
paths crossed were not so different, after all, from the depots, junctions, and boat
trains where you met. They were the kind of party where the company is never
very numerous and the liquor is never very good—parties where, as you drink
and talk, you feel a palpable lassitude overtaking any natural social ardor, as if
the ties of family, society, school, and place that held the group together were
dissolving like the ice in your drink. But the atmosphere is not so much one of
social dissolution as of social change, realignment—in effect, the atmosphere of
travel. The guests seem to be gathered in a boat shed or at a railroad junction,
waiting for the boat or the train to depart. Past the maid who takes the wraps, past
the foyer* and the fireproof door, there seems to lie a stretch of dark water,
stormy water sometimes—the cry of the wind, the creak of iron sign hinges and
the lights, the deckhand* voices, and the soulful whistling of an approaching
Channel boat.
One reason you always saw the Beers at cocktail parties and railroad stations
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was that they were always looking for somebody. They weren’t looking for
somebody like you or me—they were looking for the Marchioness of Bath—but
any port in a storm. The way they used to come in to a party and stare around
them is understandable—we all do it—but the way they used to peer* at their
fellow travelers on a station platform was something else. In any place where
those two had to wait fifteen minutes or longer for a public conveyance they
would turn the crowd inside out, peering under hatbrims and behind newspapers
for somebody they might happen to know.
I’m speaking of the thirties and the forties now, the years—before and after
the Big War—years when the Beers’ financial problems must have been complicated by the fact that their children were old enough to go to expensive
schools. They did some unsavory things; they kited* checks, and, borrowing
someone’s car for a weekend, they ran it into a ditch and walked away,
washing their hands of the whole thing. These tricks brought some
precariousness to their social as well as their economic status, but they
continued to operate on a margin of charm and expectation—there was
Aunt Margaret in Philadelphia and Aunt Laura in Boston—and, to tell the
truth, they were charming*. People were always glad to see them, for, if
they were the pathetic grasshoppers of some gorgeous economic summer,
they somehow had it in their power to remind one of good things—good
places, games, food, and company —and the ardor with which they looked for
friends on railroad platforms could perhaps be accounted for by the fact that
they were only looking for a world that they understood.
Then Aunt Margaret died, and this is how I discovered that interesting fact.
It was in the spring, and my boss and his wife were sailing for England, and I
went down to the boat one morning with a box of cigars and a historical
romance. The ship was new, as I recall, with lots of drifters* looking at the sets
of Edna Ferber under lock and key in the library and admiring the dry swimming
pools and the dry bars. The passageways were crowded, and every cabin in first
class was full of flowers and of well-wishers drinking champagne at eleven
o’clock on a gloomy morning, with the rich green soup of New York Harbor
sending its tragic smell up to the clouds, I gave my boss and his wife their
presents, and then, looking for the main deck, passed a cabin or suite where I
heard Alfreda’s boarding-school laugh. The place was jammed*, and a waiter
was pouring champagne, and when I had greeted my friends, Alfreda took me
aside. “Aunt Margaret has departed this life,” she said, “and we’re loaded
again....” I had some champagne, and then the all-ashore whistle blew—
vehement, deafening, the hoarse summons of life itself, and somehow, like
the smell of harbor water, tragic, too; for, watching the party break up, I
wondered how long Aunt Margaret’s fortune would last those two. Their
debts were enormous, and their hab its were foolish, and even a hundred
thousand wouldn’t take them far.
This idea seems to have stayed at the back of my mind, for at a heavyweight fight
at Yankee Stadium that fall* I thought I saw Bob wandering around with a tray of
binoculars to rent. I called his name— I shouted—and it wasn’t he, but the resemblance was so striking* that I felt as if I had seen him, or had at least seen the
scope* of the vivid social and economic contrasts in store for such a couple.
I wish I could say that, leaving the theater one snowy evening, I saw Alfreda
selling pencils on Forty-sixth Street and that she would return to some basement
on the West Side where Bob lay dying on a pallet*, but this would only reflect on
the poverty of my imagination.
In saying that the Beers were the kind of people you met at railroad stations
and cocktail parties, I overlooked* the beaches. They were very aquatic. You
know how it is. In the summer months, the northeastern coast up from Long
Island and deep into Maine, including all the sea islands, seems to be transformed into a vast social clearinghouse, and as you sit on the sand listening to
the heavy furniture of the North Atlantic, figures from your social past appear
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in the surf, as thick as raisins in a cake. A wave takes form, accelerates its
ride over the shallows, boils, and breaks, revealings Consuelo Roosevelt and
Mr. and Mrs Dundas Vanderbilt, with the children of both marriages. Then
a wave comes in from the right like a cavalry charge, bearing landward on
the rubber raft Lathrope Macy with Emerson Crane’s second wife, and the
Bishop of Pittsburgh in an inner tube. Then a wave brea ks at your feet with
the noise of a slammed trunk* lid and there are the Beers. “How nice to see
you, how very nice to see you....”
So the summer and the sea will be the setting for their last appearance—their
last appearance for our purposes here, at any rate. We are in a small town in
Maine—let’s say—and decide to take the family for a sail and a picnic. The man
at the inn tells us where there is a boat livery, and we pack our sandwiches and
follow his directions to a wharf*. We find an old man in a shack with a catboat to
rent, and we make a deposit and sign a dirty paper, noticing that the old man, at
ten in the morning, is drunk. He rows us out to the mooring* in a skiff, and we
say good-by, and then, seeing how dilapidated his catboat is, we call after him,
but he has already headed for the mainland and is out of hearing.
The floor boards are floating, the rudder pin is bent, and one of the bolts in
the rudder* has rusted away. The blocks are broken, and when we pump her dry
and hoist the sail, it is rotted * and torn. We get under way at last—urged by
the children—and sail out to an island and eat our picnic. Then we start home.
But now the wind has freshened; it has backed around to the southwest; and
when we have left the island our port stay snaps, and the wire flies upward and
coils itself around the mast*. We take down the sail and repair the stay with
rope. Then we see that we are on an ebb* tide* and traveling rapidly out to sea.
With the repaired stay we sail for ten minutes before the starboard stay gives.
Now we are in trouble. We think of the old man in the shack, who holds the
only knowledge of our whereabouts in his drunken head. We try to paddle*
with the floor boards, but we can make no headway against the sweep of the
tide. Who will save us? The Beers!
They come over the horizon at dusk in one of those bulky* cabin cruisers,
with a banquette on the bridge and shaded lamps and bowls of roses in the cabin.
A hired hand is at the helm*, and Bob throws us a line. This is more than a
chance reunion of old friends—our lives have been saved. We are nearly delirious. The hired hand is settled in the catboat, and ten minutes after we have been
snatched* from the jaws of death we are drinking Martinis on the bridge. They
will take us back to their house, they say. We can spend the night there. And
while the background and the appointments are not so different, their relationship
to them has been revolutionized. It is their house, their boat. We wonder how—
we gape*—and Bob is civil enough to give us an explanation, in a low voice, a
mumble, nearly, as if the facts were parenthetical. “We took most of Aunt
Margaret’s money and all of Aunt Laura’s and a little something Uncle Ralph left
us and invested it all in the market, you know, and it’s more than tripled in the
last two years. I’ve bought back everything Dad lost—everything I wanted, that
is. That’s my schooner* over there. Of course, the house is new. Those are our
lights.” The afternoon and the ocean, which seemed so menacing in the catboat,
now spread out around us with a miraculous tranquillity, and we settle back to
enjoy our company, for the Beers are charming—they always were—and now
they appear to be smart, for what else was it but smart of them to know that
summertime would come again?

(baúl)

quay, pier, (muelle)

(amarradero)

(timón), helm
broken down / edges
jagged, (destrozados, hechos trizas)

(mástil)
(menguante, adversa) / (marea)

row

enormous, huge

(timón), rudder

rescued

were amazed,
astounded

(balandro)

1. What personal qualities do the Beers possess that make them comic rather than tragic figures?
2. How would you describe the conflict?
3. a) What´s the tone of this story —the attitude of the writer to the material?
b) Is the overall tone of this story tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
4. In which other texts do we see this same comic pattern going from a survival state to one of renewal.
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“You’re a real* one for opening your mouth in the first place,” Itzie said. “What do
you open your mouth all the time for?”
“I didn’t bring it up, Itz, I didn’t,” Ozzie said.
“What do you care about Jesus Christ for anyway?”
“I didn’t bring up Jesus Christ. He did. I didn’t even know what he was talking
about. Jesus is historical, he kept saying. Jesus is historical.” Ozzie mimicked* the
monumental* voice of Rabbi Binder.
“Jesus was a person that lived like you and me,” Ozzie continued. “That’s what Binder
said—”
“Yeah* ? . . . So what! What do I give two cents whether he lived or not. And what do
you gotta* open your mouth!” Itzie Lieberman favored closed-mouthedness*, especially
when it came to Ozzie Freedman’s questions. Mrs. Freedman had to see Rabbi Binder
twice before about Ozzie’s questions and this Wednesd ay at four-thirty would be the third
time. Itzie preferred to keep his mother in the kitchen; he settled for* behind-the-back
subtleties such as gestures, faces, snarls* and other less delicate barnyard* noises .
“He was a real person, Jesus, but he wasn’t like God, and we don’t believe he is God”
Slowly, Ozzie was explaining Rabbi Binder’s position to Itzie, who had been absent from
Hebrew School the previous afternoon.
“The Catholics,” Itzie said helpfully, “they believe in Jesus Christ, that he’s God.”
Itzie Lieberman used “the Catholics” in its broadest sense to include the Protestants.
Ozzie received Itzie’s remark with a tiny head bob*, as though it were a footnote, and
went on*. “His mother was Mary, and his father probably was Joseph,” Ozzie said. “But
the New Testament says his real* father was God.”
“His real father?”
“Yeah,” Ozzie said, “that’s the big thing, his father’s supposed to be God.”
“Bull*.”
“That’s what Rabbi Binder says, that it’s impossible—”
“Sure it’s impossible. That stuff’s all bull. To have a baby you gotta* get laid*,” Itzie
theologized. “Mary hadda* get laid*.”
“That’s what Binder says: ‘The only way a woman can have a baby is to have
intercourse with a man”’
“He said that, Ozz?” For a moment it appeared that Itzie had put the theological
question aside. “He said that, intercourse?” A little curled* smile shaped itself in the
lower half of Itzie’s face like a pink mustache. “What you guys do, Ozz, you laugh or
something?”
“I raised my hand.”
“Yeah? Whatja* say?”
“That’s when I asked the question.”
Itzie’s face lit up. “Whatja ask about—intercourse?”
“No, I asked the question about God, how if he could create the heaven and earth in six
days, and make all the animals and the fish and the light in six days—the light especially,
that’s what always gets me*, that he could make the light. Making fish and animals, that’s
pretty good—”
“That’s damn* good.” Itzie’s appreciation was honest but unimaginative: it was as
though God had just pitched a one-hitter*.
“But making light . . . I mean when you think about it, it’s really something,” Ozzie
said. “Anyway, I asked Binder if he could make all that in six days, and he could pick* the
six days he wanted right out of nowhere, why couldn’t he let a woman have a baby
without having intercourse.”
“You said intercourse, Ozz, to Binder?”
“Yeah.”
“Right in class?”
“Yeah.”
Itzie smacked* the side of his head.
“I mean, no kidding* around,” Ozzie said, “that’d* really be nothing. After all that
other stuff, that’d practically be nothing.”
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Itzie considered a moment. “What’d* Binder say?”
“He started all over again explaining how Jesus was historical and how he lived like
you and me but he wasn’t God. So I said I understood that. What I wanted to know was
different.”
What Ozzie wanted to know was always different. The first time he had wanted to
know how Rabbi Binder could call the Jews “The Chosen People” if the Declaration of
Independence claimed all men to be created equal. Rabbi Binder tried to distinguish for
him between political equality and spiritual legitimacy, but what Ozzie wanted to know,
he insisted vehemently, was different. That was the first time his mother had to come.
Then there was the plane crash*. Fifty-eight people had been killed in a plane crash at
La Guardia. In studying a casualty* list in the newspaper his mother had discovered
among the list of those dead eight Jewish names (his grandmother had nine but she
counted Miller as a Jewish name); because of the eight she said the plane crash was “a
tragedy.” During free-discussion time on Wednesday Ozzie had brought to Rabbi Binder’s attention this matter of “some of his relations*” always picking out* the Jewish
names. Rabbi Binder had begun to explain cultural unity and some other things when
Ozzie stood up at his seat and said that what he wanted to know was different. Rabbi
Binder insisted that he sit down and it was then that Ozzie shouted that he wished all
fifty-eight were Jews. That was the second time his mother came.
“And he kept explaining about Jesus being historical, and so I kept asking him. No
kidding, Itz, he was trying to make me look stupid.”
“So what he finally do?”
“Finally he starts screaming that I was deliberately simple-minded and a wise guy, and that
my mother had to come, and this was the last time. And that I’d never get bar-mitzvahed* if
he could help it. Then, Itz, then he starts talking in that voice like a statue, r eal*
slow and deep, and he says that I better think over what I said about the Lord. He told me
to go to his office and think it over.”
Ozzie leaned his body towards Itzie. “Itz, I thought it over for a solid* hour, and now
I’m convinced God could do it.”
Ozzie had planned to confess his latest transgression to his mother as soon as she
came home from work. But it was a Friday night in November and already dark, and
when Mrs. Freedman came through the door she tossed off* her coat, kissed Ozzie
quickly on the face, and went to the kitchen table to light the three yellow candles, two for
the Sabbath and one for Ozzie’s father.
When his mother lit the candles she would move her two arms slowly towards her,
dragging them through the air*, as though persuading people whose minds were half
made up*. And her eyes would get glassy* with tears. Even when his father was alive
Ozzie remembered that her eyes had gotten glassy, so it didn’t have anything to do with
his dying. It had something to do with lighting the candles.
As she touched the flaming match to the unlit wick* of a Sabbath candle, the phone
rang, and Ozzie, standing only a foot from it, plucked* it off the receiver and held it
muffled* to his chest. When his mother lit candles Ozzie felt there should be no noise;
even breathing, if you could manage it, should be softened. Ozzie pressed the phone to
his breast and watched his mother dragging whatever she was dragging, and he felt his
own eyes get glassy. His mother was a round, tired, gray-haired penguin of a woman
whose gray skin had begun to feel the tug* of gravity and the weight of her own history.
Even when she was dressed up she didn’t look like a chosen* person. But when she lit
candles, she looked like something better; like a woman who knew momentarily that God
could do anything.
After a few mysterious minutes she was finished. Ozzie hung up the phone and walked
to the kitchen table where she was beginning to lay* the two places for the four-course
Sabbath meal. He told her that she would have to see Rabbi Binder next Wednesday at
four-thirty, and then he told her why. For the first time in their life together she hit Ozzie
across the face with her hand.
All through the chopped* liver* and chicken soup part of the dinner Ozzie cried; he
didn’t have any appetite for the rest.
On Wednesday, in the largest of the three basement* classrooms of the synagogue,
Rabbi Mavin Binder, a tall, handsome*, broad-shouldered man of thirty with thick
strong-fibered* black hair, removed his watch from his pocket and saw that it was four
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o’clock. At the rear of the room Yakov Blotnik, the seventy-one-year-old custodian*,
slowly polished the large window, mumbling to himself, unaware that it was four
o’clock or six o’clock, Monday or Wednesday. To most of the students Yakov Blotnik’s
mumbling, along with his brown curly* beard, scythe nose, and two heel-trailing black
cats, made of him an object of wonder, a foreigner, a relic, towards whom they were
alternately fearful and disrespectful. To Ozzie the mumbling had always seemed a
monotonous, curious* prayer; what made it curious was that old Blotnik had been
mumbling so steadily* for so many years, Ozzie suspected he had memorized the prayers
and forgotten all about God.
“It is now free-discussion time,” Rabbi Binder said. “Feel free to talk about any Jewish
matter at all—religion, family, politics, sports—”
There was silence. It was a gusty*, clouded November afternoon and it did not seem as
though there ever was or could be a thing called baseball. So nobody this week said a
word about that hero from the past! Hank Greenberg*—which limited free discussion
considerably.
And the soul-battering* Ozzie Freedman had just received from Rabbi Binder had
imposed its limitation. When it was Ozzie’s turn to read aloud from the Hebrew book the
rabbi had asked him petulantly* why he didn’t read more rapidly. He was showing no
progress. Ozzie said he could read faster but that if he did he was sure not to understand
what he was reading. Nevertheless, at the rabbi’s repeated suggestion Ozzie tried, and
showed a great talent, but in the midst* of a long passage he stopped short* and said he
didn’t understand a word he was reading, and started in again at a drag-footed* pace.
Then came the soul-battering.
Consequently when free-discussion time rolled around* none of the students felt too
free. The rabbi’s invitation was answered only by the mumbling of feeble* old Blotnik.
“Isn’t there anything at all you would like to discuss?” Rabbi Binder asked again,
looking at his watch. “No questions or comments?”
There was a small grumble* from the third row. The rabbi requested* that Ozzie rise*
and give the rest of the class the advantage* of his thought.
Ozzie rose. “I forget it now,” he said, and sat down in his place.
Rabbi Binder advanced a seat towards Ozzie and poised* himself on the edge of the
desk. It was Itzie’s desk and the rabbi’s frame only a dagger’s-length away from his face
snapped* him to sitting* attention.
“Stand up again, Oscar,” Rabbi Binder said calmly, “and try to assemble* your
thoughts.”
Ozzie stood up. All his classmates turned in their seats and watched as he gave an
unconvincing scratch* to his forehead.
“I can’t assemble any,” he announced, and plunked* himself down.
“Stand up!” Rabbi Binder advanced from Itzie’s desk to the one directly in front of Ozzie;
when the rabbinical back was turned Itzie gave it five-fingers off the tip of his nose, causing
a small titter* in the room. Rabbi Binder was too absorbed in squelching* Ozzie’s nonsense
once and for all to bother* with titters. “Stand up, Oscar. What’s your question about?”
Ozzie pulled a word out of the air. It was the handiest word. “Religion.”
“Oh, now you remember?”
“Yes.”
“What is it?”
Trapped, Ozzie blurted* the first thing that came to him. “Why can’t he make anything
he wants to make!”
As Rabbi Binder prepared an answer, a final answer, Itzie, ten feet behind him, raised
one finger on his left hand, gestured it meaningfully towards the rabbi’s back, and brought
the house down*.
Binder twisted quickly to see what had happened and in the midst of the commotion
Ozzie shouted into the rabbits back what he couldn’t have shouted to his face. It was a
loud, toneless sound that had the timbre of something stored inside for about six days.
“You don’t know! You don’t know anything about God!”
The rabbi spun* back towards Ozzie. “What?”
“You don’t know—you don’t—”
“Apologize, Oscar, apologize!” It was a threat.
“You don’t—”
Rabbi Binder’s hand flicked* out at Ozzie’s cheek. Perhaps it had only been
meant to clamp* the boy’s mouth shut, but Ozzie ducked* and the palm caught
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him sq uarely* on the nose.
The blood came in a short, red spurt* on to Ozzie’s shirt front.
The next moment was all confusion. Ozzie screamed, “You bastard, you bastard!” and
broke* for the classroom door. Rabbi Binder lurched a step backwards, as though his own
blood had started flowing violently in the opposite direction, then gave a clumsy lurch*
forward and bolted out* the door after Ozzie. The class followed after the rabbi’s huge
blue-suited back, and before old Blotnik could turn from his window, the room was
empty and everyone was headed full speed up the three flights* leading to the roof.
If one should compare the light of day to the life of man: sunrise to birth; sunset—
the dropping down over the edge—to death; then as Ozzie Freedman wiggled* through
the trapdoor of the synagogue roof, his feet kicking backwards bronco-style at
Rabbi Binder’s outstretched arms—at that moment the day was fifty years old. As a
rule, fifty or fifty-five reflects accurately the age of late afternoons in November,
for it is in that month, during those hours, that one’s awareness of light seems no
longer a matter of seeing, but of hearing: light begins clicking away. In fact, as
Ozzie locked shut the trapdoor in the rabbi’s face, the sharp click of the bolt* into
the lock might momentarily have been mistaken for the sound of the heavier gray*
that had just throbbed* through the sky.
With all his weight Ozzie kneeled on the locked door; any instant he was certain that
Rabbi Binder’s shoulder would fling* it open, splintering* the wood into shrapnel* and
catapulting his body into the sky. But the door did not move and below him he heard only
the rumble* of feet, first loud then dim, like thunder rolling away.
A question shot through his brain. “Can this be me?” For a thirteen-year-old who had
just labeled* his religious leader a bastard, twice, it was not an improper question. Louder
and louder the question came to him—“Is it me? It is me?”—until he discovered himself
no longer kneeling, but racing* crazily towards the edge of the roof, his eyes crying, his
throat screaming, and his arms flying everywhichway as though not his own.
“Is it me? Is it me ME ME ME ME! It has to be me—but is it!”
It is the question a thief must ask himself the night he jimmies* open his first window, and
it is said to be the question with which bridegrooms quiz* themselves before the altar.
In the few wild seconds it took Ozzie’s body to propel* him to the edge of the roof, his
self-examination began to grow fuzzy*. Gazing* down at the street, he became confused
as to the problem beneath the question: was it, is-it-me-who-called-Binder-a-bastard, or,
is-it-me-prancing*-around-on-the-roof? However, the scene below settled all, for there is
an instant in any action when whether it is you or somebody else is academic*. The thief
crams* the money in his pockets and scoots out* the window. The bridegroom signs the
hotel register for two. And the boy on the roof finds a streetful of people gaping* at him,
necks stretched backwards, faces up, as though he were the ceiling of the Hayden
Planetarium. Suddenly you know it’s you.
“Oscar! Oscar Freedman!” A voice rose from the center of the crowd, a voice that,
could it have been seen, would have looked like the writing* on scroll*. “Oscar Freedman,
get down from there. Immediately!” Rabbi Binder was pointing one arm stiffly* up
at him; and at the end of that arm, one finger aimed menacingly. It was the attitude
of a dictator, but one —the eyes confessed all—whose personal valet had spit*
neatly in his face.
Ozzie didn’t answer. Only for a blink*’s length did he look towards Rabbi Binder.
Instead his eyes began to fit together the world beneath him, to sort out people from
places, friends from enemies, participants from spectators. In little jagged* starlike clusters his friends stood around Rabbi Binder, who was still pointing. The topmost point on
a star compounded not of angels but of five adolescent boys was Itzie. What a world it
was, with those stars* below, Rabbi Binder below . . . Ozzie, who a moment earlier
hadn’t been able to control his own body, stated to feel the meaning of the word control:
he felt Peace and he felt Power.
“Oscar Freedman, I’ll give you three to come down.”
Few dictators give their subjects three to do anything; but, as always, Rabbi Binder
only looked dictatorial.
“Are you ready, Oscar?”
Ozzie nodded his head yes, although he had no intention in the world—the lower one
or the celestial one he’d just entered—of coming down even if Rabbi Binder should give
him a million.
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“All right then,” said Rabbi Binder. He ran a hand through his black Samson* hair as
though it were the gesture prescribed for uttering* the first digit. Then, with his other
hand cutting a circle out of the small piece of sky around him, he spoke. “One!”
There was no thunder. On the contrary, at that moment, as though “one” was the cue*
for which he had been waiting, the world’s least thunderous person appeared on the
synagogue steps. He did not so much come out the synagogue door as lean out*, onto the
darkening air. He clutched at the doorknob with one hand and looked up at the roof.
“Oy!”
Yakov Blotnik’s old mind hobbled* slowly, as if on crutches*, and though he couldn’t
decide precisely what the boy was doing on the roof, he knew it wasn’t good—that is, it
wasn’t-good-for-the-Jews. For Yakov Blotnik life had fractionated* itself simply: things
were either good-for-the-Jews or no-good-for-the-Jews.
He smacked* his free hand to his in-sucked cheek, gently. “Oy, Gut! “ And then
quickly as he was able, he jacked* down his head and surveyed the street. There was
Rabbi Binder (like a man at an auction with only three dollars in his pocket, he had just
delivered a shaky* “Two!”); there were the students, and that was all. So far it-wasn’t-sobad-for-the-Jews. But the boy had to come down immediately, before anybody saw. The
problem: how to get the boy off the roof?
Anybody who has ever had a cat on the roof knows how to get him down. You call the
fire department. Or first you call the operator and you ask her for the fire department. And
the next thing there is great jamming* of brakes and clanging* of bells and shouting of
instructions. And then the cat is off the roof. You do the same thing to get a boy off the
roof.
That is, you do the same thing if you are Yakov Blotnik and you once had a cat on the
roof.
When the engines, all four of them, arrived, Rabbi Binder had four times given Ozzie
the count of three. The big hook-and-ladder swung around the corner and one of the
firemen leaped* from it, plunging headlong* towards the yellow fire hydrant in front of
the synagogue. With a huge wrench* he began to unscrew the top nozzle*. Rabbi Binder
raced over to him and pulled at his shoulder.
“There’s no fire . . .”
The fireman mumbled back over his shoulder and, heatedly*, continued working at the
nozzle.
“But there’s no fire, there’s no fire . . .” Binder shouted. When the fireman mumbled*
again, the rabbi grasped his face with both his hands and pointed it up at the roof.
To Ozzie it looked as though Rabbi Binder was trying to tug* the fireman’s head out
of his body, like a cork from a bottle. He had to giggle* at the picture they made: it was
a family portrait—rabbi in black skullcap*, fireman in red fire hat, and the little yellow
hydrant* squatting* beside like a kid brother, bareheaded. From the edge of the roof
Ozzie waved at the portrait*, a one-handed, flapping*, mocking wave; in doing it his right
foot slipped from under him. Rabbi Binder covered his eyes with his hands.
Firemen work fast. Before Ozzie had even regained his balance, a big, round, yellowed
net was being held on the synagogue lawn. The firemen who held it looked up at Ozzie
with stern, feelingless faces.
One of the firemen turned his head towards Rabbi Binder. “What, is the kid nuts* or
something?”
Rabbi Binder unpeeled his hands from his eyes, slowly, painfully, as if they were tape* .
Then he checked: nothing on the sidewalk, no dents* in the net.
“Is he gonna* jump, or what?” the fireman shouted.
In a voice not at all like a statue, Rabbi Binder finally answered. “Yes. Yes, I think
so... He’s been threatening to...”
Threatening to? Why, the reason he was on the roof, Ozzie remembered, was to get
away; he hadn’t even thought about jumping. He had just run to get away, and the truth
was that he hadn’t really headed for the room as much as he’d been chased* there.
“What’s his name, the kid?’
“Freedman,” Rabbi Binder answered. “Oscar Freedman.”
The fireman looked up at Ozzie. “What is it with you, Oscar? You gonna* jump, or
what?”
Ozzie did not answer. Frankly, the question had just arisen*.
“Look, Oscar, if you’re gonna jump, jump— and if you’re not gonna jump, don’t
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jump. But don’t waste our time, willya*?”
Ozzie looked at the fireman and then at Rabbi Binder. He wanted to see Rabbi Binder
cover his eyes one more time.
“I’m going to jump.”
And then he scampered* around the edge of the roof to the corner, where there was no
net below, and he flapped* his arms at his sides, swishing* the air and smacking his
palms to his trousers on the downbeat*. He began screaming like some kind of engine,
“Wheeeee . . . wheeeeee,” and leaning* way out over the edge with the upper half of his
body. The firemen whipped* around to cover the ground with the net. Rabbi Binder
mumbled a few words to Somebody and covered his eyes. Everything happened quickly,
jerkily*, as in a silent movie. The crowd, which had arrived with the fire engines, gave
out a long, Fourth-of-July fireworks ooohaahhh. In the excitement no one had paid the
crowd much heed*, except, of course, Yakov Blotnik, who swung from the doorknob
counting heads. “Fier und tsvantsik*. . . finf und tsvantsik*. . . Oy, Gut!” It wasn’t like
this with the cat.
Rabbi Binder peeked* through his fingers, checked the sidewalk and net. Empty. But there was
Ozzie racing* to the other corner. The firemen raced with him but were unable to keep up*.
Whenever Ozzie wanted to he might jump and splatter* himself upon the sidewalk, and
by the time the firemen scooted* to the spot all they could do with their net would be to
cover the mess*.
“Wheeeee. . . wheeeee. . .”
“Hey, Oscar,” the winded* fireman yelled, “What the hell is this, a game or something?”
“Wheeeee. . . wheeeee*. . .”
“Hey, Oscar—”
But he was off now to the other corner, flapping* his wings fiercely. Rabbi Binder
couldn’t take it any longer—the fire engines from nowhere, the screaming suicidal boy,
the net. He fell to his knees, exhausted, and with his hands curled together* in front of
his chest like a little dome*, he pleaded, “Oscar, stop it, Oscar. Don’t jump, Oscar.
Please come down. . . Please don’t jump.”
And further back in the crowd a single voice, a single young voice, shouted a lone
word to the boy on the roof.
“Jump!”
It was Itzie. Ozzie momentarily stopped flapping*.
“Go ahead, Oz—jump!” Itzie broke off his point of the star and courageously, with the
inspiration not of a wise-guy but of a disciple, stood alone. “Jump, Ozz, jump!”
Still on his knees, his hands still curled, Rabbi Binder twisted his body back. He
looked at Itzie, then, agonizingly, back to Ozzie.
OSCAR, DON’T JUMP! PLEASE, DON’T JUMP. . . please please . . .”
“Jump!” This time it wasn’t Itzie but another point of the star*. By the time Mrs.
Freedman arrived to keep her four-thirty appointment with Rabbi Binder, the whole little
upside down heaven was shouting and pleading for Ozzie to jump, and Rabbi Binder no
longer was pleading with him not to jump, but was crying into the dome* of his hands.
Understandably Mrs. Freedman couldn’t figure out* what her son was doing on the
roof. So she asked.
“Ozzie, my Ozzie, what are you doing? My Ozzie, what is it?”
Ozzie stopped wheeeeeing and slowed his arms down to a cruising* flap, the kind
birds use in soft winds, but he did not answer. He stood against the low, clouded,
darkening sky—light clicked down swiftly now, as on a small gear*—flapping softly and
gazing down at the small bundle of a woman who was his mother.
“What are you doing, Ozzie?” She turned towards the kneeling Rabbi Binder
and rushed* so close that only a paper-thickness* of dusk* lay* between her
stomach and his shoulders.
“What is my baby doing?”
Rabbi Binder gaped up at her but he too was mute. All that moved was the dome* of
his hands; it shook back and forth like a weak pulse.
“Rabbi, get him down! He’ll kill himself. Get him down, my only baby . . .”
“I can’t,” Rabbi Binder said, “I can’t . . .” and he turned his handsome* head towards
the crowd of boys behind him. “It’s them. Listen to them.”
And for the first time Mrs. Freedman saw the crowd of boys, and she heard what they
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were yelling.
“He’s doing it for them. He won’t listen to me. It’s them.” Rabbi Binder spoke like
one in a trance*.
“For them?”
“Yes.”
“Why for them?”
“They want him to . . .”
Mrs. Freedman raised her two arms upward as though she were conducting the sky.
“For them he’s doing it!” And then in a gesture older than pyramids, older than prophets
and floods, her arms came slapping* down to her sides. “A martyr I have. Look!” She
tilted* her head to the roof. Ozzie was still flapping softly. “My martyr.”
“Oscar, come down, please,” Rabbi Binder groaned*.
In a startlingly even voice Mrs. Freedman called to the boy on the roof. “Ozzie, come
down, Ozzie. Don’t be a martyr, my baby.”
As though it were a litany, Rabbi Binder repeated her words. “Don’t be a martyr, my
baby. Don’t be a martyr.”
“Gawhead, Ozz—be a Martin!” It was Itzie. “Be a Martin, be a Martin,” and all the
voices joined in singing for Martindom, whatever it was. “Be a Martin, be a Martin . . .”
Somehow when you’re on a roof the darker it gets the less you can hear. All Ozzie
knew was that two groups wanted two new things: his friends were spirited and musical
about what they wanted; his mother and the rabbi were even-toned, chanting, about what
they didn’t want. The rabbi’s voice was without tears now and so was his mother’s.
The big net stared up at Ozzie like a sightless eye. The big, clouded sky pushed down.
From beneath it looked like a gray corrugated* board*. Suddenly, looking up into that
unsympathetic sky, Ozzie realized all the strangeness of what these people, his friends,
were asking: they wanted him to jump, to kill himself; they were singing about it now—
it made them that happy. And there was an even greater strangeness: Rabbi Binder was on
his knees, trembling. If there was a question to be asked now it was not “Is it me?” but
rather “Is it us? . . . Is it us?”
Being on the roof, it turned out, was a serious thing. If he jumped would the singing
become dancing? Would it? What would jumping stop? Yearningly*, Ozzie wished he
could rip open the sky, plunge his hands through, and pull out the sun; and on the sun, like
a coin, would be stamped* JUMP or DON’T JUMP .
Ozzie’s knees rocked and sagged* a little under him as though they were setting him
for a dive*. His arms tightened, stiffened, froze, from shoulders to fingernails. He felt as
if each part of his body were going to vote as to whether he should kill himself or not —
and each part as though it were independent of him.
The light took an unexpected click down and the new darkness, like a gag*,
hushed* the friends singing for this and the mother and rabbi chanting for that.
Ozzie stopped counting votes, and in a curiously high voice, like one who wasn’t
prepared for speech, he spoke.
“Mamma?”
“Yes, Oscar.”
“Mamma, get down on your knees, like Rabbi Binder.”
“Oscar—”
“Get down on your knees,” he said, “or I’ll jump.”
Ozzie heard a whimper*, then a quick rustling*, and when he looked down where his
mother had stood he saw the top of a head and beneath that a circle of dress. She was
kneeling beside Rabbi Binder.
He spoke again. “Everybody kneel.” There was the sound of everybody kneeling.
Ozzie looked around. With one hand he pointed towards the synagogue entrance.
“Make him kneel.”
There was a noise, not of kneeling, but of body-and-cloth stretching*. Ozzie could
hear Rabbi Binder saying in a gruff* whisper, “. . . or he’ll kill himself,” and when next
he looked there was Yakov Blotnik off the doorknob and for the first time in his life upon
his knees in the Gentile posture of prayer.
As for the firemen—it is not as difficult as one might imagine to hold a net taut* while
you are kneeling.
Ozzie looked around again; and then he called to Rabbi Binder.
“Rabbi?”
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“Yes, Oscar.”
“Rabbi Binder, do you believe in God.”
“Yes.”
“Do you believe God can do Anything?” Ozzie leaned his head out into the darkness.
“Anything?”
“Oscar, I think—”
“Tell me you believe God can do Anything.”
There was a second’s hesitation. Then: “God can do Anything.”
“Tell me you believe God can make a child without intercourse.”
“He can.”
“Tell me!”
“God,” Rabbi Binder admitted, “can make a child without intercourse.”
“Mamma, you tell me.”
“God can make a child without intercourse,” his mother said.
“Make him tell me.” There was no doubt who him was.
In a few moments Ozzie heard an old comical voice say something to the increasing
darkness about God.
Next, Ozzie made everybody say it. And then he made them all say they believed in
Jesus Christ— first one at a time, then all together.
When the catechizing was through it was the beginning of evening. From the street it
sounded as if the boy on the roof might have sighed*.
“Ozzie?” A woman’s voice dared* to speak. “You’ll come down now?”
There was no answer, but the woman waited, and when a voice finally did speak it was thin*
and crying, and exhausted as that of an old man who has just finished pulling the bells.
“Mamma, don’t you see—you shouldn’t hit me. He shouldn’t hit me. You shouldn’t
hit me about God, Mamma. You should never hit anybody about* God—”
“Ozzie, please come down now.”
“Promise me, promise me you’ll never hit anybody about God.”
He had asked only his mother, but for some reason everyone kneeling in the street
promised he would never hit anybody about God.
Once again there was silence.
“I can come down now, Mamma,” the boy on the roof finally said. He turned his head
both ways as though checking the traffic lights. “Now I can come down . . .”
And he did, right into the center of the yellow net that glowed* in the evening’s edge
like an overgrown halo.
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1. In the opening scene of this story, we are introduced to two young Jewish boys, Ozzie and his friend Itzie. How are they different from
each other? What chief differences do you find between them? What is Ozzie's reaction to Rabbi Binder's assertion, "The only way
a woman can have a baby is to have intercourse with a man"? What is Itzie's reaction when he hears this comment? What do these
two responses reveal about the boys?
2. Why isn't Ozzie satisfied with Rabbi Binder's dismissal of Jesus as "historical"? What bothers him about it?
3. What are the questions that have got Ozzie into trouble with Rabbi Binder on two previous occasions? How has the rabbi answered
these questions? What does Ozzie mean when he says that "what he wanted to know was different"? What does the boy want to
know?
4. Why is Ozzie disturbed when his mother calls the plane crash at La Guardia "a tragedy" because eight of the fifty-eight passengers
on board had Jewish names? Why does he say that he "wished all fifty-eight were Jews"?
5. Look at the scene in the Freedman home on Friday night, when Ozzie's mother performs the Sabbath ritual of lighting the candles.
What do we learn about the boy in this scene? When the phone rings during the ceremony, why does he snatch up the receiver and
hold it "muffled to his chest"?
6. What part do Ozzie's mother and Yakov Blotnik, the custodian of the synagogue, play in the story? What is their function in the story?
7. Why does Ozzie accuse the rabbi of not knowing anything about God? Is this accusation justified? Why or why not?
8. How good a spiritual guide is the rabbi? Does he display the traits that are associated with the Wise Old Man? Explain
9. In what way can Ozzie be seen as a true hero, a protagonist who possesses exceptional courage and integrity? What exactly is he
on a quest for?
10. How do the various people on the street—Ozzie's schoolmates, his mother, Rabbi Binder, Yakov Blotnick, the firemen—react when
the boy threatens to jump from the roof?
11. a) Why does Ozzie make the assembled people say they believe in Jesus Christ? What is the significance of the story's title? To
what does it refer? What kind of conversion takes place in the story? Do these Jewish people become Christians, or is the story
portraying a different sort of conversion, one that transcends particular theologies?
b) When Ozzie jumps he lands in "the centre of the yellow net that glowed in the evening's edge like an overgrown halo." Is he a
martyr or a spoiled child? Does he finally conform to the security of his society? Is he bound in a different way by the
oppressiveness of family feeling and religious ideas, or is he cut loose from what binds and inhibits him?
12 What are, according to your opinion, some of the story's major conflicts?
13. Does Ozzie or Leo Finkle in "The Magic Barrel" come to create a freer society in any respect?
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In walks these three girls in nothing but bathing suits. I’m in the third checkout
slot*, with my back to the door, so I don’t see them until they’re over by the
bread. The one that caught my eye first was the one in the plaid* green twopiece. She was a chunky* kid, with a good tan and a sweet broad soft-looking
can* with those two crescents of white just under it, where the sun never seems
to hit, at the top of the backs of her legs. I stood there with my hand on a box of
HiHo crackers trying to remember if I rang it up or not. I ring it up again and the
customer starts giving me hell*. She’s one of those cash-register-watchers, a
witch about fifty with rouge on her cheekbones and no eyebrows, and I know it
made her day to trip me up*. She’d been watching cash registers for fifty years
and probably never seen a mistake before.
By the time I got her feathers smoothed* and her goodies* into a bag—she gives
me a little snort* in passing, if she’d been born at the right time they would have
burned over in Salem*—by the time I get her on her way the girls had circled around
the bread and were coming back, without a pushcart, back my way along the counters,
in the aisle between the checkouts and the Special bins*. They didn’t even have shoes
on. There was this chunky* one, with the two-piece—it was bright green and the
seams* on the bra* were still sharp* and her belly was still pretty pale so I guessed
she just got it (the suit)—there was this one, with one of those chubby* berry-faces,
the lips all bunched* together under her nose, this one, and a tall one, with black hair
that hadn’t quite frizzed* right*, and one of these sunburns right across under the
eyes, and a chin that was too long—you know, the kind of girl other girls think is very
“striking” and “attractive” but never quite makes it, as they very well know, which is
why they like her so much—and the third one, that wasn’t quite so tall. She was the
queen. She kind of led* them, the other two peeking* around and making their
shoulders round. She didn’t look around, not this queen, she just walked straight on
slowly, on these long white primadonna* legs. She came down a little hard on her
heels, as if she didn’t walk in her bare feet that much, putting down her heels and then
letting the weight move along to her toes as if she was testing the floor with every
step, putting a little deliberate extra action i nto it. You never know for s ure how
girls’ mind work (do you really think it’s a mind in there or just a little buzz* like a bee
in a glass jar*?) but you got the idea she had talked the other two into coming in
here with her, and now she was showing them how to do it walk slow and hold
yourself str aight.
She had on a kind of dirty*-pink—beige maybe, I don’t know—bathing suit with a
little nubble* all over it and, what got me, the straps* were down. They were off her
shoulders looped loose around the cool tops of her arms, and I guess as a result the
suit had slipped* a little on her, so all around the top of the cloth there was this
shining rim*. If it hadn’t been there you wouldn’t have known there could have been
anything whiter than those shoulders. With the straps pushed off, there was nothing
between the top of the suit and the top of her head except just her, this clean bare
plane of the top of her chest down from the shoulder bones like a dented* sheet of
metal tilted* in the light. I mean, it was more than pretty.
She had sort of oaky hair that the sun and salt had bleached, done up in a bun* that
was unraveling*, and a kind of prim* face. Walking into the A & P with your straps
down, I suppose it’s the only kind of face you can have. She held her head so high her
neck, coming up out of those white shoulders, looked kind of stretched*, but I didn’t
mind. The longer her neck was, the more of her there was.
She must have felt in the corner of her eye me and over my shoulder Stokesie in
the second slot watching, but she didn’t tip*. Not this queen. She kept her eyes
moving across the racks*, and stopped, and turned so slow it made my stomach rub*
the inside of my apron, and buzzed* to the other two, who kind of huddled* against
of her for relief*, and then they all three of them went up the cat-and-dog-foodbreakfast-cereal-macaroni-rice-raisins-seasonings-spreads-spaghetti-soft-drinks-crackers-and-cookies aisle. From the third slot* I look* straight up this aisle to the meat

"A & P " is actually an
abbreviation of Great
Atlantic and Pacific
Tea Company
paying position, (caja)
(a cuadros escoceses)
short and robust,
(rechoncha)
ass, posterior,
(trasero)

protesting

(pillarme)

softened / shopping
cry, (bufido)
place in Massachusettes where
trials for witchcraft
took place in 1692
big containers
fleshy, (rechoncha)
(costuras) / (sostén) /
easily seen
fleshy
(apelotonadas)
(erizado) / (del todo)

headed / looking slyl y,
(echando miraditas ,
mirando a hurtadillas)
(cantante de ópera
que lleva el papel
principal; aquí líder del cortejo)

(zumbido)
(tarro)

dark
lumps, knobs, (bultitos) / (tirantes)
(bajado)
outline, (cerco,
borde)

(abombada)
been oblique, (reflectando), leaned
(moño)
separating / (remilgada)
(estirada)

lean, (se inclinó)
shelves / (rozar)
(hizo un zumbido) /
(se acurrucaron)
(alivio, socorro)

checkout / ‘looked’
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counter, and I watched them all the way. The fat one with the tan* sort of fumbled*
with the cookies, but on second thought she put the package back. The sheep pushing
their carts down the aisle—the girls were walking against the usual traffic (not that
we have one-way signs or anything)—were pretty hilarious. You could see them,
when Queenie’s white shoulders dawned on them, kind of jerk*, or hop, or hiccup,
but their eyes snapped back to their own baskets and on they pushed. I bet you could
set off dynamite in an A & P and the people would by and large keep reaching and
checking oatmeal* off their lists and muttering “Let me see, there was a third thing,
began with A, asparagus, no, ah, yes, applesauce!” or whatever it is they do mu tter*.
Bu t t h e r e w a s n o d o u b t , t h i s j i g g l e d * t h e m . A f e w h o u s e s l a v e s i n
pin curlers * even looked around after pushing their carts past to make sure
what they had seen was correct.
You know, it’s one thing to have a girl in a bathing suit down on the beach, where
what with the glare* nobody can look at each other much anyway, and another thing
in the cool of the A & P, under the fluorescent lights, against all those stacked*
packages, with her feet paddling* along naked over our checkerboard green-andcream rubber-tile floor.
“Oh Daddy,” Stokesie said beside me. “I feel so faint.”
“Darling,” I said. “Hold me tight.” Stokesie’s married, with two babies chalked*
up on his fuselage* already, but as far as I can tell that’s the only difference. He’s
twenty-two, and I was nineteen this April.
“Is it done?*” he asks, the responsible married man finding his voice. I forgot to
say he thinks he’s going to be manager some sunny day, maybe in 1990 when it’s
called the Great Alexandrov and Petrooshki Tea Company* or something.
What he meant was, our town is five miles from a beach, with a big summer colony
out on the Point, but we’re right in the middle of the town, and the women generally
put on a shirt or shoes or something before they get out of the car into the street. And
anyway these are usually women with six children and varicose veins mapping their
legs and nobody, including them, could care less. As I say, we’re right in the middle
of the town, and if you stand at our front doors you can see two banks and the
Congregational church and the newspaper store and three real-estate offices and about
twenty-seven old freeloaders* tearing up* Central Street because the sewer broke
again. It’s not as if we’re on the Cape; we’re north of Boston and there’s people in
this town haven’t seen the ocean for twenty years.
The girls had reached the meat counter and were asking McMahon something. He
pointed, they pointed, and they shuffled* out of sight behind a pyramid of Diet
Delight peaches. All that was left for us to see was old McMahon patting* his mouth
and looking after them sizing up their joints*. Poor kids, I began to feel sorry for
them, they couldn’t help it.

Now here comes the sad part of the story, at least my family says it’s sad, but I
don’t think it’s so sad myself. The store’s pretty empty, it being Thursday afternoon,
so there was nothing much to do except lean* on the register and wait for the girls to
show up again. The whole store was like a pinball machine and I didn’t know which
tunnel* they’d come out of. After a while they come around out of the far aisle,
around the light bulbs, records at discount of the Caribbean Six or Tony Martin sings
or some such gunk* you wonder they waste the wax on, sixpacks of candy jars, and
plastic toys done up in cellophane that fall apart when a kid looks at them anyway.
Around they come, Queenie still le ading the way, and holding a little grey jar* in her
hand. Slots Three through Seven are unmanned* and I could see her wondering
between Stokes and me, but Stokesie with his usual luck draws an old party in baggy
gray pants who stumbles* up with four giant cans of pineapple juice (what do these
bums* do with all that pineapple juice? I’ve often asked myself) so the girls come to
me. Queenie puts down the jar and I take it into my fingers icy cold. Kingfish Fancy
Herring Snacks in Pure Sour Cream: 49ç. Now her hands are empty, not a ring or a
bracelet, bare* as God made them, and I wonder where the money’s coming from.
Still with that prim* look she lifts a folded dollar bill out of the hollow at the center
of her nubbled* pink top. The jar went heavy in my hand. Really, I thought that was
so cute*.

(bronceado), reddish,
tawny / (manoseó
torpemente)

quick sharp movement

(cereal de avena)
mumble, stammer,
stutter, utter, say
moved, excited,
agitated
(rulos)

strong fierce light
piled, (amontonados)
walking softly

marked
It refers to the marks
pilots make on their
planes for each enemy's plane shot down.
Is it all?

Mock reference to the
original name of
A & P company.

beggars / moving
quickly

escaped evasively
touching
parts, proportions

recline, (apoyarse)

(agujero), aisle

viscous or liquid material, (porquería, pringue)
(tarro)
without cashier, (no
tripulados, desguarnecidos)
(viene dando tumbos)
parasites

naked
(remilgado)
(abullonado, adornado de bol los)
charming
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Then everybody’s luck begins to run out*. Lengel comes in from haggling* with
a truck full of cabbages on the lot and is about to scuttle* into that door marked
MANAGER behind which he hides all day when the girls touch* his eye. Lengel’s
pretty dreary, teaches Sunday school and the rest, but he doesn’t miss that much*. He
comes over and says, “Girls, this isn’t the beach.”
Queenie blushes*, though maybe it’s just a brush* of sunburn I was noticing for
the first time, now that she was so close. “My mother asked me to pick up a jar of
herring snacks.” Her voice kind of startled* me, the way voices do when you see the
people first, coming out so flat and dumb yet kind of tony*, too, the way it ticked over
“pick up” and “snacks”. All of a sudden I slid* right down her voice into her living
room. Her father and the other men were standing around in ice-cream coats and bow
ties* and the women were in sandals picking up herring snacks on toothpicks
off a big glass plate and they were all holding drinks the color of water with
olives and sprig s* of mint in them. When my parents have somebody over they get
lemonade and if it’s a real racy* affair Schlitz* in tall glasses with “They’ll Do It
Every Time” cartoons stencilled on*.
“That’s all right,” Lengel said. “But this isn’t the beach.” His repeating this
struck* me as funny, as if it had just occurred to him, and he had been thinking all
these years the A & P was a great big dune and he was the head lifeguard. He didn’t
like my smiling—as I say he doesn’t miss much*—but he concentrates on giving the
girls that sad Sunday-school-superintendent stare*.
Queenie’s blush is no sunburn now, and the plump* one in plaid*, that I liked
better from the back—a really sweet can*—pipes up*, “We weren’t doing any shopping.
We just came in for one thing.”
“That makes no difference,” Lengel tells her, and I could see from the way his eyes
went that he hadn’t noticed she was wearing a two-piece before. “We want you
decently dressed when you come in here.”
“We are decent,” Queenie says suddenly, her lower lip pushing, getting sore* now
that she remembers her place, a place from which the crowd* that runs the A & P
must look pretty crummy*. Fancy Herring Snacks flashed in her very blue eyes.
“Girls, I don’t want to argue with you. After this come in here with your shoulders
covered. It’s our policy*.” He turns his back. That’s policy for you. Policy is what the
kingpins* want. What the others want is juvenile delinquency.
All this while*, the customers had been showing up with their carts but, you know,
sheep, seeing a scene, they had all bunched up on Stokesie, who shook open a paper
bag as gently as peeling a peach, not wanting to miss a word. I could feel in the
silence everybody getting nervous, most of all Lengel, who asks me, “Sammy, have
you rung up* their purchase?”
I thought and said “No” but it wasn’t about that I was thinking. I go through the
punches*, 4, 9, GROC, TOT—it’s more complicated than you think, and after you do
it often enough, it begins to make a little song, that you hear words to, in my case
“Hello (bing) there, you (gung) hap-py pee-pul (splat)”—the splat being the drawer
flying out. I uncrease* the bill, tenderly as you imagine, it just having come from
between the two smoothest scoops* of vanilla I had ever known were there, and pass
a half and a penny into her narrow pink palm, and nestle* the herring* in a bag and
twist* its neck and hand it over, all the time thinking.
The girls, and who’d blame them, are in a hurry to get out, so I say “I quit” to
Lengel quick enough for them to hear, hoping they’ll stop and watch me, their
unsuspected hero. They keep right on going, into the electric eye*; the door flies
open and they flicker* across the lot to their car. Queenie and Plaid an d Big Tall
Goony-Goony* (not that as raw material she was so bad), leaving me with Lengel and
a kink* in his eyebrow.
“Did you say something, Sammy?”
“I said I quit.”
“I though you did.”
“You didn’t have to embarrass* them.”
“It was they who were embarrassing us.”
I started to say something that came out “Fiddle-de-doo*.” It’s a saying of my
grandmother’s, and I know she would have been pleased.
“I don’t think you know what you’re saying,” Lengel said.
“I know you don’t,” I said. “But I do.” I pull* the bow* at the back of my apron

end / bargaining, (discutir, regatear)
hurry along
catch
is not stupid, understands what goes on,
(no le colocas ni una)
(se sonroja) / (pincelada, brochazo)
(asustó)
singsong, (tonillo)
(deslicé)

(pajaritas)
ornments resembling small
branches or shoots
important / trademark of beer
(viñetas grabadas
en el cristal)
impressed
(como digo hay cosas
que no las entiende)
look fixedly
fleshy / (en cuadros
escoceses)
(bomboncete de pompi) / speaks up

angry, furious
A&P executives
inferior, miserables,
worthless
(normas)
A&P executives
time
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(tecleo)

(aliso), smooth
spoons, (bolas),
breasts(fig.)
put, (acomodo) /
(arenque)
(retuerzo)

(célula fotoeléctrica)
(se esfumaron en un
abrir y cerrar de ojos)
Very Very Tall
quirk, peculiar trait,
(ceñudo entrecejo)

humiliate, (avergonzarlas)
"Who knows where"
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and start shrugging* it off my shoulders. A couple customers that had been heading
for my slot begin to knock against each other, like scared pigs in a chute*.
Lengel sighs and begins to look very patient and old and gray. He’s been a friend
of my parents for years. “Sammy, you don’t want to do this to your Mom and Dad,” he
tells me. It’s true, I don’t. But it seems to me that once you begin a gesture it’s fatal
not to go through with it. I fold the apron, “Sammy” stitched* in red on the pocket,
and put it on the counter, and drop the bow tie* on top of it. The bow tie is theirs, if
you’ve ever wondered. “You’ll feel* this for the rest of your life,” Lengel says, and I
know that’s true, too, but remembering how he made that pretty girl blush makes me
so scrunchy* inside I punch the No Sale tab and the machine whirs* “pee-pul” and the
drawer splats out*. One advantage to this scene taking place in summer, I can follow
this up with a clean exit, there’s no fumbling* around getting your coat and galoshes*,
I just saunter* into the electric eye in my white shirt that my mother ironed the night
before, and the door heaves* itself open, and outside the sunshine is skating around
on the asphalt.
I look around for my girls, but they’re gone, of course. There wasn’t anybody but
some young married screaming* with her children about some candy* they didn’t get by
the door of a powder*-blue Falcon station wagon. Looking back in the big windows,
over the bags of peat* moss and aluminium lawn furniture stacked* on the pavement, I
could see Lengel in my place in the slot, checking the sheep* through. His face was
dark gray and his back stiff*, as if he’d just had an injection of iron, and my stomach
kind of fell as I felt how hard the world was going to be to me hereafter*.

moving
(rampa)

(bordado)
(pajarita)
regret

crunchy, (retortijado)
/ buzz
opens up
meddling with
(chanclos) / walk
slowly
throws, flings, hurls

yelling / (dulces)
light
(turba) / ( apilada)
(borregos)
rigid
(en lo sucesivo)

1. "A & P" is narrated by Sammy, a nineteen-year-old checkout boy. Sammy tells the story of how three girls "in nothing but
bathing suits" walk into the grocery. Lengel, the manager, spots the girls as Sammy is checking their groceries. He tells
the girls that in the future they should be "decently" dressed. After a brief exchange between Lengel and the girls,
Sammy says, "I quit," quickly, as he explains, "quick enough for them to hear, hoping they'll stop and watch me, their
unsuspected hero." But the girls do not stop. Instead, Lengel gives Sammy a chance to reconsider, but as Sammy
explains, "It seems to me that once you begin a gesture it's fatal not to go through with it." Sammy leaves the store, and
as he looks back at Lengel, who had taken Sammy's place at the register, he says he feels "how hard the world was
going to be to [him] hereafter." What part of the story seems exposition, development and resolution according to the
overall structure?
2. Notice how artfully Updike arranges details to set the story in a perfectly ordinary supermarket. What details stand out for you
as particularly true to life? What does this close attention to detail contribute to the story?
3. a) How fully does Updike draw the character of Sammy? What traits (admirable or otherwise) does Sammy show? Is he any
less a hero for wanting the girls to notice his heroism?
b) What is Sammy's image of himself? What is your image of him? Do you think "he is a sexist pig who suddenly sees the
light"? What evidence supporting (or refuting) this comment do you find in the story?
c) What is Sammy's social background? Point to some passages in which Sammy's language provides clues.
4. Of what value to the story is the carefully detailed portrait of Queenie, the leader of the three girls?
5. As the story develops, do you detect any change in Sammy´s feelings toward the girls? Why does he defy Lengel?
6 . Wher e in "A & P" does t he dr amatic conf lict becom e apparent? What moment in the story brings t he cr isis? What
is t he climax of the st or y?
7. Why, exactly, does Sammy quit his job? To defy Lengel or whatever he stands for? As a matter of principle? What
principle? To impress the girls? All, or none? Or what?
8. a) Does anything lead you to expect Sammy to make some gesture of sympathy for the three girls? What incident earlier
in the story (before Sammy quits) seems a foreshadowing?
b) Does Sammy see the girls the same at the beginning as at the end?
9. What do you understand from the conclusion of the story? What does Sammy mean when he acknowledges "how hard the
world was going to be ... hereafter"?
10. What comment does Updike—through Sammy—make on supermarket society?
11. Why does "A & P" seem better told from the point of view of the main character than if it were told (like "A Rose for Emily")
from the point of view of an unnamed narrator?
12. What is the overall tone with which the protagonist tells his own story? How is this tone achieved at different levels? By
which elements?
13. Imagining you are Sammy, write a brief letter to a friend explaining why you quit your job.
14. The narrator and protagonist grows up painfully after the experience he recounts. Find other characters throughout this
Anthology that traverse a similar experience. Compare them trying to find in what sense they resemble each other.
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I was popular in certain circles, says Aunt Rose. I wasn’t no thinner* then, only
more stationary in the flesh. In time to come, Lillie, don’t be surprised—change is a
fact of God. From this no one is excused. Only a person like your mama stands on one
foot, she don’t notice how big her behind* is getting and sings in the canary’s ear for
thirty years. Who’s listening? Papa’s in the shop*. You and Seymour, thinking about
yourself. So she waits in a spotless* kitchen for a kind word and thinks—poor
Rosie....
Poor Rosie! If there was more life in my little sister, she would know my heart is
a regular college of feelings and there is such information between my corset and me
that her whole married life is a kindergarten*.
Nowadays you could find me any time in a hotel, uptown or downtown. Who needs
an apartment to live like a maid with a dustrag* in the hand, sneezing*? I’m in very
good with the bus boys, it’s more interesting than home, all kinds of people, everybody
with a reason....
And my reason, Lillie, is a long time ago I said to the forelady*, “Missus, if I can’t
sit by the window, I can’t sit.” “If you can’t sit, girlie,” she says politely, “go stand on
the street corner.” And that’s how I got unemployed in novelty wear.
For my next job I answered an ad* which said: “Refined young lady, medium
salary, cultural organization.” I went by trolley* to the address, the Russian Art
Theater of Second Avenue where they played only the best Yiddish plays. They
needed a ticket seller, someone like me, who likes the public but is very sharp on
crooks*. The man who interviewed me was the manager, a certain type.
Immediately he said: “Rosie Lieber, you surely got a build* on you!”
“It takes all kinds, Mr. Krimberg.”
“Don’t misunderstand me, little girl,” he said. “I appreciate, I appreciate.
A young lady lacking fore* and aft*, her blood is so busy warming the toes and the
finger tips, it don’t have time to circulate where it’s most required.”
Everybody likes kindness. I said to him; “Only don’t be fresh, Mr. Krimberg, and
we’ll make a good bargain*.”
We did: Nine dollars a week, a glass of tea every night, a free ticket once a week
for Mama, and I could go watch rehearsals* any time I want.
My first nine dollars was in the grocer’s* hands ready to move on already, when
Krimberg said to me, “Rosie, here’s a great gentleman, a member of this remarkable
theater, wants to meet you, impressed no doubt by your big brown eyes.
And who was it, Lillie? Listen to me, before my very eyes was Volodya Vlashkin,
called by the people of those days the Valentino of Second Avenue. I took one look,
and I said to myself: Where did a Jewish boy grow up so big? “Just outside Kiev,” he
told me.
How? “My mama nursed me till I was six. I was the only boy in the village to have
such health.”
“My goodness, Vlashkin, six years old! She must have had shredded wheat* there,
not breasts, poor woman.”
“My mother was beautiful,” he said. “She had eyes like stars.”
He had such a way of expressing himself, it brought tears.
To Krimberg, Vlashkin said after this introduction: “Who is responsible for hiding
this wonderful young person in a cage*?”
“That is where the ticket seller sells.”
“So, David, go in there and sell tickets for a half hour. I have something in mind in
regards to the future of this girl and this company. Go, David, be a good boy. And
you, Miss Lieber, please, I suggest Feinberg’s for a glass of tea. The rehearsals are
long. I enjoy a quiet interlude with a friendly person.”
So he took me there, Feinberg’s, then around the corner, a place so full of
Hungarians, it was deafening*. In the back room was a table of honor for him. On the
tablecloth embroidered* by the lady of the house was “Here Vlashkin Eats.” We
finished one glass of tea in quietness, out of thirst, when I finally made up my mind*
what to say.
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“Mr. Vlashkin, I saw you a couple weeks ago, even before I started working here,
in The Sea Gull. Believe me, if I was that girl, I wouldn’t look even for a minute on
the young bourgeois* fellow. He could fall out of the play altogether. How Chekhov
could put him in the same play as you, I can’t understand.”
“You liked me?” he asked, taking my hand and kindly patting* it. “Well, well,
young people still like me . . . so, and you like the theater too? Good. And you, Rose,
you know you have such a nice hand, so warm to the touch, such a fine skin, tell me,
why do you wear a scarf* around your neck? You only hide your young, young throat.
These are not olden* times, my child, to live in shame.”
“Who’s ashamed?” I said, taking off the kerchief, but my hand right away went to
the kerchief’s place, because the truth is, it really was olden times, and I was still of
a nature to melt* with shame.
“Have some more tea, my dear.”
“No, thank you, I am a samovar* already.”
“Dorfmann!” he hollered* like a king. “Bring this child a seltzer with fresh ice!”
In weeks to follow I had the privilege to know him better and better as a person—
also the opportunity to see him in his profession. The time was autumn the theater full
of coming and going. Rehearsing without end. After The Sea Gull flopped The
Salesman from Istanbul played, a great success.
Here the ladies went crazy. On the opening night, in the middle of the first scene,
one missus—a widow or her husband worked too long hours—began to clap* and
sing out, “Oi, oi, Vlashkin.” Soon there was such a tumult, the actors had to stop
acting. Vlashkin stepped forward. Only not Vlashkin to the eyes . . . a younger man
with pitch-black* hair, lively on restless feet, his mouth clever. A half a century later
at the end of the play he came out again, a gray philosopher, a student of life from
only reading books, his hands as smooth as silk.... I cried to think who I was—
nothing—and such a man could look at me with interest.
Then I got a small raise, due to he kindly put in a good word for me, and also for
fifty cents a night I was given the pleasure together with cousins, in-laws, and plain
stage-struck kids to be part of a crowd scene and to see like he saw every single night
the hundreds of pale faces waiting for his feelings to make them laugh or bend down
their heads in sorrow.
The sad day came, I kissed my mama goodbye. Vlashkin helped me to get a
reasonable room near the theater to be more free. Also my outstanding* friend would
have a place to recline away* from the noise of the dressing rooms*. She cried and
she cried. “This is a different way of living, Mama,” I said. “Besides, I am driven by
love.”
“You! You, a nothing, a rotten hole in a piece of cheese, are you telling me what
is life?” she screamed.
Very insulted, I went away from her. But I am good-natured—you know fat people
are like that—kind, and I thought to myself, poor Mama . . . it is true she got more of
an idea of life than me. She married who she didn’t like, a sick man, his spirit already
swallowed* up by God. He never washed. He had an unhappy smell. His teeth fell
out, his hair disappeared, he got smaller, shriveled up* little by little, till goodbye and
good luck he was gone and only came to Mama’s mind when she went to the mailbox
under the stairs to get the electric bill. In memory of him and out of respect for
mankind, I decided to live for love.
Don’t laugh, you ignorant girl.
Do you think it was easy for me? I had to give Mama a little something. Ruthie
was saving up together with your papa for linens, a couple knives and forks. In the
morning I had to do piecework if I wanted to keep by myself. So I made flowers.
Before lunch time every day a whole garden grew on my table.
This was my independence, Lillie dear, blooming, but it didn’t have no roots and
its face was paper*.
Meanwhile Krimberg went after me too. No doubt observing the success of Vlashkin,
he thought, “Aha, open sesame . . .” Others in the company similar. After me in those
years were the following: Krimberg I mentioned. Carl Zimmer, played innocent
young fellows with a wig*. Charlie Peel, a Christian who fell in the soup by accident,
a creator of beautiful sets. “Color is his middle name,” says Vlashkin, always to the
point.
I put this in to show you your fat old aunt was not crazy out of loneliness. In those
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noisy years I had friends among interesting people who admired me for reasons of
youth and that I was a first-class listener.
The actresses—Raisele, Marya, Esther Leopold—were only interested in tomorrow. After them was the rich men, producers, the whole garment center*; their past is
a pincushion*, future the eye of a needle.
Finally the day came, I no longer could keep my tact in my mouth. I said: “Vlashkin,
I hear by carrier* pigeon you have a wife, children, the whole combination”
“True, I don’t tell stories. I make no pretense.”
“That isn’t the question. What is this lady like? It hurts me to ask, but tell me,
Vlashkin . . . a man’s life is something I don’t clearly see.”
“Little girl, I have told you a hundred times, this small room is the convent of my
troubled spirit. Here I come to your innocent shelter* to refresh myself in the midst of
an agonized life.”
“Ach, Vlashkin, serious, serious, who is this lady?”
“Rosie, she is a fine woman of the middle classes, a good mother to my children,
three in number, girls all, a good cook, in her youth handsome*, now no longer
young. You see, could I be more frank? I entrust you, dear, with my soul.”
It was some few months later at the New Year’s ball of the Russian Artists Club,
I met Mrs. Vlashkin, a woman with black hair in a low bun*, straight and too proud.
She sat at a small table speaking in a deep voice to whoever stopped a moment to
converse. Her Yiddish was perfect, each word cut* like a special jewel. I looked at
her. She noticed me like she noticed everybody, cold like Christmas morning. Then
she got tired. Vlashkin called a taxi and I never saw her again. Poor woman, she did
not know I was on the same stage with her. The poison I was to her role, she did not
know.
Later on that night in front of my door I said to Vlashkin, “No more. This isn’t for
me. I am sick from it all. I am no home breaker.”
“Girlie,” he said, “don’t be foolish.”
“No, no, goodbye, good luck,” I said. “I am sincere.”
So I went and stayed with Mama for a week’s vacation and cleaned up all the
closets and scrubbed* the walls till the paint came off. She was very grateful, all the
same her hard life made her say, “Now we see the end. If you live like a bum, you are
finally a lunatic*.”
After this few days I came back to my life. When we met, me and Vlashkin, we
said only hello and goodbye, and then for a few sad years, with the head we nodded*
as if to say, “Yes, yes, I know who you are.”
Meanwhile in the field was a whole new strategy. Your mama and your grandmama brought around—boys. Your own father had a brother, you never even seen
him. Ruben. A serious fellow, his idealism was his hat and his coat, “Rosie, I offer
you a big new free happy unusual life.” How? “With me, we will raise up the sands of
Palestine to make a nation. That is the land of tomorrow for us Jews,” “Ha-ha, Ruben,
I’ll go tomorrow then.” “Rosie!” says Ruben. “We need strong women like you,
mothers and farmers.” “You don’t fool* me, Ruben, what you need is dray horses*.
But for that you need more money.” “I don’t like your attitude, Rose.” “In that case,
go and multiply. Goodbye.”
Another fellow: Yonkel Gurstein, a regular sport, dressed to kill, with such an
excitable nature. In those days—it looks to me like yesterday—the youngest girls
wore undergarments* like* Battle Creek, Michigan. To him it was a matter of seconds.
Where did he practice, a Jewish boy? Nowadays I suppose it is easier, Lillie? My
goodness, I ain’t asking you nothing—touchy, touchy....
Well, by now you must know yourself, honey, whatever you do, life don’t stop. It
only sits a minute and dreams a dream.
While I was saying to all these silly youngsters “no, no, no,” Vlashkin went to
Europe and toured a few seasons . . . Moscow, Prague, London, even Berlin— already
a pessimistic* place. When he came back he wrote a book, you could get from the
library even today, The Jewish Actor Abroad. If someday you’re interested enough in
my lonesome years, you could read it. You could absorb a flavor of the man from the
book. No, no, I am not mentioned. After all, who am I?
When the book came out I stopped him in the street to say congratulations. But I
am not a liar, so I pointed out, too, the egotism of many parts—even the critics said
something along such lines.
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“Talk is cheap*,” Vlashkin answered me. “But who are the critics? Tell me, do
they create? Not to mention,” he continues, “there is a line in Shakespeare in one of
the plays from the great history of England. It says, ‘Self-loving is not so vile a sin,
my liege*, as self-neglecting*.’ This idea also appears in modern times in the moralistic followers of Freud.... Rosie, are you listening? You asked a question. By the
way, you look very well. How come no wedding ring?”
I walked away from this conversation in tears. But this talking in the street opened
the happy road up for more discussions. In regard to many things.... For instance, the
management—very narrow-minded*—wouldn’t give him any more certain young
men’s parts. Fools. What youngest man knew enough about life to be as young as
him?
“Rosie, Rosie,” he said to me one clay, “I see by the clock on your rosy, rosy face
you must be thirty.”
“The hands are slow, Vlashkin. On a week before Thursday I was thirty-four.”
“Is that so? Rosie, I worry about you. It has been on my mind to talk to you. You
are losing your time. Do you understand it? A woman should not lose her time.”
“Oi, Vlashkin, if you are my friend, what is time?”
For this he had no answer, only looked at me surprised. We went instead, full of
interest but not with our former speed, up to my new place on Ninety-fourth Street.
The same pictures on the wall, all of Vlashkin, only now everything painted red and
black, which was stylish, and new upholstery*.
A few years ago there was a book by another member of that fine company, an
actress, the one that learned English very good and went uptown—Marya Kavkaz, in
which she says certain things regarding Vlashkin. Such as, he was her lover for
eleven years, she’s not ashamed to write this down. Without respect for him, his wife
and children, or even others who also may have feelings in the matter*.
Now, Lillie, don’t be surprised. This is called a fact of life. An actor’s soul must
be like a diamond. The more faces it got the more shining is his name. Honey, you
will no doubt love and marry one man and have a couple kids* and be happy forever
till you die tired. More than that, a person like us don’t have to know. But a great
artist like Volodya Vlashkin . . . in order to make a job on the stage, he’s got to
practice. I understand it now, to him life is like a rehearsal*.
Myself, when I saw him in The Father-in-law—an older man in love with a darling
young girl, his son’s wife, played by Raisele Maisel—I cried. What he said to this
girl, how he whispered such sweetness, how all his hot feelings were on his face . . .
Lillie, all this experience he had with me. The very words were the same. You can
imagine how proud I was.
So the story creeps* to an end.
I noticed it first on my mother’s face, the rotten handwriting of time, scribbled* up
and down her cheeks, across her forehead back and forth—a child could read— it
said, old, old, old. But it troubled my heart most to see these realities scratched* on
Vlashkin’s wonderful expression.
First the company fell apart. The theater ended. Esther Leopold died from being
very aged. Krimberg had a heart attack. Marya went to Broadway. Also Raisele
changed her name to Roslyn and was a big comical hit* in the movies. Vlashkin
himself, no place to go, retired. It said in the paper, “an actor without peer*, he will write
his memoirs and spend his last years in the bosom of his family among his thriving*
grandchildren, the apple of his wife’s doting* eye.”
This is journalism.
We made for him a great dinner of honor. At this dinner I said to him, for the last
time, I thought, “Goodbye, dear friend, topic* of my life, now we part.” And to
myself I said further: Finished. This is your lonesome bed. A lady what they call fat
and fifty. You made it personally. From this lonesome bed you will finally fall to a
bed not so lonesome, only crowded with a million bones.
And now comes? Lillie, guess.
Last week, washing my underwear in the basin, I get a buzz on the phone. “Excuse
me, is this the Rose Lieber formerly connected with the Russian Art Theater?”
“It is.”
“Well, well, how do you do, Rose? This is Vlashkin.”
“Vlashkin! Volodya Vlashkin?”
“In fact. How are you, Rose?”
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“Living, Vlashkin, thank you.”
“You are all right? Really, Rose? Your health is good? You are working?”
“My health, considering the weight it must carry, is first-class. I am back for some
years now where I started, in novelty wear*.”
“Very interesting,”
“Listen, Vlashkin, tell me the truth, what’s on your mind?”
“My mind? Rosie, I am looking up an old friend, an old warmhearted companion
of more joyful days. My circumstances, by the way, are changed. I am retired, as you
know. Also I am a free man.”
“What? What do you mean?”
“Mrs. Vlashkin is divorcing me.”
“What come over her? Did you start drinking or something from melancholy?”
“She is divorcing me for adultery.”
“But, Vlashkin, you should excuse me, don’t be insulted, but you got maybe
seventeen, eighteen years on me, and even me, all this nonsense—this daydreams and
nightmares—is mostly for the pleasure of conversation alone.”
“I pointed all this out to her. My dear, I said, my time is past, my blood is as dry
as my bones. The truth is, Rose, she isn’t accustomed to have a man around all day,
reading out loud from the papers the interesting events of our time, waiting for breakfast,
waiting for lunch. So all day she gets madder and madder. By nighttime a furious old lady
gives me my supper. She has information from the last fifty years to pepper* my soup.
Surely there was a Judas* in that theater, saying every day, ‘Vlashkin, Vlashkin,
Vlashkin . . .’ and while my heart was circulating with his smiles he was on the wire*
passing the dope* to my life.”
“Such a foolish end, Volodya, to such a lively story. What is your plans?”
“First, could I ask you for dinner and the theater—uptown, of course? After this .
. . we are old friends. I have money to burn. What your heart desires. Others are like
grass, the north wind of time has cut out their heart. Of you, Rosie, I recreate only
kindness. What a woman should be to a man, you were to me. Of you think. Rosie, a
couple of old pals* like us could have a few good times among the material things of
this world?”
My answer, Lillie, in a minute was altogether. “Yes, yes, come up,” I said. “Ask
the room by the switchboard, let us talk.”
So he came that night and every night in the week, we talked of his long life. Even
at the end of time, a fascinating man. And like men are, too, till time’s end, trying to
get away in one piece.
“Listen, Rosie,” he explains the other day “I was married to my wife, do you
realize, nearly half a century. What good was it? Look at the bitterness*. The more I
think of it, the more I think we would be fools to marry.”
“Volodya Vlashkin,” I told him straight, “when I was young I warmed your cold
back many a night, no questions asked. You admit it, I didn’t make no demands. I was
softhearted*. I didn’t want to be called Rosie Lieber, a breaker up of homes*. But
now, Vlashkin, you are a free man. How could you ask me to go with you on trains to
stay in strange hotels, among Americans, not your wife? Be ashamed.”
So now, darling Lillie, tell this story to your mama from your young mouth. She
don’t listen to a word from me. She only screams*, “I’ll faint, I’ll faint*.” Tell her
after all I’ll have a husband, which, as everybody knows, a woman should have at
least one before the end of the story.
My goodness, I am already late. Give me a kiss. After all, I watched you grow from
a plain seed. So give me a couple wishes on my wedding day. A long and happy life.
Many years of love. Hug Mama, tell her from Aunt Rose, goodbye and good luck.
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1. Structurally, Paley's stories resemble women's diary writing, fragmented, fact-focused, immersed in the transition, seemingly
disconnected aspects of the life that define women's life.
Point out all instances from "Goodbye and God Luck" which
seem to confirm this statement.
2. Idioms and cadences of New York speech and literalness make it difficult to appreciate Paley's irony and humour. Provide
examples which exemplify this appreciation.
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At about three o’clock in the afternoon, Bessie Popkin began to prepare to go down to
the street. Going out was connected with many difficulties, especially on a hot summer
day: first, forcing her fat body into a corset, squeezing* her swollen* feet into shoes, and
combing her hair, which Bessie dyed at home and which grew wild and was streaked* in
all colors—yellow, black, gray, red; then making sure that while she was out her neighbors
would not break into her apartment and steal linen*, clothes, documents, or just disarrange*
things and make them disappear.
Besides human tormentors, Bessie suffered from demons, imps*, Evil Powers. She hid
her eyeglasses in the night table and found them in a slipper*. She placed her bottle of
hair dye in the medicine chest; days later she discovered it under the pillow. Once, she
left a pot of borscht* in the refrigerator, but the Unseen took it from there and after long
searching Bessie came upon it in her clothes closet. On its surface was a thick layer* of
fat that gave off the smell of rancid tallow*.
What she went through, how many tricks* were played on her and how much she had
to wrangle* in order not to perish or fall into insanity, only God knew. She had given up
the telephone because racketeers* and degenerates called her day and night, trying to get
secrets out of her. The Puerto Rican milkman once tried to rape her. The errand* boy
from the grocery store attempted to burn her belongings with a cigarette. To evict* her
from the rent-controlled apartment where she had lived for thirty-five years, the company
and the superintendent infested her rooms with rats, mice, cockroaches*.
Bessie had long ago realized that no means were adequate against those determined*
to be spiteful*—not the metal door, the special lock, her letters to the police, the
mayor, the FBI, and even the president in Washington. But while one breathed one
had to eat. It all took time: checking the windows, the gas vents*, securing the
drawers*. Her paper money she kept in volumes of the encyclopedia, in back copies
of the National Geographic, and in Sam Popkin’s old ledgers*. Her stocks and bonds
Bessie had hidden among the logs in the fireplace, which was never used, as well as
under the seats of the easy chairs. Her jewels she had sewn* into the mattress. There
was a time when Bessie had safe-deposit boxes at the bank, but she long ago convinced
herself that the guards there had passkeys*.
At about five o’clock, Bessie was ready to go out. She gave a last look at herself in the
mirror—small, broad, with a narrow forehead, a flat nose, and eyes slanting* and halfclosed, like a Chinaman’s. Her chin sprouted* a little white beard. She wore a faded dress
in a flowered print, a misshapen* straw hat trimmed* with wooden cherries and grapes,
and shabby* shoes. Before she left, she made a final inspection of the three rooms and the
kitchen. Everywhere there were clothes, shoes, and piles of letters that Bessie had not
opened. Her husband, Sam Popkin, who had died almost twenty years ago, had liquidated
his real-estate* business before his death, because he was about to retire to Florida. He
left her stocks, bonds*, and a number of passbooks from savings banks, as well as some
mortgages*. To this day, firms wrote to Bessie, sent her reports, checks. The Internal
Revenue Service claimed taxes from her. Every few weeks she received announcements
from a funeral company that sold plots* in an “airy cemetery.” In former years, Bessie
used to answer letters, deposit her checks, keep track* of her income and expenses.
Lately she had neglected it all. She even stopped buying the newspaper and reading
the financial section.
In the corridor, Bessie tucked* cards with signs on them that only she could recognize
between the door and the door frame. The keyhole she stuffed* with putty*. What else
could she do—a widow without children, relatives, or friends? There was a time when the
neighbors used to open their doors, look out, and laugh at her exaggerated care; others
teased her. That had long passed. Bessie spoke to no one. She didn’t see well, either. The
glasses she had worn* for years were of no use. To go to an eye doctor and be fitted for
new ones was too much of an effort. Everything was difficult—even entering and leaving
the elevator, whose door always closed with a slam*.
Bessie seldom* went farther than two blocks from her building. The street between
Broadway and Riverside Drive became noisier and filthier* from day to day. Hordes of

forcing / bloated,
(hinchados)
(jaspeado, veteado,
abigarrado)
(ropa de cama)
bring into disorder
ghosts
(pantufla)
(sopa de remolacha roja)
(capa), coating
(sebo)
mischievous acts
engage in dispute,
(a rmar camorra)
(estafadores)
(de los recados)
expel, put out

(cucarachas)
decided, resolute
malicious
holes allowing motion
of air, (rejillas)
(cajones)
(libros de cuentas)

(cosidas)

(llaves maestras)

(sesgados)
grew
deformed / decorated
old, dirty

land property
(obligaciones,
acciones)
(hipotecas)

land, ground
follow the development, (comprobar
las cuentas)

put, (metió)
filled, (rellenó) / (masilla)

used, put on

bang, blow

rarely
dirtier

425

55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

426

urchins* ran around half-naked. Dark men with curly hair and wild eyes quarrelled* in
Spanish with little women whose bellies were always swollen in pregnancy. They talked
back in rattling* voices. Dogs barked, cats meowed. Fires broke out and fire engines,
ambulances, and police cars drove up. On Broadway, the old groceries had been replaced
by supermarkets, where food must be picked out and put in a wagon and one had to stand
in line before the cashier.
God in Heaven, since Sam died, New York, America—perhaps the whole world—was
falling apart. All the decent people had left the neighborhood and it was overrun* by a
mob* of thieves, robbers, whores. Three times Bessie’s pocketbook had been stolen.
When she reported it to the police, they just laughed. Every time one crossed the Street, one
risked one’s life. Bessie took a step and stopped. Someone had advised her to use a cane*,
but she was far from considering herself an old woman or a cripple. Every few weeks she
painted her nails red. At times, when the rheumatism left her in peace, she took clothes she
used to wear from the closets, tried them on, and studied herself in the mirror.
Opening the door of the supermarket was impossible. She had to wait till someone
held it for her. The supermarket itself was a place that only the Devil could have
invented. The lamps burned with a glaring* light. People pushing wagons were likely to
knock down anyone in their path. The shelves were either too high or too low. The noise
was deafening*, and the contrast between the heat outside and the freezing temperature
inside! It was miracle that she didn’t get pneumonia. More than anything else, Bessie
was tortured by indecision. She picked up each item with a trembling hand and read the
label. This was not the greed* of youth but the uncertainty of age. According to Bessie’s
figuring, today’s shopping should not have taken longer than three-quarters of an hour,
but two hours passed and Bessie was still not finished. When she finally brought the
wagon to the cashier, it occurred to her that she had forgotten the box of oatmeal*. She
went back and a woman took her place in line*. Later, when she paid, there was new
trouble. Bessie had put the bill in the right side of her bag, but it was not there. After
long rummaging*, she found it in small change purse on the opposite side. Yes, who
could believe that such things were possible? If she told someone, he would think she
was ready for the madhouse.
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When Bessie went into the supermarket, the day was still bright; now it was drawing*
to a close. The sun, yellow and golden, was sinking toward the Hudson, to the hazy* hills
of New Jersey. The buildings on Broadway radiated the heat they had absorbed. From
under gratings* where the subway trains rumbled*, evil-smelling fumes arose. Bessie
held the heavy bag of food in one hand, and in the other she grasped* her pocketbook
tightly. Never had Broadway seemed to her so wild, so dirty. It stank* of softened
asphalt, gasoline, rotten fruit, the excrement of dogs. On the sidewalk, among torn
newspapers and the butts* of cigarettes, pigeons hopped about. It was difficult to
understand how these creatures avoided being stepped on in the crush* of passers-by .
From the blazing sky a golden dust was falling. Before a storefront hung with
artificial grass, men in sweated shirts poured papaya juice and pineapple juice into
themselves with haste*, as if trying to extinguish a fire that consumed their insides.
Above their heads hung coconuts carved in the shapes of Indians. On a side street,
black and white children had opened a hydrant* and were splashing naked in
the gutter*. In the midst of that heat wave, a truck with microphones drove around
blaring out shrill* songs and deafening blasts* about a candidate for political office. From
the rear of the truck, a girl with hair that stood up like wires threw out leaflets*.
It was all beyond Bessie’s strength—crossing the street, waiting for the elevator, and
then getting out on the fifth floor before the door slammed*. Bessie put the groceries
down at the threshold and searched for her keys. She used her nail file to dig the putty*
out of the keyhole. She put in the key and turned it. But woe, the key broke. Only the
handle remained in her hand. Bessie fully grasped* the catastrophe. The other people in
the building had copies of their keys hanging in the superintendent’s apartment, but she
trusted no one—some time ago, she had ordered a new combination lock, which she was
sure no master key could open. She had a duplicate key somewhere in a drawer, but with
her she carried only this one. “Well, this is the end,” Bessie said aloud.
There was nobody to turn to for help. The neighbors were her blood enemies. The
super only waited for her downfall*. Bessie’s throat was so constricted that she could not
even cry. She looked around, expecting to see the fiend* who had delivered this latest
blow*. Bessie had long since made peace with death, but to die on the steps or in the
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streets was too harsh*. And who knows how long such agony could last? She began to
ponder*. Was there still open somewhere a store where they fitted* keys? Even if there
were, what could the locksmith* copy from?
He would have to come up here with his tools. For that, one needed a mechanic
associated with the firm which produced these special locks. If at least she had money
with her. But she never carried more than she needed to spend. The cashier in the
supermarket had given her back only some twenty-odd cents. “O dear Momma, I
don’t want to live anymore!” Bessie spoke Yiddish, amazed* that she suddenly
reverted* to that half-forgotten tongue .
After many hesitations, Bessie decided to go back down to the street. Perhaps a
hardware store or one of those tiny shops that specialize in keys was still open. She
remembered that there used to be such a key stand* in the neighborhood. After all, other
people’s keys must get broken. But what should she do with the food? It was too heavy to
carry with her. There was no choice. She would have to leave the bag at the door “They
steal anyhow,” Bessie said to herself. Who knows, perhaps the neighbors intentionally
manipulated her lock so that she would not be able to enter the apartment while they
robbed her or vandalized her belongings.
Before Bessie went down to the street, she put her ear to the door.
She heard nothing except a murmur that never stopped, the cause and origin of which
Bessie could not figure out. Sometimes it ticked like a clock; other times it buzzed*, or
groaned*—an entity imprisoned in the walls or the water pipes. In h er mind Bessie said
goodbye to the food, which should have been in the refrigerator, not standing here in
the heat. The butter would melt, the milk would turn sour*. “It’s a punish ment! I am
cursed, cursed*,” Bessie muttered. A neighbor was about to go down in the elevator and
Bessie signalled to him to hold the door for her. Perhaps he was one of the thieves. He
might try to hold her up, assault her. The elevator went down and the man opened the
door for her. She wanted to thank him, but remained silent. Why thank her enemies?
These were all sly* tricks.
When Bessie stepped out into the street, night had fallen. The gutter* was flooded
with water. The streetlamps were reflected in the black pool as in a lake. Again there was
a fire in the neighborhood. She heard the wailing* of a siren, the clang of fire engines.
Her shoes were wet. She came out on Broadway, and the heat slapped* her like a sheet of
tin. She had difficulty seeing in daytime; at night she was almost blind. There was light in
the stores, but what they displayed Bessie could not make out* . Passers-by bumped* into
her, and Bessie regretted that she didn’t have a cane. Nevertheless, she began to walk along,
close to the windows. She passed a drugstore, a bakery, a shop of rugs*, a funeral parlor, but
nowhere was there a sign of a hardware store. Bessie continued on her way. Her strength
was ebbing*, but she was determined* not to give up*. What should a person do when her
key was broken off—die? Perhaps apply to the police. There might be some institution
that took care of such cases. But where?
There must have been an accident. The sidewalk was crowded with spectators.
Police cars and an ambulance blocked the street. Someone sprayed* the asphalt with
a hose*, probably cleaning away the blood. It occurred to Bessie that the eyes of the
onlookers gleamed with an uncanny* satisfaction. They enjoy other people’s misfortunes, she thought. It is their only comfort in this miserable city. No, she wouldn’t
find anybody to help her.
She had come to a church. A few steps led to the closed door, which was protected by
an overhang and darkened by shadows. Bessie was barely* able to sit down. Her knees
wobbled*. Her shoes had begun to pinch in the toes and above the heels. A bone* in her
corset broke and cut into her flesh. “Well, all the Powers of Evil are upon me tonight.”
Hunger mixed with nausea gnawed* at her. An acid fluid came up to her mouth. “Father
in Heaven, it’s my end.” She remembered the Yiddish proverb “If one lives without a
reckoning*, one dies without confession.” She had even neglected to write her will.
Bessie must have dozed off*, because when she opened her eyes there was a late-night
stillness, the street half-empty and darkened. Store windows were no longer lit*. The heat
had evaporated and she felt chilly* under her dress. For a moment she thought that her
pocketbook had been stolen, but it lay on a step below her, where it had probably
slipped*. Bessie tried to stretch out her hand for it; her arm was numb*. Her head,
which rested against the wall, felt as heavy as a stone. Her legs had become wooden.
Her ears seemed to be filled with water. She lifted one of her eyelids and saw the
moon. It hovered* low in the sky over a flat roof, and near it twinkled* a greenish
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star. Bessie gaped*. She had almost forgotten that there was a sky, a moon, stars.
Years had passed and she never looked up—always down. Her windows were hung
with draperies* so that the spies across the street could not see her. Well, if there was
a sky, perhaps there was also a God, angels, Paradise. Where else did the souls of her
parents rest? And where was Sam now? She, Bessie, had abandoned all her duties.
She never visited Sam’s grave in the cemetery. She didn’t even light a candle on the
anniversary of his death. She was so steeped in wrangling* with the lower powers that
she did not remember the higher ones.
For the first time in years, Bessie felt the need to recite a prayer. The Almighty would
have mercy on her even though she did not deserve it. Father and Mother might intercede
for her on high. Some Hebrew words hung on the tip of her tongue, but she could not
recall them. Then she remembered. “Dear, O Israel.” But what followed? “God forgive
me,” Bessie said. “I deserve everything that falls on me.”
It became even quieter and cooler. Traffic lights changed from red to green, but a car
rarely passed. From somewhere a Negro appeared. He staggered*. He stopped not far
from Bessie and turned his eyes to her. Then he walked on. Bessie knew that her bag was
full of important documents, but for the first time she did not care about her property.
Sam had left a fortune; it all had gone for naught*. She continued to save for her old age
as if she were still young. “How old am I?” Bessie asked herself. “What have I
accomplished* in all these years? Why didn’t I go somewhere, enjoy my money, help
somebody?” Something in her laughed. “I was possessed, completely not myself. How
else can it be explained?” Bessie was astounded*. She felt as if she had awakened from a long
sleep. The broken key had opened a door in her brain that had shut* when Sam died.
The moon had shifted to the other side of the roof—unusually large, red, its face
obliterated. It was almost cold now. Bessie shivered*. She realized that she could easily
get pneumonia, but the fear of death was gone, along with her fear of being homeless.
Fresh breezes drifted* from the Hudson River. New stars appeared in the sky. A black cat
approached from the other side of the street. For a while, it stood on the edge of the
sidewalk and its green eyes looked straight at Bessie. Then slowly and cautiously it drew
near. For years Bessie had hated all animals—dogs, cats, pigeons, even sparrows*. They
carried sicknesses. They made everything filthy*. Bessie believed that there was a demon
in every cat. She especially dreaded an encounter* with a black cat, which was always an
omen of evil. But now Bessie felt love for this creature that had no home, no possessions,
no doors or keys, and lived on God’s bounty*. Before the cat neared Bessie, it smelled her
bag. Then it began to rub* its back on her leg, lifting up its tail and meowing. The poor
thing is hungry. I wish I could give her something. How can one hate a creature like this,
Bessie wondered. O Mother of mine, I was bewitched, bewitched*. I’ll begin a new life.
A treacherous thought ran through her mind: perhaps remarry*?
The night did not pass without adventure. Once, Bessie saw a white butterfly in the air.
It hovered for a while over a parked car and then took off. Bessie knew it was a soul of a
newborn baby, since real butterflies do not fly afte r dark. Another time, she wakened to see
a ball of fire, a kind of lit-up* soap bubble, soar* from one roof to another and sink behind it.
She was aware that what she saw was the spirit of someone who had just died.

opened her mouth
wide in wonder

Bessie had fallen asleep. She woke up with a start*. It was daybreak. From the side of
Central Park the sun rose. Bessie could not see it from here, but on Broadway the sky
became pink and reddish. On the building to the left, flames kindled* in the windows; the
panes* ran and blinked like the portholes* of a ship. A pigeon landed nearby. It hopped
on its little red feet and pecked* into something that might have been a dirty piece of stale
bread or dried mud. Bessie was baffled*. How do these birds live? Where do they sleep at
night? And how can they survive the rains, the cold, the snow? I will go home, Bessie
decided. People will not leave me in the streets.
Getting up was a torment. Her body seemed glued* to the step on which she sat. Her
back ached and her legs tingled*. Nevertheless, she began to walk slowly toward home.
She inhaled the moist* morning air. It smelled of grass and coffee. She was no longer
alone. From the side streets men and women emerged. They were going to work. They
bought newspapers at the stand* and went down into the subway. They were silent and
strangely peaceful, as if they, too, had gone through a night of soul-searching and come
out of it cleansed*. When do they get up if they are already on their way to work now,
Bessie marvelled. No, not all in this neighborhood were gangsters and murderers. One
young man even nodded* good morning to Bessie. She tried to smile at him, realizing she
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had forgotten that feminine gesture she knew so well in her youth; it was almost the first
lesson her mother had taught her.
She reached her building, and outside stood the Irish super*, her deadly enemy. He
was talking to the garbage collectors. He was a giant of a man, with a short nose, a long
upper lip, sunken* cheeks, and a pointed chin. His yellow hair covered a bald spot. He
gave Bessie a startled* look. “What’s the matter, Grandma?”
Stuttering*, Bessie told him what had happened to her. She showed him the handle of
the key she had clutched* in her hand all night.
“Mother of God!” he called out.
“What shall I do?” Bessie asked.
“I will open your door.”
“But you don’t have a passkey.”
“We have to be able to open all doors in case of fire.”
The super disappeared into his own apartment for a few minutes, then he came out
with some tools and a bunch* of keys on a large ring. He went up in the elevator with
Bessie. The bag of food still stood on the threshold, but it looked depleted*. The super
busied himself at the lock*. He asked, “What are these cards?”
Bessie did not answer.
“Why didn’t you come to me and tell me what happened? To be roaming* around all
night at your age—my God!” As he poked* with his tools, a door opened and a little
woman in a housecoat and slippers, her hair bleached* and done up in curlers*, came
out. She said, “What happened to you? Every time I opened the door, I saw this bag. I
took out your butter and milk and put them in my refrigerator.”
Bessie could barely restrain* her tears. “O my good people,” she said. “I didn’t
know that...”
The super* pulled out the other half of Bessie’s key. He worked a little longer. He
turned a key and the door opened. The cards fell down. He entered the hallway* with
Bessie and she sensed the musty* odor of an apartment that has not been lived in for
a long time. The super said, “Next time, if something like this happens call me. That’s
what I’m here for.”
Bessie wanted to give him a tip, but her hands were too weak* to open her bag.
The neighbor woman brought in the milk and butter. Bessie went into her bedroom
and lay down* on the bed. There was a pressure on her breast and she felt like
vomiting. Something heavy vibrated up from her feet to her chest. Bessie listened to
it without alarm, only curious about the whims* of the body; the super and the
neighbor talked, and Bessie could not make out* what they were saying. The same
thing had happened to her over thirty years ago when she had been given anesthesia
in the hospital before an operation—the doctor and the nurse were talking but their
voices seemed to come from far away and in a strange language.
Soon there was silence, and Sam appeared. It was neither day nor night—a strange
twilight*. In her dream, Bessie knew that Sam was dead but that in some clandestine
way he had managed to get away from the grave and visit her. He was feeble* and
embarrassed. He could not speak. They wandered through a space with out a sky,
without earth, a tunnel full of debris*—the wreckage* of a nameless structure —a
corridor dark and winding*, yet somehow familiar. They came t o a region where two
mountains met, and the passage between shone like sunset or sunrise. They stood there
hesitating and even a little ashamed*. It was like that night of their honeymoon when they
went to Ellenville in the Catskills and were led by the hotel owner into their bridal suite.
She heard the same words he had said to them then, in the same voice and intonation:
“You don’t need no key here. Just enter—and mazel tov*.”
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1. How does Bessie see her daily life? What brought her to find a favourable social order for herself?
2. How does she perceive her community? Is it the same at the beginning and at the end? Why? What makes this change
possible?
3. In what ways did Bessie Popkin change as a result of the breaking of her house key? Enumerate all the experiences which
caused her change.
4. What do the butterfly and fireball symbolize?
5. In Whitman's poem, "Where Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd", the hero dies, but is again resurrected as a revitalizing force
for a society that understands him. In what sense is Bessie´s life similar?
6. In which other texts do we see this same comic pattern going from a survival state to one of renewal.
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1961

I stand here ironing, and what you asked me moves tormented back and forth
with the iron.
“I wish you would manage the time to come in and talk with me about
your daughter. I’m sure you can help me understand her. She’s a youngster
who needs help and whom I’m deeply interested in helping.”
“Who needs help.” . . . Even if I came, what good would it do? You think
because I am her mother I have a key, or that in some way you could use me
as a key? She has lived for nineteen years. There is all that life that has
happened outside of me, beyond me.
And when is there time to remember, to sift*, to weigh, to estimate, to total*? I
will start and there will be an interruption and I will have to gather* it all together
again. Or I will become engulfed* with all I did or did not do, with what should
have been and what cannot be helped.
She was a beautiful baby. The first and only one of our five that was beautiful
at birth. You do not guess how new and uneasy* her tenancy* in her now
loveliness. You did not know her all those years she was thought homely, or see
her poring* over her baby pictures, making me tell her over and over how beautiful
she had been—and would be, I would tell her—and was now, to the seeing eye. But the
seeing eyes were few or nonexistent. Including mine.
I nursed* her. They feel that’s important nowadays. I nursed all the
children, but with her, with all the fierce rigidity of first motherhood,
I did like the books then said. Though her cries battered* me to trembling and my breasts ached with s wollenness*, I waited till the clock
decreed*.
Why do I put that first? I do not even know if it matters, or if it explains
anything.
She was a beautiful baby. She blew s hining bubbles of sound. She loved
motion, loved light, loved color and music and textures. She would lie on
the floor in her blue overalls* patting* the surface so hard in ecstasy her
hands and feet would blur*. She was a miracle to me, but wh en she was
eight months old I had to leave her daytimes* with the woman downstairs to
whom she was no miracle at all, for I worked or looked fo r work and for
Emily’s father, who “could no longer endure *” (he wrote in his good-bye note)
“sharing want* with us.”
I was n ineteen . It was th e p re-relief, p re-WPA* wo rld o f the dep ression. I would stare* running as soon as I got off the streetcar, running up the
stairs, the place smelling sour, and awake or asleep to startle* awake, when
she saw me she wou ld b reak in to a clogged* weeping that could not be
comforted, a weeping I can hear yet.
After a while I found a job hashing* at night so I could be with her days,
and it was better. But it came to where I had to bring her to his family and
leave her.
It took a long time to raise the money for her fare* back. Then she got
chicken pox* and I had to wait longer. When she finally came, I hardly knew
her, walking quick and nervous like her father, looking like her father, thin,
and dressed in a shoddy* red that yellowed her skin and glared* at the
pockmarks*. All the baby loveliness gone.
She was two. Old enough for nursery school they said, and I did
not know then what I know now—the fatigue of the long day, an d
t h e lacerations* of group life in the kinds of nurseries that are only parking
places for children.
Except that it would have made no difference if I had known. It was the
only place there was. It was the only way we could be together, the only way
I could hold a job.
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And even without knowing, I knew. I knew the teacher that was evil because
all these years it has curdled* into my memory, the little boy hunched* in the
corner, her rasp*, “why aren’t you outside, because Alvin hits you? that’s
no reason, go out, scaredy*.” I knew Emily hated it even if she did not
clutch* and implore “don’t go Mommy” like the other children, mornings.
She always had a reason why we should stay home. Momma, you look sick.
Momma, I feel sick. Momma, the teachers aren’t there today, they’re sick.
Momma, we can’t go, there was a fire there last night. Momma, it’s a holiday
today, no school, they told me.
But never a direct protest, never rebellion. I think of our others in their
three-, four-year-oldness—the explosions, the tempers*, the denunciations,
the demands—and I feel suddenly ill. I put the iron down. What in me
demanded that goodness in her? And what was the cost, the cost to her of
such goodness?
The old man living in the back once said in his gentle way: “You should
smile at Emily more when you look at her.” What was in my face when I
looked at her? I loved her. There were all the acts of love.
It was only with the others I remembered what he said, and it was the face
of joy, and not of care or tightness* or worry I turned to them—too late for
Emily. She does not smile easily, let alone* almost always as her brothers and
sisters do. Her face is closed and somber*, but when she wants, how fluid.
You must have seen it in her pantomimes, you spoke of her rare gift for
comedy* on the stage that rouses laughter out of the audience so dear they
applaud and applaud and do not want to let her go.
Where does it come from, that comedy? There was none of it in her
when she came back to me that second time, after I had had to send her
away again. She had a new daddy now to learn to love, and I think perhaps it
was a better time.
Except when we left her alone nights, telling ourselves she was old
enough.
“Can’t you go some other time, Mommy, like tomorrow?” she would ask.
“Will it be just a little while you’ll be gone? Do you promise?”
The time we came back, the front door open, the clock on the floor in
the hall. She rigid awake. “It wasn’t just a little while. I didn’t cry. Three
times I called y o u , ju st th ree times, and th en I ran d o wn stairs to o p en th e
door so you could come faster. The clock talked loud. I threw it away, it
s c ared* me what it talked.”
Sh e s a i d t h e c l o c k t a l k e d l o u d a g a i n t h a t n i g h t I w e n t t o t h e h o s p i t a l
to have Susan. She was delirious with the fever that comes from red
m e a s l e s * , b u t she was fully conscious all the week I was gone and the week
after we were home when she could not come near the new baby or me.
She did not get well. She stayed skeleton thin, not wanting to eat, and
night after night she had nightmares. She would call for me, and I would
rouse from exhaustion to sleepily call back: “You’re all right, darling, go to
sleep, it’s just a dream,” and if she still called, in a sterner* voic e, “now go
to sleep, Emily, there’s nothing to hurt you.” Twice, only twice, when I had to
get up for Susan anyhow, I went in to sit with her.
Now when it is too late (as if she would let me hold and comfort her like I
do the others) I get up and go to her at once at her moan* or restless stirring*.
“Are you awake, Emily? Can I get you something?” And the answer is always
the same: “No, I’m all right, go back to sleep, Mother.”
They persuaded me at the clinic to send her away to a convalescent home
in the country where “she can have the kind of food and care you can’t
manage* for her, and you’ll be free to concentrate on the new baby.” They still
send children to that place. I see pictures on the society page of sleek* young women
planning affairs to raise money for it, or dancing at the affairs, or decorating Easter
eggs or filling Christmas stockings for the children.
They never have a picture of the children so I do not know if the girls still
wear those gigantic red bows* and the ravaged* looks on the every other
Sunday when parents can come to visit “unless otherwise notified”—as we
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were notified the first six weeks.
Oh it is a handsome * place, green lawns and tall trees and fluted* flower
beds. High up on the balconies of each cottage the children stand, the girls in
their red bows and white dresses, the boys in white suits and giant red ties.
The parents stand below shrieking* up to be heard and the children shriek
down to be heard and between them the invisible wall: “Not to Be Contaminated by Parental Germs or Physical Affection.”
There was a tiny* girl who always stood hand in hand with Emily. Her
parents never came. One visit she was gone. “They moved her to Rose
Cottage,” Emily shouted in explanation. “They don’t like you to love anybody here.”
She wrote once a week, the labored writing of a seven year-old. “I am fine.
How is the baby. If I write my leter nicely* I will have a star. Love,” There
never was a star. We wrote every other day, letters she could never hold
or keep but only hear read—once. “We simply do not have room for
children to keep any personal possessions,” they patiently explained when
we pieced one Sunday’s shrieking* together to plead* how much it would
mean to Emily, who loved so to keep things, to he allowed to keep her
letters and cards.
Each visit she looked frailer*. “She isn’t eating,” they told us.
(They had runny* eggs for breakfast or mush* with lumps*, Emily said later,
I’d hold it in my mouth and not swallow*. Nothing ever tasted good, just when
they had chicken.)
It took us eight months to get her released* home, and only the fact
that she gained back so little of her seven lost pounds convinced the
so cial work er.
I used to try to hold and love her after she came back, but her body would
stay stiff*, and after a while she’d push away. She ate little. Food sickened her,
and I think much of life too. Oh she had physical lightness and brightness, twinkling
by on skates, bouncing like a ball up and down up and down over the jump rope,
skimming* over the hill: but these were momentary.
She fretted* about her appearance, thin and dark and foreign-looking at a
time when every little girl was supposed to look or thought she should look a
chubby* blonde replica of Shirley Temple*. The doorbell sometimes rang for
her, but no one seemed to come and play in the house or be a best friend.
Maybe because we moved so much.
There was a boy she loved painfully through two school semesters. Months
later she told me how she had taken pennies from my purse to buy him candy
“Licorice* was his favorite and I brought him some every day, but he still
liked Jennifer better’n me. Why, Mommy?” The kind of question for which
there is no answer.
School was a worry to her. She was not glib* or quick in a world where
glibness* and quickness were easily confused with ability * to learn. To her
overworked and exasperated teachers she was an overconscientious* “slow
learner” who kept trying to catch up and was absent entirely too often.
I let her be absent, though sometimes the illness was imaginary. How
different from my now-strictness about attendance with the others. I wasn’t
working. We had a new baby, I was home anyhow. Sometimes, after Susan
grew old enough, I would keep her home from school, too, to have them all
together.
Mostly Emily had asthma, and her brea thing, harsh and labored, would fill
the house with a curiously tranquil sound. I would bring the two old dresser
mirrors and her boxes of collections to her bed. She would select beads* and
single earrings, bottle tops and shells, dried flowers and pebbles, old postcards
and scraps, all sorts of oddments*; then she and Susan would play Kingdom,
setting up landscapes and furniture, peopling them with action.
Those were the only times of peaceful companionship between her and
Susan. I have edged away* from it, that poisonous feeling between them, that
terrible balancing of hurts and needs I had to do between the two, and did so
badly, those earlier years.
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Oh there are conflicts between the others too, each one human, needing,
demanding, hurting, taking—but only between Emily and Susan, no, Emily
toward Susan that corroding* resentment. It seems so obvious on the surface,
yet it is not obvious. Susan, the second child, Susan, golden- and curly-haired
and chubby*, quick and articulate and assured, everything in appearance and
manner Emily was not; Susan, not able to resist Emily’s precious things,
losing or sometimes clumsily* breaking them; Susan telling jokes and riddles
to company for applause while Emily sat silent (to say to me later: that was
my riddle, Mother, I told it to Susan); Susan, who for all the five years’
difference in age was just a year behind Emily in developing physically.
I am glad for that slow physical development that widened the
d ifferen ce b etween her and h er co ntemp oraries, th o ug h sh e suffered o ver
it. She was too vulnerable for that terrible world of youthful competition,
of preening* and parading, of constant measuring of yourself against
e v e r y o t h e r , of envy, “If I had the copper hair,” “If I had that skin ....” She
tormented herself enough about not looking like the others, there was enough
of the unsureness, the having to be conscious of words before you speak, the
constant caring—what are they thinking of me? without having it all magnified by the merciless physical drives.
Ronnie is callin g. He is wet and I change him. It is rare there is such a cry
now. That time of motherhood is almost behind me when the ear is not one’s
own but must always be racked* and listening for the child cry, the child call.
We sit for a while and I hold him, looking out over the city spread in charcoal*
with its soft aisles of light. “Shoogily*,” he breathes and curls* closer. I
carry him back to bed, asleep. Shoogily . A funny word, a family word, inherited
from Emily, invented by her to say: comfort .
In this and other ways she leaves her seal, I say aloud. And startle*
at my saying it. What do I mean? What did I start to gather
together, to try and make coherent? I was at the terrible, growing
years. War years. I do not remember them well. I was working,
there were four smaller ones now, there was not time for her. She
had to hel p be a mo ther, and housekeeper, and shopper. She had to
set her seal. Mornings of crisis and near hysteria trying to get lunches
packed, hair combed, coats and shoes found, everyone to school or
C h i l d C a r e o n t i m e , t h e baby ready for transportation. And always the paper
scribbled* on by a smaller one, the book looked at by Susan then mislaid*,
the home w o r k n o t d o n e . R u n n i n g o u t t o t h a t h u g e s c h o o l w h e r e s h e
w a s o n e, she was lost, she was a drop; suffering over the u n p r e p a r e d n e s s ,
stammering* and unsure in her classes.
There was so little time left at night after the kids were bedded down. She
would struggle over books, always eating (it was in those years she developed
her enormous appetite that is legendary in our family) and I would be ironing,
or preparing food for the next day, or writing V-mail* to Bill, or tending the
baby. Sometimes, to make me laugh, or out of her despair, she would imitate
happenings or types at school.
I think I said once: “Why don’t you do something like this in the school
amateur show?” One morning she phoned me at work , hard ly un derstandable through the weeping: “Mother, I did it. I won, I won; they gave me first
prize; they c lap p ed * an d clap p ed and wo u ldn ’t let me g o.”
Now suddenly she was Somebody, and as imprisoned in her difference as
she had been in anonymity.
She began to be asked to perform at other high schools, even in colleges,
then at city and statewide affairs. The first one we went to, I only recognized
her that first moment when thin, shy, she almost drowned herself into the
curtains. Then: Was this Emily? The control, the command, the convulsing and
deadly clowning, the spell, then the roaring, stamping* audience, unwilling
to let this rare and precious laughter out of their lives.
Afterwards: You ought to do something about her with a gift* like that—
but without money or knowing how, what does one do? We have left it all to
her, and the gift has as often eddied* inside, clogged* and clotted*, as been
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used and growing.
She is coming. She runs up the stairs two at a time with her light graceful
step, and I know she is happy tonight. Whatever it was that occasioned your call
did not happen today.
“Aren’t you ever going to finish the ironing, Mother? Whistler* painted
his mother in a rocker*. I’d have to paint mine standing over an ironing
board.” This is one of her communicative nights and she tells me everything
and nothing as she fixes herself a plate of food out of the icebox.
She is so lovely. Why did you want me to come in at all? Why were you
concerned? She will find her way.
She starts up the stairs to bed. “Don’t get me up with the rest in the morning.”
“But I thought you were having midterms* .” “Oh, those,” she comes back in,
kisses me, and says quite lightly, “in a couple of years when we’ll all be atom
dead they won’t matter a bit.”
She has said it before. She believes it. But because I have been dredging* the
past, and all that compounds a human being is so heavy and meaningful in me, I
cannot endure it tonight.
I will never total it all. I will never come in to say: She was a child
seldom smiled at. Her f ather left me before she was a year old. I had to work
her first six years when there was work, or I sent her home and to his
relatives. There w e r e y e a r s s h e h a d c a r e s h e h a t e d . S h e w a s d a r k a n d
thin and foreign-looking in a world where the prestige went to
b l o n d e n e s s a n d c urly hair and dimples*, she was slow where glibness*
was p r i z e d . S h e was a child of anxious*, not proud, love. We were poor and
could not afford for her the so il* o f e a s y g r o w t h . I w a s a y o u n g m o t h e r , I
was a distracted * mother. There were other children pushing up, dem a n d i n g . H e r y o u n g e r s i s t e r s e e m e d a l l that she was not. There were
years she did not want me to touch her. She kept too much in herself, her life
was such she had to keep too much in herself. M y wisdom came too late.
She has much to her and probably little will come of it . S h e i s a c h i l d o f
her age, of depression, of war, of fear.
Let her be. So all that is in her will not bloom—but in how many does it?
There is still enough left to live by. Only help her to know—help make it so
there is cause for her to know—that she is more than this dress on the ironing
board, helpless before the iron.

James Whistler (18341903) American painter
rocking-chair

examinations
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little holes on skin, (hoyueos) / verbosity
(inquieto, preocupado)
land
(aturdida, confundida)

1. The first-person point of view from which Tillie Olsen has chosen to tell her story causes a complex value reaction in the reader.
a) Who is speaking?
b) What do we know about her from the tone, that is, the quality of her speech? To answer this you must examine the quality of
language. You must pay attention not only to what is said but how is said, to feel the how; you have to be sensitive to the quality of
voice and to the way diction, syntax or punctuation create that quality.
c) This first person narrator ("I") is speaking to a purported "you", implied throughout the story. Who is supposed to be this "you", never
identified?
2. What are the circumstances into which Emily was born?
3. What are we to make of Emily's telling her mother not to wake her the next morning even though she has midterm exams?
4. a)
b)

How many years does the story cover?
What is the conflict in the story? It isn´t between the mother and Emily; it can hardly be between the mother and the teacher. Is it
within the mother? Explain.

5. Is there any justification for the mother's determination not to accept the invitation to come in and talk about her daughter?
6. What makes "I Stand Here Ironing" more than just a case study of a talented but deprived young woman? What besides the task at hand
is suggested by the use of iron and the ironing board in the story?
7. a)
b)

Examine the mother's life. To what extent has she been like the dress on the ironing board, "helpless before the iron" (last
sentence)? To what extent has she survived as a person? What about Emily?
What have been the aspirations all this time? Do you find the story hopeful or hopeless?

8. The inner thoughts of a housewife are the very essence of the story and this has made some critics to consider its content as a feminist
document. Do you see this or any other reason for agreeing?
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Wake, end chapter of The naked and the dead
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1948

T h e m o p p i n g u p * w a s e m i n e n t l y s u c c e s s f u l . A w e e k a f t e r t h e T o y a k u Line
had been breached,* the remnants of the Japanese garrison* on Anopopei had been
whittled* into a hundred and then a thousand little segment s. Their organization
broke completely; battalions were cut o f f * , a n d t h e n c o m p a n i e s , a n d f i n a l l y
p l a t o o n s * a n d s q u a d s * a n d l it t l e s l i v e r s o f f i v e a n d t h r e e a n d t w o m e n h i d
in the jungle, attempted to escape the flood of American patrols. Toward
the end the casualty figures were unbelievable. On the fifth day two hundred
and seventy-eight Japanese were killed and two Americans; on the eighth
day, the most productive of the campaign, eight hundred and twenty-one
J a p a n e s e w e r e k i l l e d a n d n i n e c a p t u r e d f o r t he l o s s o f t h r e e A m e r i c a n l i v e s .
T h e c o m m u n i q u e s w e n t o u t w i t h a m o n o t o n o u s r e g u l a r i t y , t e r s e * a n d m o d e s t*,
not wholly* inaccurate.
“ G en e r a l M a c Ar th ur a n no u n c ed t o da y t he o f fi c i a l e n d o f th e b at t l e f o r
Anopopei. Mopping up continues.”
“American troops under Major General Edward Cummings announced capture
today of five enemy strong-points and large concentrations of food and ammunition. Mopping up is in progress.”
Astonishing* reports continued to come in to Cummings’s desk. It was discovered from questioning the few prisoners that for over a month the Japanese had
been on half rations*, and toward the end there had been almost no food at all. A
Japanese supply dump* had been destroyed by artillery five weeks before, and no
one had known it. Their medical facilities had been exhausted, there were portions
of the Toyaku Line which had been in disrepair for six or eight weeks. Finally
they discovered that the Japanese ammunition had been almost depleted* a week
before the last attack had begun.
Cummings searched through old patrol reports, read again all accounts of
enemy activity on the front for the past month. He e v e n d i g e s t e d o n c e m o r e t h e
puny* findings of intelligence. In all that, there was no hint of the actual*
Japanese situation. From the reports, he had made the only possible assumption that the Japanese were still in strength. It bothered* him, terrified him;
this was the most powerful lesson he had ever derived* from a campaign.
Until now, while he had partially discounted any patrol information he received, he had nevertheless given it some weight. The information here had
been worthless.
He had never quite freed himself of the shock Major Dalleson’s victory had given him. To leave his battle front on a quiet morning and
return the next day to find the campaign virtually over was a little like
the disbelief with which a man would come home to find his house burned
down. Certainly he had handled the mopping up with brilliance. The Japanese once staggered*, had been given no opportunity to regroup but that
was a hollow* triumph, the salvaging of a few sticks of furniture. It enraged
him secretly that Dalleson’s blundering should have exploded the campaign;
the collapse of the Japanese had been due to his efforts, and he should have
had the pleasure of detonating the fuse. What irritated him most of all was
that he must congratulate Dalleson, perhaps even promote him. To snub*
Dalleson now would be too patent.
But this frustration was replaced by another. What if he had been present, had
directed the climactic day himself? What really would it have meant? The Japanese
had been worn down* to the point where any concerted tactic no matter how
rudimentary would have been enough to collapse their lines. It was impossible to
shake the idea that anyone could have won this campaign, and it had consisted of
only patience and sandpaper.
For a moment he almost admitted that he had had very little or perhaps
nothing at all to do with this victory, or indeed any victory it had been
a c c o m p l i s h e d b y a r a n d o m * p l a y o f v u l g a r g o o d l u c k l a r d ed* i n t o a c a u s a l n e t
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of factors too large, too vague, for him to comprehend. He allowed himself
this thought, brought it almost to the point of words and then forced it back.
But it caused him a deep depression.
If only he had conceived that patrol a little earlier in the campaign, had had
time to work it out more completely. It had been a botch*, and Hearn was dead.
Well, one could not really call it a shock. Still, for a little while, Hearn
had been the only man in the division who was capable of understanding his
more ambitious plans, capable even of understanding him. But Hearn had
n o t b e e n b i g e n o u g h . H e h a d l o o k e d , b e c o m e f r i g h t e n e d , a n d crawled* away,
throwing mud*.
He knew why he had punished him, he knew it was not accidental that he had
assigned Hearn to recon. And his end had not been unforeseen*. Cunmings had
extracted at first a fragile grain of pleasure from it.
Only . . . for an instant when he first heard the news of Hearn’s death, it had
hurt him, wrenched* his heart with a cruel fist. He had almost grieved* for
Hearn, and then it had been covered over by something else, something more
complex. For days whenever Cummings thought of the Lieutenant he would feel
a mingled* pain and satisfaction.
In the end the important thing was always to tot up* your profit and loss.
The campaign had taken a week more than had been allowed for it, and that
was not going to count too effectively * for him. But there had been a time
only a week or two ago when he would have settled for an extra month.
Besides, as far as Army was concerned, the campaign had been won by the
side invasion of Botoi. That would be undeniably in his favor. Altogether,
he had not been either fundamentally hurt or benefited by Anopopei. When
the Philippines came up he would have the entire division to employ and a
chance to achieve some more striking* results. But before that the men
would have to be shaken up, given vigorous training, and their discipline
would have to be improved. He had again the same anger he had felt in the
last month of the Anopopei campaign. The men resisted him, resisted change,
with maddening inertia*. No matter how you pushed them, they always gave
ground sullenly*, regrouped once the pressure was off. You could work on
them, you could trick them, but there were times now when he doubted
basically whether he could change them, really mold* them. And it might be
the same thing again in the Philippines. With all his enemies at Army, he
did not have much chance of gaining an added star before the Philippines,
and with that would go all chance of an Army command before the war
ended.
Time was going by, and with it, opportunity. It would be the hacks* who
would occupy history’s seat after the war, the same blunderers*, unco-ordinated,
at cross-impulses. He was getting older, and he would be by-passed. When the
war with Russia came he would not be important enough, not close enough to the
seats of power, to take the big step, the big leap. Perhaps after this war he might
be smarter* to take a fling at the State Department. His brother-in-law certainly
would do him no harm.
T h e r e w o u l d b e f e w A m e r ic a n s w h o w o u l d u n d e r s t a n d t h e c o n t r a d i c t i o n s o f
the period to come. The route to control could best masquerade* under a
conservative liberalism. The reactionaries and isolationists would miss the
bell, cause almost as much annoyance* as they were worth. Cummings
s h r u g g e d *. If he had another opportunity he would make better use of it. What
frustration! To know so much and be hog-tied.
To divert his balked* nerves, he carried out the mopping up with a ceaseless
concentration on details.
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Sixth Day: 347 Japanese—1 American
Ninth Day: 502 Japanese—4 Americans
The patrols filtered along the trails behind the Japanese lines. In great
n u m b e r s t h e y t h r e a d e d * a l l t h e a i s l e s * o f t h e m a z e * , hacked* through the
jungle itself to find any survivors who might have crawled up a game trail. From

436

failure

passed / paths /
labyrinth / cut

115

120

125

130

135

140

145

150

155

160

165

170

early in the morning until twilight the patrols were out and always with the
same mission.
It was simple, a lark*. After months of standing guard at night, of patrolling
up trails which could explode into ambush at any moment, the mopping up was
comparatively pleasant, almost exciting. The killing lost all dimension, bothered
the men far less than discovering some ants in their bedding*.
Certain things were SOP. The Japanese had set up many small hospitals in the
last weeks of the campaign, and in retreating they had killed many of their wounded.
The Americans who came in would finish off whatever wounded men were left,
smashing their heads with rifle butts* or shooting them point-blank*.
But there were other, more distinctive*, ways. One patrol out at dawn
discovered four Japanese soldiers lying in stupor across a trail, their ponchos covering them. The lead man halted, picked up some pebbles and
flipped* them into the air. The pebbles landed on the first sleeping soldier
with a light patte ring sound like hail*. He awakened slowly, stretched
u n d e r t h e p o n c h o , y a w n e d , g r o an e d * a l i t t l e , c l e a r e d h i s t h r o a t , a n d
stretched* with the busy stupid sounds of a man rousing himself in the
morning. Then he poked* his head out from under the poncho . The lead
man waited until the Jap saw him and then, as he was about to scream, the
Ameri can sent a burst of tommygun slugs* through him. He followed this
by ri pping* his gun down the middle of the trail, stitching* holes neatly
through the ponchos. Only one Jap was left still alive, and his leg protruded from the poncho, twitching* aimlessly with the last unconscious
shudders* of a dying animal. Another soldier walked up, nuzzled* the body
under the poncho with the muzzle* of his gun, located the wounded man’s
head, and pulled the trigger.
There were other variations.
Occasionally they would take prisoners, but if this was late in the day and the
patrol was hurrying to get back before dark, it was better if the prisoners did not
slow them. One squad* picked up three prisoners late in the afternoon, and was
delayed grievously by them. One prisoner was so sick he could hardly walk, and
another, a big sulle n man, was looking for a way to escape. The third had
gigantically swollen testicles which were so painful that he had cut away his
trousers from his groin* the way a man with a bunion slits* the toe off an old
shoe. He walked pat h e t i c a l l y , h o b b l i n g * a l o n g a n d g r o a n i n g * a s h e h e l d h i s
testes*.
The platoon leader looked at his watch at last and sighed. “We’re going to
have to dump* them,” he said.
The sullen Jap seemed to know what he meant, for he stepped off the trail and
waited with his back turned. The shot caught him behind the ear.
Another soldier came up behind the prisoner with the swollen* genitals and
gave him a shove* which sprawled him on the ground. He gave a single scream of
pain before he was killed.
The third one was half in coma and had no idea of what happened.
Two weeks later Major Dalleson sat in the newly finished operations and
training shack and ruminated pleasurably about the past, present, and future.
Now that the campaign was over, the division’s headquarters had moved back
almost to a cool pleasant grove* not far from the sea. At night the breezes made
sleep quite enjoyable.
The training program was going to begin the next day, and this was the
p a r t o f m i l i t a r y l i f e t h a t t h e M a j o r f o u n d m o s t c o n g e n i a l *. E v e r y t h i n g h a d
been got ready. The troops had set up their permanent bivouacs* in squad
tents, the walks through the bivouac had been graveled and every company
had finished building racks* over each man’s cot to hold his equipment
neatly*. The parade ground was finished and the Major was proud of it, for
he had supervised it personally. It had been a considerable feat to clear
three hundred yards of jungle and level the ground in only ten days.
Tomorrow there would be the first parade and inspection, and the Major
anticipated it eagerly. He obtained a simple childish joy from seeing the troops
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march past in clean uniforms, in picking a file at random and inspecting their
rifles. Before they moved on to the Philippines he was determined* to get the
division marching decently again.
His days were quite busy. There were any number of details to be carried out
and the training schedule* gave him a lot of difficulties. Without the proper
facilities it was going to be troublesome to give all the courses he wanted.
There would be rifle marksmanship, of course, and the care, nomenclature,
and operation of the machine gun. There could be a class in special weapons,
and one in compass and map reading, another in military discipline. And of
course he was going to keep them busy with inspections and parades. But
s t i l l t h e r e w e r e m a n y o t h e r t h i ngs they should have. In any case, he could
always fill the gap with hikes*.
This training was what he liked; there was no getting away from it. Even
making up the schedule for each company was a problem, but a good one. It
was a little like filling out a crossword puzzle. The Major lit a cigar and
stared out past the galvanized-iron walls of the operations shack* across the
hundred yards of jungle to the ocea n that lapped* delicately against the
beach. He breathed deeply, savoring the pungent* fish smell of the water. He
always did his best, no one could deny that. A rosy satisfaction eddied*
through him.
At this moment he got his idea. He could jazz up the map-reading class by
having a full-size color photograph of Betty Grable in a bathing suit, with a coordinate grid* system laid* over it. The instructor could point to different parts
of her and say, “Give me the coordinates.”
Goddam, what an idea! The Major chuckled out* of sheer pleasure. It would
make those troopers wake up and pay some attention in map class.
But where was he going to get a life-size photograph? The Major chased a
coil* of ash with the tip of his cigar. He could ask quartermaster but he was
goddamned if he’d make a fool of himself filling out a requisition for that.
Maybe Chaplain Davis, who was a good egg but, no, he’d better not ask him.
Dalleson scratched his head. He could write a letter to Army Headquarters,
Special Services. They probably wouldn’t have Grable, but any pin-up girl
would do.
That was it. He’d write Army. And in the meantime he might send a letter to
the War Department Training Aids Section. They were out for improvements like
that. The Major could see every unit in the Army using his idea at last. He
clenched* his fists with excitement.
Hot dog!*
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Arlo Guthrie (1947-)

Alice’s Restaurant

1966

This song is called Alice’s Restaurant and it’s about Alice, and the restaurant, but
Alice’s Restaurant is not the name of the restaurant; that’s just the name of the
song, and that’s why I call the song “Alice’s Restaurant.”
5

10

You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant,
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant;
Walk right in, it’s around the back,
Just a half a mile from the rail-road track*;
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant.

(vías de tren)

Now it all started two Thanksgivings ago—two years ago, on Thanksgiving,
when my friend and I went up to visit Alice at the restaurant.
But Alice doesn’t live in the restaurant, she lives in the church nearby* the
restaurant, in the bell tower with her husband Ray and Facha, the dog.

15

And livin’ in the bell tower like that, they got a lot of room downstairs where
the pews* used to be, and havin’ all that room (seein’ as how they took out all the
pews), they decided that they didn’t have to take out their garbage for a long time.

20

We got up there and found all the garbage in there and we decided that it’d be
a friendly gesture for us to take the garbage down to the city dump*.
So we took the half-a-ton of garbage, put it in the back of a red VW microbus,
took shovels* and rakes* and implements* of destruction, and headed on toward
the city dump.

close, not far away

church benches

garbage deposit,
(vertedero)
(palas) / (rastrillos) /
devices, tools,
(insturmentos)

Well, we got there and there was a big sign and a chain across the dump sayin’,
“THIS DUMP IS CLOSED ON THANKSGIVING,” and we’d never heard of a dump

closed on Thanksgiving before, and with tears in our eyes, we drove* off into the
sunset lookin’ for another place to put the garbage*.
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30

35

40

45

We didn’t find one till we came to a side road, and off the side of the road was
another fifteen-foot cliff, and at the bottom of the cliff* was another pile* of
garbage. And we decided that one big pile was better than two little piles, and
rather than bring that one up, we decided to throw ours down. That’s what we did.

went, left, departed
litter, waste, trash

precipice / heap

Drove back to the church, had a Thanksgiving dinner that couldn’t be beat*,
went to sleep, and didn’t get up until the next morning, when we got a phone call
from Officer Obie. He said, “Kid, we found your name on a envelope at the bottom
of a half ton of garbage and I just wanted to know if you had any information about
it.”

improved, bettered

And I said, “Yes sir, Officer Obie, I cannot tell a lie*. I put that envelope
under that garbage.” After speakin’ to Obie for about forty-five minutes on the
telephone, we finally arrived at the truth of the matter* and he said that we had to
go down and pick up* the garbage, and also had to go down and speak to him at
the Police Officer Station. So we got in the red VW microbus with the shovels
and rakes* and implements* of destruction and headed* on toward the Police
Officer Station.

(mentira), intentionally
false statement

Now, friends, there was only one of two things that Obie coulda* done
at the Police Officer Station, and the first was that he could’ve give us a medal
for bein’ so brave and honest on the telephone (which wasn’t very likely, and
we didn’t expect it),

'could have'

and the other thing was that he could’ve bawled us out* and told us never to be
seen drivin’ garbage around in the vicinity again, which is what we expected.

subject
(recoger), fetch,
retrieve
(rastrillos) / (herramientas) / went

scoled loudly, reprimanded

But when we got to the Police Officer Station, there was a third possibility that
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we hadn’t even counted upon, and we was both immediately arrested, handcuffed*,
and I said, “Obie, I can’t pick up* the garbage with these here handcuffs on.”

(esposados)

He said: “Shut up*, Kid, and get in the back of the patrol car.” And that’s
what we did—sat in the back of the patrol car, and drove to the quote scene of
the crime unquote.
I wanna* tell you ’bout the town of Stockbridge, Massachusetts, where this is
happenin’. They got three stop signs, two police officers, and one police car, but
when we got to the scene of the crime, there was five

(Cierra el pico)

(recoger)

‘I'm going to’

police officers and three police cars, bein’ the biggest crime of the last fifty years
and everybody wanted to get in the newspaper story about it.
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And they was usin’ up all kinds of cop equipment that they had hangin’
around the Police Officer Station. They was takin’ plaster* tire tracks, footprints, dog-smellin’ prints, and they took twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored glossy*
photographs with circles and arrows
and a paragraph on the back of each one explainin’ what each one was, to be
used as evidence against us. Took pictures of the approach*, the getaway*,
the northwest corner, the southwest corner—and that’s not to mention the
aerial photography!
After the ordeal*, we went back to the jail. Obie said he was gonna put us in a cell.
He said, “Kid—I’m gonna* put you in a cell*. I want your wallet and your belt.”
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I said, “Obie, I can understand your wantin’ my wallet, so I don’t have any
money to spend in the cell, but what do you want my belt for?” And he said, “Kid,
we don’t want any hangin’s*.”

shining

coming / escape

painful or horrific experience, trial, trouble
‘going to’ / (celda)

(ahorcamientos),
suicides

I said, “Obie, did you think I was gonna hang myself for litterin’*?” Obie said
he was makin’ sure, and, friends, Obie was, ’cause he took out the toilet seat so I
couldn’t hit myself over the head and drown*,

throwing garbage

and he took out the toilet paper so I couldn’t bend the bars*, roll the toilet paper
out the window, slide down* the roll and have an escape. Obie was makin’ sure.

(doblar los barrotes)

It was about four or five hours later that Alice—(remember Alice? There’s a
song about Alice)—Alice came by and, with a few nasty words to Obie on the
side, bailed us out* of jail, and we went back to the church, had another Thanksgiving dinner that couldn’t be beat,
80

(contrahuella)

and didn’t get up until the next mornin’, when we all had to go to court*. We walked
in, sat down, Obie came in with the twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored glossy* pictures with
the circles and arrows and a paragraph on the back of each one, sat down.

(ahogarme)

glide, (descender)

(pagó la fianza)

tribunal, judge
shining
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Man came in, said, “All rise!” We all stood up, and Obie stood up with the
twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored glossy* pictures, and the judge walked in, sat down,
with a seein’ eye dog* and he sat down We sat down.
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Obie looked at the seein’ eye dog—then at the twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored
glossy pictures with the circles and arrows and a paragraph on the back of each
one—and looked at the seein’ eye dog—and then at the twenty-seven 8 x 10
colored glossy pictures with the circles and arrows and a paragraph on the back of
each one and began to cry.

‘going to’
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Because Obie came to the realization that it was a typical case of American blind justice, and there wasn’t nothin’ he could do about it, and the
judge wasn’t gonna* look at the twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored glossy pictures
with the circles and arrows and a paragraph on the back of each one explaining
what each one was, to be used as evidence against us.
And we was fined fifty dollars and had to pick up* the garbage— in the snow. But
that’s not what I’m here to tell you about. I’m here to talk about the draft*.

(recoger)
compulsory military
service

They got a buildin’ down in New York City called Whitehall Street, where you
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shining
(con la mirada como
de perro lazarillo)

walk in, you get injected, inspected, detected, infected, neglected and selected!
100

I went down and got my physical examination one day, and I walked in, sat down
(got good and drunk the night before, so I looked and felt my best when I went in that
mornin’, ’cause I wanted to look like the All-American Kid* from New York City.
I wanted to be the All-American Kid from New York), and I walked in, sat down,
I was hung down, brung* down, hung up* and all kinds of mean, nasty, ugly things.
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And I walked in, I sat down, they gave me a piece of paper that said Kid, see the
psychiatrist, Room 604.
I went up there, I said, “Shrink, I wanna* kill. I wanna kill! I wanna see blood and gore*
and guts* and veins in my teeth! Eat dead, burnt bodies! I mean: Kill, Kill, Kill!”
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Proceeded on down the hall, gettin’ more injections, inspections, detections,
neglections, and all kinds of stuff* that they was doin’ to me at the thing there, and
I was there for two hours—three hours— four hours—
I was there for a long time goin’ through all kinds of mean, nasty*, ugly things,
and I was just havin’ a tough* time there, and they was inspectin’, injectin’ every
single part of me, and they was leavin’ no part untouched!
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(vísceras, entrañas)

(puso)

things, manipulations,
actions

disagreeable, unpleasant
hard

Proceeded through, and I finally came to see the very last man. I walked in, sat
down, after a whole big thing there. I walked up, and I said, “What do you want?”
He said, “Kid, we only got one question: Have you ever been arrested?”
And I proceeded to tell him the story of Alice’s Restaurant Massacree with full
orchestration and five-part harmony and stuff* like that, and other phenomenon.
He stopped me right there and said, “Kid, have you ever been to court*?”

125

‘want to’ / butchery

And I started jumpin’ up and down, yellin’, “KILL! KILL!” and he started jumpin’ up
and down with me, and we was both jumpin’ up and down, yellin’, “KILL, KILL !”
and the sergeant came over, pinned* a medal on me, sent me down the hall, said,
“You’re our boy!” Didn’t feel too good about it.
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(La expresión 'Todo Muchacho Americano'
se refiere a una persona que representa el ideal de la clase
media americana.)
'brought down', caused
to fall, demeaned /
(colgado)

material, (asunto)
tribunal, judge,
(juzgado)

And I proceeded to tell him the story of the twenty-seven 8 x 10 colored glossy
pictures with the circles and arrows and a paragraph on the back of each one—
He stopped me right there and said, “Kid I want you to go over and sit down on
that bench that says ‘Group W.’ Now, Kid!”

130

And I walked over to the bench there, and there’s—Group W is where they put you
if you may not be moral enough to join the army after committin’ your special crime.
There was all kinds of mean, nasty*, ugly-lookin’ people on the bench there—
there was mother-rapers, father-stabbers*, father-rapers! FATHER-RAPERS* sittin’
right there on the bench next to me!
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And they was mean and nasty and ugly and horrible and crime fightin’ guys
were sittin’ there on the bench, and the meanest*, ugliest, nastiest one—the meanest
father-raper of them all—was comin’ over to me, and he was mean and ugly and
nasty and horrible and all kinds of things, and he sat down next to me. He said,
“Kid, what’d you get*?”
I said, “I didn’t get nothin’. I had to pay fifty dollars and pick up the garbage.”
He said, “What were you arrested for, Kid?” and I said, “Litterin’*.”
And they all moved away from me on the bench there, with the hairy* eyeball
and all kinds of mean, nasty things, till I said, “And creatin’ a nuisance*.”

145

And they all came back, shook my hand, and we had a great time on the bench
talkin’ about crime, mother-stabbin’, father-rapin’,— all kinds of groovy* things
that we was talkin’ about on the bench, and everything was fine.

disagreeable
(parricidas) / those
who raped their
fathers as well
as the inverse

nastiest

(¿Cuáles fueron los
cargos?, ¿Qué te tocó?,¿Cómo tefue?)
Making a place untidy
with garbage
dangerous
anything harmful or
offensive to the
communit y

exciting, enjoyable,
excellent
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We was smokin’ cigarettes and all kinds of things, until the sergeant came over,
had some paper in his hand, held it up and said:

150

155

“KIDTHISPIECEOFPAPERSGVTFORTYSEVENWORDSTHIRTYSEVENSENTENCESFIFTY
EIGHTWORDSWEWANTTOKNOWTHEDETAILSOFTHECRIMETHETIMEOFTHECRIMEA
NDANYOTHERKINDOFTHINGYOUGOTTOSAYPERTAININGTOANDABOUTTHECRIME
WEWANTTOKNOWTHEARRESTINGOFFICERSNAMEANDANYOTHERTHINGYOUGOT
TOSAY—”

And he talked for forty-five minutes and nobody understood a word that he
said. But we had fun fillin’ out* the forms* and playin’ with the pencils on the
bench there. I filled out the Massacree with the four-part harmony.

(rellenando) / (formularios)

Wrote it down there just like it was and everything was fine. And I put down
my pencil, and I turned over the piece of paper, and there—on the other side—in
the middle of the other side—
away from everything else on the other side—in parentheses— capital letters—
160
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quotated*—read the following words: “Kid, have you rehabilitated yourself?”

'quoted'

I went over to the sergeant. I said, “Sergeant, you got a lot of God-damned gall* to
ask me if I’ve rehabilitated myself! I mean— I mean—I mean that you send—I’m
sittin’ here on the bench—

impudence, impertinence, insolence,

I mean I’m sittin’ here on the Group W bench, ’cause you want to know if I’m
moral enough to join the army, burn women, kids, houses and villages after bein’
a litterbug*.”
He looked at me and said, “Kid, we don’t like your kind! We’re gonna* send your
fingerprints off to Washington.” And, friends, somewhere in Washington, enshrined*
in some folder*, is a study in black and white of my fingerprints.

170

180

'going to'
(guardadas como
reliquias)
(carpeta)

And the only reason I’m singin’ you the song now is ’cause you may know
somebody in a similar situation. Or you may be in a similar situation, and if you’re
in a situation like that, there’s only one thing you can do:
Walk into the shrink* whenever you are, just walk in, say, “Shrink—

175

person who carelessly leaves trash in
a public place

psychiatrist

You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant.”
—and walk out. You know, if one person, just one person, does it, they may think
he’s really sick* and they won’t take him.

mentally perturbed

And if two people do it—in harmony—they may think they’re both faggots*
and they won’t take either of them. And if three people do it! Can you imagine
three people walkin’ in, singin’ a bar of “Alice’s Restaurant” and walkin’ out?
They may think it’s an organization!

term used by gays to
refer to each other
often humorously;
otherwise it is considered derogatory
for homosexual
males

And can you imagine fifty people a day? I said FIFTY people a day—walkin’ in,
singin’ a bar of “Alice’s Restaurant” and walkin’ out? Friends, they may think it’s
a MOVEMENT , and that’s what it is:
THE ALICE’S RESTAURANT ANTI-MASSACREE MOVEMENT!—
185
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and all you gotta* do to join is to sing it the next time it comes around on the
guitar. With feelin’:
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant, Excepting Alice
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant;
Walk right in, it’s around the back,
Just a half a mile from the rail-road track;
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant.
Da da da da da da da dum
At Alice' Restaurant

1. Who or what is the singer of these words and what is his relation to the overall situation?
2. Is the overall tone of this song tragic, satiric, comic, romantic?
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‘have got to’

Ogden Nash (1902-1970)

1

Exit, Pursued by a Bear 1

1954

Chipmunk chewing the Chippendale2 ,
Mice on the Meissen 3 shelf,
Pigeon stains on the Aubusson4 ,
Spider lace on the delf 5.
5

10

15

20

The title is a stage direction in Shakespeare’s The
Winter’s Tale (act 3. scene 2, 58) The character is torn
apart by the bear. When this poem was first
published,
the atomic bomb had existed for nine years and the
hydrogen bomb for two. In late 1953, Russia, which
is
sometimes symbolized by a bear, announced that it
possessed the hydrogen bomb.
2

Chippendale: ornate furniture made by Thomas
Chippendale (1718-1779).

3

Meissen: expensive chinaware made in Meissen,
Germany. Also called “Dresden China.”

4

Aubusson: carpet imported from France.

Squirrel climbing the Sheraton 6,
Skunk on the Duncan Phyfe 7 ,
Silverfish in the Gobelins 8
And the calfbound volumes of Life.

5

Pocks on the pink Picasso,
Dust on the four Cézannes,
Kit on the keys of the Steinway,
Cat on the Louis Quinze 9.

8

Rings on the Adam10 mantel
From a thousand bygone thirsts,
Mold on the Henry Millers 11
And the Ronald Firbank 12 firsts.
The lion and the lizard13
No heavenly harmonies hear
From the high-fidelity speaker
Concealed behind the Vermeer.

delf: expensive pottery made in Delft, The
Netherlands.
6

Sheraton: furniture made by Thomas Sheraton
(17511806).
7

Duncan Phyfe: furniture made by Duncan Phyfe
(17681854), a Scotsman who came to America in 1783.
Gobelins: rare and exquisitely crafted tapestries
made
by Gobelin of Paris

9

Louis Quinze: furniture made in France during the
reign of Louis XV (1710-1774).

10

Adam: Robert Adam (1728-1792) was one of the
most
famous English architects.
11

Henry Miller: American author (1891-1980).

12

Ronald Firbank: Arthur Ainsley Ronald Firbank
(18861926), British author.
13

14

24

Jamshid squats in a cavern
Screened by a waterfall,
Catered by Heinz and Campbell,
And awaits the fireball.

The lion and the lizard: see Edward Fitzgerald’s(18091883) version of The Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyam,
stanza 18, particularly in reference to Nash’s last
stanza.

14

Legendary Persian hero who live 700 years and
found
a cup containing the elixir of life. At one point in the
story Jamshid remained hidden for a hundred years.
Note also the reference to Fitzgerald's Rubáiyát,
stanza 218.

1. a) In relation to the serious subject matter of the poem, what is the effect of the title?
b) What is the possible pun on the word bear?
2. a) What location is the speaker describing?
b) How is metonymy used to suggest the wealth of the collections of household items and art?
c) What sort of lifestyle is suggested by the metonymy?
3. a) What has hypothetically occurred so that the animals rather than people are living with the expensive artifacts?
b) Judging from the evidence of line 5, how long has this situation existed?
4. How might the situation presented in the poem be considered as a paradox?
5. a) What fireball is expected (line 24)?
b) In the light of this expectation, what ideas are expressed by the poet about war?
6. What similarities does this poem have with other works of this Anthology?
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Very Like a Whale

1934

One thing that literature would be greatly the better for
Would be a more restricted employment by authors of simile and metaphor.
Authors of all races, be they Greeks, Romans, Teutons or Celts,
Can’t seem just to say that anything is the thing it is but have to go out of their way to say
that it is like something else.
What does it mean when we are told
That the Assyrian came down like a wolf on the fold?
In the first place, George Gordon Byron had had enough experience
To know that it probably wasn’t just one Assyrian, it was a lot of Assyrians.
However, as too many arguments are apt to induce apoplexy and thus hinder longevity,
We’ll let it pass as one Assyrian for the sake of brevity.
Now then, this particular Assyrian, the one whose cohorts were gleaming in purple and
gold,
Just what does the poet mean when he says he came down like a wolf on the fold?
In heaven and earth more than is dreamed of in our philosophy there are a great many
things,
But I don’t imagine that among them there is a wolf with purple and gold Cohorts or
purple and gold anythings.
No, no, Lord Byron, before I’ll believe that this Assyrian was actually* like a wolf I
must have some kind of proof;
Did he run on all fours and did he have a hairy tail and a big red mouth and big white
teeth and did he say Woof woof woof?
Frankly I think it very unlikely, and all you were entitled to say, at the very most,
Was that the Assyrian cohorts came down like a lot of Assyrian cohorts about to destroy
the Hebrew host.
But that wasn’t fancy enough for Lord Byron, oh dear me no, he had to invent a lot of
figures of speech and then interpolate them,
With the result that whenever you mention Old Testament soldiers to people they say Oh
yes, they’re the ones that a lot of wolves dressed up in gold and purple ate them.
That’s the kind of thing that’s being done all the time by poets, from Homer to Tennyson;
They’re always comparing ladies to lilies and veal to venison.
How about the man who wrote,
Her little feet stole in and out like mice beneath her petticoat?
Wouldn’t anybody but a poet think twice
Before stating that his girl’s feet were mice?
Then they always say things like that after a winter storm
The snow is a white blanket. Oh it is, is it, all right then, you sleep under a six-inch
blanket of snow and I’ll sleep under a half-inch blanket of unpoetical blanket material
and we’ll see which one keeps warm.
And after that maybe you’ll begin to comprehend dimly
What I mean by too much metaphor and simile.
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(realmente)

1. For the title of this poem, see Hamlet, Act 3, Scene 2, where Polonius agrees with Hamlet, who disdainfully compares a cloud
to a whale. Does this original location shed any light on the ideas of Nash's poem?
2. Explain the structure of the poem, using the following divisions as parts: lines 1-4; 5-22; 23-26; 27-30.
3. Do you think that the speaker is objecting to all metaphors and similes, or simply to overelaborate unnatural ones?
4. A speaker may assume one of many different stances, or personas, when speaking, such as that of an oracle, a confidential
friend, and ardent lover, a leader, or a naive but shrewd homespun philosopher. What is the persona assumed by the speaker
here? Would the poem be possible as it now stands if the persona had been, say, a teacher of literature?
5. In line 24 the speaker criticizes the comparison of ladies to lilies. What is the effect caused by the objection?
6. What is the method by which the speaker criticizes the metaphor of snow being a
interpretation, could any metaphor or simile be maintained? Why or why not?
7

This poem is comic. By which means does this effect of amusement reach the reader?
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blanket? By such a literal method of

Joseph Heller (1903-1999)
Yossarian, last chapter (XLII) from Catch-22*
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1955

“Colonel Kom says,” said Major Danby to Yossarian with a prissy*, gratified* smile, “that the
deal is still on. Everything is working out fine.”
“No it isn’t.”
“Oh, yes, indeed,” Major Danby insisted benevolently. “In fact, everything is much better. It
was really a stroke of luck that you were almost murdered by that girl. Now the deal can go
through perfectly.
“I’m not making any deals with Colonel Korn.”
Major Danby’s effervescent optimism vanished instantly, and he broke out* all at
once into a bubbling* sweat. “But you do have a deal with him, don’t you?” he asked in
anguished puzzlement. “Don’t you have an agreement?”
“I’m breaking the agreement.”
“But you shook hands on it, didn’t you? You gave him your word as a gentleman.”
“I’m breaking my word.”
“Oh, dear,” sighed Major Danby, and began dabbing* ineffectually at his careworn*
brow with a folded white handkerchief. “But why, Yossarian? It’s a very good deal they’re
offering you.”
“It’s a lousy* deal*, Danby. It’s an odious deal.”
“Oh, dear,” Major Danby fretted*, running his bare hand over his dark, wiry* hair,
which was already soaked with perspiration to the tops of the thick, close-cropped*
waves*. “Oh, dear.”
“Danby, don’t you think it’s odious?”
Major Danby pondered* a moment. “Yes, I suppose it is odious,” he conceded with reluctance. His globular, exophthalmic* eyes were quite distraught*. “But why did you make such a
deal if you didn’t like it?”
“I did it in a moment of weakness,” Yossarian wisecracked* with glum* irony. “I was trying
to save my life.”
“Don’t you want to save your life now”
“That’s why I won’t let them make me fly more missions.”
“Then let them send you home and you’ll be in no more danger.”
“Let them send me home because I flew more than fifty missions,” Yossarian said,
“and not because I was stabbed* by that girl, or because I’ve turned into such a stubborn
son of a bitch*.”
Major Danby shook his head emphatically in sincere and bespectacled vexation*. “They’d
have to send nearly every man home if they did that. Most of the men have more than fifty
missions Colonel Cathcart couldn’t possibly requisition so many inexperienced replacement
crews at one time without causing an investigation. He’s caught in his own trap.”
“That’s his problem.”
“No, no, no, Yossarian,” Major Danby disagreed solicitously*. “It’s your problem. Because if you don’t go through with the deal, they’re going to institute court-martial proceedings as soon as you sign out of * the hospital.”
Yossarian thumbed his nose at Major Danby and laughed with smug* elation*. “The hell
they will! Don’t lie to me, Danby. They wouldn’t even try.”
“But why wouldn’t they?” inquired Major Danby, blinking* with astonishment.
“Because I’ve really got them over a barrel* now. There’s an official report that says I
was stabbed by a Nazi assassin trying to kill them. They’d certainly look silly trying to courtmartial me after that.”
“But, Yossarian” Major Danby exclaimed. “There’s another official report that says you
were stabbed by an innocent girl in the course of extensive black-market operations involving act of sabotage and the sale of military secrets to the enemy.”
Yossarian was taken back severely with surprise and disappointment. “Another official
report?”
“Yossarian, they can prepare as many official reports as they want and choose whichever
ones they need on any given occasion. Didn’t you know that?”
“Oh, dear,” Yossarian murmured in heavy* dejection*, the blood draining* from his face,
“Oh, dear.”
Major Danby pressed forward avidly with a look of vulturous* well-meaning. “Yossarian,

catch-22 is a d ilemma
or circumstance from
which there is n o escape because of mutually conflicting or dependent conditions
affectedly proper,
effeminate, coy /
(contenta, satisfecha, complaciente)

(estalló)
exuberant

(golpeando levemente) / troubled

odious, vile / (trato)
agreement,
irritated / tough and
flexible
(rapadas)
(ondulaciones del
pelo)
thought about
(exfoltámicos) / extremely agitated,
crazy
joked / plaintive,
sullen, displeased

jabbed, knifed
(hijoputa)

concernedly, eagerly,
kindly
leave, depart from
conceited / euphoria,
joy
winking, (parpadeando)
in a helpless position

intense, extreme /
despondency / ebbing, disappearing
expectant like a
vulture (buitre)
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do what they want and let them send you home. It’s best for everyone that way.”
“It’s best for Cathcart, Korn and me, not for everyone.”
“For everyone,” Major Danby insisted. “It will solve the whole problem”
“Is it best for the men in the group who will have to keep flying more missions?”
Major Danby flinched* and turned his face away uncomfortably for a second. “Yossarian,” he
replied, “it will help nobody if you force Colonel Cathcart to court-martial you and prove you
guilty of all the crimes with which you’ll be charged. You will go to prison for a long time, and
your whole life will be ruined.”
Yossarian listened to him with a growing feeling of concern. “What crimes will they charge
me with?”
“Incompetence over Ferrara, insubordination, refusal to engage the enemy in combat when
ordered to do so, and desertion.”
Yossarian sucked* his cheeks in soberly. “They could charge me with all that, couldn’t they?
They gave me a medal for Ferrara. How could they charge me with incompetence now?”
“Aarfy will swear that you and McWatt lied in your official report.”
“I’ll bet the bastard would!”
“They will also find you guilty,” Major Danby recited, “of rape, extensive black-market
operations, acts of sabotage and the sale of military secrets to the enemy.”
“How will they prove any of that? I never did a single one of those things.”
“But they have witnesses who will swear you did. They can get all the witnesses they need
simply by persuading them that destroying you is for the good of the country. And in a way, it
would be for the good of the country.”
“In what way?” Yossarian demanded, rising up slowly on one elbow with bridling*
hostility.
Major Danby drew back a bit and began mopping* his forehead again. “Well, Yossarian,” he
began with an apologetic* stammer*, “it would not help the war effort to bring Colonel Cathcart
and Colonel Korn into disrepute now. Let’s face it, Yossarian—in spite of everything, the group
does have a very good record. If you were court-martialed and found innocent, other men would
probably refuse to fly missions, too. Colonel Cathcart would be in disgrace*, and the military
efficiency of the unit might be destroyed. So in that way it would be for the good of the country
to have you found guilty and put in prison, even though you are innocent.”
“What a sweet way you have of putting things!” Yossarian snapped with caustic*
resentment.
Major Danby turned red and squirmed* and squinted* uneasily. “Please don’t blame me,” he
pleaded* with a look of anxious integrity. “You know it’s not my fault. All I’m doing is trying to
look at things objectively and arrive at a solution to a very difficult situation.”
“I didn’t create the situation.”
“But you can resolve it. And what else can you do? You don’t want to fly more missions.”
“I can run away*,”
“Run away?”
“Desert. Take off*. I can turn my back on the whole damned* mess* and start running.”
Major Danby was shocked. “Where to? Where could you go?”
“I could get to Rome easily enough. And I could hide myself there.”
“And live in danger every minute of your life that they would find you? No, no, no, no,
Yossarian. That would be a disastrous and ignoble thing to do. Running away from problems
never solved them. Please believe me. I am only trying to help you.”
“That’s what that kind detective said before he decided to jab* his thumb into my wound,”
Yossarian retorted sarcastically.
“I am not a detective,” Major Danby replied with indignation, his cheeks flushing* again. “I’m
a university professor with a highly developed sense of right and wrong and I wouldn’t try to
deceive you. I wouldn’t lie to anyone.”
“What would you do if one of the men in the group asked you about this conversation?”
“I would lie to him.”
Yossarian laughed mockingly*, and Major Danby, despite his blushing discomfort, leaned
back with relief, as though welcoming the respite* Yossarian’s changing mood promised. Yossarian
gazed at him with a mixture of reserved pity and contempt. He sat up in bed with his back resting
against the headboard, lit a cigarette, smiled slightly with wry* amusement, and stared* with
whimsical* sympathy at the vivid, pop-eyed* horror that had implanted itself permanently on
Major Danby’s face the day of the mission to Avignon, when General Dreedle had ordered him
taken outside and shot. The startled* wrinkles would always remain, like deep black scars, and
Yossarian felt sorry for the gentle, moral, middle-aged idealist, as he felt sorry for so many people
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whose shortcomings* were not large and whose troubles were light.
With deliberate amiability he said, “Danby, how can you work along with people like Cathcart
and Kom? Doesn’t it turn your stomach?”
Major Danby seemed surprised by Yossarian’s question. “I do it to help my country,” he
replied, as though the answer should have been obvious. “Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn are
my superiors, and obeying their orders is the only contribution I can make to the war effort. I work
along with them because it’s my duty. And also,” he added in a much lower voice, dropping his
eyes, “because I am not a very aggressive person.”
“Your country doesn’t need your help any more,” Yossarian reasoned without antagonism.
“So all you’re doing is helping them.”
“I try not to think of that,” Major Danby admitted frankly. “I try to concentrate on only
the big result and to forget that they are succeeding, too. I try to pretend that they are not
significant.”
“That’s my trouble, you know” Yossarian mused* sympathetically, folding his arms. “Between me and every ideal I always find Scheisskopfs, Peckems, Korns and Cathcarts. And that
sort of changes the ideal.”
“You must try not to think of them,” Major Danby advised affirmatively. “And you must never
let them change your values. Ideals are good, but people are sometimes not so good. You must try
to look up at the big picture.”
Yossarian rejected the advice with a skeptical shake of his head. “When I look up, I see people
cashing in. I don’t see heaven or saints or angels. I see people cashing in on every decent impulse
and every human tragedy.”
“But you must try not to think of that,” Major Danby insisted. “And you must try not to let it
upset* you.”
“Oh, it doesn’t really upset me. What does upset me, though, is that they think I’m a sucker*.
They think that they’re smart, and that the rest of us are dumb. And, you know, Danby, the
thought occurs to me right now for the first time, that maybe they’re right.”
“But you must try not to think of that too,” argued Major Danby. “You must think only of the
welfare* of your country and the dignity of man.”
“Yeah,” said Yossarian.
“I mean it, Yossarian. This is not World War One. You must never forget that we’re at war
with aggressors who would not let either one of us live if they won.”
“I kn ow t h a t , ” Y o s s a r i a n r e p l i e d t e r s e l y * , w i t h a s u d d e n s u r g e * o f
scowling* annoyance* . “Christ, Danby, I earned that medal I got, no matter what their
reasons were for giving it to me. I’ve flown seventy goddam combat missions. Don’t talk to me
about fighting to save my country. I’ve been fighting all along to save my country. Now I’m going
to fight a little to save myself. The country’s not in danger any more, but I am.”
“The war’s not over yet. The Germans are driving toward Antwerp.”
“The Germans will be beaten in a few months. And Japan will be beaten* a few months after
that. If I were to give up my life now, it wouldn’t be for my country. It would be for Cathcart and
Korn. So I’m turning my bombsight in for the duration. From now on I’m thinking only of me.”
Major Danby replied indulgently* with a superior smile, “But, Yossarian, suppose everyone
felt that way.”
“Then I’d certainly be a damned fool to feel any other way, wouldn’t I?” Yossarian sat up
straighter with a quizzical* expression. “You know, I have a queer* feeling that I’ve been through
this exact conversation before with someone. It’s just like the chaplain’s sensation of having
experienced everything twice.”
“The chaplain wants you to let them send you home,” Major Danby remarked.
“The chaplain can jump in the lake*.”
“Oh, dear.” Major Danby sighed, shaking his head in regretful disappointment. “He’s afraid
he might have influenced you.”
“He didn’t influence me. You know what I might do? I might stay right here in this hospital
bed and vegetate. I could vegetate very comfortably right here and let other people make the
decisions.”
“You must make decisions,” Major Danby disagreed. “A person can’t live like a vegetable.”
“Why not?”
A distant warm look entered Major Danby’s eyes. “It must be nice to live like a vegetable,” he
conceded wistfully*.
“It’s lousy*,” answered Yossarian.
“No, it must be very pleasant to be free from all this doubt and pressure,” insisted Major
Danby. “I think I’d like to live like a vegetable and make no important decisions.”
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“What kind of vegetable, Danby?”
“A cucumber or a carrot.”
“What kind of cucumber? A good one or a bad one?”
“Oh, a good one, of course.”
“They’d cut you off in your prime* and slice* you up for a salad.”
Major Danby’s face well. “A poor one, then.”
“They’d let you rot* and use you for fertilizer to help the good ones grow.”
“I guess I don’t want to live like a vegetable, then,” said Major Danby with a smile of sad
resignation.
“Danby, must I really let them send me home?” Yossarian inquired of him seriously.
Major Danby shrugged*. “It’s a way to save yourself.”
“It’s a way to lose myself, Danby. You ought to know that.”
“You could have lots of things you want.”
“I don’t want lots of things I want,” Yossarian replied, and then beat his fist down against the
mattress in an outburst* of rage and frustration. “Goddammit, Danby! I’ve got friends who were
killed in this war. I can’t make a deal* now. Getting stabbed by that bitch was the best thing that
ever happened to me.”
“Would you rather go to jail?”
“Would you let them send you home?”
“Of course I would!” Major Danby declared with conviction. “Certainly I would,” he
added a few moments later, in a less positive manner. “Yes, I suppose I would let them
send me home if I were in your place,” he decided uncomfortably, after lapsing* into
troubled contemplation. Then he threw his face sideways disgustedly in a gesture of
violent distress and blurted out*, “Oh, yes, of course I’d let them send me home! But I’m
such a terrible coward I couldn’t really be in your place.”
“But suppose you weren’t a coward?” Yossarian demanded, studying him closely. “Suppose
you did have the courage to defy somebody?”
“Then I wouldn’t let them send me home,” Major Danby vowed emphatically with vigorous
joy and enthusiasm. “But I certainly wouldn’t let them court-martial me.”
“Would you fly more missions?”
“No, of course not. That would be total capitulation. And I might be killed.”
“Then you’d run away?”
Major Danby started to retort* with proud spirit and came to an abrupt* stop, his half-opened
jaw swinging closed dumbly*. He pursed* his lips in a tired pout*. “I guess there just wouldn’t
be any hope for me, then, would there?”
His forehead and protuberant white eyeballs were soon glistening nervously again. He crossed
his limp wrists in his lap and hardly seemed to be breathing as he sat with his gaze drooping
toward the floor in acquiescent* defeat. Dark, steep shadows slanted* in from the window.
Yossarian watched him solemnly, and neither of the two men stirred at the rattling* noise of a
speeding vehicle skidding to a stop outside and the sound of racing* footsteps pounding* toward
the building in haste.
“Yes, there’s hope for you,” Yossarian remembered with a sluggish* flow of inspiration. “Milo might help you. He’s bigger than Colonel Cathcart, and he owes me a few
favors.”
Major Danby shook his head and answered tonelessly. “Milo and Colonel Cathcart
are pals* now. He made Colonel Cathcart a vicepresident and promised him an important
job after the war.”
“Then ex-P.F.C. Wintergreen will help us,” Yossarian exclaimed .“He hates them both, and
this will infuriate him.”
Major Danby shook his head bleakly* again. “Milo and ex-P.F.C:. Wintergreen merged last
week. They’re all partners now in M & M Enterprises.”
“Then there is no hope for us, is there?”
“No hope.”
“No hope at all, is there?”
“No, no hope at all,” Major Danby conceded*. He looked up after a while with a half-formed
notion. “Wouldn’t it be nice if they could disappear us the way they disappeared the others and
relieve us of all these crushing* burdens?”
Yossarian said no. Major Danby agreed with a melancholy nod*, lowering his eyes again, and
there was no hope at all for either of them until footsteps exploded in the corridor suddenly and
the chaplain, shouting at the top of his voice, came bursting into the room with the electrifying
news about Orr, so overcome with hilarious excitement that he was almost incoherent for a
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minute or two. Tears of great elation* were sparkling in his eyes, and Yossarian leaped* right
out of bed with an incredulous yelp* when he finally understood.
“Sweden?” he cried.
“Orr!” cried the chaplain.
“Orr?” cried Yossarian.
“Sweden!” cried the chaplain, shaking his head up and down with gleeful* rapture and
prancing* about uncontrollably from spot to spot in a grinning*, delicious frenzy. “It’s a miracle,
I tell you! A miracle! I believe in God again. I really do. Washed ashore in Sweden after so many
weeks at seal. It’s a miracle.”
“Washed ashore, hell!” Yossarian declared, jumping all about also and roaring in laughing
exultation at the walls, the ceiling, the chaplain and Major Danby. “He didn’t wash ashore in
Sweden. He rowed there He rowed there, chaplain, he rowed there.”
“Rowed there?”
“He planned it that way! He went to Sweden deliberately*.”
“Well, I don’t care!” the chaplain flung back* with undiminished zeal*. “It’s still a miracle, a
miracle of human intelligence and human endurance. Look how much he accomplished.” The
chaplain clutched* his head with both hands and doubled over* in laughter. “Can’t you just
picture him?” he exclaimed with amazement. “Can’t you just picture him in that yellow raft*,
paddling through the Straits of Gibraltar at night with that tiny little blue oar—”
“With that fishing line trailing out behind him, eating raw codfish all the way to Sweden, and
serving himself tea every afternoon—”
“I can just see him!” cried the chaplain, pausing a moment in his celebration to catch his
breath. “It’s a miracle of human perseverance, I tell you. And that’s just that I’m going to do from
now on! I’m going to persevere. Yes, I’m going to persevere.”
“He knew what he was doing every step of the way!” Yossarian rejoiced, holding both
fists aloft* triumphantly as though hoping to squeeze revelations from them. He spun*
to a stop facing Major Danby. “Danby, you dope! There is hope, after all. Can’t you see
Even Clevinger might be alive somewhere in that cloud of his hiding inside until it’s safe
to come out.”
“What are you talking about?” Major Danby asked in confusion.“What are you both talking
about?”
“Bring me apples, Danby, and chestnuts too. Run, Danby, run. Bring me crab apples* and
horse chestnuts* before it’s too late, and get some for yourself.”
“Horse chestnuts? Crab apples? What in the world for?”
“To pop into* our cheeks, of course.” Yossarian threw his arms up into the air in a gesture of
mighty* and despairing self-recrimination. “Oh, why didn’t I listen to him? Why wouldn’t I have
some faith?”
“Have you gone crazy?” Major Danby demanded with alarm and bewilderment*. “Yossarian,
will you please tell me what you are talking about?”
“Danby, Orr planned it that way. Don’t you understand he planned it that way from the
beginning. He even practiced getting shot down. He rehearsed for it on every mission he flew.
And I wouldn’t go with him! Oh, why wouldn’t I listen? He invited me along, and I wouldn’t go
with him! Danby, bring me buck* teeth too, and a valve to fix and a look of stupid innocence that
nobody would ever suspect of any cleverness. I’ll need them all. Oh, why wouldn’t I listen to him.
Now I understand what he was trying to tell me. I even understand why that girl was hitting him
on the head with her shoe.
“Why?” inquired the chaplain sharply.
Yossarian whirled* and seized the chaplain by the shirt front in an importuning* grip.
“Chaplain, help me! Please help me. Get my clothes. And hurry, will you? I need them right
away.”
The chaplain started away alertly. “Yes, Yossarian. I will. But where are they? How will I get
them?”
“By bullying* and browbeating* anybody who tries to stop you. Chaplain, get me my
uniform! It’s around this hospital somewhere. For once in your life, succeed at something.”
The chaplain straightened his shoulders with determination and tightened his jaw. “Don’t
worry, Yossarian. I’ll get your uniform. But why was that girl hitting Orr over the head with her
shoe? Please tell me.”
“Because he was paying her to, that’s why! But she wouldn’t hit him hard enough, so he had
to row to Sweden. Chaplain, find me my uniform so I can get out of here. Ask Nurse Duckett for
it. She’ll help you. She’ll do anything she can to be rid of* me.”
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“Where are you going?” Major Danby asked apprehensively when the chaplain had shot
from the room. “What are you going to do?”
“I’m going to run away,” Yossarian announced in an exuberant, clear voice, already tearing
open the buttons of his pajama tops.
“Oh, no,” Major Danby groaned*, and began patting* his perspiring face rapidly with the bare
palms of both hands. “You can’t run away. Where can you run to? Where can you go?”
“To Sweden.”
“To Sweden?” Major Danby exclaimed in astonishment. “You’re going to run to Sweden?
Are you crazy?”
“Orr did it.”
“Oh, no, no, no, no, no,” Major Danby pleaded. “No, Yossarian, you’ll never get there. You
can’t run away to Sweden. You can’t even row.”
“But I can get to Rome if you’ll keep your mouth shut when you leave here and give me a
chance to catch a ride*. Will you do it?”
“But they’ll find you,” Major Danby argued desperately, “and bring you back and punish you
even more severely.”
“They’ll have to try like hell to catch me this time.”
“They will try like hell. And even if they don’t find you, what kind of way is that to live?
You’ll always be alone. No one will ever be on your side, and you’ll always live in danger of
betrayal*.”
“I live that way now.”
“But you can’t just turn your back on* all your responsibilities and run away from them,”
Major Danby insisted. “It’s such a negative move. It’s escapist.”
Yossarian laughed with buoyant* scorn* and shook his head. “I’m not running away from my
responsibilities. I’m running to them. There’s nothing negative about running away to save my
life. You know who the escapists are, don’t you, Danby? Not me and Orr.”
“Chaplain, please talk to him, will you? He’s deserting. He wants to run away to Sweden.”
“Wonderful!” cheered the chaplain, proudly throwing on the bed a pillowcase full of Yossarian’s
clothing. “Run away to Sweden Yossarian. And I’ll stay here and persevere. Yes. I’ll persevere.
I’ll nag* and badger* Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Korn every time I see them. I’m not afraid.
I’ll even pick on General Dreedle.”
“General Dreedle’s out,” Yossarian reminded, pulling on his trousers and hastily stuffing* the
tails* of his shirt inside. “It’s General Peckem now.”
The chaplain’s babbling* confidence did not falter* for an instant. “Then I’ll pick on*
General Peckem, and even on General Scheikopf. And do you know what else I’m going to do?
I’m going to punch Captain Black in the nose the very next time I see him. Yes, I’m going to
punch him in the nose I’ll do it when lots of people are around so that he may not have a chance
to hit me back.”
“Have you both gone crazy?” Major Danby protested, his bulging* eyes straining* in their
sockets* with tortured awe and exasperation. “Have you both taken leave of your senses?
Yossarian, listen—”
“It’s a miracle, I tell you,” the chaplain proclaimed, seizing Major Danby about the waist and
dancing him around with his elbows extended for a waltz. “A real miracle. If Orr could row to
Sweden, then I can triumph over Colonel Cathcart and Colonel Kom, if I only persevere.”
“Chaplain, will you please shut up?” Major Danby entreated* politely, pulling free and patting*
his perspiring brow with a fluttering* motion. He bent toward Yossarian, who was reaching for
his shoes. “What about Colonel—”
“I couldn’t care less.”
“But this may actua—”
“To hell with them both!”
“This may actually* help them?” Major Danby persisted stubbornly. “Have you thought of
that?”
“Let the bastards thrive*, for all I care, since I can’t do a thing to stop them but embarrass
them by running away. I’ve got responsibilities of my own now, Danby. I’ve got to get to
Sweden.”
“You’ll never make it. It’s impossible. It’s almost a geographical impossibility to get there
from here.”
“Hell, Danby, I know that. But at least I’ll be trying. There’s a young kid in Rome whose life
I’d like to save if I can find her. I’ll take her to Sweden with me if I can find her, so it isn’t all
selfish, is it?”
“It’s absolutely insane*. Your conscience will never let you rest.”
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“God bless it.” Yossarian laughed. “I wouldn’t want to live without strong misgivings*.
Right, Chaplain?”
“I’m going to punch Captain Black right in the nose the next time I see him,” gloried the
chaplain, throwing two left jabs* in the air and then a clumsy haymaker*. “Just like that.”
“What about the disgrace*?” demanded Major Danby.
“What disgrace? I’m in more disgrace now.” Yossarian tied a hard knot in the second
shoelace and sprang to his feet. “Well, Danby, I’m ready. What do you say? Will you keep
your mouth shut and let me catch a ride*?”
Major Danby regarded Yossarian in silence, with a strange, sad smile. He had stopped
sweating and seemed absolutely calm. “What would you do if I did try to stop you?” he
asked with rueful* mockery. “Beat me up?”
Yossarian reacted to the question with hurt surprise. “No, of course not. Why do you say
that?”
“I will beat you up,” boasted* the chaplain, dancing up very close to Major Danby and
shadowboxing. “You and Captain Black, and maybe even Corporal Whitcomb. Wouldn’t it
be wonderful if I found I didn’t have to be afraid of Corporal Whitcomb any more?”
“Are you going to stop me?” Yossarian asked Major Danby, and gazed at him steadily*.
Major Danby skipped away* from the chaplain and hesitated a moment longer. “No, of
course not!” he blurted out*, and suddenly was waving both arms toward the door in a
gesture of exuberant urgency. “Of course I won’t stop you. Go, for God sakes, and hurry! Do
you need any money?”
“I have some money.”
“Well, here’s some more.” With fervent, excited enthusiasm, Major Danby pressed a
thick wad* of Italian currency upon Yossarian and clasped his hand in both his own, as much
to still his own trembling fingers as to give encouragement to Yossarian. “It must be nice to
be in Sweden now,” he observed yearningly*. “The girls are so sweet. And the people are so
advanced.”
“Goodbye, Yossarian,” the chaplain called. “And good luck. I’ll stay here and persevere,
and we’ll meet again when the fighting stops.”
“So long, Chaplain. Thanks, Danby.”
“How do you feel, Yossarian?”
“Fine. No, I’m very frightened.”
“That’s good,” said Major Danby. “It proves you’re still alive. It won’t be fun.”
Yossarian started out. “Yes it will.”
“I mean it, Yossarian. You’ll have to keep on your toes* every minute of every day.
They’ll bend heaven and earth to catch you.”
“I’ll keep on my toes every minute.”
“You’ll have to jump.”
“I’ll jump.”
“Jump!” Major Danby cried.
Yossarian jumped. Nately’s whore was hiding just outside the door. The knife came
down, missing him by inches, and he took off*.
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1.

Yossarian encounters a threatening force preventing him from leaving the catch (engranaje) where he is trapped.
a) What does he claim? What is his principle vindication?
b) How do the military authorities hope he will behave?
c) How is the military institution criticized here?
d) How are these forces in antagonism?

2.

Society's mechanics are too strong for him to change them.
a) To save his life, what alternative must he follow?
b) Why did he decide to escape rather than to be discharged and sent home?
c) Is there another character in another text who acts similarly?

3.

What would have been the consequences if Yossarian had accepted his discharge?

4.

What are the humorous aspects of this selection?

5.

a) Is the society in this extract free?
b) Is it possible to have a free society without free individuals or free institutions? How is this aspect shown in Joseph Heller's text?

6.

Two types of society seem to be at odds in this text. In one society the individual is thought of as primarily a function of the social group.
In this society there is a hierarchical structure of authority set up to ensure that the individual does not get too far out of line. The other
society is the one Yossarian understands. Its primary aim is to develop a genuine individuality in its members and in which the structure
of authority becomes a function of the individuals within it. This may be extended to distinctions of sex, class, or race, living, loving,
thinking, and producing. What other previous texts deal with a similar vision of society?
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The year was 2081, and everybody was finally equal. They weren’t only equal
before God and the law. They were equal every which way. Nobody was smarter*
than anybody else. Nobody was better looking than anybody else. Nobody was
stronger or quicker than anybody else. All this equality was due to the 211th,
212th, and 213th Amendments to the Constitution, and to the unceasing* vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.
Some things about living still weren’t quite right, though. April, for instance,
still drove people crazy by not being springtime. And it was in that clammy*
month that the H-G men took George and Hazel Bergeron’s fourteen-year-old
son, Harrison, away.
It was tragic, all right, but George and Hazel couldn’t think about it very hard.
Hazel had a perfectly average intelligence, which meant she couldn’t think about
anything except in short bursts*. And George, while his intelligence was way
above normal, had a little mental handicap radio in his ear. He was required by
law to wear it at all times. It was tuned* to a government transmitter. Every
twenty seconds or so, the transmitter would send out some sharp noise to keep
people like George from taking unfair* advantage of their brains.
George and Hazel were watching television. There were tears on Hazel’s
cheeks, but she’d forgotten for the moment what they were about.
On the television screen were ballerinas.
A buzzer sounded in George’s head. His thoughts fled* in panic, like bandits
from a burglar alarm.
“That was a real pretty dance, that dance they just did,” said Hazel.
“Huh?” said George.
“That dance—it was nice,” said Hazel.
“Yup*,” said George. He tried to think a little about the ballerinas. They
weren’t really very good—no better than anybody else would have been, anyway.
They were burdened with sashweights* and bags of birdshot*, and their faces
were masked, so that no one, seeing a free and graceful gesture or a pretty face,
would feel like something the cat drug in. George was toying with the vague
notion that maybe dancers shouldn’t be handicapped. But he didn’t get very far
with it before another noise in his ear radio scattered* his thoughts.
George winced*. So did two out of the eight ballerinas.
Hazel saw him wince. Having no mental handicap herself, she had to ask
George what the latest sound had been.
“Sounded like somebody hitting a milk bottle with a ball peen* hammer,” said
George.
“I’d think it would be real interesting, hearing all the different sounds,” said
Hazel, a little envious. “All the things they think up.”
“Um,” said George.
“Only, if I was Handicapper General, you know what I would do?” said
Hazel. Hazel, as a matter of fact, bore a strong resemblance to the Handicapper
General, a woman named Diana Moon Glampers. “If I was Diana Moon
Glampers,” said Hazel, “I’d have chimes* on Sunday—just chimes. Kind of in
honor of religion.”
“I could think, if it was just chimes,” said George.
“Well—maybe make ’em real loud,” said Hazel. “I think I’d make a good
Handicapper General.”
“Good as anybody else,” said George.
“Who knows better’n* I do what normal is?” said Hazel.
“Right,” said George. He began to think glimmeringly* about his abnormal
son who was now in jail, about Harrison, but a twenty-one-gun salute* in his
head stopped that.
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“Boy!” said Hazel, “that was a doozy*, wasn’t it?”
It was such a doozy that George was white and trembling, and tears stood on
the rims* of his red eyes. Two of the eight ballerinas had collapsed to the studio
floor, were holding their temples*.
“All of a sudden you look so tired,” said Hazel. “Why don’t you stretch out*
on the sofa, so’s you can rest your handicap bag on the pillows, honeybunch*.”
She was referring to the forty seven pounds of birdshot in a canvas* bag, which
was padlocked* around George’s neck. “Go on and rest the bag for a little while,”
she said. “I don’t care if you’re not equal to me for a while.”
George weighed the bag with his hands. “I don’t mind” he said. “I don’t notice
it any more. It’s just a part of me.”
“You been so tired lately—kind of wore out*,” said Hazel. “If here was just
some way we could make a little hole in the bottom of the bag, and just take out
a few of them lead* balls. Just a few.”
“Two years in prison and two thousand dollars fine for every ball I took out,”
said George. “I don’t call that a bargain.”
“If you could just take a few out when you came home from work,” said
Hazel. “I mean —y o u d o n’t co mpete with an y bo d y aro u n d h ere. Yo u just
set around.”
“If I tried to get away with it,” said George, “then other people’d get away
with it—and pretty soon we’d be right back to the dark ages again, with everybody competing against everybody else. You wouldn’t like that, would you?”
“I’d hate it,” said Hazel.
“There you are,” said George. “The minute people start cheating* on laws,
what do you think happens to society?”
If Hazel hadn’t been able to come up with* an answer to this question, George
couldn’t have supplied one. A siren was going off* in his head.
“Reckon it’d fall all apart,” said Hazel.
“What would?” said George blankly*.
“Society,” said Hazel uncertainly. “Wasn’t that what you just said?”
“Who knows?” said George.
The television program was suddenly interrupted for a news bulletin. It wasn’t
clear at first as to what the bulletin was about, since the announcer, like all
announcers, had a serious speech impediment. For about half a minute, and in a
state of high excitement, the announcer tried to say, “Ladies and gentlemen—”
He finally gave up, handed the bulletin to a ballerina to read.
“That’s all right—” Hazel said of the announcer, “he tried. That’s the big
thing. He tried to do the best he could with what God gave him. He should get a
nice raise* for trying so hard.”
“Ladies and gentlemen—” said the ballerina, reading the bulletin. She
must have been extraordinarily beautiful, because the mask she wore was
hideous. And it was easy to see that she was the strongest and most graceful
of all the dancers, for her handicap bags were as big as those worn by twohundred pound men.
And she had to apologize at once for her voice, which was a very unfair*
voice for a woman to use. Her voice was a warm, luminous, timeless melody.
“Excuse me —” she said, and she began again, making her voice absolutely
uncompetitive.
“Harrison Bergeron, age fourteen,” she said in a grackle* squawk*, “has just
escaped from jail, where he was held on suspicion of plotting to overthrow* the
government. He is a genius and an athlete, is under-handicapped, and should be
regarded as extremely dangerous.”
A police photograph of Harrison Bergeron was flashed on the screen upside
down, then sideways, upside down again, then right side up. The picture showed
the full length of Harrison against a background calibrated in feet and inches. He
was exactly seven feet tall.
The rest of Harrison’s appearance was Halloween and hardware. Nobody had
ever borne heavier handicaps. He had outgrown hindrances* faster than the H-G
men could think them up. Instead of a little ear radio for a mental handicap, he
wore a tremendous pair of earphones, and spectacles with thick wavy lenses. The
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spectacles were intended to make him not only half blind, but to give him
whanging* headaches besides.
Scrap* metal was hung all over him. Ordinarily, there was a certain symmetry,
a military neatness to the handicaps issued to strong people, but Harrison looked
like a walking junkyard*. In the race of life, Harrison carried three hundred
pounds.
And to offset* his good looks, the H-G men required that he wear at all times
a red rubber ball for a nose, keep his eyebrows shaved off, and cover his even
white teeth with black caps* at snaggle-tooth random.
“If you see this boy,” said the ballerina, “do not—I repeat, do not—try to
reason with him.”
There was the shriek* of a door being torn from its hinges*.
Screams and barking cries of consternation came from the television set. The
photograph of Harrison Bergeron on the screen jumped again and again, as
though dancing to the tune of an earthquake.
George Bergeron correctly identified the earthquake, and well he might have—
for many was the time his own home had danced to the same crashing* tune. “My
God—” said George, “that must be Harrison!”
The realization was blasted* from his mind instantly by the sound of an
automobile collision in his head.
When George could open his eyes again, the photograph of Harrison was
gone. A living, breathing Harrison filled the screen.
Clanking*, clownish, and huge, Harrison stood in the center of the studio. The
knob of the uprooted studio door was still in his hand. Ballerinas, technicians,
musicians, and announcers cowered* on their knees before him, expecting to die.
“I am the Emperor!” cried Harrison. “Do you hear? I am the Emperor! Everybody must do what I say at once!” He stamped* his foot and the studio shook.
“Even as I stand here—” he bellowed*, “crippled, hobbled, sickened—I am a
greater ruler than any man who ever lived! Now watch me become what I can
become!”
Harrison tore the straps* of his handicap harness like wet tissue paper*, tore
straps guaranteed to support five thousand pounds.
Harrison’s scrap iron handicaps crashed* to the floor.
Harrison thrust his thumbs under the bar of the padlock* that secured his head
harness. The bar snapped* like celery*. Harrison smashed his headphones and
spectacles against the wall.
He flung away* his rubber ball nose, revealed a man that would have awed
Thor, the god of thunder.
“I shall now select my Empress!” he said, looking down on the cowering*
people. “Let the first woman who dares rise to her feet claim her mate and her
throne!”
A moment passed, and then a ballerina arose, swaying* like a willow.
Harrison plucked the mental handicap from her ear, snapped off her physical
handicaps with marvelous delicacy. Last of all, he removed her mask.
She was blindingly beautiful.
“Now—” said Harrison, taking her hand, “shall we show the people the meaning of the word dance? Music!” he commanded.
The musicians scrambled* back into their chairs, and Harrison stripped*
them of their handicaps, too. “Play your best,” he told them, “and I’ll make you
barons and dukes and earls*.”
The music began. It was normal at first—cheap, silly, false. But Harrison
snatched* two musicians from their chairs, waved them like batons as he sang the
music as he wanted it played. He slammed* them back into the chairs.
The music began again and was much improved.
Harrison and his Empress merely* listened to the music for a while—listened
gravely, as though synchronizing their heartbeats with it.
They shifted their weights to their toes.
Harrison placed his big hands on the girl’s tiny waist, letting her sense.The
weightlessness that would soon be hers.
And then, in an explosion of joy and grace, into the air they sprang*!
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Not only were the laws of the land abandoned, but the law of gravity and the
laws of motion as well.
They reeled*, whirled*, swiveled*, flounced*, capered*, gamboled*, and spun *.
They leaped like deer on the moon.
The studio ceiling was thirty feet high, but each leap brought the dancers
nearer to it.
It became their obvious intention to kiss the ceiling.
They kissed it.
And then, neutralizing gravity with love and pure will, they remained suspended in air inches below the ceiling, and they kissed each other for a long, long
time.
It was then that Diana Moon Glampers, the Handicapper General, came into
the studio with a double barreled ten-gauge shotgun. She fired twice, and the
Emperor and the Empress were dead before they hit the floor.
Diana Moon Glampers loaded the gun again. She aimed it at the musicians and
told them they had ten seconds to get their handicaps back on.
It was then that the Bergerons’ television tube burned out.
Hazel turned to comment about the blackout* to George. But George had gone
out into the kitchen for a can of beer.
George came back in with the beer, paused while a handicap signal shook him
up. And then he sat down again. “You been crying?” he said to Hazel.
“Yup,” she said.
“What about?” he said.
“I forget,” she said. “Something real sad on television.”
“What was it?” he said.
“It’s all kind of mixed up in my mind,” said Hazel. “Forget sad things,” said
George.
“I always do,” said Hazel.
“That’s my girl,” said George. He winced*. There was the sound of a
rivetting* gun in his head.
“Gee—I could tell that one was a doozy,” said Hazel.
“You can say that again,” said George.
“Gee” said Hazel, “I could tell that one was a doozy*.”
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1. Why did Harrison Bergeron rebel?
2. What caused Harrison's parents' indifference?
3. What would have happened if the orchestra members hadn't followed Harrison's orders?
4. a) How was Diana Moon Glampers able to regain control of the situation?
b) Is Diana Moon Glampers a “flat” or a “round” character? Would you call Vonnegut’s characterization of her “realistic”?
If not, why doesn’t it need to be?
5. a) How is the society depicted in "Harrison Bergeron" comparable to today's society? How does it differ?
b) Do you feel that the differences are true differences, or that they merely make extreme or explicit problems that exist
today? Or are both points of view true?
c) What tendencies in present day American society is Vonnegut satirizing? Does the story argue for anything? How
would you sum up its theme?
6. Note the story's depiction of two characters' rebellion and escape, and the audience's reaction to it. How does this
climactic act fit into your comparison and contrast of this imaginative society to our own society?
7. Two sympathetic critics of Vonnegut’s work, Karen and Charles Wood, have said of his stories: “Vonnegut proves
repeatedly . . . that men and women remain fundamentally the same, no matter what technology surrounds them.” Try
applying this comment to “Harrison Bergeron.” Do you agree?
8. Stanislaw Lem, Polish author of Solaris and other novels, once made this thoughtful criticism of many of his contemporary
science fiction writers:
The revolt against the machine and against civilization, the praise of the “aesthetic” nature of catastrophe, the dead
end course of human civilization—these are their foremost problems, the intellectual content of their works. Such SF
is as it were a priori vitiated by pessimism, in the sense that anything that may happen will be for the worse. (“The
Time-Travel Story and Related Matters of SF Structuring,” Science Fiction Studies 1 [1974], 143-154.)
How might Lem’s objection be raised against “Harrison Bergeron”? In your opinion, does it negate the value of Vonnegut’s story?
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Her name was Connie. She was fifteen and she had a quick nervous giggling* habit of
craning* her neck to glance* into mirrors, or checking other people’s faces to make sure
her own was all right. Her mother, who noticed everything and knew everything and who
hadn’t much reason any longer to look at her own face, always scolded* Connie about it.
“Stop gawking* at yourself, who are you? You think you’re so pretty?” she would say.
Connie would raise* her eyebrows at these familiar complaints and look right through her
mother, into a shadowy* vision of herself as she was right at that moment: she knew she
was pretty and that was everything. Her mother had been pretty once too, if you could
believe those old snap shots* in the album, but now her looks were gone and that was
why she was always after Connie.
“Why don’t you keep your room clean like your sister? How’ve you got your hair
fixed—what the hell stinks*? Hair spray? You don’t see your sister using that junk.”
Her sister June was twenty-four and still lived at home. She was a secretary in the high
school Connie attended, and if that wasn’t bad enough—with her in the same building—
she was so plain* and chunky* and steady* that Connie had to hear her praised all the
time by her mother and her mother’s sisters. June did this, June did that, she saved money
and helped clean the house and cooked and Connie couldn’t do a thing, her mind was all
filled with trashy* daydreams. Their father was away at work most of the time and when
he came home he wanted supper and he read the newspaper at supper and after supper he went
to bed. He didn’t bother talking much to them, but around his bent* head Connie’s mother
kept picking at her until Connie wished her mother was dead and she herself was dead
and it was all over. “She makes me want to throw up* sometimes,” she complained to her
friends. She had a high, breathless, amused voice which made everything she said sound
a little forced, whether it was sincere or not.
There was one good thing: June went places with girl friends of hers, girls who were
just as plain and steady as she, and so when Connie wanted to do that her mother had no
objections. The father of Connie’s best girl friend drove the girls the three miles to town
and left them off at a shopping plaza, so that they could walk through the stores or go to
a movie, and when he came to pick them up again at eleven he never bothered to ask what
they had done.
They must have been familiar sights, walking around that shopping plaza in their
shorts and flat ballerina slippers that always scuffed* the sidewalk, with charm bracelets
jingling on their thin wrists; they would lean together to whisper and laugh secretly if
someone passed by who amused or interested them. Connie had long dark blond hair that
drew anyone’s eye to it, and she wore part of it pulled up on her head and puffed out and
the rest of it she let fall down her back. She wore a pull over jersey blouse that looked
one way when she was at home and another way when she was away from home.
Everything about her had two sides to it, one for home and one for anywh ere that was
not home: her walk that could be childlike and bobbing*, or languid enough to make
anyone think she was hearing music in her head, her mouth which w as pale and smirking*
most of the time, but bright and pink on these evenings out, her laugh* which was
cynical and drawling* at home—“Ha, ha, very funny”—but high-pitched and nervous
anywhere else, like the jingling of the charms on her bracelet.
Sometimes they did go shopping or to a movie, but sometimes they went across the
highway, ducking* fast across the busy road, to a drive-in restaurant where older kids
hung out. The restaurant was shaped like a big bottle, though squatter* than a real bottle,
and on its cap* was a revolving* figure of a grinning* boy who held a hamburger aloft.
One night in mid-summer they ran across, breathless with daring, and right away someone
leaned* out a car window and invited them over, but it was just a boy from high school
they didn’t like. It made them feel good to be able to ignore him. They went up through
the maze of parked and cruising* cars to the bright-lit, fly-infested restaurant, their faces
pleased and expectant as if they were entering a sacred building that loomed* out of the
night to give them what haven and what blessing they yearned* for. They sat at the
counter and crossed their legs at the ankles, their thin shoulders rigid with excitement, and
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listened to the music that made everything so good: the music was always in the background
like music at a church service, it was something to depend upon.
A boy named Eddie came in to talk with them. He sat backwards on his stool,
turning himself jerkily* around in semi-circles and then stopping and turning again,
and after a while he asked Connie if she would like something to eat. She said she
did and so she tapped her friend’s arm on her way out—her friend pulled her face up
into a brave droll* look—and Connie said she would meet her at eleven, across the
way. “I just hate to leave her like that,” Connie said earnestly, but the boy said that
she wouldn’t be alone for long. So they went out to his car and on the way Connie
couldn’t help but let her eyes wander over the windshields and faces all around her,
her face gleaming* with a joy that had nothing to do with Eddie or even this place;
it might have been the music. She drew her shoulders up and sucked in her breath
with the pure pleasure of being alive, and just at that moment she happened to glance*
at a face just a few feet from hers. It was a boy with shaggy* black hair, in a convertible
jalopy* painted gold. He stared at her and then his lips widened into a grin*. Connie slit
her eyes at him and turned away, but she couldn’t help glancing back and there he was
still watching her. He wagged* a finger and laughed and said, “Gonna* get you, baby,”
and Connie turned away again without Eddie noticing anything.
She spent three hours with him, at the restaurant where they ate hamburgers and drank
Cokes in wax cups that were always sweating, and then down an alley a mile or so away,
and when he left her off at five to eleven only the movie house was still open at the plaza.
Her girl friend was there, talking with a boy. When Connie came up the two girls smiled
at each other and Connie said, “How was the movie?” and the girl said, “ You should
know.” They rode off with the girl’s father, sleepy and pleased, and Connie couldn’t help
but look at the darkened shopping plaza with its big empty parking lot and its signs that
were faded* and ghostly now, and over at the drive in restaurant where cars were still
circling tirelessly. She couldn’t hear the music at this distance.
Next morning June asked her how the movie was and Connie said, “So-so.”
She and that girl and occasionally another girl went out several times a week that way,
and the rest of the time Connie spent around the house—it was summer vacation—getting
in her mother’s way and thinking, dreaming, about the boys she met. But all the boys fell
back and dissolved into a single face that was not even a face, but an idea, a feeling,
mixed up with the urgent insistent pounding* of the music and the humid night air of July.
Connie’s mother kept dragging her back to the daylight by finding things for her to do or
saying, suddenly, “What’s this about the Pettinger girl?”
And Connie would say nervously, “Oh, her. That dope*.” She always drew thick clear
lines between herself and such girls, and her mother was simple and kindly enough to
believe her. Her mother was so simple, Connie thought, that it was maybe cruel to fool
her so much. Her mother went scuffling* around the house in old bedroom slippers and
complained over the telephone to one sister about the other, then the other called up and
the two of them complained about the third one. If June’s name was mentioned her
mother’s tone was approving, and if Connie’s name was mentioned it was disapproving.
This did not really mean she disliked Connie and actually* Connie thought that her
mother preferred her to June because she was prettier, but the two of them kept up a
pretense of exasperation, a sense that they were tugging* and struggling over something
of little value to either of them. Sometimes, over coffee, they were almost friends, but
something would come up—some vexation* that was like a fly buzzing* suddenly
around their heads—and their faces went hard with contempt*.
One Sunday Connie got up at eleven—none of them bothered* with church—and
washed her hair so that it could dry all day long, in the sun. Her parents and sister were
going to a barbecue at an aunt’s house and Connie said no, she wasn’t interested, rolling
her eyes to let her mother know just what she thought of it. “Stay home alone then,” her
mother said sharply. Connie sat out back in a lawn* chair and watched them drive away,
her father quiet and bald, hunched* around so that he could back the car out, her mother
with a look that was still angry and not at all softened through the windshield, and in the
back seat poor old June all dressed up as if she didn’t know what a barbecue was, with all
the running yelling* kids and the flies. Connie sat with her eyes closed in the sun,
dreaming and dazed* with the warmth about her as if this were a kind of love, the
caresses of love, and her mind slipped* over onto thoughts of the boy she had been with
the night before and how nice he had been, how sweet it always was, not the way someone
like June would suppose but sweet, gentle, the way it was in movies and promised in
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songs; and when she opened her eyes she hardly knew where she was, the
back yard ran off* into weeds* and a fence* line of trees and behind it the sky
was perfectly blue and still. The asbestos “ranch house” that was now three years
old startled* her—it looked small. She shook her head as if to get awake.
It was too hot. She went inside the house and turned on the radio to drown out the
quiet. She sat on the edge of her bed, barefoot, and listened for an hour and a half to a
program called XYZ Sunday Jamboree, record after record of hard, fast, shrieking* songs
she sang along with, interspersed by exclamations from “Bobby King” “An’ look here
you girls at Napoleon’s—Son and Charley want you to pay real close attention to this
song coming up!”
And Connie paid close attention herself, bathed* in a glow of slow-pulsed joy that
seemed to rise mysteriously out of the music itself and lay* languidly about the airless
little room, breathed in and breathed out with each gentle rise and fall of her chest.
After a while she heard a car coming up the drive. She sat up at once, startled, because
it couldn’t be her father so soon. The gravel kept crunching* all the way in from the
road—the driveway was long—and Connie ran to the window. It was a car she didn’t
know. It was an open jalopy*, painted a bright gold that caught the sunlight opaquely. Her
heart began to pound and her fingers snatched* at her hair, checking it, and she whispered
“Christ. Christ,” wondering how bad she looked. The car came to a stop at the side door
and the horn sounded four short taps* as if this were a signal Connie knew.
She went into the kitchen and approached* the door slowly, then hung out the screen
door, her bare toes curling down off the step. There were two boys in the car and now she
recognized the driver: he had shaggy*, shabby* black hair that looked crazy as a wig and
he was grinning* at her.
“I ain’t* late, am I?” he said.
“Who the hell do you think you are?” Connie said.
“Toldja* I’d be out, didn’t I?”
“I don’t even know who you are.”
She spoke sullenly*, careful to show no interest or pleasure, and he spoke in a fast
bright monotone. Connie looked past him to the other boy, taking her time. He had fair
brown hair, with a lock that fell onto his forehead. His sideburns* gave him a fierce,
embarrassed look, but so far he hadn’t even bothered to glance* at her. Both boys wore
sunglasses. The driver’s glasses were metallic and mirrored everything in miniature.
“You wanta* come for a ride?” he said.
Connie smirked* and let her hair fall loose over one shoulder.
“Don’tcha* like my car? New paint job,” he said. “Hey.”
“What?”
“You’re cute*.”
She pretended to fidget*, chasing flies away from the door.
“Don’tcha believe me, or what?” he said.
“Look, I don’t even know who you are,” Connie said in disgust*.
“Hey, Ellie’s got a radio, see. Mine’s broke down.” He lifted his friend’s arm and
showed her the little transistor the boy was holding, and now Connie began to hear the
music. It was the same program that was playing inside the house.
“Bobby King?” she said.
“I listen to him all the time. I think he’s great.”
“He’s kind of great,” Connie said reluctantly.
“Listen, that guy’s great. He knows where the action is.”
Connie blushed* a little, because the glasses made it impossible for her to see just
what this boy was looking at. She couldn’t decide if she liked him or if he was just a jerk,
and so she dawdled* in the doorway and wouldn’t come down or go back inside. She
said, “What’s all that stuff painted on your cart?”
“Can’tcha read it?” He opened the door very carefully, as if he was afraid it might fall
off. He slid out just as carefully, planting his feet firmly on the ground, the tiny metallic
world in his glasses slowing down like gelatine hardening and in the midst of it Connie’s
bright green blouse. “This here is my name, to begin with,” he said. ARNOLD FRIEND
was written in tarlike black letters on the side, with a drawing of a round grinning* face
that reminded Connie of a pumpkin, except it wore sunglasses. “I wanta introduce myself,
I’m Arnold Friend and that’s my real name and I’m gonna be your friend, honey, and
inside the car’s Ellie Oscar, he’s kinda* shy.” Ellie brought his transistor radio up to his
shoulder and balanced it there. “Now these numbers are a secret code, honey,” Arnold
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Friend explained. He read off the numbers 33, 19, 17 and raised his eyebrows at her to
see what she thought of that, but she didn’t think much of it. The left rear fender* had
been smashed* and around it was written, on the gleaming* gold background: DONE
BY CRAZY WOMAN DRIVER. Connie had to laugh at that. Arnold Friend was
pleased at her laughter and looked up at her. “Around the other side’s a lot more—you
wanta come and see them?”
“No.”
“Why not?”
“Why should I?”
“Don’tcha wanta see* what’s on the car? Don’tcha wanta go for a ride?”
“I don’t know.”
“Why not?”
“I got things to do.”
“Like what?”
“Things.”
He laughed as if she had said something funny. He slapped* his thighs*. He was
standing in a strange way, leaning back against the car as if he were balancing himself. He
wasn’t tall, only an inch or so taller than she would be if she came down to him. Connie
liked the way he was dressed, which was the way all of them dressed: tight faded* jeans
stuffed* into black, scuffed boots, a belt that pulled his waist in and showed how lean he
was, and a white pull-over shirt that was a little soiled* and showed the hard small
muscles of his arms and shoulders. He looked as if he probably did hard work, lifting and
carrying things. Even his neck looked muscular. And his face was a familiar face,
somehow the jaw and chin and cheeks slightly darkened, because he hadn’t shaved for a
day or two, and the nose long and hawk like, sniffing as if she were a treat* he was going
to gobble* up and it was all a joke.
“Connie, you ain’t telling the truth. This is your day set aside for a ride with me and
you know it,” he said, still laughing. The way he straightened and recovered from his fit
of laughing showed that it had been all fake*.
“How do you know what my name is?” she said suspiciously.
“It’s Connie.”
“Maybe and maybe not.”
“I know my Connie,” he said, wagging* his finger. Now she remembered him even
better, back at the restaurant, and her cheeks warmed at the thought of how she sucked in
her breath just at the moment she passed him—how she must have looked to him. And he
had remembered her. “Ellie and I come out here especially for you,” he said. “Ellie can sit
in back. How about it?”
“Where?”
“Where what?”
“Where’re we going?”
He looked at her. He took off the sunglasses and she saw how pale the skin around his
eyes was, like holes that were not in shadow but instead in light. His eyes were chips of
broken glass that catch the light in an amiable* way. He smiled. It was as if the idea of
going for a ride somewhere, to some place, was a new idea to him.
“Just for a ride, Connie sweetheart.”
“I never said my name was Connie,” she said.
“But I know what it is. I know your name and all about you, lots of things,” Arnold
Friend said. He had not moved yet but stood still leaning back against the side of his
jalopy. “I took a—special interest in you, such a pretty girl, and found out all about you
like I know your parents and sister are gone somewheres and I know where and how long
they’re going to be gone, and I know who you were with last night, and your best girl
friend’s name is Betty. Right?”
He spoke in a simple lilting* voice, exactly—as if he were reciting the words to a
song. His smile assured her that everything was fine. In the car Ellie turned up the
volume on his radio and did not bother to look around at them.
“Ellie can sit in the back seat,” Arnold Friend said. He indicated his friend with a
casual jerk of his chin, as if Ellie did not count and she should not ’bother with him.
“How’d you find out all that stuff?” Connie said.
“Listen: Betty Schultz and Tony Fitch and Jimmy Pettinger and Nancy Pettinger,” he
said, in a chant. “Raymond Stanley and Bob Hutter—”
“Do you know all those?”
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“I know everybody.”
“Look, you’re kidding. You’re not from around here.”
“Sure.”
“But—how come we never saw you before?”
“Sure you saw me before,” he said. He looked down at his boots, as if he were a little
offended. “You just don’t remember.”
“I guess I’d remember you,” Connie said.
“Yeah?” He looked up at this, beaming*. He was pleased. He began to mark time with
the music from Ellie’s radio, tapping* his fists lightly together. Connie looked away from
his smile to the car, which was painted so bright it almost hurt her eyes to look at it. She
looked at that name, ARNOLD FRIEND. And up at the front fender was an expression
that was familiar—MAN THE FLYING SAUCERS. It was an expression kids had used
the year before, but didn’t use this year. She looked at if for a while as if the words meant
something to her that she did hot yet know.
“What’re you thinking about? Huh?” Arnold Friend demanded. “Not worried about
your hair blowing around in the car, are you?”
“No.”
“Think I maybe can’t drive good?”
“How do I know?”
“You’re a hard girl to handle. How come?” he said. Don’t you know I’m your friend?
Didn’t you see me put my sign in the air when you walked by?”
“What sign?”
“My sign.” And he drew an X in the air, leaning out toward her. They were maybe ten
feet apart. After his hand fell back to his side the X was still in the air, almost visible.
Connie let the screen door close and stood perfectly still inside it, listening to the music
from her radio and the boy’s blend* together. She stared at Arnold Friend. He stood there
so stiffly* relaxed, pretending to be relaxed, with one hand idly on the door handle as if
he were keeping himself up that way and had no intention of ever moving again. She
recognized most things about him, the tight jeans that showed his thighs and buttocks and
the greasy leather boots and the tight shirt, and even that slippery* friendly smile of his,
that sleepy dreamy smile that all the boys used to get across ideas they didn’t want to put
into words. She recognized all this and also the singsong* way he talked, slightly
mocking, kidding*, but serious and a little melancholy, and she recognized the way he
tapped one fist against the other in homage to the perpetual music behind him. But all
these things did not come together.
She said suddenly, “Hey, how old are you?”
His smile faded*. She could see then that he wasn’t a kid, he was much older thirty,
maybe more. At this knowledge her heart began to pound faster.
“That’s a crazy thing to ask. Can’tcha see I’m your own age?”
“Like hell you are.”
“Or maybe a coupla years older, I’m eighteen.”
“Eighteen?” she said doubtfully.
He grinned* to reassure her and lines appeared at the comers of his mouth. His teeth
were big and white. He grinned so broadly his eyes became slits* and she saw how thick
the lashes* were, thick and black as if painted with a black tarlike material. The n he
seemed to become embarrassed, abruptly*, and looked over his shoulder at Ellie. “ Him,
he’s crazy,” he said. “Ain’t he a riot, he’s a nut, a real character.” Ellie was still
listening to the music. His sunglasses told nothing about what he was thinking. He wore
a bright orange shirt unbuttoned halfway to show his chest, which was a pale, bluish
chest and not muscular like Arnold Friend’s. His shirt collar was turned up all around
and the very tips of the collar pointed out past his chin as if they were protecting him.
He was pressing the transistor radio up against his ear and sat there in a kind of daze*,
right in the sun.
“He’s kinda strange,” Connie said.
“Hey, she says you’re kinda strange! Kinda strange!” Arnold Friend cried. He pounded*
on the car to get Ellie’s attention. Ellie turned for the first time and Connie saw with
shock that he wasn’t a kid either—he had a fair, hairless face, cheeks reddened slightly as
if the veins grew too close to the surface of his skin, the face of a forty-year-old baby.
Connie felt a wave of dizziness* rise in her at this sight and she stared at him as if waiting
for something to change the shock of the moment, make it all right again. Ellie’s lips kept
shaping words, mumbling along, with the words blasting* in his ear.
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“Maybe you two better go away,” Connie said faintly.
“What? How come?” Arnold Friend cried. “We come out here to take you for a ride.
It’s Sunday.” He had the voice of the man on the radio now. It was the same voice, Connie
thought. “Don’tcha know it’s Sunday all day and honey, no matter who you were with last
night today you’re with Arnold Friend and don’t you forget it!—Maybe you better step
out here,” he said, and this last was in a different voice. It was a little flatter*, as if the
heat was finally getting to him.
“No. I got things to do.”
“Hey.”
“You two better leave.”
“We ain’t leaving until you come with us.”
“Like hell I am—”
“Connie, don’t fool around with me. I mean, I mean, don’t fool around,” he said,
shaking his head. He laughed incredulously. He placed his sunglasses on top of his head,
carefully, as if he were indeed wearing a wig*, and brought the stems* down behind his
ears. Connie stared at him, another wave of dizziness and fear rising in her so that for a
moment he wasn’t even in focus but was just a blur, standing there against his gold car,
and she had the idea that he had driven up the driveway all right but had come from
nowhere before that and belonged nowhere and that everything about him and even about
the music that was so familiar to her was only half real.
“If my father comes and sees you—”
“He ain’t coming. He’s at the barbecue.”
“How do you know that?”
“Aunt Tillie’s. Right now they’re—uh—they’re drinking. Sitting around,” he said
vaguely, squinting* as if he were staring all the way to town and over to Aunt Tillie’s
backyard. Then the vision seemed to get clear and he nodded energetically. “Yeah. Sitting
around. There’s your sister in a blue dress, huh? And high heels, the poor sad bitch*—
nothing like you, sweetheart! And your mother’s helping some fat woman with the corn,
they’re cleaning the corn—husking* the corn—”
“What fat woman?” Connie cried.
“How do I know what fat woman. I don’t know every goddam fat woman in the
world!” Arnold Friend laughed.
“Oh, that’s Mrs. Hornby .... Who invited her?” Connie said. She felt a little lightheaded*. Her breath was coming quickly.
“She’s too fat. I don’t like them fat. I like them the way you are, honey,” he said,
smiling sleepily at her. They stared at each other for a while, through the screen door. He
said softly, “Now what you’re going to do is this: you’re going to come out that door.
You’re going to sit up front with me and Ellie’s going to sit in the back, the hell with
Ellie, right? This isn’t Ellie’s date. You’re my date*. I’m your lover, honey.”
“What? You’re crazy—”
“Yes, I’m your lover. You don’t know what that is but you will,” he said. “I know that
too. I know all about you. But look: it’s real nice and you couldn’t ask for nobody better
than me, or more polite. I always keep my word. I’ll tell you how it is, I’m always nice at
first, the first time. I’ll hold you so tight you won’t think you have to try to get away or
pretend anything because you’ll know you can’t. And I’ll come inside you where it’s all
secret and you’ll give in to me and you’ll love me—”
“Shut up! You’re crazy!” Connie said. She backed away from the door. She put her
hands against her ears as if she’d heard something terrible, something not meant for her.
“People don’t talk like that, you’re crazy,” she muttered. Her heart was almost too big
now for her chest and its pumping made sweat break out all over her. She looked out to
see Arnold Friend pause and then take a step toward the porch lurching*. He almost fell.
But, like a clever drunken man, he managed to catch his balance. He wobbled* in his high
boots and grabbed hold of one of the porch posts.
“Honey?” he said. “You still listening?”
“Get the hell out of here!”
“Be nice, honey. Listen.”
“I’m going to call the police—”
He wobbled again and out of the side of his mouth came a fast spat* curse, an aside not
meant for her to hear. But even this “Christ!” sounded forced. Then he began to smile again.
She watched this smile come, awkward as if he were smiling from inside a mask. His whole
face was a mask, she thought wildly, tanned* down onto his throat but then running out as if
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he had plastered make-up on his face but had forgotten about his throat.
“Honey—? Listen, here’s how it is. I always tell the truth and I promise you this: I
ain’t coming in that house after you.”
“You better not! I’m going to call the police if you—if you don’t—”
“Honey,” he said, talking right through her voice, “honey, I’m not coming in there but
you are coming out here. You know why?”
She was panting*. The kitchen looked like a place she had never seen before, some
room she had run inside but which wasn’t good enough, wasn’t going to help her. The
kitchen window had never had a curtain, after three years, and there were dishes in the
sink for her to do—probably—and if you ran your hand across the table you’d probably
feel something sticky there.
“You listening, honey? Hey?”
“—going to call the police—”
“Soon as you touch the phone I don’t need to keep my promise and can come inside.
You won’t want that.”
She rushed* forward and tried to lock* the door. Her fingers were shaking. “But why
lock it,” Arnold Friend said gently, talking right into her face. “It’s just a screen door, It’s
just nothing.” One of his boots was at a strange angle, as if his foot wasn’t in it. It pointed
out to the left, bent at the ankle. “I mean, anybody can break through a screen door and
glass and wood and iron or anything else if he needs to, anybody at all and specially
Arnold Friend. If the place got lit up with a fire honey you’d come running out into my
arms, right into my arms and safe at home—like you knew I was your lover and’d stopped
fooling around. I don’t mind a nice shy girl but I don’t like no fooling around.” Part of
those words were spoken with a slight rhythmic lilt*, and Connie somehow recognized
them—the echo of a song from last year, about a girl rushing into her boy friend’s arms
and coming home again—
Connie stood barefoot on the linoleum floor, staring at him. “What do you want?” she
whispered.
“I want you,” he said.
“What?”
“Seen you that night and thought, that’s the one, yes sir. I never needed to look any
more.”
“But my father’s coming back. He’s coming to get me. I had to wash my hair first—
” She spoke in a dry, rapid voice, hardly raising it for him to hear.
“No, your daddy is not coming and yes, you had to wash your hair and you washed it
for me. It’s nice and shining and all for me, I thank you, sweetheart,” he said, with a
mock* bow*, but again he almost lost his balance. He had to bend and adjust his boots.
Evidently* his feet did not go all the way down; the boots must have been stuffed* with
something so that he would seem taller. Connie stared out at him and behind him Ellie in
the car, who seemed to be looking off toward Connie’s right, into nothing. This Ellie said,
pulling the words out of the air one after another as if he were just discovering them,
“You want me to pull out the phone?”
“Shut your mouth and keep it shut,” Arnold Friend said, his face red from bending
over or maybe from embarrassment because Connie had seen his boots. “This ain’t none
of your business.”
“What—what are you doing? What do you want?” Connie said. “If I call the police
they’ll get you, they’ll arrest you—”
“Promise was not to come in unless you touch that phone, and I’ll keep that promise,”
he said. He resumed his erect position and tried to force his shoulders back. He sounded
like a hero in a movie, declaring something important. He spoke too loudly and it was as
if he were speaking to someone behind Connie. “I ain’t made plans for coming in that
house where I don’t belong but just for you to come out to me, the way you should. Don’t
you know who I am?”
“You’re crazy,” she whispered. She backed away from the door but did not want to go
into another part of the house, as if this would give him permission to come through the
door. “What do you . . . You’re crazy, you . . .”
“Huh? What’re you saying, honey?”
Her eyes darted* everywhere in the kitchen. She could not remember what it was, this room.
“This is how it is, honey: you come out and we’ll drive away, have a nice ride. But if
you don’t come out we’re gonna wait till your people come home and then they’re all
going to get it”
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“You want that telephone pulled out?” Ellie said. He held the radio away from his ear
and grimaced, as if without the radio the air was too much for him.
“I toldja* shut up, Ellie,” Arnold Friend said, “you’re deaf, get a hearing aid, right?
Fix yourself up*. This little girl’s no trouble and’s gonna be nice to me, so Ellie keep to
yourself, this ain’t* your date—right? Don’t hem in* on me. Don’t hog*. Don’t crush*.
Don’t bird dog*. Don’t trail* me,” he said in a rapid meaningless voice, as if he were
running through all the expressions he’d learned but was no longer sure which one of
them was in style, then rushing on to new ones, making them up with his eyes closed,
“Don’t crawl under my fence, don’t squeeze in my chip munk hole, don’t sniff my glue,
suck my popsicle*, keep your own greasy fingers on yourself!” He shaded his eyes and
peered in at Connie, who was backed against the kitchen table. “Don’t mind him honey
he’s just a creep*. He’s a dope. Right? I’m the boy for you and like I said you come out
here nice like a lady and give me your hand, and nobody else gets hurt, I mean, your nice
old bald-headed* daddy and your mummy and your sister in her high heels. Because
listen: why bring them in this?”
“Leave me alone,” Connie whispered.
“Hey, you know that old woman down the road, the one with the chickens and stuff—
you know her?”
“She’s dead!”
“Dead? What? You know her?” Arnold Friend said.
“She’s dead—”
“Don’t you like her?”
“She’s dead—she’s—she isn’t here any more.”
“But don’t you like her, I mean, you got something against her? Some grudge* or
something?” Then his voice dipped as if he were conscious of a rudeness. He touched the
sunglasses perched* on top of his head as if to make sure they were still there. “Now you
be a good girl.”
“What are you going to do?”
“Just two things, or maybe three,” Arnold Friend said. “But I promise it won’t last long
and you’ll like me that way you get to like people you’re close to. You will. It’s all over for
you here, so come on out. You don’t want your people in any trouble? do you?”
She turned and bumped against a chair or something, hurting her leg, but she ran into
the back room and picked up the telephone. Something roared in her ear, a tiny roaring,
and she was so sick with fear that she could do nothing but listen to it—the telephone was
clammy* and very heavy and her fingers groped* down to the dial but were too weak to
touch it. She began to scream into the phone, into the roaring. She cried out, she cried for
her mother, she felt her breath start jerking* back and forth in her lungs as if it were
something Arnold Friend were stabbing her with again and again with no tenderness. A
noisy sorrowful wailing rose all about her and she was locked inside it the way she was
locked inside the house.
After a while she could hear again. She was sitting on the floor with her wet back
against the wall.
Arnold Friend was saying from the door, “That’s a good girl. Put the phone back.”
She kicked the phone away from her.
“No, honey. Pick it up. Put it back right.”
She picked it up and put it back. The dial tone stopped.
“That’s a good girl. Now come outside.”
She was hollow* with what had been fear, but what was now just an emptiness. All
that screaming had blasted it out of her. She sat, one leg cramped under her, and deep
inside her brain was something like a pinpoint of light that kept going and would not let
her relax. She thought, I’m not going to see my mother again. She thought, I’m not going
to sleep in my bed again. Her bright green blouse was all wet.
Arnold Friend said, in a gentle-loud voice that was like a stage voice, “The place
where you came from ain’t there any more, and where you had in mind to go is cancelled
out. This place you are now—inside your daddy’s house—is nothing but a cardboard box
I can knock down any time. You know that and always did know it. You hear me?”
She thought, I have got to think. I have to know what to do.
“We’ll go out to a nice field, out in the country here where it smells so nice and it’s
sunny,” Arnold Friend said. “I’ll have my arms around you so you won’t need to try to get
away and I’ll show you what love is like, what it does. The hell with this house! It looks
solid all right,” he said. He ran a fingernail down the screen and the noise did not make
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Connie shiver*, as it would have the day before. “Now put your hand on your heart,
honey. Feel that? That feels solid too but we know better, be nice to me, be sweet like
you can because what else is there for a girl like you but to be sweet and pretty and give
in?—and get away before her people come back?”
She felt her pounding heart. Her hand seemed to enclose it. She thought for the first
time in her life that it was nothing that was hers, that belonged to her, but just a pounding,
living thing inside this body that wasn’t really hers either.
“You don’t want them to get hurt,” Arnold Friend went on. “Now get up, honey. Get
up all by yourself.”
She stood up.
“Now turn this way. That’s right. Come over here to me—Ellie, put that away, didn’t
I tell you? You dope*. You miserable creepy* dope,” Arnold Friend said. His words were
not angry but only part of an incantation. The incantation was kindly. “Now come out
through the kitchen to me honey and let’s see a smile, try it, you’re a brave sweet little girl
and now they’re eating corn and hotdogs cooked to bursting over an outdoor fire, and
they don’t know one thing about you and never did and honey you’re better than them
because not a one of them would have done this for you”
Connie felt the linoleum under her feet; it was cool. She brushed her hair back out of
her eyes. Arnold Friend let go of the post tentatively and opened his arms for her, his
elbows pointing in toward each other and his wrists limp, to show that this was an
embarrassed embrace and a little mocking, he didn’t want to make her self-conscious.
She put out her hand against the screen. She watched herself push the door slowly
open as if she were safe back somewhere in the other doorway, watching this body and
this head of long hair moving out into the sunlight where Arnold Friend waited.
“My sweet little blue-eyed girl,” he said, in a half-sung sigh that had nothing to do
with her brown eyes but was taken up just the same by the vast sunlit reaches of the land
behind him and on all sides of him, so much land that Connie had never seen before and
did not recognize except to know that she was going to it.
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1. Why doesn't Connie succeed in breaking loose from Arnold Friend's spell? What kind of character is she? Do you think that the early
characterization of her prepares us for her later behavior? In what sense does this girl, who doesn't go to any church, use the drive-in
restaurant as a kind of church? Is this a kind of psychological tactic individuals use to avoid reality?
2. a)
b)
c)

Is Arnold Friend clairvoyant—definitely, definitely not, maybe? Try to support any argument you choose with specific references to the text.
Arnold Friend is more than a bully, a tough guy. He contrasts with his buddy Ellie who is in the story to act as his foil; Ellie seems to be just
a sick, ugly, hostile man, But Arnold is really spooky; he seems almost a supernatural being. What makes him strange and powerful in the story?
Is Arnold Friend the embodiment of Connie's inner desires? What makes Arnold, and the story, terrifying?

3. The highly realistic style of this story is built on many mundane details. a) List some details that describe Connie. What understanding
of her do they give you? b) List some details that describe Connie's family and friends, home and neighbourhood. What sense do these
give you of her surroundings, and of the society in which she lives? c) List some details that describe Arnold Friend. How does he fit, or
not fit, into the society you have described above?
4. How would you describe the narrator's voice? Does the narrator give you any hints as to how she feels about Connie? about Connie's
family and friends? Cite instances in which you think the narrator shows sympathy for the girl. Cite any instances in which you think the
narrator judges her? In each case, why do you think so?
5. a)
b)
c)
d)
e)

When you first read the story, what was your reaction to the ending? From where does the tension of the story derive?
To what extent do you think the ending seems inevitable? To what extent is it a surprise or a shock?
Why do you think the story ends where it does? Would the story be stronger or weaker if we were told the rest of what happened
between Connie and Arnold Friend?
What is Connie to be initiated into? Is it a purely sexual experience? How does Arnold Friend wreck her world—wreck it even if she
were not to be hurt in any way?
What is Connie hungry for? Look carefully at images of eating. Her parents and sister go to a barbecue. She does not. The drive-in
restaurant is a temple. Arnold seems to know what she hungers for. Is it sex? Why is she so hostile and dissatisfied?

6. Do Connie's parents relate to her in a way that makes her more vulnerable to danger?
7. What do you make of the fact that Oates dedicated the story to Bob Dylan? What significance, if any, do you find in this story's being
dedicated to Bob Dylan? Is she perhaps contrasting Dylan's music with the escapist (or in some other way unwholesome) music of other
popular singers? Where is Connie going, where has she been?
8. In a sense this story is about power, specifically male physical power and female powerlessness.
anthology present women in a similar social or historical situation?

What other texts throughout the

9. Violence is a result of the actions of people who ultimately can not always articulate better or even understand the ways in which they
are trapped in schemes or convulsions of history. In what sense is this the situation of Connie or other characters like the protagonist
of Faulkner's "Wash"?
10. Compare and contrast Arnold Friend and the Misfit in Flannery O'Connor's "A Good Man is Hard to Find".
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[December 2001: The Green Morning] from The Martian Chronicles
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When the sun set, he crouched* by the path and cooked a small supper and listened
to the fire-crack* while he put the food in his mouth and chewed* thoughtfully. It
had been a day not unlike* thirty others, with many neat* holes dug* in the dawn
hours, seeds dropped in, and water brought from the bright canals. Now, with an
iron weariness* in his slight* body, he lay and watched the sky color from one
darkness to another.
His name was Benjamin Driscoll, and he was thirty-one years old. And the thing
that he wanted was Mars grown green and tall with trees and foliage, producing air,
more air, growing larger with each season; trees to cool the towns in the boiling*
summer, trees to hold back the winter winds. There were so many things a tree could
do: add color, provide* shade, drop fruit, or become a children’s playground, a whole
sky universe to climb and hang from; an architecture of food and pleasure, that was a
tree. But most of all the trees would distill* an icy air for the lungs, and a gentle
rustling* for the ear when you lay nights in your snowy bed and were gentled to sleep
by the sound.
He lay* listening to the dark earth gather* itself, waiting for the sun, for the rains
that hadn’t come yet. His ear to the ground, he could hear the feet of the years ahead
moving at a distance, and he imagined the seeds he had placed today sprouting* up
with green and taking hold on the sky, pushing out branch after branch, until Mars
was an afternoon forest, Mars was a shining orchard*.
In the early morning, with the small sun lifting faintly among the folded hills*, he
would be up and finished with a smoky breakfast in a few minutes and, treading out*
the fire ashes, be on his way with knapsacks*, testing, digging, placing seed or sprout,
tamping* lightly, watering, going on, whistling, looking at the clear sky brightening
toward a warm noon*.
“You need the air,” he told his night fire. The fire was a ruddy*, lively companion
that snapped* back at you, that slept close by with drowsy* pink eyes warm through
the chilly* night. “We all need the air. It’s a thin* air here on Mars. You get tired so
soon. It’s like living in the Andes, in South America, high. You inhale* and don’t get
anything. It doesn’t satisfy.”
He felt his rib case*. In thirty days, how it had grown. To take in more air, they
would all have to build their lungs. Or plant more trees.
“That’s what I’m here for,” he said. The fire popped*. “In school they told a
story about Johnny Appleseed walking across America planting apple trees. Well,
I’m doing more. I’m planting oaks*, elms*, and maples*, every kind of tree, aspens*
and deodars*, and chestnuts*. Instead of making just fruit for the stomach, I’m
making air for the lungs. When those trees grow up some year, think of the oxygen
they’ll make!”
He remembered his arrival on Mars. Like a thousand others, he had gazed* out
upon a still* morning and thought. How do I fit here? What will I do? Is there a job
for me?
Then he had fainted*.
Someone pushed a vial* of ammonia to his nose and, coughing, he came around*.
“You’ll be all right,” said the doctor.
“What happened?”
“The air’s pretty thin. Some can’t take it*. I think you’ll have to go back to
earth”.
“ No!” He sat up and almost immediately felt his eyes darken and Mars revolve*
twice around under him. His nostrils dilated and he forced his lungs to drink in deep
nothingnesses. “I’ll be all right. I’ve got to stay here!”
They let him lie gasping* in horrid fishlike motions. And he thought, Air, air, air.
They’re sending me back because of air. And he turned his head to look across the
Martian fields and hills. He brought them to focus, and the first thing he noticed was
that there were no trees, no trees at all, as far as you could look in any direction. The

sat down on his
heels
small sharp sound /
masticated
rather similar to /
precise / excavated
fatigue / slim

uncomfortably hot

give, supply

purify
whispering

rested / prepare,
get ready
appearing above the
surface of the ground
(huerto)
(los pliegues de los
montes)
extinguishing by walking on, (pisoteando)
rucksacks, (mochilas)
pressing
midday
glowing red
(chasqueaba) / sleepy
uncomfortably cold /
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chest, lungs
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land was down upon itself, a land of black loam*, but nothing on it, not even grass.
Air, he thought, the thin stuff whistling in his nostrils. Air, air. And on top of hills, or
in their shadows, or even by little creeks*, not a tree and not a single green blade of
grass. Of course! He felt the answer came not from his mind, but his lungs and his
throat. And the thought was like a sudden gust* of pure oxygen, raising him up. Trees
and grass. He looked down at his hands and turned them over. He would plant trees
and grass. That would be his job, to fight* against the very thing that might prevent
his staying here. He would have a private horticultural war with Mars. There lay the
old soil, and the plants of it so ancient they had worn themselves out*. But what if
new forms were introduced? Earth trees, great mimosas and weeping willows and
magnolias and magnificent eucalyptus. What then? There was no guessing what
mineral wealth* hid* in the soil, untapped* because the old ferns*, flowers, bushes,
and trees had tired themselves to death.
“Let me up!” he shouted. “I’ve got to see the Coordinator!”
He and the Coordinator had talked an entire morning about things that grew and were
green. It would be months, if not years, before organized planting began. So far*,
frosted* food was brought from earth in flying icicles*; a few community gardens
were greening up in hydroponic plants.
“Meanwhile*,” said the Coordinator, “it’s your job. We’ll get what seed we can
for you, a little equipment. Space on the rockets is mighty* precious now. I’m afraid,
since these first towns are mining communities, there won’t be much sympathy for
your tree planting—”
“But you’ll let me do it?”
They let him do it. Provided* with a single motorcycle, its bin* full of rich seeds
and sprouts, he had parked his vehicle in the valley wilderness and struck out* on foot
over the land.
That had been thirty days ago, and he had never glanced* back. For looking back
would have been sickening to the heart*. The weather was excessively dry; it was
doubtful if any seeds had sprouted* yet. Perhaps his entire campaign*, his four weeks
of bending* and scooping* were lost. He kept his eyes only ahead of him, going on
down this wide shallow* valley under the sun, away from First Town, waiting for the
rains to come.
Clouds were gathering over the dry mountains now as he drew* his blanket over
his shoulders. Mars was a place as unpredictable as time. He felt the baked hills
simmering* down into frosty night, and he thought of the rich, inky soil, a soil so
black and shiny it almost crawled* and stirred in your fist, a rank* soil from which
might sprout gigantic beanstalks* from which, with bone-shaking concussion, might
drop screaming giants.
The fire fluttered* into sleepy ash. The air tremored to the distant roll of a
cartwheel. Thunder. A sudden odor of water. Tonight, he thought, and put his hand
out to feel for rain. Tonight.

soil, earth of good
agricultural quality

He awoke to a tap* on his brow.
Water ran down his nose into his lips. Another drop hit his eye, blurring* it.
Another splashed* his chin.
The rain.
Raw*, gentle, and easy, it mizzled* out of the high air, a special elixir, tasting* of
spells* and stars and air, carrying a peppery dust in it, and moving like a rare light
sherry on his tongue.
Rain.
He sat up. He let the blanket fall and his blue denim* shirt spot, while the rain
took on more solid drops. The fire looked as though an invisible animal were dancing
on it, crushing* it, until it was angry smoke. The rain fell. The great black lid* of
sky cracked* in six powdery* blue chips, like a marvelous crackled*
glaze*, and rushed down. He saw ten billion rain crystals, hesitating long enough to
be photographed by the electrical display*. Then darkness and water.
He was drenched* to the skin, but he held his face up and let the water hit his
eyelids, laughing. He clapped* his hands together and stepped* up and walked around
his little camp, and it was one o’clock in the morning.
It rained steadily* for two hours and then stopped. The stars came out, freshly
washed and clearer than ever.
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knock, strike
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Changing into dry clothes from his cellophane pack, Mr. Benjamin Driscoll lay
down and went happily to sleep.
The sun rose slowly among the hills. It broke out* upon the land quietly and
wakened Mr. Driscoll where he lay.
He waited a moment before arising. He had worked and waited long hot month,
and now, standing up, he turned at last and faced the direction from which he had
come.
It was a green morning.
As far as he could see the trees were standing up against the sky. Not one tree, not
two, not a dozen, but the thousands he had planted in seed and sprout. And not little
trees, no, not saplings*, not little tender shoots*, but great trees, huge trees, trees as
tall as ten men, green and huge* and round and full, trees shimmering* their metallic
leaves, trees whispering, trees in a line over hills, lemon trees, lime trees, redwood
and mimosas and oaks and elms and aspens, cherry, maple, ash, apple, orange,
eucalyptus, stung* by a tumultuous rain, nourished by alien and magical soil* and,
even as he watched, throwing out new branches, popping open new buds*.
“Impossible!” cried Mr. Benjamin Driscoll.
But the valley and the morning were green.
And the air!
All about, like a morning current, a mountain river, came the new air, the oxygen
blowing from the green trees. You could see it shimmer* high in crystal billows*.
Oxygen, fresh, pure, green, cold oxygen turning the valley into a river delta*. In a
moment the town doors would flip* wide, people would run out through the new
miracle of oxygen, sniffing*, gusting* in lungfuls of it, cheeks pinking with it, noses
frozen with it, lungs revivified, hearts leaping*, and worn bodies lifted into a dance.
Mr. Benjamin Driscoll took one long deep drink of green water and air and
fainted.
Before he woke again five thousand new trees had climbed up* into the yellow
sun.

appeared suddenly

half-grown trees /
sprouts, (brotes)
big / shining tremulously, (centelleantes, rielantes, tornasoladas)
stimulated / earth
(brotes, capullos)

shine / waves on
the sea
estuary
open, move quickly
smelling / breathing,
swallowing
jumping

mounted, risen

1. Spring, seeds, and the growth of plants are all associated with the idea of the earth as a nurturing mother. Why do you think
these images of the green world have such power for the human imagination?
2. When Benjamin Driscoll arrived on Mars, he asked three questions: How do I fit here? What will I do? Is there a job for me? In
the ideal world how would the inhabitants answer these questions? How can the success or failure of a human society be
measured by the answers it provides to these questions?
3. a) What personal and social reasons push Benjamin Driscoll to undertake this self-imposed task on Mars? When did he
discover his mission?
b) Why is the image of the tree and the water important to Driscoll?
c) In the second part of the text there is a thought given about the tree's image and its meaning. Select what is said
about the tree and express, in your opinion, its most important function, support your answer with the text.
4. a) What qualities does Driscoll possess thus allowing him to achieve his objective?
b) The story's ending is clearly exaggerated but it's not to be taken literally. It's a symbol of the triumph of the hero, a
way to praise his effort. What effect is produced in the overall story by such an ending?
5. In which other stories do we see the image of water appearing with a similar significance?
6. What other images have similar meaning to the water in other stories?
7

The ideal images of the texts that we're reading cause us to think about a more enriched relation between man and nature. What
connection can you make between the greenness and water and his community? How are society and nature linked in
this story?

8. The success or failure of Driscoll's society depends precisely on the hero's vision of this relationship between man and society.
a) What imaginative vision of this valley of Mars does Driscoll pursue? What does he do to make it so?
b) Driscoll is able to change his surroundings. Based on the story, why is it important for a person to have an
imaginative vision of his world?
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“Well, now you’ve done it. Out front of the house. Look who’s here.”
“I don’t care.”
“There’s a Phoenix car just drove up and a man in a black shirt with an orange
snake stitched* on his arm coming up the front walk.”
“Captain Beatty?” he said.
“Captain Beatty.”
Montag did not move, but stood looking into the cold whiteness of the wall
immediately* before him.
“Go let him in, will you? Tell him I’m sick.”
“Tell him yourself!” She ran a few steps this way, a few steps that, and
stopped, eyes wide, when the front door speaker called her name, softly, softly,
Mrs. Montag, Mrs. Montag, someone here, someone here, Mrs. Montag, Mrs.
Montag, someone’s here. Fading*.
M o n t a g m a d e s u r e t h e b o o k w a s w e l l h i d d e n b e h i n d t h e p i l l o w,
climbed slowly back* into bed, arranged the covers over his knees and across his
chest, half-sitting, and after a while Mildred moved and went out of the room and
Captain Beatty strolled* in, his hands in his pockets.
“Shut the ‘relatives*’ up,” said Beatty, looking around at everything except
Montag and his wife.
T h i s t i m e , M i l d r e d r a n . T h e y a m m e r i n g * v o i c e s s t o p p e d y e l l i ng* in
the parlor *.
Captain Beatty sat down in the most comfortable chair with a peaceful
loo k o n his ru dd y * face. He to o k time to p repare and lig h t h is brass p ip e
and puff out * a great smoke cloud. “Just thought I’d come by and see how
the sick man is.”
“How’d you guess?”*
Beatty smiled his smile which showed the candy* pinkness of his gums
and the tiny candy whiteness of his teeth. “I’ve seen it all *. You were going
to call for a night off*.”
Montag sat in bed.
“Well,” said Beatty, “ take the night off!” He examined his eternal matchbox, the lid of which said G U A R A N T E E D : O N E M I L L I O N L I G H T S * I N T H I S
I G N I T E R *, and began to strike the chemical match abstractedly, blow out, strike,
blow out, strike, speak a few words, blow out. He looked at the flame. He blew,
he looked at the smoke. “When will you be well?”
“Tomorrow. The next day maybe. First of the week.”
Beatty p uffed * his p ipe. “Ev ery fireman, so o n er or later, hits th is *.
They o n ly n eed u n derstan din g, to k no w h o w the wheels * ru n *. Need to
k no w th e h isto ry o f o ur pro fessio n . Th ey do n ’t feed it to ro o kies* lik e
t hey used to. Damn shame.” Puff. “Only fire chiefs remember it now.” Puff .
“I’ll let you in on it *.”
Mildred fidgeted*.
Beatty took a full minute to settle himself in* and think back* for what he
wanted to say.
“When did it all start, you ask, this job of ours, how did it come about *,
where, when? Well, I’d say it really got started around about a thing called the
Civil War. Even though our rule -book * claims it was founded earlier. The fact
is we didn’t get along well until photography came into its own *. Then—motion
pictures in the early Twentieth Century. Radio. Television. Things began to
have mass*.”
Montag sat in bed, not moving.
“And because they had mass, they became simpler,” said Beatty. “Once, books
appealed to a few people, here, there, everywhere. They could afford to be
different. The world was roomy*. But then the world got full of eyes and elbows

451 degrees Fahrenheit is the temperature at which book
paper catches fire
and burns

sewn, (bordada)

closely, just

Dying away, (Desvavanecimiento)
(regresó lentamente)

walked unhurriedly
('parientes')
(ge mebundo s) /screaming, (griterío, alboroto)
(sala)
a red color as meaning good health
(emitió, lanzó)
(¿Cómolo ha adivinado?)
crystallized, (acaramelado)
(Me las sé todas, Todo eso me suena)
(noche libre)

(llamas, encendidos)
(encendedor)

(hizo humear) /reaches
this, (le sucede)
(engranaje) /(funciona)
(No se lo suministran
a los novatos), They
don´t tell it to the
new recruits
(Voy a contártelo,Te diré de q ué se trata)
moved restlessly
(acomodarse) / (repensar, meditar)
happen, (sucedió,
fue implantada)
(reglamentos)
(se implantó definitivamente)
Main means of communication regarded
a s a mass (masa) from
where mass media
or simply mass (medios de comunica ción de masas).
spacious, (ancho)

55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

and mouths. Double, triple, quadruple population. Films and radios, magazines,
books leveled down* to a sort of paste pudding* norm, do you follow me?”
“I think so.”
Beatty peered* at the smoke pattern* he had put out on the air. “Picture it.
Nineteenth-century man with his horses, dogs, carts, slow motion. Then, in the
Twentieth Century, speed up your camera. Books cut shorter. Condensations.
Digests. Tabloids*. Everything boils down* to the gag*, the snap* ending.”
“Snap ending.” Mildred nodded.
“Classics cut to fit fifteen-minute radio shows, then cut again to fill a twominute book column, winding up at last as a ten- or twelve-line dictionary resume.
I exaggerate, of course. The dictionaries were for referen ce. But many were
those whose sole knowledge of Hamlet (you know the title certainly, Montag;
it is probably only a faint rumor of a title to you, Mrs. Montag) whose sole
knowledge, as I say, of Hamlet was a one-page digest in a book that claimed:
now at last you can read all the classics; keep up with your neighbors . Do you
see? Out of the nursery into the college and back to the nursery; there’s your
intellectual pattern* for the past five centuries or more.”
Mildred arose and began to move around the room, picking things up and
putting them down. Beatty ignored* her and continued:
“Speed up the film, Montag, quick. Click ? Pic ? Look, Eye, Now, Flick,
Here, There, Swift, Pace, Up, Down, In, Out, Why, How, Who, What, Where,
Eh? Uh! Bang! Smack! Wallop, Bing, Bong, Boom! Digest-digests, digestdigest-digests. Politics? One column, two sentences, a headline! Then, in
midair, all vanishes! Whirl* man’s mind around about so fast under the
pumping * hands of publishers, exploiters, broadcasters that the centrifug e*
flings off* all unnecessary, time-wasting thought!”
Mildred smoothed the bedclothes. Montag felt his heart jump and jump again
as she patted* his pillow. Right now she was pulling at his shoulder to try to get
him to move so she could take the pillow out and fix it nicely and put it back.
And perhaps cry out and stare or simply reach down her hand and say, “What’s
this?” and hold up* the hidden book with touching * innocence.
“School* is shortened, discipline relaxed, philosophies, histories, languages
dropped, English and spelling * gradually gradually neglected, finally almost
completely ignored. Life is immediate, the job counts, pleasure lies all about *
after w ork. Why learn anything save pressing buttons, pulling * switches*,
fittin g* nuts* and bolts*?”
“Let me fix* your pillow,” said Mildred.
“No!” whispered Montag.
“The zipper* displaces the button and a man lacks* just that much time to
think while dressing at dawn, a philosophical hour, and thus a melancholy
hour.”
Mildred said, “Here*.”
“Get away,” said Montag.
“ L i f e b e c o m e s o n e b i g p r a t f a l l*, M o n t a g ; e v e r y t h i n g b a n g , b o f f , a n d
wow!”
“Wow,” said Mildred, yanking* at the pillow.
“For God's sake, let me be!*” cried Montag passionately*.
Beatty opened his eyes wide.
Mildred’s hand had frozen behind the pillow. Her fingers were tracing the
book’s outline and as the shape became familiar her face looked surprised and
then stunned*. Her mouth opened to ask a question...
“Empty the theaters save * for clowns and furnish the rooms with glass
walls and pretty colors running up and down the walls like confetti or blood or
sherry or sauterne *. You like baseball, don’t you, Montag?”
“Baseball’s a fine* game.”
Now Beatty was almost invisible, a voice somewhere behind a screen of
smoke .
“What’s this?” asked Mildred, almost with delight. Montag heaved back*
against her arms. “What’s this here?”
“Sit down!” Montag shouted. She jumped away, her hands empty. “We’re
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talking!”
Beatty went on as if nothing had happened. “You like bowling, don’t you,
Montag?”
“Bowling, yes,”
“And golf?”
“Golf is a fine game.”
“Basketball?”
“A fine game.”
“Billiards, pool? Football?”
“Fine games, all of them.”
“More sports for everyone, group spirit, fun, and you don’t have to think, eh?
Organize and organize and super organize super-super sports. More cartoons* in
books. More pictures. The mind drinks less and less. Impatience. Highways full
of crowds going somewhere, somewhere, somewhere, nowhere. The gasoline
refugee. Towns turn into motels, people in nomadic surges* from place to place,
following the moon tides*, living tonight in the room where you slept this noon
and I the night before.”
Mildred went out of the room and slammed the door. The parlor “aunts” began
to laugh at the parlor “uncles.”
“Now let’s take up the minorities in our civilization, shall we? Bigger the
population, the more minorities. Don’t step on the toes of the dog-lovers, the
cat-lovers, doctors, lawyers, merchants, chiefs, Mormons, Baptists, Unitarians,
second-generation Chinese, Swedes, Italians, Germans, Texans, Brooklynites,
Irishmen, people from Oregon or Mexico. The people in this book, this play,
this TV serial are not meant to represent any actual * painters, cartographers,
mechanics anywhere. The bigger your market, Montag, the less you handle
controversy, remember that! All the minor minor minorities with their ear s to
be kept clean. Authors, full of evil thoughts, lock up * your typewriters. They
did. Magazines became a nice blend of vanilla tapioca *. Books, so the snobbish
critics said, were dishwater. No wonder books stopped selling, the critics said.
But the public, knowing what it wanted, spinning* happily, let the comic books
survive. And the threedimensional sex magazines, of course. There you have it,
Montag. It didn’t come from the Government down. There was no dictum *, no
declaration, no censorship, to start with, no! Technology, mass * exploitation,
and minority pressure carried * the trick, thank God. Today, thanks to them, you
can stay happy all the time, you are allowed to read comics, the good old
confessions, or trade journals.”
“Yes, but what about the firemen, then?” asked Montag.
“Ah.” Beatty leaned forward in the faint mist of smoke from his pipe.
“What more easily explained and natural? With school turning out more
run ners*, jumpers*, racers*, tinkerers*, grabbers*, snatchers*, fliers*, and swimmers *
instead of examiners, critics, knowers, and imaginative creators, the word
‘intellectual,’ of course, became the swear word it deserved to be. You always
dread the unfamiliar. Surely you remember the boy in your own school class
who was exceptionally ‘bright,’ did most of the reciting and answering while
the others sat like so many leaden * idols, hating him. And wasn’t it this bright
boy you selected for beatings and tortures after hours? Of course it was. We
must all be alike. Not everyone born free and equal, as the Constitution says,
but everyone made equal. Each man the image of every other; then all are
happy, for there are no mountains to make them cower *, to judge themselves
against. So! A book is a loaded gun in the house next door. Burn it. Take the
shot from the weapon. Breach man’s mind. Who knows who might be the
target of the well-read man? Me? I won’t stomach * them for a minute. And so
when houses were finally fireproofed * completely, all over the world (you
were correct in your assumption the other night) there was no longer need of
firemen for the old purposes. They were given the new job, as custodians of
our peace of mind, the focus of our understandable and rightful dread of being
inferior; official censors, judges, and executors. That’s you, Montag, and
that’s me.”
The door to the parlor opened and Mildred stood there looking in at them,
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looking at Beatty and then at Montag. Behind her the walls of the room
were flooded with green and yellow and orange fireworks sizzling * and
bursting to some music composed almost completely of trap -drums *, tomtoms *, and cymbals. Her mouth moved and she was saying something but
the sound covered it.
Beatty knocked his pipe into the palm of his pink hand, studied the ashes
as if they were a symbol to be diagnosed and searched for meaning.
“You must understand that our civilization is so vast that we can’t have our
minorities upset* and stirred*. Ask yourself, What do we want in this country,
above all? People want to be happy, isn’t that right? Haven’t you heard it all
your life? I want to be happy, people say. Well, aren’t they? Don’t we keep
them moving, don’t we give them fun? That’s all we live for, isn’t it? For
pleasure, for titillation*? And you must admit our culture provides plenty of
these.”
“Yes.”
Montag could lip-read what Mildred was saying in the doorway. He tried not
to look at her mouth, because then Beatty might turn and read what was there,
too.
“Colored people don’t like Little Black Sambo. Burn it. White people don’t
feel good about Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Burn it. Someone’s written a book on
tobacco and cancer of the lungs? The cigarette people are weeping*? Burn the
book. Serenity, Montag. Peace, Montag. Take your fight outside *. Better yet,
into the incinerator. Funerals are unhappy and pagan? Eliminate them, too. Five
minutes after a person is dead he’s on his way to the Big Flue, the Incin erators
serv iced b y h elico pters all ov er the cou n try . Ten min u tes after death a
man ’s a sp eck * of b lack d u st. Let’s no t q u ibb le* o ver in div idu als with
memo riams * . Fo rg et th em. Bu rn all, b u rn everyth in g . Fire is brig ht an d
fire is clean.”
The fireworks died in the parlor behind Mildred. She had stopped talking at
the same time; a miraculous coincidence. Montag held his breath.
“There was a girl next door,” he said, slowly. “She’s gone now, I think,
dead. I can’t even remember her face. But she was different. How—how did
she happen ?”
Beatty smiled “Here or there, that’s bound* to occur Clarisse McClellan?
We’ve a record on her family. We’ve watched them carefully. Heredity and
environment are funny things. You can’t rid yourselves of all the odd ducks* in
just a few years. The home environment can undo a lot you try to do at school.
That’s why we’ve lowered the kindergarten age year after year until now we’re
almost snatching* them from the cradle. We had some false alarms on the
McClellans, when they lived in Chicago. Never found a book. Uncle had a mixed
record; antisocial. The girl? She was a time bomb. The family had been feeding
her subconscious, I’m sure, from what I saw of her school record. She didn’t want
to know how a thing was done, but why. That can be embarrassing. You ask Why
to a lot of things and you wind up very unhappy indeed, if you keep at it. The
poor girl’s better off dead*.”
“Yes, dead.”
“Luckily, queer* ones like her don’t happen often. We know how
t o n i p * most of them in the bud, early. You can’t build a house without nails
and wood. If you don’t want a house built, hide the nails and wood. If you don’t
want a man unhappy politically, don’t give him two sides to a question to worry
him; give him one. Better yet, give him none. Let him forget there is such a
thing as war. If the government is inefficient, top-heavy*, and tax-mad, better it
be all those than that people worry over it. Peace, Montag. Give the people
contests they win by remembering the words to more popular songs or the
names of state capitals or how much corn Iowa grew last year. Cram* them full
of noncombustible data, chock them so damned full of ‘facts’ they feel stuffed *,
but absolutely ‘brilliant’ with information. Then they’ll feel they’re thinking,
they’ll get a sense of motion without moving. And they’ll be happy, because
facts of that sort don’t change. Don’t give them any slippery* stuff like
philosophy or sociology to tie things up with *. That way lies melancholy. Any
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man who can take a TV wall apart and put it back together again, and most
men can, nowadays, is happier than any man who tries to slide-rule *, measure*,
and equate * the universe, which just won’t be measured or equated * without
making man feel bestial and lonely . I know, I’ve tried it. So bring on your
clubs and parties, your acrobats and magicians, your dare -devils*, jet cars,
motorcycle helicopters, your sex and heroin, more of everything to do with
automatic reflex 1. If the drama is bad, if the film says nothing, if the play is
hollow, sting me with the theremin 2 , loudly. I’ll think I’m responding to the
play, when it’s only a tactile reaction to vibration. But I don’t care. I just like
solid entertainment.”
Beatty got up. “I must be going. Lecture’s over. I hope I’ve clarified things.
The important thing for you to remember, Montag, is we’re the Happiness
Boys, the Dixie Duo*, you and I and the others. We stand against the small tide
of those who want to make everyone unhappy with conflicting theory and thought.
We have our fingers in the dike 3 .
Hold steady. Don’t let the torrent of melancholy and drear philosophy
drown our world. We depend on you. I don’t think you realize how important
you are, we are, to our happy world as it stands now.”
Beatty shook Montag’s limp* hand. Montag still sat, as if the house were
collapsing about him and he could not move, in the bed. Mildred had vanished
from the door.
“One last thing, said Beatty. “At least once in his career, every fireman
gets an itch*. What do the books say, he wonders. Oh, to scratch* that itch*,
eh? Well, Montag, take my word for it, I’ve had to read a few in my time, to
know what I was about, and the books say nothing! Nothing you can teach or
believe. They’re about nonexistent people, figments of imagination, if they’re
fiction. And if they’re nonfiction, it’s worse, one professor calling another an
idiot, one philosopher screaming down another’s gullet*. All of them running
about, putting out the stars and extinguishing the sun. You come away lost.”
“Well, then, what if a fireman accidentally, really not intending anything,
takes a book home with him?”
Montag twitched*. The open door looked at him with its great vacant* eye.
“A natural error. Curiosity alone,” said Beatty. “We don’t get over anxious
or mad. We let the fireman keep the book twenty-four hours. If he hasn’t
burned it by then, we simply come burn it for him.”
“Of course.” Montag’s mouth was dry.
“Well, Montag. Will you take another, later shift*, today? Will we see you
tonight perhaps?”
“I don’t know,” said Montag.
“What?” Beatty looked faintly surprised.
Montag shut his eyes. “I’ll be in later. Maybe.”
“We’d certainly miss you if you didn’t show,” said Beatty, putting his
pipe in his pocket thoughtfully.
I’ll never come in again, thought Montag.
“Get well and keep well,” said Beatty.
He turned and went out through the open door.
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1. What is the difference between conformity and equality?
2. The American Constitution guarantees equality of rights? What about of thoughts?
3. Does the happiness of multitudes depend on conformity?
4. How does this extract from Fahrenheit 451 answer the three previous questions?
5. Find all possible similarities between the vision this chapter from Fahrenheit 451 gives you and any other from the
following ones previously read: Mister Toussan", "Alice's Restaurant", "The Valley of Ashes", "Report
from Zenith", "The Yellow Wall-Paper" and "Bartleby".
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Shotwell keeps the jacks* and the rubber ball in his attaché case* and will
not a l l o w m e t o p l a y w i t h t h e m . H e p l a y s w i t h t h e m , a l o n e , s i t t i n g o n
the floor near the console hour after hour, chanting “onesies, twosies,
t h r e e s i e s , f o u r s i e s* ” i n a p r e c i s e , w e l l - m o d u l a t e d v o i c e , n o t s o l o u d a s
to be annoying, not so soft as to allow me to forget. I point out to
Shotwell that two can derive more enjoyment from playing jacks than
one, but he is not interested. I have asked repeatedly to be allowed to
p l a y b y m y s e l f , b u t h e s i m p l y s h a k es h is h ead . “Why ?” I ask . “Th ey ’re
min e,” h e say s. An d wh en he has fin ish ed, wh en h e h as sated * h imself,
b ack th ey g o in to th e attach é case.
It is u n fair b u t there is n o th in g I can d o ab ou t it. I am ach ing * to get
my h an d s o n th em.
Shotwell and I watch the console. Shotwell and I live under the ground
and watch the console. If certain events take place upon the console, we are
to insert our keys in the appropriate locks and turn our keys. Shotwell has a
key and I have a key. If we turn our keys simultaneously the bird* flies,
certain switches are activated and the bird flies. But the bird never flies. In
one hundred thirty-three days the bird has not flown. Meanwhile Shotwell
and I watch each other. We each wear a .45 and if Shotwell behaves strangely
I am supposed to shoot him. If I behave strangely Shotwell is supposed to
shoot me. We watch the console and think about shooting each other and
think about the bird. Shotwell’s behavior with the jacks is strange. Is it
strange? I do not know. Perhaps he is merely a selfish bastard, perhaps his
character is flawed, perhaps his childhood was twisted*. I do not know.
Each of us wears a .45 and each of us is supposed to shoot the other if the
other is behaving strangely. How strangely is strangely? I do not know. In
addition to the .45 I have a .38 which Shotwell does not know about concealed
in my attaché case, and Shotwell has a .25 caliber Beretta which I do not
know about strapped to his right calf. Sometimes instead of watching the
console I pointedly watch Shotwell’s .45, but this is simply a ruse*, simply a
maneuver, in reality I am watching his hand when it dangles* in the vicinity
of his right calf *. If he decides I am behaving strangely he will shoot me not
with the .45 but with the Beretta. Similarly Shotwell pretends to watch my
.45 but he is really watching my hand resting idly* atop my attaché case, my
hand resting idly atop my attaché case, my hand. My hand resting idly atop*
my attaché case.
In the beginning I took care to behave normally. So did Shotwell. Our
behavior was painfully normal. Norms of politeness, consideration, speech,
and personal habits were scrupulously observed. But then it became apparent *
that an error had been made, that our relief was not going to arrive. Owing to
an oversight*. Owing to an oversight we have been here for one hundred
thirty-three days. When it became clear that an error had been made, that we
were not to be relieved, the norms were relaxed. Definitions of normality
were redrawn* in the agreement of January 1, called by us, The Agreement.
Uniform regulations were relaxed, and mealtimes are no longer rigorously
scheduled. We eat when we are hungry and sleep when we are tired.
Considerations of rank and precedence * were temporarily put aside*, a
handsome * concession on the part of Shotwell, who is a captain, whereas I
am only a first lieutenant. One of us watches the console at all times rather
than two of us watching the console at all times, except when we are both
on our feet. One of us watches the console at all times and if the bird flies
then that one wakes the other and we turn our keys in the locks simultaneously and the bird flies. Our system involves a delay* of perhaps twelve
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seconds but I do not care because I am not well, and Shotwell does not care
because he is not himself. After the agreement was signed Shotwell produced the jacks and the rubber ball from his attaché case, and I began to
write a series of descriptions of forms occurring in nature, such as a shell, a
leaf, a stone, an animal. On the walls.
Shotwell plays jacks and I write descriptions of natural forms on the
walls.
Shotwell is enrolled in a USAFI course which leads to a master’s degree
in business administration from the University of Wisconsin (although we
are not in Wisconsin, we are in Utah, Montana or Idaho). When we went
down it was in either Utah, Montana or Idaho, I don’t remember. We have
been here for one hundred thirty-three days owing to an oversight*. The pale
green reinforced concrete walls sweat and the air conditioning zips* on and
off erratically* and Shotwell reads Introduction to Marketing by Lassiter
and Munk, making notes with a blue ballpoint pen. Shotwell is not himself
but I do not know it, he presents a calm aspect and reads Introduction to
Marketing and makes his exemplary notes with a blue ballpoint pen,
meanwhile controlling the .38 in my attaché case with one-third of his
attention. I am not well.
We have been here one hundred thirty-three days owing to* an
oversight*. Although now we are not sure what is oversight, what is plan.
Perhaps the plan is for us to stay here permanently, or if not permanently at
least for a year, for three hundred sixty-five days. Or if not for a year for
some number of days known to them and not known to us, such as two
hundred days. Or perhaps they are observing our behavior in some way,
sensors of some kind, perhaps our behavior determines the number of days.
It may be that they are pleased with us, with our behavior, not in every detail
but in sum. Perhaps the whole thing is very successful, perhaps the whole
thing is an experiment and the experiment is very su ccessful. I do not know.
But I suspect that the only way they ca n p ersu ade su n -lo v in g creatu res
into their pale green sweating reinforced concrete rooms under the ground
is to say that th e sy stem is twelv e h o urs on , twelv e h o urs off. And then
lock us below* for some number of days known to them and not known to
us. We eat well although the frozen enchiladas* are damp when defrosted
and the fro zen dev il’s fo od cak e is so ur an d un tasty. We sleep u n ea sily
and acrimoniously*. I hear Shotwell shouting in his sleep, objecting,
denouncing, cursing sometimes, weeping sometimes, in his sleep. When
Shotwell sleeps I try to pick* the lock on his attaché case, so as to get at
the jacks. Thus far I have been unsuccessful. Nor has Shotwell been
successful in picking the locks on my attaché case so as to get at the .38. I
have seen the marks on the shiny surface. I laughed, in the latrine*, pale
green walls sweating and the air conditioning whispering, in the latrine.
I write descriptions of natural forms on the walls, scratching them on
the tile surface with a diamond. The diamond is a two and one-half carat
solitaire* I had in my attaché case when we went down. It was for Lucy.
The south wall of the room containing the console is already covered. I
have described a shell, a leaf, a stone, animals, a baseball bat. I am aware
that the baseball bat is not a natural form. Yet I described it. “The baseball
bat,” I said, “is typically made of wood. It is typically one meter in length
or a little longer, fat at one end, tapering* to afford a comfortable grip at
the other. The end with the handhold typically offers a slight rim, or lip, at
the nether* extremity, to prevent slippage.” My description of the baseball
bat ran to 4500 words, all scratched with a diamond on the south wall.
Does Shotwell read what I have written? I do not know. I am aware that
Shotwell regards my writing-behavior as a little strange. Yet it is no stranger
than his jacks-behavior, or the day he appeared in black bathing trunks*
with the .25 caliber Beretta strapped to his right calf and stood over the
console, trying to span* with his two arms outstretched the distance between
the locks. He could not do it, I had already tried, standing over the console
with my two arms outstretched*, the distance is too great. I was moved to
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comment but did not comment, comme nt would have provoked countercomment, comment would have led God knows where. They had in their
infinite patience, in their infinite foresig ht*, in their infinite wisdom already
imagined a man standing over the console with his two arms outstretched,
trying to span* with his two arms outstretched the distance between the locks.
Shotwell is not himself. He has made certain overtures*. The burden of
his message is not clear. It has something to do with the keys, with the locks.
Shotwell is a strange person. He appears to be less affected by our situation
than I. He goes about his business stolidly*, watching the console, studying
Introduction to Marketing, bouncing his rubber ball on the floor in a steady,
rhythmical, conscientious manner. He appears to be less affected by our
situation than I am. He is stolid. He says nothing. But he has made certain
overtures, certain overtures have been made. I am not sure that I understand
them. They have something to do with the keys, with the locks. Shotwell has
something in mind. Stolidly* he shucks* the shiny silver paper from the
frozen enchiladas, stolidly he stuffs* them into the electric oven. But he has
something in mind. But there must be a quid pro quo. I insist on a quid pro
quo*. I have something in mind.
I am not well. I do not know our target*. They do not tell us for which city
the bird is targeted. I do not know. That is planning. That is not my
responsibility. My responsibility is to watch the console and when certain
events take place upon the console, turn my key in the lock. Shotwell bounces
the rubber ball on the floor in a steady, stolid, rhythmical manner. I am
aching* to get my hands on the ball, on the jacks. We have been here one
hundred thirty-three days owing to an oversight*. I write on the walls.
Shotwell chants “onesies, twosies, threesies, foursies” in a precise, wellmodulated voice. Now he cups* the jacks and the rubber ball in his hands
and rattles* them suggestively. I do not know for which city the bird is
targeted. Shotwell is not himself.
Sometimes I cannot sleep. Sometimes Shotwell cannot sleep. Sometimes
when Shotwell cradles me in his arms and rocks me to sleep, singing Brahms’
“Guten abend, gut Nacht”*, or I cradle Shotwell in my arms and rock him to
sleep, singing, I understand what it is Shotwell wishes me to do. At such
moments we are very close. But only if he will give me the jacks. That is
fair. There is something he wants me to do with my key, while he does
something with his key. But only if he will give me my turn. That is fair. I
am not well.
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1. What seems to be the official attitude of Shotwell and the narrator?
2. What have they appointed each other to do in case either "behaves strangely"?
3. Doomed to their own actions and the other's interpretation of those actions, what are they striving to retain? How?
4. What images contrast their underground missile-silo world with its pale green, reinforced concrete walls and whine
of the air conditioning?
5. What people in this book live in worlds that are dehumanized, cold, chaotic we have often had occasional glimpses
of different worlds they'd rather have or create? What images in this story also describe those two conflicting
worlds?
6. What people in this book have been "prisoners" of some sort? Who or what held them in bondage?
7

a) Find all possible similarities between the vision in this text and any other from the following ones previously read:
"Mister Toussan", "Alice's Restaurant", "The Valley of Ashes ", "Report from Zenith", "The Yellow Wall-Paper" and
"Bartleby".
b) What possible end to the "story of man" is suggested in all these selections?
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Downstairs, Meatball Mulligan’s lease-breaking* party was moving into its 40th
hour. On the kitchen floor, amid a litter of empty champagne fifths, were Sandor Rojas
and three friends, playing spit in the ocean* and staying awake on Heidseck and
benzedrine* pills. In the living room Duke, Vincent, Krinkles and Paco sat crouched*
over a 15-inch speaker which had been bolted into the top of a wastepaper basket,
listening to 27 watts’ worth of The Heroes’ Gate at Kiev*. They all wore hornrimmed
sunglasses and rapt expressions, and smoked funny-looking cigarettes which contained
not, as you might expect, tobacco, but an adulterated form of cannabis sativa*. This
group was the Duke di Angelis quartet. They recorded for a local label called Tambú
and had to their credit one 10" LP entitled Songs of Outer Space*. From time to time
one of them would flick* the ashes from his cigarette into the speaker cone to watch
them dance around. Meatball himself was sleeping over by the window, holding an
empty magnum* to his chest as if it were a teddy bear. Several government girls,
who worked for people like the State Department and NSA*, had passed out on
couches, chairs and in one case the bathroom sink.
This was in early February of’57 and back then there were a lot of American expatriates
around Washington, D.C., who would talk, every time they met you, about how someday
they were going to go over to Europe for real* but right now it seemed they were working
for the government. Everyone saw a fine irony* in this. They would stage, for instance,
polyglot parties where the newcomer was sort of ignored* if he couldn’t carry on*
simultaneous conversations in three or four languages. They would haunt Armenian
delicatessens for weeks at a stretch and invite you over for bulghour* and lamb in tiny
kitchens whose walls were covered with bullfight posters. They would have affairs with
sultry* girls from Andalucía or the Midi who studied economics at Georgetown. Their
Dôme was a collegiate Rathskeller out Wisconsin Avenue called the Old Heidelberg and
they had to settle* for cherry blossoms instead of lime trees* when spring came, but in
its lethargic* way their life provided, as they said, kicks*.
At the moment, Meatball’s party seemed to be gathering* its second wind*. Outside
there was rain. Rain splatted against the tar* paper on the roof and was fractured into a
fine spray off the noses, eyebrows and lips of wooden gargoyles under the eaves*, and ran
like drool* down the windowpanes. The day before, it had snowed and the day before that
there had been winds of gale* force and before that the sun had made the city glitter*
bright as April, though the calendar read early February. It is a curious season in
Washingto n, this false* spring. Somewhere in it are Lincoln’s Birthday and the Chinese New
Year, and a forlornness* in the streets because cherry blossoms are weeks away still and, as
Sarah Vaughan* has put it, spring will be a little late this year. Generally crowds like the one
which would gather in the Old Heidelberg on weekday afternoons to drink Würtzburger and
to sing Lili Marlene (not to mention The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi) are inevitably and
incorrigibly Romantic. And as every good Romantic knows, the soul (spiritus, ruach,
pneuma) is nothing, substantially, but air; it is only natural that warpings* in the atmosphere should be recapitulated in those who breathe it. So that over and above the public
components—holidays, tourist attractions—there are private meanderings*, linked to
the climate as if this spell* were a stretto* passage in the year’s fugue: haphazard
weather, aimless loves, unpredicted comm itments*: months one can easily spend in
fugue*, because oddly enough, later on winds, rains, passions of February and March are
never remembered in that city, it is as if they had never been.
The last bass notes of The Heroes’ Gate boomed* up through the floor and woke
Callisto from an uneasy sleep. The first thing he became aware of was a small bi rd he
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had been holding gently between his hands, against his body. He turned his head
sidewise on the pillow to smile down at it, at its blue hunched-down head and sick,
lidded* eyes, wondering how many more nights he would have to give it warmth before
it was well again. He had been holding the bird like that for three days: it was the only
way he knew to restore its health. Next to him the girl stirred* and whimpered*, her arm
thrown across her face. Mingled* with the sounds of the rain came the first tentative,
querulous* morning voices of the other birds, hidden in philodendrons and small fan
palms: patches of scarlet, yellow and blue laced* through this Rousseau-like fantasy,
this hothouse* jungle it had taken him seven years to weave together. Hermetically
sealed*, it was a tiny enclave* of regularity in the city’s chaos, alien to the vagaries of
the weather, of national politics, of any civil disorder. Through trial-and-error Callisto
had perfected its ecological balance, with the help of the girl its artistic harmony, so that
the swayings* of its plant life, the stirrings* of its birds and human inhabitants were all
as integral as the rhythms of a perfectly-executed mobile. He and the girl could no
longer, of course, be omitted from that sanctuary; they had become necessary to its unity.
What they needed from outside was delivered*. They did not go out.
“Is he all right,” she whispered. She lay like a tawny* question mark facing him, her
eyes suddenly huge and dark and blinking slowly. Callisto ran a finger beneath the
feathers at the base of the bird’s neck; caressed it gently. “He’s going to be well, I think.
See: he hears his friends beginning to wake up.” The girl had heard the rain and the birds
even before she was fully awake. Her name was Aubade: she was part French and part
Annamese*, and she lived on her own curious and lonely planet, where the clouds and the
odor of poincianas*, the bitterness of wine and the accidental fingers at the small of her
back or feathery against her breasts came to her reduced inevitably to the terms of sound:
of music which emerged at intervals from a howling darkness of discordancy*. “Aubade,”
he said, “go see.” Obedient, she arose; padded* to the window, pulled aside the drapes
and after a moment said: “It is 37. Still 37.” Callisto frowned. “Since Tuesday, then,” he
said. “No change.” Henry Adams, three generations before his own, had stared aghast* at
Power; Callisto found himself now in much the same state over Thermodynamics, the
inner life of that power, realizing like his predecessor that the Virgin and the dynamo*
stand as much for love as for power; that the two are indeed identical; and that love
therefore not only makes the world go round but also makes the boccie* ball spin, the
nebula precess*. It was this latter or sidereal element which disturbed him. The cosmologists
had predicted an eventual heat-death for the universe (something like Limbo*: form and
motion abolished, heat-energy identical at every point in it); the meteorologists, day-today, staved it off* by contradicting with a reassuring array* of varied temperatures.
But for three days now, despite the changeful weather, the mercury had stayed at 37
degrees Fahrenheit. Leery* at omens* of apocalypse*, Callisto shifted beneath the covers.
His fingers pressed the bird more firmly, as if needing some pulsing or suffering assurance of an early break in the temperature.
It was that last cymbal crash that did it. Meatball was hurled* wincing* into consciousness as the synchronized wagging of heads over the wastebasket stopped. The final hiss
remained for an instant in the room, then melted* into the whisper of rain outside.
“Aarrgghh,” announced Meatball in the silence, looking at the empty magnum*. Krinkles,
in slow motion, turned, smiled and held out a cigarette. “Tea time*, man,” he said. “No,
no,” said Meatball. “How many times I got to tell you guys*. Not at my place. You ought
to know, Washington is lousy* with Feds.” Krinkles looked wistful*. “Jeez, Meatball,” he
said, “you don’t want to do nothing no more.” “Hair of dog*,” said Meatball. “Only
hope. Any juice left?” He began to crawl toward the kitchen. “No champagne, I don’t
think,” Duke said. “Case of tequila behind the icebox.” They put on an Earl Bostic* side.
Meatball paused at the kitchen door, glowering* at Sandor Rojas. “Lemons” he said after
some thought. He crawled to the refrigerator and got out three lemons and some cubes,
found the tequila and set about restoring order to his nervous system. He drew blood once
cutting the lemons and had to use two hands squeezing them and his foot to crack* the ice
tray but after about ten minutes he found himself, through some miracle, beaming down
into a monster tequila sour*. “That looks yummy*,” Sandor Rojas said. “How about you
make me one.” Meatball blinked at him. “Kitchi lofas a shegitbe*,” he replied automatically, and wandered away into the bathroom. “I say,” he called out a moment later to no
one in particular. “I say, there seems to be a girl or something sleeping in the sink.” He
took her by the shoulders and shook. “Wha,” she said. “You don’t look too comfortable,”
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Meatball said. “Well,” she agreed. She stumbled to the shower, turned on the cold water
and sat down crosslegged in the spray. “That’s better,” she smiled.
“Meatball,” Sandor Rojas yelled from the kitchen. “Somebody is trying to come in the
window. A burglar, I think. A second-story man.” “What are you worrying about,”
Meatball said. “We’re on the third floor.” He loped* back into the kitchen. A shaggy*
woebegone* figure stood out on the fire escape, raking* his fingernails down the
windowpane*. Meatball opened the window. “Saul,” he said.
“Sort of wet out*,” Saul said. He climbed in, dripping. ’You heard, I guess.”
“Miriam left you,” Meatball said, “or something, is all I heard “
There was a sudden flurry* of knocking at the front door. “Do come in,” Sandor Rojas
called. The door opened and there were three coeds from George Washington, all of
whom were majoring in philosophy. They were each holding a gallon of Chianti*. Sandor
leaped up and dashed* into the living room. “We heard there was a party,” one blonde
said. “Young blood,” Sandor shouted. He was an ex-Hungarian freedom fighter who had
easily the worst chronic case of what certain critics of the middle class have called Don
Giovannism in the District of Columbia. Purché porti la gonnella, voi sapete quel che fa*.
Like Pavlov’s dog: a contralto voice or a whiff* of Arpège and Sandor would begin to
salivate. Meatball regarded the trio blearily* as they filed into the kitchen; he shrugged.
“Put the wine in the icebox,” he said “and good morning.”
Aubade’s neck made a golden bow as she bent over the sheets of foolscap*, scribbling
away in the green murk* of the room. “As a young man at Princeton,” Callisto was
dictating, nestling the bird against the gray hairs of his chest, “Callisto had learned a
mnemonic device* for remembering the Laws of Thermodynamics*: you can’t win,
things are going to get worse before they get better, who says they’re going to get better.
At the age of 54, confronted with Gibbs’ notion of the universe, he suddenly realized that
undergraduate cant* had been oracle*, after all. That spindly maze* of equations became,
for him, a vision of ultimate, cosmic heat-death. He had known all along, of course, that
nothing but a theoretical engine or system ever runs at 100% efficiency; and above the
theorem of Clausius, which states that the entropy* of an isolated system always continually increases. It was not, however, until Gibbs and Boltzmann* brought to this principle
the methods of statistical mechanics that the horrible significance of it all dawned* on
him: only then did he realize that the isolated system-galaxy, engine, human being,
culture, whatever—must evolve spontaneously toward the Condition of the More Probable*. He was forced, therefore, in the sad dying fall of middle age, to a radical reevaluation
of everything he had learned up to then; all the cities and seasons and casual passions of
his days had now to be looked at in a new and elusive* light. He did not know if he was
equal to the task. He was aware of the dangers of the reductive fallacy* and, he hoped,
strong enough not to drift into the graceful decadence of an enervated fatalism. H is had
always been a vigorous, Italian sort of pessimism: like Machiavelli, he allowed the forces of
virtù and fortuna to be about 50/50; but the equations now introduced a random* factor
which pushed the odds to some unutterable* and indeterminate ratio which he found
himself afraid to calculate.” Around him loomed* vague hothouse shapes; the pitifully
small heart fluttered against his own. Counterpointed against his words the girl heard the
chatter* of birds and fitful* car honkings scattered alon g the wet morning and Earl
Bostic’s alto rising in occasional wild peaks* through the floor. The architectonic
purity of her world was constantly threatened by such hints of anarchy*: gaps a nd
excrescences* and skew* lines, and a shifting or tilting of planes to which she had
continually to readjust lest* the whole structure shiver* into a disarray* of discrete and
meaningless signals. Callisto had described the process once as a kind of “feedback”: she
crawled into dreams each night with a sense of exhaustion*, and a desperate resolve never to
relax that vigilance. Even in the brief periods when Callisto made love to her, soaring* above
the bowing* of taut* nerves in haphazard double-stops would be the one singing string of
her determination.
“Nevertheless,’ continued Callisto, “he found in entropy* or the measure of disorganization for a closed system an adequate metaphor to apply to certain phenomena in
his own world. He saw, for example, the younger generation responding to Madison
Avenue with the same spleen* his own had once reserved for Wall Street: and in
American ‘consumerism’ discovered a similar tendency from the least to the most
probable, from differentiation to sameness, from ordered individuality to a kind of
chaos*. He found himself, in short, restating Gibbs’ prediction in social terms, and
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envisioned a heat-death for his culture* in which ideas, like heat-energy, would no
longer be transferred, since each point in it would ultimately have the same quantity of
energy; and intellectual motion would, accordingly, cease.” He glanced up* suddenly.
“Check it now,” he said. Again she rose and peered out at the thermometer. “37” she
said. “The rain has stopped.” He bent his head quickly and held his lips against a
quivering* wing. “Then it will change soon,” he said, trying to keep his voice firm.
Sitting on the stove* Saul was like any big rag doll that a kid has been taking out some
incomprehensible rage on. “What happened,” Meatball said. “If you feel like talking, I
mean.”
“Of course I feel like talking,” Saul said. “One thing I did, I slugged* her.”
“Discipline must be maintained.”
“Ha, ha. I wish you’d been there. Oh Meatball, it was a lovely fight. She ended up
throwing a Handbook of Chemistry and Physics at me, only it missed and went through
the window, and when the glass broke I reckon something in her broke too. She stormed
out of the house crying, out in the rain. No raincoat or anything.”
“She’ll be back.”
“No.”
“Well.” Soon Meatball said: “It was something earth-shattering*, no doubt. Like who
is better, Sal Mineo or Ricky Nelson*.”
“What it was above,” Saul said, “was communication theory. Which of course makes
it very hilarious.”
“I don’t know anything about communication theory”
“Neither does my wife. Come right down to it, who does? That’s the joke.”
When Meatball saw the kind of smile Saul had on his face he said: “Maybe you would
like tequila or something.”
“No. I mean, I’m sorry. It’s a field you can go off the deep end in, is all. You get where
you’re watching all the time for security cops* behind bushes, around corners. MUFFET
is top secret.”
“Wha.”
“Multi-unit factorial field electronic tabulator.”
“You were fighting about that.”
“Miriam has been reading science fiction again. That and Scientific American. It
seems she is, as we say, bugged* at this idea of computers acting like people. I made the
mistake of saying you can just as well turn that around, and talk about human behavior
like a program fed* into an IBM machine.”
“Why not,” Meatball said.
“Indeed, why not. In fact it is sort of crucial to communication, not to mention
information theory. Only when I said that she hit the roof*. Up went the balloon. And I
can’t figure out why. If anybody should know why, I should. I refuse to believe the
government is wasting taxpayers’ money on me, when it has so many bigger and better
things to waste it on.”
Meatball made a moue*. “Maybe she thought you were acting like a cold, dehumanized amoral scientist type.”
“My god,” Saul flung* up an arm. “Dehumanized. How much more human can I get?
I worry, Meatball, I do. There are Europeans wandering around North Africa these days
with their tongues torn out* of their heads because those tongues have spoken the wrong
words. Only the Europeans thought they were the right words.”
“Language barrier,” Meatball suggested.
Saul jumped down off the stove*. “That,” he said, angry, “is a good candidate for sick
joke of the year. No, ace, it is not a barrier. If it is anything it’s a kind of leakage*. Tell
a girl: ‘I love you.’ No trouble with two-thirds of that, it’s a closed circuit. Just you and
she. But that nasty four-letter word in the middle, that’s the one you have to look out for.
Ambiguity. Redundance. Irrelevance, even. Leakage. All this is noise. Noise screws* up
your signal, makes for disorganization in the circuit.”
Meatball shuffled* around. “Well, now, Saul,” he muttered, “you’re sort of, I don’t
know, expecting a lot from people. I mean, you know. What it is is, most of the things we
say, I guess, are mostly noise*.”
“Ha! Half of what you just said, for example.”
“Well, you do it too.”
“I know.” Saul smiled grimly*. “It’s a bitch*, ain’t it.”

ideological system

cast a quick look up

trembling
(estufa)

hit with fist a hard
blow

transcendental
actors in a TV show
at the time of the
story

guards, watchmen

curious, obsessed

introduced

became very
furious

grimace

raised, threw

(arrancadas)

(estufa)
dripping, (fuga)

messes, distorts

dragged, (rebulló)

redundance, fugue

harshly, severely /
(Esto es un asco)

479

230

235

240

245

250

255

260

265

270

275

280

285

480

“I bet that’s what keeps divorce lawyers in business. Whoops.”
“Oh I’m not sensitive. Besides,” frowning, “you’re right. You find I think that most
‘successful’ marriages —Miriam and me, up to last night— are sort of founded* on
compromises*. You never run at top efficiency, usually all you have is a minimum basis
for a workable thing. I believe the phrase is Togetherness*.”
“Aarrgghh.”
“Exactly. You find that one a bit noisy*, don’t you. But the noise content is different
for each of us because you’re a bachelor* and I’m not. Or wasn’t. The hell with it.”
“Well sure,” Meatball said, trying to be helpful, “you were using different words. By
‘human being’ you meant something that you can look at like it was a computer. It helps
you think better on the job or something. But Miriam meant something entirely—”
“The hell with it.”
Meatball fell silent. “I’ll take that drink,” Saul said after a while.
The card game had been abandoned and Sandor’s friends were slowly getting wasted*
on tequila. On the living room couch, one of the coeds* and Krinkles were engaged in
amorous* conversation. “No,” Krinkles was saying, “no, I can’t put Dave down. In fact
I give Dave a lot of credit, man. Especially considering his accident and all.” The girl’s
smile faded*. “How terrible,” she said. “What accident?” “Hadn’t you heard?” Krinkles
said. “When Dave was in the army, just a private E-2*, they sent him down to Oak Ridge
on special duty. Something to do with the Manhattan Project. He was handling hot* stuff* one
day and got an overdose of radiation. So now he’s got to wear lead* gloves* all the time.”
She shook her head sympathetically. “What an awful break* for a piano-player.”
Meatball had abandoned Saul to a bottle of tequila and was about to go to sleep in a
closet when the front door flew open and the place was invaded by five enlisted personnel
of the U.S. Navy, all in varying stages of abomination*. “This is the place,” shouted a fat,
pimply* seaman apprentice who had lost his white hat. “This here is the hoorhouse* that
chief was telling us about.” A stringy*-looking 3rd class boatswain*’s mate pushed him
aside and cased* the living room. “You’re right, Slab,” he said. “But it don’t look like
much, even for Stateside. I seen better tail* in Naples, Italy.” “How much, hey,” boomed
a large seaman with adenoids*, who was holding a Mason jar full of white lightning. “Oh,
my god,” said Meatball.
Outside the temperature remained constant at 37 degrees Fahrenheit. In the hothouse
Aubade stood absently caressing the branches of a young mimosa*, hearing a motif of
sap*-rising, the rough and unresolved anticipatory theme of those fragile pink blossoms
which, it is said, insure fertility. That music rose in a tangled tracery*: arabesques of
order competing fugally* with the improvised discords* of the party downstairs, which
peaked sometimes in cusps* and ogees* of noise. That precious signal-to-noise ratio,
whose delicate balance required every calorie of her strength, seesawed* inside the small
tenuous* skull as she watched Callisto, sheltering* the bird. Callisto was trying to confront
any idea of the heat-death now, as he nuzzled* the feathery* lump * in his hands. He
sought correspondences. Sade*, of course. And Temple Drake, gaunt* and hopeless in her
little park in Paris, at the end of Sanctuary* . Final equilibrium. Nightwood*. And the
tango. Any tango, but more than any perhaps the sad sick dance in Stravinsky’s L’Histoire
du Soldat*. He thought back: what had tango music been for them after the war, what
meanings had he missed in all the stately coupled automatons in the cafés-dansants, or in
the metronomes which had ticked behind the eyes of his own partners? Not even the
clean constant winds of Switzerland could cure the grippe espagnole: Stravinsky had
had it, they all had had it. And how many musicians were left after Passchendaele, after
the Marne? It came down in this ease to seven: violin, double-bass. Clarinet, bassoon.
Cornet, trombone. Tympani. Almost as if any tiny troupe of saltimbanques had set about
conveying the same information as a full pit-orchestra. There was hardly a full complement left in Europe. Yet with violin and tympani Stravinsky had managed to communicate in that tango the same exhaustion, the same airlessness one saw in the slicked*down youths who were trying to imitate Vernon Castle*, and in their mistresses, who
simply did not care. Ma maîtresse. Celeste. Returning to Nice after the second war he
had found that café replaced by a perfume shop which catered* to American tourists.
And no secret vestige of her in the cobblestones or in the old pension next door; no
perfume to match her breath heavy with the sweet Spanish wine she always drank. And
so instead he had purchased a Henry Miller novel and left for Paris, and read the book on
the train so that when he arrived he had been given at least a little forewarning*. And
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saw that Celeste and the others and even Temple Drake were not all that had changed.
“Aubade” he said, “my head aches.” The sound of his voice generated in the girl an
answering scrap* of melody. Her movement toward the kitchen, the towel, the cold
water, and his eyes following her formed a weird* and intricate canon*; as she placed the
compress on his forehead his sigh of gratitude seemed to signal a new subject, another series
of modulations.
“No,” Meatball was still saying, “no, I’m afraid not. This is not a house of ill*
repute. I’m sorry, really I am.” Slab was adamant*. “But the chief said,” he kept
repeating. The seaman offered to swap* the moonshine* for a good piece*. Meatball
looked around frantically, as if seeking assistance. In the middle of the room, the Duke
di Angelis quartet were engaged* in a historic moment. Vincent was seated and the others
standing: they were going through the motions of a group having a session, only without
instruments. “I say” Meatball said. Duke moved his head a few times, smiled faintly *, lit
a cigarette, and eventually caught sight of Meatball. “Quiet, man, he whispered. Vincent
began to fling* his arms around, his fists clenched*; then, abruptly*, was still, then
repeated the performance. This went on for a few minutes while Meatball sipped* his
drink moodily*. The navy had withdrawn to the kitchen. Finally at some invisible signal
the group stopped tapping* their feet and Duke grinned* and said, “At least we ended
together.”
Meatball glared* at him. “I say,” he said. “I have this new conception, man,” Duke
said. “You remember your namesake. You remember Gerry.”
“No,” said Meatball. “I’ll remember April*, if that’s any help.”
“As a matter of fact,” Duke said, “it was Love for Sale. Which shows how much you
know. The point is, it was Mulligan, Chet Baker* and that crew*, way back then, out
yonder. You dig*?”
“Baritone sax,” Meatball said. “Something about a baritone sax.”
“But no piano, man. No guitar. Or accordion. You know what that means.”
“Not exactly,” Meatball said.
“Well first let me just say, that I am no Mingus, no John Lewis*. Theory was never my
strong point. I mean things like reading were always difficult for me and all —”
“I know,” Meatball said drily. “You got your card* taken away because you
changed key* on Happy Birthday at a Kiwanis Club picnic.”
“Rotarian. But it occurred to me, in one of these flashes of insight, that if that first
quartet of Mulligan’s had no piano, it could only mean one thing.”
“No chords*,” said Paco, the baby-faced bass.
“What he is trying to say,” Duke said, “is no root* chords. Nothing to listen to while
you blow a horizontal line. What one does in such a case is, one thinks* the roots.”
A horrified awareness was dawning* on Meatball. “And the next logical extension,”
he said.
“Is to think everything,” Duke announced with simple dignity. “Roots, line, everything.”
Meatball looked at Duke, awed*. “But,” he said.
“Well,” Duke said modestly, “there are a few bugs* to work out.”
“But,” Meatball said.
“Just listen,” Duke said. “You’ll catch on.” And off they went again into orbit,
presumably somewhere around the asteroid belt. After a while Krinkles made an embouchure* and started moving his fingers and Duke clapped his hand to his forehead. “Oaf!”
he roared. “The new head we’re using, you remember, I wrote last night?” “Sure,”
Krinkles said, “the new head I come in on the bridge*. All your heads I come in then.”
“Right,” Duke said. “So why—” “Wha,” said Krinkles, “16 bars, I wait, I come in —”
“16?” Duke said. “No. No, Krinkles. Eight you waited. You want me to sing it? A
cigarette that bears a lipstick’s traces, an airline ticket to romantic places.” Krinkles
scratched* his head. “These Foolish Things, you mean.” “Yes,” Duke said, “yes, Krinkles.
Bravo.” “Not I’ll Remember April,” Krinkles said. “Minghte morte,” said Duke. “I
figured we were playing it a little slow,” Krinkles said. Meatball chuckled*. “Back to the
old drawing board,” he said. “No, man,” Duke said, “back to the airless void*.” And they
took off again, only it seemed Paco was playing in G sharp* while the rest were in E
flat*, so they had to start all over.
In the kitchen two of the girls from George Washington and the sailors were singing
Let’s All Go Down and Piss on the Forrestal. There was a two-handed, bilingual morra*
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game on over by the icebox. Saul had filled several paper bags with water and was
sitting on the fire escape, dropping them on passersby in the street. A fat government girl
in a Bennington sweatshirt, recently engaged* to an ensign* attached to the Forrestal*,
came charging into the kitchen, head lowered, and butted* Slab in the stomach. Figuring
this was as good an excuse for a fight as any, Slab’s buddies* piled in. The morra
players were nose-to-nose, screaming trois*, sette* at the tops of their lungs. From the
shower the girl Meatball had taken out of the sink announced that she was drowning*.
She had apparently sat on the drain* and the water was now up to her neck. The noise in
Meatball’s apartment had reached a sustained, ungodly* crescendo*.
Meatball stood and watched, scratching his stomach lazily*. The way he figured, there
were only about two ways he could cope*: (a) lock himself in the closet and maybe
eventually they would all go away, or (b) try to calm everybody down, one by one. (a) was
certainly the more attractive alternative. But then he started thinking about that closet. It
was dark and stuffy* and he would be alone. He did not feature being alone. And then this
crew off the good ship Lollipop* or whatever it was might take it upon themselves to kick
down the closet door, for a lark. And if what happened he would be, at the very least,
embarrassed. The other way was more a pain in the neck, but probably better in the long
run.
So he decided to try and keep his lease-breaking* party from deteriorating into total
chaos*: he gave wine to the sailors and separated the morra players; he introduced the fat
government girl to Sandor Rojas, who would keep her out of trouble; he helped the girl in
the shower to dry off and get into bed; he had another talk with Saul; he called a
repairman for the refrigerator, which someone had discovered was on the blink*. This is
what he did until nightfall, when most of the revellers* had passed out and the party
trembled on the threshold of its third day.
Upstairs Callisto, helpless in the past, did not feel the faint rhythm inside the bird
begin to slacken* and fail. Aubade was by the window, wandering the ashes of her own
lovely world; the temperature held steady, the sky had become a uniform darkening gray.
Then something from downstairs —a girl’s scream, an overturned chair, glass dropped
on the floor, he would never know what exactly— pierced that private time-warp* and
he became aware of the faltering, the constriction of muscles, the tiny*
tossings* of the bird’s head; and his own pulse began to pound more fiercely, as if trying
to compensate. “Aubade,” he called weakly, “he’s dying.” The girl, flowing and rapt,
crossed the hothouse to gaze down at Callisto’s hands. The two remained like that,
poised*, for one minute, and two, while the heartbeat ticked a graceful diminuendo
down at last into stillness. Callisto raised his head slowly. “I held him,” he protested,
impotent with the wonder* of it, “to give him the warmth of my body. Almost as if I
were communicating life to him, or a sense of life. What has happened? Has the transfer
of heat ceased to work? Is there no more . . .” He did not finish.
“I was just at the window,” she said. He sank back, terrified. She stood a moment
more, irresolute*; she had sensed his obsession long ago, realized somehow that that
constant 37 was now decisive. Suddenly then, as if seeing the single* and unavoidable*
conclusion to all this he moved swiftly* to the window before Callisto could speak; tore
away the drapes and smashed out the glass with two exquisite hands which came away
bleeding and glistening with splinters*; and turned to face the man on the bed and wait
with him until the moment of equilibrium was reached, when 37 degrees Fahrenheit
should prevail both outside and inside, and forever, and the hovering, curious dominant*
of their separate lives should resolve into a tonic of darkness and the final absence
of all motion.

ambas, indican un número con los dedos de
la mano; gana la que
acierta la suma total.)
(prometida) / officer
/ aircraft-carrier
(embistió, dió un cabezazo)
friends
three / seven
(ahogándose)
(desagüe)
infernally / gradually
louder till a climax
indolently
bear, tolerate

(poco ventilado)
Allusion to the film
Good Ship Lollipop
where Shirley Temple
sang the Lollipop
(Piruleta) song

unforgettable, (sonada)
decomposition,
entropy

out of order, amiss,
broken
(jaraneros, juerguistas)

decelerate

(urdimbre, trama)
very small
movements

self-controlled, calm

(asombro)

hesitant
unique / inevitable
rapidly

fragments, (trozos,
esquirlas)
In classical music the
fifth degree of a scale
which recalls the tonic,
that is, the main note
around which a piece
of music is centered.
When the tonic is finally sounded, one has the
impression of the piece´s
conclusion, here to its
entropic or subverted
end.

1. The story takes place in two different settings; it is an experiment in counterpoint: one reality set against the other. Which are those settings?
What is similar in both?
2. What vision of time and history and of culture does "Entropy" purport?: a) As regarding time, time itself seems to have no purpose except to
continue indefinitely, and we are often told that it will eventually pull all life down into a heat-death in which no form of life will be able to come to
birth at all. To which areas or systems do you see this applying? b) As regarding history, the record of humanity from the beginning is so psychotic
that it is difficult not to feel, with Joyce's Stephen Dedalus, that history is rather a nightmare from which we are trying to awake. Furthermore Marxist
historical process appears to have betrayed the millions of people who have tried to live by it. In what sense does this story by Pynchon make us
re-examine our visions of history and time? c) What about culture? Are we, like Oedipus, about to answer the Sphinx and be blind?
3. In what sense is “Entropy's” vision very similar to Poe’s “The Fall of the House of Usher” or Eliot's The Waste Land?
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The Mother
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Abortions will not let you forget.
You remember the children you got that you did not get,
The damp* small pulps* with a little or with no hair,
The singers and workers that never handled the air.
You will never neglect* or beat*
Them, or silence or buy with a sweet.
You will never wind up* the sucking-thumb*
Or scuttle off* ghosts that come.
You will never leave them, controlling your luscious* sigh*,
Return for a snack* of them, with gobbling* mother-eye.
I have heard in the voices of the wind the voices of my dim*
killed children.
I have contracted*. I have eased*
My dim dears at the breasts they could never suck*.
I have said, Sweets, if I sinned, if I seized
Your luck
And your lives from your unfinished reach,
If I stole* your births and your names,
Your straight baby tears and your games,
Your stilted* or lovely loves, your tumults, your marriages,
aches, and your deaths,
If I poisoned the beginnings of your breaths,
Believe that even in my deliberateness* I was not deliberate*.
Though why should I whine*,
Whine that the crime was other than mine?—
Since anyhow you are dead.
Or rather, or instead,
You were never made.
But that too. I am afraid,
Is faulty: oh, what shall I say, how is the truth to be said?
You were born, you had body, you died.
It is just that you never giggled* or planned or cried.
Believe me, I loved you all.
Believe me, I knew you, though faintly*, and I loved, I loved you
All.

The Bean* Eaters

1960

They eat beans mostly, this old yellow* pair.
Dinner is a casual* affair.
Plain chipware* on a plain and creaking wood,
Tin flatware*.

5

slightly wet / fleshy parts

ignore / spank, punish,
strike, slap
(envolver) / (el dedo que
se chupa)
scare away, (hacer que
huyan), conjure
pleasurable / (suspiro)
bite, mouthful / devouring
affection
recondite

cramped them into my bosom
/ appeased, (apaciguado)
nourish from

took without right or permission
affected, unnatural, (pomposos, ampulosos)

resoluteness / I did not do
it on purpose
complain in a querulous
tone, (gañir)

laughed nervously or
in a silly manner

not well

(Alubias de bote; probablemente la comida más
barata en EE.UU.)
color of gold
(familiar, sencillo, natural)
a table wear that
chips easily
cutlery that didn't
shine

Two who are Mostly Good.
Two who have lived their day,
But keep on putting on their clothes
And putting things away.
And remembering . . .
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Remembering, with tinklings* and twinges*,
As they lean over the beans in their rented back room
that is full of beads and receipts and dolls and
cloths, tobacco crumbs*, vases and fringes*.

happy memories /
painful memories

(migajas) / ornaments

1. What do we imply about this old couple and their life style from the details in lines 1-4 about their diet, dishes, dinnertable, and
cutlery?
2. In that long last line, what is suggested by the things they have saved and stored?

We Real Cool*

1960

The Pool Players.
Seven at the Golden Shovel*

Marvellous,
Excellent

(Pala)

We real cool. We
Left school. We
Lurk* late. We
Strike straight. We
5

Stay or Hang around,
Linger, Lie hidden

Sing sin. We
Thin* gin. We

Reduce

Jazz June*. We
Die soon.

jazz singeress

1

Read the poem to find out syllable stresses and describe the rhythms and technique by which they are produced:
a) What if you don't stress "we", but read them lightly? Is the word 'We' stressed more heavily, less heavily, or just as heavily at the
end of the line as it would be at the beginning?
b) What happens to the verbs? Does placing them at the beginning of the line give them any extra stress?
c) What happens to the length of the last line? What effect does it produce?
2. What does the subtitle tell us about the speakers of the poem?
3. How old are the players? How do they characterize themselves? Are they real cool or real fool to die so young like that?
4. What does the poem seem to be saying about 'Seven' or about people like them? How does the form of the poem express or
emphasize the overall feeling?

Lucille Clifton (1936-)
in the inner city

5

10

15

Winnie song

1969

in the inner city
or
like we call it
home
we think a lot about uptown
and the silent nights
and the houses straight as
dead men
and the pastel lights
and we hang on to our no place
happy to be alive
and in the inner city
or
like we call it
home

5

10

1987

a dark wind is blowing
the townships into town.
they have burned your house
winnie mandela
but your house has been on fire
a hundred years.
they have locked your husband
in a cage
and it has made him free.
Madela. Madala. Mandala
is universe. the universe
is burning. a dark wind is blowing
the homelands into home.

1. To what extent do these two poems present ordinary woman trying to deal with the fears and joys of everyday life?
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Maya Angelou (1928-)
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[The Peckerwood 1 Dentist and Momma’s Incredible Powers]
from I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings
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1969

The Angel of the candy counter* had found me out at last, and was exacting*
excruciating* penance* for all the stolen Milky Ways, Mounds, Mr. Goodbars
and Hersheys with Almonds. I had two cavities* that were rotten to the gums*.
The pain was beyond the bailiwick* of crushed* aspirins or oil of cloves*. Only
one thing could help me, so I prayed earnestly that I’d be allowed to sit under the
house and have the building collapse on my left jaw. Since there was no Negro
dentist in Stamps*, nor doctor either, for that matter, Momma had dealt with
previous toothaches by pulling them out (a string tied to the tooth with the other
end looped over* her fist), pain killers and prayer. In this particular instance the
medicine had proved ineffective*; there wasn’t enough enamel left to hook a
string on, and the prayers were being ignored because the Balancing* Angel was
blocking their passage.
I lived a few days and nights in blinding* pain, not so much toying with as
seriously considering the idea of jumping in the well*, and Momma decided I had
to be taken to a dentist. The nearest Negro dentist was in Texarkana, twenty-five
miles away, and I was certain that I’d be dead long before we reached half the
distance. Momma said we’d go to Dr. Lincoln, right in Stamps, and he’d take
care of me. She said he owed her a favor.
I knew there were a number of whitefolks in town that owed her favors. Bailey
and I had seen the books which showed how she had lent money to Blacks and
whites alike during the Depression, and most still owed her. But I couldn’t aptly
remember seeing Dr. Lincoln’s name, nor had I ever heard of a Negro’s going to
him as a patient. However, Momma said we were going, and put water on the
stove* for our baths. I had never been to a doctor, so she told me that after the
bath (which would make my mouth feel better) I had to put on freshly starched*
and ironed underclothes from inside out. The ache failed to respond to the bath,
and I knew then that the pain was more serious than that which anyone had ever
suffered.
Before we left the Store, she ordered me to brush my teeth and then wash my
mouth with Listerine. The idea of even opening my clamped jaws increased the
pain, but upon her explanation that when you go to a doctor you have to clean
yourself all over, but most especially the part that’s to be examined, I screwed up
my courage and unlocked my teeth. The cool air in my mouth and the jarring* of
my molars dislodged* what little remained of my reason. I had frozen to the pain,
my family nearly had to tie me down to take the toothbrush away. It was no small
effort to get me started on the road to the dentist. Momma spoke to all the
passers-by, but didn’t stop to chat. She explained over her shoulder that we were
going to the doctor and she’d “pass the time of day” on our way home.
Until we reached the pond* the pain was my world, an aura that haloed me for
three feet around. Crossing the bridge into whitefolks’ country, pieces* of sanity*
pushed themselves forward. I had to stop moaning and start walking straight. The
white towel, which was drawn under my chin and tied over my head, had to be
arranged. If one was dying, it had to be done in style if the dying took place in
whitefolks’ part of town.
On the other side of the bridge the ache seemed to lessen as if a whitebreeze
blew off the whitefolks and cushioned* everything in their neighborhood—including my jaw. The gravel road was smoother*, the stones smaller and the tree
branches hung down around the path and nearly covered us. If the pain didn’t
diminish then, the familiar yet strange sights hypnotized me into believing that it
had.
But my head continued to throb* with the measured insistence of a bass drum* ,
and how could a toothache pass the calaboose*, hear the songs of the prisoners,
their blues and laughter, and not be changed? How could one or two or even a

Originally, very
poor, worthless
Southern white;
later, any white
person; derogatory
name for white a
dentist, (pelanas)

shelf / (exigente)
torturing / (penitencia)
(caries) / (encías)
jurisdiction / (molidas)
/ (clavo)

The town in
Arkansas where
Angelou grew up.
encircled
(ineficaz)
(Equilibrador)
severe, excruciating,
tremendous
(pozo)

cooker

(almidonada)

jolting
displaced, removed,
(desbancó)

pool
(retazos) / (cordura)

(amortiguó)
(más suave)

pound, beat / (bombo)
slang for jail
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mouthful of angry tooth roots meet a wagonload of powhitetrash * children, endure their idiotic snobbery and not feel less important?
Behind the building which housed the dentist’s office ran a small path used by
servants and those tradespeople who catered* to the butcher and Stamps’ one
restaurant. Momma and I followed that lane to the backstairs of Dentist Lincoln’s
office. The sun was bright and gave the day a hard reality as we climbed up the
steps to the second floor.
Momma knocked on the back door and a young white girl opened it to show
surprise at seeing us there. Momma said she wanted to see Dentist Lincoln and to
tell him Annie was there. The girl closed the door firmly. Now the humiliation of
hearing Momma describe herself as if she had no last name to the young white
girl was equal to the physical pain. It seemed terribly unfair to have a toothache
and a headache and have to bear at the same time the heavy burden of Blackness.
It was always possible that the teeth would quiet down and maybe drop out of
their own accord. Momma said we would wait. We leaned in the harsh sunlight on
the shaky* railings* of the dentist’s back porch for over an hour.
He opened the door and looked at Momma. “Well, Annie, what can I do for
you?”
He didn’t see the towel around my jaw or notice my swollen* face.
Momma said, “Dentist Lincoln. It’s my grandbaby here. She got two rotten
teeth that’s giving her a fit*.”
She waited for him to acknowledge the truth of her statement. He made no
comment, orally or facially.
“She had this toothache purt’ near four days now, and today I said, ‘Young
lady, you going to the Dentist.’ ”
“Annie?”
“Yes, sir, Dentist Lincoln.”
He was choosing words the way people hunt for shells*. “Annie, you know I
don’t treat nigra, colored people.”
“I know, Dentist Lincoln. But this here is just my little grandbaby, and she
ain’t gone be no trouble to you....”
“Annie, everybody has a policy. In this world you have to have a policy. Now,
my policy is I don’t treat colored people.”
The sun had baked* the oil out of Momma’s skin and melted the Vaseline in
her hair. She shone greasily as she leaned out of the dentist’s shadow.
“Seem like to me, Dentist Lincoln, you might look after her, she ain’t nothing
but a little mite*. And seems like maybe you owe me a favor or two.”
He reddened* slightly. “Favor or no favor. The money has all been repaid to
you and that’s the end of it. Sorry, Annie.” He had his hand on the doorknob*.
“Sorry.” His voice was a bit kinder on the second “Sorry,” as if he really was.
Momma said, “I wouldn’t press on you like this for myself but I can’t
take. No. Not for my grandbaby. When you come to borrow my money you
didn’t have to beg*. You asked me, and I lent* it. Now, it wasn’t my policy.
I ain’t no moneylender, but you stood to lose this building and I tried to help
you out.”
“It’s been paid, and raising your voice won’t make me change my mind. My
policy . . .” He let go of the door and stepped nearer Momma. The three of us
were crowded on the small landing*. “Annie, my policy is I’d rather stick my
hand in a dog’s mouth than in a nigger’s.”
He had never once looked at me. He turned his back and went through the door
into the cool beyond. Momma backed up inside herself* for a few minutes. I
forgot everything except her face which was almost a new one to me. She leaned
over and took the doorknob, and in her everyday soft voice she said, “Sister, go
on downstairs. Wait for me. I’ll be there directly.”
Under the most common of circumstances I knew it did no good to argue* with
Momma. So I walked down the steep stairs, afraid to look back and afraid not to
do so. I turned as the door slammed, and she was gone.
Momma walked in that room as if she owned it. She shoved* that silly nurse
aside with one hand and strode into the dentist’s office. He was sitting in his
chair, sharpening his mean instruments and putting extra sting into his medi-
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cines. Her eyes were blazing* like live coals and her arms had doubled themselves in length. He looked up at her just before she caught him by the collar of
his white jacket.
“Stand up when you see a lady, you contemptuous scoundrel*.” Her tongue
had thinned and the words rolled off well enunciated. Enunciated and sharp like
little claps* of thunde r.
The dentist had no choice but to stand at R.O.T.C. * attention. His head
dropped after a minute and his voice was humble. “Yes, ma’am, Mrs.
Henderson.”
“You knave*, do you think you acted like a gentleman, speaking to me like
that in front of my granddaughter?” She didn’t shake* him, although she had the
power. She simply held him upright.
“No, ma’am, Mrs. Henderson.”
“No, ma’am, Mrs. Henderson, what?” Then she did give him the tiniest of
shakes, but because of her strength the action set his head and arms to shaking
loose on the ends of his body. He stuttered* much worse than Uncle Willie. “No,
ma’am, Mrs. Henderson, I’m sorry.”
With just an edge of her disgust* showing, Momma slung* him back in his
dentist’s chair. “Sorry is as sorry does, and you’re about the sorriest* dentist I
ever laid my eyes on.” (She could afford to slip into the vernacular because she
had such eloquent command of English.)
“I didn’t ask you to apologize in front of Marguerite, because I don’t want
her to know my power, but I order you, now and herewith. Leave Stamps by
sundown.”
“Mrs. Henderson, I can’t get my equipment....” He was shaking terribly
now.
“Now, that brings me to my second order. You will never again practice
dentistry. Never! When you get settled in your next place, you will be a vegetarian caring for dogs with the mange*, cats with the cholera and cows with the
epizootic*. Is that clear?”
The saliva ran down his chin and his eyes filled with tears. “Yes, ma’am.
Thank you for not killing me. Thank you, Mrs. Henderson.”
Momma pulled herself back from being ten feet tall with eight-foot arms and
said, “You’re welcome for nothing, you varlet*, I wouldn’t waste a killing on the
likes of you.”
On her way out she waved her handkerchief at the nurse and turned her into
a crocus sack* of chicken feed.
Momma looked tired when she came down the stairs, but who wouldn’t be
tired if they had gone through what she had. She came close to me and adjusted
the towel under my jaw (I had forgotten the toothache; I only knew that she made
her hands gentle in order not to awaken the pain). She took my hand. Her voice
never changed. “Come on, Sister.”
I reckoned we were going home where she would concoct* a brew* to eliminate the pain and maybe give me new teeth too. New teeth that would grow
overnight out of my gums. She led me toward the drugstore, which was in the
opposite direction from the Store. “I’m taking you to Dentist Baker in Texarkana.”
I was glad after all that that I had bathed and put on Mum and Cashmere
Bouquet talcum powder. It was a wonderful surprise. My toothache had quieted*
to solemn pain, Momma had obliterated the evil white man, and we were going
on a trip to Texarkana, just the two of us.
On the Greyhound she took an inside seat in the back, and I sat beside her. I
was so proud of being her granddaughter and sure that some of her magic must
have come down to me. She asked if I was scared. I only shook my head and
leaned over on her cool brown upper arm. There was no chance that a dentist,
especially a Negro dentist, would dare hurt me then. Not with Momma there. The
trip was uneventful, except that she put her arm around me, which was very
unusual for Momma to do.
The dentist showed me the medicine and the needle before he deadened my
gums*, but if he hadn’t I wouldn’t have worried. Momma stood right behind
him. Her arms were folded and she checked on everything he did. The teeth were
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make / potion
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extracted and she bought me an ice cream cone from the side window of a drug
counter. The trip back to Stamps was quiet, except that I had to spit into a very
small empty snuff* can which she had gotten for me and it was difficult with the
bus humping* and jerking* on our country roads.
A t h o m e , I w a s g i v e n a w a r m s a l t s o l u t i o n, a n d w h e n I w a s h e d
o u t m y m o u t h I s h o w e d B a i l e y th e empty ho les, wh er e t h e c l o t t e d *
b l o o d s a t l i k e f i l l i n g * i n a p i e c r u s t . H e s a i d I w a s q u it e
b r a v e , a n d t h a t w a s m y c u e * t o r e v e a l o u r confrontation with
the peckerwood* dentist and Momma’s incredible powers.
I had to admit that I didn’t hear the conversation, but what else could she
have said than what I said she said? What else done? He agreed with my
analysis in a lukewarm way*, and I happily (after all, I’d been sick) flounced*
into the Store. Momma was preparing our evening meal and Uncle Willie leaned
on the door sill. She gave her version.
“Dentist Lincoln got right uppity*. Said he’d rather put his hand in a dog’s
mouth. And when I reminded him of the favor, he brushed it off* like a piece of
lint*. Well, I sent Sister downstairs and went inside. I hadn’t never been in
his office before, but I found the door to where he takes out teeth, and him
and the nurse was in there thick as thieves*. I just stood there till he caught
sight of me.” Crash bang the pots on the stove. “He jumped just like he was
sitting on a pin*. He said, ‘Annie, I done tole you, I ain’t gonna mess
around* in no niggah*’s mouth.’ I said, ‘Somebody’s got to do it then,’ and
he said, ‘Take her to Texarkana to the colored dentist’ and that’s when I
said, ‘If you paid me my money I could afford to take her.’ He said, ‘It’s all
been paid.’ I tole him everything but the interest been paid. He said. “Twasn’t
no interest.’ I said “Tis now. I’ll take ten dollars as payment in full.’ You
know, Willie, it wasn’t no right thing to do, ’cause I lent* that money
without thinking about it.”
“He tole* that little snippity* nurse of his’n to give me ten dollars and
make me sign a ’paid in full’ receipt. She gave it to me and I signed the
papers. Even though by rights he was paid up before, I figger*, he gonna be
that kind of nasty, he gonna* have to pay for it. ”
Momma and her son laughed and laughed over the white man’s evilness and
her retributive sin.
I preferred, much preferred, my version.

tobacco
going over up and
down, (trompicando)
/ shaking, jolting,
(dando sacudidas)
(coagulada)
(relleno)
(me dio pie para)
(pelanas)

(sin demasiado entusiasmo) / went
with an agitated and
impatient manner
(se ha puesto muy
chulito)
(se lo ha quitado de
encima)
(pelusa)
(conchabados como
ladrones)
(alfiler)
(hurgar) / 'nigger',
(negro)

(presté)

'told' / (desdenosa)

'figure'
'is going to'

1. Many authors draw from their own experiences when creating their fiction, disguising it lightly or heavily. Other writers,
discarding the masks of fiction, write about their experiences directly, in autobiographies or memoirs. They can be as open as
they want in describing, places and people who influenced them, and their own thoughts, feelings, and actions throughout the
various stages of their development. Such writing can be remarkably important, for they give us a first-hand look at
communities past or remote for us to experience directly. The selection comes from I know Why the Caged Bird Sings, the
first volume of Maya Angelou's autobiography. The selection recounts her visit to the dentist while in the rural Southern
community where she and her brother were being brought up by their grandmother and how the experience appeared to the
young girl. You will notice that all the techniques available to fiction writers are equally available to writers of autobiographical
material. Many important autobiographies have been written during the last two centuries in North America. Using the library,
make your own list of some of them. What are their titles? Who are their authors? When were they written? What are the main
concerns of the autobiographies? Make some notes to report back for classroom discussion.
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I will wait for her in the yard that Maggie and I made so clean and wavy * yesterday
afternoon. A yard like this is more comfortable than most people know. It is not just
a yard. It is like an extended living room. When the hard clay is swept clean as a floor
and the fine sand around the edges lined* with tiny, irregular grooves* anyone can
come and sit and look up into the elm tree and wait for the breezes that never come
inside the house.
Maggie will be nervous until after her sister goes: she will stand hopelessly in
corners homely and ashamed of the burn scars* down her arms and legs, eyeing her
sister with a mixture of envy and awe*. She thinks her sister has held life always in the
palm of one hand, that “no” is a word the world never learned to say to her.
You’ve no doubt seen those TV shows where the child who has “made it” is confronted, as a surprise, by her own mother and father, tottering in weakly from backstage*.
(A pleasant surprise, of course: What would they do if parent and child came on the show
only to curse out and insult each other?) On TV mother and child embrace and smile into
each other’s faces. Sometimes the mother and father weep, the child wrap them in her
arms and leans across the table to tell how she would no have made it without their help.
I have seen these programs.
Sometimes I dream a dream in which Dee and I are suddenly brought together on a TV
program of this sort. Out of a dark and soft-seated limousine I am ushered into a bright
room filled with many people. There I meet a smiling, gray, sporty* man like Johnny
Carson who shakes my hand and tells me what a fine girl I have. Then we are on the stage
and Dee is embracing me with tears in her eyes. She pins on my dress a large orchid, even
though she has told me once that she thinks orchids are tacky* flowers.
In real life I am large, big-boned woman with rough, man-working hands. In the winter
I wear flannel nightgowns to bed and overalls during the day. I can kill and clean a hog*
as mercilessly as a man. My fat keeps me hot in zero weather. I can work outside all day,
breaking ice to get water for washing. I can eat pork liver cooked over the open fire
minutes after it comes steaming from the hog. One winter I knocked a bull calf straight in
the brain between the eyes with a sledge hammer* and had the meat hung up to chill
before nightfall. But of course all this does not show on television. I am the way my
daughter would want me to be: a hundred pounds lighter, my skin like an uncooked
barley* pancake. My hair glistens in the hot bright lights. Johnny Carson has much to do
to keep up with my quick and witty* tongue.
But that is a mistake. I know even before I wake up. Who ever knew a Johnson with
a quick tongue? Who can even imagine me looking a strange white man in the eye? It
seems to me I have talked to them always with one foot raised in flight, with my head
turned in whichever way is farthest from them. Dee, though. She would always look
anyone in the eye. Hesitation was no part of her nature.
“How do I look, Mama?” Maggie says, showing just enough of her thin body
enveloped in pink skirt and red blouse for me to know she’s there, almost hidden by
the door.
“Come out into the yard,” I say.
Have you ever seen a lame* animal, perhaps a dog run over by some careless person
rich enough to own a car, sidle* up to someone who is ignorant enough* to be kind to
him? That is the way my Maggie walks. She has been like this, chin on chest, eyes on
ground, feet in shuffle*, ever since the fire that burned the other house to the ground.
Dee is lighter than Maggie, with nicer hair and a fuller figure. She’s a woman now,
though sometimes I forget. How long ago was it that the other house burned? Ten, twelve
years? Sometimes I can still hear the flames and feel Maggie’s arms sticking to me, her
hair smoking and her dress falling off her in little black papery* flakes*. Her ey es seemed
stretched open, blazed* open by the flames reflected in them. And Dee. I see her
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standing off under the sweet gum tree* she used to dig gum* out of; a look of concentration on her face as she watched the last dingy* gray board of the house fall in toward the
red-hot brick chimney. Why don’t you do a dance around the ashes? I’d wanted to ask her.
She had hated the house that much.
I used to think she hated Maggie, too. But that was before we raised the money, the
church and me, to send her to Augusta* to school. She used to read to us without pity;
forcing words, lies, other folks’ habits, whole lives upon us two, sitting trapped and
ignorant underneath her voice. She washed us in a river of make-believe, burned us with
a lot of knowledge we didn’t necessarily need to know. Pressed us to her with the serious
way she read, to shove* us away at just the moment, like dimwits*, we seemed about to
understand.
Dee wanted nice things. A yellow organdy* dress to wear to her graduation from high
school; black pumps* to match a green suit she’d made from an old suit somebody gave
me. She was determined* to stare down* any disaster in her efforts. Her eyelids would not
flicker* for minutes at a time. Often I fought off the temptation to shake her. At sixteen
she had a style of her own: and knew what style was.
I never had an education myself. After second grade the school was closed down.
Don’t ask me why: in 1927 colored asked fewer questions than they do now. Sometimes
Maggie reads to me. She stumbles* along good-naturedly but can’t see well. She knows
she is not bright. Like good looks and money, quickness passed her by. She will marry
John Thomas (who has mossy* teeth in an earnest* face) and then I’ll be free to sit here
and I guess just sing church songs to myself. Although I never was a good singer. Never
could carry a tune. I was always better at a man’s job. I used to love to milk till I was
hoofed* in the side in ’49. Cows are soothing and slow and don’t bother you, unless you
try to milk them the wrong way.
I have deliberately turned my back on the house. It is three rooms, just like the one that
burned, except the roof is tin; they don’t make shingle* roofs any more. There are no real
windows, just some holes cut in the sides, like the portholes* in a ship, but not round and
not square, with rawhide holding the shutters* up on the outside. This house is in a
pasture, too, like the other one. No doubt when Dee sees it she will want to tear it down.
She wrote me once that no matter where we “choose” to live, she will manage to come see
us. But she will never bring her friends. Maggie and I thought about this and Maggie
asked me, “Mama, when did Dee ever have any friends?”
She had a few. Furtive boys in pink shirts hanging about on washday after school.
Nervous girls who never laughed. Impressed with her they worshiped the well-turned
phrase, the cute shape, the scalding* humor that erupted like bubbles in lye*. She read to
them.
When she was courting Jimmy T she didn’t have much time to pay to us, but turned all
her faultfinding power on him. He flew to marry a cheap gal* from a family of ignorant
flashy* people. She hardly had time to recompose herself.
When she comes I will meet—but there they are!
Maggie attempts to make a dash* for the house, in her shuffling way, but I stay* her
with my hand. “Come back here,” I say. And she stops and tries to dig a well in the sand
with her toe.
It is hard to see them clearly through the strong sun. But even the first glimpse* of leg
out of the car tells me it is Dee. Her feet were always neat-looking, as if God himself had
shaped them with a certain style. From the other side of the car comes a short, stocky*
man. Hair is all over his head a foot long and hanging from his chin like a kinky* mule
tail. I hear Maggie suck in her breath “Uhnnnh,” is what it sounds like. Like when you see
the wriggling end of a snake just in front of your foot on the road. “Uhnnnh.”
Dee next. A dress down to the ground, in this hot weather. A dress so loud it hurts my
eyes. There are yellows and oranges enough to throw back the light of the sun. I feel my
whole face warming from the heat waves it throws out. Earrings*, too, gold and hanging
down to her shoulders. Bracelets dangling* and making noises when she moves her arm
up to shake the folds of the dress out of her armpits The dress is loose and flows, and as
she walks closer, I like it. I hear Maggie go “Uhnnnh” again. It is her sister’s hair. It
stands straight up like the wool on a sheep. It is black as night and around the edges are
two long pigtails* that rope about like small lizards disappearing behind her ears.
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“Wa-su-zo-Tean-o!*” she says, coming on in that gliding way the dress makes her
move. The short stocky fellow with the hair to his navel is all grinning* and he follows up
with “Asalamalakim*, my mother and sister!” He moves to hug Maggie but she falls
back, right up against the back of my chair I feel her trembling there and when I look up
I see the perspiration falling off her chin.
“Don’t get up,” says Dee. Since I am stout* it takes something of a push. You can see
me trying to move a second or two before I make it. She turns, showing white heels
through her sandals, and goes back to the car. Out she peeks* next with a Polaroid. She
stoops* down quickly and lines up picture after picture of me sitting there in front of the
house with Maggie cowering* behind me. She never takes a shot without making sure the
house is included. When a cow comes nibbling* around the edge of the yard she snaps it
and me and Maggie and the house. Then she puts the Polaroid in the back seat of the car,
and comes up and kisses me on the forehead.
Meanwhile Asalamalakim is going through the motions with Maggie’s hand. Maggie’s
hand is as limp as a fish, and probably as cold, despite the sweat, and she keeps trying to
pull it back. It looks like Asalamalakim wants to shake hands but wants to do it fancy. Or
maybe he don’t know how people shake hands. Anyhow, he soon gives up on Maggie.
“Well,” I say. “Dee.”
“No, Mama,” she says. “Not ‘Dee,’ Wangero Leewanika Kemanjo!”
“What happened to ‘Dee’?” I wanted to know.
“She’s dead,” Wangero said. “I couldn’t bear* it any longer being named after the
people who oppress me.”
“You know as well as me you was named after your aunt Dicie,” I said. Dicie is my
sister. She named Dee. We called her “Big Dee” after Dee was born.
“But who was she named after? asked Wangero.
“I guess after Grandma Dee,” I said.
“And who was she named after? asked Wangero.
“Her mother,” I said, and saw Wangero was getting tired. “That’s about as far can
trace* it,” I said. Though, in fact, I probably could have carried it back beyond the Civil
War through the branches.
“Well,” said Asalamalakim, “there you are.”
“Uhnnnh,” I heard Maggie say.
“There I was not,” I said, “before ‘Dicie’ cropped up in our family, so why should I try
to trace it that far back?”
He just stood there grinning*, looking down on me like somebody inspecting a
Model A* car. Every once in a while he and Wangero sent eye signals over my head.
“How do you pronounce this name?” I asked.
“You don’t have to call me by it if you don’t want to,” said Wangero.
“Why shouldn’t I?” I asked. “If that’s what you want us to call you, we’ll call you.”
“I know it might sound awkward* at first,” said Wangero.
“I’ll get used to it,” I said. “Ream it out again.”
Well, soon we got the name out of the way. Asalamalakim had a name twice as long
and three times as hard. After I tripped* over it two or three times he told me to just to
call him Hakim-a-barber. I wanted to ask him was he a barber, but I didn’t really think he
was, so I didn’t ask.
“You must belong to those beef-cattle peoples down the road,” I said. They said
“Asalamalakim” when they met you, too, but they didn’t shake hands. Always too busy:
feeding the cattle, fixing the fences, putting up salt-lick shelters*, throwing down hay.
When the white folks poisoned some of the herd the men stayed up all night with rifles in
their hands. I walked a mile and a half just to see the sight.
Hakim-a-barber said, “I accept some of their doctrines, but farming and raising cattle
is not my style.” (They didn’t tell me, and I didn’t ask, whether Wangero [Dee] had really
gone and married him.)
We sat down to eat and right away he said he didn’t eat collards* and pork was
unclean. Wangero, though, went on through the chitlins* and corn bread, the greens and
everything else. She talked a blue streak* over the sweet potatoes. Everything delighted
her. Even the fact that we still used the benches her daddy made for the table when we
couldn’t afford to buy chairs.
“Oh, Mama!” she cried. Then turned to Hakim-a-barber. “I never knew how lovely
these benches are. You can feel the rump* prints,” she said, running her hands under-
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neath her and along the bench. Then she gave a sigh and her hand closed over Grandma
Dee’s butter dish. “That’s it!” she said. “I knew there was something I wanted to ask you
if I could have.” She jumped up from the table and went over in the corner where the
churn* stood, the milk in it clabber* by now. She looked at the churn and looked at it.
“This churn top is what I need,” she said. “Didn’t Uncle Buddy whittle it* out of a tree
you all used to have?”
“Yes,” I said.
“Uh huh,” she said happily. “And I want the dasher*, too.”
“Uncle Buddy whittle* that, too?” asked the barber.
Dee (Wangero) looked up at me.
“Aunt Dee’s first husband whittled the dash,” said Maggie so low you almost couldn’t
hear her. “His name was Henry, but they called him Stash.”
“Maggie’s brain is like an elephant’s,” Wangero said, laughing. “I can use the churn
top as a centerpiece for the alcove* table,” she said, sliding a plate over the churn, “and
I’ll think of something artistic to do with the dasher.”
When she finished wrapping the dasher the handle stuck out*. I took it for a moment in my
hands. You didn’t even have to look close to see where hands pushing the dasher up and down
to make butter had left a kind of sink in the wood. In fact, there were a lot of small sinks; you
could see where thumbs and fingers had sunk into the wood. It was beautiful light yellow
wood, from a tree that grew in the yard where Big Dee and Stash had lived.
After dinner Dee (Wangero) went to the trunk at the foot of my bed and started rifling*
through it. Maggie hung back in the kitchen over the dishpan. Out came Wangero with
two quilts. They had been pieced by Grandma Dee and then Big Dee and me had hung
them on the quilt frames on the front porch and quilted* them. One was in the Lone Star
pattern. The other was Walk Around the Mountain 1 . In both of them were scraps of
dresses Grandma Dee had worn fifty and more years ago. Bits and pieces of Grandpa
Jarrell’s paisley shirts. And one teeny* faded blue piece, about the piece of a penny
matchbox, that was from Great Grandpa Ezra’s uniform that he wore in the Civil War.
“Mama,” Wangero said sweet as a bird. “Can I have these old quilts*?”
I heard something fall in the kitchen, and a minute later the kitchen door slammed.
“Why don’t you take one or two of the others?” I asked. “These old things was just
done by me and Big Dee from some tops your grandma pieced before she died.”
“No,” said Wangero. “I don’t want those. They are stitched* around the borders by
machine.”
“That’s make them last better,” I said.
“That’s not the point,” said Wangero. “These are all pieces of dresses Grandma used
to wear. She did all this stitching by hand. Imagine!” She held the quilts* securely in her
arms, stroking them.
“Some of the pieces, like those lavender ones, come from old clothes her mother
handed down to her,” I said, moving up to touch the quilts. Dee (Wangero) moved back
just enough so that I couldn’t reach the quilts. They already belonged to her.
“Imagine!” she breathed again, clutching them closely to her bosom.
“The truth is,” I said, “I promised to give them quilts to Maggie, for when she marries
John Thomas.”
She gasped like a bee had stung* her.
“Maggie can’t appreciate these quilts!” she said. “She’d probably be backward enough
to put them to everyday use.”
“I reckon she would,” I said. “God knows I been saving em for long enough with
nobody using ‘em. I hope she will!” I didn’t want to bring up how I had offered Dee
(Wangero) a quilt when she went away to college. Then she had told me they were oldfashioned, out of style.
“But they’re priceless!” she was saying now, furiously; for she has a temper. “Maggie
would put them on the bed and in five years they’d be in rags*. Less than that!”
“She can always make some more,” I said. “Maggie knows how to quilt.”
Dee (Wangero) looked at me with hatred. “You just will not understand. The point is
these quilts, these quilts!”
“Well,” I said, stumped*. “What would you do with them?”
“Hang them,” she said. As if that was the only thing you could do with quilts*.
Maggie by now was standing in the door. I could almost hear the sound her feet made
as they scraped over each other.
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“She can have them, Mama,” she said, like somebody used to never winning
anything, or having anything reserved for her. “I can ’member Grandma Dee without
the quilts.”
I looked at her hard. She had filled her bottom lip with checkerberry 1 snuff and it gave
her face a kind of dopey*, hangdog* look. It was Grandma Dee and Big Dee who taught
her how to quilt herself. She stood there with her scarred* hands hidden in the folds of her
skirt. She looked at her sister with something like fear but she wasn’t mad at her. This
was Maggie’s portion. This was the way she knew God to work.
When I looked at her like that something hit me in the top of my head and ran down
to the soles of my feet. Just like when I’m in church and the spirit of God touches me and
I get happy and shout. I did something; I never had done before: hugged* Maggie to me,
then dragged her on into the room, snatched the quilts out of Miss Wangero’s hands and
dumped them into Maggie’s lap. Maggie just sat there on my bed with her mouth open.
“Take one or two of the others,” I said to Dee.
But she turned without a word and went out to Hakim-a-barber.
“You just don’t understand,” she said, as Maggie and I came out to the car.
“What don’t I understand?” I wanted to know.
“Your heritage*,” she said. And then she turned to Maggie, kissed her, and said, “You
ought to try to make something of yourself, too, Maggie. It’s really a new day for us. But
from the way you and Mama still live you’d never know it.”
She put on some sunglasses that hid everything above the tip of her nose and her chin.
Maggie smiled; maybe at the sunglasses. But a real smile, not scared. After we
watched the car dust settle I asked Maggie to bring me a dip* of snuff*. And then the two
of us sat there just enjoying, until it was time to go in the house and go to bed.
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red berry like
fruit of a wintergreen,
(gualteria)
dazed, (aturdida) / (avergonzada), shamefaced
(cicatrizadas)

(abrazó)

(herencia, patrimonio, tradición)

a dampened stick
used for dipping
tobacco snuff /
(rapé)

1. One way of understanding a literary text is by examining its structure, that is, by focusing your attention on the way the parts fit
together to form a whole. With this aim in mind read again carefully the story while considering the following questions.
a) How many parts of the story relate to the title, "Everyday Use"?
b) How many different time periods are described in the story? Make a list of them in the order they appear in the story. Then
organize the list in chronological or historical order.
c) Look at the story as a series of scenes, like scenes in a play or film. Visualize the scenes. How many separate scenes are there?
How can you tell when a scene begins and ends? If you were directing a film or the story, what would you emphasize in each
scene?
d) Try to determine how the order of episodes that occur serves to reinforce our identification with one or the other character.
With whom do we side in the final confrontation?
2. The opening and closing scenes of "Everyday Use," which take place only hours apart, mirror each other and signify the changes
Maggie and Mama have undergone in those hours. What are they?
3. a) Each memory recorded in "Everyday Use" serves to strengthen the contrast between Dee/Wangero and her mother, a
contrast that flares into a clash between two notions of heritage. Wangero says that her mother doesn't understand her
heritage. What does she mean? Is it true? Which of the scenes in the story helps to answer these questions about
Wangero's statement?
b) Alice Walker uses explanatory flashbacks to Dee/Wangero's early life but excludes any depiction of her current life (even
such details as whether she is married or where she lives); this character appears from nowhere, ironically suggesting her
own lack of heritage or cultural tradition, a lack she is quick to perceive in others. Do you perceive any similar cultural gaps
in your own family? For example, does your mother or grandmother find anything about your life-style objectionable or
outrageous?
c) Dee talks about "heritage" but Maggie and the narrator embody this heritage and they experience a degree of contentment
that eludes Dee. What is the implicit suggestion made by the preservation of any valuable heritage?
4. a) What is the major source of conflict in the story? That is, what causes tension?
b) Certain key objects, such as the burned house, the churn, and the old quilts, take on more importance than their simple
functions and focus the reader's attention on the basic conflict of the story. In what sense?
c) Are there any items in your life which you value in a similar way? Which of your belongings do you think your grandchildren
will value? Why?
d) How does the narrator's dream about her appearance on the television program foreshadow the later conflict?
e) What is the significance of the everyday craftsmanship? Who passes to us the true definition of heritage?
5. What does Dee try to teach her mother and sister? Why do they resist her lesson? Why has Dee changed her name? Have you
asked people to call you by a new name? Do you know any one who has? Why do people change their names?
6. How does the first-person narration enlist and direct our sympathies throughout the story?
7. What holds the story together? Try to state it in a single sentence.
_________
1 T ypes

of quilts that were used in the 19th c. as encoded means of communication to help slaves in thei r escape to the North. Their designs, passed along from eneration
to generation, are a significant component of the Afro-American heritage --a significanc e that seems unknown to Dee (Wangero ) but that Maggie is very familiar with.
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1971

The puddle* had frozen over, and me and Cathy went stompin* in it. The twins
from next door, Tyrone and Terry, were swingin so high out of sight we forgot we
were waitin our turn on the tire. Cathy jumped up and came down hard on her
heels and started tap-dancin. And the frozen patch splinterin* every which way
underneath kinda spooky*. “Looks like a plastic spider web,” she said. “A sort
of weird spider, I guess, with many mental problems.” But really it looked like
the crystal paperweight Granny kept in the parlor*. She was on the back porch,
Granny was, making the cakes drunk. The old ladle* dripping rum into the
Christmas tins, like it used to drip maple syrup into the pails* when we lived in
the Judsons’ woods, like it poured cider into the vats* when we were on the
Cooper place, like it used to scoop* buttermilk and soft cheese when we lived at
the dairy.
“Go tell that man we ain’t a bunch of trees.”
“Ma’am?”
“I said to tell that man to get away from here with that camera.” Me and Cathy
look over toward the meadow where the men with the station wagon’d been
roamin around all mornin. The tall man with a huge camera lassoed* to his
shoulder was buzzin our way.
“They’re makin movie pictures,” yelled Tyrone, stiffenin* his legs and twistin
so the tire’d come down slow so they could see.
“They’re makin movie pictures,” sang out Terry.
“That boy don’t never have anything original to say,” say Cathy grown-up.
By the time the man with the camera had cut across our neighbor’s yard, the
twins were out of the trees swingin low and Granny was onto the steps, the screen
door bammin soft and scratchy against her palms. “We thought we’d get a shot or
two of the house and everything and then—”
“Good mornin,” Granny cut him off. And smiled that smile.
“Good mornin,” he said, head all down the way Bingo does when you yell at
him about the bones on the kitchen floor. “Nice place you got here, Aunty. We
thought we’d take a—”
“Did you?” said Granny with her eyebrows. Cathy pulled up her socks and
giggled*.
“Nice things here,” said the man, buzzin his camera over the yard. The pecan
barrels, the sled, me and Cathy, the flowers, the printed stones along the driveway, the trees, the twins, the toolshed.
“I don’t know about the thing, the it, and the stuff,” said Granny, still talkin
with her eyebrows. “Just people here is what I tend to consider.”
Camera man stopped buzzin. Cathy giggled* into her collar.
“Mornin, ladies,” a new man said. He had come up behind us when we
weren’t lookin. “And gents,” discoverin the twins givin him a nasty look.
“We’re filmin for the county,” he said with a smile. “Mind if we shoot a bit
around here?”
“I do indeed,” said Granny with no smile. Smilin man was smiling up a storm.
So was Cathy. But he didn’t seem to have another word to say, so he and the
camera man backed on out of the yard, but you could hear the camera buzzin still.
“Suppose you just shut that machine off,” said Granny real low through her teeth,
and took a step down off the porch and then another.
“Now, Aunty,” Camera said, pointin the thing straight at her.
“Your mama and I are not related.”
Smilin man got his notebook out and a chewed up pencil. “Listen,” he said
movin back into our yard, “we’d like to have a statement from you . . . for the
film. We’re filmin for the county, see. Part of the food stamp campaign. You
know about the food stamps?”
Granny said nuthin.
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“Maybe there’s somethin you want to say for the film. I see you grow your
own vegetables,” he smiled real nice. “If more folks did that, see, there’d be no
need—”
Granny wasn’t sayin nuthin. So they backed on out, buzzin at our clothesline
and the twins’ bicycles, then back on down to the meadow. The twins were
danglin* in the tire, lookin at Granny. Me and Cathy were waitin, too, cause
Granny always got somethin to say. She teaches steady with no letup. “I was on
this bridge one time,” she started off. “Was a crowd cause this man was goin to
jump, you understand. And a minister was there and the police and some other
folks. His woman was there, too.”
“What was they doin?” asked Tyrone.
“Tryin to talk him out of it was what they was doin. The minister talkin—
about how it was a mortal sin, suicide. His woman takin bites out of her own
hand and not even knowin it, so nervous and cryin and talkin fast.”
“So what happened?” asked Tyrone.
“So here comes . . . this person . . . with a camera, takin pictures of the man
and the minister and the woman. Takin pictures of the man in his misery about to
jump, cause life so bad and people been messin* with him so bad. This person
takin up the whole roll of film practically. But savin a few, of course.”
“Of course,” said Cathy, hatin the person. Me standin there wonderin how
Cathy knew it was “of course” when I didn’t and it was my grandmother.
After a while Tyrone say, “Did he jump?”
“Yeh, did he jump?” say Terry all eager*.
And Granny just stared at the twins till their faces swallow up the eager and
they don’t even care any more about the man jumpin. Then she goes back onto
the porch and lets the screen door go for itself. I’m lookin to Cathy to finish the
story cause she knows Granny’s whole story before me even. Like she knew how
come we move so much and Cathy ain’t but a third cousin we picked up on the
way last Thanksgivin visitin. But she knew it was on account of people drivin
Granny crazy till she’d get up in the night and start packin. Mumblin* and packin
and wakin everybody up sayin, “Let’s get away from here before I kill me
somebody.” Like people wouldn’t pay her for things like they said they would. Or
Mr. Judson bringin us boxes of old clothes and raggedy* magazines. Or Mrs.
Cooper comin in our kitchen and touchin everything and sayin how clean it all
was. Granny goin crazy, and Granddaddy Cain pullin her off the people, sayin,
“Now, now, Cora.” But next day loadin up the truck, with rocks all in his jaw,
madder than Granny in the first place.
“I read a story once,” said Cathy soundin like Granny teacher. “About this
lady Goldilocks who barged* into a house that wasn’t even hers. And not invited
you understand. Messed over the people’s groceries and broke up the people’s
furniture. Had the nerve to sleep in the folks’ bed.”
“Then what happened?” asked Tyrone. “What they do, the folks, when they
come in to all this mess?”
“Did they make her pay for it?” asked Terry, makin a fist. “I’d’ve made her
pay me.”
I didn’t even ask. I could see Cathy actress was very likely to just walk away
and leave us in mystery about this story which I heard was about some bears.
“Did they throw her out?” asked Tyrone, like his father sounds when he’s bein
extra nasty plus to the washin-machine man.
“Woulda,” said Terry. “I woulda gone upside her head with my fist and—”
“You woulda done whatcha always do—go cry to Mama, you big baby,” said
Tyrone. So naturally Terry starts hittin on Tyrone, and next thing you know they
tumblin out the tire and rollin on the ground. But Granny didn’t say a thing or
send the twins home or step out on the steps to tell us about how we can’t
afford to be fightin amongst ourselves. She didn’t say nuthin. So I get into the
tire to take my turn. And I could see her leanin up against the pa n t r y * t a b l e ,
s t a r i n a t the cakes she was puttin up for the Christmas sale, mumblin real
low and grumpy* and holdin her forehead like it wanted to fall off and
mess up the rum cakes.
Behind me I hear before I can see Granddaddy Cain comin through the woods

swaying, loosely
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wasting time

impatient, anxious

Muttering

shabby

intruded, (irrumpió)

buttery

morosely irritable, surly,
ill-humoured,
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in his field bo ots. Th en I twist arou n d to see the sh in y b lack o ilsk in *
cu ttin th rou gh wh at little left th ere was of y ellows, red, an d orang es. His
g reat wh ite h ead n ot qu ite rou n d cau se o f th is b lo o dy th in g h ig h o n his
sho u lder, lik e he was wearin a cap on sid eway s. He tak es th e sho rtcu t
thro ug h th e p ecan gro ve* , an d the so u nd o f twig s sn ap p in g * o v erh ead
and underfoot travels clear and cold all the way up to us. And here comes
Smiling an d Camera u p b eh in d h im like th ey was g oin g to d o so meth in .
Folks like to go for him sometimes. Cathy say it’s because he’s so tall and
quiet and like a king. And people just can’t stand it. But Smiling and
Camera don’t hit him on the head or nuthin. They just buzz on him as he
stalks by with the chicken hawk slung over his shoulder, squawkin *, drippin
red d own th e b ack of th e oilsk in . He p asses the p orch and sto p s a secon d
for Gran ny to see h e’s cau g ht the hawk at last, b u t she’s ju st starin an d
mumb lin , an d n o t at the h awk . So h e n ails th e b ird to the too lsh ed d o or,
th e h am meri n cr ack in * th ro u g h th e ear d ru m s. A n d th e b i rd f lap p in *
h imself to death and d ro o lin d o wn the d oo r to p aint th e gravel o n th e
d riv eway red, then b ro wn , th en b lack. An d th e two men mov in u p on
tiptoe like they was invisible or we were blind, one.
“Get them persons out of my flower bed, Mister Cain,” say Granny moanin
real low like at a funeral.
“How come your grandmother calls her husband ‘Mister Cain’ all the time?”
Tyrone whispers all loud and noisy and from the city and don’t know no better.
Like his mama, Miss Myrtle, tell us never mind the formality as if we had no
better breeding than to call her Myrtle, plain. And then this awful thing—a
giant hawk—come wailin up over the meadow, flyin low and tilted* and
screamin, zigzaggin through the pecan grove, breakin branches and hollerin*,
snappin past the clothesline, flyin every which way, flyin into things reckless*
with crazy.
“He’s come to claim his mate,” say Cathy fast, and ducks down. We all fall
quick and flat into the gravel driveway, stones scrapin my face. I squinch* my
eyes open again at the hawk on the door, tryin to fly up out of her death like it
was just a sack flown into by mistake. Her body holdin her there on that nail,
though. The mate beatin the air overhead and clutchin for hair, for heads, for
landin space.
The camera man duckin* and bendin and runnin and fallin, jigglin the
camera and scared. And Smiling jumpin up and down swipin at the huge bird,
tryin to bring the hawk down with just his raggedy ole cap. Granddaddy Cain
straight up and silent, watchin the circles of the hawk, then aimin the hammer
off his wrist. The giant bird fallin, silent and slow. Then here comes Camera
and Smiling all big and bad now that the awful screechin thing is on its back
and broken, here they come. And Granddaddy Cain looks up at them like it
was the first time noticin, but not payin them too much mind cause he’s
listenin, we all listenin, to that low groanin* music comin from the porch. And
we figure any minute, some thin in my back tells me any minute now, Granny
gonna bust* through that screen with somethin in her hand and murder on her
mind. So Granddaddy say above the buzzin, but quiet, “Good day, gentlemen.”
Just like that. Like he’d invited them in to play cards and they’d stayed too
long and all the sandwiches were gone and Reverend Webb was droppin by
and it was time to go.
They didn’t know what to do. But like Cathy say, folks can’t stand Grand
daddy tall and silent and like a king. They can’t neither. The smile the men
smiling is pullin the mouth back and showin the teeth. Lookin like the wolf man,
both of them. Then Grandaddy holds his hand out—this huge hand I used to sit in
when I was a baby and he’d carry me through the house to my mother like I was
a gift on a tray*. Like he used to on the trains. They called the other men just
waiters. But they spoke of Granddaddy separate and said, The Waiter. And said
he had engines in his feet and motors in his hands and couldn’t no train throw
him off and couldn’t nobody turn him round. They were big enough for motors,
his hands were. He held that one hand out all still and it gettin to be not at all a
hand but a person in itself.

(chubasquero, impermiable)
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“He wants you to hand him the camera,” Smiling whispers to Camera,
tiltin his head to talk secret like they was in the jungle or somethin and come
upon a native that don’t speak the language. The men start untyin* the
straps, and they put the camera into that great hand speckled* with the
hawk’s blood all black and crackly now. And the hand don’t even drop with
the weight, just the fingers move, curl up around the machine. But Granddaddy
lookin straight at the men. They lookin at each other and everywhere but at
Granddaddy’s face.
“We filmin for the county, see,” say Smiling. “We puttin together a movie for
the foodstamp program . . . filmin all around these parts. Uhh, filmin for the
county.”
“Can I have my camera back?” say the tall man with no machine on his
shoulder, but still keepin it high like the camera was still there or needed to be.
“Please, sir.”
Then Granddaddy’s other hand flies up like a sudden and gentle bird, slaps
down fast on top of the camera and lifts off* half like it was a calabash cut for
sharing.
“Hey,” Camera jumps forward. He gathers up the parts into his chest and
everything unrollin and fallin all over. “Whatcha tryin to do? You’ll ruin the
film.”
He looks down into his chest of metal reels and things like he’s protectin a
kitten from the cold.
“You standin in the misses’ flower beds,” say Granddaddy. “This is our own
place.”
The two men look at him, then at each other, then back at the mess in the
cameraman’s chest, and they just back off. One sayin over and over all the way
down to the meadow, “Watch it, Bruno. Keep ya fingers off the film.” Then
Granddaddy picks up the hammer and jams* it into the oilskin pocket, scrapes his
boots, and goes into the house. And you can hear the squish* of his boots headin
through the house. And you can see the funny shadow he throws from the parlor
window onto the ground by the string-bean patch. The hammer draggin the pocket
of the oilskin out so Granddaddy looked even wider. Granny was hummin now—
high, not low and grumbly*. And she was doin the cakes again, you could smell
the molasses from the rum.
“There’s this story I’m goin to write one day,” say Cathy dreamer. “About the
proper use of the hammer.”
“Can I be in it?” Tyrone say with his hand up like it was a matter of first
come, first served.
“Perhaps,” say Cathy, climbin onto the tire to pump us up. “If you there and
ready.”

unfastening
mottled

raises

squeezes, wedges
slight squelching
sound, (chapoteo)

(refunfuñonamente)

1. From whose point of view is “Blues Ain’t No Mockin Bird” told? What if the story was told in the third person, from the
point of view of a nonparticipant narrator. What do you think the story would lose, or gain?
2. What is Cathy’s function in the story?
3. What motivates the family in this story to move so often from place to place?
4. What makes the grandmother resist the cameramen who wants to photograph her and her surroundings?
5. What details give a clear picture of the grandfather? Is he cruel? How do you explain his nailing the bloody, still living,
female hawk to the toolshed door? How does he kill her mate?
6. How do you explain the interesting fact that the birds in “Blues Ain’t No Mockin Bird” are not mockingbirds but hawks?
What rich suggestions do the hawks add to the story’s meaning?
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Nikki Giovanni (1943-)
Nikki-Rosa
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childhood remembrances are always a drag*
if you’re Black
you always remember things like living in Woodlawn*
with no inside toilet
and if you become famous or something
they never talk about how happy you were to have your mother
all to yourself and
how good the water felt when you got your bath from one of those
big tubs that folk in chicago barbecue in
and somehow when you talk about home
it never gets across how much you
understood their feelings
as the whole family attended meetings about Hollydale
and even though you remember
your biographers never understand
your father’s pain as he sells his stock*
and another dream goes*
and though you’re poor it isn’t poverty that
concerns you
and though they fought a lot
it isn’t your father’s drinking that makes any difference
but only that everybody is together and you
and your sister have happy birthdays and very good christmasses
and I really hope no white person ever has cause to write about me
because they never understand Black love is Black wealth* and they’ll
probably talk about my hard childhood and never understand that
all the while I was quite happy

nuisance, (mandanga)

A predominantly
black suburb of
Cincinnati, Ohio.

cattle, livestock
vanishes

richness

1. To what extent do individual lines, caesurae, and cadences create a rhythm and reinforce the sense of this poem?
2. What points does the speaker make about childhood in general, the childhood of blacks, and his or her own childhood? What images
of childhood are evoked?
3. What is the speaker’s attitude toward himself or herself? What expectations does the speaker seem to have?
4. What ideas about the ways in which whites understand or misunderstand blacks does this poem explore?
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15

1970
i used to dream militant
dreams of taking
over america to show
these white folks* how it should be
done
i used to dream radical dreams
of blowing everyone away with my perceptive powers
of correct analysis
i even used to think i'd be the one
to stop the riot* and negotiate the peace
then i awoke and dug*
that if i dreamed natural
woman doing what a woman
does when she's natural
i would have a revolution

(gentes)

(protesta)
understood

1. What is a natural woman as opposed to an artificial woman, and what factors do you think can make a woman artificial?
2. Why does the speaker need to have the "artificial" superwoman-fantasy dreams described in the poem, attempting to unpack
some cultural assumptions about limits on women's intelligence, perceptivity, and political power?
3. What makes dreaming of being a natural woman a truly revolutionary act? What kind of revolution is the speaker envisioning
here?
4. What does the unconventional use of punctuation and capitalization suggest to you?
5. Can any woman ever really be a natural woman; that is, can any woman move beyond the influences of her culture?
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Charles Olson (1910-1970)

La chute*

1967

In French "The Fall"

my drum, hollowed out* thru the thin slit*,
carved* from the cedar* wood, the base I took
when the tree was felled*

(ahuecado) / (ranura)

o my lute*, wrought* from the tree's crown

(laúd) / shaped, molded, (forjada)

(tallado) / (cedro)
(talado)

(vigor, robustez)

5

10

my drum, whose lustiness*
was not to be resisted
my lute*,

(laúd)

from whose pulsations
not one could turn away*

abandon

They
are where the dead are, my drum* fell*
where the dead are, who
will bring it up, my lute
who will bring it up where it fell in the face of them
where they are, where my lute and drum have fallen?

(tambor) / (cayó)

1. Read this poem aloud and try to accommodate yourself to the effect of its rhythms, if any. Describe your experience.
2. a) What is the effect of so many times repeating the words "drum" and "lute"? What is the emphasis they acquire?
b) What about the repeated phrases and hesitatings ("who / will bring it up, my lute / who will bring it up where it fell")?
3. Does the arrangement of the words in this poem respond to a particular or conventional manner (rime scheme, basic
meter, etc.)?
4. On what relies our attention? How does this poem engage the reader's attention?
5. What kind of arrangement do you find in this poem?
6. Group this poem by clusters of words that a lungful of air can accommodate smoothly.
7. Does this poem seek its own shape as it goes along?
8. What do you make of the blank spaces on lines 7 and 10?
9. What is the poem saying? What does "lute" and "drum" represent?
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Robert Creely (1926-2005)
Oh No

5

1959

If you wander* far enough
you will come to it
and when you get there
they will give you a place to sit
for yourself only, in a nice chair,
and all your friends will be there
with smiles on their faces
and they will likewise* all have places.

get, walk

also, too

1. Is this poem ironic? What elements are in contrast or in discrepancy?
2. The title of this poem helps to point out that between the speaker's words and attitude lie deep differences. In line 2, what is it? Old age?
Does the title imply anything?
3. The wandering suggests a conventional metaphor: the journey of life. Is it literally a rest home for "senior citizens," or perhaps some
naïve popular concept of heaven (such as we meet in comic strips: harps, angels with hoops for halos) in which the saved all sit around
in a ring, smugly congratulating one another?
4. We can't be sure, but the speaker's attitude toward this final sitting-place is definite. It is a place for the selfish. From what words or
phrases could we infer this? From the phrase "for yourself", "smiles on their faces"? What about the word "nice"?
5. Is the title the poet's comment or reaction to the horror of a little hell disguised under sweet-talking us into a seat or rather the speaker's
unironic, straightforward attitude like saying: "Oh not! Not that!"?
6. In verbal irony (a), there is a contrast between the speaker's words and meaning; in an ironic point of view (b), between the writer's
attitude and what is spoken by a fictitious character; in dramatic irony (c), between the limited knowledge of a character and the fuller
knowledge of the reader or spectator; in cosmic irony (d), between a character's aspiration and the treatment he or she receives at the
hands of Fate. What ironic aspect prevails in this poem?

Denise Levertov (1923-1997)
Leaving forever

5

1964

He says the waves in the ship’s wake*
are like stones rolling away.
I don't see it that way.
But I see the mountain turning,
turning away its face as the ship
takes us away.

(estela, rastro)

1. What do you understand to be the man's feelings about leaving forever?
2. How does the speaker feel? With what two figures of speech does the poet express these conflicting views?
3. What feeling does the repetition of "away, way, away, away" produce in your mind? Is the effect necessary?

Divorcing

5

10

500

1975

On garland*
of flowers, leaves, thorns
was twined* round our two necks.
Drawn* tight, it could choke* us,
yet we loved its scratchy* grace,
our fragrant* yoke*.
We were Siamese twins.
Our blood's not sure
if it can circulate,
now we are cut apart*.
Something in each of us is waiting
to see if we can survive,
severed*.

wreath of flowers,
(guirnalda)
joined, put
Put / asphyxiate
(rasguñadora)
sweet smelling / (yugo)

separated

separated, cut apart

Robert Lowell (1917-1977)
Beyond the Alps
(On the train from Rome to Paris. 1950, the year
Pius XII defined the dogma of Mary’s bodily
assumption.)
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Reading how even the Swiss had thrown the sponge*
in once again and Everest was still
unscaled, I watched our Paris pullman* lunge*
mooning* across the fallow* Alpine snow.
O bella* Roma!1 I saw our stewards go
forward on tiptoe banging on their gongs 2.
Life changed to landscape. Much against my will
I left the City of God 3 where it belongs.
There the skirt-mad* Mussolini unfurled*
the eagle 4 of Caesar. He was one of us
only, pure prose*. I envy the conspicuous
waste* of our grandparents on their grand tours—
long-haired Victorian sages accepted the universe,
while breezing* on their trust funds through the world.
When the Vatican made Mary’s Assumption dogma,
the crowds at San Pietro screamed* Papa5.
The Holy Father dropped his shaving glass,
and listened. His electric razor purred*,
his pet canary chirped* on his left hand.
The lights of science couldn’t hold a candle
to Mary risen—at one miraculous stroke,
angel-winged, gorgeous* as a jungle bird!
But who believed this? Who could understand?
Pilgrims still kissed Saint Peter’s brazen* sandal.
The Duce’s 6 lynched, bare, booted* skull still spoke.
God herded his people to the coup de grâce—
the costumed Switzers 7 sloped their pikes to push,
O Pius, through the monstrous human crush....
Our mountain-climbing train had come to earth.
Tired of the querulous* hush-hush of the wheels,
the blear-eyed ego kicking in my berth*
lay still, and saw Apollo plant his heels
on terra firma through the morning’s thigh . . .
each backward, wasted Alp, a Parthenon,
fire-branded* socket* of the Cyclops’ eye.
There were no tickets for that altitude
once held by Hellas, when the goddess stood,
prince, pope, philosopher and golden bough,
pure mind and murder at the scything* prow*—
Minerva, the miscarriage of the brain 8.
Now Paris, our black classic, breaking up
like killer kings on an Etruscan cup.

given up, (se rendieron, tiraron la toalla),
surrendered
train / (embestir)
passing / inert
beautiful

1

Italian phrase

2

Sounded to
announce a meal.
3

(mujeriego) / (desplegó)

Rome, also
suggesting
Agustine’s City
of God.
4

(mera simpleza, prosaico, vulgar)
(grandiosos) / extravagance

Symbol of Roman
legions.

coming and going in
a casual or lighthearted manner
5

shouted loudly

Crowds at saint
Peter’s in Rome
cheered the pope
as Papa.

(ronroneó)
made a sharp chant

magnificent
6

(de bronce)
kicked hard

Italian leader. Benito
Mussolini (1888-1945).
Fascist prime minister of
Italy. Executed by Italian
partisans, he and his
mistress were hung by
the heels in a square in
Milan.
7

complaining

The pope’s Swiss guard
dressed in medieval
costumes
and carried pikes.

(litera)

(marcado a fuego) /
(cuenca)

cutting / (proa)
8

Athena, Greek goddess
of wisdom, skills, and
warfare, also associated
here with myth; see J. G.
Frazer’s The Golden
Bough. Athena sprang
full-grown from the head
of Zeus. Minerva is her
Roman counterpart.

1. In what sense does this poem project a very similar vision of human experience, culture and institutions as "Bartleby", "The
Lottery", "The Swimmer", or "Chickamauga"?
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Skunk Hour

(For Elizabeth Bishop)
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Nautilus Island’s hermit
heiress still lives through winter in her Spartan
her sheep still graze above the sea.
cottage;
Her son’s a bishop. Her farmer
is first selectman in our village;
she’s in her dotage.
Thirsting for
the hierarchic privacy
of Queen Victoria’s century,
she buys up all
the eyesores facing her shore,
and lets them fall.
The season’s ill—
we’ve lost our summer millionaire,
who seemed to leap from an L.L. Bean
catalogue. His nine-knot yawl
was auctioned off to lobstermen.
A red fox stain covers Blue Hill.

And now our fairy
decorator brightens his shop for fall;
his fishnet’s filled with orange cork,
orange, his cobbler’s bench and awl;
there is no money in his work,
he’d rather marry.

25

30

35

40

45

One dark night,
my Tudor Ford climbed the hill’s skull;
I watched for love-cars. Lights turned down,
they lay together, hull to hull,
where the graveyard shelves on the town. . .
My mind’s not right.
A car radio bleats,
“Love, O careless Love....” I hear
my ill-spirit sob in each blood cell
as if my hand were at its throat
I myself am hell;
nobody’s here—
only skunks, that search
in the moonlight for a bite to eat.
They march on their soles up Main Street:
white stripes, moonstruck eyes’ red fire
under the chalk-dry and spar spire
of the Trinitarian Church.
I stand on top
of our back steps and breathe the rich air—
a mother skunk with her column of kittens swills
the garbage pail.
She jabs her wedge-head in a cup
of sour cream, drops her ostrich tail,
and will not scare.

1. 'Skunk', a 'mofeta', is an animal with a very bad smell which feeds on garbage; in this poem the image stands for a concise
expression of its principal theme. This is an evil-smelling hour in the speaker's life; and yet, paradoxically, it is the skunks
themselves who affirm that life ought to go on. After the procession of dying and decadent people and objects in the first four
stanzas, the mother skunk and her kittens form a triumph: bold, fecund, hungry, impossible to scare. Also they too are outcasts
(surrounded by their aroma as the speaker is surrounded by his madness and isolation?), they stick up for their right to survival.
The poem is rich in visual imagery and comparison between the things contained in stanza 5 (the Ford car and the hill's skull),
also the objects set in fixed rows (love-cars, tombstones, beached hull). Water and sea (by their decline or absence) are to this
poem what they are to Eliot's The Waste Land . Even the Church is "chalk-dry"; its spire has become a spar like that of a
stranded vessel.
a) Pursue further the imagery resemblances with Eliot's poem and overall structure of both poems.
b) Compare Lowell's poem with Emily Dickinson's "I heard a Fly buzz—when I died—" or "Design" by Robert Frost.
c) What would be the narrative texts which embody a similar vision to that of these lyric texts?
2. In all ironic texts, clarity and definition are transitory, and their vision exists in its terrifying actuality and hallucination. Doubt is
cast on the validity of any experience. The setting is one of chaos and darkness and affords the fitful illumination of a momentary
vision. The light of that vision may extend outward to reveal the anarchy of the human condition, but more often it reveals the
dimensions of a more personal demonic experience. There is no room for moralizing. The vision seems to have a life and
purpose of its own: "it will not scare." In what sense do Archibald MacLeish's "Ars Poetica" and Marianne Moore's "Poetry"
purport a vision of the meaninglessness of human creations as this text does?
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W. D. Snodgrass (1926-)
That Time
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It’s that time of the year.
Birds take off for the South;
My children fly back West,
The leaves fly right straight down.
And maybe, you, most dear, ...
Maybe it’s for the best.
Camouflaged* like leaves,
Men ship out for the East.
Some of them come back.
Seasons return although
Men have to face the hour
The Powers turn their back.

Concealed, Disguised

Men get displaced*. At least
It’s better not despair.
Some find their place; they grow
Too warm, heavy with power,
While chillier* nights advance
And things have got to go.

(desplazados)

This was just in the air
We knew this all along.
Sometimes you find a way.
Some get a second chance.
I . . . I once knew your mouth.
So go along, go along.

Seeing you have...

5

10

colder

1959

Seeing you have a woman
Whose loves grow thick as the weeds
That keep songsparrows* through the year,
Why are you envious* of boys
Who prowl* the streets all night in packs
So they are equal to the proud
Slender* girls they fear?
She’s like the tall grass, common,
That sends roots, where it needs,
Six feet into the prairies.
Why do you teach yourself the loud
Hankering* voices of blue jays*
That quarrel branch by branch to peck*
And spoil the bitter cherries?

(loro, papagallo)
malicious
wander

thin

(Deseadas) / (arrendajos)
eat

1. Whom does "you" refer to?
2. Do you think this lyric is a soliloquy of a domesticated male who feels a perverse yen to howl with the pack?
3. Why does this poem seem so complicated?
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Anne Sexton (1928-1974)
To a Friend Whose Work Has Come to Triumph

5

10

Consider Icarus, pasting* those sticky* wings on,
testing that strange little tug* at his shoulder blade*,
and think of that first flawless moment over the lawn
of the labyrinth. Think of the difference it made!
There below are the trees, as awkward as camels;
and here are the shocked starlings* pumping past
and think of innocent Icarus who is doing quite well:
larger than a sail, over the fog and the blast*
of the plushy* ocean! he goes. Admire his wings!
Feel the fire at his neck and see how casually*
he glances up* and is caught, wondrously* tunneling
into that hot eye*. Who cares that he fell back to the sea?
See him acclaiming the sun and come plunging down
while his sensible daddy* goes straight into town.

In Celebration of My Uterus
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beating / (pegajosas)
jerky pull / flat bone

migratory birds, (estorninos)

strong gust of wind, (ráfaga)
(afelpado, suntuoso)
(sin apenas importancia)
casts a quick look up /
wonderfully
sun

father

1969

Everyone in me is a bird.
I am beating all my wings.
They wanted to cut you out
but they will not.
They said you were immeasurably empty
but you are not.
They said you were sick unto dying
but they were wrong.
You are singing like a school girl.
You are not torn.
Sweet weight,
in celebration of the woman I am
and of the soul of the woman I am
and of the central creature and its delight
I sing for you. I dare to live.
Hello, spirit. Hello, cup.
Fasten, cover. Cover that does contain.
Hello to the soil of the fields.
Welcome, roots.

35
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Each cell has a life.
There is enough that the populace own these goods.
Any person, any commonwealth would say of it,
“It is good this year that we may plant again
and think forward to a harvest.
A blight had been forecast and has been cast out.”
Many women are singing together of this:
one is in a she factory cursing the machine,
one is at the aquarium tending a seal,
one is full at the wheel of her Ford,
one is at the toll gate collecting,

55

60

one is tying the cord of a calf in Arizona,
one is straddling a cello in Russia,
one is shifting pots on the stove in Egypt,
one is painting her bedroom walls moon color,
one is dying but remembering a breakfast,
one is stretching on her mat in Thailand,
one is wiping the ass of her child,
one is staring out the window of a train
in the middle of Wyoming and one is
anywhere and some are everywhere and all
seem to be singing, although some can not
sing a note.
Sweet weight,
in celebration of the woman I am
let me carry a ten-foot scarf,
let me drum for the nineteen-year-olds,
let me carry bowls for the offering
(if that is my part).
Let me study the cardiovascular tissue,
let me examine the angular distance of meteors,
let me suck on the stems of flowers
(if that is my part).
Let me make certain tribal figures
(if that is my part).
For this thing the body needs
let me sing
for the supper,
for the kissing,
for the correct
yes.

1. Anne Sexton was the first poet to write openly about menstruation, abortion, masturbation, incest, adultery and drug
addition at a time when poetry didn't embrace these proprieties as proper poetic topics. What is the unusual tone with
which this poem approaches its subject?
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Sylvia Plath (1932-1963)
Metaphors*

5

1960

I’m a riddle* in nine syllables,
An elephant, a ponderous* house,
A melon strolling* on two tendrils*.
O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers*!
This loaf*’s big with its yeasty* rising.
Money’s new-minted* in this fat purse*.
I’m a means, a stage, a cow in calf*.
I’ve eaten a bag of green apples*
Boarded the train there’s no getting off*.

Comparisons

(adivinanza)
heavy
walking / (zarcillos, tijeretas)
(vigas de un armazón)
(pan) / (en fermentación)
coined anew, (recién
acuñado) / (monedero)
p regnant cow
(una hinchazón por gases)
(apearse)

1. What evidence can you find in the poem that the speaker here is a woman?
2. The speaker calls herself a “riddle in nine syllables”. What is the answer to the riddle? Why nine syllables (as opposed to eight
or ten)? In what sense is the poem also a riddle? How are the answers to both riddles related?
3. a) To what central fact do all the metaphors in this poem refer?
b) In the first line, what has the speaker in common with a riddle? Why does she say she has "nine" syllables?
c) What do all the metaphors in the poem have in common? How effectively does each one convey part of the feelings and
experience of pregnancy? Do they strike you as commonplace or unusual? Why?
4. Which of the metaphors do you find amusing, shocking, or demeaning? What do these suggest about the speaker’s attitude
towards herself?
5. What aspect of early pregnancy is captured in the “bag of green apples” metaphor (line 8)? What two meanings are suggested
by the stage metaphor (line 7)? Why is the train metaphor (line 9) appropriate to creating life and becoming a parent?
6. How would you describe the time of this poem? What attitude or attitudes does the speaker express? What attitude is conveyed
in the metaphors of an elephant, "a ponderous house," "a melon strolling on two tendrils"? By the metaphors of red fruit, ivory,
fine timbers, new-minted money? By the metaphor in the last line?
7. Does the speaker want to have the baby?

Morning song

1965

Love set you going like a fat gold watch.
The midwife* slapped your footsoles*, and your bald* cry
Took its place among the elements.

5

10

15

Our voices echo, magnifying your arrival. New statue.
In drafty* museum, your nakedness*
Shadows* our safety. We stand round blankly* as walls.

(comadrona) / (suelas) /
plain, naked

with currents of cold air /
(desnudez)
accompanies / (sin comprender), with no feeling

I’m no more your mother
than the cloud that distills* a mirror to reflect its own slow
Effacement* at the wind's hand.

vaporizes

All night your moth-breath
Flickers* among the flat pink roses. I wake to listen:
A far sea moves in my ear.

(Tiembla)

obliteration

One cry, and I stumble* from bed, cow-heavy and floral
In my Victorian nightgown*.
Your mouth opens clean as a cat's. The window square

go down quickly, descend
clumsily
(camisón)

Whitens and swallows its dull* stars. And now you try
Your handful* of notes;
The clear vowels rise like balloons*.

(mortecinas), gloomy
small number
(globos)
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Theodore Roethke (1907-1963)
My Papa’s Waltz
The whiskey on your breath
Could make a small boy dizzy*;
But I hung on like death:
Such waltzing* was not easy.
5

10

15

1

giddy, (mareado)

dance

We romped* until the pans*
Slid* from the kitchen shelf*;
My mother’s countenance*
Could not unfrown* itself.

played lively / cooking dishes

The hand that held my wrist*
Was battered* on one knuckle*;
At every step you missed
My right ear scraped* a buckle*.

(muñeca)

You beat time* on my head
With a palm caked* hard by dirt,
When waltzed me off* to bed
Still clinging to* your shirt.

(Marcabas el ritmo)

Glided, (Resbalar an) / (estantería)
facial expression, (semblante)
of approval

beaten / (nudillo)

scratched / (hebilla del
cinturón)

covered
took me
(aferrado, amarrado),
holding on to, remaining persistently faithful

Do you find the speaker's attitude toward his father affectionate and the recollection of his childhood to be a happy one?

2. a)
b)
c)

Are there any rollicking rhythms, playfulness of rime, joyful suggestions of words? Try to find instances of these three aspects.
What do you make out of this scene with kitchen pans falling and the father happily using his son's head for a drum?
Does the boy cling with persistent love toward his father?

3. a)

What is the overall tone of the poem? In defining the tone do not lose sight of whether the poem makes fun of the characters or
brings out the all-too human aspects. The first aspects would make the poem a satire, the second aspect an irony or a world which
stresses the complexities of human life.
What events visualize the scene as a comedy?
What aspects would you stress in order to consider the overall tone, not as a comic satire but a tragic irony?

b)
c)

4. What are the boy's feelings about his father? What words suggest these feelings? What do you learn about the "Papa" who waltzes with
his son?
5. What kind of experience is the dance for the boy?

Dolor

5

10

I have known the inexorable sadness of pencils,
Neat in their boxes, dolor of pad* and paper-weight,
All the misery of manila folders* and mucilage*,
Desolation in immaculate public places,
Lonely reception room, lavatory, switchboard,
The unalterable pathos of basin* and pitcher*,
Ritual of multigraph, paper-clip, comma,
Endless duplication of lives and objects.
And I have seen dust from the walls of institutions,
Finer than flour*, alive, more dangerous than silica*,
Sift*, almost invisible, through long afternoons of tedium,
Dropping a fine film on nails and delicate eyebrows*,
Glazing* the pale hair, the duplicate grey standard faces.

writing paper
(carpetas) / (goma de pegar,
murcílago)

(palangana) / (cántaro, jarra)

(harina) / (sílice)
(Colarse)
(cejas)
(Esmaltado)

1. Are all the words related to "dolor" concrete or abstract? Specific or general?
2. What are the institutions, conditions, and places that the speaker associates with "dolor"? What do these institutions and places have in common?
3. What point does this poem make about the public world and about details of day-to-day existence?
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Robert Bly (1926-)
Driving to Town late to mail a letter

5

1962

It is a cold and snowy night. The main street is deserted.
The only things moving are swirls* of snow.
As I lift the mailbox door, I feel its cold iron.
There is a privacy* I love in this snowy night.
Driving around, I will waste more time.

(remolinos, torbellinos)

(privacidad)

1. Why does the speaker prefer to ogle snowscapes instead of going home?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?

James Wright (1927-1980)
A Blessing

5
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15
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1963

Just off the highway to Rochester, Minnesota,
Twilight bounds* softly forth on the grass.
And the eyes of those two Indian ponies
Darken with kindness.
They have come gladly out of the willows*
To welcome my friend and me.
We step over the barbed wire* into the pasture
Where they have been grazing* all day, alone.
They ripple* tensely, they can hardly contain their happiness
That we have come.
They bow shyly as wet swans. They love each other.
There is no loneliness like theirs.
At home once more,
They begin munching* the young tufts* of spring in the darkness.
I would like to hold the slenderer* one in my arms,
For she has walked over to me
And nuzzled* my left hand.
She is black and white,
Her mane* falls wild on her forehead,
And the light breeze* moves me to caress* her long ear
That is delicate as the skin over a girl’s wrist*.
Suddenly I realize
That if I stepped out of my body I would break
Into blossom*.

reflects

(sauces)
(alambre de espino)
eating grass
(se rizan, encrespan)

(mascando) / bunches
of grass
smaller

pressed the nose
gently
(crin)
(brisa) / (acariciar)
(muñeca)

(flor, capullo)

1. What has happened just before the poem opens? Account for the poet’s use of the present tense in his descriptions.
2. Is the setting here portrayed as specific or general? What happens as the poem progresses?
3. a) What does the word "blessing" suggest? How did the encounter with the ponies "bless" the speaker? What realization
overtakes the speaker? How does this realization constitute a “blessing”?
b) What barriers has the experience helped the poet to conquer or go beyond?
4. To what degree is it necessary for the poet to include all the detail of the first 21 lines before the realization of the last three?
5. The use of "blossom" in the last line brings to mind images of fertility and sexuality. How does this image stand in relation
to the rest of the poem? Does it help you to understand why the poem is entitled "A Blessing"?
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Elizabeth Bishop (1911-1979)
The Fish
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35

1946

I caught a tremendous fish
and held him beside the boat
half out of water, with my hook
fast in a corner of his mouth.
He didn’t fight.
He hadn’t fought at all.
He hung a grunting weight,
battered and venerable
and homely. Here and there
his brown skin hung in strips
like ancient wallpaper,
and its pattern of darker brown
was like wallpaper:
shapes like full-blown roses
stained and lost through age.
He was speckled with barnacles,
fine rosettes of lime,
and infested
with tiny white sea-lice,
and underneath two or three
rags of green weed hung down.
While his gills were breathing in
the terrible oxygen
—the frightening gills,
fresh and crisp with blood,
that can cut so badly—
I thought of the coarse white flesh
packed in like feathers,
the big bones and the little bones,
the dramatic reds and blacks
of his shiny entrails,
and the pink swim-bladder
like a big peony.
I looked into his eyes
which were far larger than mine
but shallower, and yellowed,
the irises backed and packed
with tarnished tinfoil
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seen through the lenses
of old scratched isinglass*.
They shifted a little, but not
to return my stare*.
—It was more like the tipping
of an object toward the light.
I admired his sullen* face,
the mechanism of his jaw,
and then I saw
that from his lower lip
—if you could call it a lip—
grim*, wet, and weaponlike,
hung five old pieces of fish-line,
or four and a wire leader
with the swivel* still attached,
with all their five big hooks
grown firmly in his mouth.
A green line, frayed* at the end
where he broke it, two heavier lines*,
and a fine black thread
still crimped* from the stain* and snap*
when it broke and he got away.
Like medals with their ribbons*
frayed and wavering*,
a five-haired beard of wisdom
trailing from his aching* jaw.
I stared and stared*
and victory filled up
the little rented* boat,
from the pool of bilge*
where oil had spread a rainbow
around the rusted engine
to the bailer* rusted orange,
the sun-cracked thwarts*,
the oarlocks* on their strings,
the gunnels*—until everything
was rainbow, rainbow, rainbow!
And I let the fish go.

(mica)

fixed look

(hosca)

severe

(eslabón giratorio)

(deshilachada)
(sedales)

(encrespado) / (mancha)
/ (mordisco)
(cintas)
(ondeantes)

suffering
looked fixedly with
open eyes
(oxidado)
dirty water gathering at a boat's
lower part

(achicador)
seats of a boat
(toletes o estaquillas a las
que se atan los remos)
upper edges of a boat's
side, (regala, borda) ,
gunwale , (listón de
madera o tablón que
cubre todas las cabezas de las ligazones
en su extremo superior,
y forma el borde de las
embarcaciones)

1. a) How many abstract words does this poem contain? What proportion of the poem is imagery?
b) What are the images of action in the poem? Are they especially ordinary or are they unusual?
2. a) What is the speaker's attitude toward the fish? What sort of impression does the fish make upon the speaker? Is the fish
beautiful? Ugly? Comment in particular on lines 61-64.
b) What do the "five old pieces of fish-line" indicate about the previous existence of the fish?
c) Why is the fish described in such detail?
3. What attitude do the images of the rainbow of oil (line 69), the orange bailer (bailing bucket, line 71), "the sun-cracked thwarts"
(line 72) convey? Does the poet expect us to feel mournful because the boat is in such a bad state?
4. What is meant by "rainbow, rainbow, rainbow"? What does the rainbow suggest to the speaker?
5. a) Does the letting go of the fish seem abrupt, or is there a connection between the previous images of the fish and the release?
How do these images prepare us for the conclusion?
b) To what degree does it seem to be right for the fish to be free? Does the speaker seem to have a right to keep the fish? Why
does the speaker let the fish go?
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Richard Wilbur (1921-)
Transit

1988

A woman I have never seen before
Steps from the darkness of her town-house door
At just that crux* of time when she is made
So beautiful that she or time must fade.
What use to claim that as she tugs* her gloves
A phantom heraldry of all the loves
Blares* from the lintel*? That the staggered sun
Forgets, in his confusion, how to run?

5

Still, nothing changes as her perfect feet
Click down the walk that issues* in the street.
Leaving the stations* of her body there
As a whip* maps* the countries of the air.

10

vital point

pulls at

(resuena) / (dintel)

emerges
positions
(látigo) / (traza)

1. The subject of this poem appears to be simple: the passage of a beautiful woman as she steps from her door, pulls on her
gloves, and proceeds down her walk. But the observations are neither simple nor simple-minded. Why is stanza 2 a rueful
question? What is the speaker trying to mask? What do you make of the startling image of the whip in the last line?

Sleepless at Crown Point
All nights, this headland
Lunges* into the rumpling*
Capework of the wind.

1976

strikes at / (pliegue)

Howard Nemerov (1920-1991)
The snow globe

1955

A long time ago, when I was a child,
they left my light on while I went to sleep,
As though they would have wanted me beguiled*
By brightness if at all; dark was too deep.
5

10

And they left me one toy, a village white
With the fresh snow and silently in glass
Frozen forever. But if you shook it,
The snow would rise up in the rounded space
And from the limits of the universe
Snow itself down again. O world of white,
First home of dreams! Now that I have my dead,
I want so cold an emblem to rehearse*
How many of them have gone from the world's light,
As I have gone, too, from my snowy bed.

bewitched, spellbound,
deceived, (engatusado)

beguile v.tr. 1 charm; amuse. 2 divert
attention pleasantly from (toil etc.).
3 (usu. foll. by of, out of, or into +
verbal noun) delude; cheat (beguiled
him into paying).
Engañar (delude), seducir, engatusar
(charm away), entretener (time),
persuadir
bewitched, spellbound, deceived,
fascinated

practice, prepare, go
over, enumerate

1. Is the globe a symbol? If so, what does it suggest?
2. Would you say that the tone of this poem is wistful, nostalgic, sorrowful? Refer to the poem to support your argument.
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Randall Jarrell (1914-1965)
The Woman at the Washington Zoo

1960

The saris* go by me from the embassies.

colorful dress
made of silk

Cloth from the moon. Cloth from another planet.
They look back at the leopard like the leopard.
And I . . . .
5
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this print* of mine, that has kept its color
Alive through so many cleanings; this dull null*
Navy* I wear to work, and wear from work, and so
To my bed, so to my grave, with no
Complaints, no comment: neither from my chief,
The Deputy Chief Assistant, nor his chief—
Only I complain . . . . this serviceable
Body that no sunlight dyes*, no hand suffuses*
But, dome-shadowed, withering* among columns,
Wavy* beneath fountains—small, far-off, shining
In the eyes of animals, these beings trapped
As I am trapped but not, themselves, the trap,
Aging, but without knowledge of their age,
Kept safe here, knowing not of death, for death—
Oh, bars* of my own body, open, open!
The world goes by my cage and never sees me.
And there come not to me, as come to these
The wild beasts, sparrows* pecking* the llamas’ grain,
Pigeons settling on the bears’ bread, buzzards*
Tearing the meat the flies have clouded . . . .
Vulture*,
When you come for the white rat that the foxes left,
Take off the red helmet of your head, the black
Wings that have shadowed me, and step to me as man:
The wild brother at whose feet the white wolves fawn*,
To whose hand of power the great lioness
Stalks*, purring* . . . .
You know what I was,
You see what I am: change me, change me!

taint
faded
sort of blue uniform

taints / colors, (inunda,
baña)
declining, decaying
(Ondulante)

(barrotes)

(gorriones) / eating
(busardos)

(Buitre)

show delight
approaches stealthly
/ vibrating contently,
(runruneando)

1. Who and where is the speaker?
2. How does the speaker contrast herself to the women wearing saris?
3. How is the speaker like the animals in the zoo? How is the speaker different from the animals?
4. What is the speaker's attitude toward her clothing? Body? Life?
5. What does the speaker want?

The Death of the Ball Turret gunner*

5

1955

From my mother's sleep I fell into the State*,
And I hunched in its belly till my wet fur froze.
Six miles from earth, loosed from its dream of life,
I woke to black flak* and the nightmare fighters.
When I died they washed me out of the turret with a hose.

A small space, enclosed in plexiglass
on the underside of
a bomber's fuselage.
Government, Nation

(defensa antiaérea
alemana)

1. What is implied in the first two lines? And in the next two following (3-4)? Taking account of the title, do you think "wet fur" is
literal or metaphoric or both?
2. Do you find the simplicity of the last line anti-climactic? What does the last line imply about the final reality of war?
3. Is there any metaphor of birth? Of what kind? Considering the position of a ball turret gunner, why do you think the speaker uses
images of an unborn creature still in its mother's womb?

510

Richard Eberhart (1904-)
The Fury of Aerial Bombardment

1947

You would think the fury of aerial bombardment
Would rouse* God to relent*; the infinite spaces
Are still silent. He looks on shock-pried* faces.
History, even, does not know what is meant.
5
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15

You would feel that after so many centuries
God would give man to repent*; yet he can kill
As Cain could, but with multitudinous will,
No farther advanced than in his ancient furies*.
Was man made stupid to see his own stupidity?
Is God by definition indifferent, beyond us all?
Is the eternal truth man’s fighting soul
Wherein the Beast ravens* in its own avidity?
Of Van Wettering I speak, and Averill,
Names on a list, whose faces I do not recall
But they are gone to early* death, who late in school
Distinguished the belt feed lever from the belt holding pawl.*

take / yield to compassion
inquisitive

(contricción)

avenging spirits

feeds voraciously

(prematura)
(Distinguían la cinta del reloj de la que mantiene
el cabrestante.)

1.

As a naval officer during World War II, Richard Eberhart was assigned for a time as an instructor in a gunnery school. How has this
experience apparently contributed to the diction of his poem?

2.

Do you think that technical terms should be excluded from poetry? Can a word succeed for us in a poem, even though we may not be
able to define it?

3.

Some readers have found a contrast in tone between the first three stanzas of this poem and the last stanza. How would you describe
this contrast? What does diction contribute to it?

4.

Who or what is the speaker in this poem? What does the last stanza tell you about him?

5.

To whom does the “you” in lines 1 and 5 refer?

6.

What type and level of diction predominate in lines 1-12? What observations about God are made in these lines?

7.

How does the level and type of diction change in the last stanza? What is the effect of these changes? How is jargon used here in
relation to tone and setting?

8.

What ideas about humanity and war does this poem explore?

W. S. Merwin (1927-)
Odysseus

5

1960

Always the setting forth was the same,
Same sea, same dangers waiting for him
As though he had got nowhere but older.
Behind him on the receding shore
The identical reproaches, and somewhere
Out before him, the unravelling patience
He was wedded to. There were the islands
Each with its woman and twining welcome
To be navigated, and one to call “home.”

10

15

The knowledge of all that he betrayed
Grew till it was the same whether he stayed
Or went. Therefore he went. And what wonder
If sometimes he could not remember
Which was the one who wished on his departure
Perils that he could never sail through,
And which, improbable, remote, and true,
Was the one he kept sailing home to?

1.

What aspects of the Odysseus myth are evoked in this poem? What point does the poem make about Odysseus's experiences?

2.

What mythic figures are alluded to in the phrase "identical reproaches"? The phrase "the one who wished on his departure / Perils that
he could never sail through"? The phrases "unravelling patience" and "the one he kept sailing home to"?

3.

What ideas about life and experience does this poem explore? To what extent does Odysseus become symbolic of a specific kind of life
and attitude toward life? How does our knowledge of Odysseus contribute to the impact and meaning of the poem?

4.

Compare the image of Penelope in this poem with the one in Dorothy Parker's "Penelope" (page 240). How is the same mythic material
used towards different ends in these poems?
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Adrienne Rich (1929-)

[Sex, as they harshly call it,]
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Sex, as they harshly call it,
I fell into this morning
at ten o’clock, a drizzling hour
of traffic and wet newspapers.
I thought of him who yesterday
clearly didn’t
turn me to a hot field
ready for plowing,
and longing for that young man
pierced me to the roots
bathing every vein, etc.
All day he appears to me
touchingly desirable,
a prize one could wreck one’s peace for.
I’d call it love if love
didn’t take so many years
but lust too is a jewel
a sweet flower and what
pure happiness to know
all our high-toned questions
breed in a lively animal.
Aunt Jennifer’s Tigers

5

10

At a Bach Concert

1964

1951

Coming by evening through the wintry city
We said that art is out of love with life.
Here we approach a love that is not pity.

5

This antique discipline, tenderly severe,
Renews belief in love yet masters feeling,
Asking of us a grace in what we bear.
Form is the ultimate gift that love can offer—
The vital union of necessity
With all that we desire, all that we suffer.

10

A too-compassionate art is half an art.
Only such proud restraining purity
Restores the else-betrayed, too-human heart.

1951

Aunt Jennifer’s tigers prance* across a screen,
Bright topaz* denizens* of a world of green.
They do not fear the men beneath the tree;
They pace* in sleek* chivalric certainty.

leap gayly, (hacer cabriolas)
(topacio) / inhabitants

Aunt Jennifer’s fingers fluttering* through her wool
Find even the ivory needle hard to pull.
The massive weight of Uncle’s wedding band
Sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer’s hand.

going about restlessly,
flapping, moving

When Aunt is dead, her terrified hands will lie
Still ringed* with ordeals* she was mastered by*.
The tigers in the panel that she made
Will go on prancing*, proud and unafraid.

walk / radiant

encircled / trials / (vencida)

leaping gayly

1. What disparity is being highlighted?
2

Is there anything wrong with the passive role assigned to women in this poem?

3. What do you make of the pride, confidence, and fearlessness ("masculine" virtues, whatever the sex of the tigers) of Aunt
Jennifer's imaginary creations sharply contrasting with Aunt Jennifer herself—a frail lady with fluttering fingers, terrified
hands?
4. The word "ringed" refers both to the wedding ring that "sits heavily upon Aunt Jennifer's hand" and to "ordeals she was
mastered by," relates specifically to marriage and being expected to conform. Although she goes down in defeat, what
do you think triumphs at the end?
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Living in sin

1955

She had thought the studio would keep itself;
No dust upon the furniture of love.

5
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15

Half heresy, to wish the taps* less vocal*,

(grifos) / (ruidosos)

The panes* relieved of grime*. A plate of pears,

sheet of glass / dirt ingrained in the surface

A piano with a Persian shawl*, a cat

(chal)

Stalking* the picturesque amusing mouse

Pursuing, (Siguiendo)

Had been her vision when he pleaded* “Come.”

asked, implored, (suplicó)

Not that at five each separate stair* would writhe*

(peldaño) / twist in acute pain

Under the milkman’s tramp*; that morning light

tread, step, (pesados pasos)

So coldly would delineate the scraps*

remnants, bits, (trozos)

Of last night’s cheese and blank* sepulchral bottles;

empty

That on the kitchen shelf among the saucers*

dishes, (platos)

A pair of beetle*-eyes would fix her own—

(escarabajo)

Envoy* from some black village in the mouldings*...

Messenger / (molduras)

Meanwhile her night’s companion, with a yawn*

(bostezo)

Sounded a dozen notes upon the keyboard,
Declared it out of tune, inspected whistling*

(silbando)

A twelve hours’ beard, went out for cigarettes;
20

While she, contending* with a woman’s demons,

fighting, striving

Pulled back the sheets* and made the bed and found

bedclothes

A fallen towel* to dust the table-top,

(balleta)

And wondered how it was a man could wake*

(despertar)

From night to day and take the day for granted*.

(dar por sentado, tomárselo
con indiferencia)

By evening she was back in love again,
25

Though not so wholly* but throughout the night

definitely

She woke sometimes to feel the daylight coming
Like a relentless* milkman up the stairs.

(despiadado)

1. Where did "he" go during the day while she stayed at home cleaning the apartment? Why did she feel like the milkman?
2. What does the Persian shawl on the piano contrast with?
3. What makes this girl care about some things more than others? Does she care about the same things all the time?
4. What are the pair of beetle eyes that fix on her?
5. What was the reference to "three sepulchral beetles"?
6. Is "she" having an affair with the milkman?
7. Was the milkman the lover or suspicion of the man who left for cigarettes?
8. What did the studio have to do with this poem and her sin? What did the first stanza mean?
9. I wonder why this poem has been called "Living in Sin"?
10. Is the woman in the poem worried that she is committing a heresy or that other people think she is "Living in Sin"? Is the
"sin", the title mentions a matter of cohabiting without the blessing of the church or rather the "sin" of having seen
through the myth of romantic happiness in difficult circumstances?
11. Why does she presumably think that the studio will "keep itself"?
12. Although this might not be a love poem in spite of her being back in love, what has she known from her experience of
love?
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John Ashbery (1927-)
At North farm

5

10

Somewhere someone is traveling furiously toward you,
At incredible speed, traveling day and night,
Though blizzards* and desert heat, across torrents, through
narrow passes.
But will he know where to find you,
Recognize you when he sees you,
Give you the thing he has for you?
Hardly* anything grows here,
Yet the granaries* are bursting* with meal*,
The sacks of meal piled to the rafters*.
The streams* run with sweetness, fattening* fish;
Birds darken the sky. Is it enough
That the dish of milk is set out at night,
That we think of him sometimes,
Sometimes and always, with mixed feelings?

severe snowstorm with
high winds, (ventiscas)

Scarcely, Barely
storehouses / overflowing,
(aventando) / food
(cabrios o maderos del techo)
small rivers / (que engordan)

1. It is never easy to decide what an Ashbery poem "means". This one is rich with suggestions we may speculate on. Who is, for
instance, this threatening catlike "someone" for whom we set out milk at night and about whom we think "sometimes, /
Sometimes and always, with mixed feelings?" Is it the Grim Reaper? And yet Death always knows where to find the person he's
looking for.
2. What are we to make of lines 7-11? How can the granaries be "bursting with meal, / The sacks of meal piled to the rafters" if
"Hardly anything grows here"?
3

Do you think an iceberg can ever catch a seal?

The cathedral is

Slated* for demolition.

1. Is this a poem?
2. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
3. The work of what Spanish painter would be most akin to this poem?
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Frank O’Hara (1926-1966)
A true account of talking to the sun at
fire island
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The Sun woke me this morning loud
and clear, saying “Hey! I’ve been
trying to wake you up for fifteen
minutes. Don’t be so rude, you are
only the second poet I’ve ever chosen
to speak to personally
so why
aren’t you more attentive? If I could
burn you through the window I would
to wake you up. I can’t hang around
here all day.”
“Sorry, Sun, I stayed
up late last night talking to Hal.”
“When I woke up Mayakovsky he was
a lot more prompt” the Sun said
petulantly. “Most people are up
already waiting to see if I’m going
to put in an appearance.”
I tried
to apologize “I missed you yesterday.”
“That’s better” he said. “I didn’t
know you’d come out.” “You may be
wondering why I’ve come so close?”
“Yes” I said beginning to feel hot
wondering if maybe he wasn’t burning me
anyway.
“Frankly I wanted to tell you
I like your poetry. I see a lot
on my rounds and you’re okay. You may
not be the greatest thing on earth, but
you’re different. Now, I’ve heard some
say you’re crazy, they being excessively
calm themselves to my mind, and other
crazy poets think that you’re a boring
reactionary. Not me.
Just keep on
like I do and pay no attention. You’ll
find that people always will complain
about the atmosphere, either too hot
or too cold too bright or too dark, days
too short or too long.
If you don’t appear
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at all one day they think you’re lazy
or dead. Just keep right on, I like it.
And don’t worry about your lineage
poetic or natural. The Sun shines on
the jungle, you know, on the tundra
the sea, the ghetto. Wherever you were
I knew it and saw you moving. I was waiting
for you to get to work.
And now that you
are making your own days, so to speak,
even if no one reads you but me
you won’t be depressed. Not
everyone can look up, even at me. It
hurts their eyes.”
“Oh Sun, I’m so grateful to you!”
“Thanks and remember I’m watching. It’s
easier for me to speak to you out
here. I don’t have to slide down
between buildings to get your ear.
I know you love Manhattan, but
you ought to look up more often.
And
always embrace things, people earth
sky stars, as I do, freely and with
the appropriate sense of space. That
is your inclination, known in the heavens
and you should follow it to hell, if
necessary, which I doubt.
Maybe we’ll
speak again in Africa, of which I too
am specially fond. Go back to sleep now
Frank, and I may leave a tiny poem
in that brain of yours as my farewell.”
“Sun, don’t go!” I was awake
at last. “No, go I must, they’re calling
me.”
“Who are they?”
Rising he said “Some
day you’ll know. They’re calling to you
too.” Darkly he rose, and then I slept.

1. What if all the big parts of nature—like the sun, the moon, the stars, the mountains, the snow, the thunder, the air,
spring-time—suddenly were able to talk and went around talking to people they especially liked? The sun in this poem
likes Frank O'Hara because he thinks he is warm and loving and generous like himself, the sun. Which part of nature
would you most want to like you and come and talk to you?
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The day lady died

5
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It is 12:20 in New York a Friday
three days after Bastille day, yes
it is 1959 and I go get a shoeshine
because I will get off the 4:19 in Easthampton
at 7:15 and then go straight* to dinner
and I don’t know the people who will feed me

directly

I walk up the muggy* street beginning to sun
and have a hamburger and a malted and buy
an ugly NEW WORLD WRITING to see what the poets
in Ghana are doing these days
I go on to the bank
and Miss Stillwagon (first name Linda I once heard)
doesn’t even look up my balance for once in her life
and in the GOLDEN GRIFFIN I get a little Verlaine
for Patsy with drawings* by Bonnard although I do
think of Hesiod, trans.* Richmond Lattimore or
Brendan Behan’s new play or Le Balcon or Les Nègres
of Genet, but I don’t, I stick* with Verlaine
after practically going to sleep with quandariness

humid

and for Mike I just stroll* into the PARK LANE
Liquor Store and ask for a bottle of Strega and
then I go back where I came from to 6th Avenue
and the tobacconist in the Ziegfeld Theatre and
casually ask for a carton of Gauloises* and a carton
of Picayunes, and a NEW YORK POST with her face on it

walked in a leisurely way

and I am sweating* a lot by now and thinking of
leaning on the john* door in the 5 SPOT
while she whispered a song along the keyboard
to Mal Waldron and everyone and I stopped breathing

(sudando)

(dibujos)
translation

(me quedo)

French cigarrettes

lavatory

1. Small personal details—such as the time you wake up, the books you buy, who calls you on the phone, what clothes you wear—
actually make up a rather large part of experience, and matter a lot, but they aren't usually put into poetry—they don't seem
important enough or general enough. How can these things matter to anyone except the person who experiences them?
2. What seems most important to the speaker of this poem?
3. Is the overall tone of this poem tragic, satiric, ironic, comic, romantic?
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Kenneth Koch (1925-2002)
Mending Sump*

5

10

1960

“Hiram, I think the sump is backing up.
The bathroom floor boards* for above two weeks
Have seemed soaked* through. A little bird, I think,
Has wandered in the pipes*, and all's gone wrong.”
“Something there is that doesn't hump* a sump,”
He said; and through his head she saw a cloud
That seemed to twinkle. “Hiram, well,” she said,
“Smith is come home! I saw his face just now
While looking through your head. He’s come to die
Or else to laugh, for hay* is dried-up grass
When you’re alone.” He rose, and sniffed the air.
“We’d better leave him in the sump,” he said.

(Sumidero)

(tablas)
immersed
(tuberías)
(aguanta)

(heno, paja)

1. What kind of people does the speaker dislike? Whom does he feel compassion for?
2. How would you describe the tone of this poem? How can you tell it isn't entirely serious?
3. Who might be the poet who is the object of this parody? Which of his poems are echoed in it?
4. Koch gains humor by making outrageous statements in the tone and language of Robert Frost's "Mending Wall". Whether you
are or not familiar with Frost's poem, how would you describe the tone and language of Kenneth Koch's "Mending Sump"?

1
I chopped down* the house that you had been saving to live in next summer.
I am sorry, but it was morning, and I had nothing to do
and its wooden beams* were so inviting.

5

2
We laughed at the hollyhocks* together
and then I sprayed* them with lye*.
Forgive me. I simply do not know what I am doing.
3
I gave away the money that you had been saving to live on for the next ten years.
The man who asked for it was shabby*
and the firm March wind on the porch was so juicy and cold.

10

4
Last evening we went dancing and I broke your leg.
Forgive me. I was clumsy*, and
I wanted you here in the wards*, where I am the doctor!

cut, (abatí)

(vigas)

tall plant with large showy
flowers, (malva hortense)
sprinkled, (rocié) / (lejía)

poor

incompetent
(planta, sección)

1. With what kind of convention would you say this poem plays in every stanza?
2. Are the reasons given in the first stanza sufficient to extenuate the harm he has done?
3. What is the relation between the speaker and the listener in the rest of the stanzas?
4. What would be a main pattern underlining all the stanzas?
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Dudley Randall (1914-)
Old Witherington

1966

Old Witherington had drunk too much again.
The children changed their play and packed around him
To jeer* his latest brawl*. Their parents followed.

5

10

15

20

1.
2
3
4.

Prune*-black, with bloodshot eyes and one white tooth,
He tottered* in the night with legs spread wide
Waving* a hatchet*. “Come on, come on,” he piped*,
“And I'll baptize these bricks with bloody kindling*.
I may be old and drunk, but not afraid
To die. I’ve died before. A million times
I’ve died and gone to hell. I live in hell.
If I die now I die, and put an end
To all this loneliness. Nobody cares
Enough to even fight me now, except
This crazy bastard here.”
And with these words
He cursed* the little children, cursed his neighbors,
Cursed his father, mother, and his wife,
Himself, and God, and all the rest of the world,
All but his grinning* adversary, who, crouched*,
Danced tenderly* around him with a jag-toothed bottle,
As if the world compressed to one old man
Who was the sun, and he sole faithful planet.

mock / rumpus, fight

(Ciruela)
staggered
(Blandiendo) / axe /
chirped, trilled, (dijo)
littering

damned, condemned

smiling toothily, disdaining
/ squatted
touchingly, (tiernamente)

What ideas do you get from the name Old Witherington?
What is meant by "I'll baptize these bricks with bloody kindling" (7)?
How would you describe the impact of tenderly as it is used in line 20?
What possible significance do you see in Old Witherington's not cursing "his grinning adversary" (19) when he has cursed everyone
else?

The Idiot

5

10

1.

“That cop* was powerful mean*.
First he called me, ‘Black boy.’
Then he punched me in the face
and drug* me by the collar to a wall
and made me lean* against it with my hands
spread while he searched* me,
and all the time he searched me
he kicked me and cuffed* me and cussed* me.

policeman / nasty, bad

I was mad enough to lay him out*,
and would’ve did* it, only
I didn’t want to hurt his feelings,
and lose* the good will
of the good white folks downtown,
who hired him.”

kill him

'dragged', (arrastró)
bend, recline
(cacheó)

stroke me with his
hands, spanked /
cursed, insulted

'done'

(y que perdiera)

What is the title of the poem? What might it imply about the relationship between the speaker and the author? What do the quotation marks tell us?

2. What did the police officer do? What is the police officer's attitude toward blacks? How do you know?
3. What did the speaker do? What two reasons does he give for why he didn´t do it? What do you think about the author that might help
you reconstruct the meaning? What isn't under dispute? What does your experience tell you about such situations?
4. Are there known errors proclaimed? Are there any conflicts in belief?
5. Who is the idiot? Does the poem's voice give any warnings that the poem is ironic?
6. According to the author, how should the speaker have acted? Defend your answer. Do you agree with Randall?
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David Mamet (1947-)
Oleanna
ONE
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JOHN is talking on the phone. CAROL is seated across the desk from him.
JOHN (on phone): And what about the land. (Pause) The land. And what about the land? (Pause) What about it?
(Pause) No. I don’t understand. Well, yes, I’m I’m ... no, I’m sure it’s signif ... I’m sure it’s significant. (Pause)
Because it’s significant to mmnnnmm ... did you call Jerry? (Pause) Because ... no, no, no, no, no. What did they
say ...? Did you speak to the real estate ... where is she ...? Well, well, all right. Where are her notes? Where are
the notes we took with her. (Pause) I thought you were? No. No, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that, I just thought that I saw
you, when we were there ...what ...? I thought I saw you with a pencil. WHY NOW? is what I’m say ... well, that’s why
I say «call Jerry.» Well, I can’t right now, be ...no, I didn’t schedule any ...Grace: I didn’t ... I’m well aware ... Look:
Look. Did you call Jerry? Will you call Jerry ...? Because I can’t now. I’ll be there, I’m sure I’ll be there in fifteen,
in twenty. I intend to. No, we aren’t going to lose the, we aren’t going to lose the house. Look: Look, I’m not
minimizing it. The «easement.» Did she say «easement»? (Pause) What did she say; is it a «term of art,» are we
bound by it ... I’m sorry... (Pause) are: we: yes. Bound by ... Look: (He checks his watch.) before the other side
goes home, all right? «a term of art.» Because: that’s right (Pause) The yard for the boy. Well, that’s the whole
... Look: I’m going to meet you there... (He checks his watch.) Is the realtor there? All right, tell her to show you
the basement again. Look at the this because ...Bec ... I’m leaving in, I’m leaving in ten or fifteen ... Yes. No, no,
I’ll meet you at the new ... That’s a good. If he thinks it’s necc ... you tell Jerry to meet ... All right? We aren’t
going to lose the deposit.All right? I’m sure it’s going to be ... (Pause) I hope so. (Pause) I love you, too. (Pause)
I love you, too. As soon as ... I will.
(He hangs up.) (He bends over the desk and makes a note.) (He looks up.) (To CAROL:) I’m sorry ...
CAROL: (Pause) What is a «term of art»?
JOHN: (Pause) I’m sorry...?
CAROL: (Pause) What is a «term of art»?
JOHN: Is that what you want to talk about?
CAROL: ... to talk about ...?
JOHN: Let’s take the mysticism out of it, shall we? Carol? (Pause) Don’t you think? I’ll tell you: when you have
some «thing.» Which must be broached. (Pause) Don’t you think ...? (Pause)
CAROL: ... don’t I think ...?
JOHN: Mmm?
CAROL: ... did I ...?
JOHN: ... what?
CAROL: Did ... did I ... did I say something wr ...
JOHN: (Pause) No. I’m sorry. No. You’re right. I’m very sorry. I’m somewhat rushed. As you see. I’m sorry.
You’re right. (Pause) What is a «term of art»? It seems to mean a term, which has come, through its use, to
mean something more specific than the words would, to someone not acquainted with them ... indicate.
That, I believe, is what a «term of art,» would mean. (Pause)
CAROL: You don’t know what it means ...?
JOHN: I’m not sure that I know what it means. It’s one of those things, perhaps you’ve had them, that, you look them
up, or have someone explain them to you, and you say «aha,» and, you immediately forget what ...
CAROL: You don’t do that.
JOHN: ... I ...?
CAROL: You don’t do ...
JOHN: ... I don’t, what ...?
CAROL: ... for ...
JOHN: ... I don’t for ...
CAROL: ... no ...
JOHN: ... forget things? Everybody does that.
CAROL: No, they don’t.
JOHN: They don’t ...
CAROL: No.
JOHN: (Pause) No. Everybody does that.
CAROL: Why would they do that ...?
JOHN: Because. I don’t know. Because it doesn’t interest them.
CAROL: No.
JOHN: I think so, though. ( Pause) I’m sorry that I was distracted.
CAROL: You don’t have to say that to me.
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JOHN: You paid me the compliment, or the «obeisance» all right—of coming in here ... All right. Carol. I find
that I am at a standstill. I find that I ...
CAROL: ... what ...
JOHN: ... one moment. In regard to your ... to your ...
CAROL: Oh, oh. You’re buying a new house!
JOHN: No, let’s get on with it.
CAROL: «get on»? (Pause)
JOHN: I know how ... believe me. I know how ... potentially humiliating these ... I have no desire to ... I have
no desire other than to help you. But: (He picks up some papers on his desk.) I won’t even say «but.» I’ll
say that as I go back over the ...
CAROL: I’m just, I’m just trying to ...
JOHN: ... no, it will not do.
CAROL: ... what? What will ...?
JOHN: No. I see, I see what you, it ... (He gestures to the papers.) but your work ...
CAROL: I’m just: I sit in class I ... (She holds up her notebook.) I take notes ...
JOHN (simultaneously with «notes»): Yes. I understand. What I am trying to tellyou is that some, some basic ...
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: ... one moment: some basic missed communi ...
CAROL: I’m doing what I’m told. I bought your book, I read your ...
JOHN: No, I m sure you ...
CAROL: No, no, no. I’m doing what I’m told. It’s difficult for me. It’s difficult . .
JOHN: ... but ...
CAROL: I don’t ... lots of the language ...
JOHN: ... please ...
CAROL: The language, the «things» that you say ...
JOHN: I’m sorry. No. I don’t think that that’s true.
CAROL: It is true. I ...
JOHN: I think ...
CAROL: It is true.
JOHN: ... I ...
CAROL: Why would I ...?
JOHN: I’ll tell you why: you’re an incredibly bright girl.
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: You’re an incredibly ... you have no problem with the ... Who’s kidding who?
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: No. No. I’ll tell you why. I’ll tell ... I think you’re angry, I ...
CAROL: ... why would I ...
JOHN: ... wait one moment. I ...
CAROL: It is true. I have problems ...
JOHN: ... every...
CAROL: ... I come from a different social ...
JOHN: ... ev ...
CAROL: a different economic ...
JOHN: ... Look:
CAROL: No. I: when I came to this school:
JOHN: Yes. Quite ... (Pause)
CAROL: ... does that mean nothing ...?
JOHN: ... but look: look ...
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: (Picks up paper) Here: Please: Sit down. (Pause) Sit down. (Reads from her paper.) «I think that the
ideas contained in this work express the author’s feelings in a way that he intended, based on his results.»
What can that mean? Do you see? What ...
CAROL: I, the best that I ...
JOHN: I’m saying, that perhaps this course ...
CAROL: No, no, you can’t, you can’t to ...
JOHN: ... how ...
CAROL: ...I have to pass it ...
JOHN: Carol, I:
CAROL: I have to pass this course, I ...
JOHN: Well.
CAROL: ... don’t you ...
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JOHN: Either the ...
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: ... either the, I ... either the criteria for judging progress in the class are ...
CAROL: No, no, no, no, I have to pass it.
JOHN: Now, look: I’m a human being, I ...
CAROL: I did what you told me. I did, I did everything that, I read your book, you told me to buy your book and read
it. Everything you say I ... (She gestures to her notebook.) (The phone rings.) I do... Ev ...
JOHN: ... look:
CAROL: ... everything I’m told ...
JOHN: Look. Look. I’m not your father. (Pause)
CAROL: What?
JOHN: I’m.
CAROL: Did I say you were my father?
JOHN: ... no ...
CAROL: Why did you say that ...?
JOHN: I ...
CAROL: ... why ...?
JOHN: ... in class I ... (He picks up the phone.) (Into phone:) Hello. I can’t talk now. Jerry? Yes? I underst ... I can’t
talk now. I know ... I know ... Jerry. I can’t talk now. Yes, I. Call me back in ... Thank you. (He hangs up.) (To
CAROL:) What do you want me to do? We are two people, all right? Both of whom have subscribed to ...
CAROL: No, no ...
JOHN: ... certain arbitrary ...
CAROL: No. You have to help me.
JOHN: Certain institutional ... you tell me what you want me to do... You tell me what you want me to ...
CAROL: How can I go back and tell them the grades that I ...
JOHN: ... what can I do ...?
CAROL: Teach me. Teach me.
JOHN: ... I’m trying to teach you.
CAROL: I read your book. I read it. I don’t under ...
JOHN: ... you don’t understand it.
CAROL: No.
JOHN: Well, perhaps it’s not well written ...
CAROL (simultaneously with «written»): No. No. No. I want to understand it.
JOHN: What don’t you understand? (Pause)
CAROL: Any of it. What you’re trying to say. When you talk about ...
JOHN: ... yes ...? (She consults her notes.)
CAROL: «Virtual warehousing of the young» .
JOHN: «Virtual warehousing of the young.» If we artificially prolong adolescence ...
CAROL: ... and about «The Curse of Modern Education.»
JOHN: ... well ...
CAROL: I don’t ...
JOHN: Look. It’s just a course, it’s just a book, it’s just a...
CAROL: No. No. There are people out there. People who came here. To know something they didn’t know.
Who came here. To be helped. To be helped. So someone would help them. To do something. To know
something. To get, what do they say? «To get on in the world.» How can I do that if I don’t, if I fail? But
I don’t understand. I don’t understand. I don’t understand what anything means ... and I walk around.
From morning ’til night: with this one thought in my head. I’m stupid.
JOHN: No one thinks you’re stupid.
CAROL: No? What am I ...?
JOHN: I ...
CAROL: ... what am I, then?
JOHN: I think you’re angry. Many people are. I have a telephone call that I have to make. And an appointment,
which is rather pressing; though I sympathize with your concerns, and though I wish I had the time, this
was not a previously scheduled meeting and I ...
CAROL: ...you think I’m nothing ...
JOHN: ... have an appointment with a realtor, and with my wife and ...
CAROL: You think that I’m stupid.
JOHN: No. I certainly don’t.
CAROL: You said it.
JOHN: No. I did not.
CAROL: You did.
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JOHN: When?
CAROL: ...you.
JOHN: No. I never did, or never would say that to a student, and ...
CAROL: You said, «What can that mean?» ( Pause) «What can that mean?»... (Pause)
JOHN: ... and what did that mean to you ...?
CAROL: That meant I’m stupid. And I’ll never learn. That’s what that meant. And you’re right.
JOHN: ...I..
CAROL: But then. But then, what am I doing here ...?
JOHN: ... if you thought that I ..
CAROL: ... when nobody wants me, and ...
JOHN: ... if you interpreted ...
CAROL: Nobody tells me anything.And I sit there ... in the corner. In the back. And everybody’s talking about «this»
all the time. And «concepts,» and «precepts» and, and, and, and, and, WHAT IN THE WORLD ARE YOU
TALKING ABOUT? And I read your book. And they said, «Fine, go in that class.» Because you talked about
responsibility to the young. I DON’T KNOW WHAT IT MEANS AND I’M FAILING . . .
JOHN: May ...
CAROL: No, you’re right. «Oh, hell.» I failed. Flunk me out of it. It’s garbage. Everything I do. «The ideas contained
in this work express the author’s feelings.» That’s right. That’s right. I know I’m stupid. I know what I am.
(Pause) I know what I am, Professor. You don’t have to tell me. (Pause) It’s pathetic. Isn’t it?
JOHN: ... Aha ... (Pause) Sit down. Sit down. Please. (Pause) Please sit down.
CAROL: Why?
JOHN: I want to talk to you.
CAROL: Why?
JOHN: Just sit down. ( Pause) Please. Sit down. Will you, please ...? (Pause. She does so.) Thank you.
CAROL: What?
JOHN: I want to tell you something.
CAROL: (Pause) What?
JOHN: Well, I know what you’re talking about.
CAROL: No. You don’t.
JOHN: I think I do. (Pause)
CAROL: How can you?
JOHN: I’ll tell you a story about myself. ( Pause) Do you mind? (Pause) I was raised to think myself stupid.
That’s what I want to tell you. ( Pause)
CAROL: What do you mean?
JOHN: Just what I said. I was brought up, and my earliest, and most persistent memories are of being told that
I was stupid. «You have such intelligence. Why must you behave so stupidly?» Or, «Can’t you understand?
Can’t you understand ?» And I could not understand. I could not understand.
CAROL: What?
JOHN: The simplest problem. Was beyond me. It was a mystery.
CAROL: What was a mystery?
JOHN: How people learn. How I could learn. Which is what I’ve been speaking of in class. And of course you
can’t hear it. Carol. Of course you can’t. (Pause) I used to speak of real people,» and wonder what the real
people did. The real people. Who were they? They were the people other than myself. The good people. The
capable people. The people who could do the things, I could not do: learn, study, retain ... all thatgarbage—which is
what I have been talking of in class, and that’s exactlywhat I have been talking of—If you are told ....Listen to this. If
the young child is told he cannot understand. Then he takes it as a descriptionof himself. What am I? I am that which
can not understand. And I saw you out there, when we were speaking of the concepts of...
CAROL: I can’t understand any of them.
JOHN: Well, then, that’s my fault. That’s not your fault. And that is not verbiage. That’s what I firmly hold to be
the truth. And I am sorry, and I owe you an apology.
CAROL: Why?
JOHN: And I suppose that I have had some things on my mind.... We’re buying a house, and ...
CAROL: People said that you were stupid ...?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: When?
JOHN: I’ll tell you when. Through my life. In my childhood; and, perhaps, they stopped. But I heard them
continue.
CAROL: And what did they say?
JOHN: They said I was incompetent. Do you see? And when I’m tested the, the, the feelings of my youth about
the very subject of learning come up. And I ... I become, I feel «unworthy,» and «unprepared.» ...
CAROL: ... yes.
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JOHN: ... eh?
CAROL: ... yes.
JOHN: And I fed that I must fail. (Pause)
CAROL: ... but then you do fail. (Pause) You have to. (Pause) Don’t you?
JOHN: A pilot. Flying a plane. The pilot is flying the plane. He thinks: Oh, my God, my mind’s been drifting!
Oh, my God! What kind of a curses imbecile am I, that I, with this so precious cargo of Life in my charge,
would allow my attention to wander. Why was I born? How deluded are those who put their trust in me, ...
et cetera, so on, and he crashes the plane.
CAROL: (Pause) He could just ...
JOHN: That’s right.
CAROL: He could say:
JOHN: My attention wandered for a moment ...
CAROL: ... uh huh ...
JOHN: I had a thought I did not like ... but now:
CAROL: ... but now it’s ...
JOHN: That’s what I’m telling you. It’s time to put my attention ... see: it is not: this is what I learned. It is Not
Magic. Yes. Yes. You. You are going to be frightened. When faced with what may or may not be but which
you are going to perceive as a test. You will become frightened. And you will say: «I am incapable of. ..»
and everything in you will think these two things. «I must. But I can’t.» And you will think: Why was I
born to be the laughingstock of a world in which everyone is better than I? In which I am entitled to
nothing. Where I can not learn.(Pause)
CAROL: Is that ... (Pause) Is that what I have ...?
JOHN: Well. I don’t know if I’d put it that way. Listen: I’m talking to you as I’d talk to my son. Because that’s
what I’d like him to have that I never had. I’m talking to you the way I wish that someone had talked to me.
I don’t know how to do it, other than to be personal, ... but ...
CAROL: Why would you want to be personal with me?
JOHN: Well, you see? That’s what I’m saying. We can only interpret the behavior of others trough the screen
we ... (The phone rings.) Through ... (To phone:) Hello ...? (To CAROL:) Through the screen we create.
(To phone:) Hello. (To CAROL:) Excuse me a moment. (To phone:) Hello? No, I can’t talk nnn ... I know
I did. In a few ... I’m ... is he coming to the ... yes. I talked to him. We’ll meet you at the No, because I’m
with a student. It’s going to be fff... This is important», too. I’m with a student, Jerry’s going to ... Listen:
the sooner I get off, the sooner I’ll be down, all right. I love you. Listen, listen, I said «I love you,» it’s
going to work out with the, because I feel that it is, I’ll be right down. All right? Well, then it’s going to
take as long as it takes. (He hangs up.) (To CAROL:) I’m sorry.
CAROL: What was that?
JOHN: There are some problems, as there usually are, about the final agreements for the new house.
CAROL: You’re buying a new house.
JOHN: That’s right.
CAROL: Because of your promotion.
JOHN: Well, I suppose that that’s right.
CAROL: Why did you stay here with me?
JOHN: Stay here.
CAROL: Yes. When you should have gone.
JOHN: Because I like you.
CAROL: You like me.
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Why?
JOHN: Why? Well? Perhaps we’re similar. (Pause) Yes. (Pause)
CAROL: You said “everyone has problems.”
JOHN: Everyone has problems.
CAROL: Do they?
JOHN: Certainly.
CAROL: You do?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: What are they?
JOHN: Well. (Pause) Well, you’re perfectly right. (Pause) If we’re going to take off the Artificial Stricture,
of «Teacher,» and «Student,» why should my problems be any more a mystery than your own? Of
course I have problems. As you saw.
CAROL: ... with what?
JOHN: With my wife . . . with work . . .
CAROL: With work?
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]JOHN: Yes. And, and, perhaps my problems are, do you see? Similar to yours.
CAROL: Would you tell me?
JOHN: All right. (Pause) I came late to teaching. And I found it Artificial. The notion of «I know and you do
not»; and I saw an exploitation in the education process. I told you. I hate school, I hate teachers. I hate
everyone who was in the position of a «boss» because I knew—I didn’t think, mind you, I knew I was
going to fail. Because I was a fuckup. I was just no goddamned good. When I ... late in life ... (Pause)
When I got out from under . . . when I worked my way out of the need to fail. When I ...
CAROL: How do you do that? (Pause)
JOHN: You have to look at what you are, and what you feel, and how you act. And, finally, you have to look at
how you act. And say: If that’s what I did, that must be how I think of myself.
CAROL: I don’t understand.
JOHN: If I fail all the time, it must be that I think of myself as a failure. If I do not want to think of myself as
a failure, perhaps I should begin by succeeding now and again. Look. The tests, you see, which you
encounter, in school, in college, in life, were designed, in the most part, for idiots. By idiots. There is no
need to fail at them. They are not a test of your worth. They are a test of your ability to retain and spout
back misinformation. Of course you fail them. They’re nonsense. And I ...
CAROL: ... no ...
JOHN: Yes. They’re garbage. They’re a joke. Look at me. Look at me. The Tenure Committee. The Tenure
Committee. Come to judge me. The Bad Tenure Committee. The «Test.» Do you see? They put me to the
test. Why, they had people voting on me I wouldn’t employ to wax my car. And yet, I go before the Great
Tenure Committee, and I have an urge, to vomit, to, to, to puke my badness on the sable, to show them:
«I’m no good. Why would you pick me?»
CAROL: They granted you tenure.
JOHN: Oh no, they announced it, but they haven’t signed. Do you see? «At any moment ...
CAROL: ... mmm ...
JOHN: «They might not sign» ... I might not ... the house might not go through ... Eh? Eh? They’ll find out
my «dark secret.» (Pause)
CAROL: ... what is it ...?
JOHN: There isn’t one. But they will find an index of my badness ...
CAROL: Index?
JOHN: A «... pointer.» A «Pointer.» You see? Do you see? I understand you. I. Know. That. Feeling. Am I
entitled to my job, and my nice home, and my wife, and my family, and so on. This is what I’m saying:
That theory of education which, that theory:
CAROL: I...I... (Pause)
JOHN: What?
CAROL: I...
JOHN: What?
CAROL: I want to know about my grade. ( Long pause)
JOHN: Of course you do.
CAROL: Is that bad?
JOHN: No.
CAROL: Is it bad that I asked you that?
JOHN: No.
CAROL: Did I upset you?
JOHN: No. And I apologize. Of course you want to know about your grade. And, of course, you can’t concentrate on anyth ... (The telephone starts to ring.) Wait a moment.
CAROL: I should go.
JOHN: I’ll make you a deal.
CAROL: No, you have to ...
JOHN: Let it ring. I’ll make you a deal. You stay here. We’ll start the whole course over. I’m going to say it was
not you, it was I who was not paying attention. We’ll start the whole course over. Your grade is an «A.»
Your final grade is a «A.» (The phone stops ringing.)
CAROL: But the class is only half over ...
JOHN (simultaneously with «over»): Your grade for the whole term is an «A.» If you will come back and meet
with me. A few more times. Your grade’s an «A.» Forget about the paper. You didn’t like it, you didn’t like
writing it. It’s not important». What’s important» is that I awake your interest, if I can, and that I answer
your questions. Let’s start over (Pause)
CAROL: Over. With what?
JOHN: Say this is the beginning.
CAROL: The beginning.
JOHN: Yes.
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CAROL: Of what?
JOHN: Of the class,...
CAROL: But we can’t start over.
JOHN: I say we can. (Pause) I say we can.
CAROL: But I don’t believe it.
JOHN: Yes, I know that. But it’s true. What is The Class but you and me? ( Pause)
CAROL: There are rules.
JOHN: Well. We’ll break them.
CAROL: How can we?
JOHN: We won’t tell anybody.
CAROL: Is that all right?
JOHN: I say that it’s fine.
CAROL: Why would you do this for me?
JOHN: I like you. Is that so difficult for you to ...
CAROL: Um ...
JOHN: There’s no one here but you and me. ( Pause)
CAROL: All right. I did not understand. When you referred ...
JOHN: All right, yes?
CAROL: When you referred to hazing.
JOHN: Hazing.
CAROL: You wrote, in your book. About the comparative ... the comparative ... (She checks her notes.)
JOHN: Are you checking your notes ...?
CAROL: Yes.
JOHN: Tell me in your own ...
CAROL: I want to make sure that I have it right.
JOHN: No. Of course. You want to be exact.
CAROL: I want to know everything that went on.
JOHN: ... that’s good.
CAROL: ...So I ...
JOHN: That’s very good. But I was suggesting, many times, that that which we wish to retain is retained
oftentimes, I think, better with less expenditure of effort.
CAROL: (Of notes) Here it is: you wrote of hazing.
JOHN: ... that’s correct. Now: I said «hazing.» It means ritualized annoyance. We shove this book at you, we
say read it. Now, you say you’ve read it? I think that you’re lying. I’ll grill you, and when I find you’ve lied,
you’ll be disgraced, and your life will be ruined. It’s a sick game. Why do we do it? Does it educate? In no
sense. Well, then, what is higher education? It is something-other-than-useful.
CAROL: What is «something-other-than-useful?»
JOHN: It has become a ritual, it has become an article of faith. That all must be subjected to, or to put it
differently, that all are entitled to Higher Education. And my point ...
CAROL: You disagree with that?
JOHN: Well, let’s address that. What do you think?
CAROL: I don’t know.
JOHN: What do you think, though? (Pause)
CAROL: I don’t know.
JOHN: I spoke of it in class. Do you remember my example?
CAROL: Justice.
JOHN: Yes. Can you repeat it to me? (She looks down at her notebook.) Without your notes? I ask you as a favor
to me, so that I can see if my idea was interesting.
CAROL: You said «justice»...
JOHN: Yes?
CAROL: ... that all are entitled ... (Pause) I ... I ... I ...
JOHN: Yes. To a speedy trial. To a fair trial. But they needn’t be given a trial at all unless they stand accused. Eh?
Justice is their right, should they choose to avail themselves of it, they should have a fair trial. It does not follow,
of necessity, a person’s life is incomplete without a trial in it. Do you see? My point is a confusion between
equity and utility arose. So we confound the usefulness of higher education with our, granted, right to equal
access to the same. We, in effect, create a prejudice toward it, completely independent of ...
CAROL: ... that it is prejudice that we should go to school?
JOHN: Exactly. (Pause)
CAROL: How can you say that? How ...
JOHN: Good. Good. Good. That’s right! Speak up! What is a prejudice? An unreasoned belief. We are all
subject to it. None of us is not. When it is threatened, or opposed, we feel anger, and feel, do we not? As
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you do now. Do you not? Good.
CAROL: ... but how can you ...
JOHN: ... let us examine. Good.
CAROL: How ...
JOHN: Good. Good. When ...
CAROL: I’M SPEAKING ... (Pause)
JOHN: I’m sorry.
CAROL: How can you .
JOHN: ...I beg your pardon.
CAROL: That’s all right.
JOHN: I beg your pardon.
CAROL: That’s all right.
JOHN: I’m sorry I interrupted you.
CAROL: That’s all right.
JOHN: You were saying?
CAROL: I was saying ... I was saying ... (She checks her notes.) How can you say in a class. Say in a college
class, that college education is prejudice?
JOHN: I said that our predilection for it ...
CAROL: Predilection ...
JOHN: ...you know what that means.
CAROL: Does it mean «liking»?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: But how can you say that? That College ...
JOHN: ... that’s my job, don’t you know.
CAROL: What is?
JOHN: To provoke you.
CAROL: No.
JOHN: Oh. Yes, though.
CAROL: To provoke me?
JOHN: That’s right.
CAROL: To make me mad?
JOHN: That’s right. To force you ...
CAROL: ... to make me mad is your job?
JOHN: To force you to ... listen: (Pause) Ah. (Pause) When I was young somebody told me, are you ready, the
rich copulate less often than the poor. But when they do, they take more of their clothes off.Years.Years, mind you, I
would compare experiences of my own to this dictum, saying, aha, this fits the norm, or ah, this is a variation from it.
What did it mean? Nothing. It was some jerk thing, some school kid told me that took up room inside my head. ( Pause)
Somebody told you, and you hold it as an article of faith, that higher education is an unassailable good. This
notion is so dear to you that when I question it you become angry. Good. Good, I say. Are not those the very
things which we should question? I say college education, since the war, has become so a matter of course, and
such a fashionable necessity, for those either of or aspiring to to the new vast middle class, that we espouse it, as
a matter of right, and have ceased to ask, «What is it good for?» (Pause)
What might be some reasons for pursuit of higher education?
One: A love of learning.
Two: The wish for mastery of a skill.
Three: For economic betterment. (Stops. Makes a note.)
CAROL: I’m keeping you.
JOHN: One moment. I have to make a note ...
CAROL: It’s something that I said?
JOHN: No, we’re buying a house.
CAROL: You’re buying the new house.
JOHN: To go with the tenure. That’s right. Nice house, close to the private school ... (He continues making his
note.) ... We were talking of economic betterment (CAROL writes in her notebook.) ... I was thinking of the
School Tax. (He continues writing.) (To himself) ... where is it written that I have to send my child to public
school.... Is it a law that I have to improve the City Schools at the expense of my own interest? And, is this not
simply The White Man’s Burden’Good. And (Looks up to CAROL)...does this interest you?
CAROL: No. I’m taking notes ...
JOHN: You don’t have to take notes, you know, you can just listen.
CAROL: I want to make sure I remember it. (Pause)
JOHN: I’m not lecturing you, I’m just trying to tell you some things I think.
CAROL: What do you think?
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JOHN: Should all kids go to college? Why ...
CAROL: (Pause) To learn.
JOHN: But if he does not learn.
CAROL: If the child does not learn?
JOHN: Then why is he in college? Because he was told it was his «right»?
CAROL: Some might find college instructive.
JOHN: I would hope so.
CAROL: But how do they feel? Being told they are wasting their time?
JOHN: I don’t think I’m telling them that.
CAROL: You said that education was «prolonged and systematic hazing.»
JOHN: Yes. It can be so.
CAROL: ... if education is so bad, why do you do it?
JOHN: I do it because I love it. ( Pause) Let’s ... I suggest you look at the demographics, wage-earning capacity,
college- and non-college educated men and women, 1855 to 1980, and let’s see if we can wring some
worth from the statistics. Eh? And ...
CAROL: No.
JOHN: What?
CAROL: I can’t understand them.
JOHN: ...you...?
CAROL: ... the «charts.» The Concepts, the ...
JOHN: «Charts» are simply ...
CAROL: When I leave here ...
JOHN: Charts, do you see ...
CAROL: No, I can’t .
JOHN: You can, though.
CAROL: NO, NO—I DON’T UNDERSTAND. DO YOU SEE ??? I DON’T UNDERSTAND ...
JOHN: What?
CAROL: Any of it. Any of it. I’m smiling in class, I’m smiling, the whole time. What are you talking about?
What is everyone talking about? I don’t understand. I don’t know what it means. I don’t know what it
means to be here ... you tell me I’m intelligent, and then you tell me I should not be here, what do you want
with me? What does it mean? Who should I listen to ... I ...
(He goes over to her and puts his arm around her shoulder.)
NO! (She walks away from him.)
JOHN: Sshhhh.
CAROL: No, I don’t under ...
JOHN: Sshhhhh.
CAROL: I don’t know what you’re saying . .
JOHN: Sshhhhh. It’s all right.
CAROL: ... I have no ...
JOHN: Sshhhhh. Sshhhhh. Let it go a moment. (Pause) Sshhhhh ... let it go. (Pause) Just let it go. (Pause) Just let
it go. It’s all right. (Pause) Sshhhhh. (Pause) I understand ... (Pause) What do you feel?
CAROL: I feel bad.
JOHN: I know. It’s all right.
CAROL: I ... (Pause)
JOHN: What?
CAROL: I ...
JOHN: What? Tell me.
CAROL: I don’t understand you.
JOHN: I know. It’s all right.
CAROL: I ...
JOHN: What? (Pause) What? Tell me.
CAROL: I can’t tell you.
JOHN: No, you must.
CAROL: I can’t.
JOHN: No. Tell me. (Pause)
CAROL: I’m bad. (Pause) Oh, God. (Pause)
JOHN: It’s all right.
CAROL: I’m...
JOHN: It’s all right.
CAROL: I can’t talk about this.
JOHN: It’s all right. Tell me.
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CAROL: Why do you want to know this?
JOHN: I don’t want to know. I want to know whatever you ...
CAROL: I always ...
JOHN: ... good ...
CAROL: I always ... all my life ... I have never told anyone this ...
JOHN: Yes. Go on. (Pause) Go on.
CAROL: All of my life ... (The phone rings.) (Pause. JOHN goes to the phone and picks it up.)
JOHN (into phone): I can’t talk now. (Pause)What? (Pause) Hmm. (Pause) All right, I... I. Can’t. Talk. Now. No, no,
no, I Know I did, but ... What? Hello. What? She what? She can’t, she said the agreement is void? How, how is
the agreement void? That’s Our House. I have the paper; when we come down, next week, with the payment,
and the paper, that house is ... wait, wait, wait, wait, wait, wait, wait: Did Jerry ... is Jerry there? (Pause) Is she
there ...? Does she have a lawyer . . . ? How the hell, how the Hell. That is ... it’s a question, you said, of the
easement. I don’t underst ... it’s not the whole agreement. It’s just the easement, why would she? Put, put, put,
Jerry on. (Pause) Jer, Jerry: What the Hell ... that’s my house. That’s ... Well, I’m, no, no, no, I’m not coming
ddd ... List, Listen, screw her. You tell her. You, listen: I want you to take Grace, you take Grace, and get out of
that house. You leave her there. Her and her lawyer, and you tell them, we’ll see them in court next ... no. No.
Leave her there, leave her to stew in it: You tell her, we’re getting that house, and we are going to ... No. I’m not
coming down. I’ll be damned if I’ll sit in the same m ...the next, you tell her the next time I see her is in court ... I ...
(Pause)What?(Pause)What?Idon’tunderstand.(Pause) Well,whataboutthehouse?(Pause)Thereisn’tanyproblem
with the hhh ... (Pause) No, no, no, that’s all right.All ri ...All right ...(Pause) Of course. Tha ...Thank you. No, I will.
Right away. (He hangs up.) (Pause)
CAROL: What is it? (Pause)
JOHN: It’s a surprise party.
CAROL: It is.
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: A party for you.
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Is it your birthday?
JOHN: No.
CAROL: What is it?
JOHN: The tenure announcement.
CAROL: The tenure announcement.
JOHN: They’re throwing a party for us in our new house.
CAROL: Your new house.
JOHN: The house that we’re buying.
CAROL: You have to go.
JOHN: It seems that I do.
CAROL: (Pause) They’re proud of you.
JOHN: Well, there are those who would say it’s a form of aggression.
CAROL: What is?
JOHN: A surprise.
TWO
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JOHN and CAROL seated across the desk from each other.
JOHN: You see, (pause) I love to teach. And flatter myself am skilled at it. And I love the, the aspect of
performance. I think I must confess that. When I found I loved to teach I swore that I would not become
that cold, rigid automaton of an instructor which I had encountered as a child. Now, I was not unconscious that
it was given me to err upon the other side. And, so, I asked and ask myself if I engaged in heterodoxy, I will not
say «gratuitously» for I do not care to posit orthodoxy as a given good—but, «to the detriment of, of my
students.» (Pause) As I said. When the possibility of tenure opened, and, of course, I’d long pursued it, I was, of
course happy, and covetous of it. I asked myself if I was wrong to covet it.And thought about it long, and, I hope,
truthfully, and saw in myself several things in, I think, no particular order. ( Pause) That I would pursue it. That
I desired it, that I was not pure of longing for security, and that that, perhaps, was not reprehensible in me. That
I had duties beyond the school, and that my duty to my home, for instance, was, or should be, if it were not, of
an equal weight. That tenure, and security, and yes, and comfort, were not, of themselves, to be scorned; and
were even worthy of honorable pursuit.And that it was given me. Here, in this place, which I enjoy, and in which
I find comfort, to assure myself of—as far as it rests in The Material—a continuation of that joy and comfort. In
exchange for what? Teaching. Which I love. What was the price of this security? To obtain tenure. Which tenure
the committee is in the process of granting me.And on the basis of which I contracted to purchase a house. Now,
as you don’t have your own family, at this point, you may not know what that means. But to me it is important.
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A home. A Good Home. To raise my family. Now: The Tenure Committee will meet. This is the process, and a
good process. Under which the school has functioned for quite a long time. They will meet, and hear your
complaint—which you have the right to make; and they will dismiss it. They will dismiss your complaint; and,
in the intervening period, I will lose my house. I will not be able to close on my house. I will lose my deposit,and
the home I’d picked out for my wife and son will go by the boards. Now: I see I have angered you. I understand
your anger at teachers. I was angry with mine. I felt hurt and humiliated by them. Which is one of the reasons
that I went into education.
CAROL: What do you want of me?
JOHN: (Pause) I was hurt. When I received the report. Of the tenure committee. I was shocked. And I was hurt.
No, I don’t mean to subject you to my weak sensibilities. All right. Finally, I didn’t understand. Then I
thought: is it not always at those points at which we reckon ourselves unassailable that we are most vulnerable and ... (Pause) Yes. All right. You find me pedantic. Yes. I am. By nature, by birth, by profession, I
don’t know ... I’m always looking for a paradigm for ...
CAROL: I don’t know what a paradigm is.
JOHN: It’s a model.
CAROL: Then why can’t you use that word? ( Pause)
JOHN: If it is important to you. Yes, all right. I was looking for a model. To continue: I feel that one point ...
CAROL: I ...
JOHN: One second ... upon which I am unassailable is my unflinching concern for my students’ dignity. I asked
you here to ... in the spirit of investigation, to ask you ... to ask ... (Pause) What have I done to you? (Pause)
And, and, I suppose, how I can make amends. Can we not settle this now? It’s pointless, really, and I want
to know.
CAROL: What you can do to force me to retract?
JOHN: That is not what I meant at all.
CAROL: To bribe me, to convince me ...
JOHN: ... No.
CAROL: To retract ...
JOHN: That is not what I meant at all. I think that you know it is not.
CAROL: That is not what I know. I wish I . . .
JOHN: I do not want to ... you wish what?
CAROL: No, you said what amends can you make. To force me to retract.
JOHN: That is not what I said.
CAROL: I have my notes.
JOHN: Look. Look. The Stoics say ..
CAROL: The Stoics?
JOHN: The Stoical Philosophers say if you remove the phrase «I have been injured,» you have removed the injury.
Now: Think: I know that you’re upset. Just tell me. Literally. Literally what wrong have I done you?
CAROL: Whatever you have done to me—to the extent that you’ve done it to me, do you know, rather than to
me as a student, and, so, to the student body, is contained in my report. To the tenure committee.
JOHN: Well, all right. (Pause) Let’s see. (He reads.) I find that I am sexist. That I am elitist. I’m not sure I know
what that means, other than it’s a derogatory word, meaning «bad.» That I ... That I insist on wasting time,
in nonprescribed, in self-aggrandizing and theatrical diversions from the prescribed text ... that these have
taken both sexist and pornographic forms ... here we find listed ... (Pause) Here we find listed ... instances
«... closeted with a student»... «Told a rambling, sexually explicit story, in which the frequency and altitudes
of fornication of the poor and rich are, it would seem, the central point ... moved to embrace said student and ...
all part of a pattern ...» (Pause) (He reads.) That I used the phrase «The White Man’s Burden» ... that I told you
how I’d asked you to my room because I quote like you. (Pause) (He reads.) «He said he ‘liked’ me. That he
‘liked being with me.’He’d let me write my examination paper over, if I could come back oftener to see him in
his office.» (Pause) (To CAROL:) It’s ludicrous. Don’t you know that? It’s not necessary. It’s going to humiliate
you, and it’s going to cost me my house, and ...
CAROL: It’s «ludicrous» ...?
(JOHN picks up the report and reads again.)
JOHN: «He told me he had problems with his wife; and that he wanted to take off the artificial stricture of
Teacher and Student. He put his arm around me ...»
CAROL: Do you deny it? Can you deny it ...? Do you see? (Pause) Don’t you see? You don’t see, do you?
JOHN: I don’t see ...
CAROL: You think, you think you can deny that these things happened; or, if they did, if they did, that they meant
what you said they meant. Don’t you see? You drag me in here, you drag us, to listen to you «go on»; and «go
on» about this, or that, or we don’t «express» ourselves very well. We don’t say what we mean. Don’t we? Don’t
we? We do say what we mean. And you say that «I don’t understand you ...»: Then you ... (Points.)
JOHN: «Consult the Report»?
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CAROL: ... that’s right.
JOHN: You see. You see. Can’t you .... You see what I’m saying? Can’t you tell me in your own words?
CAROL: Those are my own words. (Pause)
JOHN: (He reads.) «He told me that if I would stay alone with him in his office, he would change my grade
to an A.» (To CAROL:) What have I done to you? Oh. My God, are you so hurt?
CAROL: What I «feel» is irrelevant. (Pause)
JOHN: Do you know that I tried to help you?
CAROL: What I know I have reported.
JOHN: I would like to help you now. I would. Before this escalates.
CAROL (simultaneously with «escalates»): You see. I don’t think that I need your help. I don’t think I need
anything you have.
JOHN: I feel ...
CAROL: I don’t care what you feel. Do you see? DO YOU SEE? You can’t do that anymore. You. Do. Not.
Have. The. Power. Did you misuse it? Someone did. Are you part of that group? Yes. Yes. You Are. You’ve
done these things. And to say, and to say, «Oh. Let me help you with your problem ...»
JOHN: Yes. I understand. I understand. You’re hurt. You’re angry. Yes. I think your anger is betraying you.
Down a path which helps no one.
CAROL: I don’t care what you think.
JOHN: You don’t? (Pause) But you talk of rights. Don’t you see? I have rights too. Do you see? I have a house
... part of the real world; and The Tenure Committee, Good Men and True ...
CAROL: ... Professor ...
JOHN: ... Please: Also part of that world: you understand? This is my If e. I’m not a bogeyman. I don’t «stand»
for something, I ...
CAROL: ... Professor ...
JOHN: ... I ...
CAROL: Professor. I came here as a favor.At your personal request. Perhaps I should not have done so. But I did. On
my behalf, and on behalf of my group. And you speak of the tenure committee, one of whose members is a
woman, as you know. And though you might call it Good Fun, or An Historical Phrase, or An Oversight, or, All
of theAbove, to refer to the committee as Good Men and True, it is a demeaning remark. It is a sexist remark, and
to overlook it is to countenance continuation of that method of thought. It’s a remark ...
JOHN: OH COME ON. Come on.... Sufficient to deprive a family of ...
CAROL: Sufficient? Sufficient? Sufficient? Yes. It is a fact ... and that story, which I quote, is vile and classist,
and manipulative and pornographic. It ...
JOHN: ... it’s pornographic ...?
CAROL: What gives you the right. Yes. To speak to a woman in your private ... Yes. Yes. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.
You feel yourself empowered ... you say so yourself. To strut. To posture. To «perform.» To «Call me in
here ...» Eh? You say that higher education is a joke. And treat it as such, you treat it as such. And confess to a
taste to play the Patriarch in your class. To grant this. To deny that. To embrace your students.
JOHN: How can you assert. How can you stand there and ...
CAROL: How can you deny it. You did it to me. Here. You did .... You confess. You love the Power. To deviate.
To invent, to transgress ... to transgress whatever norms have been established for us. And you think it’s
charming to «question» in yourself this taste to mock and destroy. But you should question it. Professor.
And you pick those things which you feel advance you: publication, tenure, and the steps to get them you
call «harmless rituals.» And you perform those steps. Although you say it is hypocrisy. But to the aspirations
of your students. Of hardworking students, who come here, who slave to come here you have no idea what
it cost me to come to this school—you mock us. You call education «hazing,» and from your so-protected,
so-elitist seat you hold our confusion as a joke, and our hopes and efforts with it. Then you sit there and say
«what have I done?» And ask me to understand that you have aspirations too. But I tell you. I tell you. That
you are vile. And that you are exploitative. And if you possess one ounce of that inner honesty you describe
in your book, you can look in yourself and see those things that I see. And you can find revulsion equal to
my own. Good day. (She prepares to leave the room.)
JOHN: Wait a second, will you, just one moment. (Pause) Nice day today.
CAROL: What?
JOHN: You said «Good day.» I think that it is a nice day today.
CAROL: Is it?
JOHN: Yes, I think it is.
CAROL: And why is that important?
JOHN: Because it is the essence of all human communication. I say something conventional, you respond, and the
information we exchange is not about the «weather,» but that we both agree to converse. In effect, we agree
that we are both human. (Pause) I’m not a ... «exploiter,» and you’re not a ... «deranged,» what? Revolutionary . . . that we may, that we may have ... positions, and that we may have ... desires, which are in conflict, but
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that we’re just human. (Pause) That means that sometimes we’re imperfect. (Pause) Often we’re in conflict ...
(Pause) Much of what we do, you’re right, in the name of «principles» is self-serving ... much of what we do
is conventional. (Pause) You’re right. (Pause) You said you came in the class because you wanted to learn
about education. I don’t know that I can teach you about education. But I know that I can tell you what I
think about education, and then you decide. And you don’t have to fight with me. I’m not the subject. (Pause)
And where I’m wrong ... perhaps it’s not your job to «fix» me. I don’t want to fix you. I would like to tell you
what I think,’because that is my job, conventional as it is, and flawed as I may be. And then, if you can show
me some better form, then we can proceed from there. But, just like «nice day, isn’t it ...?» I don’t think we
can proceed until we accept that each of us is human. (Pause) And we still can have difficulties. We will have
them ... that’s all right too. (Pause) Now:
CAROL: ... wait ...
JOHN: Yes. I want to hear it.
CAROL: ... the ...
JOHN: Yes. Tell me frankly.
CAROL: ... my position ...
JOHN: I want to hear it. In your own words. What you want. And what you feel.
CAROL: ... I ...
JOHN: ... yes ...
CAROL: My Group.
JOHN: Your Group ...? (Pause)
CAROL: The people I’ve been talking to ...
JOHN: There’s no shame in that. Everybody needs advisers. Everyone needs to expose themselves. To various
points of view. It’s not wrong. It’s essential. Good. Good. Now: You and I ... (The phone rings.) You and I
... (He hesitates for a moment, and then picks it up. ) (Into phone) Hello. (Pause) Um ... no, I know they do.
(Pause) I know she does. Tell her that I ... can I call you back?... Then tell her that I think it’s going to be
fine. (Pause) Tell her just, just hold on, I’ll ... can I get back to you?... Well ... no, no, no, we’re taking the
house ... we’re ... no, no, nn ... no, she will nnn, it’s not a question of refunding the dep ... no ... it’s not a
question of the deposit ... will you call Jerry? Babe, baby, will you just call Jerry? Tell him, nnn ... tell him
they, well, they’re to keep the deposit, because the deal, be ... because the deal is going to go through ...
because I know ... be ... will you please? Just trust me. Be ... well, I’m dealing with the complaint. Yes. Right
Now. Which is why I ... yes, no, no, it’s really, I can’t talkabout it now. Call Jerry, and I can’t talk now. Ff. .. fine.
Gg ... good-bye. (Hangs up.) (Pause) I’m sorry we were interrupted.
CAROL: No ...
JOHN: I ... I was saying:
CAROL: You said that we should agree to talk about my complaint.
JOHN: That’s correct.
CAROL: But we are talking about it.
JOHN: Well, that’s correct too. You see? This is the gist of education.
CAROL: No, no. I mean, we’re talking about it at the Tenure Committee Hearing. ( Pause)
JOHN: Yes, but I’m saying: we can talk about it now, as easily as ...
CAROL: No. I think that we should stick to the process ...
JOHN: ... wait a ...
CAROL: ... the conventional process. As you said. (She gets up.) And you’re right, I’m sorry if I was, um, if I
was «discourteous» to you. You’re right.
JOHN: Wait, wait a ...
CAROL: I really should go.
JOHN: Now, look, granted. I have an interest. In the status quo. All right? Everyone does. But what I’m saying
is that the committee ...
CAROL: Professor, you re right. Just don’t impinge on me. We’ll take our differences, and ...
JOHN: You’re going to make a ... look, look, look, you’re going to ...
CAROL: I shouldn’t have come here. They told me ...
JOHN: One moment. No. No. There are norms, here, and there’s no reason. Look: I’m trying to save you ...
CAROL: No one asked you to ... you’re trying to save me? Do me the courtesy to ...
JOHN: I am doing you the courtesy. I’m talking straight to you. We can settle this now. And I want you to sit
down and...
CAROL: You must excuse me ... (She starts to leave the room.)
JOHN: Sit down, it seems we each have a .... Wait one moment. Wait one moment ... just do me the courtesy
to ... (He restrains her from leaving.)
CAROL: LET ME GO.
JOHN: I have no desire to hold you, I just want to talk to you ...
CAROL: LET ME GO. LET ME GO. WOULD SOMEBODYHELP ME? WOULD SOMEBODY HELP ME LEASE ...?
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(At rise, CAROL and JOHN are seated.)
JOHN: I have asked you here. (Pause) I have asked you here against, against my ...
CAROL: I was most surprised you asked me.
JOHN: ... against my better judgment, against ...
CAROL: I was most surprised ...
JOHN: ... against the ... yes. I’m sure.
CAROL: ... If you would like me to leave, I’ll leave. I’ll go right now ... (She rises.)
JOHN: Let us begin correctly, may we? I feel ...
CAROL: That is what I wished to do. That’s why I came here, but now ...
JOHN: ... I feel ...
CAROL: But now perhaps you’d like me to leave ...
JOHN: I don’t want you to leave. I asked you to come ...
CAROL: I didn’t have to come here.
JOHN: No. (Pause) Thank you.
CAROL: All right. (Pause) (She sits down.)
JOHN: Although I feel that it profits, it would profit you something, to ...
CAROL: ... what I ...
JOHN: If you would hear me out, if you would hear me out.
CAROL: I came here to, the court officers told me not to come.
JOHN: ... the «court» officers...?
CAROL: I was shocked that you asked.
JOHN: ... wait ...
CAROL: Yes. But I did not come here to hear what it «profits» me.
JOHN: The «court» officers ...
CAROL: ... no, no, perhaps I shouldn’t leave ... (She gets up)
JOHN: ... wait.
CAROL: No, I shouldn’t have ...
JOHN: ... wait. Wait. Wait a moment.
CAROL: Yes? What is it you want? (Pause) What is it you want?
JOHN: I’d like you to stay.
CAROL: You want me to stay.
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: You do.
JOHN: Yes. (Pause) Yes. I would like to have you hear me out. If you would. ( Pause) Would you please? If
you would do that I would be in your debt. (Pause) (She sits.) Thank You. (Pause)
CAROL: What is it you wish to tell me?
JOHN: All right. I cannot ... (Pause) I cannot help but feel you are owed an apology. (Pause) (Of papers in
his hands) I have read. ( Pause) And reread these accusations.
CAROL: What accusations ?
JOHN: The, the tenure comm ... what other accusations ...?
CAROL: The tenure committee ...?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Excuse me, but those are not accusations. They have been proved. They are facts.
JOHN: ... I ...
CAROL: No. Those are not «accusations.»
JOHN: ... those?
CAROL: ... the committee (The phone starts to ring.) the committee has ...
JOHN: ... All right ...
CAROL: ... those are not accusations. The Tenure Committee.
JOHN: ALL RIGHT. ALL RIGHT. ALL RIGHT. ( He picks up the phone.) Hello. Yes. No. I’m here. Tell Mister
... No, I can’t talk to him now ... I’m sure he has, but I’m fff... I know ... No, I have no time t ... tell Mister ... tell
Mist ... tell Jerry that I’m fine and that I’ll call him right aw ... (Pause) My wife ... Yes. I’m sure she has. Yes,
thank you. Yes, I’ll call her too. I cannot talk to you now. ( He hangs up.) (Pause) All right. It was good of you
to come. Thank you. I have studied. I have spent some time studying the indictment.
CAROL: You will have to explain that word to me.
JOHN: An «indictment»...
CAROL: Yes.
JOHN: Is a «bill of particulars.» A ...
CAROL: All right. Yes.
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JOHN: In which is alleged ...
CAROL: No. I cannot allow that. I cannot allow that. Nothing is alleged. Everything is proved ...
JOHN: Please, wait a sec ...
CAROL: I cannot come to allow ...
JOHN: If I may ... If I may, from whatever you feel is «established,» by ...
CAROL: The issue here is not what I «feel.» It is not my «feelings,» but the feelings of women. And men. Your
superiors, who’ve been «polled,» do you see? To whom evidence has been presented, who have ruled, do
you see? Who have weighed the testimony and the evidence, and have ruled, do you see? That you are
negligent. That you are guilty, that you are found wanting, and in error; and are not, for the reasons so-told,
to be given tenure. That you are to be disciplined. For facts. For facts. Not «alleged,» what is the word? But
proved. Do you see? By your own actions. That is what the tenure committee has said. That is what my
lawyer said. For what you did in class. For what you did in this office.
JOHN: They’re going to discharge me.
CAROL: As full well they should. You don’t understand? You’re angry? What has led you to this place? Not
your sex. Not your race. Not your class. YOUR OWN ACTIONS. And you’re angry. You ask me here.
What do you want? You want to «charm» me. You want to «convince» me. You want me to recant. I will not
recant. Why should I ...? What I say is right. You tell me, you are going to tell me that you have a wife and
child. You are going to say that you have a career and that you’ve worked for twenty years for this. Do you
know what you’ve worked for? Power. For power. Do you understand? And you sit there, and you tell me
stories. About your house, about all the private schools, and about privilege, and how you are entitled. To
buy, to spend, to mock, to summon. All your stories. All your silly weak guilt, it’s all about privilege; and
you won’t know it. Don’t you see? You worked twenty years for the right to insult me. And you feel entitled
to be paid for it. Your Home. Your Wife ... Your sweet «deposit» on your house ...
JOHN: Don’t you have feelings?
CAROL: That’s my point. You see? Don’t you have feelings? Your final argument. What is it that has no feelings. Animals. I don’t take your side, you question if I’m Human.
JOHN: Don’t you have feelings?
CAROL: I have a responsibility. I ...
JOHN: ... to ...?
CAROL: To? This institution. To the students. To my group.
JOHN: ... your «group.»...
CAROL: Because I speak, yes, not for myself. But for the group; for those who suffer what I suffer. On behalf of whom, even if I, were, inclined, to what, forgive? Forget? What? Overlook your ...
JOHN: ... my behavior?
CAROL: ... it would be wrong.
JOHN: Even if you were inclined to «forgive» me.
CAROL: It would be wrong.
JOHN: And what would transpire.
CAROL: Transpire?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Happen?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Then say it. For Christ’s sake. Who the hell do you think that you are? You want a post. You want
unlimited power. To do and to say what you want. As it pleases you—Testing, Questioning, Flirting. ..
JOHN: I never ...
CAROL: Excuse me, one moment, will you? (She reads from her notes.)
The twelfth: «Have a good day, dear.»
The fifteenth: «Now, don’t you look fetching ...»
April seventeenth: «If you girls would come over here ...» I saw you. I saw you, Professor. For two semesters sit there, stand there and exploit our, as you thought, «paternal prerogative,» and what is that but
rape; I swear to God. You asked me in here to explain something to me, as a child, that I did not understand. But I came to explain something to you. You Are Not God. You ask me why I came? I came here
to instruct you. (She produces his book.) And your book? You think you’re going to show me some
«light»? You «maverick. «Outside of tradition. No, no, (She reads from the book’s liner notes.) «of that
fine tradition of inquiry. Of Polite skepticism» . . . and you say you believe in free intellectual discourse.
YOU BELIEVE IN NOTHING. YOU BELIEVE IN NOTHING AT ALL.
JOHN: I believe in freedom of thought.
CAROL: Isn’t that fine. Do you?
JOHN: Yes. I do.
CAROL: Then why do you question, for one moment, the committee’s decision refusing your tenure? Why do
you question your suspension? You believe in what you call freedom of thought. Then, fine. You believe in
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freedom-of-thought and a home, and, and prerogatives for your kid, and tenure.And I’m going to tell you. You
believe not in «freedom of thought,» but in an elitist, in, in a protected hierarchy which rewards you. And for
whom you are the clown. And you mock and exploit the system which pays your rent. You’re wrong. I’m not
wrong. You’re wrong. You think that I’m full of hatred. I know what you think I am.
JOHN: Do you?
CAROL:You think I’m a, of course I do.You think I am a frightened, repressed, confused, I don’t know, abandoned young
thing of some doubtful sexuality, who wants, power and revenge. (Pause)Don’t you?(Pause)
JOHN: Yes. I do. (Pause)
CAROL: Isn’t that better?And I feel that that is the first moment which you’ve treated me with respect. For you told
me the truth. (Pause) I did not come here, as you are assured, to gloat. Why would I want to gloat? I’ve profited
nothing from your, your, as you say, your «misfortune.» I came here, as you did me the honor to ask me here,
I came here to tell you something. (Pause) That I think ... that I think you’ve been wrong. That I think you’ve
been terribly wrong. Do you hate me now? ( Pause)
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Why do you hate me? Because you think me wrong? No. Because I have, you think, power over you.
Listen to me. Listen to me, Professor. (Pause) It is the power that you hate. So deeply that, that any atmosphere
of free discussion is im possible. It’s not «unlikely.» It’s impossible. Isn’t it?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Isn’t it ...?
JOHN: Yes. I suppose.
CAROL: Now. The thing which you find so cruel is the selfsame process of selection I, and my group, go
through every day of our lives. In admittance to school. In our tests, in our class rankings.... Is it unfair? I
can’t tell you. But, if it is fair. Or even if it is «unfortunate but necessary» for us, then, by God, so must it
be for you. (Pause) You write of your «responsibility to the young.» Treat us with respect, and that will
show you your responsibility. You write that education is just hazing. (Pause) But we worked to get to this
school. (Pause) And some of us. (Pause) Overcame prejudices. Economic, sexual, you cannot begin to
imagine. And endured humiliations I pray that you and those you love never will encounter. ( Pause) To
gain admittance here. To pursue that same dream of security you pursue. We, who, who are, at any moment, in danger of being deprived of it. By ...
JOHN: ... by ...?
CAROL: By the administration. By the teachers. By you. By, say, one low grade, that keeps us out of graduate
school; by one, say, one capricious or inventive answer on our parts, which, perhaps, you don’t find
amusing. Now you know, do you see? What it is to be subject to that power. (Pause)
JOHN: I don’t understand. (Pause)
CAROL: My charges are not trivial. You see that in the haste, I think, with which they were accepted. A joke
you have told, with a sexist tinge. The language you use, a verbal or physical caress, yes, yes, I know, you say
that it is meaningless. I understand. I differ from you. To lay a hand on someone’s shoulder.
JOHN: It was devoid of sexual content.
CAROL: I say it was not. I SAY IT WAS NOT. Don’t you begin to see ...? Don’t you begin to understand? IT’S
NOT FOR YOU TO SAY.
JOHN: I take your point, and I see there is much good in what you refer to.
CAROL: ... do you think so ...?
JOHN: ... but, and this is not to say that I cannot change, in those things in which I am deficient ... But, the ...
CAROL: Do you hold yourself harmless from the charge of sexual exploitativeness ...? (Pause)
JOHN: Well, I ... I ... I ... You know I, as I said. I ... think I am not too old to learn, and I can learn, I ...
CAROL: Do you hold yourself innocent of the charge of ...
JOHN: ... wait, wait, wait ... All right, let’s go back to ...
CAROL: YOU FOOL. Who do you think I am? To come here and be taken in by a smile. You little yapping
fool. You think I want «revenge.» I don’t want revenge. I WANT UNDERSTANDING.
JOHN: ... do you?
CAROL: I do. (Pause)
JOHN: What’s the use. It’s over.
CAROL: Is it? What is?
JOHN: My job.
CAROL: Oh.Your job.That’s what you want to talk about. (Pause)(She starts to leave the room. She steps and turns back
to him.) All right. (Pause) What if it were possible that my Group withdraws its complaint. (Pause)
JOHN: What?
CAROL: That’s right. (Pause)
JOHN: Why.
CAROL: Well, let’s say as an act of friendship.
JOHN: An act of friendship.
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CAROL: Yes. (Pause)
JOHN: In exchange for what.
CAROL: Yes. But I don’t think, «exchange.» Not «in exchange.» For what do we derive from it? (Pause)
JOHN: «Derive.»
CAROL: Yes.
JOHN: (Pause) Nothing. (Pause)
CAROL: That’s right. We derive nothing. ( Pause) Do you see that?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: That is a little word, Professor. «Yes.» «I see that.» But you will.
JOHN: And you might speak to the committee ...?
CAROL: To the committee?
JOHN: Yes.
CAROL: Well. Of course. That’s on your mind. We might.
JOHN: «If» what?
CAROL: «Given» what. Perhaps. I think that that is more friendly.
JOHN: GIVEN WHAT?
CAROL: And, believe me, I understand your rage. It is not that I don’t feel it. But I do not see that it is deserved, so I do not resent it .... All right. I have a list.
JOHN: ... a list.
CAROL: Here is a list of books, which we ...
JOHN: ... a list of books ...?
CAROL: That’s right. Which we find questionable.
JOHN: What?
CAROL: Is this so bizarre ...?
JOHN: I can’t believe ..
CAROL: It’s not necessary you believe it.
JOHN: Academic freedom ...
CAROL: Someone chooses the books. If you can choose them, others can. What are you, «God»?
JOHN: ... no, no, the «dangerous.»...
CAROL: You have an agenda, we have an agenda. I am not interested in your feelings or your motivation,
but your actions. If you would like me to speak to the Tenure Committee, here is my list. You are a Free
Person, you decide. (Pause)
JOHN: Give me the list. (She does so. He reads.)
CAROL: I think you’ll find ...
JOHN: I’m capable of reading it. Thank you.
CAROL: We have a number of texts we need re ...
JOHN: I see that.
CAROL: We’re amenable to ...
JOHN: Aha. Well, let me look over the ... (He reads.)
CAROL: I think that ...
JOHN: LOOK. I’m reading your demands. All right?! (He reads) (Pause) You want to ban my book?
CAROL: We do not ...
JOHN ( Of list): It says here ...
CAROL: ... We want it removed from inclusion as a representative example of the university.
JOHN: Get out of here.
CAROL: If you put aside the issues of personalities.
JOHN: Get the fuck out of my office.
CAROL: No, I think I would reconsider.
JOHN: ...you think you can.
CAROL: We can and we will. Do you want our support? That is the only quest ...
JOHN: ... to ban my book ...?
CAROL: ... that is correct ...
JOHN: ... this ... this is a university ... we ...
CAROL: ... and we have a statement ... which we need you to ... (She hands him a sheet of paper)
JOHN: No, no. It’s out of the question. I’m sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking of. I want to tell you
something. I’m a teacher. I am a teacher. Eh? It’s my name on the door, and I teach the class, and that’s
what I do. I’ve got a book with my name on it. And my son will see that book someday. And I have a respon
... No, I’m sorry I have a responsibility ... to myself to my son, to my profession ... I haven’t been home for
two days, do you know that? Thinking this out.
CAROL: ...you haven’t?
JOHN: I’ve been, no. If it’s of interest to you. I’ve been in a hotel. Thinking. (The phone starts ringing.)
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Thinking...
CAROL: ... you haven’t been home?
JOHN: ... thinking, do you see.
CAROL: Oh.
JOHN: And, and, I owe you a debt, I see that now. (Pause) You’re dangerous, you’re wrong and it’s my job ...
to say no to you. That’s my job. You are absolutely right. You want to ban my book? Go to hell, and they
can do whatever they want to me.
CAROL: ... you haven’t been home in two days ...
JOHN: I think I told you that.
CAROL: ... you’d better get that phone. (Pause) I think that you should pick up the phone. (Pause)
(JOHN picks up the phone.)
JOHN (on phone): Yes. (Pause) Yes. Wh ... I. I. I had to be away. All ri ... did they wor ... did they worry ab ...
No. I’m all right, now, Jerry. I’m f ... I got a little turned around, but I’m sitting here and ... I’ve got it
figured out. I’m fine. I’m fine don’t worry about me. I got a little bit mixed up. But I am not sure that it’s
not a blessing. It cost me my job? Fine. Then the job was not worth having. Tell Grace that I’m coming
home and everything is fff... (Pause) What? ( Pause) What? (Pause) What do you mean? WHAT? Jerry ...
Jerry. They ... Who, who, what can they do ...? (Pause) NO. (Pause) NO. They can’t do th ... What do you
mean? (Pause) But how ... (Pause) She’s, she’s, she’s here with me. To ... Jerry. I don’t underst ... (Pause)
(He hangs up.) (To CAROL:) What does this mean?
CAROL: I thought you knew.
JOHN: What. (Pause) What does it mean. (Pause)
CAROL: You tried to rape me. ( Pause) According to the law. (Pause)
JOHN: ... what ...?
CAROL: You tried to rape me. I was leaving this office, you «pressed» yourself into me. You «pressed» your
body into me.
JOHN: ... I ...
CAROL: My Group has told your lawyer that we may pursue criminal charges.
JOHN: ... no ...
CAROL: ... under the statute. I am told. It was battery.
JOHN: ... no ...
CAROL: Yes. And attempted rape. That’s right. (Pause)
JOHN: I think that you should go.
CAROL: Of course. I thought you knew.
JOHN: I have to talk to my lawyer.
CAROL: Yes. Perhaps you should.
(The phone rings again.) (Pause)
JOHN: (Picks up phone. Into phone:) Hello? I ... Hello ...? I ... Yes, he just called. No ... I. I can’t talk to you
now, Baby. (To CAROL:) Get out.
CAROL: ... your wife ...?
JOHN: ... who it is is no concern of yours. Get out. (To phone:) No, no, it’s going to be all right. I. I can’t talk
now, Baby. (To CAROL:) Get out of here.
CAROL: I’m going.
JOHN: Good.
CAROL (exiting): ... and don’t call your wife «baby.»
JOHN: What?
CAROL: Don’t call your wife baby. You heard what I said.
(CAROL starts to leave the room. JOHN grates her and begins to beat her.)
JOHN: You vicious little bitch.You think you can come in here with your political correctness and destroy my life?
(He knocks her to the floor.)
After how I treated you ...? You should be ... Rape you ...? Are you kidding me ...?
(He picks up a chair, raises it above his head, and advances on her.)
I wouldn’t touch you with a ten-foot pole. You little cunt . . .
(She cowers on the floor below him. Pause. He looks down at her. He lowers the chair. He moves to his
desk, and arranges the papers on it. Pause. He looks over at her.)
... well ... (Pause. She looks at him.)
CAROL: Yes. That s right.
(She looks away from him, and lowers her head. To herself:) . . . yes. That’s right.
END
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As soon as it got light, Bet woke him and dressed him, and then she walked
him over to the table and tried to make him eat a little cereal. He wouldn’t,
though. He could tell something was up. She pressed the edge of the spoon
against his lips till she heard it click on his teeth, but he just looked off at a
corner of the ceiling—a knobby* child with great glassy eyes and her own fair
hair. Like any other nine-year-old, he wore a striped * shirt and jeans, but the
sh irt was too neat and the jeans too blue, unpatched and unfaded, and would stay
that way till he outgrew* them. And his face was elderly—pinched*, strained* ,
tired—though it should have looked as unused as his jeans. He hardly ever
changed his expression.
She left him in his chair and went to make the beds. Then she raised the
yellowed shade*, rinsed a few spoons in the bathroom sink, picked up some bits
of magazines he’d torn the night before. This was a rented room in an ancient,
crumbling house, and nothing you could do to it would lighten its cluttered*
look. There was always that feeling of too many lives layered* over other
lives, like the layers of brownish wallpaper her child had peeled away in
the corner by his bed.
She slipped her feet into flat heeled loafers* and absently patted* the front of
her dress, a worn beige knit she usually saved for Sundays. Maybe she should
take it in a little; it hung from her shoulders like a sack. She felt too slight * and
frail *, too wispy* for all she had to do today. But she reached for her coat
anyhow, and put it on and tied a blue kerchief under her chin. Then she went
over to the table and slowly spun, modelling the coat. “See, Arnold?” she
said. “We’re going out.”
Arnold went on looking at the ceiling, but his gaze turned wild and she
knew he’d heard.
She fetched* his jacket from the closet—brown corduroy, with a hood. It had
set her back half a week’s salary. But Arnold didn’t like it; he always wanted his
old one, a little red duffel coat* he’d long ago outgrown*. When she came toward
him, he started moaning and rocking and shaking his head. She had to struggle to
stuff his arms in the sleeves. Small though he was, he was strong, wiry; he was
getting to be too much for her. He shook free of her hands and ran over to his
bed. The jacket was on, though. It wasn’t buttoned, the collar was askew*, but
never mind; that just made him look more real. She always felt bad at how he
stood inside his clothes, separate from them, passive, unaware of all the buttons
and snaps* she’d fastened as carefully as she would a doll’s.
She gave a last look around the room, checked to make sure the hot plate* was
off*, and then picked up her purse and Arnold’s suitcase. “Come along, Arnold,”
she said.
He came, dragging out every step. He looked at the suitcase suspiciously, but
only because it was new. It didn’t have any meaning for him. “See?” she said.
“It’s yours. It’s Arnold’s. It’s going on the train with us.”
But her voice was all wrong. He would pick it up, for sure. She paused in the
middle of locking the door and glanced* over at him fearfully. Anything could
set him off nowadays. He hadn’t noticed, though. He was too busy staring around
the hallway, goggling* at a freckled, walnut framed mirror as if he’d never seen
it before. She touched his shoulder. “Come, Arnold,” she said.
They went down the stairs slowly, both of them clinging to* the sticky mahogany railing. The suitcase banged against her shins*. In the entrance hall, old
Mrs. Puckett stood waiting outside her door—a huge, soft lady in a black crêpe
dress and orthopedic shoes. She was holding a plastic bag of peanut-butter cookies,
Arnold’s favorites. There were tears in her eyes. “Here, Arnold,” she said,
quavering*. Maybe she felt to blame that he was going. But she’d done the best
she could: babysat him all these years and only given up when he’d grown too

(lleno de bultos)
(a rayas)

(le quedaron pequeños) / (pálida) /
/ tense

curtain

untidy, disorderly
covered

shoes, (mocasines) /
stroke gently with
her hand
of little significance
weak / nebulous, lacking clarity, shadowy,
vague, dim

got

(trenca) / (hacía tiempo que le había quedado pequeña)

crooked, amiss

(cierres, broches)
(placa eléctrica de la
cocina)
(estaba apagada)

cast a quick look

looking with wide-open
eyes
grasping, holding on
(espinillas)

trembling

537

55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

538

strong and wild to manage. Bet wished Arnold would give the old lady some
sign—hug her, make his little crowing* noise, just take the cookies, even. But he
was too excited. He raced on out the front door, and it was Bet who had to take
them. “Well, thank you, Mrs. Puckett,” she said. “I know he’ll enjoy them later.”
“Oh, no . . .” said Mrs. Puckett, and she flapped her large hands and gave up,
sobbing.
They were lucky and caught a bus first thing. Arnold sat by the window. He
must have thought he was going to work with her; when they passed the redand-gold Kresge’s sign, he jabbered* and tried to stand up. “No, honey,” she
said, and took hold of his arm. He settled down then and let his hand stay
curled in hers awhile. He had very small, cool fingers, and nails as smooth as
thumbtack heads.
At the train station, she bought the tickets and then a pack of Wrigley’s
spearmint gum. Arnold stood gaping* at the vaulted ceiling, with his head flopped
back and his arms hanging limp* at his sides. People stared at him. She would
have liked to push their faces in. “Over here, honey,” she said, and she nudged*
him toward the gate, straightening his collar as they walked.
He hadn’t been on a train before and acted a little nervous, bouncing up and
down in his seat and flipping* the lid of his ashtray and craning* forward to see
the man ahead of them. When the train started moving, he crowed and pulled at
her sleeve. “That’s right, Arnold. Train. We’re taking a trip,” Bet said. She
unwrapped a stick of chewing gum and gave it to him. He loved gum. If she
didn’t watch him closely, he sometimes swallowed it—which worried her a little
because she’d heard it clogged* your kidneys; but at least it would keep him
busy. She looked down at the top of his head. Through the blond prickles of his
hair, cut short for practical reasons, she could see his skull bones moving as he
chewed. He was so thin-skinned*, almost transparent; sometimes she imagined
she could see the blood traveling in his veins.
When the train reached a steady* speed, he grew calmer, and after a while he
nodded over against her and let his hands sag on his knees. She watched his
eyelashes slowly drooping*—two colorless, fringed crescents, heavier and heavier,
every now and then flying up as he tried to fight off sleep. He had never slept
well, not ever, not even as a baby. Even before they’d noticed anything wrong,
they’d wondered at his jittery*, jerky* catnaps*, his tiny hands clutching tight
and springing open, his strange single wail sailing out while he went right on
sleeping. Avery said it gave him the chills. And after the doctor talked to them
Avery wouldn’t have anything to do with Arnold anymore—just walked in wide
circles around the crib, looking stunned* and sick. A few weeks later, he left. She
wasn’t surprised. She even knew how he felt, more or less. Halfway, he blamed
her; halfway, he blamed himself. You can’t believe a thing like this will just fall
on you out of nowhere.
She’d had moments herself of picturing some kind of evil gene in her husband’s ordinary, stocky* body—a dark little egg like a black jelly bean, she
imagined it. All his fault. But other times she was sure the gene was hers. It
seemed so natural; she never could do anything as well as most people. And then
other times she blamed their marriage. They’d married too young, against her
parents’ wishes. All she’d wanted was to get away from home. Now she couldn’t
remember why. What was wrong with home? She thought of her parents’ humped
green trailer, perched* on cinder blocks near a forest of masts in Salt Spray,
Maryland. At this distance (parents dead, trailer rusted to bits, even Salt Spray
changed past recognition), it seemed to her that her old life had been beautifully
free and spacious. She closed her eyes and saw wide gray skies. Everything had
been ruled by the sea. Her father (who’d run a fishing boat for tourists) couldn’t
arrange his day till he’d heard the marine forecast—the wind, the tides, the small
craft warnings, the height of average waves in unprotected waters. He loved to
fish, offshore and on, and he swam every chance he could get. He’d tried to teach
her to bodysurf, but it hadn’t worked out. There was something about the breakers: she just gritted* her teeth and stood staunch* and let them slam* into her. As
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if standing staunch were a virtue, really. She couldn’t explain it. Her father
thought she was scared, but it wasn’t that at all.
She’d married Avery against their wishes and been sorry ever since—sorry to
move so far from home, sorrier when her parents died within a year of each other,
sorriest of all when the marriage turned grim* and cranky*. But she never would
have thought of leaving him. It was Avery who left; she would have stayed
forever. In fact, she did stay on in their apartment for months after he’d gone,
though the rent was far too high. It wasn’t that she expected him back. She just
took some comfort from enduring.
Arnold’s head snapped up. He looked around him and made a gurgling*
sound. His chewing gum fell onto the front of his jacket. “Here, honey,” she told
him. She put the gum in her ashtray. “Look out the window. See the cows?”
He wouldn’t look. He began bouncing* in his seat, rubbing his hands together
rapidly.
“Arnold? Want a cookie?”
If only she’d brought a picture book. She’d meant to and then forgot. She
wondered if the train people sold magazines. If she let him get too bored, he’d go
into one of his tantrums*, and then she wouldn’t be able to handle him. The
doctor had given her pills just in case, but she was always afraid that while he
was screaming he would choke* on them. She looked around the car. “Arnold,”
she said, “see the . . . see the hat with feathers on? Isn’t it pretty? See the red
suitcase? See the, um . . .”
The car door opened with a rush of clattering* wheels and the conductor burst
in, singing “Girl of my dreams, I love you.” He lurched* down the aisle, plucking
pink tickets from the back of each seat. Just across from Bet and Arnold, he
stopped. He was looking down at a tiny black lady in a purple coat, with a fox fur
piece biting its own tail around her neck. “You!” he said.
The lady stared straight ahead.
“You, I saw you. You’re the one in the washroom.”
A little muscle twitched* in her cheek.
“You got on this train in Beulah, didn’t you. Snuck* in the washroom. Darted*
back like you thought you could put something over on me. I saw that bit of
purple! Where’s your ticket gone to?”
She started fumbling* in a blue cloth purse. The fumbling went on and on. The
conductor shifted his weight.
“Why!” she said finally. “I must’ve left it back in my other seat.”
“What other seat?”
“Oh, the one back . . .” She waved a spidery hand.
The conductor sighed. “Lady,” he said, “you owe me money.”
“I do no such thing!” she said. “Viper! Monger! Hitler!” Her voice screeched*
up all at once; she sounded like a parrot. Bet winced* and felt herself flushing*,
as if she were the one. But then at her shoulder she heard a sudden, rusty clang,
and she turned and saw that Arnold was laughing. He had his mouth wide open
and his tongue curled, the way he did when he watched “Sesame Street.” Even
after the scene had worn itself out, and the lady had paid and the conductor had
moved on, Arnold went on chortling* and la-la-ing, and Bet looked gratefully at
the little black lady, who was settling her fur piece fussily and muttering* under
her breath.
From the Parkinsville Railroad Station, which they seemed to be tearing down
or else remodeling—she couldn’t tell which—they took a taxicab to Parkins State
Hospital. “Oh, I been out there many and many a time,” said the driver. “Went
out there just the other—”
But she couldn’t stop herself; she had to tell him before she forgot. “Listen,”
she said, “I want you to wait for me right in the driveway*. I don’t want you to go
on away.”
“Well, fine,” he said.
“Can you do that? I want you to be sitting right by the porch or the steps or
whatever, right where I come out of, ready to take me back to the station. Don’t
just go off and—”
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“I got* you, I got you,” he said.
She sank back. She hoped he understood.
Arnold wanted a peanut-butter cookie. He was reaching and whimpering*. She
didn’t know what to do. She wanted to give him anything he asked for, anything;
but he’d get it all over his face and arrive not looking his best. She couldn’t stand
it if they thought he was just ordinary and unattractive. She wanted them to see
how small and neat he was, how somebody cherished* him. But it would be awful
if he went into one of his rages. She broke off a little piece of cookie from the
bag. “Here,” she told him. “Don’t mess*, now.”
He flung himself back in the corner and ate it, keeping one hand flattened
across his mouth while he chewed.
The hospital looked like someone’s great, pillared mansion, with square brick
buildings all around it. “Here we are,” the driver said.
“Thank you,” she said. “Now you wait here, please. Just wait till I get—”
“ Lady,” he said, “I’ll wait.”
She opened the door and nudged* Arnold out ahead of her. Lugging* the
suitcase, she started toward the steps. “Come on, Arnold,” she said.
He hung back.
“Arnold?”
Maybe he wouldn’t allow it, and they would go on home and never think of
this again.
But he came, finally, climbing the steps in his little hobbled* way. His face
was clean, but there were a few cookie crumbs on his jacket. She set down the
suitcase to brush them off. Then she buttoned all his buttons and smoothed his
shirt collar over his jacket collar before she pushed open the door.
In the admitting office, a lady behind a wooden counter showed her what
papers to sign. Secretaries were clacketing typewriters all around. Bet thought
Arnold might like that, but instead he got lost in the lights—chilly*, hanging icecube-tray lights with a little flicker* to them. He gazed upward, looking astonished. Finally a flat-fronted nurse came in and touched his elbow. “Come along,
Arnold. Come, Mommy. We’ll show you where Arnold is staying,” she said.
They walked back across the entrance hall, then up wide marble steps with hollows*
worn in them. Arnold clung* to the bannister. There was a smell Bet hated, pineoil disinfectant, but Arnold didn’t seem to notice. You never knew; some times
smells could just put him in a state.
The nurse unlocked a double door that had chicken-wired* windows. They
walked through a corridor, passing several fat, ugly women in shapeless gray
dresses and ankle socks. “Ha!” one of the women said, and fell giggling* into the
arms of a friend. The nurse said, “ Here we are.” She led them into an enormous
hallway lined with little white cots*. Nobody else was in it; there wasn’t a
sign that children lived here except for a tiny cardboard clown picture hanging
on one vacant wall. “This one is your bed, Arnold,” said the nurse. Bet laid
the suitcase on it. It was made up so neatly, the sheets might have been
painted on. A steely*-gray blanket was folded across the foot. She looked
over at Arnold, but he was pivoting back and forth to hear how his new
sneakers squeaked * on the linoleum.
“Usually,” said the nurse, “we like to give new residents six months before the
family visits. That way they settle in quicker, don’t you see.” She turned away
and adjusted the clown picture, though as far as Bet could tell it was fine the way
it was. Over her shoulder, the nurse said, “You can tell him goodbye now, if you
like.”
“Oh,” Bet said. “All right.” She set her hands on Arnold’s shoulders. Then she
laid her face against his hair, which felt warm and fuzzy*. “Honey,” she said. But
he went on pivoting. She straightened and told the nurse, “I brought his special
blanket.”
“Oh, fine,” said the nurse, turning toward her again. “We’ll see that he gets
it.”
“He always likes to sleep with it; he has ever since he was little.”
“All right.”
“Don’t wash it. He hates if you wash it.”
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“Yes. Say goodbye to Mommy now, Arnold.”
“A lot of times he’ll surprise you. I mean there’s a whole lot to him. He’s not
just—”
“We’ll take very good care of him, Mrs. Blevins, don’t worry.”
“Well,” she said. “Bye, Arnold.”
She left the ward with the nurse and went down the corridor. As the nurse was
unlocking the doors for her, she heard a single, terrible scream, but the nurse
only patted* her shoulder and pushed her gently on through.
In the taxi, Bet said, “Now, I’ve just got fifteen minutes to get to the station.
I wonder if you could hurry?”
“Sure thing,” the driver said.
She folded her hands* and looked straight ahead. Tears seemed to be coming
down her face in sheets.
Once she’d reached the station, she went to the ticket window. “Am I in time
for the twelve-thirty-two?” she asked.
“Easily,” said the man. “It’s twenty minutes late.”
“What?”
“Got held up in Norton somehow.”
“But you can’t!” she said. The man looked startled*. She must be a sight, all
swollen-eyed and wet-cheeked. “Look,” she said, in a lower voice. “I figured this
on purpose. I chose the one train from Beulah that would let me catch another
one back without waiting. I do not want to sit and wait in this station.”
“Twenty minutes, lady. That’s all it is.”
“What am I going to do?” she asked him.
He turned back to his ledgers*.
She went over to a bench and sat down. Ladders and scaffolding towered*
above her, and only ten or twelve passengers were dotted* through the rest of
the station. The place looked bombed out—nothing but a shell. “Twenty minutes?”
she said aloud. “What am I going to do?”
Through the double glass doors at the far end of the station, a procession of
gray-suited men arrived with briefcases. More men came behind them, dressed in
work clothes, carrying folding chairs, black trunklike boxes with silver hinges,
microphones, a wooden lectern*, and an armload of bunting*. They set the
lectern down in the center of the floor, not six feet from Bet. They draped*
the bunting* across it—an arc of red, white, and blue. Wires were connected,
floodlights were lit. A microphone screeched. One of the workmen said, “Try
her, Mayor.” He held the microphone out to a fat man in a suit, who cleared
his throat and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, on the occasion of the expansion
of this fine old railroad station—”
“Sure do get an echo here,” the workmen said. “Keep on going.”
The Mayor cleared his throat again. “If I may,” he said, “I’d like to take about
twenty minutes of your time, friends.”
He straightened his tie. Bet blew her nose, and then she wiped her eyes and
smiled. They had come just for her sake, you might think. They were putting on
a sort of private play. From now on, all the world was going to be like that—just
something on a stage*, for her to sit back and watch.
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1. How early in the story do we perceive that Bet’s child is not an ordinary nine-year-old? What made his mother decide to
put him in Parkins State Hospital?
2. Is this story told from an ironic point of view? Cite evidence for your answer. What ironies do you detect in the scene at
the hospital?
3. The title “Average Waves in Unprotected Waters” echoes a phrase used in lines 107-114. To what does it refer? How
does the phrase (and therefore the title) apply to the story as a whole?
4. How would you characterize Bet? Why is she so upset when she learns that the twelve thirty-two train is to be twenty
minutes late, and so pleased when the Mayor says “I’d like to take about twenty minutes of your time, friends”?
5. How do you account for Bet’s view of her early life as “beautifully free and spacious” (106-7)?
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This blind man, an old friend of my wife’s, he was on his way to spend the night.
His wife had died. So he was visiting the dead wife’s relatives in Connecticut. He
called my wife from his in-laws*’. Arrangements were made. He would come by
train, a five-hour trip, and my wife would meet him at the station. She hadn’t seen
him since she worked for him one summer in Seattle ten years ago. But she and the
blind man had kept in touch*. They made tapes and mailed them back and forth. I wasn’t
enthusiastic about his visit. He was no one I knew. And his being blind bothered* me.
My idea of blindness came from the movies. In the movies, the blind moved slowly
and never laughed. Sometimes they were led by seeing-eye dogs*. A blind man in my
house was not something I looked forward to.
That summer in Seattle she had needed a job. She didn’t have any money. The man
she was going to marry at the end of the summer was in officers’ training school. He
didn’t have any money, either. But she was in love with the guy, and he was in love with
her, etc. She’d seen something in the paper: HELP WANTED—Reading to Blind Man, and
a telephone number. She phoned and went over, was hired* on the spot*. She’d worked
with this blind man all summer. She read stuff* to him, case studies, reports, that sort of
thing. She helped him organize his little office in the county social-service department.
They’d become good friends, my wife and the blind man. How do I know these things?
She told me. And she told me something else. On her last day in the office, the blind man
asked if he could touch her face. She agreed to this. She told me he touched his fingers to
every part of her face, her nose—even her neck! She never forgot it. She even tried to
write a poem about it. She was always trying to write a poem. She wrote a poem or two
every year, usually after something really important had happened to her.
When we first started going out together, she showed me the poem. In the poem, she
recalled his fingers and the way they had moved around over her face. In the poem, she
talked about what she had felt at the time, about what went through her mind when the
blind man touched her nose and lips. I can remember I didn’t think much of the poem. Of
course, I didn’t tell her that. Maybe I just don’t understand poetry. I admit it’s not the first
thing I reach for when I pick up something to read.
Anyway, this man who’d first enjoyed her favors, the officer-to-be*, he’d been her
childhood sweetheart. So okay. I’m saying that at the end of the summer she let the blind
man run his hands over her face, said goodbye to him, married her childhood etc., who
was now a commissioned officer, and she moved away from Seattle. But they’d kept in
touch, she and the blind man. She made the first contact after a year or so. She called him
up one night from an Air Force base in Alabama. She wanted to talk. They talked. He
asked her to send him a tape and tell him about her life. She did this. She sent the tape.
On the tape, she told the blind man about her husband and about their life together in the
military. She told the blind man she loved her husband but she didn’t like it where they
lived and she didn’t like it that he was a part of the military industrial thing. She told the
blind man she’d written a poem and he was in it. She told him that she was writing a
poem about what it was like to be an Air Force officer’s wife. The poem wasn’t finished
yet. She was still writing it. The blind man made a tape. He sent her the tape. She made
a tape. This went on for years. My wife’s officer was posted* to one base and then
another. She sent tapes from Moody AFB, McGuire, McConnell, and finally Travis, near
Sacramento, where one night she got to feeling lonely and cut off* from people she kept
losing in that moving-around life. She got to feeling she couldn’t go in another step. She
went in and swallowed all the pills and capsules in the medicine chest* and washed them
down with a bottle of gin. Then she got into a hot bath and passed out*.
But instead of dying, she got sick. She threw up*. Her officer—why should he have a
name, he was the childhood sweetheart, and what more d oes he want?—came home from
somewhere, found her, and called the ambulance. In time, she put it all on a tape and sent
the tape to the blind man. Over the years, she put all kinds of stuff on tapes and sent the
tapes off lickety-split*. Next to writing a poem every year, I think it was her chief means of
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recreation. On one tape, she told the blind man she’d decided to live away from her
officer for a time. On another tape, she told him about her divorce. She and I began
going out, and of course she told her blind man about it. She told him everything, or so
it seemed to me. Once she asked me if I’d like to hear the latest tape from the blind
man. This was a year ago. I was on the tape, she said. So I said okay, I’d listen to it. I
got us drinks and we settled down in the living room. We made ready to listen. First she
inserted the tape into the player and adjusted a couple of dials. Then she pushed a lever.
The tape squeaked* and someone began to talk in this loud voice. She lowered the
volume. After a few minutes of harmless chit-chat*, I heard my own name in the mouth
of this stranger, this blind man I didn’t even know! And then this: “From all you’ve said
about him, I can only conclude—” But we were interrupted, a knock at the door,
something, and we didn’t ever get back to the tape. Maybe it was just as well. I’d heard
all I wanted to.
Now this same blind man was coming to sleep in my house.
“Maybe I could take him bowling*,” I said to my wife. She was at the draining board*
doing scalloped* potatoes. She put down the knife she was using and turned around.
“If you love me,” she said, “you can do this for me. If you don’t love me, okay. But if
you had a friend, any friend, and the friend came to visit, I’d make him feel comfortable.”
She wiped her hands with the dish towel*.
“I don’t have any blind friends,” I said.
“You don’t have any friends,” she said. “Period. Besides,” she said, “goddamn* it, his
wife’s just died! Don’t you understand that? The man’s lost his wife!” I didn’t answer.
She’d told me a little about the blind man’s wife. Her name was Beulah. Beulah*! That’s
a name for a colored woman.
“Was his wife a Negro?” I asked.
“Are you crazy?” my wife said. “Have you just flipped* or something?” She picked up
a potato. I saw it hit the floor, then roll under the stove. “What’s wrong with you?” she
said. “Are you drunk?”
“I’m just asking,” I said.
Right then my wife filled me in* with more detail than I cared to know. I made a drink
and sat at the kitchen table to listen. Pieces of the story began to fall into place.
Beulah had gone to work for the blind man the summer after my wife had stopped
working for him. Pretty soon Beulah and the blind man had themselves a church wedding.
It was a little wedding—who’d want to go to such a wedding in the first place, just the two
of them, plus the minister and the minister’s wife. But it was a church wedding just the
same. It was what Beulah had wanted, he’d said. But even then Beulah must have been
carrying the cancer in her glands. After they had been inseparable for eight years my
wife’s word, inseparable—Beulah’s health went into a rapid decline. She died in a Seattle
hospital room, the blind man sitting beside the bed and holding on to her hand. They’d
married, lived and worked together, slept together—had sex, sure—and then the blind
man had to bury her. All this without his having ever seen what the goddamned* woman
looked like. It was beyond my understanding. Hearing this, I felt sorry for the blind man
for a little bit. And then I found myself thinking what a pitiful life this woman must have
led. Imagine a woman who could never see herself as she was seen in the eyes of her
loved one. A woman who could go on day after day and never receive the smallest
compliment from her beloved. A woman whose husband could never read the expression
on her face, be it misery or something better. Someone who could wear makeup or not
what difference to him? She could, if she wanted, wear green eye-shadow around one eye,
a straight pin in her nostril, yellow slacks* and purple shoes, no matter. And then to slip
off* into death, the blind man’s hand on her hand, his blind eyes streaming* tears I’m
imagining now her last thought maybe this: that he never even knew what she looked like,
and she on an express to the grave. Robert was left with a small insurance policy and half
of a twenty-peso Mexican coin. The other half of the coin went into the box with her.
Pathetic.
So when the time rolled around, my wife went to the depot* to pick him up. With
nothing to do but wait sure, I blamed him for that I was having a drink and watching the
TV when I heard the car pull* into the drive*. I got up from the sofa with my drink and
went to the window to have a look.
I saw my wife laughing as she parked the car. I saw her get out of the car and shut the
door. She was still wearing a smile. Just amazing. She went around to the other side of the
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car to where the blind man was already starting to get out. This blind man, feature this,
he was wearing a full beard! A beard on a blind man! Too much, I say. The blind man
reached into the back seat and dragged* out a suitcase. My wife took his arm, shut the car
door, and, talking all the way, moved him down the drive and then up the steps to the
front porch. I turned off the TV. I finished my drink, rinsed* the glass, dried my hands.
Then I went to the door.
My wife said, “I want you to meet Robert. Robert, this is, my husband. I’ve told you
all about him.” She was beaming*. She had this blind man by his coat sleeve.
The blind man let go of his suitcase and up came his hand.
I took it. He squeezed hard, held my hand, and then let it go.
“I feel like we’ve already met,” he boomed*.
“Likewise,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say. Then I said, “Welcome. I’ve heard
a lot about you.” We began to move then, a little group, from the porch into the living
room, my wife guiding him by the arm. The blind man was carrying his suitcase in his
other hand. My wife said things like, “To your left here, Robert. That’s right. Now watch
it, there’s a chair. That’s it. Sit down right here. This is the sofa. We just bought this sofa
two weeks ago.”
I started to say something about the old sofa. I’d liked that old sofa. But I didn’t say
anything. Then I wanted to say something else, small-talk, about the scenic* ride along
the Hudson. How going to New York, you should sit on the right-hand side of the train,
and coming from New York, the left hand side.
“Did you have a good train ride?” I said. “Which side of the train did you sit on, by the
way?”
“What a question, which side!” my wife said. “What’s it matter which side?” she said.
“I just asked,” I said.
“Right side,” the blind man said. “I hadn’t been on a train in nearly forty years. Not
since I was a kid. With my folks. That’s been a long time. I’d nearly* forgotten the
sensation. I have winter in my beard now*,” he said. “So I’ve been told, anyway. Do I
look distinguished, my dear?” the blind man said to my wife.
“You look distinguished, Robert,” she said. “Robert,” she said. “Robert, it’s just so
good to see you.”
My wife finally took her eyes off the blind man and looked at me. I had the feeling she
didn’t like what she saw. I shrugged.
I’ve never met, or personally known, anyone who was blind. This blind man was late
forties, a heavy-set*, balding man with stooped* shoulders, as if he carried a great weight
there. He wore brown slacks*, brown shoes, a light-brown shirt, a tie, a sports coat.
Spiffy*. He also had this full beard. But he didn’t use a cane and he didn’t wear dark
glasses. I’d always thought dark glasses were a must for the blind. Fact was, I wished he
had a pair. At first glance*, his eyes looked like anyone else’s eyes. But if you looked
close, there was something different about them. Too much white in the iris, for one
thing, and the pupils seemed to move around in the sockets without his knowing it or
being able to stop it. Creepy*. As I stared at his face, I saw the left pupil turn in toward
his nose while the other made an effort to keep in one place. But it was only an effort for
that eye was on the roam* without his knowing it or wanting it to be.
I said, “Let me get you a drink. What’s your pleasure? We have a little of everything.
It’s one of our pastimes.”
“Bub*, I’m a Scotch man myself,” he said fast enough in this big voice.
“Right,” I said. Bub! “Sure you are. I knew it.”
He let his fingers touch his suitcase, which was sitting alongside* the sofa. He was
taking his bearings*. I didn’t blame him for that.
“I’ll move that up to your room,” my wife said.
“No, that’s fine,” the blind man said loudly. “It can go up when I go up.”
“A little water with the Scotch*?” I said.
“Very little,” he said.
“I knew it,” I said.
He said, “Just a tad*. The Irish actor, Barry Fitzgerald? I’m like that fellow. When I
drink water, Fitzgerald said, I drink water. When I drink whiskey, I drink whiskey.” My
wife laughed. The blind man brought his hand up under his beard. He lifted his beard
slowly and let it drop*.
I did the drinks, three big glasses of Scotch with a splash* of water in each. Then we
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made ourselves comfortable and talked about Robert’s travels. First the long flight from
the West Coast to Connecticut, we covered that. Then from Connecticut up here by train.
We had another drink concerning that leg* of the trip.
I remembered having read somewhere that the blind didn’t smoke because, as speculation had it, they couldn’t see the smoke they exhaled*. I thought I knew that much and
that much only about blind people. But this blind man smoked his cigarette down to the
nubbin* and then lit another one. This blind man filled his ashtray and my wife emptied it.
When we sat down at the table for dinner, we had another drink. My wife heaped
Robert’s plate with cube steak scalloped potatoes, green beans. I buttered him up two
slices* of bread. I said, “Here’s bread and butter for you.” I swallowed some of my drink.
“Now let us pray,” I said, and the blind man lowered his head. My wife looked at me, her
mouth agape*. “Pray the phone won’t ring and the food doesn’t get cold,” I said.
We dug in*. We ate everything there was to eat on the table. We ate like there was no
tomorrow. We didn’t talk. We ate. We scarfed*. We grazed* that table. We were into
serious eating. The blind man had right away located his foods, he knew just where
everything was on his plate. I watched with admiration as he used his knife and fork on
the meat. He’d cut two pieces of meat, fork the meat into his mouth, and then go all out
for the scalloped potatoes, the beans next, and then he’d tear off a hunk* of buttered bread
and eat that. He’d follow this up with a big drink of milk. It didn’t seem to bother him to
use his fingers once in a while, either.
We finished everything, including half a strawberry pie. For a few moments, we sat as
if stunned*. Sweat beaded* on our faces. Finally, we got up from the table and left the
dirty plates. We didn’t look back. We took ourselves into the living room and sank into
our places again. Robert and my wife sat on the sofa. I took the big chair. We had us two
or three more drinks while they talked about the major things that had come to pass for
them in the past ten years. For the most part, I just listened. Now and then I joined in. I
didn’t want him to think I’d left the room, and I didn’t want her to think I was feeling left
out. They talked of things that had happened to them—to them! these past ten years. I
waited in vain to hear my name on my wife’s sweet lips: “And then my dear husband
came into my life”—something like that. But I heard nothing of the sort. More talk of Robert.
Robert had done a little of everything, it seemed, a regular blind jack-of-all-trades*. But
most recently he and his wife had had an Amway distributorship, from which, I
gathered*, they’d earned their living, such as it was. The blind man was also a
ham* radio operator. He talked in his loud voice about conversations he’d had with
fellow operators in Guam, in the Philippines, in Alaska, and even in Tahiti. He said he’d
have a lot of friends there if he ever wanted to go visit those places. From time to time,
he’d turn his blind face toward me, put his hand under his beard, ask me something. How
long had I been in my present position? (Three years.) Did I like my work? (I didn’t.) Was
I going to stay with it? (What were the options?) Finally, when I thought he was beginning
to run down*, I got up and turned on the TV.
My wife looked at me with irritation. She was heading toward a boil*. Then she
looked at the blind man and said, “Robert, do you have a TV?”
The blind man said, “My dear, I have two TVs. I have a color set and a black-andwhite thing, an old relic. It’s funny, but if I turn the TV on, and I’m always turning it on,
I turn on the color set. It’s funny, don’t you think?”
I didn’t know what to say to that. I had absolutely nothing to say to that. No opinion.
So I watched the news program and tried to listen to what the announcer was saying.
“This is a color TV,” the blind man said. “Don’t ask me how, but I can tell.”
“We traded up* a while ago,” I said.
The blind man had another taste of his drink. He lifted his beard, sniffed* it, and let
it fall. He leaned forward on the sofa. He positioned his ashtray on the coffee table, then
put the lighter to his cigarette. He leaned back on the sofa and crossed his legs at the
ankles.
My wife covered her mouth, and then she yawned*. She stretched*. She said, “I think
I’ll go upstairs and put on my robe. I think I’ll change into something else. Robert, you
make yourself comfortable,” she said.
“I’m comfortable,” the blind man said.
“I want you to feel comfortable in this house,” she said.
“I am comfortable,” the blind man said.

part

breathed out

(filtro)

pieces

open
(Pusimos manos a
la obra.)
ate quickly / ate like
ruminants

large piece

knocked senseless
/ (perlaba)

knows a little of
everything
deduced
amateur

lessen
high temperature

bought, (cambiamos)
smelled

(bostezó) / (se estiró)

545

235

240

245

250

255

260

265

270

275

280

285

290

546

After she’d left the room, he and I listened to the weather report and then to the sports
roundup. By that time, she’d been gone so long I didn’t know if she was going to come
back. I thought she might have gone to bed. I wished she’d come back downstairs. I didn’t
want to be left alone with a blind man. I asked him if he wanted another drink, and he said
sure. Then I asked if he wanted to smoke some dope* with me. I said I’d just rolled a
number*. I hadn’t, but I planned to do so in about two shakes*.
“I’ll try some with you,” he said.
“Damn right,” I said. “That’s the stuff*.”
I got our drinks and sat down on the sofa with him. Then I rolled us two fat numbers*.
I lit one and passed it. I brought it to his fingers. He took it and inhaled.
“Hold it as long as you can,” I said. I could tell he didn’t know the first thing.
My wife came back downstairs wearing her pink robe and her pink slippers*.
“What do I smell?” she said.
“We thought we’d have us some cannabis,” I said.
My wife gave me a savage look. Then she looked at the blind man and said, “Robert,
I didn’t know you smoked.”
He said, “I do now, my dear. There’s a first time for everything. But I don’t feel
anything yet.”
“This stuff is pretty mellow*,” I said. “This stuff is mild. It’s dope you can reason
with,” I said. “It doesn’t mess you up*.”
“Not much it doesn’t, bub,” he said, and laughed.
My wife sat on the sofa between the blind man and passed her the number. She took
it and toked* and then passed it back to me. “Which way is this going?” she said. Then
she said, “I shouldn’t be smoking this. I can hardly keep my eyes open as it is. That dinner
did me in. I shouldn’t have eaten so much.”
“It was the strawberry pie,” the blind man said. “That’s what did it,” he said, and he
laughed his big laugh*. Then he shook his head.
“There’s more strawberry pie,” I said.
“Do you want some more, Robert?” my wife said.
“Maybe in a little while,” he said.
We gave our attention to the TV. My wife yawned* again. She said, “Your bed is
made up when you feel like going to bed, Robert. I know you must have had a long day.
When you’re ready to go to bed, say so.” She pulled his arm. “Robert?”
He came to and said, “I’ve had a real nice time. This beats tapes*, doesn’t it?”
I said, “Coming at you*,” and I put the number between his fingers. He inhaled, held
the smoke, and then let it go. It was like he’d been doing it since he was nine years old.
“Thanks, bub*,” he said. “But I think this is all for me. I think I’m beginning to feel
it,” he said. He held the burning roach* out for my wife.
“Same here,” she said. “Ditto*. Me, too.” She took the roach and passed it to me. “I
may just sit here for a while between you two guys with my eyes closed. But don’t let me
bother you, okay? Either one of you. If it bothers you, say so. Otherwise, I may just sit
here with my eyes closed until you’re ready to go to bed,” she said. “Your bed’s made up,
Robert, when you’re ready. It’s right next to our room at the top of the stairs. We’ll show
you up when you’re ready. You wake me up now, you guys, if I fall asleep.” She said that
and then she closed her eyes and went to sleep.
The news program ended. I got up and changed the channel. I sat back down on the
sofa. I wished my wife hadn’t pooped out*. Her head lay* across the back of the sofa, her
mouth open. She’d turned so that her robe had slipped* away from her legs, exposing a
juicy thigh. I reached to draw her robe back over her, and it was then that I glanced* at the
blind man. What the hell! I flipped* the robe open again.
“You say when you want some strawberry pie*,” I said.
“I will,” he said.
I said, “Are you tired? Do you want me to take you up to your bed? Are you ready to
hit the hay*?”
“Not yet,” he said. “No, I’ll stay up with you, bub. If that’s all right. I’ll stay up until
you’re ready to turn in*. We haven’t had a chance to talk. Know what I mean? I feel like
me and her monopolized the evening,” He lifted his beard and he let it fall. He picked up
his cigarettes and his lighter.
“That’s all right,” I said. Then I said, “I’m glad for the company.”
And I guess I was. Every night I smoked dope and stayed up as long as I could before
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I fell asleep. My wife and I hardly ever went to bed at the same time. When I did go to
sleep, I had these dreams. Sometimes I’d wake up from one of them, my heart going
crazy.
Something about the church and the Middle Ages was on the TV. Not your run-of-themill* TV fare. I wanted to watch something else. I turned to the other channels. But there
was nothing on them, either. So I turned back to the first channel and apologized.
“Bub*, it’s all right,” the blind man said. “It’s fine with me. Whatever you want to
watch is okay. I’m always learning something. Learning never ends. It won’t hurt me to
learn something tonight. I got ears,” he said.
We didn’t say anything for a time. He was leaning forward with his head turned at me,
his right ear aimed in the direction of the set*. Very disconcerting. Now and then his
eyelids drooped* and then they snapped* open again. Now and then he put his fingers into
his beard and tugged*, like he was thinking about something he was hearing on the
television.
On the screen, a group of men wearing cowls* was being set upon ant tormented by
men dressed in skeleton costumes and men dressed as devils*. The men dressed as devils
wore devil masks, horns, and long tails. This pageant* was part of a procession. The
Englishman who was narrating the thing said it took place in Spain once a year. I tried to
explain to the blind man what was happening.
“Skeletons,” he said. “I know about skeletons,” he said, and he nodded.
The TV showed this one cathedral. Then there was a long, slow look at another one.
Finally, the picture switched* to the famous one in Paris, with its flying buttresses* and
its spires* reaching up to the clouds. The camera pulled away to show the whole of the
cathedral rising above the skyline.
There were times when the Englishman who was telling the thing would shut up*,
would simply let the camera move around over the cathedrals. Or else the camera would
tour the countryside, men in fields walking behind oxen*. I waited as long as I could.
Then I felt I had to say something. I said, “They’re showing the outside of this cathedral
now. Gargoyles*. Little statues carved to look like monsters. Now I guess they’re in Italy.
Yeah, they’re in Italy. There’s paintings on the walls of this one church.”
“Are those fresco paintings, bub?” he asked, and he sipped* from his drink.
I reached for my glass. But it was empty. I tried to remember what I could remember.
“You’re asking me are those frescoes?” I said. “That’s a good question. I don’t know.”
The camera moved to a cathedral outside Lisbon. The differences in the Portuguese
cathedral compared with the French and Italian were not that great. But they were there.
Mostly the interior stuff. Then something occurred to me, and I said, “Something has
occurred to me. Do you have any idea what a cathedral is? What they look like, that is?
Do you follow me? If somebody says cathedral to you, do you have any notion what
they’re talking about? Do you know the difference between that and a Baptist church,
say?”
He let the smoke dribble* from his mouth. “I know they took hundreds of workers
fifty or a hundred years to build,” he said. “I just heard the man say that, of course. I
know generations of the same families worked on a cathedral. I heard him say that,
too. The men who began their life’s work on them, they never lived to see the
completion of their work. In that wise, bub, they’re no different from the rest of us,
right?” He laughed. Then his eyelids drooped* again. His head nodded*. He seemed
to be snoozing*. Maybe he was imagining himself in Portugal. The TV was showing
another cathedral now. This one was in Germany. The Englishman’s voice droned on*.
“Cathedrals,” the blind man said. He sat up and rolled his head back and forth. “If you
want the truth, bub, that’s above all I know. What I just said. What I heard him say.
But maybe you could describe one to me? I wish you’d do it. I’d like that. If you want
to know, I really don’t have a good idea.”
I stared* hard at the shot of the cathedral on the TV. How could I even begin to
describe it? But say my life depended on it. Say my life was being threatened by an
insane* guy who said I had to do it or else.
I stared some more at the cathedral before the picture flipped* off into the countryside.
There was no use. I turned to the blind man and said, “To begin with, they’re very tall.”
I was looking around the room for clues*. “They reach way up. Up and up. Toward the
sky. They’re so big, some of them, they have to have these supports*. To help hold them
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up, so to speak. These supports are called buttresses*. They remind me of viaducts, for
some reason. But maybe you don’t know viaducts, either? Sometimes the cathedrals have
devils and such carved into the front. Sometimes lords and ladies. Don’t ask me why this
is,” I said.
He was nodding*. The whole upper part of his body seemed to be moving back and forth.
“I’m not doing so good, am I?” I said.
He stopped nodding and leaned forward on the edge of the sofa. As he listened to me,
he was running his fingers through his beard. I wasn’t getting through to him, I could see
that. But he waited for me to go on just the same. He nodded, like he was trying to
encourage me. I tried to think what else to say. “They’re really big,” I said. “They’re
massive. They’re built of stone. Marble, too, sometimes. In those olden days, when they
built cathedrals, men wanted to be close to God. In those olden* days, God was an
important part of everyone’s life. You could tell this from their cathedral-building. I’m
sorry,” I said, “but it looks like that’s the best I can do for you. I’m just no good at it.”
“That’s all right, bub,” the blind man said. “Hey, listen. I hope you don’t mind my
asking you. Can I ask you something? Let me ask you a simple question, yes or no. I’m
just curious and there’s no offense. You’re my host. But let me ask if you are in any way
religious? You don’t mind my asking?”
I shook my head. He couldn’t see that, though. A wink* is the same as a nod to a blind
man. “I guess I don’t believe in it. In anything. Sometimes it’s hard. You know what I’m
saying?”
“Sure, I do,” he said.
“Right,” I said.
The Englishman was still holding forth*. My wife sighed in her sleep. She drew a long
breath and went on with her sleeping.
“You’ll have to forgive me,” I said. “But I can’t tell you what a cathedral looks like.
It just isn’t in me to do it. I can’t do any more than I’ve done.”
The blind man sat very still, his head down, as he listened to me.
I said, “The truth is, cathedrals don’t mean anything special to me. Nothing. Cathedrals. They’re something to look at on late-night TV. That’s all they are.”
It was then that the blind man cleared his throat. He brought something up. He took a
handkerchief from his back pocket. Then he said, “I get it, bub. It’s okay. It happens.
Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Hey, listen to me. Will you do me a favor? I got an idea.
Why don’t you find us some heavy paper? And a pen. We’ll do something. We’ll draw*
one together. Get us a pen and some heavy paper. Go on, bub, get the stuff,” he said.
So I went upstairs. My legs felt like they didn’t have any strength* in them. They felt
like they did after I’d done some running. In my wife’s room, I looked around. I found
some ballpoints in a little basket on her table. And then I tried to think where to look for
the kind of paper he was talking about.
Downstairs, in the kitchen, I found a shopping bag with onion skins in the bottom of
the bag I emptied the bag and shook it. I brought it into the living room and sat down with
it near his legs. I moved some things, smoothed the wrinkles* from the bag, spread it our
on the coffee table.
The blind man got down from the sofa and sat next to me on the carpet.
He ran his fingers over the paper. He went up and down the sides of the paper. The
edges, even the edges. He fingered the corners.
“All right,” he said. “All right, let’s do her.”
He found my hand, the hand with the pen. He closed his hand over my hand. “Go
ahead, bub, draw,” he said. “Draw. You’ll see. I’ll follow along with you. It’ll be okay.
Just begin now like I’m telling you. You’ll see. Draw,” the blind man said.
So I began. First I drew a box that looked like a house. It could have been the house
I lived in. Then I put a roof on it. At either end of the roof, I drew spires*. Crazy.
“Swell*,” he said. “Terrific*. You’re doing fine,” he said. “Never thought anything
like this could happen ... your lifetime, did you, bub? Well, it’s a strange life, we all know
that. Go on now. Keep it up.”
I put in windows with arches. I drew flying buttresses*. I hung great doors. I couldn’t
stop. The TV station went off the air. I put down the pen and closed and opened my
fingers. The blind man felt around over the paper. He moved the tips* of his fingers over
the paper, all over what I had drawn, and he nodded.
“Doing fine,” the blind man said.
I took up the pen again, and he found my hand. I kept at it. I’m no artist. But I kept
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drawing just the same.
My wife opened up her eyes and gazed* at us. She sat up on the sofa, her robe hanging
open. She said, “What are you doing? Tell me, I want to know.”
I didn’t answer her.
The blind man said, “We’re drawing a cathedral. Me and him are working on it. Press
hard,” he said to me. “That’s right. That’s good,” he said. “Sure. You got it, bub. I can tell.
You didn’t think you could. But you can, can’t you? You’re cooking with gas now*. You
know what I’m saying? We’re going to really have us something here in a minute. How’s the
old arm?” he said. “Put some people in there now. What’s a cathedral without people?”
My wife said, “What’s going on? Robert, what are you doing? What’s going on?”
“It’s all right,” he said to her. “Close your eyes now,” the blind man said to me.
I did it. I closed them just like he said.
“Are they closed?” he said. “Don’t fudge*.”
“They’re closed,” I said.
“Keep them that way,” he said. He said, “Don’t stop now. Draw.”
So we kept on with it. His fingers rode my fingers as my hand went over the paper. It
was like nothing else in my life up to now.
Then he said, “I think that’s it. I think you got it,” he said. “Take a look. What do you think?”
But I had my eyes closed. I thought I’d keep them that way for a little longer. I thought
it was something I ought to do.
“Well?” he said. “Are you looking?”
My eyes were still closed. I was in my house. I knew that. But I didn’t feel like I was
inside anything.
“It’s really something,” I said.

looked fixedly

(Ahora vas echando
chispas)

trick, cheat, fake,

1.

a) What details in "Cathedral" make clear the narrator's initial attitude toward blind people and toward Robert, the blind man, before he
even meets him? What hints does the author give about the reasons for this attitude?
b) What attitude does the narrator seem to have towards his wife's relationship with Robert? Characterize that relationship. How is it
contrasted with the husband and wife's relationship? Why was Robert's marriage to Beulah incomprehensible to the narrator? What
does his incredulity reveal about the narrator?
c) How would you describe the quality of life the narrator lives at the beginning of the story?
d) What kind of man is Robert? How would you describe the blind man? Write down as many traits as you can.
e) What things about Robert surprise the narrator? What does his surprise reveal about him?

2.

In the course of their evening together, the narrator, his wife and their guest each drink five or six big glasses of scotch—and smoke
some marijuana, too. The narrator confides "Every night I smoked dope and stayed up as long as I could before I fell asleep." What do
these details suggest about the characters' lives?

3.

This story is told ( as Meville's "Bartleby, the Scrivener", Lardner's "Haircut", Gilman's "The Yellow Wall-Paper", Faulkner's "A Rose for
Emily" or Randall's poem "The Idiot") by a narrator not fully reliable. That is, his perception, we soon learn, is skewed, even sick.
a) What kind of man is the narrator of this story? To help you describe him, look at the things he says, the jokes he makes, and the way
he expresses himself. What are his feelings about his job? What kind of marriage does he have?
b) What state of mind does the narrator have at the beginning? Is it the same at the end? At what point in the story does the narrator's
preconceptions about blind people start to change?

4.

For what reason does the wife keep asking Robert if he'd like to go to bed in lines 262-264 and 272-273? What motivates the narrator
to make the same suggestion in line 284-5? What effect does Robert's reply have on the narrator?

5.

a) What are the narrator's attitudes toward God and religion? What does he say cathedrals mean to him? Reread his attempt to
describe cathedrals to Robert. Does his descriptions suggest he feels differently about cathedrals than he says he does?
b) What makes the narrator start explaining what he's seeing on television?
c) The television program happens to be about cathedrals, but if the point is to get the narrator to draw something while the blind man's
hand rests on the narrator's, the program could have been about some other topic, for example, about skyscrapers or about the
Statue of Liberty. Do you think that a cathedral is a better choice, in terms of the overall structure of the story, than these other
objects? What significance does it have? Why? What is special about a cathedral? How does it relate to the narrator's life? "Put
some people in there now," Robert says. "What 's a cathedral without people?" Discuss the significance of the cathedral.

6.

a) Why does Robert insist that the narrator draw his picture of a cathedral on heavy paper, with a pen? How does the narrator's drawing
change as he continues to work on it? How is he enabled to draw even with his eyes closed? What is the nature of assistance Robert
gives to the narrator?
b) In what sense would we be able to say that the husband is blind till Robert, the blind man, help him to see?

7.

a) At the end of the story, the narrator comments, "I was in my house and I knew that. But I didn't really feel inside anything." What does
he mean? What do you think the experience means to him? Do you think he has been changed by it?
b) In what ways does the story prepare us for the narrator's final state of mind?
c) Why does the narrator keep his eyes closed at the end? What has happened to him?

8.

The story is built on a transformation; that is, transformation gives the story its shape. The world to which the narrator and the reader
arrive, was there always, but wasn't known. Why wasn't it seen before? What kind of self-awareness takes place?

9.

a) What other characters or speakers of the texts of this Anthology experience a transformation similar to that of this narrator?
b) At the end, the narrator has an epiphany or revelation. How would you describe it? Are there any similar revelations in previous
texts? Look again at Irving's "Rip van Winkle", Singer's "The Key", Malamud's "The Magic Barrel", Wright's "A Blessing", Bishop's
"The Fish" or any others texts and discuss similarities.
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Dirty, Repulsive, Low
class, Disreputable,
(Mugroso)

It’s about a mile down on the dark side of Route 88.
—Bruce Springsteen
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There was a time when courtesy* and winning* ways* went out of style,
when it was good to be bad, when you cultivated decadence like a taste*. We
were all dangerous characters then. We wore torn-up* leather jackets*,
slouched* around with toothpicks in our mouths, sniffed glue and ether and
what somebody claimed was cocaine. When we wheeled* our parents’ whining *
station wagons* out onto the street we left a patch* of rubber half a block
long. We drank gin and grape juice*, Tango, Thunderbird, and Bali Hai. We
were nineteen. We were bad. We read Andre Gide* and struck elaborate*
poses to show that we didn’t give a shit* about anything. At night, we went
up to Greasy Lake.
Through the center of town, up the strip*, past the housing developments*
and shopping malls*, street lights giving way to* the thin* streaming* illumination of the headlights, trees crowdi ng* the asphalt in a black unbroken*
wall: that was the way out* to Greasy Lake. The Indians had called it Wakan,
a reference to the clarity of its waters. Now it was fetid* and murky*, the mud banks*
glittering* with broken glass and strewn* with beer cans and the cha rre d*
remains of bonfires. There was a single* ravaged* island a hundred yards
from shore, so stripped* of vegetation it lo oked as if the air force had
strafed* it. We went up to the lake because everyone wen t there, because we
wanted to snuff* the rich* scent* of possibility on the breeze, watch a g irl
take off her clothes and plunge into the festering* murk*, drink beer,
smoke pot*, howl* at the stars, savor * the incongruous full-throated* roar of rock
and roll against the primeval* susurrus* of frogs and crickets*. This was nature.
I was there* one night, late, in the company of two dangerous characters.
Digby wore a gold star in his right ear and allowed his father to pay his
tuition* at Cornell; Jeff was thinking of quitting* school to become a painter/
musician/head-shop* proprietor. They were both expert in the social graces,
quick with a sneer, able to manage a Ford with lousy* shocks* over a rutted*
and gutted* blacktop* road at eighty five while rolling a joint* as
comp act as a Tootsie Roll Pop* stick. They could lounge* against a bank* of
booming* speakers and trade “man”s* with the best of them or roll ou t *
across the dance floor as if their joints* worked* on bearings*.
T h e y were slick* and quick* and they wore their mirror shades* at breakfast and
dinner, in the shower, in closets * and caves*. In short, they were bad.
I drove. Digby pounded* the dashboard* and shouted along with Toots &
the Maytals while Jeff hung his head out the window and streaked* the side
of my mother’s Bel Air with vomit. It was early June, the air soft as a hand
on your cheek, the third night of summer vacation. The first two nights we’d
been out till dawn, looking for something we never found. On this, the third
night, we’d cruised* the strip* sixty-seven times, been in and out of every
bar and club we could think of in a twenty-mile radius, stopped twice for
bucket* chicken and forty-cent hamburgers, debated going to a party at the
house of a girl Jeff’s sister knew, and chucked* two dozen raw eggs at
mailboxes and hitchhikers*. It was 2:00 A.M.; the bars were closing. There
was nothing to do but take a bottle of lemon-flavored gin up* to Greasy
Lake.
The taillights of a single car winked* at us as we swung* into the dirt lot*
with its tufts* of weed and washboard corrugations*; ’57 Chevy, mint*,
metallic* blue. On the far side of the lot, like the exoskeleton* of some gaunt*
chr ome insect, a chopper* leaned against its kickstand*. A n d t h a t was
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55

60

65

70

75

80

85

90

95

100

105

110

i t f o r e x c i t e m e n t : s o m e j u n k i e * h a l f w i t * b i k e r* a n d a car freak *
p u m p i n g * his girlfriend. Whatever it was we were looking for, we weren’t
about to find it at Greasy Lake. Not that night.
But then all of a sudden Digby was fighting for* the wheel*. “Hey, that’s
Tony Lovett’s car! Hey!” he shouted, while I stabb ed* at the brake pedal* and
the Bel Air nosed up to the gleaming* bumper* of the parked Chevy. Digby
leaned* on the horn*, laughing, and instructed me to put my brights* on. I
flicked* on the brights. This was hilarious. A joke. Tony would experience
premature withdrawal and expect to be confronted by grim*-looking state
troopers* with flashlights. We hit the horn, strobed* the li ghts, and then
jumped out of the car to press our witty* faces to Tony’s windows; for all we knew
we might even catch a glimpse of some little fox*’s tit*, and then we could slap
backs with red-faced Tony, roughhouse* a little, and go on to new heights *
of adventure and daring*.
The first mistake, the one that opened the whole floodgate*, was losing
my grip * on the keys. In the excitement, leaping from* the car with the gin
in one hand and a roach clip* in the other, I spilled them in the grass—in
the dark, rank*, mysterious* nighttime grass of Greasy Lake. This was a
tactical error, as damaging and irreversible in its way as Westmoreland’s
decision to d i g i n * a t K h e S a n h 1 . I f e l t i t l i k e a j a b * o f i n t u i t i o n , a n d
I stopped there by the open door, peering * vaguely into the night that
puddled up* round my feet.
The second mistake—and this was inextricably bound up* with the first—
was identifying the car as Tony Lovett’s. Even before the very bad character
in greasy jeans and engineer boots ripped out* of the driver’s door, I began to
realize that this chrome blue was much lighter than the robin’s-egg* of Tony’s
car, and that Tony’s car didn’t have rear-mounted speakers. Judging from
their expressions, Digby and Jeff were privately* groping* toward the same
inevitable and unsettling* conclusion as I was.
In any case, there was no reasoning with this bad greasy* character—clearly
he was a man of action. The first lusty * Rockette2 kick of his steel-toed *
boot caught me under the chin, chipped* my favorite tooth, and left me
sprawled * in the dirt. Like a fool, I’d gone down on one knee to comb* the
stiff* hacked* grass for the keys, my mind making connections in the most
dragged-out*, testudineous* way, knowing that things had gone wrong, that I
was in a lot of trouble, and that the lost ignition key was my grail* and my
salvation. The three or four succeeding* blows* were mainly absorbed* by my
right buttock and the tough piece of bone at the base of my spine*.
Meanwhile, Digby vaulted* the kissing* bumpers* and delivered a savage
kungfu blow to the greasy charac ter’s collarbone*. Digby had just finished a
course in martial arts for phys-ed* credit* and had spent the better part of the past two
nights telling us apocryphal tales of Bruce Lee types and of the raw* power invested *
in lightning blows shot from coiled* wrists, ankles, and elbows. The
greasy* character w a s u n i m p r e s s e d . He me re ly b a c k e d o f f a s t e p , h i s
f a c e l i k e a T o l t e c m a s k , a n d l a i d D i g b y o u t * with a single whistling
roundhouse* blow . . . but by now Jeff had got into the act, and I was
beginning to extricate* myself from the dirt, a tinny* compound* of shock,
rage, and impotence wadded* in my throat.
Jeff was on the guy’s back, biting at his ear. Digby was on the ground,
cursing*. I went for the tire iron* I kept under the driver’s seat. I kept it there
because bad characters always keep tire irons under the driver’s seat, for just
such an occasion as this. Never mind that I hadn’t been involved in a fight
since sixth grade, when a kid* with a slee py* e ye and two s tre a ms * of
m u c u s d e p e n d i n g f r o m * h i s n o s t r i l s * h i t m e i n t h e k n e e twice w i t h a
Louisville slugger*, never mind that I’d touched the tire iron exactly twice
before, to change tires: it was there. And I went for it.*
I was terrified. Blood was beating* in my ears, my hands were shaking, my
heart turning over like a dirtbike* in the wrong gear*. My antagonist was
shirtless, and a single* cord* of muscle flashed across his chest as he bent
forward to peel* Jeff from his back like a wet o vercoat. “Motherfucker*,”
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(maldiciendo ) / (llave de
tuerca en forma de ele
que sirve para cambiar ruedas)
(chico) / (legañoso)
/ (regueros)
hanging down , descending
from / (orificios nasales)
a brand of baseball
bat
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he spat*, over and over, and I was aware in that instant that all four of us—
Digby, Jeff, and myself included—were chanting* “motherfucker,
motherfucker,” as if it were a battle cry. (What happened next? the detective
asks the murderer from beneath the turned-down brim* of his porkpie* hat. I
don’t know, the murderer says, something came over me*. Exactly.)
Digby poked* the flat of his hand in the bad character’s face and I came at
him like a kamikaze, mindless, raging, stung* with humiliation—the whole
thing, from the initial boot in the chin to this murderous prim al* instant
involving no more than sixty hyperventilating, gland-flooding* seconds—I
came at him and brought the tire iron down across his ear. The effect was
instantaneous, astonishing*. He was a stunt man* and this was Hollywood,
he was a big grimacing toothy balloon and I was a man with a straight* pin.
He collapsed. Wet his pants*. Went loose in his boots*.
A single second, big as a zeppelin, floated by*. We were standing over
him in a circle, gritting* our teeth, jerking* our necks, our limbs and hands
and feet twitching* with glandular discharges. No one said anything. We just
stared down at the guy, the car freak*, the lover, the bad greasy* c h a r a c t e r
laid low*. Digby looked at me; so did Jeff. I was still holding the
tire iron, a tuft of hair clinging* to the crook* like dandelion
fluff*, like down*. Rattled*, I dropped it in the dirt, already envisioning the headlines, the pitted* faces of the police inquisitors, the gleam
of handcuffs, clank of bars *, the big black shadows rising from the
back of the cell *...when sud denly a raw* torn* shriek* cut through me
like all the juice* in all the electric chairs in the country .
It was the fox*. She was short, barefoot, dressed in panties* and a
man’s shirt. “Animals!” she screamed, running at us with her fists
clenched* and wisps* of blow dried* hair in her face. There was a silver
chain round her ankle, and her toenails flashed in the glare* of the
headlights*. I think it was the toenails that did it. Sure, the gin and the
cannabis* and even the Kentucky Fried may have had a hand in it, but it was
the sight of those flaming* toes, that set us off*—the toad* emerging from
the loaf* in Virgin Spring* lipstick smeared on a child; she was already
tainted*. We were on her like Bergman’s deranged brothers—see no evil,
hear none, speak none—panting*, wheezing*, tearing at* her clo t h e s ,
g r a b b i n g * f o r f l e s h . W e w e r e b a d c h a r a c t e r s , a n d w e w e r e s c a r e d*
and hot* and three steps over the line*—anything could have happened.
It didn’t.
Before we could pin* her to the hood* of t he car, our eyes masked with
lust* and greed* and the pur est primal* badness, a pair of headlights
swung into the lot*. There we were, dirty, bloody, guilty, dissociated from
humanity and civilization, the first of the Ur-crimes behind us, the second
in progress, shreds* of nylon panty and spandex* brassiere dangling* from
our fingers, our flies* open, lips licked*—there we were, caught in the
spotlight. Nailed* .
We bolted*. First for the car, and then, realizing we had no way of starting
it, for the woods. I thought nothing. I thought escape. The headlights* came
at me like accusing fingers. I was gone.
Ram-bam-bam, across the parking lot, past the chopper* and into the
feculent* undergrowth at the lake’s edge, insects flying up in my face, weeds
whipping, frogs and snakes and red-eyed turtles splashing off into the night:
I was already ankle deep in muck* and tepid water and still going strong.
Behind me, the girl’s screams rose in intensity, disconsolate, incriminating,
t he screams of the Sabine women 3, the Christian martyrs, Anne Frank 4 dragged*
from the garret* . I kept going, pursued by those cries, imagining cops and
bloo d h o u n d s . T h e w a t e r w a s u p t o m y k n e e s w h e n I r e a l i z e d w h a t I
was doing: I was going to swim for it. Swim the breadth of Greasy
Lake and hide myself in the thick clot* of woods on the far side.
T h e y ’ d n e v e r f i n d m e there.
I was breathing in sobs, in gasps*. The water lapped* at my waist as I
looked out over the moon-burnished ripples*, the mats* of algae that

expectorated
repeating in unison,
(coreando)
edge, (ala) / (de fieltro)
(algo se apoderó de mí)
jabbed, (atizaba)
beaten
(primitivo)
(glándulas inundadas)
shocking / (doble), man that
takes an actor's place
(en punta)
trousers / ( Temblaba
en las botas)
passed by
pressing upper and
lower teeth / pulling
moving spasmodically
fan / dirty, repulsive,
sleazy, disreputable
defeated, (abatido, postrado)
adhered / bend, curve,
(curva)
(pelusa de diente d e león)
/ (plumón) / Di sconcerted
rough, (picadas, curtidas), weather-beaten
sound of a prison door
(celda) / (atroz) / (desgarrador) / loud cry, (alarido)
(potencia, fluido, fuerza,
corriente eléctrica)
very sexy female / shorts
almost leggedless worn
by women and girls
(apretados) / (mechones) /
(secados con secador)
brightness
(faros, luces delanteras)
marihuana
(llameantes) / ignited,
provoked / (sapo)
(pan) / film by Swedish
director Ingmar Bergman
impure, corrupt
(jadeando) / (resollando) / (rasgando)
snatching, (apretando)
/ frightened
(calentorros) / (raya)
seize and hold fast , force
/ (capó)
libido / voracity / primitive, (prístina)
(un par de faros oscilan tes entraron en el
aparcamiento)
fragments / elastic /
loosely suspended
(braguetas) / (relamidos)
Caught in the act, (Pillados)
escaped, (salimos pitando)
(faros)

motorbike
murky, filthy, excremental

3

(mugre, porquería)

Sabine women: mem bers of an
ancient tribe in Italy , f orcibly
carried off by the early Romans
under omulus to be their w ives.

(sacada a rastras)
(desván)
mass of material stuck
together,
Anne Frank: German Jewish girl
(1929-1945) sentto the concentration
camp at Belsen, where she died.
4

(amasijo)

(jadeos) / moved in
sounding ripples
small gentle waves /
(mantillos)
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clung* to the surface like scab s*. Digby and Jeff had vanished. I paused.
Listened. The girl was quieter now, screams tapering* to sobs, but there were
male voices, angry, excited, and the high pitched* ticking* of the second
car’s engine. I waded* deeper, stealthy, hunted, the ooze* sucking at my
sneakers*. As I was about to take the plunge—at the very instant I dropped
my shoulder for the first slashing* stroke*—I blundered* i n t o s o m e t h i n g .
S o m e t h i n g u n s p e a k a b l e , o b s c e n e *, s o m e t h i n g s o f t , w e t , m o s s g r o w n*.
A patch* of weed? A log*? When I reached out to touch it, it gave like a
rubber duck, it gave* like flesh.
In one of those nasty* little epiphanies for which we are prepared by
films and TV and childhood visits to the funeral home to ponder* the
shrunken painted forms of dead grandparents, I understood what it was that
bobbed* there so inadmissibly in the dark. Understood, and stum bled back
in horror and revulsion, my mind yanked* in six different directions (I was
nineteen, a mere child*, an infant*, and here in the space of five minute s
I’d struck down one greasy character and blundered* into th e
wate rlogged* carcass* of a second), thinking, The keys, the keys, why did I
have to go and lose the keys? I stumbled back, but the muck* took hold of my
feet—a sneaker snagged*, balance lost—and suddenly I was pitching face
forward into the buoyant* black mass, throwing out my hands in desperation
while simultaneously conjuring the image of reeking* frogs and muskrats revolving*
in slicks* of their own deliquescing* juices. AAAAjjjjh! I shot from the
water like a torpedo, the dead man rotating to expose a mossy beard and eyes
cold as the moon. I must have shouted out, thrashing* around in the weeds,
because the voices behind me suddenly became animated.
“What was that?”
“It’s them, it’s them: they tried to, tried to... rape me*!” Sobs.
A man’s voice, flat Midwestern accent. “You sons a* bitches*, we’ll kill
you!”
Frogs, crickets.
Then another voice, harsh, r-less, Lower East Side: “Motherfucker!” I
recognized the verbal virtuosity of the bad greasy* character in the engineer
boots. Tooth chipped*, sneakers gone, coated in mud* and slime* and worse,
crouching* breathless in the weeds* waiting to have my ass thoroughly and
definitively kicked and fresh from* the hideous* stinking* embrace of a
three-days-dead-corpse, I suddenly felt a rush* of joy and vindication*: the
son of a bitch was alive! Just as quickly, my bowels* turned to ice. “Come on
out of there, you pansy mothers*!” the bad greasy character was screaming.
He shouted curses* till he was out of breath.
Th e crickets started up again, then the frogs. I held my breath. All at
once was a sound in the reeds*, a swishing*, a splash: thunk-a-thunk.
They were throwing rocks. The frogs fell silent. I cradled* my head.
Swish, swish, thunk-a-thunk. A wedge of feldspar* the size of a cue* ball
glanced off* my knee. I bit my finger.
It was then that they turned to the car. I heard a door slam*, a curse*, and
then the sound of the headlights shattering*—almost a good-natured sound,
celebratory, like corks popping* from the necks of bottles. This was suc ceeded
by the dull booming* of the fenders*, metal on metal, and then the icy*
crash of the windshield*. I inched* forward, elbows and knees, my belly
pressed to the muck*, thinking of guerrillas and commandos and The
Naked and the Dead*. I parted the weeds and squinted the length of the
parking lot.
The second car—it was a Trans-Am*—was still running, its high beams *
washing the scene in a lurid* stagy* light. Tire iron flailing*, the greasy
bad character was laying into * the side* of my mother’s Bel Air like an
avenging* demon, his shadow riding up the trunks of the trees. Whomp. Whomp.
Whom-whomp. The other two guys—blond types, in fraternity* jackets—were
helping out with tree branches and skull sized boulders*. One of them was
gathering up bottles, rocks, muck*, candy wrappers*, used condoms,
poptops, and other refuse and pitching* it through the window on

adhered, stucked fast
/ (roña, sarna, costras)
diminishing, narrowing
(agudo) / (ralentí)
walked carefully without falling / mud
rubber soled shoes
vigorously incisive / (bra zada) / stumbled
highly repugnant /
(musgoso)
piece / trunk
(cedió)
highly unpleasant
reconsider
moved up and down,
floated, (balanceaba)
tugged, pulled, (me
tironeaba)
young below puberty /
below the age of seven
stumbled / saturated
soggy, soaked, saturated
with water / dead body
filth, (fango)
got stuck, (se enganchó)
dense as to keep one
afloat
disgustingly dirty and
smelly / rotating around
(chapapote) / (delicuescentes), melting away in the process
of decay
beating, (chapoteando,
agitándome)

(violarme)
'of' / (hijos de puta)

(mugroso)
splintered / (lodo) / (cieno)
(agazapado) / (hierbajos)
(recien vigorizado por) /
(espeluznante) /(fétido)
(ráfaga) / (exculpación)
entrails, guts
homosexual
maledictions

(cañas) / hissing
sheltered as in a craddle
with my hands
(trozo) / (feldespato)
/ (de billar)
bounced off, glided,
(rebotó en)
bang / malediction
being broken
bursting, going off
blasting / (aletas, guardabarros) / (vidrioso)
(parabrisas) / moved
gradually
dirt, filth, (fango)
Novel (1948) by Norman Mailer on U.S.
Army life in World
War II.
(coche de competición)
/ (rayos de la lu z larga)
(espeluznante) / theatrical / (blandiendo)
(arremetiendo contra) /
(el lateral)
(vengativo)
social middle class club
wear distinction
big stones
dirt / covers, (envolt ur as)
hurling, throwing
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the driver’s side. I could see the fox*, a white bu l b b e h i n d t h e wi ndshield
of the ’57 Chevy. “B o b b i e , ” s h e w h i n e d * o v e r t h e t h u m p i n g *,
“ c o m e o n *. ” T h e g r e a s y c h a r a c t e r p a u s e d a m o m e n t , t o o k o n e
g o od s w i p e * at the left taillight, and then heaved* the tire iron halfway
across the lake. Then he fired up* the ’57 and was gone*.
Blond head nodded* at blond head. One said something to the other, too
low for me to catch. They were no doubt thinking that in helping to annihilate*
my mother’s car they’d committed a fairly* rash* act, and thinking too that
there were three bad characters connected with that very car watching them
from the woods. Perhaps other possibilities occurred to them as well—police,
jail cells, justices of the peace, reparations, lawyers, irate parents, fraternal
censure*. Whatever they were thinking, they suddenly dropped branches,
bottles, and rocks and sprang* for their car in unison, as if they’d
choreographed it. Five seconds. That’s all it took. The engine shrieked*,
the tires squealed*, a cloud of dust rose from the rutted* lot
a n d th e n s e t t l e d * b a c k o n d a r k n e s s .
I don’t know how long I lay* there, the bad breath of decay all around me,
my jacket heavy as a bear, the primordial* ooze* subtly reconstituting itself
to accommodate my upper thighs and testicles. My jaws ached*, my knee
throbbed*, my coccyx* was on fire. I contemplated suicide, wondered if I’d
need bridgework*, scraped* the recesses* of my brain for some sort of excuse
to give my parents—a tree had fallen on the car, I was blinded by a bread
truck, hit and run*, vandals had got to it* while we were playing chess at
Digby’s. Then I thought of the dead man. He was probably the only person
on the planet worse off than I was. I thought about him, fog on the lake,
insects chirring* eerily*, and felt the tug* of fear, felt the darkness opening
up inside me like a set of jaws. Who was he, I wondered, this victim of time
and circumstance bobbing* sorrowfully in the lake at my back. The owner of
the chopper*, no doubt, a bad older character come to this. Shot during a
murky drug deal, drowned while drunkenly frolicking* in the lake. Another
headline. My car was wrecked*; he* was dead.
When the eastern half of the sky went from black to cobalt* and the
trees began to separate themselves from the shadows, I pushed myself up
from the mud and stepped out into the open. By now the birds had begun
to take over for the crickets, and dew * lay* slick* on the leaves. There was
a smell in the air, raw* and sweet at the same time, the smell of the sun firing*
buds* and o p e n i n g * b l o s s o m s * . I c o n t e m p l a t e d t h e c a r . I t l a y t h e r e
l i k e a wreck* along the highway, like a steel* sculpture left o v e r f r o m
a vanished* civilization. Everything was still. This was nature.
I was circling the car, as dazed* and bedraggled* as the sole survivor of an
a ir blitz*, whe n Digby a nd J eff e me rge d from the tre es be hind me .
Digby’s fa c e wa s c ros s ha tche d* with s me ars * of dirt; Je ff’s ja c ke t
was gon e a n d h i s s h i r t w a s t o r n a c r o s s t h e s h o u l d e r . T h e y sl o u c h e d *
across the lot, looking sheepish* , and silently came up beside
m e t o gape* at the ravaged* automobile. No one said a word. After a
while Jeff swung open * the driver’s door and began to scoop* the broken
glass and garbage off* the seat. I looked at Digby. He shrugged. “At
least they didn’t slash* the tires,” he said.
It was true: the tires were intact. There was no windshield*, the headlights were staved in *, and the body* looked as if it had been sledgehammered* for a quarter a shot at the county fair, but the tires were
inflated to regulation pressure. The car was drivable. In silence, all three
of us bent to scrape the mud and shattered* glass from the interior. I said
nothing about the biker*. When we were finished, I reached in my pocket
for the keys, experienced a nasty stab* of recollection*, cursed myself,
and turned to search the grass. I spotted* them almost immediately, no
more than five feet from the open door, glinting* like jewels in the first
tapering* shaft* of sunlight. There was no reason to get philosophical about it:
I eased into the seat and turned the engine over.
It was at that precise moment th at the silver Mustang* with the flame*

very sexy female
complained, (gañía) /
(aporramiento)
(vámonos)
strike, hit / lifted and
threw
(encendió el motor) /
(se largaron)
inclined
destroy completely
(bastante) / impulsive

punishment from the
social club
run quickly towards
screamed
shrilled, (chillaban) /
(lleno de roderas)
came down
remained
(primigenio) / (lodo)
suffered
palpitated / (cóccix)
(prótesis dental) /
looked deeply into /
(recovecos)
(darse a la fuga) /(se
cebaron)

(chirriando) / weirdly,
(horripilantemente) /
pull, ( tirón, zarpazo)
moving up and down
with the water
motorbike
play foolishly, (despendolarse, desmadrarse)
(destrozado) / the man
floating in the lake
dark blue

(rocío) / (permanecía)
/ shining, glossy
chill y an d d amp / shoot ing, germinating
(brotes) / (florecientes) / (capullos)
ruin, havoc / (metálica)
disappeared
dizzy / (chorreando
lodo, pringado)
air raid
marked with crossing
lines / (manchas)
drooped, walked low,
walked idly
foolish and embarrassed
stare with surprise /
devastated
(dejó abierta) / pick up
(limpiar la basura del)
cut, (rajar, acuchillar)
(parabrisas)
crushed to the end /
(carrocería)
big hammer, (acotillo
de herrero, almá dena de picapedrero)
smashed, broken
motor cyclist, (motero)
pang, ache / memory
saw, located
shining, reflecting
(ahusado, convergente) / (haz)
Ford car brand / (de
llamaradas)
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decals* rumbled* into the lot*. All three of us froze; then Digby and
Jeff slid* into the car and slammed* the door. We watched as the
Mustang rocked and bobbed* across the ruts* and finally jerked to a
halt beside the forlorn* chopper* at the far end of the lot. “Let’s go,” Digby
said. I hesitated, the Bel Air wheezing* beneath me.
Two girls emerged from the Mustang. Tight jeans, stiletto* h eels, hair
like frozen fur*. They bent over the motorcycle, paced back and forth
aimlessly, glanced once or twice at us, and then ambled* over to where the
reeds* sprang up in a green fence* round the perimeter of the lake. One of
them cupped* her hands to her mouth. “Al,” she called. “Hey, Al!”
“Come on,” Digby hissed*. “Let’s get out of here.”
But it was too late. The second girl was picking her way across the lot,
unsteady* on her heels, looking up at us and then away. She was older—
twenty-five or -six—and as she came closer we could see there was something wrong with her: she was stoned* or drunk, lurching* now and waving
her arms for balance. I gripped* the steering wheel* as if it were the
ejection lever* of a flaming* jet, and Digby spat out* my name, twice,
terse* and impatient.
“Hi,” the girl said.
We looked at her like zombies*, like war veterans, like deaf-and-dumb
pencil peddlers*.
She smiled, her lips cracked* and dry. “Listen,” she said, bending from
the waist to look in the window, “you guys seen Al?” Her pupils were
pinpoints*, her eyes glass*. She jerked her neck. “That’s his bike* over
there—Al’s. You seen him?”
Al. I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to get out of the car and retch*, I
wanted to go home to my parents’ house and crawl* into bed. Digby
p o k e d* me in the ribs. “We haven’t seen anybody,” I said.
The girl seemed to co nsider this, reaching out a slim veiny arm to brace*
herself against the car. “N o m a t t e r , ” s h e s a i d , s l u r r i n g * t h e t ’ s , “ h e ’ll
turn up*.” And then, as if she’d just taken stock of the whole scene—the
ravaged car and our battered* faces, the desolation of the place—she
said: “Hey, you guys look like some pretty bad characters—been fightin’,
hu h ? ” W e s t a r e d s t r a i g h t a h e a d , r i g i d a s c a t a t o n i c s *. S h e w a s
f u m b l i n g * i n h e r p o c k e t a n d m u t t e r i n g * s o m e t h i n g . F i n a l l y s he
held out* a handful of ta ble ts in glassine* wrappers*: “Hey, you want to
party, you want to do some of these with me and Sarah?”
I just looked at her. I thought I was going to cry. Digby broke the silence.
“No, thanks,” he said, leaning over me. “Some other time.”
I put the car in gear* and it inched* forward with a groan*, shaking off
pellets* of glass like an old dog shedding* water after a bath, heaving* over
the ruts * on its worn* s prings , c ree ping* towa rd the highwa y. There
was a s hee n* of s un on the la ke . I looked ba c k. The girl wa s s till
standing there, watching us, her shoulders slumped*, hand
outstretched*.

stickers / ( entró ruidosamente) / (aparcamiento)
(se deslizaron) / banged
moved bumping / wheel
marks, (roderas)
forgotten, abandoned /
motorbike
(ronroneando)
narrow high, pointy
(pelaje)
walked slowly
(juncos, cañas) / (cercado, vallado)
put like a cup, (hizo
megáfono con)
whispered urgently or
angrily, (resopló, refun fuñó)
unstable
drugged / falling forward
held tightly / (volante)
lift / (en llamas) /
said loudly
curt, rudely brief, abrupt,
(brusco, repentino)
dull persons
(vendedores callejeros)
(agrietados)

small and sharp / shiny
/ bike, chopper, (moto)
try to vomit
creep, ( deslizarme, gatear)
jabbed, (dio un codazo)
make steady by supporting or holding
pronouncing indistinctly
appear
striken and dirty

(catalépticos )
using hands awkwardly , (rebuscando) / (mascullando)
glossy transparent paper
/ (envoltorios) / (nos
mostró)

function / moved gradually / moan, (gemido)
smal l pieces / dro pping /
rising & falling
hole s / very old / crawling, (deslizándose)
sparkling, (destello)
fall en limply, (caídos)
(extendida)

1.

Around what year, would you say, it was that “courtesy and winning ways went out of style, when it was good to be bad, when you
cultivated decadence like a taste” (line 1)?

2.

What is it about Digby and Jeff that inspires the narrator to call them “bad”?

3.

Twice in “Greasy Lake”—in lines 23 and 269—the words “This was nature” appear at the end of parragraphs 11-23 and 262-269. What
contrasts do you find between the “nature” of the narrator’s earlier and later views by comparing them?

4.

What makes the narrator and his friends run off into the woods?

5.

How does the heroes’ encounter with the two girls at the end of the story differ from their earlier encounter with the girl from the blue
Chevy? How do you account for the difference? When at the end of the story the girl offers to party with the three friends, what makes the
narrator say, “I thought I was going to cry” (328)?

6.

How important to what happens in this story is Greasy Lake itself? What details about the lake and its shores strike you as particularly
memorable (whether funny, disgusting, or both)?

7.

The narrator and protagonist grows up painfully after the experience he recounts. Find other characters throughout this Anthology that
traverse a similar experience. You can start with "A & P", "Sucker", "The Key", "Where are you going, where have you been". Compare
them, trying to find in what sense they resemble each other.
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They say my great-grandfather was a gypsy, but the most popular explanation
for his behavior was that he was a drunk. How else could the women have kept up
the scourge* of his memory all these years, had they not had the usual malady of
our family to blame*? Probably he was both a gypsy and a drunk.
Still, I have reason to believe the gypsy in him had more to do with the turn his
life took than his drinking. I used to argue with my mother about this, even
though most of the information I have about my great-grandfather came from my
mother, who got it from her mother. A drunk, I kept telling her, would have had
no initiative. He would simply have gone down with his failures* and had nothing
to show for it. But my great-grandfather had eleven children, surely a sign of
industry, and he was a lover of horses. He had so many horses he was what people
called “horse poor.”
I did not learn, until I traveled to where my family originated at Collenamore
in the west of Ireland, that my great, grandfather had most likely been a “whisperer*,” a breed of men among the gypsies who were said to possess the power of
talking sense into horses. These men had no fear of even the most malicious and
dangerous horses. In fact, they would often take the wild animal into a closed
stall in order to perform their skills.
Whether a certain intimacy was needed or whether the whisperers simply
wanted to protect their secret conversations with horses is not known. One thing
was certain—that such men gained power over horses by whispering*. What they
whispered no one knew. But the effectiveness of their methods was renowned,
and anyone for counties around who had an unruly* horse could send for a
whisperer and be sure that the horse would take to heart whatever was said and
reform his behavior from that day forth*.
By all accounts, my great-grandfather was like a huge stallion himself, and
when he went into a field where a herd* of horses was grazing*, the horses would
suddenly lift their heads and call to him. Then his bearded mouth would move,
and though he was making sounds that could have been words, which no horse
would have had reason to understand, the horses would want to hear; and one by
one they would move toward him across the open space of the field. He could
turn his back and walk down the road, and they would follow him. He was
probably drunk my mother said, because he was swaying* and mumbling* all the
while. Sometimes he would stop deadstill* in the road and the horses would
press up against him and raise and lower their heads as he moved his lips. But
because these things were only seen from a distance, and because they have
eroded* in the telling, it is now impossible to know whether my greatgrandfather said anything of importance to the horses. Or even if it was his
whispering that had brought about their good behavior. Nor was it clear,
when he left them in some barnyard as suddenly as he’d come to them,
whether they had arrived at some new understanding of the difficult and
complex relationship between men and horses.
Only the aberrations of my great-grandfather’s relationship with horses have
survived—as when he would bathe* in the river with his favorite horse or when,
as my grandmother told my mother, he insisted on conceiving his ninth child in
the stall* of a bay mare* named Redwing. Not until I was grown and going
through the family Bible did I discover that my grandmother had been this ninth
child, and so must have known something about the matter.
These oddities in behavior lead me to believe that when my great-grandfather,
at the age of fifty two, abandoned his wife and family to join a circus that was
passing through the area, it was not simply drunken bravado, nor even the understandable wish to escape family obligations. I believe the gypsy in him finally got
the upper hand*, and it led to such a remarkable happening that no one in the
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family has so far been willing to admit it: not the obvious transgression—that he
had run away to join the circus—but that he was in all likelihood a man who had
been stolen* by a horse.
This is not an easy view to sustain in the society we live in. But I have not
come to it frivolously, and have some basis for my belief. For although I have
heard the story of my great-grandfather’s defection* time and again since childhood, the one image which prevails in all versions is that of a dappled* gray
stallion that had been trained to dance a variation of the mazurka. So impressive
was this animal that he mesmerized* crowds with his sliding step-and-hop to the
side through the complicated figures of the dance, which he performed, not in the
way of Lippizaners*—with other horses and their riders—but riderless and with
the men of the circus company as his partners.
It is known that my great-grandfather became one of these dancers. After that
he was reputed, in my mother ’s words, to have gone “completely to ruin.” The fact
that he walked from the house with only the clothes on his back, leaving behind his
own beloved horses (twenty-nine of them to be exact), furthe r supports* my idea
that a powerful force must have held sway* over him, something more profound
than the miseries of drink or the harsh imaginings of his abandoned wife.
Not even the fact that seven years later he returned and knocked on his wife’s
door, asking to be taken back, could exonerate him from what he had done, even
though his wife did take him in and looked after him until he died some years
later. But the detail that no one takes note of in the account is that when my
great-grandfather returned, he was carrying a saddle blanket and the black plumes
from the headgear* of one of the circus horses. This passes by even my mother as
simply a sign of the ridiculousness of my great-grandfather’s plight*—for after
all, he was homeless and heading for old age as a “good for nothing drunk” and
a “fool for horses.”
No one has bothered* to conjecture what these curious emblems*—saddle
blanket and plumes—must have meant to my great-grandfather. But he hung them
over the foot of his bed “like a fool,” my mother said. And sometimes when he
got very drunk he would take up the blanket and, wrapping it like a shawl* over
his shoulders, he would grasp* the plumes. Then he would dance the mazurka.
He did not dance in the living room but took himself out into the field, where the
horses stood at attention and watched as if suddenly experiencing the smell of the
sea or a change of wind in the valley. Drunks don’t care what they do,” my
mother would say as she finished her story about my great-grandfather. “Talking
to a drunk is like talking to a stump*.”
Ever since my great grandfather’s outbreaks of gypsy necessity, members of
my family have been stolen by things—by mad ambitions, by musical instruments, by otherwise harmless pursuits* from mushroom hunting to childbearing
or, as was my father’s case, by the more easily recognized and popular obsession
with card playing. To some extent, I still think it was failure of imagination in
this respect that brought about his diminished prospects in the life of our family.
But even my mother had been powerless against the attraction of a man so
convincingly driven. When she met him at a birthday dance held at the country
house of one of her young friends, she asked him what he did for a living. My
father pointed to a deck* of cards in his shirt pocket and said, “I play cards.” But
love is such as it is, and although my mother was otherwise a deadly* practical
woman, it seemed she could fall in love with no man but my father.
So it is possible that the propensity to be stolen is somewhat contagious when
ordinary people come into contact with people such as my father. Though my
mother loved him at the time of the marriage, she soon began to behave as if she
had been stolen* from a more fruitful and upright* life which she was always
imagining might have been hers.
My father’s card playing was accompanied, to no one’s surprise, by bouts* of
drinking. The only thing that may have saved our family from a life of poverty
was the fact that my father seldom gambled* with money. Such were his charm
and powers of persuasion that he was able to convince other players to accept his
notes on everything from the fish he intended to catch next season to the sale of
his daughter’s hair.
I know about this last wager* because I remember the day he came to me with
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pair of scissors and said it was time to cut my hair. Two snips* and it was done.
I cannot forget the way he wept onto the backs of his hands and held the braids*
together like a broken noose* from which a life had suddenly slipped*. I was
thirteen at the time and my hair had never been cut. It was his pride and joy that
I had such hair. But for me it was only a burdensome difference between me and
my classmates, so I was glad to be rid of it*. What anyone else could have wanted
with my long shiny braids is still a mystery to me.

When my father was seventy-three he fell ill and the doctors gave him only
a few weeks to live. My father was convinced that his illness had come on him
because he’d hit a particulary bad losing streak* at cards. He had lost heavily
the previous month, and items of value, mostly belonging to my mother, had
disappeared from the house. He developed the strange idea that if he could
win at cards he could cheat the prediction of the doctors and live at least into
his eighties.
By this time I had moved away from home and made a life for myself in an
attempt to follow the reasonable dictates of my mother, who had counseled her
children severely against all manner of rash* ambition and foolhardiness*. Her
entreaties* were leveled especially in my direction since I had shown a suspect
enthusiasm for a certain pony at around the age of five. And it is true I felt I had
lost a dear friend when my mother saw to it that the neighbors who owned this
pony moved it to pasture elsewhere.
But there were other signs that I might wander off into unpredictable
pursuits*. The most telling of these was that I refused to speak aloud to
anyone until the age of eleven. I whispered everything, as if my mind were a
repository* of secrets which could only be divulged in this intimate manner.
If anyone asked me a question, I was always polite about answering, but I
had to do it by putting my mouth near the head of my inquisitor and using
only my breath and lips to make my reply.
My teachers put my whispering down to shyness and made special accommodations for me. When it came time for recitations I would accompany the teacher
into the cloakroom* and there whisper to her the memorized verses or the speech
I was to have prepared. God knows, I might have continued on like this into the
present if my mother hadn’t plotted* with some neighborhood boys to put burrs*
into my long hair. She knew by other signs that I had a terrible temper, and
she was counting on that to deliver me into the world where people shouted
and railed* at one another and talked in an audible fashion about things
both common and sacred.
When the boys shut me into a shed*, according to plan, there was nothing for
me to do but to cry out for help and to curse* them in a torrent of words I had
only heard used by adults. When my mother heard this she rejoiced, thinking that
at last she had broken the treacherous hold* of the past over me, of my greatgrandfather’s gypsy blood and the fear that against all her efforts I might be
stolen away, as she had been, and as my father had, by some as yet unforeseen*
predilection. Had I not already experienced the cons equences of such a life in
our household, I doubt she would have been successful, but the advantages
of an ordinary existence among people of a less volatile* nature had begun
to appeal* to me.
It was strange, then, that after all the care my mother had taken for me in this
regard, when my father’s illness came on him, my mother brought her appeal to
me. “Can you do something?” she wrote, in her cramped, left-handed scrawl*.
“He’s been drink ing and playing cards for three days and nights. I am at my
wit’s end*. Come home at once.”
Somehow I knew this was a message addressed to the very part of me that most
baffled* and frightened my mother—the part that belonged exclusively to my
father and his family’s inexplicable manias.
When I arrived home my father was not there.
“He’s at the tavern. In the back room,” my mother said. “He hasn’t eaten for
days. And if he’s slept, he hasn’t done it here.”
I made up a strong broth*, and as I poured the steaming liquid into a Thermos
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I heard myself utter* syllables and other vestiges of language which I could not
reproduce if I wanted to. “What do you mean by that?” my mother demanded, as
if a demon had leapt* out of me. “What did you say?” I didn’t—I couldn’t—
answer her. But suddenly I felt that an unsuspected network of sympathies and
distant connections had begun to reveal itself to me in my father’s behalf.
There is a saying that when lovers have need of moonlight, it is there. So it
seemed, as I made my way through the deserted town toward the tavern and card
room, that all nature had been given notice of my father’s predicament, and that
the response I was waiting for would not be far off*.
But when I arrived at the tavern and had talked my way past the barman and
into the card room itself, I saw that my father had an enormous pile of blue chips
at his elbow. Several players had fallen out to watch, heavy-lidded* and smoking
their cigarettes like weary* gangsters. Others were slumped* on folding chairs
near the coffee urn* with its empty “Pay Here” styrofoam cup.
My father’s cap was pushed to the back of his head so that his forehead shone
in the dim light, and he grinned* over his cigarette at me with the serious
preoccupation of a child who has no intention of obeying anyone. And why
should he, I thought as I sat down just behind him and loosened* the stopper* on
the Thermos. The five or six players still at the table casually appraised* my
presence to see if it had tipped the scales of their luck in an even more unfavorable
direction. Then they tossed their cards aside, drew fresh cards, or folded.
In the center of the table were more blue chips, and poking out from my
father’s coat pocket I recognized the promissory* slips he must have redeemed,
for he leaned to me and in a low voice, without taking his eyes from his cards,
said, “I’m having a hell of a good time. The time of my life.”
He was winning. His face seemed ravaged* by the effort, but he was clearly
playing on a level that had carried the game far beyond the realm of mere card
playing and everyone seemed to know it. The dealer cocked an eyebrow as I
poured broth* into the plastic Thermos cup and handed it to my father, who
slurped* from it noisily, then set it down.
“Tell the old kettle she’s got to put up with me a few more years,” he said, and
lit up a fresh cigarette. His eyes as he looked at me, however, seemed over
brilliant, as if doubt, despite all his efforts, had gained a permanent seat at his
table. I squeezed his shoulder and kissed him hurriedly on his forehead. The men
kept their eyes down, and as I paused at the door, there was a shifting of chairs
and a clearing of throats. Just outside the room I nearly collided with* the
barman, who was carrying in a fresh round of beer. His heavy jowls* waggled* as
he recovered himself and looked hard at me over the icy bottles. Then he disappeared into the card room with his provisions.
I took the long way home, finding pleasure in the fact that at this hour all the
stoplights had switched onto a flashing-yellow caution cycle. Even the teenagers
who usually cruised* the town had gone home or to more secluded spots*. Doubt,
I kept thinking as I drove with my father’s face before me, that’s the real thief.
And I knew my mother had brought me home because of it, because she knew
that once again a member of our family was about to be stolen.
Two more days and nights I ministered to my father at the card room. I would
never stay long because I had the fear myself that I might spoil his luck. But
many unspoken tendernesses passed between us in those brief appearances as he
accepted the nourishment I offered, or when he looked up and handed me his beer
bottle to take a swig* from—a ritual we’d shared since my childhood.
My father continued to win—to the amazement of the local barflies* who
poked their faces in and out of the card room and gave the dwindling three or
four stalwarts* who remained at the table a commiserating* shake* of their
heads. There had never been a winning streak* like it in the history of the tavern,
and indeed, we heard later that the man who owned the card room and tavern had
to sell out and open a fruit stand on the edge of town as a result of my father’s
extraordinary good luck.
Twice during this period my mother urged the doctor to order my father home.
She was sure my father would, at some fateful moment, risk the entire winnings
in some mad rush toward oblivion. But his doctor spoke of a new “gaming
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therapy” for the terminally ill, based on my father’s surge* of energies in the
pursuit of his gambling. Little did he know that my father was, by that stage,
oblivious to even his winning, he had gone so far into exhaustion.
Luckily for my father, the hour came when, for lack of players, the game
folded*. Two old friends drove him home and helped him down from the pickup.
They paused in the driveway, one on either side of him, letting him steady
himself. When the card playing had ended there had been nothing for my father to
do but to get drunk.
My mother and I watched from the window as the men steered* my father
toward the hydrangea* bush at the side of the house, where he relieved himself
with perfect precision on one mammoth* blossom. Then they hoisted* him up the
stairs and into the entryway. My mother and I took over from there.
“Give’em hell, boys,” my father shouted after the men, concluding some conversation he was having with himself.
“You betcha*,” the driver called back, laughing. Then he climbed with his
companion into the cab of his truck and roared away.
Tied around my father’s waist was a cloth sack full of bills and coins which
flapped* and jingled against his knees as we bore his weight between us up the
next flight of stairs and into the living room. There we deposited him on the
couch, where he took up residence, refusing to sleep in his bed—for fear, my
mother claimed, that death would know where to find him. But I preferred to
think he enjoyed the rhythms of the household*; from where he lay* at the center
of the house, he could overhear all conversations that took place and add his
opinions when he felt like it.
My mother was so stricken by the signs of his further decline that she did
everything he asked, instead of arguing with him or simply refusing. Instead of
taking his winnings* straight to the bank so as not to miss a day’s interest, she
washed an old goldfish bowl and dumped* all the money into it, most of it in
twenty dollar bills. Then she placed it on the coffee table near his head so he
could run his hand through it at will, or let his visitors do the same.
“Money feels good on your elbow,” he would say to them. “I played them
under the table for that. Yes sir, take a feel of that!” Then he would lean* back on
his pillows and tell my mother to bring his guests a shot* of whiskey. “Make sure
she fills my glass up,” he’d say to me so that my mother was certain to overhear.
And my mother, who’d never allowed a bottle of whiskey to be brought into her
house before now, would look at me as if the two of us were more than any
woman should have to bear*.
“If you’d only brought him home from that card room,” she said again and
again. “Maybe it wouldn’t have come to this.”
This included the fact that my father had radically altered his diet. He lived
only on greens. If it was green he would eat it. By my mother’s reckoning, the
reason for his change of diet was that if he stopped eating what he usually ate,
death would think it wasn’t him and go look for somebody else.
Another request my father made was asking my mother to sweep* the doorway
after anyone came in or went out.
“To make sure death wasn’t on their heels; to make sure death didn’t slip* in
as they left.” This was my mother’s reasoning. But my father didn’t give any
reasons. Nor did he tell us finally why he wanted all the furniture moved out of
the room except for the couch where he lay. And the money, they could take that
away too.
But soon his strength began to ebb*, and more and more family and friends
crowded into the vacant room to pass the time with him, to laugh about stories
remembered from his childhood or from his nights as a young man at the country
dances when he and his older brot her would work all day in the cotton fields, hop*
a freight* train to town and dance all night. Then they would have to walk
home, getting there just at daybreak in time to go straight* to work again in
the cotton fields.
“We were li ke bulls then,” my father would say in a burst* of the old vigor,
then close his eyes suddenly as if he hadn’t said anything at all.
As long as he spoke to us, the inevitability of his condition seemed easier to
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bear. But when, at the last, he simply opened his mouth for food or stared*
silently toward the far wall, no one knew what to do with themselves.
My own part in that uncertain time came to me accidentally. I found myself in
the yard sitting on a stone bench under a little cedar* tree my father loved
because he liked to sit there and stare at the ocean. The tree whispered, he said.
He said it had a way of knowing what your troubles were. Suddenly a craving*
came over me. I wanted a cigarette, even though I don’t smoke, hate smoking, in
fact. I was sitting where my father had sat, and to smoke seemed a part of some
rightness that had begun to work its way within me. I went into the house and
bummed* a pack of cigarettes from my brother. For the rest of the morning I sat
under the cedar tree and smoked. My thoughts drifted* with its shifting* and
murmurings*, and it struck me what a wonderful thing nature is because it knows
the value of silence, the innuendos* of silence and what they could mean for a
wordbound creature such as I was.
I passed the rest of the day in a trance* of silences, moving from place to
place, revisiting the sites I knew my father loved—the “dragon tree*,” a hemlock* which stood at the far end of the orchard, so named for how the wind
tossed* its triangular head; the rose arbor where he and my mother had courted;
the little marina* where I sat in his fishing boat and dutifully smoked the hated
cigarettes, flinging them one by one into the brackish* water.
I was waiting to k no w wh at to d o for h im, h e wh o wo uld so o n b e a
p iece o f u seless matter of n o more co n seq uen ce than th e cigarette b u tts
that flo ated and wash ed ag ainst th e side of his bo at. I co uld feel some
action accu mu latin g in me thro u gh th e stead iness* of water raising an d
lowering the boat, through the sad petal-fall o f roses in the arb or and the
tossin g of th e d rag o n tree.
That night when I walked from the house I was full of purpose. I headed
toward the little cedar tree. Without stopping to question the necessity of
what I was doing, I began to break off the boughs* I could reach and to pile
them on the ground.
“What are you doing?” my brother’s children wanted to know, crowding around
me as if I might be inventing some new game for them.
“What does it look like?” I said.
“Pulling limbs* off the tree,” the oldest said. Then they dashed* away in a
pack under the orchard trees, giggling and shrieking.
As I pulled the boughs from the trunk I felt a painful permission, as when two
silences, tired of holding back, give over to each other some shared* regret. I
made my bed on the boughs and resolved to spend the night there in the yard,
under the stars, with the hiss of the ocean in my ear, and the maimed* cedar tree
standing over me like a gift torn out* of its wrappings*.
My brothers, their wives and my sister had now begun their nightly vigil
near my father, taking turns at staying* awake. The windows were open for
the breeze and I heard my mother trying to answer the question of why I
was sleeping outside on the ground—“like a damned fool” I knew they
wanted to add.
“She doesn’t want to be here when death comes for him” my mother said, with
an air of clairvoyance she had developed from a lifetime with my father. “They’re
too much alike,” she said.
The ritual of night games played by the children went on and on past
their bedtimes. Inside the house, the kerosene lantern, saved from my
father’s childhood home, had been lit—another of his strange requests
during the time before his silence. He liked the shadows it made and the
sweet smell of the kerosene. I watched the darkness as the shapes of my
brothers and sister passed near it, gigantic and misshapen* where they bent
or raised themselves or crossed the room.
Out on the water the wind had come up. In the orchard the children were
spinning around in a circle, faster and faster until they were giddy* and
reeling* with speed and darkness. Then they would stop, rest a moment,
taking quick ecstatic breaths before plunging again into the opposite direction,
swirling* round and round in the circle until the excitement could rise no
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higher, their laughter and cries brimming over*, then scattering as they
flung one another by the arms or chased each other toward the house as if
their lives depended on it.
I lay* awake for a long while after their footsteps had died away and the car
doors had slammed over the goodbyes of the children being taken home to bed
and the last of the others had been bedded down in the house while the adults
went on waiting.
It was important to be out there alone and close to the ground. The pungent*
smell of the cedar boughs was around me, rising up in the crisp* night air
toward the tree, whose turnings and swayings* had altered, as they had to, in
order to accompany the changes about to overtake my father and me. I thought
of my great-grandfather bathing with his horse in the river, and of my father
who had just passed through the longest period in his life without the clean
feel of cards falling through his hands as he shuffled* or dealt them. He was
too weak now even to hold a cigarette; there was a burn mark on the hardwood
floor where his last cigarette had fallen. His winnings were safely in the bank
and the luck that was to have saved him had gone back to that place luck goes
to when it is finished with us.
So this is what it comes to, I thought, and listened to the wind as it mixed
gradually with the memory of children’s voices which still seemed to rise
and fall in the orchard. There was a soft crooning* of syllables that was
satisfying to my ears, but ultimately useless and absurd. Then it came to me
that I was the author of those unwieldy* sounds, and that my lips had begun
to work of themselves.
In a raw pulsing of language I could not account for, I lay awake through
the long night and spoke to my father as one might speak to an ocean or the
wind, letting him know by that threadbare* accompaniment that the vastness
he was about to enter had its rhythms in me also. And that he was not
forsaken*. And that I was letting him go. That so far I had denied the
disreputable world of dancers and drunkards, gamblers and lovers of horses
to which I most surely belonged. But from that night forward I vowed to be
filled with the first unsavory* desire that would have me. To plunge myself
into the heart of my life and be ruthlessly* lost forever

overflowing

remained

sharp
refreshing
shifting

(barajaba)

(canturreando)

unmanageable

(gastado)

abandoned

unpalatable
relentlessly,
mercilessly

1. What explains the great-grandfather's odd behavior if not drunkenness?
2. What is it, exactly, that the narrator has in common with her mother, her father, and her great-grandfather?
3. How does this family trait manifest itself in each of the four main characters? How does the mother's way of dealing with it differ
from that of the others?
4. What motivates the narrator at the end of the story to sleep on a bed made of boughs stripped from the cedar tree? What
happens to her there?
5. a) How does the first-person point of view contribute coherently to the overall vision of the story?
b) Is it positive and desirable for the narrator of "The Lover of Horses" to be lost?
6. What if anything does the "whispering" symbolize in "The Lover of Horses"? Do you find other devices in the story that hint at
more than their literal meaning?
7. Compare this story with any other of this Anthology that would have anything in common besides horses and betting?
8. People who allow themselves to be "stolen" by passion, no matter how disreputable the world into which it draws them, lead
richer lives than those who play it safe like the lawyer-narrator of "Bartleby the Scrivener". All have to do with the joy of being
swept by a passion strong enough to plunge its owner into the heart of life. Look back to the texts and try to make a list of
characters that plunge into the heart of life and enrich themselves and those who play it safe.
9. The young protagonist of this story has grown up painfully into maturity as many other characters in other stories of this
Anthology do; among them the protagonist of "A&P", "Sucker" or "Where are we going, where have you been?" Discuss their
similarities.
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My sister collects primitive art, so on her birthday I sent her an Eskimo
calendar. Each month shows a different block print of Eskimos hunting,
sitting around a fire, or stretching seal skins on frames. The prints are done in
rich primary colors. They are striking* in their simplicity. After the year is
over, the prints are suitable for framing.
My sister and I are close. Although she lives in San Francisco, we talk
several times a month. When I didn’t hear from her for three weeks after I’d
sent the gift, I decided to call her.
“I hate it,” she said on the phone in a nervous voice. “I know it’s
unkind of me to tell you, but I’m used to speaking the truth. The prints are
finely executed, but I hate what’s omitted. All the blood spilled* all the
flesh rendered*.”
“I should have sent you photos of bok choy*,” I suggested. “Or of a tribe
that only eats dead bumblebees they find in the grass. It’s life, Martha.”
“I know,” she answered. “Who’s the anthropologist?”
She is. We talked about other things—Andy, the kids, nuclear war. Then
she told me she had to go to her stained glass workshop*. Seemed she was in
hot* pursuit of a hummingbird*.
After the call I went back to my desk to write her a letter. I asked her how
it felt to be such a sentimentalist. I questioned her own studies of primitive
art, if much of it isn’t sacrifice and blood, even human blood spilled* to
assure favor. I never sent the letter.
Two months later I was looking through those shopping catalogues I get in
the mail, the ones from famous Texas gift stores. Last year I could have
bought a ticket to ride on the first space shuttle to carry passengers or an oil
painting by Richard Nixon called “Boats Escaping, Retirement Years.” I opted
for a new bathrobe of green velour*. I bought Ted some sheepskin earmuffs
he never wore. In fact, when I gave them to him, he said, “You have to be
kidding, Jane. I’m a translator!”
“Maybe you wanted a plastic replica of the Rosetta stone?” I asked. Our
relationship has gone downhill since. Sometimes we meet for pasta and Chianti,
but our conversations are strained*.
This Christmas I’m determined* to choose gifts with more care. Martha
still hasn’t forgiven me, though her hummingbird was a success. She sold it at
a small art fair for a hundred twenty-six dollars and fifty cents. The fifty
cents might have discouraged customers, but she’s uncompromising.
First I consider gift certificates, but they’re safe as white bread. Then I call
a friend and ask her what she buys for her sister. “House slippers. My sister
loves house slippers. This year I bought her a pair monogrammed MM. I
found them in an art-deco shop.”
“Are those her initials?”
“Marilyn Monroe. They’re her initials. I thought my sister would get a
kick* but of wearing Marilyn Monroe’s slippers.”
My friend is no help. My sister would call me uncaring. “That poor woman
died in her bed. Some people even say she was murdered. How sad to own the
slippers in which she thought her last thoughts.”
A few nights later I’m reading a journal of aging. As we all know, the
Eskimos used to leave their elderly to die on ice floes*. The old took it in
good spirits, but even so. Now it’s more popular to have the elderly move in
with unmarried daughters, who not only care for them in their illness but if
they have no teeth, chew the tough and gristly* seal* meat for them.
That night I dream I’m a young Eskimo woman with very strong teeth. My
job is to chew seal meat not only for my parents but for my in-laws, my
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great aunt Ida, who has red hair in my dream, and her pet retriever*,
Yuk-Yuk. When I wake up, my jaws ache, and I remember it’s December
seventeenth. If I don’t send Martha a present soon, I’ll have to send her
an apology.
When I get home that night from dinner with Ted, this time moo shoo
pork in a crowded basement in Chinatown, I call Martha.
“Did you ever eat moo-shoo pork?” I ask.
“It looks like chewed food. I don’t like it” she says.
How is it that my sister always knows my thoughts and critiques them
before they’re announced?
“Did you know that Eskimos no longer let their parents die on ice floes*?
Rather, they chew the food for their toothless elders and care for them
the rest of their lives.”
“The job usually falls to the unmarried daughter,” she adds,
meaning me.
“That’s right! I’d be the one chewing the food.”
Martha chortles*. I can hear Andy in the background telling the
kids not to paint on the white rug.
“How are you and Ted?” she asks.
“He didn’t like the earmuffs I gave him.”
“Speaking of presents,” she says, “I sent you a purse* I got at an
e t h n i c f a i r . I t ’ s f r o m C h i n a . I t s h o w s a d u c k h i d i n g i n s o m e rushes*
while a fe a st is taking pla c e in the pa la c e to the left. I thought it
wonderfully humorous.”
“Did you ever think,” I ask her, “how nothing is funny except
predation? Think of cartoons, the roadrunner eluding the coyote,
Bugs Bunny hiding from Elmer Fudd. The punch line * is ‘You
can’t eat me.’”
“You’re deep, Jane.” We say goodbye soon after.
T he n e x t d a y I ’ m i n a l i t tl e g o ur m e t s ho p t h a t s pe c ia l i z e s i n F r e nc h
cheeses and dessert items. Still thinking of those Eskimo w omen
chewing for their parents, I’m having trouble doing any
worthwhile shopping. Finally, I buy Ted two pounds of brandied
cherries. As long as he can’t wear them on his ears, I feel certain
he’ll like them. Now for Martha. I look up at a shining mountain
of white food processors, able to grind*, purée, stir, aerate,
among other verbs. I ask the clerk to wrap* one and enclose this
card: “When Mother needs an ice floe*, remembe r who owns th e
food processor*. Love, Jane.”
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1. Would you describe the tone of "The Spirit of Giving" as good-humored and humorous, as Jane is, the narrator from whose point
of view the story is told?
2. How would you characterize Jane, her sister Martha, Martha's family, and Ted?
3. How serious is the conflict between Jane and Martha? On what is it based? What is ironic about it?
4. What does the title have to do with the story?
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Donald is home again, laughing and singing. He comes home from Central City, near the
strip mines*, only when he feels like it, like an absentee landlord checking on his property. He
is always in such a good humor when he returns that Jeannette forgives him. She cooks for
him—ugly, pasty things she gets with food stamps. Sometimes he brings steaks and ice cream,
occasionally money. Rodney, their child, hides in the closet when he arrives, and Donald goes
around the house talking loudly about the little boy named Rodney who used to live there—
the one who fell into a septic tank, or the one stolen by gypsies. The stories change. Rodney
usually stays in the closet until he has to pee*, and then he hugs* his father’s knees, forgiving
him, just as Jeannette does. The way Donald saunters* through the door, swinging a six-pack
of beer, with a big grin* on his face, takes her breath away. He leans against the door facing,
looking sexy in his base ball cap and his shaggy* red beard and his sunglasses. He wears
sunglasses to be like the Blues Brothers, but he in no way resembles either of the Blues
Brothers. I should have my head examined, Jeannette thinks.
The last time Donald was home, they went to the shopping center to buy Rodney some
shoes advertised on sale. They stayed at the shopping center half the afternoon, just
looking around. Donald and Rodney played video games. Jeannette felt they were a
normal family. Then, in the parking lot, they stopped to watch a man on a platform
demonstrating snakes. Children were petting* a twelve foot-python coiled around the
man’s shoulders. Jeannette felt faint*.
“Snakes won’t hurt you unless you hurt them,” said Donald as Rodney stroked the snake.
“It feels like chocolate,” he said.
The snake man took a tarantula from a plastic box and held it lovingly in his palm. He
said, “If you drop a tarantula, it will shatter* like a Christmas ornament.”
“I hate this,” said Jeannette.
“Let’s get out of here,” said Donald.
Jeannette felt her family disintegrating like a spider shattering* as Donald hurried them
away from the shopping center. Rodney squalled* and Donald dragged him along. Jeannette
wanted to stop for ice cream. She wanted them all to sit quietly together in a booth*, but
Donald rushed them to the car, and he drove them home in silence, his face growing grim*.
“Did you have bad dreams about the snakes?” Jeannette asked Rodney the next morning at
breakfast. They were eating pancakes made with generic pan cake mix. Rodney slapped his
fork in the pond of syrup on his pancakes. “The black racer* is the farmer’s friend,” he said
soberly, repeating a fact learned from the snake man.
“Big Bertha kept black racers,” said Donald. “She trained them for the 500.” Donald
doesn’t tell Rodney ordinary children’s stories. He tells him a series of strange stories he
makes up about Big Bertha. Big Bertha is what he calls the huge strip-mining machine in
Muhlenberg County, but he has Rodney believing that Big Bertha is a female version of Paul
Bunyan*.
“Snakes don’t run in the 500,” said Rodney.
“This wasn’t the Indy 500 or the Daytona 500—none of your well known 500s,” said
Donald. “This was the Possum Trot 500, and it was a long time ago. Big Bertha started the
original 500, with snakes. Black racers and blue racers mainly. Also some red and whitestriped* racers*, but those are rare.”
“We always ran for the hoe* if we saw a black racer,” Jeannette said, remembering her
childhood in the country.

In a way, Donald’s absences are a fine arrangement, even considerate. He is sparing* them
his darkest moods, when he can’t cope with his memories of Vietnam. Vietnam had never
seemed such a meaningful fact until a couple of years ago, when he grew depressed and
moody, and then he started going away to Central City. He frightened Jeannette, and she
always said the wrong thing in her efforts to soothe* him. If the welfare people find out he is
spending occasional weekends at home, and even bringing some money, they will cut off her
assistance. She applied for welfare* because she can’t depend on him to send money, but she
knows he blames* her for losing faith in him. He isn’t really working regularly at the strip*
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mines. He is mostly just hanging around there, watching the land being scraped* away, trees
coming down, bushes flung* in the air. Sometimes he operates a steam shovel*, and when he
comes home his clothes are filled with the clay and it is caked on his shoes. The clay is the
color of butterscotch pudding.
At first, he tried to explain to Jeannette. He said, “If we could have had tanks over there
as big as Big Bertha, we wouldn’t have lost the war. Strip mining is just like what we were
doing over there. We were stripping off the top. The topsoil* is like the culture and the
people, the best part of the land and the country. America was just stripping off* the top,
the best. We ruined it. Here, at least the coal companies have to plant vetch* and loblolly*
pines and all kinds of trees and bushes. If we’d done that in Vietnam, maybe we’d have left
that country in better shape.”
“Wasn’t Vietnam a long time ago?” Jeannette asked.
She didn’t want to hear about Vietnam. She thought it was unhealthy to dwell* on it so
much. He should live in the present. Her mother is afraid Donald will do something violent,
because she once read in the newspaper that a veteran in Louisville held his little girl hostage
in their apartment until he had a shootout with the police and was killed. But Jeannette can’t
imagine Donald doing anything so extreme. When she first met him, several years ago, at her
parents’ pitbarbecue luncheonette, where she was working then, he had a good job at a
lumberyard* and he dressed nicely. He took her out to eat at a fancy restaurant. They got
plastered* and ended up in a motel in Tupelo, Mississippi, on Elvis Presley Boulevard. Back
then, he talked nostalgically about his year in Vietnam, about how beautiful it was, how
different the people were. He could never seem to explain what he meant. “They’re just
different,” he said.
They went riding around in a yellow 1957 Chevy convertible. He drives too fast now, but
he didn’t then, maybe because he was so protective of the car. It was a classic. He sold it three
years ago and made a good profit. About the time he sold the Chevy, his moods began
changing, his even-tempered nature shifting, like driving on a smooth interstate and then
switching to a secondary road. He had headaches and bad dreams. But his nightmares seemed
trivial. He dreamed of riding a train through the Rocky Mountains, of hijacking a plane to
Cuba, of stringing* up barbed wire around the house. He dreamed he lost a doll. He got drunk
and rammed* the car, the Chevy’s successor, into a Civil War statue in front of the courthouse.
When he got depressed over the meaninglessness of his job, Jeannette felt guilty about
spending money on something nice for the house, and she tried to make him feel his job had
meaning by reminding him that, after all, they had a child to think of. “I don’t like his name,”
Donald said once. “What a stupid name. Rodney. I never did like it.”

Rodney has dreams about Big Bertha, echoes of his father’s nightmare, like TV cartoon
versions of Donald’s memories of the war. But Rodney loves the stories, even though they are
confusing, with lots of loose ends*. The latest in the Big Bertha series is “Big Bertha and the
Neutron Bomb.” Last week it was “Big Bertha and the MX Missile.” In the new story, Big
Bertha takes a trip to California to go surfing with Big Mo, her male counterpart. On the
beach, corn dogs and snow cones are free and the surfboards turn into dolphins. Everyone is
having fun until the neutron bomb comes. Rodney loves the part where everyone keels* over
dead. Donald acts it out, collapsing on the rug. All the dolphins and the surfers keel over,
everyone except Big Bertha. Big Bertha is so big she is immune to the neutron bomb.
“Those stories aren’t true,” Jeannette tells Rodney.
Rodney staggers* and falls down on the rug, his arms and legs akimbo*. He gets the
giggles and can’t stop. When his spasms finally subside, he says, “I told Scottie Bidwell about
Big Bertha and he didn’t believe me.”
Donald picks Rodney up under the armpits and sets him upright. “You tell Scottie Bidwell
if he saw Big Bertha he would pee* in his pants on the spot, he would be so impressed.”
“Are you scared of Big Bertha?”
“No, I’m not. Big Bertha is just like a wonderful woman, a big fat woman who can sing the
blues. Have you ever heard Big Mama Thornton?”
“No.”
“Well, Big Bertha’s like her, only she’s the size of a tall building. She’s slow as a turtle
and when she crosses the road they have to reroute traffic. She’s big enough to straddle* a
four-lane highway. She’s so tall she can see all the way to Tennessee, and when she belches*,
there’s a tornado. She’s really something. She can even fly.”
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Donald has been drinking all evening, but he isn’t drunk. The ice cubes melt and he pours
the drink out and refills it. He keeps on talking. Jeannette cannot remember him talking so
much about the war. He is telling her about an ammunitions dump*. Jeannette had the vague
idea that an ammo* dump is a mound of shotgun shells, heaps of cartridge casings and bomb
shells, or whatever is left over, a vast waste pile from the war, but Donald says that is wrong.
He has spent an hour describing it in detail, so that she will understand.
He refills the glass with ice, some 7-Up, and a shot of Jim Beam. He slams* doors and
drawers, looking for a compass. Jeannette can’t keep track of the conversation. It doesn’t
matter that her hair is uncombed and her lipstick eaten away. He isn’t seeing her.
“I want to draw the compound for you,” he says, sitting down at the table with a sheet of
Rodney’s tablet paper.
Donald draws the map in red and blue ballpoint, with asterisks and technical labels that
mean nothing to her. He draws some circles with the compass and measures some angles. He
makes a red dot* on an oblique line, a patch that leads to the ammo dump.
“That’s where I was. Right there,” he says. “There was a water buffalo that tripped* a land
mine and its horn just flew off and stuck in the wall of the barracks like a machete thrown
backhanded.” He puts a dot where the land mine was, and he doodles* awhile with the red
ballpoint pen, scribbling something on the edge of the map that looks like feathers. “The dump
was here and I was there and over there was where we piled the sandbags. And here were the
tanks.” He draws tanks, a row of squares with handles—guns sticking out.
“Why are you going to so much trouble to tell me about a buffalo horn that got stuck in a
wall?” she wants to know.
But Donald just looks at her as though she has asked something obvious.
“Maybe I could understand if you’d let me,” she says cautiously.
“You could never understand.” He draws another tank.
In bed, it is the same as it has been since he started going away to Central City—the way
he claims his side of the bed, turning away from her. Tonight, she reaches for him and he lets
her be close to him. She cries for a while and he lies there, waiting for her to finish, as though
she were merely putting on makeup.
“Do you want me to tell you a Big Bertha story?” he asks playfully.
“You act like you’re in love with Big Bertha.”
He laughs, breathing on her. But he won’t come closer.
“You don’t care what I look like anymore,” she says. “What am I supposed to think?”
“There’s nobody else. There’s not anybody but you.”
Loving a giant machine is incomprehensible to Jeannette. There must be another woman,
someone that large in his mind. Jeannette has seen the strip mining machine. The top of the
crane* is visible beyond a rise along the parkway. The strip mining is kept just out of sight of
travelers because it would give them a poor image of Kentucky.

For three weeks, Jeannette has been seeing a psychologist at the free mental health clinic.
He’s a small man from out of state. His name is Dr. Robinson, but she calls him The Rapist,
because the word therapist can be divided into two words, the rapist. He doesn’t think her
joke is clever, and he acts as though he has heard it a thousand times before. He has a habit of
saying, “Go with that feeling,” the same way Bob Newhart did on his old TV show. It’s
probably the first lesson in the textbook, Jeannette thinks.
She told him about Donald’s last days on his job at the lumberyard*—how he let
t he stack* of lumber fall deliberately and didn’t know why, and about how he went away
soon after that, and how the Big Bertha stories started. Dr. Robinson seems to be waiting
for her to make something out of it all, but it’s maddening* that he won’t tell her what
to do. After three visits, Jeannette has grown angry with him, and now she’s holding
back things. She won’t tell him whether Donald slept with her or not when he came
home last. Let him guess, she thinks.
“Talk about yourself,” he says.
“What about me?”
“You speak so vaguely about Donald that I get the feeling that you see him as somebody
larger than life. I can’t quite picture him. That makes me wonder what that says about you.”
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He touches the end of his tie to his nose and sniffs it.
When Jeannette suggests that she bring Donald in, the therapist looks bored and
says nothing.
“He had another nightmare when he was home last,” Jeannette says. “He dreamed he was
crawling* through tall grass and people were after him.”
“How do you feel about that?” The Rapist asks eagerly*.
“I didn’t have the nightmare,” she says coldly. “Donald did. I came to you to get advice
about Donald, and you’re acting like I’m the one who’s crazy. I’m not crazy. But I’m lonely.”

Jeannette’s mother, behind the counter of the luncheonette, looks lovingly at Rodney
pushing buttons on the jukebox in the corner. “It’s a shame about that youngun,” she says
tearfully. “That boy needs a daddy.”
“What are you trying to tell me? That I should file for divorce and get Rodney a new
daddy?”
Her mother looks hurt. “No, honey,” she says. “You need to get Donald to seek the Lord.
And you need to pray more. You haven’t been going to church lately.”
“Have some barbecue,” Jeannette’s father booms*, as he comes in from the back kitchen.
“And I want you to take a pound home with you. You’ve got a growing boy to feed.”
“I want to take Rodney to church,” Mama says. “I want to show him off, and it might do
some good.”
“People will think he’s an orphan,” Dad says.
“I don’t care,” Mama says. “I just love him to pieces and I want to take him to church. Do
you care if I take him to church, Jeannette?”
“No. I don’t care if you take him to church.” She takes the pound of barbecue from her
father. Grease splotches* the brown wrapping paper. Dad has given them so much barbecue
that Rodney is burned out on it and won’t eat it anymore.

Jeannette wonders if she would file* for divorce if she could get a job. It is a thought—for
the child’s sake, she thinks. But there aren’t many jobs around. With the cost of a baby-sitter,
it doesn’t pay her to work. When Donald first went away, her mother kept Rodney and she had
a good job, waitressing at a steak house, but the steak house burned down one night—a grease
fire in the kitchen. After that, she couldn’t find a steady* job, and she was reluctant to ask her
mother to keep Rodney again because of her bad hip. At the steak house, men gave her tips
and left their telephone numbers on the bill when they paid. They tucked dollar bills and notes
in the pockets of her apron. One note said, “I want to hold your muffins.” They were real
estate developers and businessmen on important missions for the Tennessee Valley Authority.
They were boisterous* and they drank too much. They said they’d take her for a cruise on
the Delta Queen, but she didn’t believe them. She knew how expensive that was. They
talked about their speedboats and invited her for rides on Lake Barkley, or for spins in
their private planes. They always used the word spin. The idea made her dizzy*. Once,
Jeannette let an electronics salesman take her for a ride in his Cadillac, and they breezed
down the wilderness road through the Land Between the Lakes. His car had automatic
windows and a stereo system and lighted computer-screen numbers on the dash that told
him how many miles to the gallon he was getting and other statistics. He said the
numbers distracted * him and he had almost had several wrecks. At the restaurant, he had
been flamboyant, admired by his companions. Alone with Jeannette in the Cadillac, on
The Trace, he was shy and awkward, and really not very interesting. The most interesting
thing about him, Jeannette thought, was all the lighted numbers on his dashboard. The
Cadillac had everything but video games. But she’d rather be riding around with Donald,
no matter where they ended up.

While the social worker is there, filling out her report, Jeannette listens for Donald’s car.
When the social worker drove up, the flutter and wheeze* of her car sounded like Donald’s
old Chevy, and for a moment Jeannette’s mind lapsed back in time. Now she listens, hoping
he won’t drive up. The social worker is younger than Jeannette and has been to college. Her
name is Miss Bailey, and she’s excessively cheerful, as though in her line of work she has
seen hardships that make Jeannette’s troubles seem like a trip to Hawaii.
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“Is your little boy still having those bad dreams?” Miss Bailey asks, looking up from her
clipboard.
Jeannette nods* and looks at Rodney, who has his finger in his mouth and won’t speak.
“Has the cat got your tongue?” Miss Bailey asks.
“Show her your pictures, Rodney.” Jeannette explains, “He won’t talk about the dreams,
but he draws pictures of them.”
Rodney brings his tablet of pictures and flips through them silently. Miss Bailey says,
“Hmm.” They are stark line drawings, remarkably steady lines for his age. “What is this one?”
she asks. “Let me guess. Two scoops of ice cream?”
The picture is two huge circles, filling the page, with three tiny stick people in the comer.
“These are Big Bertha’s titties*,” says Rodney.
Miss Bailey chuckles* and winks at Jeannette. “What do you like to read, hon?” she asks
Rodney.
“Nothing.”
“He can read,” says Jeannette. “He’s smart.”
“Do you like to read?” Miss Bailey asks Jeannette. She glances* at the pile of paperbacks
on the coffee table. She is probably going to ask where Jeannette got the money for them.
“I don’t read,” says Jeannette. “If I read, I just go crazy.”
When she told The Rapist she couldn’t concentrate on anything serious, he said she read
romance novels in order to escape from reality. “Reality, hell!” she had said. “Reality’s my
whole problem.”

“It’s too bad Rodney’s not here,” Donald is saying. Rodney is in the closet* again. “Santa
Claus has to take back all these toys. Rodney would love this bicycle! And this Pac-Man
game. Santa has to take back so many things he’ll have to have a pickup truck!”
“You didn’t bring him anything. You never bring him anything,” says Jeannette. He
has brought doughnuts and dirty laundry. The clothes he is wearing are caked with clay.
His beard is lighter from working out in the sun, and he looks his usual joyful self, the
way he always is before his moods take over, like migraine headaches, which some
people describe as storms.
Donald coaxes* Rodney out of the closet with the doughnuts.
“Were you a good boy this week?”
“I don’t know.
“I hear you went to the shopping center and showed out.” It is not true that Rodney
made a big scene Jeannette has already explained that Rodney was upset because she
wouldn’t buy him an Atari. But she didn’t blame him for crying. She was tired of being
unable to buy him anything.
Rodney eats two doughnuts and Donald tells him a long, confusing story about Big
Bertha and a rock and roll band. Rodney interrupts him with dozens of questions. In the
story, the rock-and-roll band gives a concert in a place that turns out to be a toxic waste
dump and the contamination is spread all over the country. Big Bertha’s solution to this
problem is not at all clear. Jeannette stays in the kitchen, trying to think of something
original to do with instant potatoes and leftover barbecue.
“We can’t go on like this,” she says that evening in bed. We’re just hurting each other.
Something has to change.”
He grins* like a kid. “Coming home from Muhlenberg County is like R and R—rest and
recreation. I explain that in case you think R and R means rock and roll. Or maybe rumps and
rears. Or rust and rot.” He laughs and draws a circle in the air with his cigarette.
“I’m not that dumb*.”
“When I leave, I go back to the mines.” He sighs*, as though the mines were some eternal
burden.
Her mind skips ahead to the future. Donald locked away somewhere, coloring in a coloring
book and making clay pots, her and Rodney in some other town, with another man—someone
dull and not at all sexy. Summoning up her courage, she says, “I haven’t been through what
you’ve been through and maybe I don’t have a right to say this, but sometimes I think you act
superior because you went to Vietnam, like nobody can ever know what you know. Well,
maybe not. But you’ve still got your legs, even if you don’t know what to do with what’s
between them anymore.” Bursting into tears of apology, she can’t help adding, “You can’t go
on telling Rodney those awful stories. He has nightmares when you’re gone.”
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Donald rises from bed and grabs* Rodney’s picture from the dresser, holding it as he
might have held a hand grenade. “Kids betray you,” he says, turning the picture in his hand.
“If you cared about him, you’d stay here.” As he sets the picture down, she asks, “What
can I do? How can I understand what’s going on in your mind? Why do you go there? Strip
mining’s bad for the ecology and you don’t have any business strip mining.”
“My job is serious, Jeannette. I run that steam shovel and put the topsoil back on. I’m
reclaiming* the land.” He keeps talking, in a gentler voice, about strip mining, the same old
things she has heard before, comparing Big Bertha to a supertank. If only they had had Big
Bertha in Vietnam. He says, “When they strip off* the top, I keep looking for those tunnels
where the Viet Cong hid. They had so many tunnels it was unbelievable. Imagine Mammoth
Cave going all the way across Kentucky.”
“Mammoth Cave’s one of the natural wonders of the world,” says Jeannette brightly. She
is saying the wrong thing again.

At the kitchen table at 2 A.M., he’s telling about C-5A’s. A C-5A is so big it can carry
troops and tanks and helicopters, but it’s not big enough to hold Big Bertha. Nothing
could hold Big Bertha. He rambles* on, and when Jeannette shows him Rodney’s drawing
of the circles, Donald smiles. Dreamily, he begins talking about women’s breasts and
thighs—the large, round thighs and big round breasts of American women, contrasted
with the frail, delicate beauty of the Orientals. It is like comparing oven broilers* and
banties*, he says. Jeannette relaxes. A confession about another lover from long ago is
not so hard to take. He seems stuck on the breasts and th ighs of American women—
insisting that she understand how small and delicate the Orientals are, but then he abruptly*
returns to tanks and helicopters.
“A Bell Huey Cobra—my God, what a beautiful machine. So efficient!” Donald takes the
food processor blade from the drawer where Jeannette keeps it. He says, “A rotor blade from
a chopper* could just slice anything to bits.”
“Don’t do that,” Jeannette says.
He is trying to spin the blade on the counter, like a top. “Here’s what would happen when
a chopper blade hits a power line—not many of those over there— or a tree. Not many trees,
either, come to think of it, after all the Agent Orange.” He drops the blade and it glances* off
the open drawer and falls to the floor, spiking the vinyl*.
At first, Jeannette thinks the screams are hers, but they are his. She watches him cry. She
has never seen anyone cry so hard, like an intense summer thunder shower. All she knows to
do is shove* Kleenex at him. Finally, he is able to say “You thought I was going to hurt you.
That’s why I’m crying.”
“Go ahead and cry,” Jeannette says, holding him close.
“Don’t go away.”
“I’m right here. I’m not going anywhere.”

In the night, she still listens, knowing his monologue is being burned like a tattoo
into her brain. She will never forget it. His voice grows soft and he plays with a
ballpoint pen, jabbing* holes in a paper towel. Bullet holes, she thinks. His beard is like
a bird’s nest, woven with dark corn silks.
“This is just a story,” he says. “Don’t mean nothing. Just relax.” She is sitting on the hard
edge of the kitchen chair, her toes cold on the floor, waiting. His tears have dried up and left
a slight catch in his voice.
“We were in a big camp near a village. It was pretty routine and kind of soft there for a
while. Now and then we’d go into Da Nang and whoop it up*. We had been in the jungle for
several months, so the two months at this village was A sort of rest—an R and R almost.
Don’t shiver*. This is just a little story. Don’t mean nothing! This is nothing, compared to
what I could tell you. Just listen. We lost our fear. At night there would be some incoming
and we’d see these tracers in the sky, like shooting stars up close, but it was all pretty minor
and we didn’t take it seriously, after what we’d been through. In the village I k new this
Vietnamese family—a woman and her two daughters. They sold Cokes and beer to GIs*.
The oldest daughter was named Phan. She could speak a little English. She was really
smart. I used to go see them in their hooch in the afternoons—in the siesta time of day.
It was so hot there. Phan was beautiful, like the country. The village was ratty*, but the
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country was pre tty. And she was beautiful, just like she had grown up out of the jungle, like
one of those flowers that bloomed high up in the trees and freaked us out* sometimes,
thinking it was a sniper*. She was so gentle, with these eyes shaped like peach pits, and she
was no bigger than a child of maybe thirteen or fourteen. I felt funny about her size at first,
but later it didn’t matter. It was just some wonderful feature about her, like a woman’s hair,
or her breasts.”
He stops and listens, the way they used to listen for crying sounds when Rodney was a
baby. He says, “She’d take those big banana leaves and fan me while I lay there in the heat.”
“I didn’t know they had bananas over there.”
“There’s a lot you don’t know! Listen! Phan was twenty-three, and her brothers
were off fighting. I never even asked which side they were fighting on.” He laughs.
“She got a kick out* of the word fan. I told her that fan was the same word as her name. She
thought I meant her name was banana. In Vietnamese the same word can have a dozen
different meanings, depending on your tone of voice. I bet you didn’t know that, did you?”
“No. What happened to her?”
“I don’t know.”
“Is that the end of the story?”
“I don’t know.” Donald pauses, then goes on talking about the village, the girl, the banana
leaves, talking in a monotone that is making Jeannette’s flesh crawl. He could be the news
radio from the next room.
“You must have really liked that place. Do you wish you could go back there to find out
what happened to her?”
“It’s not there anymore,” he says. “It blew up*.”
Donald abruptly* goes to the bathroom. She hears the water running, the pipes in the
basement shaking.
“It was so pretty,” he says when he returns. He rubs his elbow absentmindedly. “That
jungle was the most beautiful place in the world. You’d have thought you were in paradise.
But we blew it sky-high.”
In her arms, he is shaking*, like the pipes in the basement, which are still vibrating. Then
the pipes let go, after a long shudder*, but he continues to tremble.

They are driving to the Veterans Hospital. It was Donald’s idea. She didn’t have to
persuade him. When she made up the bed that morning—with a finality that shocked her, as
though she knew they wouldn’t be in it again together—he told her it would be like R and R.
Rest was what he needed. Neither of them had slept at all during the night. Jeannette felt she
had to stay awake, to listen for more.
“Talk about strip mining,” she says now. “That’s what they’ll do to your head. They’ll dig
out all those ugly memories, I hope. We don’t need them around here.” She pats* his knee.
It is a cloudless day, not the setting for this sober journey. She drives and Donald goes
along obediently, with the resignation of an old man being taken to a rest home. They are
driving through southern Illinois, known as Little Egypt, for some obscure reason Jeannette
has never understood. Donald still talks, but very quietly, without urgency. When he points out
the scenery, Jeannette thinks of the early days of their marriage, when they would take a drive
like this and laugh hysterically. Now Jeannette points out funny things they see. The Little
Egypt Hot Dog World, Pharaoh Cleaners, Pyramid Body Shop. She is scarcely aware that she
is driving, and when she sees a sign, LITTLE EGYPT STARLITE CLUB, she is confused for
a moment, wondering where she has been transported.
As they part, he asks, “What will you tell Rodney if I don’t come back? What if they keep
me here indefinitely?”
“You’re coming back. I’m telling him you’re coming back soon.”
“Tell him I went off with Big Bertha. Tell him she’s taking me on a sea cruise, to the South
Seas.”
“No. You can tell him that yourself.”
He starts singing “Sea Cruise.” He grins* at her and pokes* her in the ribs.
“You’re coming back,” she says.
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Donald writes from the VA Hospital, saying that he is making progress. They are running
tests, and he meets in a therapy group in which all the veterans trade memories. Jeannette is no
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longer on welfare because she now has a job waitressing at Fred’s Family Restaurant. She
waits on families, waits for Donald to come home so they can come here and eat together like
a family. The fathers look at her with downcast* eyes, and the children throw food. While
Donald is gone, she rearranges the furniture. She reads some books from the library. She does
a lot of thinking. It occurs to her that even though she loved him, she has thought of Donald
primarily as a husband, a provider, someone whose name she shared, the father of her child,
someone like the fathers who come to the Wednesday night all-you-can-eat fish fry. She
hasn’t thought of him as himself. She wasn’t brought up that way, to examine someone’s soul.
When it comes to something deep inside, nobody will take it out and examine it, the way they
will look at clothing in a store for flaws in the manufacturing. She tries to explain all this to
The Rapist, and he says she’s looking better, got sparkle* in her eyes. “Big deal,” says
Jeannette. “Is that all you can say?”
She takes Rodney to the shopping center, their favorite thing to do together, even though
Rodney always begs to buy something. They go to Penney’s perfume counter. There, she
usually hits a sample bottle of cologne—Chantilly or Charlie or something strong. Today she
hits two or three and comes out of Penney’s smelling like a flower garden.
“You stink!” Rodney cries, wrinkling* his nose like a rabbit.
“Big Bertha smells like this, only a thousand times worse, she’s so big,” says Jeannette
impulsively. “Didn’t Daddy tell you that?”
“Daddy’s a messenger from the devil.”
This is an idea he must have gotten from church. Her parents have been taking him
every Sunday. When Jeannette tries to reassure* him about his father, Rodney is skeptical.
“He gets that funny look on his face like he can see through me,” the child says.
“Something’s missing,” Jeannette says, with a rush of optimism, a feeling of recognition. “Something happened to him once and took out the part that shows how much he
cares about us.”
“The way we had the cat fixed?”
“I guess. Something like that.” The appropriateness of his remark stuns* her, as
though, in a way, her child has understood Donald all along. Rodney’s pictures have
been more peaceful lately, pictures of skinny trees and airplanes flying low. This
morning he drew pictures of tall grass, with creatures hiding in it. The grass is tilted* at
an angle, as though a light breeze is blowing through it.
With her paycheck, Jeannette buys Rodney a present, a miniature trampoline they
have seen advertised on television. It is called Mr. Bouncer. Rodney is thrilled* about
the trampoline, and he jumps on it until his face is red. Jeannette discovers that she
enjoys it, too. She puts it out on the grass, and they take turns jumping. She has an
image of herself on the trampoline, her sailor collar flap ping, at the moment when
Donald returns and sees her flying. One day a neighbor driving by slows down and calls
out to Jeannette as she is bouncing on the trampoline, “You’ll tear your insides loose*!”
Jeannette starts thinking about that, and the idea is so horrifying she stops jumping so
much. That night, she has a nightmare about the trampoline. In her dream, she is
jumping on soft moss, and then it turns into a springy* pile of dead bodies.
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1. What problems confront Donald, Jeannette, and Rodney? How does each of them cope?
2. Would you agree that the tone of the story is perhaps flat, disaffected, intending to reflect the ordinariness of the characters and
the dogged, everyday courage with which they live? Give specific references to the story to support your opinions.
3. Who or what is Big Bertha? What does it stand for in the story?
4. What motivates Donald to leave home as often as he does? What is it that finally makes him decide to enter the Veterans
Hospital?
5. Why is Jeannette seeing a psychologist? How much good do the sessions with him seem to do?
6. How does strip mining function in this story? What seems to be the narrator's attitude towards it?
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Romero Estrado was called “El Cotoro” because he was always whistling and singing.
He made nice music even though his songs were spontaneous compositions made up of
words with sounds that he liked but which seldom made any sense. But that didn’t seem
to bother either Romero or anyone else in the Golden Heights Centro where he lived. Not
even the kids made fun of him. It just was not permitted.
Romero had a ritual that he followed almost every day. After breakfast he would get
his broom and go up and down the main street of the Golden Heights Centro whistling
and singing and sweeping the sidewalks for all the businesses. He would sweep in front of
the Tortillería America, the XXX Liquor Store, the Tres Milpas Bar run by Tino Gabaldon,
Barelas’ Barber Shop, the used furniture store owned by Goldstein, El Centro Market of
the Avila family, the Model Cities Office, and Lourdes Printing Store. Then, in the
afternoons, he would come back and sit in Barelas’ Barber Shop and spend the day
looking at magazines and watching and waving to the passing people as he sang and
composed his songs without a care in the world.
When business was slow, Barelas would let him sit in the barber’s chair. Romero
loved it. It was a routine that Romero kept every day except Sundays and Mondays when
Barelas’ Barber Shop was closed. After a period of years, people in the barrio got used to
seeing Romero do his little task of sweeping* the sidewalks and sitting in Barelas’ Barber
Shop. If he didn’t show up one day someone assumed* the responsibility to go to his
house to see if he was ill. People would stop to say hello to Romero on the street and
although he never initiated a conversation while he was sober, he always smiled and
responded cheerfully* to everyone. People passing the barber shop in the afternoons
made it a point to wave even though they couldn’t see him; they knew he was in there and
was expecting some salutation.
When he was feeling real good, Romero would sweep in front of the houses on both
sides of the block also. He took his job seriously and took great care to sweep cleanly,
between the cracks* and even between the sides of buildings. The dirt and small scraps*
went into the gutter*. The bottles and bigger pieces of litter* were put carefully in
cardboard boxes, ready for the garbage man.
If he did it the way he wanted, the work took him the whole morning. And always
cheerful—always with some song.
Only once did someone call attention to his work. Frank Avila told him in jest* that
Romero had forgotten to pick up an empty bottle of wine from his door. Romero was so
offended and made such a commotion that it got around very quickly that no one should
criticize his work. There was, in fact, no reason to.
Although it had been long acknowledged that Romero was a little “touched,” he fit
very well into the community. He was a respected citizen.
He could be found at the Tres Milpas Bar drinking his occasional beer in the evenings.
Romero had a rivalry going with the Ranchera songs on the jukebox. He would try to
outsing* the songs using the same melody but inserting his own selection of random*
words. Sometimes, like all people, he would “bust out” and get drunk.
One could always tell when Romero was getting drunk because he would begin telling
everyone that he loved them.
“I looov youuu,” he would sing to someone and offer to compose them a song.
“Ta bueno, Romero. Ta bueno, ya bete,” they would tell him.
Sometimes when he got too drunk he would crap* in his pants and then Tino would
make him go home.
Romero received some money from Social Security but it wasn’t much. None of the
merchants gave him any credit because he would always forget to pay his bills. He didn’t
do it on purpose, he just forgot and spent his money on something else. So instead, the
businessmen preferred to do little things for him occasionally. Barelas would trim* his
hair when things were slow. The Tortillería America would give him menudo and freshmade tortillas at noon when he was finished with his sweeping. El Centro Market would
give him the overripe* fruit and broken boxes of food that no one else would buy.
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Although it was unspoken and unwritten, there was an agreement that existed between
Romero and the Golden Heights Centro. Romero kept the sidewalks clean and the barrio
looked after him. It was a contract that worked well for a long time.
Then, when Seferino, Barelas’ oldest son, graduated from high school he went
to work in the barber shop for the summer. Seferino was a conscientious and
sensitive young man and it wasn’t long before he took notice of Romero and came
to feel sorry for him.
One day when Romero was in the shop Seferino decided to act.
“Mira, Romero. Yo te doy 50 centavos por cada dia que me barres la banqueta. Fifty
cents for every day you sweep the sidewalk for us. Qué te parece?”
Romero thought about it carefully.
“Hecho! Done!” he exclaimed. He started for home right away to get his broom.
“Why did you do that for, m’ijo?” asked Barelas.
“It don’t seem right, Dad. The man works and no one pays him for his work. Everyone
should get paid for what they do.”
“He don’t need no pay. Romero has everything he needs.”
“It’s not the same, Dad. How would you like to do what he does and be treated the
same way? It’s degrading the way he has to go around getting scraps* and handouts*.”
“I’m not Romero. Besides you don’t know about these things, m’ijo. Romero would be
unhappy if his schedule was upset*. Right now everyone likes him and takes care of him.
He sweeps the sidewalks because he wants something to do, not because he wants
money.”
“I’ll pay him out of my money, don’t worry about it then.”
“The money is not the point. The point is that money will not help Romero. Don’t you
understand that?”
“Look, Dad. Just put yourself in his place. Would you do it? Would you cut hair for
nothing?”
Barelas just knew his son was putting something over on him but he didn’t know how
to answer. It seemed to make sense the way Seferino explained it. But it still went against
his “instinct.” On the other hand, Seferino had gone and finished high school. He must
know something. There were few kids who had finished high school in the barrio, and
fewer who had gone to college. Barelas knew them all. He noted (with some pride) that
Seferino was going to be enrolled at Harvard University* this year. That must count for
something, he thought. Barelas himself had never gone to school. So maybe his son had
something there. On the other hand . . . it upset Barelas that he wasn’t able to get Seferino
to see the issue. How can we be so far apart on something so simple, he thought. But he
decided not to say anything else about it.
Romero came back right away and swept the front of Barelas’ shop again and put what
little dirt he found into the curb. He swept up the gutter*, put the trash* in a shoe box and
threw it in a garbage can*.
Seferino watched with pride as Romero went about his job and when he was finished
he went outside and shook Romero’s hand Seferino told him he had done a good job.
Romero beamed*.
Manolo was coming into the shop to get his hair cut as Seferino was giving Romero
his wages*. He noticed Romero with his broom.
“What’s going on?” He asked. Barelas shrugged his shoulders. “Qué tiene Romero? Is
he sick or something?”
“No, he’s not sick,” explained Seferino, who had now come inside. He told Manolo
the story.
“We’re going to make Romero a businessman” said Seferino. “Do you realize how
much money Romero would make if everyone paid him just fifty cents a day? Like my
dad says, ‘Everyone should be able to keep his dignity, no matter how poor.’ And he does
a job, you know.”
“Well, it makes sense,” said Manolo.
“Hey. Maybe I’ll ask people to do that,” said Seferino. “That way the poor old man
could make a decent wage. Do you want to help, Manolo? You can go with me to ask
people to pay him.”
“Well,” said Manolo as he glanced* at Barelas, “I’m not too good at asking people for
money.”
This did not discourage Seferino. He went out and contacted all the businesses on his
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own, but no one else wanted to contribute. This didn’t discourage Seferino either. He
went on giving Romero fifty cents a day.
After a while, Seferino heard that Romero had asked for credit* at the grocery store.
“See, Dad. What did I tell you? Things are getting better for him already. He’s becoming
his own man. And look. It’s only been a couple of weeks.” Barelas did not reply.
But then the next week Romero did not show up* to sweep any sidewalks. He was
around but he didn’t do any work for anybody the entire week. He walked around Golden
Heights Centro in his best gray work pants and his slouch hat*, looking important and
making it a point to walk right past the barber shop every little while.
Of course, the people in the Golden Heights Centro noticed the change immediately,
and since they saw Romero in the street, they knew he wasn’t ill. But the change was
clearly disturbing the community. They discussed him in the Tortillería America where
people got together for coffee, and at the Tres Milpas Bar. Everywhere the topic of
conversation was the great change that had come over* Romero. Only Barelas did not
talk about it.
The following week Romero came into the barber shop and asked to talk with Seferino
in private. Barelas knew immediately something was wrong. Romero never initiated a
conversation unless he was drunk.
They went into the back room where Barelas could not hear and then Romero informed
Seferino, “I want a raise*.”
“What? What do you mean, a raise? You haven’t been around for a week. You only
worked a few weeks and now you want a raise?” Seferino was clearly angry but Romero
was calm and insistent.
Romero correctly pointed out that he had been sweeping the sidewalks for a long time.
Even before Seferino finished high school.
“I deserve* a raise,” he repeated after an eloquent presentation.
Seferino looked coldly at Romero. It was clearly a stand-off*.
Then Seferino said, “Look, maybe we should forget the whole thing. I was just trying
to help you out and look at what you do.”
Romero held his ground. “I helped you out too. No one told me to do it and I did it
anyway. I helped you many years.”
“Well, let’s forget about the whole thing then,” said Seferino.
“I quit* then,” said Romero.
“Quit?” exclaimed Seferino as he laughed at Romero.
“Quit! I quit!” said Romero as he walked out the front of the shop past Barelas who
was cutting a customer’s hair.
Seferino came out shaking his head and laughing.
“Can you imagine that old guy?”
Barelas did not seem too amused. He felt he could have predicted that something bad
like this would happen.
Romero began sweeping the sidewalks again the next day with the exception that
when he came to the barber shop he would go around it and continue sweeping the rest of
the sidewalks. He did this for the rest of the week. And the following Tuesday he began
sweeping the sidewalk all the way up to the shop and then pushing the trash* to the
sidewalk in front of the barber shop Romero then stopped coming to the barber shop in
the afternoon.
The barrio buzzed* with fact and rumor about Romero. Tino commented that Romero
was not singing anymore. Even if someone offered to buy him a beer he wouldn’t sing.
Frank Avila said the neighbors were complaining because he was leaving his TV on loud
the whole day and night. He still greeted people but seldom* smiled. He had run up* a big
bill at the liquor store and when the manager stopped his credit, he caught Romero
stealing bottles of whiskey. He was also getting careless about his dress. He didn’t shave
and clean like he used to. Women complained that he walked around in soiled* pants,
that he smelled bad. Even one of the little kids complained that Romero had kicked* his
puppy*, but that seemed hard to believe.
Barelas felt terrible. He felt responsible. But he couldn’t convince Seferino that what
he had done was wrong. Barelas himself stopped going to the Tres Milpas Bar after work
to avoid hearing about Romero. Once he came across Romero on the street and Barelas
said hello but with a sense of guilt. Romero responded, avoiding Barelas’ eyes and
moving past him awkwardly and quickly. Romero’s behavior continued to get erratic*
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and some people started talking about having Romero committed*.
“You can’t do that,” said Barelas when he was presented with a petition.
“He’s flipped*,” said Tino, who made up part of the delegation circulating the petition.
“No one likes Romero more than I do, you know that Barelas.”
“But he’s really crazy,” said Frank Avila.
“He was crazy before. No one noticed,” pleaded* Barelas.
“But it was a crazy we could depend on. Now he just wants to sit on the curb and pull
up the women’s skirts. It’s terrible. The women are going crazy. He’s also running into
the street stopping the traffic. You see how he is. What choice do we have?”
“It’s for his own good,” put in one of the workers from the Model Cities Office.
Barelas dismissed them as outsiders. Seferino was there and wanted to say something but
a look from Barelas stopped him.
“We just can’t do that,” insisted Barelas. “Let’s wait. Maybe he’s just going through a
cycle. Look. We’ve had a full moon recently, qué no? That must be it. You know how the
moon affects people in his condition.”
“I don’t know,” said Tino. “What if he hurts....”
“He’s not going to hurt anyone,” cut in* Barelas.
“No, Barelas. I was going to say, what if he hurts himself. He has no one at home. I’d
say, let him come home with me for a while but you know how stubborn he is. You can’t
even talk to him any more.”
“He gives everyone the finger when they try to pull him out of the traffic,” said Frank
Avila. “The cops have missed him, but it won’t be long before they see him doing some
of his antics* and arrest him. Then what? Then the poor guy is in real trouble.”
“Well, look,” said Barelas. “How many names you got on the list?”
Tino responded slowly, “Well, we sort of wanted you to start off the list.”
“Let’s wait a while longer,” said Barelas. “I just know that Romero will come around.
Let’s wait just a while, okay?”
No one had the heart to fight the issue and so they postponed the petition.
There was no dramatic change in Romero even though the full moon had completed its
cycle. Still, no one initiated the petition again and then in the middle of August Seferino
left for Cambridge to look for housing and to register early for school. Suddenly everything began to change again. One day Romero began sweeping the entire sidewalk again.
His spirits began to pick up and his strange antics* began to disappear.
At the Tortillería America the original committee met for coffee and the talk turned to
Romero.
“He’s going to be all right now,” said a jubilant Barelas. “I guarantee it.”
“Well, don’t hold your breath yet,” said Tino. “The full moon is coming up again.”
“Yeah,” said Frank Avila dejectedly.
When the next full moon was in force the group was together again drinking coffee
and Tino asked, “Well, how’s Romero doing?”
Barelas smiled and said, “Well. Singing songs like crazy.”
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1. What sort of man do you think Barelas is? In your response take account of the fact that the towns people "sort of want" Barelas
"to star off the list" of petitioners seeking to commit Romero to confinement.
2. The narrator, introducing the reader to Seferino, tells us that "Seferino was a conscientious and sensitive young man." Do you
agree? Why, or why not?
3. How many conflicts do you find? List them. Explain how they are resolved. Which is the most important one.
4. What do you make of the last line of the story?
5. Do you think this story could take place in almost any community? If you did not grow up in a barrio, could it take place in your
community?
6. What is the overall tone (solemn, humorous)
7. The story is about Romero, but it is also about Seferino. We can fairly easily guess what will happen to Romero in the next few
years. What would you guess will happen to Seferino? Will his Harvard education lead to his increasing alienation from his
community?
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About the truth, if you give it to a person, then he has
power over you. And if someone gives it to you, then they
have made themselves your slave. It is a strong magic.
You can never take it back.
Chaq Uxmal Paloquín
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He said his name was Chaq. Chaq Uxmal Paloquín. That’s what he told me.
He was of an ancient line of Mayan kings. Here, he said, making a map with the
heel of his boot, this is where I come from, the Yucatan, the ancient cities. This
is what Boy Baby said.
It’s been eighteen weeks since Abuelita chased him away with the broom, and
what I’m telling you I never told nobody, except Rachel and Lourdes, who know
everything. He said he would love me like a revolution, like a religion. Abuelita
burned the pushcart* and sent me here, miles from home, in this town of dust,
with one wrinkled* witch woman who rubs my belly with jade*, and sixteen nosy
cousins.
I don’t know how many girls have gone bad from selling cucumbers. I know
I’m not the first. My mother took the crooked* walk too, I’m told, and I’m sure
my Abuelita has her own story, but it’s not my place to ask.
Abuelita says it’s Uncle Lalo’s fault because he’s the man of the family and if
he had come home on time like he was supposed to and worked the pushcart on
the days he was told to and watched over his goddaughter*, who is too foolish to
look after herself, nothing would’ve happened, and I wouldn’t have to be sent to
Mexico. But Uncle Lalo says if they had never left Mexico in the first place,
shame enough would have kept a girl from doing devil things.
I’m not saying I’m not bad. I’m not saying I’m special. But I’m not like the
Allport Street girls, who stand in doorways and go with men into alleys*.
All I know is I didn’t want it like that. Not against the bricks or hunkering*; in
somebody’s car. I wanted it come undone like gold thread, like a tent* full of
birds. The way it’s supposed to be, the way I knew it would be when I met Boy
Baby.
But you must know, I was no girl back then. And Boy Baby was no boy. Chaq
Uxmal Paloquín Boy Baby was a man. When I asked him how old he was he said
he didn’t know. The past and the future are the same thing. So he seemed boy and
baby and man all at once, and the way he looked at me, how do I explain?
I’d park the pushcart in front of the Jewel food store Saturdays. He bought a
mango on a stick the first time. Paid for it with a new twenty. Next Saturday he
was back. Two mangoes, lime juice, and chili powder, keep the change. The third
Saturday he asked for a cucumber spear* and ate it slow. I didn’t see him after
that till the day he brought me Kool-Aid in a plastic cup. Then I knew what I felt
for him.
Maybe you wouldn’t like him. To you he might be a bum*. Maybe he looked
it. Maybe. He had broken thumbs and burnt fingers. He had thick greasy fingernails he never cut and dusty hair. And all his bones were strong ones like a
man’s. I waited every Saturday in my same blue dress. I sold all the mango and
cucumber, and then Boy Baby would come finally.
What I knew of Chaq was only what he told me, because nobody seemed to
know where he came from. Only that he could speak a strange language that no
one could understand, said his name translated into boy, or boy-child, and so it
was the street people nicknamed him Boy Baby.
I never asked about his past. He said it was all the same and didn’t matter, past
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and the future all the same to his people. But the truth has a strange way of
following you, of coming up to you and making you listen to what it has to say.
Night time Boy Baby brushes my hair and talks to me in his strange language
because I like to hear it. What I like to hear him tell is how he is Chaq, Chaq of
the people of the sun, Chaq of the temples, and what he says sounds sometimes
like broken clay*, and at other times like hollow sticks, or like the swish* of old
feathers crumbling into dust.
He lived behind Esparza & Sons Auto Repair in a little room that used to be a
closet—pink plastic curtains on a narrow window, a dirty cot* covered with
newspapers, and a cardboard box filled with socks and rusty* tools. It was there,
under one bald bulb, in the back room of the Esparza garage, in the single room
with pink curtains, that he showed me the guns—twenty-four in all. Rifles and
pistols, one rusty musket, a machine gun, and several tiny weapons with motherof-pearl handles* that looked like toys. So you’ll see who I am, he said, laying
them all out on the bed of newspapers. So you’ll understand. But I didn’t want to
know.
The stars foretell* everything, he said. My birth. My son’s. The boy-child who
will bring back the grandeur of my people from those who have broken the
arrows, from those who have pushed the ancient stones off their pedestals.
Then he told how he had prayed in the Temple of the Magician years ago as a
child when his father had made him promise to bring back the ancient ways. Boy
Baby had cried in the temple dark that only the bats made holy. Boy Baby who
was man and child among the great and dusty* guns lay down on the newspaper
bed and wept for a thousand years. When I touched him, he looked at me with the
sadness of stone.
You must not tell anyone what I am going to do, he said. And what I remember
next is how the moon, the pale moon with its one yellow eye, the moon of Tikal,
and Tulum, and Chichén, stared through the pink plastic curtains. Then something inside bit* me, and I gave out a cry as if the other, the one I wouldn’t be
anymore, leapt out*.
So I was initiated beneath an ancient sky by a great and mighty heir—Chaq
Uxmal Paloquín. I, Ixchel, his queen.
The truth is, it wasn’t a big deal*. It wasn’t any deal* at all. I put my bloody
panties inside my T-shirt and ran home hugging* myself I thought about a lot of
things on the way home. I thought about all the world and how suddenly I became
a part of history and wondered if everyone on the street, the sewing* machine
lady and the panadería saleswomen and the woman with two kids sitting on the
bus bench didn’t all know. Did I look any different? Could they tell? We were all
the same somehow, laughing behind our hands, waiting the way all women wait,
and when we find out, we wonder why the world and a million years made such a
big deal* over nothing.
I know I was supposed to feel ashamed, but I wasn’t ashamed. I wanted to
stand on top of the highest building, the top-top floor, and yell*, I know.
Then I understood why Abuelita didn’t let me sleep over at Lourdes’s house
full of too many brothers, and why the Roman girl in the movies always runs
away from the soldier, and what happens when the scenes in love stories begin to
fade, and why brides blush, and how it is that sex isn’t simply a box* you check
M or F on in the test we get at school.
I was wise. The corner girls were still jumping into their stupid little hopscotch* squares. I laughed inside and climbed the wooden stairs two by two to the
second floor rear* where me and Abuelita and Uncle Lalo live. I was still laughing
when I opened the door and Abuelita asked, “Where’s the pushcart?”
And then I didn’t know what to do.
It’s a good thing we live in a bad neighborhood. There are always plenty of
bums* to blame for your sins. If it didn’t happen the way I told it, it really
could’ve. We looked and looked all over for the kids who stole my pushcart. The
story wasn’t the best, but since I had to make it up right then and there with
Abuelita staring a hole through my heart*, it wasn’t too bad.
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For two weeks I had to stay home. Abuelita was afraid the street kids who had
stolen the cart would be after me again. Then I thought I might go over to the
Esparza garage and take the pushcart out and leave it in some alley for the police
to find, but I was never allowed to leave the house alone. Bit by bit the truth
started to seep out* like a dangerous gasoline.
First the nosy woman who lives upstairs from the laundromat* told my Abuelita
she thought something was fishy*, the pushcart wheeled into Esparza & Sons
every Saturday after dark, how a man, the same dark Indian one, the one who
never talks to anybody, walked with me when the sun went down and pushed the
cart into the garage, that one there, and yes we went inside, there where the fat
lady named Concha, whose hair is dyed a hard black, pointed a fat finger.
I prayed that we would not meet Boy Baby, and since the gods listen and are
mostly good, Esparza said yes, a man like that had lived there but was gone, had
packed a few things and left the pushcart in a corner to pay for his last week’s
rent.
We had to pay $20 before he would give us our pushcart back. Then Abuelita
made me tell the real story of how the cart had disappeared, all of which I told this
time, except for that one night, which I would have to tell anyway, weeks later,
when I prayed for the moon of my cycle* to come back, but it would not.
When Abuelita found out I was going to dar a luz, she cried until her eyes
were little, and blamed Uncle Lalo, and Uncle Lalo blamed this country, and
Abuelita blamed* the infamy of men. That is when she burned the cucumber
pushcart and called me a sinvergüenza because I am without shame.
Then I cried too—Boy Baby was lost from me—until my head was hot with
headaches and I fell asleep. When I woke up, the cucumber pushcart was dust and
Abuelita was sprinkling* holy water on my head.
Abuelita woke up early every day and went to the Esparza garage to see if
news about that demonio had been found, had Chaq Uxmal Paloquín sent any
letters, any, and when the other mechanics heard that name they laughed, and
asked if we had made it up, that we could have some letters that had come for
Boy Baby, no forwarding address, since he had gone in such a hurry.
There were three. The first, addressed “Occupant,” demanded immediate payment for a four-month-old electric bill. The second was one I recognized right
away—a brown envelope fat with cake-mix coupons and fabric-softener samples*—because we’d gotten one just like it. The third was addressed in a spidery* Spanish to a Señor C. Cruz, on paper so thin you could read it unopened by
the light of the sky. The return address a convent in Tampico.
This was to whom my Abuelita wrote in hopes of finding the man who could
correct my ruined life, to ask if the good nuns might know the whereabouts* of a
certain Boy Baby—and if they were hiding him it would be of no use because
God’s eyes see through all souls.
We heard nothing for a long time. Abuelita took me out of school when my
uniform got tight around the belly and said it was a shame I wouldn’t be able to
graduate with the other eighth graders.
Except for Lourdes and Rachel, my grandma and Uncle Lalo, nobody knew
about my past. I would sleep in the big bed I share with Abuelita same as always.
I could hear Abuelita and Uncle Lalo talking in low voices in the kitchen as if
they were praying the rosary, how they were going to send me to Mexico, to San
Dionisio de Tlaltepango, where I have cousins and where I was conceived and
would’ve been born had my grandma not thought it wise to send my mother here
to the United States so that neighbors in San Dionisio de Tlaltepango wouldn’t
ask why her belly was suddenly big.
I was happy. I liked staying home. Abuelita was teaching me to crochet* the
way she had learned in Mexico. And just when I had mastered the tricky rosette*
stitch, the letter came from the convent which gave the truth about Boy Baby—
however much we didn’t want to hear.
He was born on a street with no name in a town called Miseria. His father,
Eusebio, is a knife sharpener. His mother, Refugia, stacks* apricots into pyra-
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I don’t think they understand how it is to be a girl. I don’t think they know
how it is to have to wait your whole life. I count the months for the baby to be
born, and it’s like a ring of water inside me reaching out and out until one day it
will tear* from me with its own teeth.
Already I can feel the animal inside me stirring in his own uneven* sleep. The
witch woman says it’s the dreams of weasels* that make my child sleep the way
he sleeps. She makes me eat white bread blessed by the priest, but I know it’s the
ghost of him inside me that circles and circles, and will not let me rest.
Abuelita said they sent me here just in time, because a little later Boy Baby
came back to our house looking for me, and she had to chase him away with the
broom. The next thing we hear, he’s in the newspaper clippings* his sister sends.
A picture of him looking very much like stone, police hooked* on either arm... on
the road to Las Grutas de Xtacumbilxuna, the Caves of the Hidden Girl.... eleven
female bodies... the last seven years...
Then I couldn’t read but only stare at the little black-and-white dots* that
make up the face I am in love with.

190

All my girl cousins here either don’t talk to me, or those who do, ask questions
they’re too young to know not to ask. What they want to know really is how it is
to have a man, because they’re too ashamed to ask their married sisters.
They don’t know what it is to lay so still until his sleep breathing is heavy, for
the eyes in the dim dark to look and look without worry at the mall-bones and the
neck, the man-wrist and man-jaw thick and strong, all the salty dips* and hollows* ,
the stiff hair of the brow and sour swirl* of sideburns*, to lick* the fat earlobes
that taste of smoke, and stare at how perfect is a man.
I tell them, “It’s a bad joke. When you find out you’ll be sorry.”

195

I’m going to have five children. Five. Two girls. Two boys. And one baby.
The girls will be called Lisette and Maritza. The boys I’ll name Pablo and
Sandro.
And my baby. My baby will be named Alegre, because life will always be
hard.

185

200

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

mids and sells them on a cloth in the market. There are brothers. Sisters too of
which I know little. The youngest, a Carmelite, writes me all this and prays for
my soul, which is why I know it’s all true.
Boy Baby is thirty-seven years old. His name is Chato which means fat-face.
There is no Mayan blood.

Rachel says that love is like a big black piano being pushed off* the top of a
three-story building and you’re waiting on the bottom to catch it. But Lourdes
says it’s not that way at all. It’s like a top*, like all the colors in the world are
spinning so fast they’re not colors anymore and all that’s left is a white hum*.
There was a man, a crazy who lived upstairs from us when we lived on South
Loomis. He couldn’t talk, just walked around all day with this harmonica in his
mouth. Didn’t play it. Just sort of breathed through it, all day long, wheezing*, in
and out, in and out.
This is how it is with me. Love I mean.

What do you make of the title?
What does the epigraph suggest to you?
How many paradoxical things are presented throughout the story?
How many versions of love do we find, especially in the last paragraph?
What is holy? Why is it holy?
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Butterflies

I was fourteen years old when Abuelita requested* my help. And it seemed only
fair. Abuelita had pulled me through the rages* of scarlet fever by placing, removing
and replacing potato slices on the temples of my forehead; she had seen me through
several whippings, an arm broken by a dare jump off Tío Enrique’s toolshed, puberty,
and my first lie. Really, I told Amá, it was only fair.
Not that I was her favorite granddaughter or anything special. I wasn’t even pretty
or nice like my older sisters and I just couldn’t do the girl things they could do. My
hands were too big to handle the fineries of crocheting or embroidery and I always
pricked* my fingers or knotted* my colored threads time and time again while my
sisters laughed and called me bull hands with their cute waterlike voices. So I began
keeping a piece of jagged* brick in my sock to bash* my sisters or anyone who called
me bull hands. Once, while we all sat in the bedroom, I hit Teresa on the forehead,
right above her eyebrow and she ran to Amá with her mouth open, her hand over her
eye while blood seeped* between her fingers. I was used to the whippings by then.
I wasn’t respectful either. I even went so far as to doubt the power of Abuelita’s
slices, the slices she said absorbed my fever. “You’re still alive, aren’t you?” Abuelita
snapped back, her pasty gray eye beaming* at me and burning holes in my suspicions.
Regretful that I had let secret questions drop out of my mouth, I couldn’t look into her
eyes. My hands began to fan out*, grow like a liar’s nose until they hung by my side
like low weights. Abuelita made a balm out* of dried moth wings and Vicks and
rubbed my hands, shaped them back to size and it was the strangest feeling. Like
bones melting. Like sun shining through the darkness of your eyelids. I didn’t mind
helping Abuelita after that, so Amá would always send me over to her.
In the early afternoon Amá would push her hair back, hand me my sweater and
shoes, and tell me to go to Mamá Luna’s. This was to avoid another fight and another
whipping, I knew. I would deliver one last direct shot on Marisela’s arm and jump out
of our house, the slam* of the screen door burying her cries of anger, and I’d gladly
go help Abuelita plant her wild lilies or jasmine or heliotrope or cilantro or hierbabuena
in red Hills Brothers coffee cans. Abuelita would wait for me at the top step of her
porch holding a hammer and nail and empty coffee cans. And although we hardly
spoke, hardly looked at each other as we worked over root transplants, I always felt
her gray eye on me. It made me feel, in a strange sort of way, safe and guarded and
not alone. Like God was supposed to make you feel.
On Abuelita’s porch, I would puncture holes in the bottom of the coffee cans with
a nail and a precise hit of a hammer. This completed, my job was to fill them with red
clay mud from beneath her rose bushes, packing it softly, then making a perfect hole,
four fingers round, to nest a sprouting avocado pit*, or the spidery sweet potatoes that
Abuelita rooted in mayonnaise jars with toothpicks and daily water, or prickly chayotes
that produced vines that twisted and wound all over her porch pillars, crawling to the
roof, up and over the roof, and down the other side, making her small brick house
look like it was cradled* within the vines that grew pear-shaped squashes* ready for
the pick, ready to be steamed with onions and cheese and butter. The roots would
burst out of the rusted coffee cans and search for a place to connect. I would then feed
the seedlings* with water.
But this was a different kind of help, Amá said, because Abuelita was dying.
Looking into her gray eye, then into her brown one, the doctor said it was just a
matter of days. And so it seemed only fair that these hands she had melted and formed
found use in rubbing her caving body with alcohol and marihuana, rubbing her arms
and legs, turning her face to the window so that she could watch the Bird of Paradise
blooming* or smell the scent of clove in the air. I toweled* her face frequently and
held her hand for hours. Her gray wiry hair hung over the mattress. Since I could
remember, she’d kept her long hair in braids*. Her mouth was vacant and when she
slept, her eyelids never closed all the way. Up close, you could see her gray eye
beaming out the window, staring hard as if to remember everything. I never kissed
her. I left the window open when I went to the market.
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Across the street from Jay’s Market there was a chapel. I never knew its
denomination, but I went in just the same to search for candles. I sat down on one
of the pews* because there were none. After I cleaned my fingernails, I looked up
at the high ceiling. I had forgotten the vastness of these places, the coolness of the
marble pillars and the frozen statues with blank eyes. I was alone. I knew why I
had never returned.
That was one of Apá’s biggest complaints. He would pound his hands on the table,
rocking the sugar dish or spilling a cup of coffee and scream that if I didn’t go to mass
every Sunday to save my goddamn sinning soul, then I had no reason to go out of the
house, period. Punto final. He would grab* my arm and dig his nails into me to make
sure I understood the importance of catechism. Did he make himself clear? Then he
strategically directed his anger at Amá for her lousy* ways of bringing up daughters,
being disrespectful and unbelieving, and my older sisters would pull me aside and tell
me if I didn’t get to mass right this minute, they were all going to kick the holy shit
out of me. Why am I so selfish? Can’t you see what it’s doing to Amá, you idiot? So
I would wash my feet and stuff them in my black Easter shoes that shone with
Vaseline, grab a missal and veil, and wave good-bye to Amá.
I would walk slowly down Lorena to First to Evergreen, counting the cracks* on
the cement. On Evergreen I would turn left and walk to Abuelita’s. I liked her porch
because it was shielded* by the vines of the chayotes and I could get a good look at
the people and car traffic on Evergreen without them knowing. I would jump up the
porch steps, knock on the screen door as I wiped my feet and call Abuelita? mi
Abuelita? As I opened the door and stuck my head in, I would catch the gagging*
scent of toasting chile on the placa. When I entered the sala, she would greet me from
the kitchen, wringing* her hands in her apron. I’d sit at the corner of the table to keep
from being in her way. The chiles made my eyes water. Am I crying? No, Mamá Luna,
I’m sure not crying. I don’t like going to mass, but my eyes watered anyway, the tears
dropping on the tablecloth like candle wax. Abuelita lifted the burnt chiles from the
fire and sprinkled* water on them until the skins began to separate. Placing them in
front of me, she turned to check the menudo. I peeled the skins off and put the flimsy *,
limp looking green and yellow chiles in the molcajete* and began to crush and crush
and twist and crush the heart out of the tomato, the clove of garlic, the stupid chiles
that made me cry, crushed them until they turned into liquid under my bull hand.
With a wooden spoon, I scraped* hard to destroy the guilt, and my tears were gone.
I put the bowl* of chile next to a vase filled with freshly cut roses. Abuelita touched
my hand and pointed to the bowl of menudo that steamed in front of me. I spooned
some chile into the menudo and rolled a corn tortilla thin with the palms of my hands.
As I ate, a fine Sunday breeze entered the kitchen and a rose petal calmly feathered
down to the table.
I left the chapel without blessing myself and walked to Jay’s. Most of the time Jay
didn’t have much of anything. The tomatoes were always soft and the cans of Campbell
soups had rusted* spots on them. There was dust on the tops of cereal boxes. I picked
up what I needed: rubbing alcohol, five cans of chicken broth, a big bottle of Pine Sol.
At first Jay got mad because I thought I had forgotten the money. But it was there all
the time, in my back pocket.
When I returned from the market, I heard Amá crying in Abuelita’s kitchen. She
looked up at me with puffy* eyes. I placed the bags of groceries on the table and
began putting the cans of soup away. Amá sobbed quietly. I never kissed her. After a
while, I patted her on the back for comfort. Finally: “¿Y mi Amá?” she asked in a
whisper, then choked* again and cried into her apron.
Abuelita fell off the bed twice yesterday, I said, knowing that I shouldn’t have said
it and wondering why I wanted to say it because it only made Amá cry harder. I guess
I became angry and just so tired of the quarrels and beatings* and unanswered prayers
and my hands just there hanging helplessly by my side. Amá looked at me again,
confused, angry, and her eyes were filled with sorrow. I went outside and sat on the
porch swing and watched the people pass. I sat there until she left. I dozed off*
repeating the words to myself like rosary prayers: when do you stop giving when do
you start giving when do you . . . and when my hands fell from my lap, I awoke to
catch them. The sun was setting, an orange glow, and I knew Abuelita was hungry.
There comes a time when the sun is defiant. Just about the time when moods
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change, inevitable seasons of a day, transitions from one color to another, that hour
or minute or second when the sun is finally defeated, finally sinks into the realization
that it cannot with all its power to heal or burn, exist forever, there comes an
illumination where the sun and earth meet, a final burst of burning red orange fury
reminding us that although endings are inevitable, they are necessary for rebirths, and
when that time came, just when I switched on the light in the kitchen to open
Abuelita’s can of soup, it was probably then that she died.
The room smelled of Pine Sol and vomit and Abuelita had defecated the remains
of her cancerous stomach. She had turned to the window and tried to speak, but her
mouth remained open and speechless. I heard you, Abuelita, I said, stroking* her
cheek, I heard you. I opened the windows of the house and let the soup simmer* and
overboil on the stove. I turned the stove off and poured the soup down the sink. From
the cabinet* I got a tin basin, filled it with lukewarm* water and carried it carefully to
the room. I went to the linen closet and took out some modest bleached* white towels.
With the sacredness of a priest preparing his vestments, I unfolded the towels one by
one on my shoulders. I removed the sheets and blankets from her bed and peeled off
her thick flannel nightgown. I toweled her puzzled face, stretching out the wrinkles*,
removing the coils of her neck, toweled her shoulders and breasts. Then I changed the
water. I returned to towel the creases of her stretch-marked stomach, her sporadic
vaginal hairs, and her sagging thighs. I removed the lint* from between her toes and
noticed a mapped birthmark on the fold of her buttock. The scars on her back which
were as thin as the life lines on the palms of her hands made me realize how little I
really knew of Abuelita. I covered her with a thin blanket and went into the bathroom.
I washed my hands, and turned on the tub faucets* and watched the water pour into
the tub with vitality and steam. When it was full, I turned off the water and undressed.
Then, I went to get Abuelita.
She was not as heavy as I thought and when I carried her in my arms, her body fell
into a V, and yet my legs were tired, shaky*, and I felt as if the distance between the
bedroom and bathroom was miles and years away. Amá, where are you?
I stepped into the bathtub one leg first, then the other. I bent my knees slowly
to descend into the water slowly so I wouldn’t scald* her skin. There, there,
Abuelita, I said, cradling her, smoothing her as we descended, I heard you. Her
hair fell back and spread across the water like eagle’s wings. The water in the tub
overflowed and poured onto the tile of the floor. Then the moths came. Small,
gray ones that came from her soul and out through her mouth fluttering* to light,
circling the single dull light bulb of the bathroom. Dying is lonely and I wanted to
go to where the moths were, stay with her and plant chayotes whose vines would
crawl up her fingers and into the clouds; I wanted to rest my head on her chest
with her stroking my hair, telling me about the moths that lay within the soul and
slowly eat the spirit up; I wanted to return to the waters of the womb with her so
that we would never be alone again. I wanted. I wanted my Amá. I removed a few
strands of hair from Abuelita’s face and held her small light head within the
hollow of my neck. The bathroom was filled with moths, and for the first time in
a long time I cried, rocking us, crying for her, for me, for Amá, the sobs emerging
from the depths of anguish, the misery of feeling half born, sobbing until finally the
sobs rippled* into circles and circles of sadness and relief. There, there, I said to
Abuelita, rocking us gently, there, there.
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1. The narrator says that she was not "pretty or nice," could not "do...girls things," and was not "respectful." But what can
she do, and what is she? How, in brief, would you characterize her?
2. Elements of the fantastic are evident, notably in the moths at the end. What efforts, if any, does the author exert in order
to make the fantastic elements plausible or at least partly acceptable?
3. Why do you suppose the author included the rather extended passages about the sprouting plants and later the sun?
4. Is there anything allegorical concerning the title's story?
5. On the basis of the description of the bathing of Abuelita in the final paragraph, we can say that the narrator is loving,
caring, and grief-stricken. What else, if anything, does this paragraph reveal about the narrator?

583

Jamaica Kincaid (1941-)

Girl

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

1978

Wash the white clothes on Monday and put them on the stone heap; wash the
color clothes on Tuesday and put them on the clothes line to dry; don’t walk
barehead in the hot sun; cook pumpkin fritters* in very hot sweet oil; soak* your
little cloths right after you take them off; when buying cotton to make yourself a
nice blouse, be sure that it doesn’t have gum on it, because that way it won’t hold
up well after a wash; soak* salt fish overnight before you cook it; is it true that
you sing benna* in Sunday school?; always eat your food in such a way that it
won’t turn someone else’s stomach; on Sundays try to walk like a lady and not
like the slut you are so bent on becoming; don’t sing benna in Sunday school; you
mustn’t speak to wharf-rat boys, not even to give directions; don’t eat fruits on
the street—flies will follow you; but I don’t sing benna on Sundays at all and
never in Sunday school; this is how to sew on a button; this is how to make a
buttonhole for the button you have just sewed on; this is how to hem a dress when
you see the hem coming down and so to prevent yourself from looking like the
slut* I know you are so bent on becoming; this is how you iron your father’s
khaki shirt so that it doesn’t have a crease; this is how you iron your father’s
khaki pants so that they don’t have a crease*; this is how you grow okra*—far
from the house, because okra tree* harbors red ants; when you are growing
dasheen*, make sure it gets plenty of water or else it makes your throat itch when
you are eating it; this is how you sweep a comer; this is how you sweep a whole
house; this is how you sweep a yard; this is how you smile to someone you don’t
like too much; this is how you smile to someone you don’t like at all; this is how
you smile to someone you like completely; this is how you set a table for tea; this
is how you set a table for dinner; this is how you set a table for dinner with an
important guest; this is how you set a table for lunch; this is how you set a table
for breakfast; this is how to behave in the presence of men who don’t know you
very well, and this way they won’t recognize immediately the slut* I have warned
you against becoming; be sure to wash every day, even if it is with your own spit;
don’t squat down* to play marbles—you ate not a boy, you know; don’t pick
people’s flowers—you might catch something; don’t throw stones at blackbirds,
because it might not be a blackbird at all; this is how to make a bread pudding;
this is how to make doukona*; this is how to mak e pepper pot*; this is how to
make a good medicine for a cold; this is how to make a good medicine to
throw away a child before it even becomes a child; this is how to catch a fish;
this is how to throw back a fish you don’t like, and that way something bad
won’t fall on you; this is how to bully* a man; this is how a man bullies you;
this is how to love a man, and if this doesn’t work there are other ways, and if
they don’t work don’t feel too bad about giving up; this is how to spit up in
the air if you feel like it, and this is how to move quick so that it doesn’t fall
on you; this is how to make ends meet; always squeeze bread* to make sur e
it’s fresh; but what if the baker won’t let me feel the bread?; you mean to say
that after all you are really going to be the kind of woman who the baker
won’t let near* the bread?

(coated and fried
pieces) / wet

submerge, deep
Kincaid defined this
word as meaning
“songs of the sort
your parents didn’t
want you to sing ; at
first calypso and
later rock and roll”

unkempt woman,
(marrana)
(arruga) / (quingombó)
tropical tree
taro, tropical edible
plant

slovenly woman,
(marrana, desaseada)
sit down

spicy pudding /
thick stew

intimidate

(pasar con lo que
se tiene)

approac h, be close to,
approximate to

1. How would you characterize the main speaker in "Girl"? To whom are her words addressed?
2. How many times does the daughter interrupt the mother's monologue sensed through her reverie?
3. How does the listener react to the constant tutelage of her mother for her coming role as a woman?
4. What is this story about? What is the conflict in this story? Is the girl naive?
5. What, if anything, identifies "Girl" as a work of fiction and not merely a kind of tape recording taken from life?
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