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                                        FORWARD 

 

           The present anthology is addressed to teachers who, in their 

didactic activity, want to approach different ways for their students who 

have already begun their journey in learning English. We believe that 

learning English through literature is a rewarding and challenging 

experience for all the students interested in improving their skills in 

reading, writing, oral communication as well as their understanding of 

vocabulary and grammar.       

  We have attempted to bring together in this anthology a 

group of stories which are representative for the American and British 

Literature.  These stories have been often anthologized and included in 

the school syllabus as perfect examples of the classic tradition in the 

British and American literature. On reading them, our students will have 

the opportunity to discover a text which would introduce them to the 

technical possibilities of the short story and to the accomplishments of 

some of its great practinioners.     

 Our selection includes twenty seven short stories, belonging to 

eighteen writers, presented in a loose chronological order. The stories 

are followed by a short biographical note for each anthologized author as 

well as by several study questions whose aim is to help students 

understand meaning and form.  

         We hope our students will enjoy reading the short stories we have 

selected and discover- in in the end- that they have not read them “in 

vain”. 

                                          

        

 
 Laura Törok & Adela Redeș 
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               EDGAR ALLAN POE, THE BLACK CAT  

 

For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to 

pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect 

it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad 

am I not -and very surely do I not dream. But tomorrow I die, and today 

I would unburden my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the 

world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere 

household events. In their consequences, these events have terrified, 

have tortured, have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound 

them. To me, they have presented little but Horror -to many they will 

seem less terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may 

be found which will reduce my phantasm to the common-place, some 

intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, 

which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more 

than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects. 

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my 

disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make 

me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and was 

indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent 

most of my time, and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing 

them.  This peculiar of character grew with my growth, and in my 

manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure.To 

those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I 

need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of 

the gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and 

self-sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him 

who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and 
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gossamer fidelity of mere Man.      

 I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition 

not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, 

she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable kind. 

We had birds, gold fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. 

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, 

and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelligence, 

my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made 

frequent allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black 

cats as witches in disguise.  Not that she was ever serious upon this 

point -and I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it 

happens, just now, to be remembered.     

 Pluto -this was the cat's name -was my favorite pet and 

playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about 

the house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from 

following me through the streets. Our friendship lasted, in this manner, 

for several years, during which my general temperament and character, 

through the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance, had (I blush to 

confess it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by 

day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of 

others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife. At 

length, I even offered her personal violence.   

 My pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my 

disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I 

still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I 

made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the 

dog, when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But 

my disease grew upon me -for what disease is like Alcohol! -and at 

length even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently 

somewhat peevish -even Pluto began to experience the effects of my ill 

temper. One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my 
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haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized 

him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon 

my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed me. I 

knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its 

flight from my body; and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-

nurtured, thrilled every fiber of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-

pocket a pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and 

deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I 

shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.    

 When reason returned with the morning -when I had slept off the 

fumes of the night's debauch -I experienced a sentiment half of horror, 

half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty; but it was, at 

best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I 

again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the 

deed. In the meantime, the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost 

eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer 

appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but, as 

might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach.   

 I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this 

evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But 

this feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final 

and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS. Of this spirit 

philosophy takes no account. Yet, I am not more sure that my soul lives, 

than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the 

human heart -one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, 

which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred 

times, found himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other 

reason than because he knows he should not?    

 Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best 

judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we understand it 

to be such? This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final 
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overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex itself -to 

offer violence to its own nature -to do wrong for the wrong's sake only -

that urged me to continue and finally to consummate the injury I had 

inflicted upon the unoffending brute.      

 One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and 

hung it to the limb of a tree; hung it with the tears streaming from my 

eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart; hung it because I 

knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no reason 

of offense; hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a 

sin -a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it 

-if such a thing were possible -even beyond the reach of the infinite 

mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.  

 On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was 

aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in 

flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my 

wife, a servant, and myself, made our escape from the conflagration. 

The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed 

up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair. I am above the 

weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause and effect, 

between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts 

and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day 

succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, 

had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very 

thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against which had 

rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure, 

resisted the action of the fire, a fact which I attributed to its having been 

recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected and many 

persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with every 

minute and eager attention.      

 The words "strange!""singular!" and other similar expressions, 

excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas relief 
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upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was 

given with an accuracy truly marvelous. There was a rope about the 

animal's neck. When I first beheld this apparition -for I could scarcely 

regard it as less -my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length 

reflection came to my aid.       

 The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to 

the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately 

filled by the crowd -by some one of whom the animal must have been 

cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my 

chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing me 

from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my 

cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of 

which, had then with the flames, and the ammonia from the carcass, 

accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.           

 Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether 

to my conscience, for the startling fact 'just detailed, it did not the less 

fall to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not 

rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there 

came back into my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, 

remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to look 

about me, among the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for 

another pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, 

with which to supply its place.     

 One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than infamy, 

my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon 

the head of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which 

constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking 

steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now 

caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the 

object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a 

black cat-a very large one -fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling 
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him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any 

portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although indefinite splotch 

of white, covering nearly the whole region of the breast. Upon my 

touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my 

hand, and appeared delighted with my notice.    

 This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at 

once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no 

claim to it -knew nothing of it -had never seen it before.  I continued my 

caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal evinced a 

disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so; occasionally 

stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it 

domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite 

with my wife.           

 For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. 

This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but I know not how 

or why it was -its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and 

annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and annoyance rose 

into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of 

shame, and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing 

me from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or 

otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually -very gradually -I came to 

look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious 

presence, as from the breath of a pestilence.    

 What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the 

discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also 

had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only 

endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high 

degree, that humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing 

trait, and the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures. 

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to 

increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be 
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difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would 

crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its 

loathsome caresses.  If I arose to walk it would get between my feet and 

thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my 

dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although I 

longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly 

it at by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly -let me confess it at 

once -by absolute dread of the beast. This dread was not exactly a dread 

of physical evil-and yet I should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I 

am almost ashamed to own -yes, even in this felon's cell, I am almost 

ashamed to own -that the terror and horror with which the animal 

inspired me, had been heightened by one of the merest chimeras it 

would be possible to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more 

than once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of which I have 

spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference between the 

strange beast and the one I had destroyed.     

 The reader will remember that this mark, although large, had 

been originally very indefinite; but, by slow degrees -degrees nearly 

imperceptible, and which for a long time my Reason struggled to reject 

as fanciful -it had, at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. 

It was now the representation of an object that I shudder to name -and 

for this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself of 

the monster had I dared -it was now, I say, the image of a hideous -of a 

ghastly thing -of the GALLOWS! -oh, mournful and terrible engine of 

Horror and of Crime -of Agony and of Death!    

 And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of 

mere Humanity. And a brute beast -whose fellow I had contemptuously 

destroyed -a brute beast to work out for me -for me a man, fashioned in 

the image of the High God -so much of insufferable woe!  

 Alas! neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any 

more! During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in 
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the latter, I started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the 

hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight -an incarnate 

Night-Mare that I had no power to shake off -incumbent eternally upon 

my heart! Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble 

remnant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my 

sole intimates -the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of 

my usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; 

while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury 

to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! 

was the most usual and the most patient of sufferers.  

 One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into 

the cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. 

The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me 

headlong, exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, 

in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I 

aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved 

instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested 

by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more 

than demonical, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in 

her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a groan.  

 This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and 

with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I 

could not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without 

the risk of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my 

mind.  At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute 

fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a 

grave for it in the floor of the cellar.     

 Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard -about 

packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with the usual arrangements, and 

so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I 

considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined to 
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wall it up in the cellar -as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to 

have walled up their victims.      

 For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls 

were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with 

a rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented 

from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused 

by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to 

resemble the rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily 

displace the at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as 

before, so that no eye could detect anything suspicious.  

 And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-

bar I easily dislodged the bricks and, having carefully deposited the body 

against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with little 

trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having 

procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, I 

prepared a plaster which could not be distinguished from the old, and 

with this I very carefully went over the new brickwork.  

 When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did 

not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The 

rubbish on the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked 

around triumphantly, and said to myself: "Here at least, then, my labor 

has not been in vain."      

 My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause 

of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to 

death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there could have 

been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had 

been alarmed at the violence of my previous anger, and forbore to 

present itself in my present mood.  It is impossible to describe, or to 

imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the absence of the 

detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not make its 

appearance during the night, and thus for one night at least, since its 
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introduction into the house, I soundly and tranquilly slept; aye, slept 

even with the burden of murder upon my soul! The second and the third 

day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed as a 

free-man. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises forever! I should 

behold it no more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark 

deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but 

these had been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted, but 

of course nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity 

as secured.                   

          Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police 

came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make 

rigorous investigation of the premises.     

 Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, 

I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany 

them in their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, 

for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered 

not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in 

innocence.I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon 

my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly 

satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to 

be restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to 

render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.   

 "Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I 

delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little 

more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this, this is a very well 

constructed house."(In the rapid desire to say something easily, I 

scarcely knew what I uttered at all.) 

         "I may say an excellently well constructed house. These walls -are 

you going, gentlemen? -these walls are solidly put together"; and here, 

through the mere frenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily, with a cane which 

I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work behind which 
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stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom. But may God shield and 

deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend!  

 No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence 

than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb! -by a cry, at first 

muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling 

into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous and 

inhuman -a howl -a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, 

such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of 

the damned in their agony and of the demons that exult in the 

damnation.Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak.  

 Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. For one instant the 

party upon the stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror 

and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms were tolling at the wall. It 

fell bodily.The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, 

stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red 

extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose 

craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had 

consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the 

tomb! 

 

     EDGAR ALAN POE, THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER  

  Son coeur est un luth suspendu;    

  Sitot qu'on le touche il resonne. De Beranger       . 

 

          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, 
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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 reveler 

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 remodeled 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 
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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 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 recognizable beauties, of musical science. 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 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 

influence which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, might have 

exercised upon the other -it was this deficiency, perhaps, of collateral 

issue, and the consequent undeviating transmission, from sire to son, of 

the patrimony with the name, which had, at length, so identified the two 
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as to merge the original title of the estate in the quaint and equivocal 

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 -a pestilent and mystic vapor, 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 
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this indication of extensive decay, however, the fabric gave little token of 

instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing 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 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 
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lay scattered about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene. I felt that 

I breathed an atmosphere of 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 ennuye 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 want 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 eve, above all things 

startled and even awed me. The silken hair, too, had been suffered to 

grow all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer texture, it floated rather 

than fell about the face, I could not, even with effort, connect its 

Arabesque expression with any idea of simple humanity. In the manner 

of my friend I was at once struck with an incoherence - an inconsistency; 
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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 his peculiar physical conformation and temperament. 

 His action was alternately vivacious and sullen. His voice varied 

rapidly from a tremulous indecision (when the animal spirits seemed 

utterly in abeyance) to that species of energetic concision -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 

the 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 odors of all flowers 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 
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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 

enchained 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 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 buried his face in 

his hands, and I could only perceive that a far more than ordinary 
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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 partially cataleptically 

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 

inexpressible 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 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 cars.   

 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. From the paintings over which his elaborate fancy brooded, and 
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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.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 device. 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 whole in a 

ghastly and inappropriate splendor.      

 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 
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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: 

I.In the greenest of our valleys,                           

By good angels tenanted, 

Once 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 odor 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!)                          

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             
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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;            

(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. 

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 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 in-organization. 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 

had 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 
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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 molded 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; 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'Indagine, 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, 

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 Vigilae 

Mortuorum secundum Chorum Ecclesiae Maguntinae.   

 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 
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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 stair case, on the day of my arrival at the 

house, I had no desire to oppose what I regarded as at best but 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, 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 
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strictly cataleptically 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 toll, 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 laboring 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 
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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 tremor 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 endeavored 

to arouse myself from the pitiable condition 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 recognized 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 demeanor. 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 then 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 
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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 vapor, 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 favorite 

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; but I had called it a favorite 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 over-

strained 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 
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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 malicious 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 planking of 

the door for his gauntleted hand; and now pulling there-with sturdily, he 

so cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the noise of the dry 

and hollow-sounding wood alarumed and reverberated throughout the 

forest”.         

 At the termination of this sentence I started, 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 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 malicious 

hermit; but, in the stead thereof, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious 

demeanor, 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 
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shining brass with this legend enwritten -  Who entereth herein, a 

conqueror hath bin;Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win. 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 demeanor. 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 
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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, 

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 clangor of 

the shield! say, rather, the rending of her coffin, and the grating of the 

iron hinges 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 

hurrying 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 
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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 

tell you that she now stands without the door!"    

 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, ponderous and 

ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust, but then without those 

doors there did stand the 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 zig-zag 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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                 WASHINGTON IRVING, THE LEGEND 

                         OF THE SLEEPY HOLLOW 

          Found among the papers of the late Diedrech Knickerbocker.  

  A pleasing land of drowsy head it was,   

  Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye;  

  And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,   

  Forever flushing round a summer sky. - Castle of Indolence. 

             In the bosom of one of those spacious coves which indent the 

eastern shore of the Hudson, at that broad expansion of the river 

denominated by the ancient Dutch navigators the Tappan Zee, and 

where they always prudently shortened sail and implored the protection 

of St. Nicholas when they crossed, there lies a small market town or 

rural port, which by some is called Greensburgh, but which is more 

generally and properly known by the name of Tarry Town. This name 

was given, we are told, in former days, by the good housewives of the 

adjacent country, from the inveterate propensity of their husbands to 

linger about the village tavern on market days. Be that as it may, I do 

not vouch for the fact, but merely advert to it, for the sake of being 

precise and authentic.       

 Not far from this village, perhaps about two miles, there is a little 

valley or rather lap of land among high hills, which is one of the quietest 

places in the whole world. A small brook glides through it, with just 

murmur enough to lull one to repose; and the occasional whistle of a 

quail or tapping of a woodpecker is almost the only sound that ever 

breaks in upon the uniform tranquillity. I recollect that, when a stripling, 

my first exploit in squirrel-shooting was in a grove of tall walnut-trees 

that shades one side of the valley. I had wandered into it at noontime, 

when all nature is peculiarly quiet, and was startled by the roar of my 

own gun, as it broke the Sabbath stillness around and was prolonged 
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and reverberated by the angry echoes. If ever I should wish for a retreat 

whither I might steal from the world and its distractions, and dream 

quietly away the remnant of a troubled life, I know of none more 

promising than this little valley.   From the listless repose of the place, 

and the peculiar character of its inhabitants, who are descendants from 

the original Dutch settlers, this sequestered glen has long been known 

by the name of SLEEPY HOLLOW, and its rustic lads are called the Sleepy 

Hollow Boys throughout all the neighboring country.    

 A drowsy, dreamy influence seems to hang over the land, and to 

pervade the very atmosphere. Some say that the place was bewitched 

by a High German doctor, during the early days of the settlement; 

others, that an old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of his tribe, held 

his powwows there before the country was discovered by Master 

Hendrick Hudson. Certain it is, the place still continues under the sway of 

some witching power that holds a spell over the minds of the good 

people, causing them to walk in a continual reverie. They are given to all 

kinds of marvelous beliefs; are subject to trances and visions, and 

frequently see strange sights, and hear music and voices in the air. The 

whole neighborhood abounds with local tales, haunted spots, and twilight 

superstitions; stars shoot and meteors glare oftener across the valley 

than in any other part of the country, and the nightmare, with her whole 

ninefold, seems to make it the favorite scene of her gambols.  

 The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this enchanted region, 

and seems to be commander-in-chief of all the powers of the air, is the 

apparition of a figure on horseback, without a head. It is said by some to 

be the ghost of a Hessian trooper, whose head had been carried away by 

a cannon-ball, in some nameless battle during the Revolutionary War, 

and who is ever and anon seen by the country folk hurrying along in the 

gloom of night, as if on the wings of the wind. His haunts are not 

confined to the valley, but extend at times to the adjacent roads, and 

especially to the vicinity of a church at no great distance. Indeed, certain 
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of the most authentic historians of those parts, who have been careful in 

collecting and collating the floating facts concerning this spectre, allege 

that the body of the trooper having been buried in the churchyard, the 

ghost rides forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest of his head, and 

that the rushing speed with which he sometimes passes along the 

Hollow, like a midnight blast, is owing to his being belated, and in a 

hurry to get back to the churchyard before daybreak.    

 Such is the general purport of this legendary superstition, which 

has furnished materials for many a wild story in that region of shadows; 

and the spectre is known at all the country firesides, by the name of the 

Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow. It is remarkable that the visionary 

propensity I have mentioned is not confined to the native inhabitants of 

the valley, but is unconsciously imbibed by every one who resides there 

for a time. However wide awake they may have been before they 

entered that sleepy region, they are sure, in a little time, to inhale the 

witching influence of the air, and begin to grow imaginative, to dream 

dreams, and see apparitions.I mention this peaceful spot with all possible 

laud for it is in such little retired Dutch valleys, found here and there 

embosomed in the great State of New York, that population, manners, 

and customs remain fixed, while the great torrent of migration and 

improvement, which is making such incessant changes in other parts of 

this restless country, sweeps by them unobserved. They are like those 

little nooks of still water, which border a rapid stream, where we may 

see the straw and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or slowly revolving in 

their mimic harbor, undisturbed by the rush of the passing current. 

Though many years have elapsed since I trod the drowsy shades of 

Sleepy Hollow, yet I question whether I should not still find the same 

trees and the same families vegetating in its sheltered bosom.   

 In this by-place of nature there abode, in a remote period of 

American history, that is to say, some thirty years since, a worthy wight 

of the name of Ichabod Crane, who sojourned, or, as he expressed it, 
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"tarried," in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of instructing the children of 

the vicinity. He was a native of Connecticut, a State which supplies the 

Union with pioneers for the mind as well as for the forest, and sends 

forth yearly its legions of frontier woodmen and country schoolmasters. 

The cognomen of Crane was not inapplicable to his person.   

 He was tall, but exceedingly lank, with narrow shoulders, long 

arms and legs, hands that dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that 

might have served for shovels, and his whole frame most loosely hung 

together. His head was small, and flat at top, with huge ears, large green 

glassy eyes, and a long snipe nose, so that it looked like a weather-cock 

perched upon his spindle neck to tell which way the wind blew. To see 

him striding along the profile of a hill on a windy day, with his clothes 

bagging and fluttering about him, one might have mistaken him for the 

genius of famine descending upon the earth, or some scarecrow eloped 

from a cornfield. His schoolhouse was a low building of one large room, 

rudely constructed of logs; the windows partly glazed, and partly 

patched with leaves of old copybooks. It was most ingeniously secured at 

vacant hours, by a *withe twisted in the handle of the door, and stakes 

set against the window shutters; so that though a thief might get in with 

perfect ease, he would find some embarrassment in getting out, --an 

idea most probably borrowed by the architect, Yost Van Houten, from the 

mystery of an eelpot. The schoolhouse stood in a rather lonely but 

pleasant situation, just at the foot of a woody hill, with a brook running 

close by, and a formidable birch-tree growing at one end of it. From 

hence the low murmur of his pupils' voices, conning over their lessons, 

might be heard in a drowsy summer's day, like the hum of a beehive; 

interrupted now and then by the authoritative voice of the master, in the 

tone of menace or command, or, peradventure, by the appalling sound 

of the birch, as he urged some tardy loiterer along the flowery path of 

knowledge. Truth to say, he was a conscientious man, and ever bore in 

mind the golden maxim, "Spare the rod and spoil the child." Ichabod 
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Crane's scholars certainly were not spoiled. I would not have it imagined, 

however, that he was one of those cruel potentates of the school who joy 

in the smart of their subjects; on the contrary, he administered justice 

with discrimination rather than severity; taking the burden off the backs 

of the weak, and laying it on those of the strong. Your mere puny 

stripling that winced at the least flourish of the rod, was passed by with 

indulgence; but the claims of justice were satisfied by inflicting a double 

portion on some little tough wrong headed, broad-skirted Dutch urchin, 

who sulked and swelled and grew dogged and sullen beneath the birch. 

All this he called "doing his duty by their parents;" and he never inflicted 

a chastisement without following it by the assurance, so consolatory to 

the smarting urchin, that "he would remember it and thank him for it the 

longest day he had to live."        

 When school hours were over, he was even the companion and 

playmate of the larger boys; and on holiday afternoons would convoy 

some of the smaller ones home, who happened to have pretty sisters, or 

good housewives for mothers, noted for the comforts of the cupboard. 

Indeed, it behooved him to keep on good terms with his pupils. The 

revenue arising from his school was small, and would have been scarcely 

sufficient to furnish him with daily bread, for he was a huge feeder, and, 

though lank, had the dilating powers of an anaconda; but to help out his 

maintenance, he was, according to country custom in those parts, 

boarded and lodged at the houses of the farmers whose children he 

instructed. With these he lived successively a week at a time, thus going 

the rounds of the neighborhood, with all his worldly effects tied up in a 

cotton handkerchief.        

 That all this might not be too onerous on the purses of his rustic 

patrons, who are apt to considered the costs of schooling a grievous 

burden, and schoolmasters as mere drones he had various ways of 

rendering himself both useful and agreeable. He assisted the farmers 

occasionally in the lighter labors of their farms, helped to make hay, 
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mended the fences, took the horses to water, drove the cows from 

pasture, and cut wood for the winter fire. He laid aside, too, all the 

dominant dignity and absolute sway with which he lorded it in his little 

empire, the school, and became wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. He 

found favor in the eyes of the mothers by petting the children, 

particularly the youngest; and like the lion bold, which whilom so 

magnanimously the lamb did hold, he would sit with a child on one knee, 

and rock a cradle with his foot for whole hours together.    

 In addition to his other vocations, he was the singing- master of 

the neighborhood, and picked up many bright shillings by instructing the 

young folks in psalmody. It was a matter of no little vanity to him on 

Sundays, to take his station in front of the church gallery, with a band of 

chosen singers; where, in his own mind, he completely carried away the 

palm from the parson. Certain it is, his voice resounded far above all the 

rest of the congregation; and there are peculiar quavers still to be heard 

in that church, and which may even be heard half a mile off, quite to the 

opposite side of the mill-pond, on a still Sunday morning, which are said 

to be legitimately descended from the nose of Ichabod Crane. Thus, by 

divers little makeshifts, in that ingenious way which is commonly 

denominated "by hook and by crook," the worthy pedagogue got on 

tolerably enough, and was thought, by all who understood nothing of the 

labor of headwork, to have a wonderfully easy life of it.   

 The schoolmaster is generally a man of some importance in the 

female circle of a rural neighborhood; being considered a kind of idle, 

gentlemanlike personage, of vastly superior taste and accomplishments 

to the rough country swains, and, indeed, inferior in learning only to the 

parson. His appearance, therefore, is apt to occasion some little stir at 

the tea-table of a farmhouse, and the addition of a supernumerary dish 

of cakes or sweetmeats, or, peradventure, the parade of a silver teapot. 

Our man of letters, therefore, was peculiarly happy in the smiles of all 

the country damsels.       
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 How he would figure among them in the churchyard, between 

services on Sundays; gathering grapes for them from the wild vines that 

overran the surrounding trees; reciting for their amusement all the 

epitaphs on the tombstones; or sauntering, with a whole bevy of them, 

along the banks of the adjacent mill-pond; while the more bashful 

country bumpkins hung sheepishly back, envying his superior elegance 

and address. From his half-itinerant life, also, he was a kind of traveling 

gazette, carrying the whole budget of local gossip from house to house, 

so that his appearance was always greeted with satisfaction. He was, 

moreover, esteemed by the women as a man of great erudition, for he 

had read several books quite through, and was a perfect master of 

Cotton Mather's "History of New England Witchcraft," in which, by the 

way, he most firmly and potently believed.    

 He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewdness and simple 

credulity. His appetite for the marvelous and his powers of digesting it 

were equally extraordinary; and both had been increased by his 

residence in this spell-bound region. No tale was too gross or monstrous 

for his capacious swallow. It was often his delight, after his school was 

dismissed in the afternoon, to stretch himself on the rich bed of clover 

bordering the little brook that whimpered by his school-house, and there 

con over old Mather's direful tales, until the gathering dusk of evening 

made the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. Then, as he wended 

his way by swamp and stream and awful woodland, to the farmhouse 

where he happened to be quartered, every sound of nature, at that 

witching hour, fluttered his excited imagination, -the moan of the whip-

poor-will from the hillside, the boding cry of the tree toad, that harbinger 

of storm, the dreary hooting of the screech owl, to the sudden rustling in 

the thicket of birds frightened from their roost.The fireflies, too, which 

sparkled most vividly in the darkest places, now and then startled him, 

as one of uncommon brightness would stream across his path; and if, by 

chance, a huge blockhead of a beetle came winging his blundering flight 
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against him, the poor varlet was ready to give up the ghost, with the 

idea that he was struck with a witch's token. His only resource on such 

occasions, either to drown thought or drive away evil spirits, was to sing 

psalm tunes and the good people of Sleepy Hollow, as they sat by their 

doors of an evening, were often filled with awe at hearing his nasal 

melody, "in linked sweetness long drawn out," floating from the distant 

hill, or along the dusky road.     

 Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was to pass long winter 

evenings with the old Dutch wives, as they sat spinning by the fire, with 

a row of apples roasting and spluttering along the hearth, and listen to 

their marvellous tales of ghosts and goblins, and haunted fields, and 

haunted brooks, and haunted bridges, and haunted houses, and 

particularly of the headless horseman, or Galloping Hessian of the 

Hollow, as they sometimes called him. He would delight them equally by 

his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of the direful omens and portentous 

sights and sounds in the air, which prevailed in the earlier times of 

Connecticut; and would frighten them woefully with speculations upon 

comets and shooting stars; and with the alarming fact that the world did 

absolutely turn round, and that they were half the time topsy-turvy! 

 But if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly cuddling in the 

chimney corner of a chamber that was all of a ruddy glow from the 

crackling wood fire, and where, of course, no spectre dared to show its 

face, it was dearly purchased by the terrors of his subsequent walk 

homewards. What fearful shapes and shadows beset his path, amidst the 

dim and ghastly glare of a snowy night! With what wistful look did he eye 

every trembling ray of light streaming across the waste fields from some 

distant window! How often was he appalled by some shrub covered with 

snow, which, like a sheeted spectre, beset his very path! How often did 

he shrink with curdling awe at the sound of his own steps on the frosty 

crust beneath his feet; and dread to look over his shoulder, lest he 

should behold some uncouth being tramping close behind him! and how 
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often was he thrown into complete dismay by some rushing blast, 

howling among the trees, in the idea that it was the Galloping Hessian on 

one of his nightly scourings!      

 All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, phantoms of 

the mind that walk in darkness; and though he had seen many spectres 

in his time, and been more than once beset by Satan in divers shapes, in 

his lonely perambulations, yet daylight put an end to all these evils; and 

he would have passed a pleasant life of it, in despite of the Devil and all 

his works, if his path had not been crossed by a being that causes more 

perplexity to mortal man than ghosts, goblins, and the whole race of 

witches put together, and that was-a woman.    

 Among the musical disciples who assembled, one evening in each 

week, to receive his instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van Tassel, 

the daughter and only child of a substantial Dutch farmer. She was a 

booming lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge; ripe and melting 

and rosy-cheeked as one of her father's peaches, and universally famed, 

not merely for her beauty, but her vast expectations. She was withal a 

little of a coquette, as might be perceived even in her dress, which was a 

mixture of ancient and modern fashions, as most suited to set of her 

charms. She wore the ornaments of pure yellow gold, which her great-

great-grandmother had brought over from Saar dam; the tempting 

stomacher of the olden time, and withal a provokingly short petticoat, to 

display the prettiest foot and ankle in the country round.  

 Ichahod Crane had a soft and foolish heart towards the sex; and 

it is not to be wondered at, that so tempting a morsel soon found favor 

in his eyes, more especially after he had visited her in her paternal 

mansion. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture of a thriving, 

contented, liberal-hearted farmer. He seldom, it is true, sent either his 

eyes or his thoughts beyond the boundaries of his own farm; but within 

those everything was snug, happy and well-conditioned.  He was satisfied 

with his wealth, but not proud of it; and piqued himself upon the hearty 



 43 

abundance, rather than the style in which he lived. His stronghold was 

situated on the banks of the Hudson, in one of those green, sheltered, 

fertile nooks in which the Dutch farmers are so fond of nestling. A great 

elm tree spread its broad branches over it, at the foot of which bubbled 

up a spring of the softest and sweetest water, in a little well formed of a 

barrel; and then stole sparkling away through the grass, to a neighboring 

brook, that babbled along among alders and dwarf willows.   

 Hard by the farmhouse was a vast barn, that might have served 

for a church; every window and crevice of which seemed bursting forth 

with the treasures of the farm; the flail was busily resounding within it 

from morning to night; swallows and martins skimmed twittering about 

the eaves; an rows of pigeons, some with one eye turned up, as if 

watching the weather, some with their heads under their wings or buried 

in their bosoms, and others swelling, and cooing, and bowing about their 

dames, were enjoying the sunshine on the roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers 

were grunting in the repose and abundance of their pens, from whence 

sallied forth, now and then, troops of sucking pigs, as if to snuff the air.A 

stately squadron of snowy geese were riding in an adjoining pond, 

convoying whole fleets of ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling 

through the farmyard, and Guinea fowls fretting about it, like ill-

tempered housewives, with their peevish, discontented cry.  

 Before the barn door strutted the gallant cock, that pattern of a 

husband, a warrior and a fine gentleman, clapping his burnished wings 

and crowing in the pride and gladness of his heart, sometimes tearing up 

the earth with his feet, and then generously calling his ever-hungry 

family of wives and children to enjoy the rich morsel which he had 

discovered. The pedagogue's mouth watered as he looked upon this 

sumptuous promise of luxurious winter fare. In his devouring mind's eye, 

he pictured to himself every roasting-pig running about with a pudding in 

his belly, and an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were snugly put to bed 

in a comfortable pie, and tucked in with a coverlet of crust; the geese 
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were swimming in their own gravy; and the ducks pairing cosily in 

dishes, like snug married couples, with a decent competency of onion 

sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out the future sleek side of bacon, 

and juicy relishing ham; not a turkey but he beheld daintily trussed up, 

with its gizzard under its wing, and, peradventure, a necklace of savory 

sausages; and even bright chanticleer himself lay sprawling on his back, 

in a side dish, with uplifted claws, as if craving that quarter which his 

chivalrous spirit disdained to ask while living.    

 As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, and as he rolled his 

great green eyes over the fat meadow lands, the rich fields of wheat, of 

rye, of buckwheat, and Indian corn, and the orchards burdened with 

ruddy fruit, which surrounded the warm tenement of Van Tassel, his 

heart yearned after the damsel who was to inherit these domains, and 

his imagination expanded with the idea, how they might be readily 

turned into cash, and the money invested in immense tracts of wild land, 

and shingle palaces in the wilderness.     

 Nay, his busy fancy already realized his hopes, and presented to 

him the blooming Katrina, with a whole family of children, mounted on 

the top of a wagon loaded with household trumpery, with pots and 

kettles dangling beneath; and he beheld himself bestriding a pacing 

mare, with a colt at her heels, setting out for Kentucky, Tennessee, or 

the Lord knows where! When he entered the house, the conquest of his 

heart was complete. It was one of those spacious farmhouses, with high- 

ridged but lowly sloping roofs, built in the style handed down from the 

first Dutch settlers; the low projecting eaves forming a piazza along the 

front, capable of being closed up in bad weather. Under this were hung 

flails, harness, various utensils of husbandry, and nets for fishing in the 

neighboring river. Benches were built along the sides for summer use; 

and a great spinning-wheel at one end, and a churn at the other, showed 

the various uses to which this important porch might be devoted. 

 From this piazza the wondering Ichabod entered the hall, which 
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formed the centre of the mansion, and the place of usual residence. Here 

rows of resplendent pewter, ranged on a long dresser, dazzled his eyes. 

In one corner stood a huge bag of wool, ready to be spun; in another, a 

quantity of linsey-woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian corn, and 

strings of dried apples and peaches, hung in gay festoons along the 

walls, mingled with the gaud of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave 

him a peep into the best parlor, where the claw-footed chairs and dark 

mahogany tables shone like mirrors; andirons, with their accompanying 

shovel and tongs, glistened from their covert of asparagus tops; mock- 

oranges and conch- shells decorated the mantelpiece; strings of various-

colored birds eggs were suspended above it; a great ostrich egg was 

hung from the centre of the room, and a corner cupboard, knowingly left 

open, displayed immense treasures of old silver and well-mended china. 

 From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these regions of 

delight, the peace of his mind was at an end, and his only study was how 

to gain the affections of the peerless daughter of Van Tassel. In this 

enterprise, however, he had more real difficulties than generally fell to 

the lot of a knight-errant of yore, who seldom had anything but giants, 

enchanters, fiery dragons, and such like easily conquered adversaries, to 

contend with and had to make his way merely through gates of iron and 

brass, and walls of adamant to the castle keep, where the lady of his 

heart was confined; all which he achieved as easily as a man would 

carve his way to the centre of a Christmas pie; and then the lady gave 

him her hand as a matter of course.     

 Ichabod, on the contrary, had to win his way to the heart of a 

country coquette, beset with a labyrinth of whims and caprices, which 

were forever presenting new difficulties and impediments; and he had to 

encounter a host of fearful adversaries of real flesh and blood, the 

numerous rustic admirers, who beset every portal to her heart, keeping 

a watchful and angry eye upon each other, but ready to fly out in the 

common cause against any new competitor.    
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 Among these, the most formidable was a burly, roaring, 

roystering blade, of the name of Abraham, or, according to the Dutch 

abbreviation, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the country round which rang 

with his feats of strength and hardihood. He was broad-shouldered and 

double-jointed, with short curly black hair, and a bluff but not unpleasant 

countenance, having a mingled air of fun and arrogance. From his 

Herculean frame and great powers of limb he had received the nickname 

of Brom Bones, by which he was universally known. He was famed for 

great knowledge and skill in horsemanship, being as dexterous on 

horseback as a Tartar. He was foremost at all races and cock fights; and, 

with the ascendancy which bodily strength always acquires in rustic life, 

was the umpire in all disputes, setting his hat on one side, and giving his 

decisions with an air and tone that admitted of no gainsay or appeal. He 

was always ready for either a fight or a frolic; but had more mischief 

than ill-will in his composition; and with all his overbearing roughness, 

there was a strong dash of waggish good humor at bottom.   

 He had three or four boon companions, who regarded him as their 

model, and at the head of whom he scoured the country, attending every 

scene of feud or merriment for miles round. In cold weather he was 

distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted with a flaunting fox's tail; and 

when the folks at a country gathering descried this well-known crest at a 

distance, whisking about among a squad of hard riders, they always 

stood by for a squall. Sometimes his crew would be heard dashing along 

past the farmhouses at midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of 

Don Cossacks; and the old dames, startled out of their sleep, would 

listen for a moment till the hurry-scurry had clattered by, and then 

exclaim, "Ay, there goes Brom Bones and his gang!" The neighbors 

looked upon him with a mixture of awe, admiration, and good-will; and, 

when any madcap prank or rustic brawl occurred in the vicinity, always 

shook their heads, and warranted Brom Bones was at the bottom of it. 

This rantipole hero had for some time singled out the blooming Katrina 
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for the object of his uncouth gallantries, and though his amorous toyings 

were something like the gentle caresses and endearments of a bear, yet 

it was whispered that she did not altogether discourage his hopes. 

Certain it is, his advances were signals for rival candidates to retire, who 

felt no inclination to cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that when his 

horse was seen tied to Van Tassel's paling, on a Sunday night, a sure 

sign that his master was courting, or, as it is termed, " sparking," within, 

all other suitors passed by in despair, and carried the war into other 

quarters.         

 Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod Crane had to 

contend, and, considering, all things, a stouter man than he would have 

shrunk from the competition, and a wiser man would have despaired. He 

had, however, a happy mixture of pliability and perseverance in his 

nature; he was in form and spirit like a supple-jack a yielding, but tough; 

though he bent, he never broke; and though he bowed beneath the 

slightest pressure, yet, the moment it was away-jerk!-he was as erect, 

and carried his head as high as ever. To have taken the field openly 

against his rival would have been madness; for he was not a man to be 

thwarted in his amours, any more than that stormy lover, Achilles. 

Ichabod, therefore, made his advances in a quiet and gently insinuating 

manner. Under cover of his character of singing-master, he made 

frequent visits at the farmhouse; not that he had anything to apprehend 

from the meddlesome interference of parents, which is so often a 

stumbling-block in the path of lovers.     

 Balt Van Tassel was an easy indulgent soul; he loved his daughter 

better even than his pipe, and, like a reasonable man and an excellent 

father, let her have her way in everything. His notable little wife, too, 

had enough to do to attend to her housekeeping and manage her 

poultry; for, as she sagely observed, ducks and geese are foolish things, 

and must be looked after, but girls can take care of themselves. Thus, 

while the busy dame bustled about the house, or plied her spinning-
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wheel at one end of the piazza, honest Balt would sit smoking his 

evening pipe at the other, watching the achievements of a little wooden 

warrior, who, armed with a sword in each hand, was most valiantly 

fighting the wind on the pinnacle of the barn. In the mean time, Ichabod 

would carry on his suit with the daughter by the side of the spring under 

the great elm, or sauntering along in the twilight, that hour so favorable 

to the lover's eloquence.        

 I profess not to know how women's hearts are wooed and won. 

To me they have always been matters of riddle and admiration. Some 

seem to have but one vulnerable point or door of access; while others 

have a thousand avenues, and may be captured in a thousand different 

ways. It is a great triumph of skill to gain the former, but a still greater 

proof of generalship to maintain possession of the latter, for man must 

battle for his fortress at every door and window. He who wins a thousand 

common hearts is therefore entitled to some renown; but he who keeps 

undisputed sway over the heart of a coquette is indeed a hero. Certain it 

is, this was not the case with the redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the 

moment Ichabod Crane made his advances, the interests of the former 

evidently declined: his horse was no longer seen tied to the palings on 

Sunday nights, and a deadly feud gradually arose between him and the 

preceptor of Sleepy Hollow.       

 Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his nature, would 

fain have carried matters to open warfare and have settled their 

pretensions to the lady, according to the mode of those most concise and 

simple reasoners, the knights-errant of yore, by single combat; but 

lchabod was too conscious of the superior might of his adversary to enter 

the lists against him; he had overheard a boast of Bones, that he would 

"double the schoolmaster up, and lay him on a shelf of his own 

schoolhouse;" and he was too wary to give him an opportunity.  

 There was something extremely provoking, in this obstinately 

pacific system; it left Brom no alternative but to draw upon the funds of 
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rustic waggery in his disposition, and to play off boorish practical jokes 

upon his rival. Ichabod became the object of whimsical persecution to 

Bones and his gang of rough riders. They harried his hitherto peaceful 

domains, smoked out his singing- school by stopping up the chimney, 

broke into the schoolhouse at night, in spite of its formidable fastenings 

of withe and window stakes, and turned everything topsy-turvy, so that 

the poor schoolmaster began to think all the witches in the country held 

their meetings there. But what was still more annoying, Brom took all 

opportunities of turning him into ridicule in presence of his mistress, and 

had a scoundrel dog whom he taught to whine in the most ludicrous 

manner, and introduced as a rival of Ichabod's, to instruct her in 

psalmody. In this way matters went on for some time, without producing 

any material effect on the relative situations of the contending powers. 

 On a fine autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in pensive mood, sat 

enthroned on the lofty stool from whence he usually watched all the 

concerns of his little literary realm. In his hand he swayed a ferule, that 

sceptre of despotic power; the birch of justice reposed on three nails 

behind the throne, a constant terror to evil doers, while on the desk 

before him might be seen sundry contraband articles and prohibited 

weapons, detected upon the persons of idle urchins, such as half-

munched apples, popguns, whirligigs, fly-cages, and whole legions of 

rampant little paper game-cocks.     

 Apparently there had been some appalling act of justice recently 

inflicted, for his scholars were all busily intent upon their books, or slyly 

whispering behind them with one eye kept upon the master; and a kind 

of buzzing stillness reigned throughout the schoolroom. It was suddenly 

interrupted by the appearance of a negro in tow-cloth jacket and 

trousers. a round-crowned fragment of a hat, like the cap of Mercury, 

and mounted on the back of a ragged, wild, half-broken colt, which he 

managed with a rope by way of halter.      

 He came clattering up to the school-door with an invitation to 
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Ichabod to attend a merry - making or "quilting-frolic," to be held that 

evening at Mynheer Van Tassel's; and having, delivered his message 

with that air of importance and effort at fine language which a negro is 

apt to display on petty embassies of the kind, he dashed over the brook, 

and was seen scampering, away up the Hollow, full of the importance 

and hurry of his mission.       

 All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet schoolroom. The 

scholars were hurried through their lessons without stopping at trifles; 

those who were nimble skipped over half with impunity, and those who 

were tardy had a smart application now and then in the rear, to quicken 

their speed or help them over a tall word. Books were flung aside 

without being put away on the shelves, inkstands were overturned, 

benches thrown down, and the whole school was turned loose an hour 

before the usual time, bursting forth like a legion of young imps, yelping 

and racketing about the green in joy at their early emancipation. 

 The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at his 

toilet, brushing and furbishing up his best, and indeed only suit of rusty 

black, and arranging his locks by a bit of broken looking-glass that hung 

up in the schoolhouse. That he might make his appearance before his 

mistress in the true style of a cavalier, he borrowed a horse from the 

farmer with whom he was domiciliated, a choleric old Dutchman of the 

name of Hans Van Ripper, and, thus gallantly mounted, issued forth like 

a knight- errant in quest of adventures.     

 But it is meet I should, in the true spirit of romantic story, give 

some account of the looks and equipments of my hero and his steed. The 

animal he bestrode was a broken-down plow-horse that had outlived 

almost everything but its viciousness. He was gaunt and shagged, with a 

ewe neck, and a head like a hammer; his rusty mane and tail were 

tangled and knotted with burs; one eye had lost its pupil, and was 

glaring and spectral, but the other had the gleam of a genuine devil in it. 

Still he must have had fire and mettle in his day, if we may judge from 
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the name he bore of Gunpowder. He had, in fact, been a favorite steed 

of his master's, the choleric Van Ripper, who was a furious rider, and had 

infused, very probably, some of his own spirit into the animal; for, old 

and broken-down as he looked, there was more of the lurking devil in 

him than in any young filly in the country.     

 Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed. He rode with short 

stirrups, which brought his knees nearly up to the pommel of the saddle; 

his sharp elbows stuck out like grasshoppers'; he carried his whip 

perpendicularly in his hand, like a sceptre, and as his horse jogged on, 

the motion of his arms was not unlike the flapping of a pair of wings. A 

small wool hat rested on the top of his nose, for so his scanty strip of 

forehead might be called, and the skirts of his black coat fluttered out 

almost to the horses tail. Such was the appearance of Ichabod and his 

steed as they shambled out of the gate of Hans Van Ripper, and it was 

altogether such an apparition as is seldom to be met with in broad 

daylight.          

 It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day; the sky was clear and 

serene, and nature wore that rich and golden livery which we always 

associate with the idea of abundance. The forests had put on their sober 

brown and yellow, while some trees of the tenderer kind had been 

nipped by the frosts into brilliant dyes of orange, purple, and scarlet. 

Streaming files of wild ducks began to make their appearance high in the 

air; the bark of the squirrel might be heard from the groves of beech and 

hickory- nuts and the pensive whistle of the quail at intervals from the 

neighboring stubble field.        

 The small birds were taking their farewell banquets. In the 

fullness of their revelry, they fluttered, chirping and frolicking from bush 

to bush, and tree to tree, capricious from the very profusion and variety 

around them. There was the honest cock-robin, the favorite game of 

stripling sportsmen, with its loud querulous note; and the twittering 

blackbirds flying in sable clouds, and the golden- winged woodpecker 
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with his crimson crest, his broad black gorget, and splendid plumage; 

and the cedar-bird, with its red tipt wings and yellow-tipt tail and its little 

monteiro cap of feathers; and the blue jay, that noisy coxcomb, in his 

gay light blue coat and white underclothes, screaming and chattering, 

nodding and bobbing and bowing, and pretending to be on good terms 

with every songster of the grove.      

 As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his eye ever open to every 

symptom of culinary abundance ranged with delight over the treasures of 

jolly autumn. On all sides he beheld vast store of apples: some hanging 

in oppressive opulence on the trees; some gathered into baskets and 

barrels for the market; others heaped up in rich piles for the cider-press. 

Farther on he beheld great fields of Indian corn, with its golden ears 

peeping from their leafy coverts, and holding out the promise of cakes 

and hasty- pudding; and the yellow pumpkins lying beneath them, 

turning up their fair round bellies to the sun, and giving ample prospects 

of the most luxurious of pies; and anon he passed the fragrant 

buckwheat fields breathing the odor of the beehive, and as he beheld 

them, soft anticipations stole over his mind of dainty slap-jacks, well 

buttered, and garnished with honey or treacle, by the delicate little 

dimpled hand of Katrina Van Tassel.     

 Thus feeding his mind with many sweet thoughts and "sugared 

suppositions," he journeyed along the sides of a range of hills which look 

out upon some of the goodliest scenes of the mighty Hudson. The sun 

gradually wheeled his broad disk down in the west. The wide bosom of 

the Tappan Zee lay motionless and glassy, excepting that here and there 

a gentle undulation waved and prolonged the blue shallow of the distant 

mountain. A few amber clouds floated in the sky, without a breath of air 

to move them. The horizon was of a fine golden tint, changing gradually 

into a pure apple green, and from that into the deep blue of the mid- 

heaven. A slanting ray lingered on the woody crests of the precipices 

that overhung some parts of the river, giving greater depth to the dark 
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gray and purple of their rocky sides. A sloop was loitering in the 

distance, dropping slowly down with the tide, her sail hanging uselessly 

against the mast; and as the reflection of the sky gleamed along the still 

water, it seemed as if the vessel was suspended in the air.   

 It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at the castle of the 

Heer Van Tassel, which he found thronged with the pride and flower of 

the adjacent country Old farmers, a spare leathern- faced race, in 

homespun coats and breeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and 

magnificent pewter buckles.      

 Their brisk, withered little dames, in close crimped caps, long 

waisted short-gowns, homespun petticoats, with scissors and pin-

cushions, and gay calico pockets hanging on the outside.Buxom lasses 

almost as antiquated as their mothers, excepting where a straw hat, a 

fine ribbon, or perhaps a white frock, gave symptoms of city innovation. 

The sons, in short square-skirted coats, with rows of stupendous brass 

buttons, and their hair generally queued in the fashion of the times, 

especially if they could procure an eel-skin for the purpose, it being 

esteemed throughout the country as a potent nourisher and strengthener 

of the hair.         

 Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, having come to 

the gathering on his favorite steed Daredevil, a creature, like himself, full 

of mettle and mischief, and which no one but himself could manage. He 

was, in fact, noted for preferring vicious animals, given to all kinds of 

tricks which kept the rider in constant risk of his neck, for he held a 

tractable, well-broken horse as unworthy of a lad of spirit. Fain would I 

pause to dwell upon the world of charms that burst upon the enraptured 

gaze of my hero, as he entered the state parlor of Van Tassel's mansion. 

Not those of the bevy of buxom lasses, with their luxurious display of red 

and white; but the ample charms of a genuine Dutch country tea-table, 

in the sumptuous time of autumn. Such heaped up platters of cakes of 

various and almost indescribable kinds, known only to experienced Dutch 
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housewives! There was the doughty doughnut, the tender olykoek, and 

the crisp and crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger 

cakes and honey cakes, and the whole family of cakes. And then there 

were apple pies, and peach pies, and pumpkin pies; besides slices of 

ham and smoked beef; and moreover delectable dishes of preserved 

plums, and peaches, and pears, and quinces; not to mention broiled 

shad and roasted chickens; together with bowls of milk and cream, all 

mingled higgledy- pigglely, pretty much as I have enumerated them, 

with the motherly teapot sending up its clouds of vapor from the midst- 

Heaven bless the mark! I want breath and time to discuss this banquet 

as it deserves, and am too eager to get on with my story. Happily, 

Ichabod Crane was not in so great a hurry as his historian, but did ample 

justice to every dainty.        

 He was a kind and thankful creature, whose heart dilated in 

proportion as his skin was filled with good cheer, and whose spirits rose 

with eating, as some men's do with drink. He could not help, too, rolling 

his large eyes round him as he ate, and chuckling with the possibility 

that he might one day be lord of all this scene of almost unimaginable 

luxury and splendor. Then, he thought, how soon he’d turn his back 

upon the old schoolhouse; snap his fingers in the face of Hans Van 

Ripper, and every other niggardly patron, and kick any itinerant 

pedagogue out of doors that should dare to call him comrade!  

 Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his guests with a face 

dilated with content and good-humor, round and jolly as the harvest 

moon. His hospitable attentions were brief, but expressive, being 

confined to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud laugh, 

and a pressing invitation to "fall to, and help themselves." And now the 

sound of the music from the common room, or hall, summoned to the 

dance. The musician was an old gray-headed negro, who had been the 

itinerant orchestra of the neighborhood for more than half a century. His 

instrument was as old and battered as himself. The greater part of the 
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time he scraped on two or three strings, accompanying every movement 

of the bow with a motion of the head; bowing almost to the ground, and 

stamping with his foot whenever a fresh  couple were to start.   

 Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing as much as upon his 

vocal powers. Not a limb, not a fibre about him was idle; and to have 

seen his loosely hung frame in full motion, and clattering about the 

room, you would have thought St. Vitus himself, that blessed patron of 

the dance, was figuring before you in person. He was the admiration of 

all the negroes; who, having gathered, of all ages and sizes, from the 

farm and the neighborhood, stood forming a pyramid of shining black 

faces at every door and window; gazing with delight at the scene; rolling 

their white eye-balls, and showing grinning rows of ivory from ear to ear.             

 How could the flogger of urchins be otherwise than animated and 

joyous? The lady of his heart was his partner in the dance, and smiling 

graciously in reply to all his amorous oglings; while Brom Bones, sorely 

smitten with love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself in one corner.  

When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of the 

sager folks, who, with Old V an Tassel, sat smoking at one end of the 

piazza, gossiping over former times, and drawing out long stories about 

the war. This neighborhood, at the time of which I am speaking, was one 

of those highly favored places which abound with chronicle and great 

men. The British and American line had run near it during the war; it 

had, therefore], been the scene of marauding and infested with refugees, 

cow-boys, and all kinds of border chivalry. Just sufficient time had 

elapsed to enable each story-teller to dress up his tale with a little 

becoming fiction, and, in the indistinctness of his recollection, to make 

himself the hero of every exploit.      

 There was the story of Doffue Martling, a large blue-bearded 

Dutchman, who had nearly taken a British frigate with an old iron nine-

pounder from a mud breastwork only that his gun burst at the sixth 

discharge. And there was an old gentleman who shall be nameless, being 
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too rich a mynheer to be lightly mentioned, who, in the battle of White 

Plains, being an excellent master of defence, parried a musket-ball with 

a small-sword, insomuch that he absolutely felt it whiz round the blade, 

and glance off at the hilt; in proof of which he was ready at any time to 

show the sword, with the hilt a little bent. There were several more that 

had been equally great in the field, not one of whom but was persuaded 

that he had a considerable hand in bringing the war to a happy 

termination.         

 But all these were nothing to the tales of ghosts and apparitions 

that succeeded. The neighborhood is rich in legendary treasures of the 

kind. Local tales and superstitions thrive best in these sheltered, long 

settled retreats; but are trampled under foot by the shifting throng that 

forms the population of most of our country places.   

 Besides, there is no encouragement for ghosts in most of our 

villages, for they have scarcely had time to finish their first nap and turn 

themselves in their graves, before their surviving friends have travelled 

away from the neighborhood; so that when they turn out at night to walk 

their rounds, they have no acquaintance left to call upon. This is perhaps 

the reason why we so seldom hear of ghosts except in our long-

established Dutch communities. The immediate cause, however, of the 

prevalence of supernatural stories in these parts, was doubtless owing to 

the vicinity of Sleepy Hollow. There was a contagion in the very air that 

blew from that haunted region; it breathed forth an atmosphere of 

dreams and fancies infecting all the land. Several of the Sleepy Hollow 

people were present at Van Tassel's, and, as usual, were doling out their 

wild and wonderful legends. Many dismal tales were told about funeral 

trains, and mourning cries and wailings heard and seen about the great 

tree where the unfortunate Major Andre was taken, and which stood in 

the neighborhood.        

 Some mention was made also of the woman in white that 

haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock, and was often heard to shriek on 
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winter nights before a storm, having perished there in the snow. The 

chief part of the stories, however, turned upon the favorite spectre of 

Sleepy Hollow, the Headless Horseman, who had been heard several 

times of late, patrolling the country; and, it was said, tethered his horse 

nightly among the graves in the churchyard.    

 The sequestered situation of this church seems always to have 

made it a favorite haunt of troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll, 

surrounded by locust, trees and lofty elms, from among which its decent, 

whitewashed walls shine modestly forth, like Christian purity beaming 

through the shades of retirement. A gentle slope descends from it to a 

silver sheet of water, bordered by high trees, between which, peeps may 

be caught at the blue hills of the Hudson. To look upon its grass-grown 

yard, where the sunbeams seem to sleep so quietly, one would think that 

there at least the dead might rest in peace. On one side of the church 

extends a wide woody dell, along which raves a large brook among 

broken rocks and trunks of fallen trees. Over a deep black part of the 

stream, not far from the church, was formerly thrown a wooden bridge; 

the road that led to it, and the bridge itself, were thickly shaded by 

overhanging trees, which cast a gloom about it, even in the daytime; but 

occasioned a fearful darkness at night. Such was one of the favorite 

haunts of the Headless Horseman, and the place where he was most 

frequently encountered.       

 The tale was told of old Brouwer, a most heretical disbeliever in 

ghosts, how he met the Horseman returning from his foray into Sleepy 

Hollow, and was obliged to get up behind him; how they galloped over 

bush and brake, over hill and swamp, until they reached the bridge; 

when the Horseman suddenly turned into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer 

into the brook, and sprang away over the tree-tops with a clap of 

thunder.         

 This story was immediately matched by a thrice marvellous 

adventure of Brom Bones, who made light of the Galloping Hessian as an 
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arrant jockey. He affirmed that on returning one night from the 

neighboring village of Sing Sing, he had been overtaken by this midnight 

trooper; that he had offered to race with him for a bowl of punch, and 

should have won it too, for Daredevil beat the goblin horse all hollow, 

but just as they came to the church bridge, the Hessian bolted, and 

vanished in a flash of fire. All these tales, told in that drowsy undertone 

with which men talk in the dark, the countenances of the listeners only 

now and then receiving a casual gleam from the glare of a pipe, sank 

deep in the mind of Ichabod. He repaid them in kind with large extracts 

from his invaluable author, Cotton Mather, and added many marvellous 

events that had taken place in his native State of Connecticut, and 

fearful sights which he had seen in his nightly walks about Sleepy 

Hollow.         

 The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered 

together their families in their wagons, and were heard for some time 

rattling along the hollow roads, and over the distant hills. Some of the 

damsels mounted on pillions behind their favorite swains, and their light-

hearted laughter, mingling with the clatter of hoofs, echoed along the 

silent woodlands, sounding fainter and fainter, until they gradually died 

away, and the late scene of noise and frolic was all silent and deserted. 

Ichabod only lingered behind, according to the custom of country lovers, 

to have a tete-a-tete with the heiress; fully convinced that he was now 

on the high road to success.      

 What passed at this interview I will not pretend to say, for in fact 

I do not know. Something, however, I fear me, must have gone wrong, 

for he certainly sallied forth, after no very great interval, with an air 

quite desolate and chapfallen. Oh, these women! these women! Could 

that girl have been playing off any of her coquettish tricks? Was her 

encouragement of the poor pedagogue all a mere sham to secure her 

conquest of his rival? Heaven only knows, not I!    

 Let it suffice to say, Ichabod stole forth with the air of one who 
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had been sacking a hen-roost, rather than a fair lady's heart. Without 

looking to the right or left to notice the scene of rural wealth, on which 

he had so often gloated, he went straight to the stable, and with several 

hearty cuffs and kicks roused his steed most uncourteously from the 

comfortable quarters in which he was soundly sleeping, dreaming of 

mountains of corn and oats, and whole valleys of timothy and clover.  

 It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod, heavy 

hearted and crest-fallen, pursued his travels homewards, along the sides 

of the lofty hills which rise above Tarry Town, and which he had 

traversed so cheerily in the afternoon.The hour was as dismal as himself. 

 Far below him the Tappan Zee spread its dusky and indistinct 

waste of waters, with here and there the tall mast of a sloop, riding 

quietly at anchor under the land. In the dead hush of midnight, he could 

even hear the barking of the watchdog from the opposite shore of the 

Hudson; but it was so vague and faint as only to give an idea of his 

distance from this faithful companion of man. Now and then, too, the 

long-drawn crowing of a cock, accidentally awakened, would sound far, 

far off, from some farmhouse away among the hills-but it was like a 

dreaming sound in his ear.       

 No signs of life occurred near him, but occasionally the 

melancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the guttural twang of a bull-

frog from a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably and turning 

suddenly in his bed.  All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had 

heard in the afternoon now came crowding upon his recollection. The 

night grew darker and darker; the stars seemed to sink deeper in the 

sky, and driving clouds occasionally hid them from his sight. He had 

never felt so lonely and dismal. He was, moreover, approaching the very 

place where many of the scenes of the ghost stories had been laid.  

 In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip-tree, which 

towered like a giant above all the other trees of the neighborhood, and 

formed a kind of landmark. Its limbs were gnarled and fantastic, large 
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enough to form trunks for ordinary trees, twisting down almost to the 

earth, and rising again into the air. It was connected with the tragical 

story of the unfortunate Andre, who had been taken prisoner hard by; 

and was universally known by the name of Major Andre's tree. The 

common people regarded it with a mixture of respect and superstition, 

partly out of sympathy for the fate of its ill- starred namesake, and 

partly from the tales of strange sights, and doleful lamentations, told 

concerning it.        

 As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to whistle; he 

thought his whistle was answered; it was but a blast sweeping sharply 

through the dry branches. As he approached a little nearer, he thought 

he saw something white, hanging in the midst of the tree: he paused, 

and ceased whistling but, on looking more narrowly, perceived that it 

was a place where the tree had been scathed by lightning, and the white 

wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard a groan--his teeth chattered, and his 

knees smote against the saddle: it was but the rubbing of one huge 

bough upon another, as they were swayed about by the breeze. He 

passed the tree in safety, but new perils lay before him.   

 About two hundred yards from the tree, a small brook crossed the 

road, and ran into a marshy and thickly-wooded glen, known by the 

name of Wiley's Swamp. A few rough logs, laid side by side, served for a 

bridge over this stream. On that side of the road where the brook 

entered the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick with wild 

grape-vines, threw a cavernous gloom over it. To pass this bridge was 

the severest trial. It was at this identical spot that the unfortunate Andre 

was captured, and under the covert of those chestnuts and vines were 

the sturdy yeomen concealed who surprised him. This has ever since 

been considered a haunted stream, and fearful are the feelings of the 

school-boy who has to pass it alone after dark.    

 As he approached the stream, his heart began to thump he 

summoned up, however, all his resolution, gave his horse half a score of 
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kicks in the ribs, and attempted to dash briskly across the bridge; but 

instead of starting forward, the perverse old animal made a lateral 

movement, and ran broadside against the fence. Ichabod, whose fears 

increased with the delay, jerked the reins on the other side, and kicked 

lustily with the contrary foot: it was all in vain; his steed started, it is 

true, but it was only to plunge to the opposite side of the road into a 

thicket of brambles and alder-bushes.     

 The schoolmaster now bestowed both whip and heel upon the 

starveling ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed forward, snuffling and 

snorting, but came to a stand just by the bridge, with a suddenness that 

had nearly sent his rider sprawling over his head. Just at this moment a 

plashy tramp by the side of the bridge caught the sensitive ear of 

Ichabod. In the dark shadow of the grove, on the margin of the brook, 

he beheld something huge, misshapen and towering. It stirred not, but 

seemed gathered up in the gloom, like some gigantic monster ready to 

spring upon the traveller.       

 The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon his head with 

terror. What was to be done? To turn and fly was now too late; and 

besides, what chance was there of escaping ghost or goblin, if such it 

was, which could ride upon the wings of the wind? Summoning up, 

therefore, a show of courage, he demanded in stammering accents,  

 " Who are you?" He received no reply. He repeated his demand in 

a still more agitated voice. Still there was no answer. Once more he 

cudgelled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and, shutting his eyes, 

broke forth with involuntary fervor into a psalm tune. Just then the 

shadowy object of alarm put itself in motion, and with a scramble and a 

bound stood at once in the middle of the road. Though the night was 

dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown might now in some degree 

be ascertained. He appeared to be a horseman of large dimensions, and 

mounted on a black horse of powerful frame. He made no offer of 

molestation or sociability, but kept aloof on one side of the road, jogging 
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along on the blind side of old Gunpowder, who had now got over his 

fright and waywardness.        

 Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight companion, 

and bethought himself of the adventure of Brom Bones with the 

Galloping Hessian, now quickened his steed in hopes of leaving him 

behind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse to an equal pace. 

Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a walk, thinking to lag behind, --the 

other did the same. His heart began to sink within him; he endeavored 

to resume his psalm tune, but his parched tongue clove to the roof of his 

mouth, and he could not utter a stave.     

 There was something in the moody and dogged silence of this 

pertinacious companion that was mysterious and appalling. It was soon 

fearfully accounted for. On mounting a rising ground which brought the 

figure of his fellow-traveller in relief against the sky, gigantic in height, 

and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod was horror-struck on perceiving that he 

was headless! But his horror was still more increased on observing that 

the head, which should have rested on his shoulders, was carried before 

him on the pommel of his saddle! His terror rose to desperation; he 

rained a shower of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder, hoping by a 

sudden movement to give his companion the slip; but the spectre started 

full jump with him. Away, then, they dashed through thick and thin; 

stones flying and sparks flashing at every bound. Ichabod's flimsy 

garments fluttered in the air, as he stretched his long lank body away 

over his horse's head, in the eagerness of his flight.    

 They had now reached the road which turns off to Sleepy Hollow; 

but Gunpowder, who seemed possessed with a demon, instead of 

keeping up it, made an opposite turn, and plunged headlong down hill to 

the left.         

 This road leads through a sandy hollow shaded by trees for about 

a quarter of a mile, where it crosses the bridge famous in goblin story; 

and just beyond swells the green knoll on which stands the whitewashed 
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church. As yet the panic of the steed had given his unskillful rider an 

apparent advantage in the chase, but just as he had got half way 

through the hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way, and he felt it 

slipping from under him. He seized it by the pommel, and endeavored to 

hold it firm, but in vain; and had just time to save himself by clasping 

old Gunpowder round the neck, when the saddle fell to the earth, and he 

heard it trampled under foot by his pursuer.    

 For a moment the terror of Hans Van Ripper's wrath passed 

across his mind, -for it was his Sunday saddle; but this was no time for 

petty fears; the goblin was hard on his haunches; and (unskillful rider 

that he was!) he had much ado to maintain his seat; sometimes slipping 

on one side, sometimes on another, and sometimes jolted on the high 

ridge of his horse's backbone, with a violence that he verily feared would 

cleave him asunder.        

 An opening, in the trees now cheered him with the hopes that the 

church bridge was at hand. The wavering reflection of a silver star in the 

bosom of the brook told him that he was not mistaken. He saw the walls 

of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. He recollected the 

place where Brom Bones' ghostly competitor had disappeared. "If I can 

but reach that bridge," thought Ichabod,” I am safe." Just then he heard 

the black steed panting and blowing close behind him; he even fancied 

that he felt his hot breath. Another convulsive kick in the ribs, and old 

Gunpowder sprang upon the bridge; he thundered over the resounding 

planks; he gained the opposite side; and now Ichabod cast a look behind 

to see if his pursuer should vanish, according to rule, in a flash of fire 

and brimstone. Just then he saw the goblin rising in his stirrups, and in 

the very act of hurling his head at him. Ichabod endeavored to dodge the 

horrible missile, but too late.It encountered his cranium with a 

tremendous crash- he was tumbled headlong into the dust, and 

Gunpowder, the black steed, and the goblin rider, passed by like a 

whirlwind.         
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 The next morning the old horse was found without his saddle, and 

with the bridle under his feet, soberly cropping the grass at his master's 

gate. Ichabod did not make his appearance at breakfast; dinner-hour 

came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the schoolhouse, and 

strolled idly about the banks of the brook; but no schoolmaster. Hans 

Van Ripper now began to feel some uneasiness about the fate of poor 

Ichabod, and his saddle.       

 An inquiry was set on foot, and after diligent investigation they 

came upon his traces. In one part of the road leading to the church was 

found the saddle trampled in the dirt; the tracks of horses' hoofs deeply 

dented in the road, and evidently at furious speed, were traced to the 

bridge, beyond which, on the bank of a broad part of the brook, where 

the water ran deep and black, was found the head of the unfortunate 

Ichabod, and close beside it a shattered pumpkin.The brook was 

searched, but the body of the schoolmaster was not to be 

discovered.Hans Van Ripper as executor of his estate, examined the 

bundle which contained all his worldly effects. They consisted of two 

shirts and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair or two of worsted 

stockings; an old pair of corduroy small- clothes; a rusty razor; a book of 

psalm tunes full of dog's-ears; and a broken pitch-pipe. As to the books 

and furniture of the schoolhouse, they belonged to the community, 

excepting Cotton Mather's History of Witchcraft, a New England Almanac, 

and book of dreams and fortune-telling; in which last was a sheet of 

foolscap much scribbled and blotted in several fruitless attempts to make 

a copy of verses in honor of the heiress of Van Tassel.   

 These magic books and the poetic scrawl were forthwith 

consigned to the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who, from that time 

forward, determined to send his children no more to school; observing 

that he never knew any good come of this same reading and writing. 

Whatever money the schoolmaster possessed, and he had received his 

quarter's pay but a day or two before, he must have had about his 



 65 

person at the time of his disappearance. The mysterious event caused 

much speculation at the church on the following Sunday. Knots of gazers 

and gossips were collected in the churchyard, at the bridge, and at the 

spot where the hat and pumpkin had been found. The stories of Brouwer, 

of Bones, and a whole budget of others were called to mind; and when 

they had diligently considered them all, and compared them with the 

symptoms of the present case, they shook their heads, and came to the 

conclusion chat Ichabod had been carried off by the Galloping Hessian. 

As he was a bachelor, and in nobody's debt, nobody troubled his head 

any more about him; the school was removed to a different quarter of 

the Hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in his stead.   

 It is true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a 

visit several years after, and from whom this account of the ghostly 

adventure was received, brought home the intelligence that Ichabod 

Crane was still alive; that he had left the neighborhood partly through 

fear of the goblin and Hans Van Ripper, and partly in mortification at 

having been suddenly dismissed by the heiress; that he had changed his 

quarters to a distant part of the country; had kept school and studied 

law at the same time; had been admitted to the bar; turned politician; 

electioneered; written for the newspapers; and finally had been made a 

justice of the ten pound court.      

 Brom Bones, too, who, shortly after his rival's disappearance 

conducted the blooming Katrina in triumph to the altar, was observed to 

look exceedingly knowing whenever the story of Ichabod was related, 

and always burst into a hearty laugh at the mention of the pumpkin; 

which led some to suspect that he knew more about the matter than he 

chose to tell. The old country wives, however, who are the best judges of 

these matters, maintain to this day that Ichabod was spirited away by 

supernatural means; and it is a favorite story often told about the 

neighborhood round the winter evening fire. The bridge became more 

than ever an object of superstitious awe; and that may be the reason 
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why the road has been altered of late years, so as to approach the 

church by the border of the mill-pond.The schoolhouse being deserted 

soon fell to decay, and was reported to be haunted by the ghost of the 

unfortunate pedagogue and the plough-boy, loitering homeward of a still 

summer evening, has often fancied his voice at a distance, chanting a 

melancholy psalm tune among the tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hollow.  

               

               WASHINGTON IRVING,  RIP VAN WINKLE 

           [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 book-worm.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 
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memory to say that his time might have been 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 folks, 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 for immortality, almost equal to the being 

stamped on a Waterloo Medal, or a Queen Anne’s Farthing.]   

                     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 sepulchre—           CARTWRIGHT.   

 Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the 

Catskill 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 
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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 weather-

cocks. 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 hen-pecked 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 
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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; every thing 

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 out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had 
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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 the 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 hen-

pecked husband.       

 Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much 

hen-pecked 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, 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 
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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 

broom-stick 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 

traveller.         

 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 
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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 tranquillity 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 fellow-sufferer 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 wistfuly 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 re-echoed 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 
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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 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 a 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 the waist—several pair of 

breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of 
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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 thunder-showers which often take 

place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, 

they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, 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 marvelled 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 amphitheatre, new 

objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the centre 

was a company of odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins. 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 
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old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced 

doublet, broad belt and 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 statue-like 

gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lack-lustre 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 

draught. 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.        
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 “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He 

recalled the occurrences before 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, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now 

suspected that the grave roysterers 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 witch-hazel, 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 amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained. 

The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall over which the torrent 
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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 every one 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-every thing 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 Catskill mountains-there ran the silver Hudson at a 
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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 half-starved 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, 

Dame 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 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 night-cap, 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 sceptre, 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 
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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 tranquillity. He looked in vain for the 

sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long 

pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke 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, eyeing 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, self-important 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 by-standers-“A tory! a tory! 
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a spy! a refugee! hustle him! away with him!”     

 It was with great difficulty that the self-important 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 church-yard 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, and certainly as ragged. The 
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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?      

 “Godknows,” 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 every thing’s changed, and I’m changed, 

and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!”    

 The by-standers 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 blood-
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vessel 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 a general 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 Catskill 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 
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his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine-

pins 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 idle 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 been a revolutionary 

war-that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England-and that, 

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, 

without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name 

was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, 
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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 nine-pins; and it is a common wish of all hen-

pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their 

hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s 

flagon. 

POSTSCRIPT 1 .—The following are traveling notes from a 

memorandum book of Mr. Knickerbocker:—    

 The Kaatsberg, or Catskill Mountains, have always been a region 

full of fable. The Indians considered them the abode of spirits, who 

influenced the weather, spreading sunshine or clouds over the landscape, 

and sending good or bad hunting seasons. They were ruled by an old 

squaw spirit, said to be their mother. She dwelt on the highest peak of 

the Catskills, and had charge of the doors of day and night to open and 

shut them at the proper hour. She hung up the new moon in the skies, 

and cut up the old ones into stars.       

 In times of drought, if properly propitiated, she would spin light 

summer clouds out of cobwebs and morning dew, and send them off 

from the crest of the mountain, flake after flake, like flakes of carded 

http://www.bartleby.com/195/4.html#note1
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cotton, to float in the air; until, dissolved by the heat of the sun, they 

would fall in gentle showers, causing the grass to spring, the fruits to 

ripen, and the corn to grow an inch an hour. If displeased, however, she 

would brew up clouds black as ink, sitting in the midst of them like a 

bottle-bellied spider in the midst of its web; and when these clouds 

broke, woe betide the valleys!      

 In old times, say the Indian traditions, there was a kind of 

Manitou or Spirit, who kept about the wildest recesses of the Catskill 

Mountains, and took a mischievous pleasure in wreaking all kinds of evils 

and vexations upon the red men. Sometimes he would assume the form 

of a bear, a panther, or a deer, lead the bewildered hunter a weary 

chase through tangled forests and among ragged rocks; and then spring 

off with a loud ho! ho! leaving him aghast on the brink of a beetling 

precipice or raging torrent.      

 The favorite abode of this Manitou is still shown. It is a great rock 

or cliff on the loneliest part of the mountains, and, from the flowering 

vines which clamber about it, and the wild flowers which abound in its 

neighborhood, is known by the name of the Garden Rock. Near the foot 

of it is a small lake, the haunt of the solitary bittern, with water snakes 

basking in the sun on the leaves of the pond lilies which lie on the 

surface. This place was held in great awe by the Indians, insomuch that 

the boldest hunter would not pursue his game within its precincts. 

 Once upon a time, however, a hunter who had lost his way, 

penetrated to the Garden Rock, where he beheld a number of gourds 

placed in the crotches of trees. One of these he seized, and made off 

with it, but in the hurry of his retreat he let it fall among the rocks, when 

a great stream gushed forth, which washed him away and swept him 

down precipices, where he was dashed to pieces, and the stream made 

its way to the Hudson, and continues to flow to the present day; being 

the identical stream known by the name of Kaaterskill. 
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            NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, THE AMBITIOUS GUEST  

                       

           One September night a family had gathered round their hearth, 

and piled it high with the driftwood of mountain streams, the dry cones 

of the pine, and the splintered ruins of great trees that had come 

crashing down the precipice. Up the chimney roared the fire, and 

brightened the room with its broad blaze. The faces of the father and 

mother had a sober gladness; the children laughed; the eldest daughter 

was the image of Happiness at seventeen; and the aged grandmother, 

who sat knitting in the warmest place, was the image of Happiness 

grown old. They had found the "herb, heart's-ease," in the bleakest spot 

of all New England. This family were situated in the Notch of the White 

Hills, where the wind was sharp throughout the year, and pitilessly cold 

in the winter,-giving their cottage all its fresh inclemency before it 

descended on the valley of the Saco.     

 They dwelt in a cold spot and a dangerous one; for a mountain 

towered above their heads, so steep, that the stones would often rumble 

down its sides and startle them at midnight.The daughter had just 

uttered some simple jest that filled them all with mirth, when the wind 

came through the Notch and seemed to pause before their cottage -

rattling the door, with a sound of wailing and lamentation, before it 

passed into the valley. For a moment it saddened them, though there 

was nothing unusual in the tones.      

 But the family were glad again when they perceived that the latch 

was lifted by some traveller, whose footsteps had been unheard amid the 

dreary blast which heralded his approach, and wailed as he was entering, 

and went moaning away from the door. Though they dwelt in such a 

solitude, these people held daily converse with the world. The romantic 

pass of the Notch is a great artery, through which the life-blood of 
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internal commerce is continually throbbing between Maine, on one side, 

and the Green Mountains and the shores of the St. Lawrence, on the 

other. The stage-coach always drew up before the door of the cottage. 

The wayfarer, with no companion but his staff, paused here to exchange 

a word that the sense of loneliness might not utterly overcome him ere 

he could pass through the cleft of the mountain, or reach the first house 

in the valley. And here the teamster, on his way to Portland market, 

would put up for the night; and, if a bachelor, might sit an hour beyond 

the usual bedtime, and steal a kiss from the mountain maid at parting. It 

was one of those primitive taverns where the traveller pays only for food 

and lodging, but meets with a homely kindness beyond all price. When 

the footsteps were heard, therefore, between the outer door and the 

inner one, the whole family rose up, grandmother, children and all, as if 

about to welcome some one who belonged to them, and whose fate was 

linked with theirs.       

 The door was opened by a young man. His face at first wore the 

melancholy expression, almost despondency, of one who travels a wild 

and bleak road, at nightfall and alone, but soon brightened up when he 

saw the kindly warmth of his reception. He felt his heart spring forward 

to meet them all, from the old woman, who wiped a chair with her 

apron, to the little child that held out its arms to him. One glance and 

smile placed the stranger on a footing of innocent familiarity with the 

eldest daughter.       

 "Ah, this fire is the right thing!" cried he; "especially when there 

is such a pleasant circle round it. I am quite benumbed; for the Notch is 

just like the pipe of a great pair of bellows; it has blown a terrible blast 

in my face all the way from Bartlett.       

 "Then you are going towards Vermont?" said the master of the 

house, as he helped to take a light knapsack off the young man's 

shoulders.        

 "Yes; to Burlington, and far enough beyond," replied he. "I meant 
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to have been at Ethan Crawford's to-night; but a pedestrian lingers along 

such a road as this. It is no matter; for, when I saw this good fire, and 

all your cheerful faces, I felt as if you had kindled it on purpose for me, 

and were waiting my arrival. So I shall sit down among you, and make 

myself at home."       

 The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn his chair to the fire 

when something like a heavy footstep was heard without, rushing down 

the steep side of the mountain, as with long and rapid strides, and taking 

such a leap in passing the cottage as to strike the opposite precipice. The 

family held their breath, because they knew the sound, and their guest 

held his by instinct.       

 "The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, for fear we should 

forget him," said the landlord, recovering himself. "He sometimes nods 

his head and threatens to come down; but we are old neighbors, and 

agree together pretty well upon the whole. Besides we have a sure place 

of refuge hard by if he should be coming in good earnest." 

 Let us now suppose the stranger to have finished his supper of 

bear's meat; and, by his natural felicity of manner, to have placed 

himself on a footing of kindness with the whole family, so that they 

talked as freely together as if he belonged to their mountain brood. He 

was of a proud, yet gentle spirit-haughty and reserved among the rich 

and great; but ever ready to stoop his head to the lowly cottage door, 

and be like a brother or a son at the poor man's fireside. In the 

household of the Notch he found warmth and simplicity of feeling, the 

pervading intelligence of New England, and a poetry of native growth, 

which they had gathered when they little thought of it from the mountain 

peaks and chasms, and at the very threshold of their romantic and 

dangerous abode. He had travelled far and alone; his whole life, indeed, 

had been a solitary path; for, with the lofty caution of his nature, he had 

kept himself apart from those who might otherwise have been his 

companions. The family, too, though so kind and hospitable, had that 
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consciousness of unity among themselves, and separation from the world 

at large, which, in every domestic circle, should still keep a holy place 

where no stranger may intrude. But this evening a prophetic sympathy 

impelled the refined and educated youth to pour out his heart before the 

simple mountaineers, and constrained them to answer him with the 

same free confidence. And thus it should have been. Is not the kindred 

of a common fate a closer tie than that of birth? The secret of the young 

man's character was a high and abstracted ambition. He could have 

borne to live an undistinguished life, but not to be forgotten in the 

grave.Yearning desire had been transformed to hope; and hope, long 

cherished, had become like certainty, that, obscurely as he journeyed 

now, a glory was to beam on all his pathway, though not, perhaps, while 

he was treading it. But when posterity should gaze back into the gloom 

of what was now the present, they would trace the brightness of his 

footsteps, brightening as meaner glories faded, and confess that a gifted 

one had passed from his cradle to his tomb with none to recognize him.

 “As yet," cried the stranger-his cheek glowing and his eye flashing 

with enthusiasm-"as yet, I have done nothing. Were I to vanish from the 

earth to-morrow, none would know so much of me as you: that a 

nameless youth came up at nightfall from the valley of the Saco, and 

opened his heart to you in the evening, and passed through the Notch by 

sunrise, and was seen no more. Not a soul would ask, 'Who was he? 

Whither did the wanderer go?' But I cannot die till I have achieved my 

destiny. Then, let Death come! I shall have built my monument!"

 There was a continual flow of natural emotion, gushing forth amid 

abstracted reverie, which enabled the family to understand this young 

man's sentiments, though so foreign from their own. With quick 

sensibility of the ludicrous, he blushed at the ardor into which he had 

been betrayed.       

 "You laugh at me," said he, taking the eldest daughter's hand, 

and laughing himself. "You think my ambition as nonsensical as if I were 
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to freeze myself to death on the top of Mount Washington, only that 

people might spy at me from the country round about. And, truly, that 

would be a noble pedestal for a man's statue!"   

 "It is better to sit here by this fire," answered the girl, blushing, 

"and be comfortable and contented, though nobody thinks about us." 

 "I suppose," said her father, after a fit of musing, "there is 

something natural in what the young man says; and if my mind had 

been turned that way, I might have felt just the same. It is strange, 

wife, how his talk has set my head running on things that are pretty 

certain never to come to pass."     

 "Perhaps they may," observed the wife. "Is the man thinking what 

he will do when he is a widower?"     

 "No, no!" cried he, repelling the idea with reproachful kindness. 

"When I think of your death, Esther, I think of mine, too. But I was 

wishing we had a good farm in Bartlett, or Bethlehem, or Littleton, or 

some other township round the White Mountains; but not where they 

could tumble on our heads.I should want to stand well with my neighbors 

and be called Squire, and sent to General Court for a term or two; for a 

plain, honest man may do as much good there as a lawyer. And when I 

should be grown quite an old man, and you an old woman, so as not to 

be long apart, I might die happy enough in my bed, and leave you all 

crying around me. A slate gravestone would suit me as well as a marble 

one-with just my name and age, and a verse of a hymn, and something 

to let people know that I lived an honest man and died a Christian." 

 "There now!" exclaimed the stranger; "it is our nature to desire a 

monument, be it slate or marble, or a pillar of granite, or a glorious 

memory in the universal heart of man."    

 "We're in a strange way, to-night," said the wife, with tears in her 

eyes. "They say it's a sign of something, when folks' minds go a 

wandering so. Hark to the children!"    

 They listened accordingly. The younger children had been put to 
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bed in another room, but with an open door between, so that they could 

be heard talking busily among themselves. One and all seemed to have 

caught the infection from the fireside circle, and were outvying each 

other in wild wishes, and childish projects of what they would do when 

they came to be men and women. At length a little boy, instead of 

addressing his brothers and sisters, called out to his mother. 

 "I'll tell you what I wish, mother," cried he. "I want you and 

father and grandma'm, and all of us, and the stranger too, to start right 

away, and go and take a drink out of the basin of the Flume!" 

 Nobody could help laughing at the child's notion of leaving a 

warm bed, and dragging them from a cheerful fire, to visit the basin of 

the Flume, a brook, which tumbles over the precipice, deep within the 

Notch. The boy had hardly spoken when a wagon rattled along the road, 

and stopped a moment before the door. It appeared to contain two or 

three men, who were cheering their hearts with the rough chorus of a 

song, which resounded, in broken notes, between the cliffs, while the 

singers hesitated whether to continue their journey or put up here for 

the night.        

 "Father," said the girl, "they are calling you by name."But the 

good man doubted whether they had really called him, and was unwilling 

to show himself too solicitous of gain by inviting people to patronize his 

house. He therefore did not hurry to the door; and the lash being soon 

applied, the travellers plunged into the Notch, still singing and laughing, 

though their music and mirth came back drearily from the heart of the 

mountain.        

 "There, mother!" cried the boy, again. "They'd have given us a 

ride to the Flume." Again they laughed at the child's pertinacious fancy 

for a night ramble. But it happened that a light cloud passed over the 

daughter's spirit; she looked gravely into the fire, and drew a breath that 

was almost a sigh. It forced its way, in spite of a little struggle to repress 

it. Then starting and blushing, she looked quickly round the circle, as if 
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they had caught a glimpse into her bosom. The stranger asked what she 

had been thinking of.      

 "Nothing," answered she, with a downcast smile. "Only I felt 

lonesome just then."       

 "Oh, I have always had a gift of feeling what is in other people's 

hearts," said he, half seriously. "Shall I tell the secrets of yours? For I 

know what to think when a young girl shivers by a warm hearth, and 

complains of lonesomeness at her mother's side. Shall I put these 

feelings into words?"       

 "They would not be a girl's feelings any longer if they could be put 

into words," replied the mountain nymph, laughing, but avoiding his eye. 

All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of love was springing in their 

hearts, so pure that it might blossom in Paradise, since it could not be 

matured on earth; for women worship such gentle dignity as his; and the 

proud, contemplative, yet kindly soul is oftenest captivated by simplicity 

like hers. But while they spoke softly, and he was watching the happy 

sadness, the lightsome shadows, the shy yearnings of a maiden's nature, 

the wind through the Notch took a deeper and drearier sound. It 

seemed, as the fanciful stranger said, like the choral strain of the spirits 

of the blast, who in old Indian times had their dwelling among these 

mountains, and made their heights and recesses a sacred region. There 

was a wail along the road, as if a funeral were passing. To chase away 

the gloom, the family threw pine branches on their fire, till the dry leaves 

crackled and the flame arose, discovering once again a scene of peace 

and humble happiness. The light hovered about them fondly, and 

caressed them all. There were the little faces of the children, peeping 

from their bed apart and here the father's frame of strength, the 

mother's subdued and careful mien, the high-browed youth, the budding 

girl, and the good old grandam, still knitting in the warmest place. The 

aged woman looked up from her task, and, with fingers ever busy, was 

the next to speak.       
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 "Old folks have their notions," said she, "as well as young ones. 

You've been wishing and planning; and letting your heads run on one 

thing and another, till you've set my mind a wandering too. Now what 

should an old woman wish for, when she can go but a step or two before 

she comes to her grave? Children, it will haunt me night and day till I tell 

you."         

 "What is it, mother?" cried the husband and wife at once. Then 

the old woman, with an air of mystery which drew the circle closer round 

the fire, informed them that she had provided her graveclothes some 

years before,-a nice linen shroud, a cap with a muslin ruff, and 

everything of a finer sort than she had worn since her wedding day. But 

this evening an old superstition had strangely recurred to her. It used to 

be said, in her younger days, that if anything were amiss with a corpse, 

if only the ruff were not smooth, or the cap did not set right, the corpse 

in the coffin and beneath the clods would strive to put up its cold hands 

and arrange it. The bare thought made her nervous.  

 "Don't talk so, grandmother!" said the girl, shuddering. 

 "Now,"-continued the old woman, with singular earnestness, yet 

smiling strangely at her own folly,-"I want one of you, my children-when 

your mother is dressed and in the coffin-I want one of you to hold a 

looking-glass over my face. Who knows but I may take a glimpse at 

myself, and see whether all's right?"    

 "Old and young, we dream of graves and monuments," murmured 

the stranger youth."I wonder how mariners feel when the ship is sinking, 

and they, unknown and undistinguished, are to be buried together in the 

ocean-that wide and nameless sepulchre?"    

 For a moment, the old woman's ghastly conception so engrossed 

the minds of her hearers that a sound abroad in the night, rising like the 

roar of a blast, had grown broad, deep, and terrible, before the fated 

group were conscious of it. The house and all within it trembled; the 

foundations of the earth seemed to be shaken, as if this awful sound 



 94 

were the peal of the last trump. Young and old exchanged one wild 

glance, and remained an instant, pale, affrighted, without utterance, or 

power to move. Then the same shriek burst simultaneously from all their 

lips."The Slide! The Slide!" The simplest words must intimate, but not 

portray, the unutterable horror of the catastrophe. The victims rushed 

from their cottage, and sought refuge in what they deemed a safer spot-

where, in contemplation of such an emergency, a sort of barrier had 

been reared. Alas! they had quitted their security, and fled right into the 

pathway of destruction. Down came the whole side of the mountain, in a 

cataract of ruin. Just before it reached the house, the stream broke into 

two branches-shivered not a window there, but overwhelmed the whole 

vicinity, blocked up the road, and annihilated everything in its dreadful 

course. Long ere the thunder of the great Slide had ceased to roar 

among the mountains, the mortal agony had been endured, and the 

victims were at peace. Their bodies were never found.  

 The next morning, the light smoke was seen stealing from the 

cottage chimney up the mountain side. Within, the fire was yet 

smouldering on the hearth, and the chairs in a circle round it, as if the 

inhabitants had but gone forth to view the devastation of the Slide, and 

would shortly return, to thank Heaven for their miraculous escape. All 

had left separate tokens, by which those who had known the family were 

made to shed a tear for each. Who has not heard their name? The story 

has been told far and wide, and will forever be a legend of these 

mountains. Poets have sung their fate.There were circumstances which 

led some to suppose that a stranger had been received into the cottage 

on this awful night, and had shared the catastrophe of all its inmates. 

Others denied that there were sufficient grounds for such a conjecture. 

Woe for the high-souled youth, with his dream of Earthly Immortality! 

His name and person utterly unknown; his history, his way of life, his 

plans, a mystery never to be solved, his death and his existence equally 

a doubt! Whose was the agony of that death moment? 
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       HERMAN MELVILLE, BARTLEBY THE SCRIVENER 

   A STORY OF WALL STREET    
  

            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 divers 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 employées, 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 upwards, 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 that sort have I 
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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 vanity, 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 of 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 up stairs at No. Wall-Street. At one end they 

looked upon the white wall of the interior of a spacious sky-light 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 
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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 beauties, but for the benefit of all near-sighted spectators, 

was pushed up to within ten feet of my window panes. 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 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 6 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 
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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 in 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 

easy 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 

ways 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 labors; 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 
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became intolerably fervid, as he oratorically assured me-gesticulating 

with a long ruler at the other end of the room -that if his services in the 

morning were useful, how indispensable, then, in the afternoon?

 "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 hairs. 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; 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 this 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 
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would answer. If, for the sake of easing his back, he brought the table lid 

at a sharp angle well up towards 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 any thing, 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 be to 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, 
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could not afford to sport such a lustrous face and a lustrous coat 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 favor, 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 chambers, 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' was on, 

Turkey's was off; and vice versa. This was a good natural arrangement 
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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, and 

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 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. Of all 

the fiery afternoon blunders and flurried rash nesses 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 to find you in stationery on my own account."

 Now my original business-that of a conveyancer and title hunter, 

and drawer-up 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 
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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 Turkey, 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 myself.According to my humor I threw open 

these doors, or closed them. I resolved to assign 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 back-yards 

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 be 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, 
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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 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 services 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.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 consternation, when without moving from his privacy, Bartleby in a 

singularly mild, firm voice, replied, "I would prefer not to."  

 I sat awhile 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 
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me compare this sheet here-take it," and I thrust it towards 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 any thing 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 

awhile, 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 4 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 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 towards him the fourth quadruplicate.  

 "I would prefer not to," he said, and gently disappeared behind 
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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 towards 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 labor 

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 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?" 
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 "With submission, sir," said Turkey, with 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 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 towards 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 oaf 

behind the screen. And for his (Nippers's) part, this was the first and the 

last time he would do another man's business without pay.  

  Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage, oblivious to every thing 

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 any where. 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 
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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 flavoring one.Now what was 

ginger? A hot, spicy thing. Was Bartleby hot and spicy? Not at all, 

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 endeavor 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 humor him in his strange willfulness, 

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 
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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 all 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. I threw open the folding-doors near by, and turning 

upon Turkey and Nippers, exclaimed in an excited manner- 

 "He says, a second time, 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 to 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 
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towards 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 round to 

the Post Office, won't you? (it was but a three minutes walk,) and see if 

there is any thing 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 returned. Was there any other thing in which I could procure 

myself to be ignominiously repulsed 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 towards 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, one of compliment 
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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 reverie behind 

his screen), his great stillness, his un-alterableness of demeanor 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 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 is 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 
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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 his shirt sleeves, and 

otherwise in a strangely tattered dishabille, saying quietly that he was 

sorry, but he was deeply engaged just then, and preferred 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 a 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 any thing 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 



 113 

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 we 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 ate, dressed, and slept in my office, 

and that too without plate, mirror, or bed.    

 The cushioned seat of a ricketty 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. Yet, 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; 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 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-
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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 

fancying -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 to look within. Every thing 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, upon 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 any 

where 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; 
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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 dead-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, that 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 succor, 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 disorder. 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 

from church-going. I walked homeward, thinking what I would do with 

Bartleby. Finally, I resolved upon this;I would put certain calm questions 
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to him the next morning, touching his history, &c., and if he declined to 

answer then openly and reservedly (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.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 any thing 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 any thing about yourself?"   

 "I would prefer not to."     

 "But what reasonable objection can you have to speak to me? I 

feel friendly towards 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. "What is 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 

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 
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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 

forlornness 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 tomorrow 

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 means. 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 every day, it would do much towards mending him, and 
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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." 

 "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 dead-wall reverie. 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.   
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 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, absolutely alone in the universe.A bit of 

wreck in the mid Atlantic.        

 At length, necessities connected with my business tyrannized 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 abode. I offered to 
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assist him in this endeavor, if he himself would but take the first step 

towards 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 towards 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 towards 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 towards him. But he made no motion.     

 "I will leave them here then," putting them under a weight on the 

table. Then 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 every one 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 
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vanity got the better of my pity. I could not but 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 the 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 see 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 
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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 mayoralty. 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 

some one touched him, when he fell.    

 "Not gone!" I murmured at last. But again obeying that wondrous 

ascendancy which the inscrutable scrivener had over me, and from which 

ascendancy, for all my chafing, I could not completely escape, I slowly 

went down stairs and out into the street, and while walking round the 

block, considered what I should next do in this unheard-of 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 any thing further that I could assume 

in the matter?        
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 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 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 home-thrust. 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 

organization 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 

the 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 any thing at all, to give a coloring 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 
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remembered the tragedy of the unfortunate Adams and the still more 

unfortunate 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, up stairs, of a building 

entirely unhallowed by humanizing 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 towards the scrivener by benevolently 

construing his conduct. Poor fellow, poor fellow! thought I, he don't 

mean any thing; and besides, he has seen hard times, and ought to be 

indulged.         

 I endeavored also immediately to occupy myself, and at the same 
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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 inkstand, 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 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 least 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 
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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 was 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 scandalizing 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 my 

faculties together, and for ever 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 
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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 you 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 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 
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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, every thing 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 re-entered, 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 any thing; he says he prefers not to; and he refuses to quit 

the premises."        

 "I am very sorry, sir," said I, with assumed tranquility, 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. 
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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 recognized 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. Every body 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 any one else. In vain: I was the last 

person known to have any thing 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 up 

stairs to my old haunt, there was Bartleby silently sitting upon the 
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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?"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 re-engage in 

copying for some one?"      

 "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 any thing definite 

about that. I like to be stationary. But I am not particular." 
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 "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- 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 un-indulged 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, 

but 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 every one by the 

suddenness and rapidity of my flight, rushed from the building, ran up 

Wall-street towards 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 care-free 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 
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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 any one 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 afterwards 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 thoroughfares at noon.    

 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.        
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 And so I found him there, standing all alone in the quietest of the 

yards, his face towards 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 seem to say he was all impatience for an 



 134 

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 Mr. Cutlets; 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; 

spacious grounds, cool apartments, sir, hope you'll stay with us some 

time, try to make it agreeable. May Mrs. Cutlets and I have the pleasure 

of your company to dinner, sir, in Mrs. Cutlets' private room?"  

 "I prefer not to dine to-day," 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 inclosure, 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, aint 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 pityingly 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.         

 "I saw him coming from his cell not long ago," said a turnkey,  

"may be he's gone to loiter in the yards." So I went in that direction.
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 "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 to-day, either? Or does he live without 

dining?"        

 "Lives without dining," said I, and closed the eyes. 

 "Eh!-He's asleep, aint he?"     

 "With kings and counsellors," 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 led 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 

rumor, which came to my ear a few months after the scrivener's 
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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 strange 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 

rumor, I cannot adequately 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 cart-load 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 swiftest 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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           OSCAR WILDE, THE HAPPY PRINCE               

           High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the 

Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for 

eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his 

sword-hilt. He was very much admired indeed.    

 "He is as beautiful as a weathercock," remarked one of the Town 

Councillors who wished to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; 

"only not quite so useful," he added, fearing lest people should think him 

unpractical, which he really was not.     

 "Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensible 

mother of her little boy who was crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince 

never dreams of crying for anything."     

 "I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy," 

muttered a disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue.

 "He looks just like an angel," said the Charity Children as they 

came out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean 

white pinafores.       

 "How do you know?" said the Mathematical Master, "you have 

never seen one."       

 "Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered the children; and the 

Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not 

approve of children dreaming.     

 One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had 

gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he 

was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the 

spring as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had 

been so attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to 

her."Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point 
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at once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round 

her, touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This 

was his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer.  

 "It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the other Swallows; "she 

has no money, and far too many relations"; and indeed the river was 

quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came they all flew away.

 After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady- 

love. "She has no conversation," he said, "and I am afraid that she is a 

coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind."   

 And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most 

graceful curtseys. "I admit that she is domestic," he continued, "but I 

love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love travelling also." 

 "Will you come away with me?" he said finally to her; but the 

Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her home.  

 "You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I am off to the 

Pyramids. Good-bye!" and he flew away.    

 All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. 

"Where shall I put up?" he said; "I hope the town has made 

preparations."Then he saw the statue on the tall column.   

 "I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine position, with plenty of 

fresh air." So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince. 

 "I have a golden bedroom," he said softly to himself as he looked 

round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his 

head under his wing a large drop of water fell on him.   

 "What a curious thing!" he cried; "there is not a single cloud in 

the sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The 

climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to like 

the rain, but that was merely her selfishness."    

 Then another drop fell.     

 "What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he 

said; "I must look for a good chimney-pot," and he determined to fly 
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away. But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he 

looked up, and saw-Ah! What did he see? The eyes of the Happy Prince 

were filled with tears, and tears were running down his golden cheeks. 

His face was so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was 

filled with pity.       

 "Who are you?" he said.      

 "I am the Happy Prince."     

 "Why are you weeping then?" asked the Swallow; "you have quite 

drenched me."       

 "When I was alive and had a human heart," answered the statue, 

"I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans- Souci, 

where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my 

companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the 

Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to 

ask what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful.  

 My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, 

if pleasure be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am 

dead they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness 

and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I 

cannot chose but weep."       

 "What! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to himself. He was 

too polite to make any personal remarks out loud.  

 "Far away," continued the statue in a low musical voice, "far away 

in a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and 

through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and 

worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is 

a seamstress. She is embroidering passion- flowers on a satin gown for 

the loveliest of the Queen's maids-of- honour to wear at the next Court-

ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a 

fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but 

river water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not 
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bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this 

pedestal and I cannot move."      

 "I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "My friends are 

flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus- flowers. Soon 

they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there 

himself in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and 

embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and 

his hands are like withered leaves."    

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not 

stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, 

and the mother so sad."       

 "I don't think I like boys," answered the Swallow.  "Last summer, 

when I was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's 

sons, who were always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of 

course; we swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a 

family famous for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect." 

 But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was 

sorry. "It is very cold here," he said; "but I will stay with you for one 

night, and be your messenger."     

 "Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince.   

 So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince's sword, 

and flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town. He passed 

by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were sculptured. 

He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing.  

 A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover.  

 "How wonderful the stars are," he said to her, "and how 

wonderful is the power of love!"      

 "I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball," she 

answered; "I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but 

the seamstresses are so lazy."     

 He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the 
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masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews 

bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in copper scales.  

 At last he came to the poor house and looked in. The boy was 

tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had fallen asleep, she was 

so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table beside the 

woman's thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy's 

forehead with his wings.       

 "How cool I feel," said the boy, "I must be getting better"; and he 

sank into a delicious slumber.     

 Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him 

what he had done. "It is curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm 

now, although it is so cold."      

 "That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince. 

And the little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking 

always made him sleepy.       

 When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath.  

 "What a remarkable phenomenon," said the Professor of 

Ornithology as he was passing over the bridge. "A swallow in winter!" 

And he wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one 

quoted it, it was full of so many words that they could not understand. 

 "Tonight I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high 

spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a 

long time on top of the church steeple.    

 Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each 

other, "What a distinguished stranger!" so he enjoyed himself very 

much.         

 When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have you 

any commissions for Egypt?" he cried; "I am just starting." 

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not 

stay with me one night longer?"      

 "I am waited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "Tomorrow my 
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friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there 

among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God 

Memnon. All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning star 

shines he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At noon the yellow 

lions come down to the water's edge to drink. They have eyes like green 

beryls, and their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "far away 

across the city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk 

covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of 

withered violets. His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a 

pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a 

play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. 

There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint."  

 "I will wait with you one night longer," said the Swallow, who 

really had a good heart. "Shall I take him another ruby?"  

 "Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince; "my eyes are all that 

I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of 

India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He 

will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play."

 "Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do that"; and he began 

to weep.       

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I 

command you."       

 So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the 

student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the 

roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room. The young man 

had his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the 

bird's wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire 

lying on the withered violets.      

 "I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried; "this is from some 

great admirer. Now I can finish my play," and he looked quite happy.The 
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next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast of a 

large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold 

with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each chest came up. "I am 

going to Egypt"! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the 

moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.    

 "I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried.  

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not 

stay with me one night longer?"     

 "It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow will soon 

be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the 

crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions are 

building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves 

are watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave 

you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will bring you back two 

beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall be 

redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great 

sea."         

 "In the square below," said the Happy Prince, "there stands a 

little match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are 

all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some 

money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little 

head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father 

will not beat her."        

 "I will stay with you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I 

cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then." 

 "Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I 

command you."       

 So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it. 

He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of 

her hand. "What a lovely bit of glass," cried the little girl; and she ran 

home, laughing. Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. "You are 
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blind now," he said, "so I will stay with you always."  

 "No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you must go away to 

Egypt."         

 "I will stay with you always," said the Swallow, and he slept at 

the Prince's feet.       

 All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder and told him 

stories of what he had seen in strange lands.He told him of the red 

ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-

fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and 

lives in the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk 

slowly by the side of their camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; 

of the King of the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and 

worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-

tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the 

pygmies who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at 

war with the butterflies.      

 "Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell me of marvellous 

things, but more marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of 

women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little 

Swallow, and tell me what you see there."    

 So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making 

merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the 

gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving 

children looking out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a 

bridge two little boys were lying in one another's arms to try and keep 

themselves warm. "How hungry we are!" they said. "You must not lie 

here," shouted the Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain.Then 

he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.   

 "I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince, "you must take it 

off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold 

can make them happy."      
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 Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the 

Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold 

he brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew rosier, and they 

laughed and played games in the street. "We have bread now!" they 

cried.         

 Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The 

streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and 

glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of 

the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore 

scarlet caps and skated on the ice.     

 The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not 

leave the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the 

baker's door when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself 

warm by flapping his wings.       

 But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength 

to fly up to the Prince's shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he 

murmured, "will you let me kiss your hand?"    

 "I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow," said 

the Prince, "you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the 

lips, for I love you."       

 "It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the Swallow. "I am going 

to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?"And he 

kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet. 

 At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if 

something had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped 

right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.   

 Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square 

below in company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column 

he looked up at the statue: "Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince 

looks!" he said.       

 "How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councillors, who always 
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agreed with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.  

 "The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is 

golden no longer," said the Mayor in fact, "he is litttle beter than a 

beggar!"        

 "Little better than a beggar," said the Town Councillors. 

 "And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the 

Mayor. "We must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be 

allowed to die here." And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no longer 

beautiful he is no longer useful," said the Art Professor at the University.

 Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a 

meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the 

metal. "We must have another statue, of course," he said, "and it shall 

be a statue of myself."      

 "Of myself," said each of the Town Councillors, and they 

quarrelled. When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still. 

 "What a strange thing!" said the overseer of the workmen at the 

foundry. "This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must 

throw it away." So they threw it on a dust-heap where the dead Swallow 

was also lying.       

 "Bring me the two most precious things in the city," said God to 

one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the 

dead bird.        

 "You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my garden of 

Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the 

Happy Prince shall praise me." 
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     STEPHEN CRANE, THE BRIDE COMES TO YELLOW SKY 

  

            The great Pullman was whirling onward with such dignity of 

motion that a glance from the window seemed simply to prove that the 

plains of Texas were pouring eastward. Vast flats of green grass, dull-

hued spaces of mesquite 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-colored 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 parlor-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 layout.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 
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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 that gleamed 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 frescoes 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 a 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 
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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. 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 brick-red 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 the 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 
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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 towards 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 plains-craft in 

making the journey from the station to his house. Once within that safe 

citadel he could issue some sort of a 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 minds 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 
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muscle-bound business, as that of a man shoeing 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 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 laughed, and groaned as he 

laughed, when he noted the first effect of his marital bliss upon Yellow 

Sky. He gripped his wife's arm firmly to his side, and they fled. Behind 

them the porter stood chuckling fatuously.    

 The California Express on the Southern Railway was due at Yellow 

Sky in twenty-one 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 

grass plots, 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 
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resembled the grass mats used to represent lawns on the stage. At the 

cooler end of the railway 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-colored plain 

of mesquite. 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 down stairs 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 



 153 

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 anyone 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?"             

 "No, he can't break down that 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."         

 Thereafter 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 
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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 

armor-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. A man in a maroon-colored 
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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, shrilly 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 in 

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 keen for 

ambush, hunted the still doorways 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 demeanor 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 
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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 on 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 offer 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 200 Mexicans. As necessity bade him, he 

paused for breath or to reload his revolvers.   

 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 
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appearance of the new home when, as they circled the corner, they 

came face to face with a man in a maroon-colored 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 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 woman'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. ! His eyes grew 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.   
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 "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 Sunday-school?"        

 "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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             FRANK STOCKTON- THE TIGER, OR THE LADY? 

 
           In the very olden time, there lived a semi-barbaric king, whose 

ideas, though somewhat polished and sharpened by the progressiveness 

of distant Latin neighbors, were still large, florid, and untrammeled, as 

became the half of him which was barbaric. He was a man of exuberant 

fancy, and, withal, of an authority so irresistible that, at his will, he 

turned his varied fancies into facts.He was greatly given to self-

communing; and, when he and himself agreed upon any thing, the thing 

was done. When every member of his domestic and political systems 

moved smoothly in its appointed course, his nature was bland and 

genial; but whenever there was a little hitch, and some of his orbs got 

out of their orbits, he was blander and more genial still, for nothing 

pleased him so much as to make the crooked straight, and crush down 

uneven places.Among the borrowed notions by which his barbarism had 

become semified was that of the public arena, in which, by exhibitions of 

manly and beastly valor, the minds of his subjects were refined and 

cultured. But even here the exuberant and barbaric fancy asserted itself. 

The arena of the king was built, not to give the people an opportunity of 

hearing the rhapsodies of dying gladiators, nor to enable them to view 

the inevitable conclusion of a conflict between religious opinions and 

hungry jaws, but for purposes far better adapted to widen and develop 

the mental energies of the people. This vast amphitheatre, with its 

encircling galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its unseen passages, was 

an agent of poetic justice, in which crime was punished. Or virtue 

rewarded, by the decrees of an impartial and incorruptible chance. When 

a subject was accused of a crime of sufficient importance to interest the 

king, public notice was given that on an appointed day the fate of tile 

accused person would be decided in the king's arena,-a structure which 

well deserved its name; for, although its form and plan were borrowed -
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from afar, its purpose emanated solely from the brain of this man, who, 

every barleycorn a king, knew no tradition to which he owed more 

allegiance than pleased his fancy, and who engrafted on every adopted 

form of human thought and action the rich growth of his barbaric 

idealism.        

 When all the people had assembled in the galleries, and the king, 

surrounded by his court, sat high up on his throne of royal state on one 

side of the arena, he gave a signal, a door beneath him opened, and the 

accused subject stepped out into the amphitheatre. Directly opposite 

him, on the other side of the enclosed space, were two doors, exactly 

alike and side by side. It was the duty and the privilege of the person on 

trial, to walk directly to these doors and open one of them. He could 

open either door he pleased: he was subject to no guidance or influence 

but that of the aforementioned impartial and incorruptible chance. If he 

opened the one, there came out of it a hungry tiger, the fiercest and 

most cruel that could be procured, which immediately sprang upon him, 

and tore him to pieces, as a punishment for his guilt. The moment that 

the case of the criminal was thus decided, doleful iron bells were 

clanged, great wails went up from the hired mourners posted on the 

outer rim of the arena, and the vast audience, with bowed heads and 

downcast hearts, wended slowly their homeward way, mourning greatly 

that one so young and fair, or so old and respected, should have merited 

so dire a fate. But, if the accused person opened the other door, there 

came forth from it a lady, the most suitable to his years and station that 

his majesty could select among his fair subjects; and to this lady he was 

immediately married, as a reward of his innocence. It mattered not that 

he might already possess a wife and family, or that his affections might 

be engaged upon an object of his own selection: the king allowed no 

such subordinate arrangements to interfere with his great scheme of 

retribution and reward.The exercises, as in the other instance, took place 

immediately, and in the arena. Another door opened beneath the king, 
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and a priest, followed by a band of choristers' and dancing maidens 

blowing joyous airs on golden horns and treading an measure, advanced 

to where the pair stood side by side; and the wedding was promptly and 

cheerily solemnized. Then the gay brass bells rang forth their merry 

peals, the people shouted glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, preceded 

by children strewing flowers on his path, led his bride to his home.This 

was the king's semi-barbaric method of administering justice. Its perfect 

fairness is obvious. The criminal could not know out of which door would 

come the lady: he opened either he pleased, without having the slightest 

idea whether, in the next instant, he was to be devoured or married.On 

some occasions the tiger came out of one door, and on some out of the 

other.The decisions of this tribunal were not only fair, they were 

positively determinate: the accused person was instantly punished if he 

found himself guilty; and, if innocent, he was rewarded on the spot, 

whether he liked it or not.There was no escape from the judgments or 

the king's arena.The institution was a very popular one. When the people 

gathered together on one of the great trial days, they never knew 

whether they were to witness a bloody slaughter or a hilarious wedding. 

This element of uncertainty lent an interest to the occasion which it could 

not otherwise have attained. Thus, the masses were entertained and 

pleased, and the thinking part of the community could bring no charge of 

unfairness against this plan; for did not the accused person have the 

whole matter in his own hands?      

 This semi-barbaric king had a daughter as blooming as his most 

florid fancies, and with a soul as fervent and imperious as his own. As is 

usual in such cases, she was the apple of his eye, and was loved by him 

above all humanity.Among his courtiers was a young man of that 

fineness of blood and lowness of station common to the conventional 

heroes of romance who love royal maidens. This royal maiden was well 

satisfied with her lover, for he was handsome and brave to a degree 

unsurpassed in all the kingdom;and she loved him with an ardor that had 
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enough of barbarism in it to make it exceedingly warm and strong. This 

love affair moved on happily for many months, until one day the king 

happened to discover its existence. He did not hesitate nor waver in 

regard to his duty in the premises. The youth was immediately cast into 

prison, and a day was appointed for his trial in the king's arena. This, of 

course, was an especially important occasion; and his majesty, as well as 

all the people, was greatly interested in the workings and development 

of this trial. Never before had such a case occurred; never before had a 

subject dared to love the daughter of a king. In after-years such things 

became commonplace enough; but then they were, in no slight degree, 

novel and startling. The tiger-cages of the kingdom were searched for 

the most savage and relentless beasts, from which the fiercest monster 

might be selected for the arena; and the ranks of maiden youth and 

beauty throughout the land were carefully surveyed by competent 

judges, in order that the young man might have a fitting bride in case 

fate did not determine for him a different destiny. Of course, everybody 

knew that the deed with which the accused was charged had been done. 

He had loved the princess, and neither he, she, nor any one else thought 

of denying the fact; but the king would not think of allowing any fact of 

this kind to interfere with the workings of the tribunal, in which he took 

such great delight and satisfaction. No matter how the affair turned out, 

the youth would be disposed of; and the king would take an aesthetic 

pleasure in watching the course of events, which would determine 

whether or not the young man had done wrong in allowing himself to 

love the princess.The appointed day arrived. From far and near the 

people gathered, and thronged the great galleries of the arena; and 

crowds, unable to gain admittance, massed themselves against its 

outside walls. The king and his court were in their places, opposite the 

twin doors, those fateful portals, so terrible in their similarity.  

 All was ready.The signal was given. A door beneath the royal 

party opened, and the lover of the princess walked into the arena. Tall, 
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beautiful, fair, his appearance was greeted with a low hum of admiration 

and anxiety. Half the audience had not known so grand a youth had lived 

among them. No wonder the princess loved him! What a terrible thing 

for him to be there!As the youth advanced into the arena, he turned, as 

the custom was, to bow to the king: but he did not think at all of that 

royal personage; his eyes were fixed upon the princess, who sat to the 

right of her father. Had it not been for the moiety of barbarism in her 

nature, it is probable that lady would not have been there; but her 

intense and fervid soul would not allow her to be absent on an occasion 

in which she was so terribly interested.From the moment that the decree 

had gone forth, that her lover should decide his fate in the king's arena, 

she had thought of nothing, night or day, but this great event and the 

various subjects connected with it. Possessed of more power, influence, 

and force of character than any one who had ever before been interested 

in such a case, she had done what no other person had done, she had 

possessed herself of the secret of the doors. She knew in which of the 

two rooms that lay behind those doors, stood the cage of the tiger, with 

its open front, and in which waited the lady.Through these thick doors, 

heavily curtained with skins on the inside, it was impossible that any 

noise or suggestion should come from within to the person who should 

approach to raise the latch of one of them; but gold, and the power of a 

woman's will, had brought the secret to the princess. And not only did 

she know in which room stood the lady ready to emerge, all blushing and 

radiant, should her door be opened, but she knew who the lady was. It 

was one of tile fairest and loveliest of the damsels of the court who had 

been selected as the reward of the accused youth, should he be proved 

innocent of the crime of aspiring to one so far above him; and the 

princess hated her.Often had she seen, or imagined that she had seen, 

this fair creature throwing glances of admiration upon the person of her 

lover, and sometimes she thought these glances were perceived and 

even returned. Now and then she had seen them talking together; it was 
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but for a moment or two, but much can be said in a brief space; it may 

have been on most unimportant topics, but how could she know that? 

The girl was lovely, but she had dared to raise her eyes to the loved one 

of the princess; and, with all the intensity of the savage blood 

transmitted to her through long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she 

hated the woman who blushed and trembled behind that silent 

door.When her lover turned and looked at her, and his eye met hers as 

she sat there paler and whiter than any one in the vast ocean of anxious 

faces about her, he saw, by that power of quick perception which is 

given to those whose souls are one, that she knew behind which door 

crouched the tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He had expected 

her to know it. He understood her nature, and his soul was assured that 

she would never rest until she had made plain to herself this thing, 

hidden to all other lookers-on, even to the king. The only hope for the 

youth in which there was any element of certainty was based upon the 

success of the princess in discovering this mystery; and the moment he 

looked upon her, he saw she had succeeded, as in his soul he knew she 

would succeed. Then it was that his quick and anxious glance asked the 

question: "Which?" It was as plain to her as if he shouted it from where 

he stood. There was not an instant to be lost. The question was asked in 

a Rash; it must be answered in another. Her right arm lay on the 

cushioned parapet before her. She raised her hand, and made a slight, 

quick movement toward the right. No one but her lover saw her. Every 

eye but his was fixed on the man in the arena. He turned and. with a 

firm and rapid step he walked across the empty space. Every heart 

stopped beating, every breath was held, every eye was fixed immovably 

upon that man. Without the slightest hesitation, he went to the door on 

the right, and opened it.       

 Now, the point of the story is this: Did the tiger come out of that 

door, or did the lady? The more we reflect upon this question, the harder 

it is to answer. It involves a study of the human heart which leads us 
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through devious mazes of passion, out of which it is difficult to find our 

way. Think of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the question 

depended upon yourself, but upon that hot-blooded, semi-barbaric 

princess, her soul at a white heat beneath the combined fires of despair 

and jealousy. She had lost him, but who should have him? How often, in 

her waking hours and in her dreams, had she started in wild horror, and 

covered her face with her hands, as she thought of her lover opening the 

door on the other side of which waited the cruel fangs of the tiger!But 

how much oftener had she seen him at the other door! How in her 

grievous reveries had she gnashed her teeth, and torn her hair, when 

she saw his start of rapturous delight as he opened the door of the lady! 

How her soul had burned in agony when she had seen him rush to meet 

that woman, with her flushing cheek and sparkling eve of triumph; when 

she had seen him lead her forth, his whole frame kindled with the joy of 

recovered life; when she had heard the glad shouts from the multitude, 

and the wild ringing of the happy bells; when she had seen the priest, 

with his joyous followers, advance to the couple, and make them man 

and wife before her very eyes; and when she had seen them walk away 

together upon their path of flowers, followed by the tremendous shouts 

of the hilarious multitude, in which her one despairing shriek was lost 

and drowned!Would it not be better for him to die at once, and go to 

wait for her in the blessed regions of semi-barbaric futurity? And yet, 

that awful tiger, those shrieks, that blood! Her decision had been 

indicated in an instant, but it had been made after days and nights of 

anguished deliberation. She had known she would be asked, she had 

decided what she would answer, and, without the slightest hesitation, 

she had moved her hand to the right. The question of her decision is one 

not to be lightly considered, and it is not for me to presume to set myself 

up as the one person able to answer it. And so I leave it with all of you: 

Which came out of the opened door, the lady, or the tiger? 
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         MARK TWAIN, THE CELEBRATED JUMPING FROG   

             OF CALAVERAS   COUNTY  

          In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me 

from the East, I called on a good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, 

and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested 

to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that 

Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a 

personage; and that he only conjectured that, if I asked old Wheeler 

about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he 

would go to work and bore me nearly to death with some infernal 

reminiscence of him as long and tedious as it should be useless to me. If 

that was the design, it certainly succeeded.    

 I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the barroom stove 

of the old, dilapidated tavern in the ancient mining camp of Angel's, and 

I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of 

winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He 

roused up and gave me good-day.       

 I told him a friend of mine had commissioned me to make some 

inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas 

W. Smiley - Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley - a young minister of the Gospel, 

who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added, 

that, if Mr. Wheeler, could tell me anything about this Rev. Leonidas W. 

Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.  

 Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there 

with his chair, and then sat me down and reeled off the monotonous 

narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, never frowned, 

he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he 

turned the initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of 

enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein 
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of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, 

so far from his imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny 

about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and 

admitted its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. To me, 

the spectacle of a man drifting serenely along through such a queer yarn 

without ever smiling, was exquisitely absurd. As I said before, I asked 

him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and he replied 

as follows. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him 

once:         

 There was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the 

winter of '49 - or maybe it was the spring of '50 - I don't recollect 

exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other 

is because I remember the big flume wasn't finished when he first came 

to the camp; but anyway, he was the curiousest man about always 

betting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could get anybody 

to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't, he'd change sides. Any way 

that suited the other man would suit him - any way just so 's he got a 

bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky - he most 

always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; 

there couldn't be no solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet 

on it, and take any side you please, as I was just telling you.   

 If there was a horse-race, you'd find him flush, or you'd find him 

busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there 

was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on 

it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you 

which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be 

there reg'lar, to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best 

exhorter about here, and so he was, too, and a good man. If he even 

seen a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it 

would take him to get wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, 

he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out 
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where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the 

boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it 

never made no difference to him - he would bet on anything - the 

dangdest feller.        

 Parson Walker's wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it 

seemed as if they warn't going to save her; but one morning he came in, 

and Smiley asked how she was, and he said she was consid'able better - 

thank the Lord for his inf'nit' mercy - and coming on so smart that, with 

the blessing of Prov'dence, she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he 

thought, says, "Well, I'll risk two-and-a-half that she don't anyway." 

 Thish-yer Smiley had a mare - the boys called her the fifteen-

minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because, of course, she 

was faster than that - and he used to win money on that horse, for all 

she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the 

consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or 

three hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; but always at 

the fag-end of the race she'd get excited and desperate-like, and come 

cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, 

sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the 

fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust, and raising m-o-r-e racket with her 

coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose  and always fetch up at the 

stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.

 And he had a little small bull pup, that to look at him you'd think 

he warn't worth a cent but to set around and look ornery and lay for a 

chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him, he was 

a different dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle of a 

steamboat, and his teeth would uncover, and shine savage like the 

furnaces. And a dog might tackle him, and bully-rag him, and bite him, 

and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew 

Jackson, - which was the name of the pup -Andrew Jackson would never 

let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else - and 
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the bets being doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was 

all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other dog jest by the 

j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it - not claw, you understand, but only 

jest grip and hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a year.

 Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a 

dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd been sawed off 

by a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and 

the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, he 

saw in a minute how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had 

him in the door, so to speak, and he 'peared surprised, and then he 

looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, 

and so he got shucked out bad.      

 He give Smiley a look, as much to say his heart was broke and it 

was his fault for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take 

holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off 

a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew 

Jackson, and would have made a name for himself if he'd lived, for the 

stuff was in him, and he had genius - I know it, because he hadn't no 

opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could 

make such a fight as he could under them circumstances, if he hadn't no 

talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of 

his'n, and the way it turned out.     

 Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken-cocks, and 

tom-cats, and all them kind of things, till you couldn't rest, and you 

couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched 

a frog one day, and took him home, and said he cal'lated to educate 

him; and so he never done nothing for these three months but set in his 

back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, 

too. He'd give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see 

that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut - see him turn one 

summerset, or maybe a couple, if he got a good start, and come down 
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flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter of 

catching flies, and kept him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly 

every time as far as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was 

education, and he could do most any thing - and I believe him. Why, I've 

seen him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor - Dan'l   

 Webster was the name of the frog - and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, 

flies!" and quicker'n you could wink, he'd spring straight up, and snake a 

fly off'n the counter there, and flop down on the floor again as solid as a 

gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind foot 

as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n any frog 

might do. You never see a frog so modest and straight-for'ard as he was, 

for all he was so gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on 

the dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any 

animal of his breed you ever see.      

 Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, youn understand; 

and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long 

as he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he 

might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywhere all said he 

laid over any frog that ever they see.    

 Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to 

fetch him downtown sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller - a 

stranger in the camp, he was - come across him with his box, and says:

 "What might it be that you've got in the box?"  

 And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, "It might be a parrot, or it 

might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't - it's only just a frog." 

 An' the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round 

this way and that, and says, "H'm - so 'tis. Well, what's he good for?"

 "Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "He's good enough for one 

thing, I should judge - he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county."

 The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular 

look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, "Well, I don't 
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see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog." 

 "Maybe you don't," Smiley says. "Maybe you understand frogs, 

and maybe you don't understand 'em; maybe you've had experience, 

and maybe you ain't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got my 

opinion, and I'll risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in 

Calaveras county."       

 And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, 

"Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I ain't got no frog; but if I had a 

frog, I'd bet you."       

 And then Smiley says, "That's all right - that's all right - if you'll 

hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog." And so the feller took 

the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down to 

wait.         

 So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and 

then he got the frog out and prizes his mouth open and took a teaspoon 

and filled him full of quail shot -filled him pretty near up to his chin -and 

set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around 

in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched 

him in, and give him to this feller, and says:   

 "Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his fore-

paws just even with Dan'l, and I'll give the word." Then he says, "One -

two - three - jump!" and him and the feller touched up the frogs from 

behind, and the frog hopped off, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up 

his shoulders - so -like a Frenchman, but it wasn't no use - he couldn't 

budge; he was planted as solid as an anvil, and he couldn't no more stir 

than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he 

was disgusted, too, but he didn't have no idea what the matter was, of 

course.        

 The feller took the money and started away; and when he was 

going out the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulder - this 

way - at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, "Well, I don't see no 
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p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."  

 Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a 

long time, and at last he says, "I do wonder what in the nation that frog 

throw'd off for -I wonder if there ain't something the matter with him - 

he 'pears to look mighty baggy, somehow."    

 And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the neck, and lifted him up 

and says, "Why, blame my cats, if he don't weigh five pound!" and 

turned him upside down, and he belched out a double handful of shot. 

And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man - he set the 

frog down and took out after that feller, but he never ketched him. And-

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and he 

got up to see what was wanted.) And turning to me as he moved away, 

he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy - I ain't going 

to be gone a second."      

 But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the 

history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford 

me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I 

started away. At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he 

buttonholed me and recommended:    

 "Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yeller one-eyed cow that didn't have 

no tail, only jest a short stump like a bannanner, and-"  

 "Oh, hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!" I muttered, good-

naturedly, and bidding the old gentleman good-day, I departed. 
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            H. H. MUNRO (SAKI), THE OPEN WINDOW   
     

 

           "My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel," said a very self-

possessed young lady of fifteen; "in the meantime you must try and put 

up with me."         

 Framton Nuttel endeavored to say the correct something which 

should duly flatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting 

the aunt that was to come. Privately he doubted more than ever whether 

these formal visits on a succession of total strangers would do much 

towards helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be 

undergoing.          

 "I know how it will be," his sister had said when he was preparing 

to migrate to this rural retreat; "you will bury yourself down there and 

not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from 

moping. I shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people I 

know there. Some of them, as far as I can remember, were quite nice." 

 Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he 

was presenting one of the letters of introduction came into the nice 

division.         

 "Do you know many of the people round here?" asked the niece, 

when she judged that they had had sufficient silent communion.  

 "Hardly a soul," said Framton. "My sister was staying here, at the 

rectory, you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of 

introduction to some of the people here." He made the last statement in 

a tone of distinct regret.       

 "Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?" pursued the 

self-possessed young lady.       

 "Only her name and address," admitted the caller. He was 

wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. 

An undefinable something about the room seemed to suggest masculine 
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habitation.         

 "Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the child; 

"that would be since your sister's time."     

 "Her tragedy?" asked Framton; somehow in this restful country 

spot tragedies seemed out of place.     

 "You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an 

October afternoon," said the niece, indicating a large French window that 

opened on to a lawn.       

 "It is quite warm for the time of the year," said Framton; "but has 

that window got anything to do with the tragedy?"   

 "Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband 

and her two young brothers went off for their day's shooting. They never 

came back. In crossing the moor to their favorite snipe-shooting ground 

they were all three engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog. It had been 

that dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that were safe in other 

years gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never 

recovered. That was the dreadful part of it."    

 Here the child's voice lost its self-possessed note and became 

falteringly human. "Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back 

someday, they and the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and 

walk in at that window just as they used to do. That is why the window is 

kept open every evening till it is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has 

often told me how they went out, her husband with his white waterproof 

coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother, singing 'Bertie, 

why do you bound?' as he always did to tease her, because she said it 

got on her nerves. Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like 

this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that 

window." She broke off with a little shudder. It was a relief to Framton 

when the aunt bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being 

late in making her appearance.  
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          "I hope Vera has been amusing you?" she said.   

 "She has been very interesting," said Framton.    

 "I hope you don't mind the open window," said Mrs. Sappleton 

briskly; "my husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, 

and they always come in this way. They've been out for snipe in the 

marshes today, so they'll make a fine mess over my poor carpets. So like 

you menfolk, isn't it?"       

 She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of 

birds, and the prospects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all 

purely horrible. He made a desperate but only partially successful effort 

to turn the talk on to a less ghastly topic, he was conscious that his 

hostess was giving him only a fragment of her attention, and her eyes 

were constantly straying past him to the open window and the lawn 

beyond. It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should have 

paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.     

 "The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of 

mental excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent 

physical exercise," announced Framton, who labored under the tolerably 

widespread delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are 

hungry for the least detail of one's ailments and infirmities, their cause 

and cure.         

 "On the matter of diet they are not so much in agreement," he 

continued.         

 "No?" said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn 

at the last moment.        

 Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention-but not to what 

Framton was saying. "Here they are at last!" she cried. "Just in time for 

tea, and don't they look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!"  

 Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a 

look intended to convey sympathetic comprehension. The child was 

staring out through the open window with a dazed horror in her eyes. In 
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a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round in his seat and 

looked in the same direction.       

 In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the 

lawn towards the window, they all carried guns under their arms, and 

one of them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his 

shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close at their heels. Noiselessly 

they neared the house, and then a hoarse young voice chanted out of 

the dusk: "I said, Bertie, why do you bound?"    

 Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall door, the 

gravel drive, and the front gate were dimly noted stages in his headlong 

retreat. A cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to 

avoid imminent collision.       

 "Here we are, my dear," said the bearer of the white mackintosh, 

coming in through the window, "fairly muddy, but most of it's dry. Who 

was that who bolted out as we came up?"     

 "A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel," said Mrs. Sappleton; 

"could only talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of 

goodby or apology when you arrived. One would think he had seen a 

ghost."          

 "I expect it was the spaniel," said the niece calmly; "he told me 

he had a horror of dogs. He was once hunted into a cemetery 

somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and 

had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures snarling 

and grinning and foaming just above him. Enough to make anyone lose 

their nerve. "         

 Romance at short notice was her speciality.  
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               H. H. MUNRO (SAKI), THE STORY-TELLER   
     

           It was a hot afternoon, and the railway carriage was 

correspondingly sultry, and the next stop was at Templecombe, nearly 

an hour ahead. The occupants of the carriage were a small girl, and a 

smaller girl, and a small boy. An aunt belonging to the children occupied 

one corner seat, and the further corner seat on the opposite side was 

occupied by a bachelor who was a stranger to their party, but the small 

girls and the small boy emphatically occupied the compartment. 

 Both the aunt and the children were conversational in a limited, 

persistent way, reminding one of the attentions of a housefly that 

refuses to be discouraged. Most of the aunt's remarks seemed to begin 

with "Don't," and nearly all of the children's remarks began with "Why?" 

The bachelor said nothing out loud. "Don't, Cyril, don't," exclaimed the 

aunt, as the small boy began smacking the cushions of the seat, 

producing a cloud of dust at each blow.    

 "Come and look out of the window," she added. The child moved 

reluctantly to the window.        

  "Why are those sheep being driven out of that field?" he asked. 

 "I expect they are being driven to another field where there is 

more grass," said the aunt weakly.     

 "But there is lots of grass in that field," protested the boy; 

"there's nothing else but grass there. Aunt, there's lots of grass in that 

field."         

 "Perhaps the grass in the other field is better," suggested the 

aunt fatuously.       

 "Why is it better?" came the swift, inevitable question. 

 "Oh, look at those cows!" exclaimed the aunt. Nearly every field 

along the line had contained cows or bullocks, but she spoke as though 

she were drawing attention to a rarity.    
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 "Why is the grass in the other field better?" persisted Cyril. The 

frown on the bachelor's face was deepening to a scowl. He was a hard, 

unsympathetic man, the aunt decided in her mind. She was utterly 

unable to come to any satisfactory decision about the grass in the other 

field.The smaller girl created a diversion by beginning to recite "On the 

Road to Mandalay." She only knew the first line, but she put her limited 

knowledge to the fullest possible use. She repeated the line over and 

over again in a dreamy but resolute and very audible voice; it seemed to 

the bachelor as though some one had had a bet with her that she could 

not repeat the line aloud two thousand times without stopping. Whoever 

it was who had made the wager was likely to lose his bet. 

 "Come over here and listen to a story," said the aunt, when the 

bachelor had looked twice at her and once at the communication cord. 

 The children moved listlessly towards the aunt's end of the 

carriage. Evidently her reputation as a story- teller did not rank high in 

their estimation. In a low, confidential voice, interrupted at frequent 

intervals by loud, petulant questionings from her listeners, she began an 

unenterprising and deplorably uninteresting story about a little girl who 

was good, and made friends with every one on account of her goodness, 

and was finally saved from a mad bull by a number of rescuers who 

admired her moral character.    

 "Wouldn't they have saved her if she hadn't been good?" 

demanded the bigger of the small girls. It was exactly the question that 

the bachelor had wanted to ask.       

  "Well, yes," admitted the aunt lamely, "but I don't think they 

would have run quite so fast to her help if they had not liked her so 

much."                       

 "It's the stupidest story I've ever heard," said the bigger of the 

small girls, with immense conviction.     

 "I didn't listen after the first bit, it was so stupid," said Cyril.The 

smaller girl made no actual comment on the story, but she had long ago 
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recommenced a murmured repetition of her favourite line. 

 "You don't seem to be a success as a story-teller," said the 

bachelor suddenly from his corner.     

 The aunt bristled in instant defence at this unexpected attack. 

"It's a very difficult thing to tell stories that children can both understand 

and appreciate," she said stiffly.      

 "I don't agree with you," said the bachelor.   

 "Perhaps you would like to tell them a story," was the aunt's 

retort.             

 "Tell us a story," demanded the bigger of the small girls.  

 "Once upon a time," began the bachelor, "there was a little girl 

called Bertha, who was extra-ordinarily good."   

 The children's momentarily-aroused interest began at once to 

flicker; all stories seemed dreadfully alike, no matter who told them. 

 "She did all that she was told, she was always truthful, she kept 

her clothes clean, ate milk puddings as though they were jam tarts, 

learned her lessons perfectly, and was polite in her manners." 

 "Was she pretty?" asked the bigger of the small girls. 

 "Not as pretty as any of you," said the bachelor, "but she was 

horribly good."There was a wave of reaction in favour of the story; the 

word horrible in connection with goodness was a novelty that 

commended itself. It seemed to introduce a ring of truth that was absent 

from the aunt's tales of infant life.     

 "She was so good," continued the bachelor, "that she won several 

medals for goodness, which she always wore, pinned on to her dress. 

There was a medal for obedience, another medal for punctuality, and a 

third for good behaviour. They were large metal medals and they clicked 

against one another as she walked. No other child in the town where she 

lived had as many as three medals, so everybody knew that she must be 

an extra good child."       

 "Horribly good," quoted Cyril.     
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  "Everybody talked about her goodness, and the Prince of the 

country got to hear about it, and he said that as she was so very good 

she might be allowed once a week to walk in his park, which was just 

outside the town. It was a beautiful park, and no children were ever 

allowed in it, so it was a great honour for Bertha to be allowed to go 

there."         

 "Were there any sheep in the park?" demanded Cyril. 

 "No;" said the bachelor, "there were no sheep."  

 "Why weren't there any sheep?" came the inevitable question 

arising out of that answer.      

 The aunt permitted herself a smile, which might almost have been 

described as a grin.        

 "There were no sheep in the park," said the bachelor, "because 

the Prince's mother had once had a dream that her son would either be 

killed by a sheep or else by a clock falling on him. For that reason the 

Prince never kept a sheep in his park or a clock in his palace." The aunt 

suppressed a gasp of admiration.      

 "Was the Prince killed by a sheep or by a clock?" asked Cyril. 

  "He is still alive, so we can't tell whether the dream will come 

true," said the bachelor unconcernedly; "anyway, there were no sheep in 

the park, but there were lots of little pigs running all over the place." 

  "What colour were they"                 

  “Black with white faces, white with black spots, black all over, 

grey with white patches, and some were white all over." The storyteller 

paused to let a full idea of the park's treasures sink into the children's 

imaginations; then he resumed:     

 "Bertha was rather sorry to find that there were no flowers in the 

park. She had promised her aunts, with tears in her eyes, that she would 

not pick any of the kind Prince's flowers, and she had meant to keep her 

promise, so of course it made her feel silly to find that there were no 

flowers to pick."           
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  "Why weren't there any flowers?"     

  "Because the pigs had eaten them all," said the bachelor 

promptly. "The gardeners had told the Prince that you couldn't have pigs 

and flowers, so he decided to have pigs and no flowers."  

 There was a murmur of approval at the excellence of the Prince's 

decision; so many people would have decided the other way. 

 "There were lots of other delightful things in the park. There were 

ponds with gold and blue and green fish in them, and trees with beautiful 

parrots that said clever things at a moment's notice, and humming birds 

that hummed all the popular tunes of the day. Bertha walked up and 

down and enjoyed herself immensely, and thought to herself: 'If I were 

not so extraordinarily good I should not have been allowed to come into 

this beautiful park and enjoy all that there is to be seen in it,' and her 

three medals clinked against one another as she walked and helped to 

remind her how very good she really was. Just then an enormous wolf 

came prowling into the park to see if it could catch a fat little pig for its 

supper."        

 "What colour was it?" asked the children, amid an immediate 

quickening of interest.      

 "Mud-colour all over,  with a black tongue and pale grey eyes that 

gleamed with unspeakable ferocity. The first thing that it saw in the park 

was Bertha; her pinafore was so spotlessly white and clean that it could 

be seen from a great distance. Bertha saw the wolf and saw that it was 

stealing towards her, and she began to wish that she had never been 

allowed to come into the park. She ran as hard as she could, and the 

wolf came after her with huge leaps and bounds. She managed to reach 

a shrubbery of myrtle bushes and she hid herself in one of the thickest of 

the bushes. The wolf came sniffing among the branches, its black tongue 

lolling out of its mouth and its pale grey eyes glaring with rage. Bertha 

was terribly frightened, and thought to herself: 'If I had not been so 

extraordinarily good I should have been safe in the town at this 



 182 

moment.' However, the scent of the myrtle was so strong that the wolf 

could not sniff out where Bertha was hiding, and the bushes were so 

thick that he might have hunted about in them for a long time without 

catching sight of her, so he thought he might as well go off and catch a 

little pig instead.        

 Bertha was trembling very much at having the wolf prowling and 

sniffing so near her, and as she trembled the medal for obedience 

clinked against the medals for good conduct and punctuality. The wolf 

was just moving away when he heard the sound of the medals clinking 

and stopped to listen; they clinked again in a bush quite near him. He 

dashed into the bush, his pale grey eyes gleaming with ferocity and 

triumph, and dragged Bertha out and devoured her to the last morsel. All 

that was left of her were her shoes, bits of clothing, and the three 

medals for goodness."      

 "Were any of the little pigs killed?"     

 "No, they all escaped."     

 "The story began badly," said the smaller of the small girls, "but it 

had a beautiful ending."       

 "It is the most beautiful story that I ever heard," said the bigger 

of the small girls, with immense decision.     

 "It is the ONLY beautiful story I have ever heard," said Cyril. A 

dissentient opinion came from the aunt.     

 "A most improper story to tell to young children!You have 

undermined the effect of years of careful teaching."   

 At any rate," said the bachelor, collecting his belongings 

preparatory to leaving the carriage, "I kept them quiet for ten minutes, 

which was more than you were able to do."  

 "Unhappy woman!" he observed to himself as he walked down the 

platform of Templecombe station; "for the next six months or so those 

children will assail her in public with demands for an improper story!" 
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                  HEARTS AND HANDS by O. HENRY 

        At Denver there was an influx of passengers into the coaches on 

the eastbound B. & M. express. In one coach there sat a very pretty 

young woman dressed in elegant taste and surrounded by all the 

luxurious comforts of an experienced traveler.    

 Among the newcomers were two young men, one of handsome 

presence with a bold, frank countenance and manner; the other a 

ruffled, glum-faced person, heavily built and roughly dressed. The two 

were handcuffed together.As they passed down the aisle of the coach the 

only vacant seat offered was a reversed one facing the attractive young 

woman. Here the linked couple seated themselves.   

 The young woman's glance fell upon them with a distant, swift 

disinterest; then with a lovely smile brightening her countenance and a 

tender pink tingeing her rounded cheeks, she held out a little gray-

gloved hand. When she spoke her voice, full, sweet, and deliberate, 

proclaimed that its owner was accustomed to speak and be heard:

 "Well, Mr. Easton, if you will make me speak first, I suppose I 

must. Don't vou ever recognize old friends when you meet them in the 

West?"         

 The younger man roused himself sharply at the sound of her 

voice, seemed to struggle with a slight embarrassment which he threw 

off instantly, and then clasped her fingers with his left hand. 

 "It's Miss Fairchild," he said, with a smile. "I'll ask you to excuse 

the other hand; "it's otherwise engaged just at present."  

 He slightly raised his right hand, bound at the wrist by the shining 

"bracelet" to the left one of his companion.    

 The glad look in the girl's eyes slowly changed to a bewildered 

horror. The glow faded from her cheeks. Her lips parted in a vague, 
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relaxing distress.        

 Easton, with a little laugh, as if amused, was about to speak 

again when the other forestalled him.     

 The glum-faced man had been watching the girl's countenance 

with veiled glances from his keen, shrewd eyes.    

 "You'll excuse me for speaking, miss, but, I see you're acquainted 

with the marshall here. If you'll ask him to speak a word for me when we 

get to the pen he'll do it, and it'll make things easier for me there. He's 

taking me to Leavenworth prison. It's seven years for counterfeiting." 

 "Oh!" said the girl, with a deep breath and returning color. "So 

that is what you are doing out here?A marshal!"    

 "My dear Miss Fairchild," said Easton, calmly,"I had to do 

something. Money has a way of taking wings unto itself, and you know it 

takes money to keep step with our crowd in Washington. I saw this 

opening in the West, and-well, a marshalship isn't quite as high a 

position as that of ambassador, but-"    

 "The ambassador," said the girl, warmly, "doesn't call any more. 

He needn't ever have done so. You ought to know that. And so now you 

are one of these dashing Western heroes, and you ride and shoot and go 

into all kinds of dangers. That's different from the Washington life. You 

have been missed from the old crowd."     

 The girl's eyes, fascinated, went back, widening a little, to rest 

upon the glittering handcuffs.     

 "Don't you worry about them, miss," said the other man. "All 

marshals handcuff themselves to their prisoners to keep them from 

getting away. Mr. Easton knows his business."    

 "Will we see you again soon in Washington?" asked the girl.

 "Not soon, I think," said Easton. "My butterfly days are over, I 

fear."          

 "I love the West," said the girl irrelevantly. Her eyes were shining 

softly. She looked away out the car window. She began to speak truly 
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and simply without the gloss of style and manner:   

 "Mamma and I spent the summer in Denver. She went home a 

week ago because father was slightly ill. I could live and be happy in the 

West. I think the air here agrees with me. Money isn't everything. But 

people always misunderstand things and remain stupid-"   

 "Say, Mr. Marshal," growled the glum-faced man. "This isn't quite 

fair.I'm needing a drink, and haven't had a smoke all day. Haven't you 

talked long enough? Take me in the smoker now, won't you? I'm half 

dead for a pipe."       

 The bound travelers rose to their feet, Easton with the same slow 

smile on his face."I can't deny a petition for tobacco," he said, lightly. 

"It's the one friend of the unfortunate. Good-bye, Miss Fairchild. Duty 

calls, you know." He held out his hand for a farewell.  

 "It's too bad you are not going East," she said, re-clothing herself 

with manner and style. "But you must go on to Leavenworth, I 

suppose?"                 

  "Yes," said Easton, "I must go on to Leavenworth."  

 The two men sidled down the aisle into the smoker.  

 The two passengers in a seat near by had heard most of the 

conversation.Said one of them:      

 "That marshal's a good sort of chap.  Some of these Western 

fellows are all right."       

 "Pretty young to hold an office like that, isn't he?" asked the 

other.         

 "Young!" exclaimed the first speaker, "why-Oh! didn't you catch 

on? Say- did you ever know an officer to handcuff a prisoner to his right 

hand?" 
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           KATE CHOPIN, THE STORY OF AN HOUR  

         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 
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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. 

 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 hte 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 or 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 owuld 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 hers 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 
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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 

the 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 

key-hold, 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 grip-sack 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. 

 When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease-of 

the joy that kills. 

. 
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                 KATE CHOPIN, DESIREE’S BABY   

           As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmonde drove over to L'Abri 

to see Desiree and the baby. It made her laugh to think of Desiree with a 

baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Desiree was little more than a 

baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of Valmonde 

had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big stone pillar. 

 The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for "Dada." That 

was as much as she could do or say. Some people thought she might 

have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of the toddling age. 

The prevailing belief was that she had been purposely left by a party of 

Texans, whose canvas-covered wagon, late in the day, had crossed the 

ferry that Coton Mais kept, just below the plantation.    

 In time Madame Valmonde abandoned every speculation but the 

one that Desiree had been sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be 

the child of her affection, seeing that she was without child of the flesh. 

For the girl grew to be beautiful and gentle, affectionate and sincere, the 

idol of Valmonde.It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the 

stone pillar in whose shadow she had lain asleep, eighteen years before, 

that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had fallen in love 

with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as if struck by a 

pistol shot. The wonder was that he had not loved her before; for he had 

known her since his father brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, 

after his mother died there. The passion that awoke in him that day, 

when he saw her at the gate, swept along like an avalanche, or like a 

prairie fire, or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles.

 Monsieur Valmonde grew practical and wanted things well 

considered: that is, the girl's obscure origin. Armand looked into her 

eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was nameless. What 

did it matter about a name when he could give her one of the oldest and 
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proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille from Paris, and contained 

himself with what patience he could until it arrived; then they were 

married.        

 Madame Valmonde had not seen Desiree and the baby for four 

weeks. When she reached L'Abri she shuddered at the first sight of it, as 

she always did. It was a sad looking place, which for many years had not 

known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having 

married and buried his wife in France, and she having loved her own land 

too well ever to leave it. The roof came down steep and black like a cowl, 

reaching out beyond the wide galleries that encircled the yellow stuccoed 

house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their thick-leaved, far-

reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young Aubigny's rule was a 

strict one, too, and under it his negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as 

they had been during the old master's easy-going and indulgent lifetime 

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in her soft 

white muslins and laces, upon a couch. The baby was beside her, upon 

her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her breast. The yellow nurse 

woman sat beside a window fanning herself. Madame Valmonde bent her 

portly figure over Desiree and kissed her, holding her an instant tenderly 

in her arms. Then she turned to the child.    

 "This is not the baby!" she exclaimed, in startled tones. French 

was the language spoken at Valmonde in those days.   

 "I knew you would be astonished," laughed Desiree, "at the way 

he has grown. The little cochon de lait! Look at his legs, mamma, and his 

hands and fingernails, real finger-nails. Zandrine had to cut them this 

morning. Isn't it true, Zandrine?"     

 The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, "Mais si, 

Madame." 

         "And the way he cries," went on Desiree, "is deafening. Armand 

heard him the other day as far away as La Blanche's cabin."Madame 



 191 

Valmonde had never removed her eyes from the child. She lifted it and 

walked with it over to the window that was lightest. She scanned the 

baby narrowly, then looked as searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was 

turned to gaze across the fields.     

 "Yes, the child has grown, has changed," said Madame Valmonde, 

slowly, as she replaced it beside its mother. "What does Armand say?" 

Desiree's face became suffused with a glow that was happiness itself. 

"Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly 

because it is a boy, to bear his name; though he says not,-that he would 

have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn't true. I know he says that to 

please me.         

 And mamma," she added, drawing Madame Valmonde's head 

down to her, and speaking in a whisper, "he hasn't punished one of 

them-not one of them-since baby is born. Even Negrillon, who pretended 

to have burnt his leg that he might rest from work-he only laughed, and 

said Negrillon was a great scamp. Oh, mamma, I'm so happy; it 

frightens me."What Desiree said was true. Marriage, and later the birth 

of his son had softened Armand Aubigny's imperious and exacting nature 

greatly. This was what made the gentle Desiree so happy, for she loved 

him desperately. When he frowned she trembled, but loved him. When 

he smiled, she asked no greater blessing of God.    

 But Armand's dark, handsome face had not often been disfigured 

by frowns since the day he fell in love with her.When the baby was about 

three months old, Desiree awoke one day to the conviction that there 

was something in the air menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to 

grasp. It had only been a disquieting suggestion; an air of mystery 

among the blacks; unexpected visits from far-off neighbors who could 

hardly account for their coming.Then a strange, an awful change in her 

husband's manner, which she dared not ask him to explain. When he 

spoke to her, it was with averted eyes, from which the old love-light 

seemed to have gone out. He absented himself from home; and when 
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there, avoided her presence and that of her child, without excuse. And 

the very spirit of Satan seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his 

dealings with the slaves. Desiree was miserable enough to die.  

 She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly 

drawing through her fingers the strands of her long, silky brown hair that 

hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked, lay asleep upon her 

own great mahogany bed, that was like a sumptuous throne, with its 

satin-lined half-canopy. One of La Blanche's little quadroon boys-half 

naked too-stood fanning the child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. 

Desiree's eyes had been fixed absently and sadly upon the baby, while 

she was striving to penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing 

about her. She looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, 

and back again; over and over. "Ah!" It was a cry that she could not 

help; which she was not conscious of having uttered. The blood turned 

like ice in her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face.

 She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would 

come, at first. When he heard his name uttered, he looked up, and his 

mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the great, soft fan, and 

obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes.She 

stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the 

picture of fright. Presently her husband entered the room, and without 

noticing her, went to a table and began to search among some papers 

which covered it."Armand," she called to him, in a voice which must have 

stabbed him, if he was human. But he did not notice. "Armand," she said 

again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. "Armand," she panted 

once more, clutching his arm, "look at our child. What does it mean? Tell 

me." He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm and 

thrust the hand away from him.       

 "Tell me what it means!" she cried despairingly.   

 "It means," he answered lightly, "that the child is not white; it 

means that you are not white."       
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 A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her 

nerved her with unwonted courage to deny it. "It is a lie; it is not true, I 

am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are gray, Armand, 

you know they are gray. And my skin is fair," seizing his wrist. "Look at 

my hand; whiter than yours, Armand," she laughed hysterically.

 "As white as La Blanche's," he returned cruelly; and went away 

leaving her alone with their child.When she could hold a pen in her hand, 

she sent a despairing letter to Madame Valmonde. "My mother, they tell 

me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God's sake 

tell them it is not true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must 

die. I cannot be so unhappy, and live."    

 The answer that came was brief: "My own Desiree: Come home 

to Valmonde; back to your mother who loves you. Come with your child." 

When the letter reached Desiree she went with it to her husband's study, 

and laid it open upon the desk before which he sat. She was like a stone 

image: silent, white, motionless after she placed it there. In silence he 

ran his cold eyes over the written words. He said nothing.  

 "Shall I go, Armand?" she asked in tones sharp with agonized 

suspense.                                                         

 "Yes, go."        

 "Do you want me to go?"     

 "Yes, I want you to go." He thought Almighty God had dealt 

cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, somehow, that he was paying 

Him back in kind when he stabbed thus into his wife's soul. Moreover he 

no longer loved her, because of the unconscious injury she had brought 

upon his home and his name.She turned away like one stunned by a 

blow, and walked slowly towards the door, hoping he would call her 

back. "Good-bye, Armand," she moaned. He did not answer her. That 

was his last blow at fate. Desiree went in search of her child. Zandrine 

was pacing the sombre gallery with it. She took the little one from the 

nurse's arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps, 



 194 

walked away, under the live-oak branches.    

 It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the 

still fields the negroes were picking cotton. Desiree had not changed the 

thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her hair was 

uncovered and the sun's rays brought a golden gleam from its brown 

meshes. She did not take the broad, beaten road which led to the far-off 

plantation of Valmonde. She walked across a deserted field, where the 

stubble bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin 

gown to shreds.       

 She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick 

along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; and she did not come back 

again. Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L'Abri. In 

the centre of the smoothly swept back yard was a great bonfire. Armand 

Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that commanded a view of the 

spectacle; and it was he who dealt out to a half dozen negroes the 

material which kept this fire ablaze.     

 A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid 

upon the pyre, which had already been fed with the richness of a 

priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet and satin ones 

added to these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for 

the corbeille had been of rare quality.The last thing to go was a tiny 

bundle of letters; innocent little scribblings that Desiree had sent to him 

during the days of their espousal. There was the remnant of one back in 

the drawer from which he took them. But it was not Desiree's; it was 

part of an old letter from his mother to his father. He read it. She was 

thanking God for the blessing of her husband's love:"But above all," she 

wrote, "night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our 

lives that our dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores 

him, belongs to the race that is cursed with the brand of slavery." 
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                  SUSAN GLASPELL, A JURY OF HER PEERS   

 

           When Martha Hale opened the storm-door and got a cut of the 

north wind, she ran back for her big woolen scarf. As she hurriedly 

wound that round her head her eye made a scandalized sweep of her 

kitchen. It was no ordinary thing that called her away-it was probably 

further from ordinary than anything that had ever happened in Dickson 

County. But what her eye took in was that her kitchen was in no shape 

for leaving: her bread all ready for mixing, half the flour sifted and half 

unsifted.        

 She hated to see things half done; but she had been at that when 

the team from town stopped to get Mr. Hale, and then the sheriff came 

running in to say his wife wished Mrs. Hale would come too-adding, with 

a grin, that he guessed she was getting scary and wanted another 

woman along. So she had dropped everything right where it was. 

 "Martha!" now came her husband's impatient voice. "Don't keep 

folks waiting out here in the cold." She again opened the storm-door, 

and this time joined the three men and the one woman waiting for her in 

the big two-seated buggy. After she had the robes tucked around her 

she took another look at the woman who sat beside her on the back 

seat. She had met Mrs. Peters the year before at the county fair, and the 

thing she remembered about her was that she didn't seem like a sheriff's 

wife. She was small and thin and didn't have a strong voice.  

 Mrs. Gorman, sheriff's wife before Gorman went out and Peters 

came in, had a voice that somehow seemed to be backing up the law 

with every word. But if Mrs. Peters didn't look like a sheriff's wife, Peters 

made it up in looking like a sheriff. He was to a dot the kind of man who 

could get himself elected sheriff-a heavy man with a big voice, who was 

particularly genial with the law-abiding, as if to make it plain that he 
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knew the difference between criminals and non-criminals. And right there 

it came into Mrs. Hale's mind, with a stab, that this man who was so 

pleasant and lively with all of them was going to the Wrights' now as a 

sheriff.         

 "The country's not very pleasant this time of year," Mrs. Peters at 

last ventured, as if she felt they ought to be talking as well as the men. 

Mrs. Hale scarcely finished her reply, for they had gone up a little hill and 

could see the Wright place now, and seeing it did not make her feel like 

talking. It looked very lonesome this cold March morning. It had always 

been a lonesome-looking place. It was down in a hollow, and the poplar 

trees around it were lonesome-looking trees. The men were looking at it 

and talking about what had happened. The county attorney was bending 

to one side of the buggy, and kept looking steadily at the place as they 

drew up to it.        

 "I'm glad you came with me," Mrs. Peters said nervously, as the 

two women were about to follow the men in through the kitchen door. 

Even after she had her foot on the door-step, her hand on the knob, 

Martha Hale had a moment of feeling she could not cross that threshold. 

And the reason it seemed she couldn't cross it now was simply because 

she hadn't crossed it before.       

 Time and time again it had been in her mind, "I ought to go over 

and see Minnie Foster"-she still thought of her as Minnie Foster, though 

for twenty years she had been Mrs. Wright. And then there was always 

something to do and Minnie Foster would go from her mind. But now she 

could come.The men went over to the stove. The women stood close 

together by the door.        

 Young Henderson, the county attorney, turned around and said, 

"Come up to the fire, ladies."       

 Mrs. Peters took a step forward, then stopped. "I'm not-cold," she 

said. And so the two women stood by the door, at first not even so much 

as looking around the kitchen.     
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 The men talked for a minute about what a good thing it was the 

sheriff had sent his deputy out that morning to make a fire for them, and 

then Sheriff Peters stepped back from the stove, unbuttoned his outer 

coat, and leaned his hands on the kitchen table in a way that seemed to 

mark the beginning of official business.     

 "Now, Mr. Hale," he said in a sort of semi-official voice, "before 

we move things about, you tell Mr. Henderson just what it was you saw 

when you came here yesterday morning."     

 The county attorney was looking around the kitchen. "By the 

way," he said, "has anything been moved?" He turned to the sheriff. "Are 

things just as you left them yesterday?"    

 Peters looked from cupboard to sink; from that to a small worn 

rocker a little to one side of the kitchen table. "It's just the same." 

 "Somebody should have been left here yesterday," said the 

county attorney.       

 "Oh-yesterday," returned the sheriff, with a little gesture as of 

yesterday having been more than he could bear to think of. "When I had 

to send Frank to Morris Center for that man who went crazy-let me tell 

you. I had my hands full yesterday. I knew you could get back from 

Omaha by today, George, and as long as I went over everything here 

myself-"        

 "Well, Mr. Hale," said the county attorney, in a way of letting 

what was past and gone go, "tell just what happened when you came 

here yesterday morning."      

 Mrs. Hale, still leaning against the door, had that sinking feeling 

of the mother whose child is about to speak a piece. Lewis often 

wandered along and got things mixed up in a story. She hoped he would 

tell this straight and plain, and not say unnecessary things that would 

just make things harder for Minnie Foster. He didn't begin at once, and 

she noticed that he looked queer-as if standing in that kitchen and 

having to tell what he had seen there yesterday morning made him 
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almost sick.        

 "Yes, Mr. Hale?" the county attorney reminded"  

 Harry and I had started to town with a load of potatoes," Mrs. 

Hale's husband began. Harry was Mrs. Hale's oldest boy. He wasn't with 

them now, for the very good reason that those potatoes never got to 

town yesterday and he was taking them this morning, so he hadn't been 

home when the sheriff stopped to say he wanted Mr. Hale to come over 

to the Wright place and tell the county attorney his story there, where he 

could point it all out. With all Mrs. Hale's other emotions came the fear 

now that maybe Harry wasn't dressed warm enough-they hadn't any of 

them realized how that north wind did bite.   

 "We come along this road," Hale was going on, with a motion of 

his hand to the road over which they had just come, "and as we got in 

sight of the house I says to Harry, 'I'm goin' to see if I can't get John 

Wright to take a telephone.' You see," he explained to Henderson, 

"unless I can get somebody to go in with me they won't come out this 

branch road except for a price I can't pay. I'd spoke to Wright about it 

once before; but he put me off, saying folks talked too much anyway, 

and all he asked was peace and quiet-guess you know about how much 

he talked himself. But I thought maybe if I went to the house and talked 

about it before his wife, and said all the women-folks liked the 

telephones, and that in this lonesome stretch of road it would be a good 

thing-well, I said to Harry that that was what I was going to say-though 

I said at the same time that I didn't know as what his wife wanted made 

much difference to John-"Now there he was!-saying things he didn't need 

to say. Mrs. Hale tried to catch her husband's eye, but fortunately the 

county attorney interrupted with: "Let's talk about that a little later, Mr. 

Hale. I do want to talk about that but, I'm anxious now to get along to 

just what happened when you got here."      

 When he began this time, it was very deliberately and carefully: 

"I didn't see or hear anything. I knocked at the door. And still it was all 
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quiet inside. I knew they must be up--it was past eight o'clock. So I 

knocked again, louder, and I thought I heard somebody say, 'Come in.' 

I wasn't sure-I'm not sure yet. But I opened the door--this door," jerking 

a hand toward the door by which the two women stood. "and there, in 

that rocker"-pointing to it-"sat Mrs. Wright."    

 Everyone in the kitchen looked at the rocker. It came into Mrs. 

Hale's mind that that rocker didn't look in the least like Minnie Foster-the 

Minnie Foster of twenty years before. It was a dingy red, with wooden 

rungs up the back, and the middle rung was gone, and the chair sagged 

to one side.        

 "How did she-look?" the county attorney was inquiring. 

 "Well," said Hale, "she looked-queer."   

 "How do you mean-queer?"       

           As he asked it he took out a note-book and pencil. Mrs. Hale did 

not like the sight of that pencil. She kept her eye fixed on her husband, 

as if to keep him from saying unnecessary things that would go into that 

note-book and make trouble.Hale did speak guardedly, as if the pencil 

had affected him too.      

 "Well, as if she didn't know what she was going to do next.And 

kind of-done up."       

 "How did she seem to feel about your coming?"   

 "Why, I don't think she minded-one way or other. She didn't pay 

much attention. I said, 'Ho' do, Mrs. Wright? It's cold, ain't it?' And she 

said. 'Is it?'-and went on pleatin' at her apron. Well, I was surprised. She 

didn't ask me to come up to the stove, or to sit down, but just set there, 

not even lookin' at me. And so I said: 'I want to see John’.   .'

 "And then she-laughed. I guess you would call it a laugh. 

 "I thought of Harry and the team outside, so I said, a little sharp, 

'Can I see John?' 'No,' says she-kind of dull like. 'Ain't he home?' says I. 

Then she looked at me. 'Yes,' says she, 'he's home.' 'Then why can't I 

see him?' I asked her, out of patience with her now. 'Cause he's dead' 
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says she, just as quiet and dull-and fell to pleatin' her apron. 'Dead?' 

says, I, like you do when you can't take in what you've heard. She just 

nodded her head, not getting a bit excited, but rockin' back and forth 

'Why-where is he?' says I, not knowing what to say.She just pointed 

upstairs-ike this-pointing to the room above”.    

 "I got up, with the idea of going up there myself. By this time I-

didn't know what to do. I walked from there to here; then I says: 'Why, 

what did he die of?'        

 "He died of a rope around his neck,' says she; and just went on 

pleatin' at her apron."         

          Hale stopped speaking, and stood staring at the rocker, as if he 

were still seeing the woman who had sat there the morning before. 

Nobody spoke; it was as if every one were seeing the woman who had 

sat there the morning before.     

 "And what did you do then?" the county attorney at last broke the 

silence.         

 "I went out and called Harry. I thought I might-need help. I got 

Harry in, and we went upstairs." His voice fell almost to a whisper. 

"There he was-lying over the-"      

 "I think I'd rather have you go into that upstairs," the county 

attorney interrupted, "where you can point it all out.Just go on now with 

the rest of the story."      

 "Well, my first thought was to get that rope off. It looked..."He 

stopped, his face twitching."      

 But Harry, he went up to him, and he said. 'No, he's dead all 

right, and we'd better not touch anything.' So we went downstairs.

 "She was still sitting that same way. 'Has anybody been notified?' 

I asked. 'No, says she, unconcerned’.    

 ‘Who did this, Mrs. Wright?' said Harry. He said it businesslike, 

and she stopped pleatin' at her apron. 'I don't know,' she says. 'You 

don't know?' says Harry. 'Weren't you sleepin' in the bed with him?' 
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'Yes,' says she, 'but I was on the inside. 'Somebody slipped a rope round 

his neck and strangled him, and you didn't wake up?' says Harry. 'I 

didn't wake up,' she said after him.     

 "We may have looked as if we didn't see how that could be, for 

after a minute she said, 'I sleep sound.'    

 "Harry was going to ask her more questions, but I said maybe 

that weren't our business; maybe we ought to let her tell her story first 

to the coroner or the sheriff. So Harry went fast as he could over to High 

Road-the Rivers' place, where there's a telephone."  

 "And what did she do when she knew you had gone for the 

coroner?" The attorney got his pencil in his hand all ready for writing.

 "She moved from that chair to this one over here"-Hale pointed to 

a small chair in the corner-"and just sat there with her hands held 

together and lookin down. I got a feeling that I ought to make some 

conversation, so I said I had come in to see if John wanted to put in a 

telephone; and at that she started to laugh, and then she stopped and 

looked at me-scared."       

 At the sound of a moving pencil the man who was telling the story 

looked up."I dunno-maybe it wasn't scared," he hastened: "I wouldn't 

like to say it was. Soon Harry got back, and then Dr. Lloyd came, and 

you, Mr. Peters, and so I guess that's all I know that you don't."

 He said that last with relief, and moved a little, as if relaxing. 

Everyone moved a little.The county attorney walked toward the stair 

door "I guess we'll go upstairs first-then out to the barn and around 

there." He paused and looked around the kitchen. "You're convinced 

there was nothing important here?" he asked the sheriff.  

 "Nothing that would- point to any motive?"  

 The sheriff too looked all around, as if to re-convince himself. 

"Nothing here but kitchen things," he said, with a little laugh for the 

insignificance of kitchen things.       

 The county attorney was looking at the cupboard-a peculiar, 
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ungainly structure, half closet and half cupboard, the upper part of it 

being built in the wall, and the lower part just the old-fashioned kitchen 

cupboard. As if its queerness attracted him, he got a chair and opened 

the upper part and looked in. After a moment he drew his hand away 

sticky. "Here's a nice mess," he said resentfully.    

 The two women had drawn nearer, and now the sheriff's wife 

spoke. "Oh-her fruit," she said, looking to Mrs. Hale for sympathetic 

understanding. She turned back to the county attorney and explained: 

"She worried about that when it turned so cold last night. She said the 

fire would go out and her jars might burst."     

 Mrs. Peters' husband broke into a laugh. "Well, can you beat the 

women! Held for murder, and worrying about her preserves!"  

 The young attorney set his lips. "I guess before we're through 

with her she may have something more serious than preserves to worry 

about."         

 "Oh, well," said Mrs. Hale's husband, with good-natured 

superiority, "women are used to worrying over trifles."   

 The two women moved a little closer together. Neither of them 

spoke. The county attorney seemed suddenly to remember his manners-

and think of his future.        

  And yet," said he, with the gallantry of a young politician. "for all 

their worries, what would we do without the ladies?"   

 The women did not speak, did not unbend.   

 He went to the sink and began washing his hands. He turned to 

wipe them on the roller towel-whirled it for a cleaner place."Dirty towels! 

Not much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?" He kicked his foot 

against some dirty pans under the sink.         

  "There's a great deal of work to be done on a farm," said Mrs. 

Hale stiffly.          

 "To be sure.And yet"-with a little bow to her-'I know there are 

some Dickson County farm-houses that do not have such roller towels." 
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He gave it a pull to expose its full length again.   

 "Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men's hands aren't always as 

clean as they might be.      

 "Ah, loyal to your sex, I see," he laughed. He stopped and gave 

her a keen look, "But you and Mrs. Wright were neighbors. I suppose 

you were friends, too." Martha Hale shook her head.  

 "I've seen little enough of her of late years. I've not been in this 

house-it's more than a year."     

 "And why was that? You didn't like her?"    

 "I liked her well enough," she replied with spirit. "Farmers' wives 

have their hands full, Mr. Henderson. And then-" She looked around the 

kitchen.        

 "Yes?" he encouraged.     

 "It never seemed a very cheerful place," said she, more to herself 

than to him.        

 "No," he agreed; "I don't think anyone would call it cheerful. I 

shouldn't say she had the home-making instinct."    

 "Well, I don't know as Wright had, either," she muttered.

 "You mean they didn't get on very well?" he was quick to ask.

 “No, I don't mean anything," she answered, with decision. As she 

turned a little away from him, she added: "But I don't think a place 

would be any the cheerfuller for John Wright's bein' in it.”  

 "I'd like to talk to you about that a little later, Mrs. Hale," he said. 

"I'm anxious to get the lay of things upstairs now."He moved toward the 

stair door, followed by the two men.     

 "I suppose anything Mrs. Peters does'll be all right?" the sheriff 

inquired. "She was to take in some clothes for her, you know-and a few 

little things. We left in such a hurry yesterday."   

 The county attorney looked at the two women they were leaving 

alone there among the kitchen things. "Yes- Mrs. Peters," he said, his 

glance resting on the woman who was not Mrs. Peters, the big farmer 
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woman who stood behind the sheriff's wife.    

 "Of course Mrs. Peters is one of us," he said, in a manner of 

entrusting responsibility. "And keep your eye out, Mrs. Peters, for 

anything that might be of use. No telling; you women might come upon 

a clue to the motive-and that's the thing we need."   

 Mr. Hale rubbed his face after the fashion of a showman getting 

ready for a pleasantry.      

 "But would the women know a clue if they did come upon it?" he 

said; and, having delivered himself of this, he followed the others 

through the stair door. The women stood motionless and silent, listening 

to the footsteps, first upon the stairs, then in the room above them. 

Then, as if releasing herself from something strange. Mrs. Hale began to 

arrange the dirty pans under the sink, which the county attorney's 

disdainful push of the foot had deranged.    

 "I'd hate to have men comin' into my kitchen," she said testily-

"snoopin' round and criticizin'."     

 "Of course it's no more than their duty," said the sheriff's wife, in 

her manner of timid acquiescence.     

 "Duty's all right," replied Mrs. Hale bluffly; "but I guess that 

deputy sheriff that come out to make the fire might have got a little of 

this on."         

 She gave the roller towel a pull. 'Wish I'd thought of that sooner! 

Seems mean to talk about her for not having things slicked up, when she 

had to come away in such a hurry."     

 She looked around the kitchen. Certainly it was not "slicked up." 

Her eye was held by a bucket of sugar on a low shelf. The cover was off 

the wooden bucket, and beside it was a paper bag-half full.  

 Mrs. HaIe moved toward it. "She was putting this in there," she 

said to herself-slowly.       

 She thought of the flour in her kitchen at home-half sifted, half 

not sifted. She had been interrupted, and had left things half done. What 
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had interrupted Minnie Foster? Why had that work been left half done? 

She made a move as if to finish it, unfinished things always bothered 

her, and then she glanced around and saw that Mrs. Peters was watching 

her and she didn't want Mrs. Peters to get that feeling she had got of 

work begun and then-for some reason-not finished.   

 "It's a shame about her fruit," she said, and walked toward the 

cupboard that the county attorney had opened, and got on the chair, 

murmuring: "I wonder if it's all gone."     

 It was a sorry enough looking sight, but "Here's one that's all 

right," she said at last. She held it toward the light. "This is cherries, 

too." She looked again. "I declare I believe that's the only one."  

 With a sigh, she got down from the chair, went to the sink, and 

wiped off the bottle. "She’ll feel awful bad, after all her hard work in the 

hot weather. I remember the afternoon I put up my cherries last 

summer”.She set the bottle on the table, and, with another sigh, started 

to sit down in the rocker. But she did not sit down. Something kept her 

from sitting down in that chair. She straightened-stepped back, and, half 

turned away, stood looking at it, seeing the woman who had sat there 

"pleatin' at her apron."       

 The thin voice of the sheriff's wife broke in upon her: "I must be 

getting those things from the front-room closet." She opened the door 

into the other room, started in, stepped back. "You coming with me, Mrs. 

Hale?" she asked nervously. "You-you could help me get them."  

 They were soon back-the stark coldness of that shut-up room was 

not a thing to linger in. "My!" said Mrs. Peters, dropping the things on 

the table and hurrying to the stove.     

 Mrs. Hale stood examining the clothes the woman who was being 

detained in town had said she wanted.      

 "Wright was close!" she exclaimed, holding up a shabby black 

skirt that bore the marks of much making over. "I think maybe that's 

why she kept so much to herself. I s'pose she felt she couldn't do her 
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part; and then, you don't enjoy things when you feel shabby. She used 

to wear pretty clothes and be lively when she was Minnie Foster, one of 

the town girls, singing in the choir.But that-oh, that was twenty years 

ago."         

 With a carefulness in which there was something tender, she 

folded the shabby clothes and piled them at one corner of the table. She 

looked up at Mrs. Peters, and there was something in the other woman's 

look that irritated her.        

 "She don't care," she said to herself. "Much difference it makes to 

her whether Minnie Foster had pretty clothes when she was a girl."Then 

she looked again, and she wasn't so sure; in fact, she hadn't at any time 

been perfectly sure about Mrs. Peters. She had that shrinking manner, 

and yet her eyes looked as if they could see a long way into things. 

 "This all you was to take in?" asked Mrs. Hale.   

 "No," said the sheriffs wife; "she said she wanted an apron. Funny 

thing to want, " she ventured in her nervous little way, "for there's not 

much to get you dirty in jail, goodness knows. But I suppose just to 

make her feel more natural.If you're used to wearing an apron. She said 

they were in the bottom drawer of this cupboard. Yes, here they are. And 

then her little shawl that always hung on the stair door." 

            She took the small gray shawl from behind the door leading 

upstairs, and stood a minute looking at it. Suddenly Mrs. Hale took a 

quick step toward the other woman, "Mrs. Peters!"   

 "Yes, Mrs. Hale?"      

 "Do you think she-did it?” A frightened look blurred the other 

thing in Mrs. Peters' eyes.      

 "Oh, I don't know," she said, in a voice that seemed to shink 

away from the subject.      

 "Well, I don't think she did," affirmed Mrs. Hale stoutly."Asking 

for an apron, and her little shawl.Worryin' about her fruit." 

 "Mr. Peters says-."      



 207 

 Footsteps were heard in the room above; she stopped, looked up 

then went on in a lowered voice: "Mr. Peters says-it looks bad for her. 

Mr. Henderson is awful sarcastic in a speech, and he's going to make fun 

of her saying she didn't-wake up."      

 For a moment Mrs. Hale had no answer. Then, "Well, I guess John 

Wright didn't wake up-when they was slippin' that rope under his neck," 

she muttered.        

 "No, it's strange," breathed Mrs. Peters. "They think it was such 

a-funny way to kill a man."      

 She began to laugh; at sound of the laugh, abruptly stopped. 

"That's just what Mr. Hale said," said Mrs. Hale, in a resolutely natural 

voice. "There was a gun in the house. He says that's what he can't 

understand."        

 "Mr. Henderson said, coming out, that what was needed for the 

case was a motive. Something to show anger,or sudden feeling."

 'Well, I don't see any signs of anger around here," said Mrs. Hale, 

"I don't-" She stopped. It was as if her mind tripped on something. Her 

eye was caught by a dish-towel in the middle of the kitchen table. Slowly 

she moved toward the table. One half of it was wiped clean, the other 

half messy. Her eyes made a slow, almost unwilling turn to the bucket of 

sugar and the half empty bag beside it.Things begun and not finished. 

 After a moment she stepped back, and said, in that manner of 

releasing herself: "Wonder how they're finding things upstairs? I hope 

she had it a little more red up up there. You know,"-she paused, and 

feeling gathered, "it seems kind of sneaking: locking her up in town and 

coming out here to get her own house to turn against her!"  

 "But, Mrs. Hale," said the sheriff's wife, "the law is the law." 

 "I s'pose 'tis," answered Mrs. Hale shortly.   

 She turned to the stove, saying something about that fire not 

being much to brag of. She worked with it a minute, and when she 

straightened up she said aggressively:     
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 "The law is the law-and a bad stove is a bad stove. How'd you like 

to cook on this?" pointing with the poker to the broken lining. She 

opened the oven door and started to express her opinion of the oven; 

but she was swept into her own thoughts, thinking of what it would 

mean, year after year, to have that stove to wrestle with. The thought of 

Minnie Foster trying to bake in that oven-and the thought of her never 

going over to see Minnie Foster..     

 She was startled by hearing Mrs. Peters say: "A person gets 

discouraged-and loses heart."     

 The sheriff's wife had looked from the stove to the sink-to the pail 

of water which had been carried in from outside. The two women stood 

there silent, above them the footsteps of the men who were looking for 

evidence against the woman who had worked in that kitchen. That look 

of seeing into things, of seeing through a thing to something else, was in 

the eyes of the sheriff's wife now.      

 When Mrs. Hale next spoke to her, it was gently: "Better loosen 

up your things, Mrs. Peters. We'll not feel them when we go out." 

 Mrs. Peters went to the back of the room to hang up the fur tippet 

she was wearing. A moment later she exclaimed, "Why, she was piecing 

a quilt," and held up a large sewing basket piled high with quilt pieces. 

 Mrs. Hale spread some of the blocks on the table. "It's log-cabin 

pattern," she said, putting several of them together, "Pretty, isn't it?" 

They were so engaged with the quilt that they did not hear the footsteps 

on the stairs. Just as the stair door opened Mrs. Hale was saying: "Do 

you suppose she was going to quilt it or just knot it?"   

 The sheriff threw up his hands. "They wonder whether she was 

going to quilt it or just knot it!"      

 There was a laugh for the ways of women, a warming of hands 

over the stove, and then the county attorney said briskly: "Well, let's go 

right out to the barn and get that cleared up."    

 "I don't see as there's anything so strange," Mrs. Hale said 
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resentfully, after the outside door had closed on the three men--"our 

taking up our time with little things while we're waiting for them to get 

the evidence. I don't see as it's anything to laugh about."  

 "Of course they've got awful important things on their minds," 

said the sheriff's wife apologetically.They returned to an inspection of the 

block for the quilt. Mrs. Hale was looking at the fine, even sewing, and 

preoccupied with thoughts of the woman who had done that sewing, 

when she heard the sheriff's wife say, in a queer tone: "Why, look at this 

one." She turned to take the block held out to her.   

 "The sewing," said Mrs. Peters, in a troubled way, "All the rest of 

them have been so nice and even-but-this one. Why, it looks as if she 

didn't know what she was about!"      

 Their eyes met-something flashed to life, passed between them; 

then, as if with an effort, they seemed to pull away from each other. A 

moment Mrs. Hale sat there, her hands folded over that sewing which 

was so unlike all the rest of the sewing. Then she had pulled a knot and 

drawn the threads."Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale?" asked the 

sheriff's wife, startled.       

 “Just pulling out a stitch or two that's not sewed very good,”said 

Mrs Hale mildly"I don't think we ought to touch things," Mrs. Peters said, 

a little helplessly.        

 "I'll just finish up this end," answered Mrs. Hale, still in that mild, 

matter-of-fact fashion.She threaded a needle and started to replace bad 

sewing with good. For a little while she sewed in silence. Then, in that 

thin, timid voice, she heard: "Mrs. Hale!"    

 "Yes, Mrs. Peters?"      

 'What do you suppose she was so-nervous about?"  

 "Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Hale, as if dismissing a thing not 

important enough to spend much time on. "I don't know as she was-

nervous. I sew awful queer sometimes when I'm just tired." 

 She cut a thread, and out of the corner of her eye looked up at 
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Mrs. Peters. The small, lean face of the sheriff's wife seemed to have 

tightened up. Her eyes had that look of peering into something. But next 

moment she moved, and said in her thin, indecisive way: 'Well, I must 

get those clothes wrapped. They may be through sooner than we think. I 

wonder where I could find a piece of paper-and string."  

 "In that cupboard, maybe”, suggested to Mrs. Hale, after a glance 

around. One piece of the crazy sewing remained unripped. Mrs. Peter's 

back turned, Martha Hale now scrutinized that piece, compared it with 

the dainty, accurate sewing of the other blocks. The difference was 

startling. Holding this block made her feel queer, as if the distracted 

thoughts of the woman who had perhaps turned to it to try and quiet 

herself were communicating themselves to her.   

 Mrs. Peters' voice roused her."Here's a bird-cage," she said. "Did 

she have a bird, Mrs. Hale?"      

 'Why, I don't know whether she did or not." She turned to look at 

the cage Mrs. Peters was holding up. "I've not been here in so long." She 

sighed. "There was a man round last year selling canaries cheap-but I 

don't know as she took one. Maybe she did. She used to sing real pretty 

herself."        

 Mrs. Peters looked around the kitchen."Seems kind of funny to 

think of a bird here”.She half laughed-an attempt to put up a barrier.  

"But she must have had one- or why would she have a cage? I wonder 

what happened to it."       

 "I suppose maybe the cat got it," suggested Mrs. Hale, resuming 

her sewing.         

 "No; she didn't have a cat. She's got that feeling some people 

have about cats-being afraid of them. When they brought her to our 

house yesterday, my cat got in the room, and she was real upset and 

asked me to take it out."      

 "My sister Bessie was like that," laughed Mrs. Hale.  

 The sheriff's wife did not reply.The silence made Mrs. Hale turn 
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round. Mrs. Peters was examining the bird-cage.   

 "Look at this door," she said slowly. "It's broke. One hinge has 

been pulled apart."Mrs. Hale came nearer.    

 "Looks as if someone must have been- rough with it."  Again their 

eyes met-startled, questioning, apprehensive.For a moment neither 

spoke nor stirred. Then Mrs. Hale, turning away, said brusquely:"If 

they're going to find any evidence, I wish they'd be about it. I don't like 

this place."        

 "But I'm awful glad you came with me, Mrs. Hale." Mrs. Peters 

put the bird-cage on the table and sat down. "It would be lonesome for 

me-sitting here alone."      

 "Yes, it would, wouldn't it?" agreed Mrs. Hale, a certain 

determined naturalness in her voice. She had picked up the sewing, but 

now it dropped in her lap, and she murmured in a different voice: "But I 

tell you what I do wish, Mrs. Peters. I wish I had come over sometimes 

when she was here. I wish-I had."     

 "But of course you were awful busy, Mrs. Hale.Your house-and 

your children.”        

 "I could've come," retorted Mrs. Hale shortly. "I stayed away 

because it weren't cheerful-and that's why I ought to have come. I"-she 

looked around-"I've never liked this place. Maybe because it's down in a 

hollow and you don't see the road. I don't know what it is, but it's a 

lonesome place, and always was. I wish I had come over to see Minnie 

Foster sometimes. I can see now-" She did not put it into words.  

 "Well, you mustn't reproach yourself," counseled Mrs. Peters. 

"Somehow, we just don't see how it is with other folks till-something 

comes up."        

 "Not having children makes less work," mused Mrs. Hale, after a 

silence, "but it makes a quiet house-and Wright out to work all day-and 

no company when he did come in. Did you know John Wright, Mrs. 

Peters?"        
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 "Not to know him. I've seen him in town. They say he was a good 

man."         

 "Yes-good," conceded John Wright's neighbor grimly. "He didn't 

drink, and kept his word as well as most, I guess, and paid his debts. But 

he was a hard man, Mrs. Peters. Just to pass the time of day with him-" 

She stopped, shivered a little. "Like a raw wind that gets to the bone." 

Her eye fell upon the cage on the table before her, and she added, 

almost bitterly:         

 "I should think she would've wanted a bird!" Suddenly she leaned 

forward, looking intently at the cage. "But what do you s'pose went 

wrong with it?"        

 "I don't know," returned Mrs. Peters; "unless it got sick and died." 

But after she said it she reached over and swung the broken door. Both 

women watched it as if somehow held by it.    

 "You didn't know- her?" Mrs. Hale asked, a gentler note in her 

voice."Not till they brought her yesterday," said the sheriff's wife.

 "She- come to think of it, she was kind of like a bird herself.Real 

sweet and pretty, but kind of timid and-fluttery.How- she-did-change." 

That held her for a long time.      

 Finally, as if struck with a happy thought and relieved to get back 

to everyday things, she exclaimed:"Tell you what, Mrs. Peters, why don't 

you take the quilt in with you? It might take up her mind." 

 "Why, I think that's a real nice idea, Mrs. Hale," agreed the 

sheriff's wife, as if she too were glad to come into the atmosphere of a 

simple kindness. "There couldn't possibly be any objection to that, could 

there? Now, just what will I take? I wonder if her patches are in here-

and her things?" They turned to the sewing basket.  

 "Here's some red," said Mrs. Hale, bringing out a roll of cloth. 

Underneath that was a box. "Here, maybe her scissors are in here-and 

her things." She held it up. "What a pretty box! I'll warrant that was 

something she had a long time ago-when she was a girl." 
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 She held it in her hand a moment; then, with a little sigh, opened 

it. Instantly her hand went to her nose."Why-!”     

 Mrs. Peters drew nearer-then turned away.  

 "There's something wrapped up in this piece of silk," faltered Mrs. 

Hale.         

 "This isn't her scissors," said Mrs. Peters, in a shrinking voice.

 Her hand not steady, Mrs. Hale raised the piece of silk. "Oh, Mrs. 

Peters!" she cried. "It's-"       

 Mrs. Peters bent closer."It's the bird," she whispered. 

 "But, Mrs. Peters!" cried Mrs. Hale. "Look at it! Its neck-look at its 

neck! It's all-other side to." She held the box away from her. 

 The sheriff's wife again bent closer. "Somebody wrung its neck," 

said she, in a voice that was slow and deep. And then againthe eyes of 

the two women met-this time clung together in a look of dawning 

comprehension, of growing horror. Mrs. Peters looked from the dead bird 

to the broken door of the cage. Again their eyes met. And just then there 

was a sound at the outside door. Mrs. Hale slipped the box under the 

quilt pieces in the basket, and sank into the chair before it. Mrs. Peters 

stood holding to the table.The county attorney and the sheriff came in 

from outside.         

 "Well, ladies," said the county attorney, as one turning from 

serious things to little pleasantries, "have you decided whether she was 

going to quilt it or knot it?" We think," began the sheriff's wife in a 

flurried voice, "that she was going to knot it." He was too preoccupied to 

notice the change that came in her voice on that last.   

 "Well, that's very interesting, I'm sure," he said tolerantly. He 

caught sight of the bird-cage.      

 "Has the bird flown?"      

 "We think the cat got it," said Mrs. Hale in a voice curiously even.

 He was walking up and down, as if thinking something out."Is 

there a cat?" he asked absently.      



 214 

 Mrs. Hale shot a look up at the sheriff's wife.  

 "Well, not now," said Mrs. Peters. "They're superstitious, you 

know; they Ieave."She sank into her chair.     

 The county attorney did not heed her. "No sign at all of anyone 

having come in from the outside," he said to Peters, in the manner of 

continuing an interrupted conversation. "Their own rope.Now let's go 

upstairs again and go over it, piece by piece. It would have to have been 

someone who knew just the-"     

 The stair door closed behind them and their voices were lost.The 

two women sat motionless, not looking at each other, but as if peering 

into something and at the same time holding back. When they spoke 

now it was as if they were afraid of what they were saying, but as if they 

could not help saying it.      

 "She liked the bird," said Martha Hale, low and slowly. "She was 

going to bury it in that pretty box."     

 When I was a girl," said Mrs. Peters, under her breath, "my 

kitten-there was a boy took a hatchet, and before my eyes- before I 

could get there-" She covered her face an instant.   

  "If they hadn't held me back I would have"-she caught herself, 

looked upstairs where footsteps were heard, and finished weakly-"hurt 

him." Then they sat without speaking or moving.    

 "I wonder how it would seem," Mrs. Hale at last began, as if 

feeling her way over strange ground-"never to have had any children 

around?"         

 Her eyes made a slow sweep of the kitchen, as if seeing what that 

kitchen had meant through all the years "No, Wright wouldn't like the 

bird," she said after that-"a thing that sang. She used to sing. He killed 

that too." Her voice tightened.     

 Mrs. Peters moved uneasily. "Of course we don't know who killed 

the bird.""I knew John Wright," was Mrs. Hale's answer.  

 "It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs. 
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Hale," said the sheriff's wife.       

 "Killing a man while he slept-slipping a thing round his neck that 

choked the life out of him."      

 Mrs. Hale's hand went out to the bird cage.   

 "We don't know who killed him," whispered Mrs. Peters wildly. 

"We don't know."        

 Mrs. Hale had not moved. "If there had been years and years of-

nothing, then a bird to sing to you, it would be awful-still-after the bird 

was still."It was as if something within her not herself had spoken and it 

found in Mrs. Peters something she did not know as herself.  

 "I know what stillness is," she said, in a queer, monotonous voice. 

"When we homesteaded in Dakota, and my first baby died-after he was 

two years old-and me with no other then-"     

  Mrs. Hale stirred."How soon do you suppose they'll be through 

looking for the evidence?"       

 "I know what stillness is," repeated Mrs. Peters, in just that same 

way. Then she too pulled back. "The law has got to punish crime, Mrs. 

Hale," she said in her tight little way.     

 "I wish you'd seen Minnie Foster," was the answer, "when she 

wore a white dress with blue ribbons, and stood up there in the choir and 

sang."         

 The picture of that girl, the fact that she had lived neighbor to 

that girl for twenty years, and had let her die for lack of life, was 

suddenly more than she could bear.     

 "Oh, I wish I'd come over here once in a while!" she cried. "That 

was a crime! Who's going to punish that?"    

 "We mustn't take on," said Mrs. Peters, with a frightened look 

toward the stairs.        

 "I might 'a' known she needed help! I tell you, it's queer, Mrs. 

Peters. We live close together, and we live far apart. We all go through 

the same things-it's all just a different kind of the same thing! If it 
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weren't-why do you and I understand? Why do we know-what we know 

this minute?"        

 She dashed her hand across her eyes. Then, seeing the jar of fruit 

on the table she reached for it and choked out:   

 "If I was you I wouldn't tell her her fruit was gone! Tell her it 

ain't. Tell her it's all right-all of it. Here-take this in to prove it to her! 

She-she may never know whether it was broke or not."  

 She turned away.Mrs. Peters reached out for the bottle of fruit as 

if she were glad to take it-as if touching a familiar thing, having 

something to do, could keep her from something else. She got up, 

looked about for something to wrap the fruit in, took a petticoat from the 

pile of clothes she had brought from the front room, and nervously 

started winding that round the bottle. "My!" she began, in a high, false 

voice, "it's a good thing the men couldn't hear us! Getting all stirred up 

over a little thing like a-dead canary." She hurried over that. "As if that 

could have anything to do with-with-My, wouldn't they laugh?"  

 Footsteps were heard on the stairs. "Maybe they would," 

muttered Mrs. Hale-"maybe they wouldn't."   

 "No, Peters," said the county attorney incisively; "it's all perfectly 

clear, except the reason for doing it. But you know juries when it comes 

to women.If there was some definite thing-something to show. 

Something to make a story about.A thing that would connect up with this 

clumsy way of doing it."       

 In a covert way Mrs. Hale looked at Mrs. Peters. Mrs. Peters was 

looking at her. Quickly they looked away from each other. The outer door 

opened and Mr. Hale came in. "I've got the team round now," he said. 

"Pretty cold out there."      

 "I'm going to stay here awhile by myself," the county attorney 

suddenly announced. "You can send Frank out for me, can't you?" he 

asked the sheriff. "I want to go over everything. I'm not satisfied we 

can't do better."       
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 Again, for one brief moment, the two women's eyes found one 

another. The sheriff came up to the table."Did you want to see what Mrs. 

Peters was going to take in?"     

 The county attorney picked up the apron. He laughed."Oh, I 

guess they're not very dangerous things the ladies have picked out."

 Mrs. Hale's hand was on the sewing basket in which the box was 

concealed. She felt that she ought to take her hand off the basket. She 

did not seem able to. He picked up one of the quilt blocks which she had 

piled on to cover the box. Her eyes felt like fire. She had a feeling that if 

he took up the basket she would snatch it from him.But he did not take it 

up. With another little laugh, he turned away, saying:   

  "No; Mrs. Peters doesn't need supervising. For that matter, a 

sheriff's wife is married to the law. Ever think of it that way, Mrs. 

Peters?"        

 Mrs. Peters was standing beside the table. Mrs. Hale shot a look 

up at her; but she could not see her face. Mrs. Peters had turned away. 

When she spoke, her voice was muffled.     

 "Not-just that way," she said.    

 "Married to the law!" chuckled Mrs. Peters' husband. He moved 

toward the door into the front room, and said to the county attorney: 

 "I just want you to come in here a minute, George. We ought to 

take a look at these windows."     

 "Oh-windows," said the county attorney scoffingly.  

 "We'll be right out, Mr. Hale," said the sheriff to the farmer, who 

was still waiting by the door.     

 Hale went to look after the horses. The sheriff followed the county 

attorney into the other room. Again-for one final moment-the two 

women were alone in that kitchen.     

 Martha Hale sprang up, her hands tight together, looking at that 

other woman, with whom it rested. At first she could not see her eyes, 

for the sheriff's wife had not turned back since she turned away at that 
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suggestion of being married to the law. But now Mrs. Hale made her turn 

back. Her eyes made her turn back. Slowly, unwillingly, Mrs. Peters 

turned her head until her eyes met the eyes of the other woman. 

 There was a moment when they held each other in a steady, 

burning look in which there was no evasion or flinching. Then Martha 

Hale's eyes pointed the way to the basket in which was hidden the thing 

that would make certain the conviction of the other woman-that woman 

who was not there and yet who had been there with them all through 

that hour.         

 For a moment Mrs. Peters did not move. And then she did it. With 

a rush forward, she threw back the quilt pieces, got the box, tried to put 

it in her handbag. It was too big. Desperately she opened it, started to 

take the bird out. But there she broke-she could not touch the bird. She 

stood there helpless, foolish. There was the sound of a knob turning in 

the inner door.        

 Martha Hale snatched the box from the sheriff's wife, and got it in 

the pocket of her big coat just as the sheriff and the county attorney 

came back into the kitchen.      

 "Well, Henry," said the county attorney facetiously, "at least we 

found out that she was not going to quilt it. She was going to-what is it 

you call it, ladies?"       

 Mrs. Hale's hand was against the pocket of her coat.  

 "We call it-knot it, Mr. Henderson." 
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            KATHERINE MANSFIELD, THE DOLL’S HOUSE  

 

           When dear old Mrs. Hay went back to town after staying with the 

Burnells she sent the children a doll's house. It was so big that the carter 

and Pat carried it into the courtyard, and there it stayed, propped up on 

two wooden boxes beside the feed-room door. No harm could come of it; 

it was summer. And perhaps the smell of paint would have gone off by 

the time it had to be taken in. For, really the smell of paint coming from 

that doll's house ("Sweet of old Mrs. Hay, of course;most sweet and 

generous!")- but the smell of paint was quite enough to make any one 

seriously ill, in Aunt Beryl's opinion. Even before the sacking was taken 

off. And when it was …       

 There stood the doll's house, a dark, oily, spinach green, picked 

out with bright yellow. Its two solid little chimneys, glued on to the roof, 

were painted red and white, and the door, gleaming with yellow varnish, 

was like a little slab of toffee. Four windows, real windows, were divided 

into panes by a broad streak of green. There was actually a tiny porch, 

too, painted yellow, with big lumps of congealed paint hanging along the 

edge. But perfect, perfect little house! Who could possibly mind the 

smell? It was part of the joy, part of the newness. "Open it quickly, some 

one!" 

        The hook at the side was stuck fast. Pat pried it open with his pen- 

knife, and the whole house-front swung back, and-there you were, 

gazing at one and the same moment into the drawing-room and dining-

room, the kitchen and two bedrooms. That is the way for a house to 

open! Why don't all houses open like that? How much more exciting than 

peering through the slit of a door into a mean little hall with a hat-stand 

and two umbrellas! That is-isn't it? - what you long to know about a 

house when you put your hand on the knocker. Perhaps it is the way God 
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opens houses at dead of night when He is taking a quiet turn with an 

angel. . . . 

         "Oh- oh!" The Burnell children sounded as though they were in 

despair. It was too marvellous; it was too much for them. They had 

never seen anything like it in their lives. All the rooms were papered. 

There were pictures on the walls, painted on the paper, with gold frames 

complete. Red carpet covered all the floors except the kitchen; red plush 

chairs in the drawing-room, green in the dining-room; tables, beds with 

real bedclothes, a cradle, a stove, a dresser with tiny plates and one big 

jug. But what Kezia liked more than anything, what she liked frightfully, 

was the lamp. It stood in the middle of the dining-room table, an 

exquisite little amber lamp with a white globe. It was even filled all ready 

for lighting, though, of course, you couldn't light it. But there was 

something inside that looked like oil, and that moved when you shook it.

 The father and mother dolls, who sprawled very stiff as though 

they had fainted in the drawing-room, and their two little children asleep 

upstairs, were really too big for the doll's house. They didn't look as 

though they belonged. But the lamp was perfect. It seemed to smile to 

Kezia, to say, "I live here." The lamp was real.The Burnell children could 

hardly walk to school fast enough the next morning. They burned to tell 

everybody, to describe, to-well-to boast about their doll's house before 

the school-bell rang.        

 "I'm to tell," said Isabel, "because I'm the eldest. And you two 

can join in after. But I'm to tell first."     

 There was nothing to answer. Isabel was bossy, but she was 

always right, and Lottie and Kezia knew too well the powers that went 

with being eldest. They brushed through the thick buttercups at the road 

edge and said nothing.       

 "And I'm to choose who's to come and see it first. Mother said I 

might."For it had been arranged that while the doll's house stood in the 

courtyard they might ask the girls at school, two at a time, to come and 
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look. Not to stay to tea, of course, or to come traipsing through the 

house. But just to stand quietly in the courtyard while Isabel pointed out 

the beauties, and Lottie and Kezia looked pleased.But hurry as they 

might, by the time they had reached the tarred palings of the boys' 

playground the bell had begun to jangle. They only just had time to whip 

off their hats and fall into line before the roll was called. Never mind. 

Isabel tried to make up for it by looking very important and mysterious 

and by whispering behind her hand to the girls near her, "Got something 

to tell you at playtime."       

 Playtime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her class 

nearly fought to put their arms round her, to walk away with her, to 

beam flatteringly, to be her special friend. She held quite a court under 

the huge pine trees at the side of the playground. Nudging, giggling 

together, the little girls pressed up close. And the only two who stayed 

outside the ring were the two who were always outside, the little 

Kelveys. They knew better than to come anywhere near the Burnells.  

 For the fact was, the school the Burnell children went to was not 

at all the kind of place their parents would have chosen if there had been 

any choice. But there was none.       

 It was the only school for miles. And the consequence was all the 

children in the neighborhood, the judge's little girls, the doctor's 

daughters, the store-keeper's children, the milkman's, were forced to 

mix together. Not to speak of there being an equal number of rude, 

rough little boys as well. But the line had to be drawn somewhere. It was 

drawn at the Kelveys. Many of the children, including the Burnells, were 

not allowed even to speak to them. They walked past the Kelveys with 

their heads in the air, and as they set the fashion in all matters of 

behaviour, the Kelveys were shunned by everybody. Even the teacher 

had a special voice for them and a special smile for the other children 

when Lil Kelvey came up to her desk with a bunch of dreadfully common-

looking flowers. They were the daughters of a spry, hardworking little 
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washerwoman, who went about from house to house by the day. This 

was awful enough. But where was Mr. Kelvey? Nobody knew for certain. 

But everybody said he was in prison. So they were the daughters of a 

washerwoman and a gaolbird. Very nice company for other people's 

children! And they looked it. Why Mrs. Kelvey made them so conspicuous 

was hard to understand. The truth was they were dressed in "bits" given 

to her by the people for whom she worked. Lil, for instance, who was a 

stout, plain child, with big freckles, came to school in a dress made from 

a green art-serge table-cloth of the Burnells', with red plush sleeves from 

the Logans' curtains.       

 Her hat, perched on top of her high forehead, was a grown-up 

woman's hat, once the property of Miss Lecky, the postmistress. It was 

turned up at the back and trimmed with a large scarlet quill. What a little 

guy she looked! It was impossible not to laugh. And her little sister, our 

Else, wore a long white dress, rather like a nightgown, and a pair of little 

boy's boots. But whatever our Else wore she would have looked strange. 

She was a tiny wishbone of a child, with cropped hair and enormous 

solemn eyes-a little white owl. Nobody had ever seen her smile; she 

scarcely ever spoke. She went through life holding on to Lil, with a piece 

of Lil's skirt screwed up in her hand. Where Lil went our Else followed. In 

the playground, on the road going to and from school, there was Lil 

marching in front and our Else holding on behind. Only when she wanted 

anything, or when she was out of breath, our Else gave Lil a tug, a 

twitch, and Lil stopped and turned round.     

 The Kelveys never failed to understand each other.Now they 

hovered at the edge; you couldn't stop them listening. When the little 

girls turned round and sneered, Lil, as usual, gave her silly, shamefaced 

smile, but our Else only looked. And Isabel's voice, so very proud, went 

on telling. The carpet made a great sensation, but so did the beds with 

real bedclothes, and the stove with an oven door. When she finished 

Kezia broke in. "You've forgotten the lamp, Isabel."  
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 "Oh, yes," said Isabel, "and there's a teeny little lamp, all made of 

yellow glass, with a white globe that stands on the dining-room table. 

You couldn't tell it from a real one."     

 "The lamp's best of all," cried Kezia. She thought Isabel wasn't 

making half enough of the little lamp. But nobody paid any attention. 

Isabel was choosing the two who were to come back with them that 

afternoon and see it. She chose Emmie Cole and Lena Logan. But when 

the others knew they were all to have a chance, they couldn't be nice 

enough to Isabel. One by one they put their arms round Isabel's waist 

and walked her off. They had something to whisper to her, a secret. 

"Isabel's my friend."Only the little Kelveys moved away forgotten; there 

was nothing more for them to hear.     

 Days passed, and as more children saw the doll's house, the fame 

of it spread. It became the one subject, the rage. The one question was, 

"Have you seen Burnells' doll's house?" "Oh, ain't it lovely!" "Haven't you 

seen it? Oh, I say!"Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about it. 

The little girls sat under the pines eating their thick mutton sandwiches 

and big slabs of johnny cake spread with butter. While always, as near 

as they could get, sat the Kelveys, our Else holding on to Lil, listening 

too, while they chewed their jam sandwiches out of a newspaper soaked 

with large red blobs.        

 “Mother, “said Kezia,”can’t I ask the Kelveys just once?”

 "Certainly not, Kezia."     

 "But why not?"       

 "Run away, Kezia; you know quite well why not."    

  At last everybody had seen it except them.   

 On that day the subject rather flagged. It was the dinner hour. 

The children stood together under the pine trees, and suddenly, as they 

looked at the Kelveys eating out of their paper, always by themselves, 

always listening, they wanted to be horrid to them. Emmie Cole started 

the whisper.         



 224 

 "Lil Kelvey's going to be a servant when she grows up."  

 "O-oh, how awful!" said Isabel Burnell, and she made eyes at 

Emmie. Emmie swallowed in a very meaning way and nodded to Isabel 

as she'd seen her mother do on those occasions.    

 "It's true-it's true-it's true," she said.   

 Then Lena Logan's little eyes snapped. "Shall I ask her?" she 

whispered.        

 "Bet you don't," said Jessie May.     

 "Pooh, I'm not frightened," said Lena. Suddenly she gave a little 

squeal and danced in front of the other girls. "Watch! Watch me! Watch 

me now!" said Lena. And sliding, gliding, dragging one foot, giggling 

behind her hand, Lena went over to the Kelveys.Lil looked up from her 

dinner. She wrapped the rest quickly away. Our Else stopped chewing. 

What was coming now?       

 "Is it true you're going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil 

Kelvey?" shrilled Lena. Dead silence. But instead of answering, Lil only 

gave her silly, shame-faced smile. She didn't seem to mind the question 

at all. What a sell for Lena! The girls began to titter. Lena couldn't stand 

that. She put her hands on her hips; she shot forward. "Yah, yer father's 

in prison!" she hissed, spitefully.     

 This was such a marvellous thing to have said that the little girls 

rushed away in a body, deeply, deeply excited, wild with joy. Someone 

found a long rope, and they began skipping. And never did they skip so 

high, run in and out so fast, or do such daring things as on that morning. 

In the afternoon Pat called for the Burnell children with the buggy and 

they drove home. There were visitors. Isabel and Lottie, who liked 

visitors, went upstairs to change their pinafores. But Kezia thieved out at 

the back. Nobody was about; she began to swing on the big white gates 

of the courtyard.       

 Presently, looking along the road, she saw two little dots. They 

grew bigger, they were coming towards her. Now she could see that one 
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was in front and one close behind. Now she could see that they were the 

Kelveys. Kezia stopped swinging. She slipped off the gate as if she was 

going to run away. Then she hesitated. The Kelveys came nearer, and 

beside them walked their shadows, very long, stretching right across the 

road with their heads in the buttercups. Kezia clambered back on the 

gate; she had made up her mind; she swung out.   

 "Hullo," she said to the passing Kelveys. They were so astounded 

that they stopped. Lil gave her silly smile. Our Else stared. 

 "You can come and see our doll's house if you want to," said 

Kezia, and she dragged one toe on the ground.    

 But at that Lil turned red and shook her head quickly."Why not?" 

asked Kezia.         

 Lil gasped, then she said, "Your ma told our ma you wasn't to 

speak to us."        

 "Oh, well," said Kezia. She didn't know what to reply. "It doesn't 

matter. You can come and see our doll's house all the same. Come on. 

Nobody's looking."       

 But Lil shook her head still harder."Don't you want to?" asked 

Kezia.Suddenly there was a twitch, a tug at Lil's skirt. She turned round. 

Our Else was looking at her with big, imploring eyes; she was frowning; 

she wanted to go. For a moment Lil looked at our Else very doubtfully. 

But then our Else twitched her skirt again. She started forward. Kezia led 

the way. Like two little stray cats they followed across the courtyard to 

where the doll's house stood.     

 "There it is," said Kezia.There was a pause. Lil breathed loudly, 

almost snorted; our Else was still as a stone."I'll open it for you," said 

Kezia kindly. She undid the hook and they looked inside."There's the 

drawing-room and the dining-room, and that's the-" 

 "Kezia!"Oh, what a start they gave!    

 "Kezia!"It was Aunt Beryl's voice. They turned round. At the back 

door stood Aunt Beryl, staring as if she couldn't believe what she 
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saw."How dare you ask the little Kelveys into the courtyard?" said her 

cold, furious voice. "You know as well as I do, you're not allowed to talk 

to them. Run away, children, run away at once. And don't come back 

again," said Aunt Beryl. And she stepped into the yard and shooed them 

out as if they were chickens.     

 "Off you go immediately!" she called, cold and proud.They did not 

need telling twice. Burning with shame, shrinking together, Lil huddling 

along like her mother, our Else dazed, somehow they crossed the big 

courtyard and squeezed through the white gate.   

 "Wicked, disobedient little girl!" said Aunt Beryl bitterly to Kezia, 

and she slammed the doll's house to.The afternoon had been awful. A 

letter had come from Willie Brent, a terrifying, threatening letter, saying 

if she did not meet him that evening in Pulman's Bush, he'd come to the 

front door and ask the reason why! But now that she had frightened 

those little rats of Kelveys and given Kezia a good scolding, her heart felt 

lighter.         

 That ghastly pressure was gone. She went back to the house 

humming.When the Kelveys were well out of sight of Burnells', they sat 

down to rest on a big red drain-pipe by the side of the road. Lil's cheeks 

were still burning; she took off the hat with the quill and held it on her 

knee. Dreamily they looked over the hay paddocks, past the creek, to 

the group of wattles where Logan's cows stood waiting to be milked. 

What were their thoughts?      

 Presently our Else nudged up close to her sister. But now she had 

forgotten the cross lady. She put out a finger and stroked her sister's 

quill; she smiled her rare smile."I seen the little lamp," she said, softly. 

Then both were silent once more. 
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                   KATHERINE MANSFIELD, MISS BRILL   
          

          Although it was so brilliantly fine - the blue sky powdered with 

gold and great spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins 

Publiques - Miss Brill was glad that she had decided on her fur. The air 

was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint 

chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and 

again a leaf came drifting - from nowhere, from the sky.  

 Miss Brill put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear little thing! It 

was nice to feel it again. She had taken it out of its box that afternoon, 

shaken out the moth-powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the life 

back into the dim little eyes. "What has been happening to me?" said the 

sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from 

the red eiderdown! ... But the nose, which was of some black 

composition, wasn't at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. 

Never mind - a little dab of black sealing-wax when the time came - 

when it was absolutely necessary ... Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like 

that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could 

have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling 

in her hands and arms, but that came from walking, she supposed.And 

when she breathed, something light and sad - no, not sad, exactly - 

something gentle seemed to move in her bosom.     

 There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than 

last Sunday. And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because 

the Season had begun.For although the band played all the year round 

on Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like some one 

playing with only the family to listen; it didn't care how it played if there 

weren't any strangers present. Wasn't the conductor wearing a new coat, 

too? She was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his 
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arms like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the green 

rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now there came 

a little "flutey" bit - very pretty! - a little chain of bright drops. She was 

sure it would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled. 

 Only two people shared her "special" seat: a fine old man in a 

velvet coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a 

big old woman, sitting upright, with a roll of knitting on her embroidered 

apron. They did not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill always 

looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, 

she thought, at listening as though she didn't listen, at sitting in other 

people's lives just for a minute while they talked round her.  

 She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go 

soon.          

 Last Sunday, too, hadn't been as interesting as usual.An 

Englishman and his wife, he wearing a dreadful Panama hat and she 

button boots. And she'd gone on the whole time about how she ought to 

wear spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no good 

getting any; they'd be sure to break and they'd never keep on. And he'd 

been so patient. He'd suggested everything - gold rims, the kind that 

curved round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, nothing would 

please her. "They'll always be sliding down my nose!" Miss Brill had 

wanted to shake her.       

 The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, 

there was always the crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-

beds and the band rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped to 

talk, to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who had 

his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, swooping 

and laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under their chins, little 

girls, little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a 

tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking into the open from under the 

trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down "flop," until its small high-
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stepping mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue.  

 Other people sat on the benches and green chairs, but they were 

nearly always the same, Sunday after Sunday, and - Miss Brill had often 

noticed - there was something funny about nearly all of them. They were 

odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way they stared they looked as 

though they'd just come from dark little rooms or even- even cupboards!   

 Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down 

drooping, and through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky 

with gold-veined clouds.       

 Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew 

the band. Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue 

met them, and they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two 

peasant women with funny straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful 

smoke-coloured donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman 

came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran after to 

hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away as if they'd 

been poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn't know whether to admire that or 

not! And now an ermine toque and a gentleman in grey met just in front 

of her. He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wearing the ermine toque 

she'd bought when her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her 

face, even her eyes, was the same colour as the shabby ermine, and her 

hand, in its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish 

paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him - delighted! She rather thought 

they were going to meet that afternoon. She described where she'd been 

- everywhere, here, there, along by the sea. The day was so charming - 

didn't he agree? And wouldn't he, perhaps? ... But he shook his head, 

lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great deep puff into her face, and 

even while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the match away and 

walked on.         

 The ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. 

But even the band seemed to know what she was feeling and played 
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more softly, played tenderly, and the drum beat, "The Brute!The Brute!" 

over and over. What would she do? What was going to happen now? 

 But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised her 

hand as though she'd seen some one else, much nicer, just over there, 

and pattered away. And the band changed again and played more 

quickly, more gayly than ever, and the old couple on Miss Brill's seat got 

up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long whiskers 

hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four 

girls walking abreast.        

 Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved 

sitting here, watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. 

Who could believe the sky at the back wasn't painted? But it wasn't till a 

little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a little 

"theatre" dog, a little dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill 

discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on the 

stage. They weren't only the audience, not only looking on; they were 

acting. Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt 

somebody would have noticed if she hadn't been there; she was part of 

the performance after all. How strange she'd never thought of it like that 

before! And yet it explained why she made such a point of starting from 

home at just the same time each week - so as not to be late for the 

performance - and it also explained why she had quite a queer, shy 

feeling at telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday 

afternoons.         

 No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the 

stage. She thought of the old invalid gentleman to whom she read the 

newspaper four afternoons a week while he slept in the garden. She had 

got quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the hollowed eyes, 

the open mouth and the high pinched nose. If he'd been dead she 

mightn't have noticed for weeks; she wouldn't have minded.  

 But suddenly he knew he was having the paper read to him by an 
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actress! "An actress!" The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in 

the old eyes. "An actress - are ye?" And Miss Brill smoothed the 

newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part and said gently; 

"Yes, I have been an actress for a long time."     

 The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And 

what they played was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill - a 

something, what was it? - not sadness - no, not sadness - a something 

that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it 

seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole 

company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who 

were moving together, they would begin, and the men's voices, very 

resolute and brave, would join them.     

 And then she too, she too, and the others on the benches - they 

would come in with a kind of accompaniment - something low, that 

scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful - moving ... And Miss Brill's 

eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members of 

the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought - though 

what they understood she didn't know.    

 Just at that moment a boy and girl came and sat down where the 

old couple had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. 

The hero and heroine, of course, just arrived from his father's yacht. And 

still soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill 

prepared to listen.                              

 "No, not now," said the girl. "Not here, I can't."    

 "But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?" 

asked the boy. "Why does she come here at all - who wants her? Why 

doesn't she keep her silly old mug at home?"    

 "It's her fu-ur which is so funny," giggled the girl. "It's exactly like 

a fried whiting."  "Ah, be off with you!" said the boy in an angry whisper. 

Then: "Tell me, ma petite chere-"      

 "No, not here," said the girl. "Not yet."        
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 On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the 

baker's. It was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her 

slice, sometimes not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond 

it was like carrying home a tiny present - a surprise - something that 

might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond 

Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way. 

 But today she passed the baker's by, climbed the stairs, went into 

the little dark room - her room like a cupboard - and sat down on the red 

eiderdown. She sat there for a long time. The box that the fur came out 

of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without 

looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard 

something crying.  

        

        

      KATHERINE MANSFIELD, THE GARDEN PARTY  

        And after all the weather was ideal.They could not have had a more 

perfect day for a garden-party if they had ordered it.Windless, warm, the 

sky without a cloud. Only the blue was veiled with a haze of light gold, as 

it is sometimes in early summer. The gardener had been up since dawn, 

mowing the lawns and sweeping them, until the grass and the dark flat 

rosettes where the daisy plants had been seemed to shine. As for the 

roses, you could not help feeling they understood that roses are the only 

flowers that impress people at garden- parties; the only flowers that 

everybody is certain of knowing. Hundreds, yes, literally hundreds, had 

come out in a single night; the green bushes bowed down as though 

they had been visited by archangels.Breakfast was not yet over before 

the men came to put up the marquee.    
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 "Where do you want the marquee put, mother?"  

 "My dear child, it's no use asking me. I'm determined to leave 

everything to you children this year. Forget I am your mother. Treat me 

as an honoured guest."      

 But Meg could not possibly go and supervise the men. She had 

washed her hair before breakfast, and she sat drinking her coffee in a 

green turban, with a dark wet curl stamped on each cheek. Jose, the 

butterfly, always came down in a silk petticoat and a kimono 

jacket."You'll have to go, Laura; you're the artistic one."  

 Away Laura flew, still holding her piece of bread-and-butter. It's 

so delicious to have an excuse for eating out of doors, and besides, she 

loved having to arrange things; she always felt she could do it so much 

better than anybody else. Four men in their shirt-sleeves stood grouped 

together on the garden path. They carried staves covered with rolls of 

canvas, and they had big tool-bags slung on their backs. They looked 

impressive. Laura wished now that she had not got the bread-and-

butter, but there was nowhere to put it, and she couldn't possibly throw 

it away. She blushed and tried to look severe and even a little bit short-

sighted as she came up to them.     

 "Good morning," she said, copying her mother's voice. But that 

sounded so fearfully affected that she was ashamed, and stammered like 

a little girl, "Oh - er - have you come - is it about the marquee?" 

 "That's right, miss," said the tallest of the men, a lanky, freckled 

fellow, and he shifted his tool-bag, knocked back his straw hat and 

smiled down at her. "That's about it."    

 His smile was so easy, so friendly that Laura recovered. What nice 

eyes he had, small, but such a dark blue! And now she looked at the 

others, they were smiling too. "Cheer up, we won't bite," their smile 

seemed to say. How very nice workmen were! And what a beautiful 

morning! She mustn't mention the morning; she must be business-like. 

The marquee.        



 234 

 "Well, what about the lily-lawn? Would that do?"And she pointed 

to the lily-lawn with the hand that didn't hold the bread-and- butter. 

They turned, they stared in the direction. A little fat chap thrust out his 

under-lip, and the tall fellow frowned.     

 "I don't fancy it," said he. "Not conspicuous enough. You see, with 

a thing like a marquee," and he turned to Laura in his easy way, "you 

want to put it somewhere where it'll give you a bang slap in the eye, if 

you follow me."        

 Laura's upbringing made her wonder for a moment whether it was 

quite respectful of a workman to talk to her of bangs slap in the eye. But 

she did quite follow him."A corner of the tennis-court," she suggested.              

"But the band's going to be in one corner."   

 "H'm, going to have a band, are you?" said another of the 

workmen. He was pale. He had a haggard look as his dark eyes scanned 

the tennis-court. What was he thinking?     

  "Only a very small band," said Laura gently. Perhaps he wouldn't 

mind so much if the band was quite small. But the tall fellow interrupted.

 "Look here, miss, that's the place. Against those trees, over 

there. That'll do fine." Against the karakas.Then the karaka-trees would 

be hidden. And they were so lovely, with their broad, gleaming leaves, 

and their clusters of yellow fruit. They were like trees you imagined 

growing on a desert island, proud, solitary, lifting their leaves and fruits 

to the sun in a kind of silent splendour. Must they be hidden by a 

marquee? They must. Already the men had shouldered their staves and 

were making for the place. Only the tall fellow was left. He bent down, 

pinched a sprig of lavender, put his thumb and forefinger to his nose and 

snuffed up the smell.       

 When Laura saw that gesture she forgot all about the karakas in 

her wonder at him caring for things like that - caring for the smell of 

lavender. How many men that she knew would have done such a thing? 

Oh, how extraordinarily nice workmen were, she thought. Why couldn't 
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she have workmen for her friends rather than the silly boys she danced 

with and who came to Sunday night supper? She would get on much 

better with men like these.      

 It's all the fault, she decided, as the tall fellow drew something on 

the back of an envelope, something that was to be looped up or left to 

hang, of these absurd class distinctions. Well, for her part, she didn't feel 

them. Not a bit, not an atom ... And now there came the chock-chock of 

wooden hammers. Some one whistled, some one sang out, "Are you 

right there, matey?" "Matey!" The friendliness of it, the - the - Just to 

prove how happy she was, just to show the tall fellow how at home she 

felt, and how she despised stupid conventions, Laura took a big bite of 

her bread-and-butter as she stared at the little drawing. She felt just like 

a work-girl.        

 "Laura, Laura, where are you? Telephone, Laura!" a voice cried 

from the house.      

 "Coming!" Away she skimmed, over the lawn, up the path, up the 

steps, across the veranda, and into the porch. In the hall her father and 

Laurie were brushing their hats ready to go to the office.   

 "I say, Laura," said Laurie very fast, "you might just give a squiz 

at my coat before this afternoon. See if it wants pressing."  

 "I will," said she. Suddenly she couldn't stop herself. She ran at 

Laurie and gave him a small, quick squeeze. "Oh, I do love parties, don't 

you?" gasped Laura.       

 "Ra-ther," said Laurie's warm, boyish voice, and he squeezed his 

sister too, and gave her a gentle push. "Dash off to the telephone, old 

girl."         

 The telephone, "Yes, yes; oh yes. Kitty? Good morning, dear. 

Come to lunch? Do, dear. Delighted of course. It will only be a very 

scratch meal - just the sandwich crusts and broken meringue-shells and 

what's left over. Yes, isn't it a perfect morning? Your white? Oh, I 

certainly should. One moment - hold the line. Mother's calling."  
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 And Laura sat back. "What, mother? Can't hear."   

 Mrs. Sheridan's voice floated down the stairs. "Tell her to wear 

that sweet hat she had on last Sunday."    

 "Mother says you're to wear that sweet hat you had on last 

Sunday. Good. One o'clock. Bye-bye."    

 Laura put back the receiver, flung her arms over her head, took a 

deep breath, stretched and let them fall. "Huh," she sighed, and the 

moment after the sigh she sat up quickly. She was still, listening. All the 

doors in the house seemed to be open. The house was alive with soft, 

quick steps and running voices. The green baize door that led to the 

kitchen regions swung open and shut with a muffled thud. And now there 

came a long, chuckling absurd sound. It was the heavy piano being 

moved on its stiff castors. But the air! If you stopped to notice, was the 

air always like this? Little faint winds were playing chase, in at the tops 

of the windows, out at the doors. And there were two tiny spots of sun, 

one on the inkpot, one on a silver photograph frame, playing too. Darling 

little spots! Especially the one on the inkpot lid. It was quite warm. A 

warm little silver star. She could have kissed it.   

 The front door bell pealed, and there sounded the rustle of 

Sadie's print skirt on the stairs. A man's voice murmured; Sadie 

answered, careless, "I'm sure I don't know. Wait. I'll ask Mrs Sheridan."

 "What is it, Sadie?" Laura came into the hall.  

 "It's the florist, Miss Laura."      

 It was, indeed. There, just inside the door, stood a wide, shallow 

tray full of pots of pink lilies. No other kind.Nothing but lilies - canna 

lilies, big pink flowers, wide open, radiant, almost frighteningly alive on 

bright crimson stems.      

 "O-oh, Sadie!" said Laura, and the sound was like a little moan. 

She crouched down as if to warm herself at that blaze of lilies; she felt 

they were in her fingers, on her lips, growing in her breast. 

 "It's some mistake," she said faintly. "Nobody ever ordered so 
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many. Sadie, go and find mother."      

 But at that moment Mrs. Sheridan joined them."It's quite right," 

she said calmly. "Yes, I ordered them. Aren't they lovely?" She pressed 

Laura's arm. "I was passing the shop yesterday, and I saw them in the 

window. And I suddenly thought for once in my life I shall have enough 

canna lilies. The garden-party will be a good excuse."   

 "But I thought you said you didn't mean to interfere," said Laura. 

Sadie had gone. The florist's man was still outside at his van. She put 

her arm round her mother's neck and gently, very gently, she bit her 

mother's ear.         

 "My darling child, you wouldn't like a logical mother, would you? 

Don't do that. Here's the man." He carried more lilies still, another whole 

tray.         

 "Bank them up, just inside the door, on both sides of the porch, 

please," said Mrs. Sheridan. "Don't you agree, Laura?"  

 "Oh, I do, mother."           

  In the drawing-room Meg, Jose and good little Hans had at last 

succeeded in moving the piano.     

 "Now, if we put this chesterfield against the wall and move 

everything out of the room except the chairs, don't you think?" 

 "Quite."       

 "Hans, move these tables into the smoking-room, and bring a 

sweeper to take these marks off the carpet and - one moment, Hans - " 

Jose loved giving orders to the servants, and they loved obeying her. 

She always made them feel they were taking part in some drama. 

 "Tell mother and Miss Laura to come here at once.  

 "Very good, Miss Jose."     

 She turned to Meg. "I want to hear what the piano sounds like, 

just in case I'm asked to sing this afternoon. Let's try over 'This life is 

Weary.'"         

 Pom! Ta-ta-ta Tee-ta! The piano burst out so passionately that 
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Jose's face changed. She clasped her hands. She looked mournfully and 

enigmatically at her mother and Laura as they came in. "This Life is 

Wee-ary, A Tear - a Sigh.  A Love that Chan-ges, This Life is Wee-ary, A 

Tear -  a Sigh. A Love that Chan-ges, And then ... Good-bye!" 

 But at the word "Good-bye," and, although the piano sounded 

more desperate than ever, her face broke into a brilliant, dreadfully 

unsympathetic smile.       

 "Aren't I in good voice, mummy?" she beamed.  

 "This Life is Wee-ary, Hope comes to Die.A Dream - a Wa-

kening." But now Sadie interrupted them.     

 "What is it, Sadie?"      

 "If you please, m'm, cook says have you got the flags for the 

sandwiches?"        

 "The flags for the sandwiches, Sadie?" echoed Mrs. Sheridan 

dreamily. And the children knew by her face that she hadn't got them.                

"Let me see." And she said to Sadie firmly, "Tell cook I'll let her have 

them in ten minutes”. Sadie went.     

 "Now, Laura," said her mother quickly, "come with me into the 

smoking-room. I've got the names somewhere on the back of an 

envelope. You'll have to write them out for me. Meg, go upstairs this 

minute and take that wet thing off your head. Jose, run and finish 

dressing this instant. Do you hear me, children, or shall I have to tell 

your father when he comes home tonight? And - and, Jose, pacify cook if 

you do go into the kitchen, will you? I'm terrified of her this morning." 

 The envelope was found at last behind the dining-room clock, 

though how it had got there Mrs. Sheridan could not imagine. 

 "One of you children must have stolen it out of my bag, because I 

remember vividly, cream cheese and lemon-curd. Have you done that?"

 "Yes."        

 "Egg and-" Mrs. Sheridan held the envelope away from her. "It 

looks like mice. It can't be mice, can it?"    
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 "Olive, pet," said Laura, looking over her shoulder. 

 "Yes, of course, olive. What a horrible combination it sounds. Egg 

and olive."         

 They were finished at last, and Laura took them off to the 

kitchen. She found Jose there pacifying the cook, who did not look at all 

terrifying.         

 "I have never seen such exquisite sandwiches," said Jose's 

rapturous voice. "How many kinds did you say there were, cook? 

Fifteen?"        

 "Fifteen, Miss Jose."      

 "Well, cook, I congratulate you."    

 Cook swept up crusts with the long sandwich knife, and smiled 

broadly."Godber's has come," announced Sadie, issuing out of the 

pantry. She had seen the man pass the window.That meant the cream 

puffs had come. Godber's were famous for their cream puffs. Nobody 

ever thought of making them at home.     

  "Bring them in and put them on the table, my girl," ordered 

cook. Sadie brought them in and went back to the door. Of course Laura 

and Jose were far too grown-up to really care about such things. All the 

same, they couldn't help agreeing that the puffs looked very attractive. 

Very. Cook began arranging them, shaking off the extra icing sugar. 

 "Don't they carry one back to all one's parties?" said Laura. 

 "I suppose they do," said practical Jose, who never liked to be 

carried back. "They look beautifully light and feathery, I must say."

 "Have one each, my dears," said cook in her comfortable voice. 

"Yer ma won't know."      

 Oh, impossible. Fancy cream puffs so soon after breakfast. The 

very idea made one shudder. All the same, two minutes later Jose and 

Laura were licking their fingers with that absorbed inward look that only 

comes from whipped cream.      

 "Let's go into the garden, out by the back way," suggested Laura. 
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"I want to see how the men are getting on with the marquee. They're 

such awfully nice men."      

 But the back door was blocked by cook, Sadie, Godber's man and 

Hans. Something had happened."Tuk-tuk-tuk," clucked cook like an 

agitated hen. Sadie had her hand clapped to her cheek as though she 

had toothache. Hans's face was screwed up in the effort to understand.   

Only Godber's man seemed to be enjoying himself; it was his 

story."What's the matter? What's happened?"   

 "There's been a horrible accident," said Cook. "A man killed."

 "A man killed! Where? How? When?"   

 But Godber's man wasn't going to have his story snatched from 

under his very nose. "Know those little cottages just below here, miss?" 

Know them? Of course, she knew them. "Well, there's a young chap 

living there, name of Scott, a carter. His horse shied at a traction-

engine, corner of Hawke Street this morning, and he was thrown out on 

the back of his head. Killed."      

 "Dead!" Laura stared at Godber's man.   

 "Dead when they picked him up," said Godber's man with relish. 

"They were taking the body home as I come up here." And he said to the 

cook, "He's left a wife and five little ones."    

 "Jose, come here." Laura caught hold of her sister's sleeve and 

dragged her through the kitchen to the other side of the green baize 

door. There she paused and leaned against it. "Jose!" she said, horrified, 

"however are we going to stop everything?"   

 "Stop everything, Laura!" cried Jose in astonishment. "What do 

you mean?"        

 "Stop the garden-party, of course." Why did Jose pretend?

 But Jose was still more amazed. "Stop the garden-party? My dear 

Laura, don't be so absurd. Of course we can't do anything of the kind. 

Nobody expects us to. Don't be so extravagant."   

 "But we can't possibly have a garden-party with a man dead just 
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outside the front gate."      

 That really was extravagant, for the little cottages were in a lane 

to themselves at the very bottom of a steep rise that led up to the 

house. A broad road ran between. True, they were far too near. They 

were the greatest possible eyesore, and they had no right to be in that 

neighbourhood at all. They were little mean dwellings painted a 

chocolate brown. In the garden patches there was nothing but cabbage 

stalks, sick hens and tomato cans. The very smoke coming out of their 

chimneys was poverty-stricken.      

 Little rags and shreds of smoke, so unlike the great silvery 

plumes that uncurled from the Sheridans' chimneys.Washerwomen lived 

in the lane and sweeps and a cobbler, and a man whose house-front was 

studded all over with minute bird-cages. Children swarmed. When the 

Sheridans were little they were forbidden to set foot there because of the 

revolting language and of what they might catch. But since they were 

grown up, Laura and Laurie on their prowls sometimes walked through. 

It was disgusting and sordid. They came out with a shudder. But still one 

must go everywhere; one must see everything. So through they went. 

 "And just think of what the band would sound like to that poor 

woman," said Laura.       

 "Oh, Laura!" Jose began to be seriously annoyed. "If you're going 

to stop a band playing every time some one has an accident, you'll lead 

a very strenuous life. I'm every bit as sorry about it as you. I feel just as 

sympathetic." Her eyes hardened. She looked at her sister just as she 

used to when they were little and fighting together. "You won't bring a 

drunken workman back to life by being sentimental," she said softly. 

 "Drunk! Who said he was drunk?" Laura turned furiously on Jose. 

She said, just as they had used to say on those occasions, "I'm going 

straight up to tell mother."      

 "Do, dear," cooed Jose.     

 "Mother, can I come into your room?" Laura turned the big glass 



 242 

door-knob.        

 "Of course, child. Why, what's the matter? What's given you such 

a colour?" And Mrs. Sheridan turned round from her dressing-table. She 

was trying on a new hat.      

 "Mother, a man's been killed," began Laura.   

 "Not in the garden?" interrupted her mother.  

 "No, no!"       

 "Oh, what a fright you gave me!" Mrs. Sheridan sighed with relief, 

and took off the big hat and held it on her knees.   

 "But listen, mother," said Laura. Breathless, half-choking, she told 

the dreadful story. "Of course, we can't have our party, can we?" she 

pleaded. "The band and everybody arriving.They'd hear us, mother; 

they're nearly neighbours!"      

 To Laura's astonishment her mother behaved just like Jose; it 

was harder to bear because she seemed amused. She refused to take 

Laura seriously.       

 "But, my dear child, use your common sense. It's only by 

accident we've heard of it. If some one had died there normally - and I 

can't understand how they keep alive in those poky little holes - we 

should still be having our party, shouldn't we?"   

 Laura had to say "yes" to that, but she felt it was all wrong. She 

sat down on her mother's sofa and pinched the cushion frill. 

 "Mother, isn't it terribly heartless of us?" she asked. 

 "Darling!" Mrs. Sheridan got up and came over to her, carrying 

the hat. Before Laura could stop her she had popped it on. "My child!" 

said her mother, "the hat is yours. It's made for you. It's much too 

young for me. I have never seen you look such a picture. Look at 

yourself!" And she held up her hand- mirror.   

 "But, mother," Laura began again. She couldn't look at herself; 

she turned aside.This time Mrs. Sheridan lost patience just as Jose had 

done."You are being very absurd, Laura," she said coldly. "People like 
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that don't expect sacrifices from us. And it's not very sympathetic to 

spoil everybody's enjoyment as you're doing now."   

 "I don't understand," said Laura, and she walked quickly out of 

the room into her own bedroom. There, quite by chance, the first thing 

she saw was this charming girl in the mirror, in her black hat trimmed 

with gold daisies, and a long black velvet ribbon. Never had she 

imagined she could look like that. Is mother right? she thought. And now 

she hoped her mother was right. Am I being extravagant? Perhaps it was 

extravagant. Just for a moment she had another glimpse of that poor 

woman and those little children, and the body being carried into the 

house. But it all seemed blurred, unreal, like a picture in the newspaper. 

I'll remember it again after the party's over, she decided. And somehow 

that seemed quite the best plan…Lunch was over by half-past one. By 

half-past two they were all ready for the fray. The green-coated band 

had arrived and was established in a corner of the tennis-court  

  "My dear!" trilled Kitty Maitland, "aren't they too like frogs for 

words? You ought to have arranged them round the pond with the 

conductor in the middle on a leaf."     

 Laurie arrived and hailed them on his way to dress. At the sight of 

him Laura remembered the accident again. She wanted to tell him. If 

Laurie agreed with the others, then it was bound to be all right. And she 

followed him into the hall."Laurie!"     

 "Hallo!" He was half-way upstairs, but when he turned round and 

saw Laura he suddenly puffed out his cheeks and goggled his eyes at 

her."My word, Laura! You do look stunning," said Laurie. "What an 

absolutely topping hat!"      

 Laura said faintly "Is it?" and smiled up at Laurie, and didn't tell 

him after all. Soon after that people began coming in streams. The band 

struck up; the hired waiters ran from the house to the marquee. 

Wherever you looked there were couples strolling, bending to the 

flowers, greeting, moving on over the lawn. They were like bright birds 
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that had alighted in the Sheridans' garden for this one afternoon, on 

their way to - where? Ah, what happiness it is to be with people who all 

are happy, to press hands, press cheeks, smile into eyes.  

 "Darling Laura, how well you look!"    

 "What a becoming hat, child!"    

 "Laura, you look quite Spanish. I've never seen you look so 

striking."        

 And Laura, glowing, answered softly, "Have you had tea? Won't 

you have an ice? The passion-fruit ices really are rather special." She ran 

to her father and begged him. "Daddy darling, can't the band have 

something to drink?"And the perfect afternoon slowly ripened, slowly 

faded, slowly its petals closed.     

 "Never a more delightful garden-party … "    

 "The greatest success ... "      

  "Quite the most ... "      

 Laura helped her mother with the good-byes. They stood side by 

side in the porch till it was all over.     

 "All over, all over, thank heaven," said Mrs. Sheridan. "Round up 

the others, Laura. Let's go and have some fresh coffee. I'm exhausted. 

Yes, it's been very successful. But oh, these parties, these parties! Why 

will you children insist on giving parties!" And they all of them sat down 

in the deserted marquee.      

 "Have a sandwich, daddy dear. I wrote the flag." 

 "Thanks." Mr. Sheridan took a bite and the sandwich was gone. 

He took another. "I suppose you didn't hear of a beastly accident that 

happened to-day?" he said.      

 "My dear," said Mrs. Sheridan, holding up her hand, "we did. It 

nearly ruined the party. Laura insisted we should put it off." 

 "Oh, mother!" Laura didn't want to be teased about it.  

 "It was a horrible affair all the same," said Mr. Sheridan. "The 

chap was married too. Lived just below in the lane, and leaves a wife and 
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half a dozen kiddies, so they say."     

 An awkward little silence fell. Mrs. Sheridan fidgeted with her cup. 

Really, it was very tactless of father ...Suddenly she looked up. There on 

the table were all those sandwiches, cakes, puffs, all uneaten, all going 

to be wasted. She had one of her brilliant ideas.    

 "I know," she said. "Let's make up a basket. Let's send that poor 

creature some of this perfectly good food. At any rate, it will be the 

greatest treat for the children. Don't you agree? And she's sure to have 

neighbours calling in and so on. What a point to have it all ready 

prepared. Laura! She jumped up. "Get me the big basket out of the 

stairs cupboard."        

  "But, mother, do you really think it's a good idea?" said Laura. 

Again, how curious, she seemed to be different from them all. To take 

scraps from their party.Would the poor woman really like that? 

 "Of course! What's the matter with you to-day? An hour or two 

ago you were insisting on us being sympathetic, and now-"Oh well! 

Laura ran for the basket. It was filled, it was heaped by her mother. 

 "Take it yourself, darling," said she. "Run down just as you are. 

No, wait, take the arum lilies too. People of that class are so impressed 

by arum lilies."       

 "The stems will ruin her lace frock," said practical Jose.So they 

would. Just in time.        

  "Only the basket, then.  And, Laura!" - her mother followed her 

out of the marquee - "don't on any account-"   

 "What mother?"      

 No, better not put such ideas into the child's head! "Nothing! Run 

along."          

 It was just growing dusky as Laura shut their garden gates. A big 

dog ran by like a shadow. The road gleamed white, and down below in 

the hollow the little cottages were in deep shade. How quiet it seemed 

after the afternoon. Here she was going down the hill to somewhere 
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where a man lay dead, and she couldn't realize it. Why couldn't she? She 

stopped a minute. And it seemed to her that kisses, voices, tinkling 

spoons, laughter, the smell of crushed grass were somehow inside her. 

She had no room for anything else. How strange! She looked up at the 

pale sky, and all she thought was, "Yes, it was the most successful 

party."         

 Now the broad road was crossed. The lane began, smoky and 

dark. Women in shawls and men's tweed caps hurried by. Men hung over 

the palings; the children played in the doorways. A low hum came from 

the mean little cottages. In some of them there was a flicker of light, and 

a shadow, crab-like, moved across the window. Laura bent her head and 

hurried on. She wished now she had put on a coat. How her frock shone! 

And the big hat with the velvet streamer - if only it was another hat! 

Were the people looking at her? They must be. It was a mistake to have 

come; she knew all along it was a mistake. Should she go back even 

now? No, too late.This was the house. It must be. A dark knot of people 

stood outside. Beside the gate an old, old woman with a crutch sat in a 

chair, watching. She had her feet on a newspaper. The voices stopped as 

Laura drew near. The group parted. It was as though she was expected, 

as though they had known she was coming here.   

 Laura was terribly nervous. Tossing the velvet ribbon over her 

shoulder, she said to a woman standing by, "Is this Mrs. Scott's house?" 

and the woman, smiling queerly, said, "It is, my lass."  

 Oh, to be away from this! She actually said, "Help me, God," as 

she walked up the tiny path and knocked. To be away from those staring 

eyes, or to be covered up in anything, one of those women's shawls 

even. I'll just leave the basket and go, she decided. I shan't even wait 

for it to be emptied.Then the door opened. A little woman in black 

showed in the gloom.      

 Laura said, "Are you Mrs. Scott?"     

 But to her horror the woman answered, "Walk in please, miss," 
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and she was shut in the passage.     

 "No," said Laura, "I don't want to come in. I only want to leave 

this basket. Mother sent-"      

 The little woman in the gloomy passage seemed not to have 

heard her. "Step this way, please, miss," she said in an oily voice, and 

Laura followed her.She found herself in a wretched little low kitchen, 

lighted by a smoky lamp. There was a woman sitting before the fire. 

 "Em," said the little creature who had let her in. "Em! It's a young 

lady." She turned to Laura. She said meaningly, "I'm 'er sister, miss. 

You'll excuse 'er, won't you?"      

   "Oh, but of course!" said Laura. "Please, please don't disturb 

her. I - I only want to leave-" But at that moment the woman at the fire 

turned round. Her face, puffed up, red, with swollen eyes and swollen 

lips, looked terrible. She seemed as though she couldn't understand why 

Laura was there. What did it mean? Why was this stranger standing in 

the kitchen with a basket? What was it all about? And the poor face 

puckered up again. "All right, my dear," said the other. "I'll thenk the 

young lady." And again she began, "You'll excuse her, miss, I'm sure," 

and her face, swollen too, tried an oily smile.    

 Laura only wanted to get out, to get away. She was back in the 

passage. The door opened. She walked straight through into the 

bedroom, where the dead man was lying.    

 "You'd like a look at 'im, wouldn't you?" said Em's sister, and she 

brushed past Laura over to the bed. "Don't be afraid, my lass," - and 

now her voice sounded fond and sly, and fondly she drew down the 

sheet-"'e looks a picture. There's nothing to show. Come along, my 

dear."          

 Laura came.There lay a young man, fast asleep - sleeping so 

soundly, so deeply, that he was far, far away from them both. Oh, so 

remote, so peaceful. He was dreaming. Never wake him up again. His 

head was sunk in the pillow, his eyes were closed; they were blind under 
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the closed eyelids. He was given up to his dream. What did garden-

parties and baskets and lace frocks matter to him? He was far from all 

those things. He was wonderful, beautiful. While they were laughing and 

while the band was playing, this marvel had come to the lane. Happy ... 

happy ... All is well, said that sleeping face. This is just as it should be. I 

am content. But all the same you had to cry, and she couldn't go out of 

the room without saying something to him. Laura gave a loud childish 

sob. "Forgive my hat," she said.      

 And this time she didn't wait for Em's sister. She found her way 

out of the door, down the path, past all those dark people. At the corner 

of the lane she met Laurie.He stepped out of the shadow. "Is that you, 

Laura?"        

 "Yes."        

 "Mother was getting anxious. Was it all right?"  

 "Yes, quite. Oh, Laurie!"      

 She took his arm, she pressed up against him.   

 "I say, you're not crying, are you?" asked her brother. 

 Laura shook her head. She was.    

 Laurie put his arm round her shoulder. "Don't cry," he said in his 

warm, loving voice. "Was it awful?"     

 "No," sobbed Laura. "It was simply marvellous. But Laurie-" She 

stopped, she looked at her brother. "Isn't life," she stammered, "isn't 

life-" But what life was she couldn't explain. No matter. He quite 

understood.        

 "Isn't it, darling?" said Laurie. 
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           WILLIAM FAULKNER, A ROSE FOR EMILY                 

       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 man-servant—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 
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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 
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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?"    

 "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."     

 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 
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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 along 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 
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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 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.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 



 254 

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—"  
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 "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." 

 So the next day we all said, "She will kill herself"; and we said it 

would be the best 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, 
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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-and-salt 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 grand-daughters of Colonel Sartoris' contemporaries were 

sent to her with the same regularity and in the same spirit that they 

were sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent piece for the 
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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 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. 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 
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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 bottleneck 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 rose-shaded 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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       D. H. LAWRENCE, THE ROCKING HORSE WINNER 

                       
             There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the 

advantages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love 

turned to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust 

upon her, and she could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if 

they were finding fault with her. And hurriedly she felt she must cover up 

some fault in herself. Yet what it was that she must cover up she never 

knew. Nevertheless, when her children were present, she always felt the 

centre of her heart go hard. This troubled her, and in her manner she 

was all the more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she loved 

them very much. Only she herself knew that at the centre of her heart 

was a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. 

Everybody else said of her: "She is such a good mother. She adores her 

children." Only she herself, and her children themselves, knew it was not 

so. They read it in each other's eyes. There were a boy and two little 

girls. They lived in a pleasant house, with a garden, and they had 

discreet servants, and felt themselves superior to anyone in the 

neighborhood. Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in 

the house. There was never enough money. The mother had a small 

income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough for 

the social position which they had to keep up. The father went into town 

to some office. But though he had good prospects, these prospects never 

materialised. There was always the grinding sense of the shortage of 

money, though the style was always kept up.     

 At last the mother said: "I will see if I can't make something." But 

she did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried this 

thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. The failure 

made deep lines come into her face. Her children were growing up, they 
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would have to go to school. There must be more money, there must be 

more money. The father, who was always very handsome and expensive 

in his tastes, seemed as if he never would be able to do anything worth 

doing. And the mother, who had a great belief in herself, did not succeed 

any better, and her tastes were just as expensive.   

 And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: 

There must be more money! There must be more money! The children 

could hear it all the time though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at 

Christmas, when the expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. 

Behind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind the smart doll's house, 

a voice would start whispering: "There must be more money! There must 

be more money!" And the children would stop playing, to listen for a 

moment. They would look into each other's eyes, to see if they had all 

heard. And each one saw in the eyes of the other two that they too had 

heard. "There must be more money! There must be more money!"  

 It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying rocking-

horse, and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, heard 

it. The big doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new pram, could hear 

it quite plainly, and seemed to be smirking all the more self-consciously 

because of it. The foolish puppy, too, that took the place of the teddy-

bear, he was looking so extraordinarily foolish for no other reason but 

that he heard the secret whisper all over the house: "There must be 

more money!"        

 Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and 

therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: "We are breathing!" 

in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the time.   

          "Mother," said the boy Paul one day, "why don't we keep a car of 

our own? Why do we always use uncle's, or else a taxi?"  

 "Because we're the poor members of the family," said the mother.  

          "But why are we, mother?"       

 “Well - I suppose," she said slowly and bitterly, "it's because your 
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father has no luck."        

 The boy was silent for some time. "Is luck money, mother?" he 

asked, rather timidly.       

 "No, Paul. Not quite. It's what causes you to have money."                          

           Oh!" said Paul vaguely. "I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy 

lucker, it meant money."       

 "Filthy lucre does mean money," said the mother. "But it's lucre, 

not luck."             

 "Oh!" said the boy. "Then what is luck, mother?"      

          "It's what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have 

money. That's why it's better to be born lucky than rich. If you're rich, 

you may lose your money. But if you're lucky, you will always get more 

money."             

  "Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?"     

 "Very unlucky, I should say," she said bitterly.      

           The boy watched her with unsure eyes. "Why?" he asked.  

 "I don't know.Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and 

another unlucky."        

 "Don't they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?"   

 "Perhaps, God.  But He never tells."     

  "He ought to, then. And are'nt you lucky either, mother?"  

  "I can't be, it I married an unlucky husband."   

 "But by yourself, aren't you?"         

           "I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very 

unlucky indeed."        

  "Why?"        

 "Well - never mind! Perhaps I'm not really," she said. The child 

looked at her to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of her 

mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from him.  

 "Well, anyhow," he said stoutly, "I'm a lucky person."  
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           "Why?" said his mother, with a sudden laugh. He stared at her. 

He didn't even know why he had said it. "God told me," he asserted, 

brazening it out.  

          "I hope He did, dear!", she said, again with a laugh, but rather 

bitter.              

  "He did, mother!"  

          "Excellent!" said the mother, using one of her husband's 

exclamations. The boy saw she did not believe him; or rather, that she 

paid no attention to his assertion. This angered him somewhere, and 

made him want to compel her attention. He went off by himself, vaguely, 

in a childish way, seeking for the clue to 'luck'. Absorbed, taking no heed 

of other people, he went about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly 

for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he wanted it. When the two girls 

were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking-horse, 

charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at 

him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy 

tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not 

speak to him. When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, 

he climbed down and stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly 

into its lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was 

wide and glassy-bright.        

 "Now!" he would silently command the snorting steed. "Now take 

me to where there is luck! Now take me!" And he would slash the horse 

on the neck with the little whip he had asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew 

the horse could take him to where there was luck, if only he forced it. So 

he would mount again and start on his furious ride, hoping at last to get 

there.          

 "You'll break your horse, Paul!" said the nurse.    

 "He's always riding like that! I wish he'd leave off!" said his elder 

sister Joan.         

 But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. 
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She could make nothing of him. Anyhow, he was growing beyond her. 

One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of 

his furious rides. He did not speak to them.    

 "Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?" said his uncle.      

          "Aren't you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You're not a very 

little boy any longer, you know," said his mother. But Paul only gave a 

blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. He would speak to nobody 

when he was in full tilt. His mother watched him with an anxious 

expression on her face. At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into 

the mechanical gallop and slid down.     

 "Well, I got there!" he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still 

flaring, and his sturdy long legs straddling apart.    

 "Where did you get to?" asked his mother.   

 "Where I wanted to go," he flared back at her.   

 "That's right, son!" said Uncle Oscar. "Don't you stop till you get 

there. What's the horse's name?"      

 "He doesn't have a name," said the boy.    

 "Get's on without all right?" asked the uncle.   

 "Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last 

week."        

 "Sansovino,  eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know this name?"  

          "He always talks about horse-races with Bassett," said Joan. 

 The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted 

with all the racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been 

wounded in the left foot in the war and had got his present job through 

Oscar Cresswell, whose batman he had been, was a perfect blade of the 

'turf'. He lived in the racing events, and the small boy lived with him. 

Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.  

           "Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can't do more than tell 

him, sir," said Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of 

religious matters.        
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 "And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?"  

 "Well - I don't want to give him away - he's a young sport, a fine 

sport, sir. Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a 

pleasure in it, and perhaps he'd feel I was giving him away, sir, if you 

don't mind”. Bassett was serious as a church.    

 The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride in 

the car. "Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?" the 

uncle asked.  

          The boy watched the handsome man closely. "Why, do you think I 

oughtn't to?" he parried.  

          "Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the 

Lincoln."  

          The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar's 

place in Hampshire.        

 "Honour bright?" said the nephew.     

 "Honour bright, son!" said the uncle.    

 "Well, then, Daffodil."      

 "Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?"    

 "I only know the winner," said the boy. "That's Daffodil." 

"Daffodil, eh?"  

           There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively.  

          "Uncle!" 

          "Yes, son?" 

          "You won't let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett."  

          "Bassett be damned, old man! What's he got to do with it?"  

          "We're partners. We've been partners from the first. Uncle, he 

lent me my first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour 

bright, it was only between me and him; only you gave me that ten-

shilling note I started winning with, so I thought you were lucky. You 

won't let it go any further, will you?"     
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 The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set 

rather close together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.  

           "Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. How much are you 

putting on him?"        

 "All except twenty pounds," said the boy. "I keep that in reserve."  

           The uncle thought it a good joke. "You keep twenty pounds in 

reserve, do you, you young romancer? What are you betting, then?" 

 "I'm betting three hundred," said the boy gravely. "But it's 

between you and me, Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?"   

 "It's between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould," he 

said, laughing. "But where's your three hundred?"   

 "Bassett keeps it for me. We're partners."    

 "You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?" 

 "He won't go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he'll go a 

hundred and fifty."        

 "What, pennies?" laughed the uncle.  

"Pounds," said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. 

"Bassett keeps a bigger reserve than I do."    

 Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He 

pursued the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew 

with him to the Lincoln races.      

 "Now, son," he said, "I'm putting twenty on Mirza, and I'll put five 

on for you on any horse you fancy. What's your pick?"   

 "Daffodil, uncle."       

 "No, not the fiver on Daffodil!"      

 "I should if it was my own fiver," said the child.   

 "Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on 

Daffodil."         

 The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes 

were blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight and watched. A Frenchman just 

in front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed 
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his arms up and down, yelling "Lancelot!, Lancelot!" in his French accent. 

Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, flushed and 

with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought him four five-

pound notes, four to one.       

 "What am I to do with these?" he cried, waving them before the 

boys eyes.          

 "I suppose we'll talk to Bassett," said the boy. "I expect I have 

fifteen hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty."  

 His uncle studied him for some moments. "Look here, son!" he 

said. "You're not serious about Bassett and that fifteen hundred, are 

you?"          

 "Yes, I am. But it's between you and me, uncle. Honour bright?"  

          "Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett."  

          "If you'd like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we 

could all be partners. Only, you'd have to promise, honour bright, uncle, 

not to let it go beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must 

be lucky, because it was your ten shillings I started winning with ..."   

           Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for 

an afternoon, and there they talked.  

          "It's like this, you see, sir," Bassett said. "Master Paul would get 

me talking about racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir. And he 

was always keen on knowing if I'd made or if I'd lost. It's about a year 

since, now, that I put five shillings on Blush of Dawn for him: and we 

lost. Then the luck turned, with that ten shillings he had from you: that 

we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it's been pretty steady, all 

things considering. What do you say, Master Paul?"  

           "We're all right when we're sure," said Paul. "It's when we're not 

quite sure that we go down."  

"Oh, but we're careful then," said Bassett.  

"But when are you sure?" smiled Uncle Oscar.  
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"It's Master Paul, sir," said Bassett in a secret, religious voice. 

"It's as if he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil now, for the Lincoln. That 

was as sure as eggs."  

"Did you put anything on Daffodil?" asked Oscar Cresswell.  

"Yes, sir, I made my bit."  

"And my nephew?"  

Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.  

"I made twelve hundred, didn't I, Bassett? I told uncle I was 

putting three hundred on Daffodil." 

"That's right," said Bassett, nodding.  

"But where's the money?" asked the uncle.  

"I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any 

minute he likes to ask for it."  

"What, fifteen hundred pounds?"  

"And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the 

course." 

"It's amazing!" said the uncle.  

"If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were 

you: if you'll excuse me," said Bassett. Oscar Cresswell thought about it.

 "I'll see the money," he said.     

 They drove home again, and, sure enough, Bassett came round to 

the garden-house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty 

pounds reserve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission deposit.  

"You see, it's all right, uncle, when I'm sure! Then we go strong, 

for all we're worth, don't we, Bassett?" 

"We do that, Master Paul." 

"And when are you sure?" said the uncle, laughing.  

"Oh, well, sometimes I'm absolutely sure, like about Daffodil," 

said the boy; "and sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven't 

even an idea, have I, Bassett? Then we're careful, because we mostly go 

down."  
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"You do, do you! And when you're sure, like about Daffodil, what 

makes you sure, sonny?"  

"Oh, well, I don't know," said the boy uneasily. "I'm sure, you 

know, uncle; that's all." 

It's as if he had it from heaven, sir," Bassett reiterated.  

"I should say so!" said the uncle.     

 But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on 

Paul was 'sure' about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable 

horse. The boy insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went 

for five hundred, and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in 

first, and the betting had been ten to one against him. Paul had made 

ten thousand.  

"You see," he said. "I was absolutely sure of him."  

Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.  

"Look here, son," he said, "this sort of thing makes me nervous."  

"It needn't, uncle! Perhaps I shan't be sure again for a long time."  

"But what are you going to do with your money?" asked the 

uncle.          

 "Of course," said the boy, "I started it for mother. She said she 

had no luck, because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it 

might stop whispering."       

 "What might stop whispering?"     

 "Our house. I hate our house for whispering."   

 "What does it whisper?"      

 "Why - why" - the boy fidgeted - "why, I don't know. But it's 

always short of money, you know, uncle."     

 "I know it, son, I know it."       

"You know people send mother writs, don't you, uncle?"   

 "I'm afraid I do," said the uncle.  

"And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind 

your back. It's awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky -"  
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"You might stop it," added the uncle.  

The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny 

cold fire in them, and he said never a word.  

"Well, then!" said the uncle. "What are we doing?"  

"I shouldn't like mother to know I was lucky," said the boy.  

"Why not, son?"  

"She'd stop me."  

"I don't think she would."  

"Oh!" - and the boy writhed in an odd way - "I don't want her to 

know, uncle."        

 "All right, son! We'll manage it without her knowing."  

 They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other's suggestion, 

handed over five thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the 

family lawyer, who was then to inform Paul's mother that a relative had 

put five thousand pounds into his hands, which sum was to be paid out a 

thousand pounds at a time, on the mother's birthday, for the next five 

years.          

 "So she'll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five 

successive years," said Uncle Oscar. "I hope it won't make it all the 

harder for her later."       

 Paul's mother had her birthday in November. The house had been 

'whispering' worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, Paul 

could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the effect of the 

birthday letter, telling his mother about the thousand pounds. When 

there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his parents, as he 

was beyond the nursery control. His mother went into town nearly every 

day. She had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and 

dress materials, so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was 

the chief 'artist' for the leading drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in 

furs and ladies in silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements. 

This young woman artist earned several thousand pounds a year, but 
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Paul's mother only made several hundreds, and she was again 

dissatisfied. She so wanted to be first in something, and she did not 

succeed, even in making sketches for drapery advertisements. She was 

down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched her face 

as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer's letter. As his mother read 

it, her face hardened and became more expressionless. Then a cold, 

determined look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of 

others, and said not a word about it.     

 "Didn't you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, 

mother?" said Paul.        

 "Quite moderately nice," she said, her voice cold and hard and 

absent. She went away to town without saying more. But in the 

afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul's mother had had a long 

interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole five thousand could not be 

advanced at once, as she was in debt.     

 "What do you think, uncle?" said the boy.  

"I leave it to you, son." 

 "Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the 

other," said the boy.        

 "A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!" said Uncle 

Oscar.          

 "But I'm sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; 

or else the Derby. I'm sure to know for one of them," said Paul. 

 So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul's mother touched 

the whole five thousand. Then something very curious happened. The 

voices in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a 

spring evening. There were certain new furnishings, and Paul had a 

tutor. He was really going to Eton, his father's school, in the following 

autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming of the 

luxury Paul's mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the house, 

behind the sprays of mimosa and almond-blossom, and from under the 
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piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed in a sort of 

ecstasy: "There must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must be more 

money. Oh, now, now-w! Now-w-w - there must be more money! - more 

than ever! More  than ever!”                    

 It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek 

with his tutor. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The Grand 

National had gone by: he had not 'known', and had lost a hundred 

pounds. Summer was at hand. He was in agony for the Lincoln. But even 

for the Lincoln he didn't 'know', and he lost fifty pounds. He became 

wild-eyed and strange, as if something were going to explode in him.  

          "Let it alone, son! Don't you bother about it!" urged Uncle Oscar. 

But it was as if the boy couldn't really hear what his uncle was saying.   

"I've got to know for the Derby! I've got to know for the Derby!" 

the child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness. His 

mother noticed how overwrought he was.  

          "You'd better go to the seaside. Wouldn't you like to go now to 

the seaside, instead of waiting? I think you'd better," she said, looking 

down at him anxiously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.But the 

child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.       

 "I couldn't possibly go before the Derby, mother!" he said. "I 

couldn't possibly!"        

 "Why not?"  she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was 

opposed. "Why not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby 

with your Uncle Oscar, if that that's what you wish. No need for you to 

wait here. Besides, I think you care too much about these races. It's a 

bad sign. My family has been a gambling family, and you won't know till 

you grow up how much damage it has done. But it has done damage. I 

shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle Oscar not to talk racing 

to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it: go away to the 

seaside and forget it. You're all nerves!"     
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 "I'll do what you like, mother, so long as you don't send me away 

till after the Derby," the boy said.  

"Send you away from where? Just from this house?"  

"Yes," he said, gazing at her.  

"Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house 

so much, suddenly? I never knew you loved it."    

 He gazed at her without speaking.He had a secret within a secret, 

something he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar. 

 But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for 

some moments, said: "Very well, then! Don't go to the seaside till after 

the Derby, if you don't wish it. But promise me you won't think so much 

about horse-racing and events as you call them!"  

"Oh no," said the boy casually. "I won't think much about them, 

mother. You needn't worry. I wouldn't worry, mother, if I were you."  

"If you were me and I were you," said his mother, "I wonder what 

we should do!" 

"But you know you needn't worry, mother, don't you?" the boy 

repeated.  

"I should be awfully glad to know it," she said wearily.  

"Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you 

needn't worry," he insisted. 

"Ought I? Then I'll see about it," she said.    

 Paul's secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no 

name. Since he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery-governess, 

he had had his rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom at the top of 

the house.         

 "Surely you're too big for a rocking-horse!" his mother had 

remonstrated.  

"Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have 

some sort of animal about," had been his quaint answer.  

"Do you feel he keeps you company?" she laughed.  
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"Oh yes! He's very good, he always keeps me company, when I'm 

there," said Paul.       

 So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the 

boy's bedroom. The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more 

and more tense. He hardly heard what was spoken to him, he was very 

frail, and his eyes were really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange 

seizures of uneasiness about him. Sometimes, for half an hour, she 

would feel a sudden anxiety about him that was almost anguish. She 

wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe. Two nights before 

the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one of her rushes of 

anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped her heart till she could 

hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main, for she 

believed in common sense. But it was too strong. She had to leave the 

dance and go downstairs to telephone to the country. The children's 

nursery-governess was terribly surprised and startled at being rung up in 

the night.  

"Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?"  

"Oh yes, they are quite all right."  

"Master Paul? Is he all right?"  

"He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at 

him?"  

           "No," said Paul's mother reluctantly. "No! Don't trouble. It's all 

right. Don't sit up. We shall be home fairly soon." She did not want her 

son's privacy intruded upon.  

           Very good," said the governess.  

            It was about one o'clock when Paul's mother and father drove up 

to their house. All was still. Paul's mother went to her room and slipped 

off her white fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She 

heard her husband downstairs, mixing a whisky and soda. And then, 

because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs to her 

son's room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there a 
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faint noise? What was it? She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his 

door, listening. There was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her 

heart stood still. It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. 

Something huge, in violent, hushed motion.What was it? What in God's 

name was it? She ought to know. She felt that she knew the noise. She 

knew what it was. Yet she could not place it. She couldn't say what it 

was. And on and on it went, like a madness.Softly, frozen with anxiety 

and fear, she turned the door-handle. The room was dark. Yet in the 

space near the window, she heard and saw something plunging to and 

fro. She gazed in fear and amazement. Then suddenly she switched on 

the light, and saw her son, in his green pyjamas, madly surging on the 

rocking-horse. The blaze of light suddenly lit him up, as he urged the 

wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress of pale 

green and crystal, in the doorway.       

 "Paul!" she cried. "Whatever are you doing?"   

 "It's Malabar!" he screamed in a powerful, strange voice. "It's 

Malabar!" His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, 

as he ceased urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the 

ground, and she, all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, 

rushed to gather him up. But he was unconscious, and unconscious he 

remained, with some brain-fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother 

sat stonily by his side. "Malabar! It's Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! 

It's Malabar!"         

 So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse 

that gave him his inspiration. "What does he mean by Malabar?" asked 

the heart-frozen mother.        

 "I don't know," said the father stonily.  

"What does he mean by Malabar?" she asked her brother Oscar.  

"It's one of the horses running for the Derby," was the answer. 

And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and himself 

put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.    
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 The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a 

change. The boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing ceaselessly 

on the pillow. He neither slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes 

were like blue stones. His mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned 

actually into a stone. In the evening Oscar Cresswell did not come, but 

Bassett sent a message, saying could he come up for one moment, just 

one moment? Paul's mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on 

second thoughts she agreed. The boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett 

might bring him to consciousness. The gardener, a shortish fellow with a 

little brown moustache and sharp little brown eyes, tiptoed into the 

room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul's mother, and stole to the 

bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes at the tossing, dying child.  

        "Master Paul!" he whispered. "Master Paul! Malabar came in first all 

right, a clean win. I did as you told me. You've made over seventy 

thousand pounds, you have; you've got over eighty thousand. Malabar 

came in all right, Master Paul."    

 "Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? 

Do you think I'm lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn't I? Over eighty 

thousand pounds! I call that lucky, don't you, mother? Over eighty 

thousand pounds! I knew, didn't I know I knew? Malabar came in all 

right. If I ride my horse till I'm sure, then I tell you, Bassett, you can go 

as high as you like. Did you go for all you were worth, Bassett?"  

        "I went a thousand on it, Master Paul."  

         "I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get 

there, then I'm absolutely sure - oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell 

you? I am lucky!" "No, you never did," said his mother. But the boy died 

in the night. And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother's 

voice saying to her, "My God, Hester, you're eighty-odd thousand to the 

good, and a poor devil of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, 

he's best gone out of a life where he rides his rocking-horse to find a 

winner." 
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                          JAMES JOYCE, EVELINE 
  

            She sat at the window watching the evening invade the avenue. 

Her head was leaned against the window curtains and in her nostrils was 

the odour of dusty cretonne. She was tired.Few people passed. The man 

out of the last house passed on his way home; she heard his footsteps 

clacking along the concrete pavement and afterwards crunching on the 

cinder path before the new red houses.     

 One time there used to be a field there in which they used to play 

every evening with other people's children. Then a man from Belfast 

bought the field and built houses in it -not like their little brown houses 

but bright brick houses with shining roofs. The children of the avenue 

used to play together in that field - the Devines, the Waters, the Dunns, 

little Keogh the cripple, she and her brothers and sisters. Ernest, 

however, never played: he was too grown up. Her father used often to 

hunt them in out of the field with his blackthorn stick; but usually little 

Keogh used to keep nix and call out when he saw her father coming. Still 

they seemed to have been rather happy then. Her father was not so bad 

then; and besides, her mother was alive. That was a long time ago; she 

and her brothers and sisters were all grown up her mother was dead. 

Tizzie Dunn was dead, too, and the Waters had gone back to England. 

Everything changes. Now she was going to go away like the others, to 

leave her home.       

 Home! She looked round the room, reviewing all its familiar 

objects which she had dusted once a week for so many years, wondering 

where on earth all the dust came from. Perhaps she would never see 

again those familiar objects from which she had never dreamed of being 

divided. And yet during all those years she had never found out the 

name of the priest whose yellowing photograph hung on the wall above 
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the broken harmonium beside the coloured print of the promises made to 

Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque. He had been a school friend of her 

father. Whenever he showed the photograph to a visitor her father used 

to pass it with a casual word:"He is in Melbourne now."  

 She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that 

wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question. In her home anyway 

she had shelter and food; she had those whom she had known all her life 

about her. O course she had to work hard, both in the house and at 

business. What would they say of her in the Stores when they found out 

that she had run away with a fellow? Say she was a fool, perhaps; and 

her place would be filled up by advertisement. Miss Gavan would be glad. 

She had always had an edge on her, especially whenever there were 

people listening.       

 "Miss Hill, don't you see these ladies are waiting?" 

 "Look lively, Miss Hill, please."    

 She would not cry many tears at leaving the Stores.But in her 

new home, in a distant unknown country, it would not be like that. Then 

she would be married -she, Eveline. People would treat her with respect 

then. She would not be treated as her mother had been. Even now, 

though she was over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in danger of 

her father's violence. She knew it was that that had given her the 

palpitations. When they were growing up he had never gone for her like 

he used to go for Harry and Ernest, because she was a girl but latterly he 

had begun to threaten her and say what he would do to her only for her 

dead mother's sake. And no she had nobody to protect her. Ernest was 

dead and Harry, who was in the church decorating business, was nearly 

always down somewhere in the country.     

 Besides, the invariable squabble for money on Saturday nights 

had begun to weary her unspeakably. She always gave her entire wages 

- seven shillings - and Harry always sent up what he could but the 

trouble was to get any money from her father. He said she used to 
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squander the money, that she had no head, that he wasn't going to give 

her his hard-earned money to throw about the streets, and much more, 

for he was usually fairly bad on Saturday night. In the end he would give 

her the money and ask her had she any intention of buying Sunday's 

dinner. Then she had to rush out as quickly as she could and do her 

marketing, holding her black leather purse tightly in her hand as she 

elbowed her way through the crowds and returning home late under her 

load of provisions. She had hard work to keep the house together and to 

see that the two young children who had been left to hr charge went to 

school regularly and got their meals regularly. It was hard work - a hard 

life -but now that she was about to leave it she did not find it a wholly 

undesirable life.       

 She was about to explore another life with Frank. Frank was very 

kind, manly, open-hearted. She was to go away with him by the night-

boat to be his wife and to live with him in Buenos Ayres where he had a 

home waiting for her. How well she remembered the first time she had 

seen him; he was lodging in a house on the main road where she used to 

visit. It seemed a few weeks ago. He was standing at the gate, his 

peaked cap pushed back on his head and his hair tumbled forward over a 

face of bronze. Then they had come to know each other. He used to 

meet her outside the Stores every evening and see her home. He took 

her to see The Bohemian Girl and she felt elated as she sat in an 

unaccustomed part of the theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music 

and sang a little.        

 People knew that they were courting and, when he sang about 

the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt pleasantly confused. He used 

to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an excitement for 

her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of 

distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a 

ship of the Allan Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the 

ships he had been on and the names of the different services. He had 
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sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her stories of the 

terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, 

and had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her 

father had found out the affair and had forbidden her to have anything to 

say to him.         

 "I know these sailor chaps," he said. One day he had quarrelled 

with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly. 

 The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in 

her lap grew indistinct. One was to Harry; the other was to her father. 

Ernest had been her favourite but she liked Harry too. Her father was 

becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes he 

could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, 

he had read her out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. 

Another day, when their mother was alive, they had all gone for a picnic 

to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting on her mothers 

bonnet to make the children laugh.     

 Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, 

leaning her head against the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty 

cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could hear a street organ playing. 

She knew the air Strange that it should come that very night to remind 

her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home 

together as long as she could. She remembered the last night of her 

mother's illness; she was again in the close dark room at the other side 

of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The organ-

player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She 

remembered her father strutting back into the sickroom saying:"Damned 

Italians! coming over here!"      

 As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on 

the very quick of her being - that life of commonplace sacrifices closing 

in final craziness. She trembled as she heard again her mother's voice 

saying constantly with foolish insistence: "Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun 
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Seraun!"She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must 

escape! Frank would save her. He would give her life, perhaps love, too. 

But she wanted to live. Why should she be unhappy? She had a right to 

happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his arms. He 

would save her. She stood among the swaying crowd in the station at 

the North Wall. He held her hand and she knew that he was speaking to 

her, saying something about the passage over and over again. The 

station was full of soldiers with brown baggages.    

 Through the wide doors of the sheds she caught a glimpse of the 

black mass of the boat, lying in beside the quay wall, with illumined 

portholes. She answered nothing. She felt her cheek pale and cold and, 

out of a maze of distress, she prayed to God to direct her, to show her 

what was her duty.        

 The boat blew a long mournful whistle into the mist. If she went, 

tomorrow she would be on the sea with Frank, steaming towards Buenos 

Ayres. Their passage had been booked. Could she still draw back after all 

he had done for her? Her distress awoke a nausea in her body and she 

kept moving her lips in silent fervent prayer.A bell clanged upon her 

heart. She felt him seize her hand: "Come!"   

 All the seas of the world tumbled about her heart. He was 

drawing her into them: he would drown her. She gripped with both 

hands at the iron railing. "Come!" No! No! No! It was impossible. Her 

hands clutched the iron in frenzy. Amid the seas she sent a cry of 

anguish."Eveline! Evvy!"      

 He rushed beyond the barrier and called to her to follow. He was 

shouted at to go on but he still called to her. She set her white face to 

him, passive, like a helpless animal. Her eyes gave him no sign of love or 

farewell or recognition. 
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                      JAMES JOYCE, ARABY                        

        North Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street except at 

the hour when the Christian Brothers' School set the boys free. An 

uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the blind end, detached from 

its neighbours in a square ground. The other houses of the street, 

conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another with brown 

imperturbable faces.       

 The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back 

drawing-room. Air, musty from having been long enclosed, hung in all 

the rooms, and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old 

useless papers. Among these I found a few paper-covered books, the 

pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The 

Devout Communicant, and The Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the last best 

because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden behind the house 

contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes, under one of 

which I found the late tenant's rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very 

charitable priest; in his will he had left all his money to institutions and 

the furniture of his house to his sister.    

 When the short days of winter came, dusk fell before we had well 

eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown 

sombre. The space of sky above us was the colour of ever-changing 

violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted their feeble lanterns. 

The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. Our shouts 

echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought us through the 

dark muddy lanes behind the houses, where we ran the gauntlet of the 

rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the dark dripping 

gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous 

stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook 

music from the buckled harness. When we returned to the street, light 
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from the kitchen windows had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen 

turning the corner, we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely 

housed. Or if Mangan's sister came out on the doorstep to call her 

brother in to his tea, we watched her from our shadow peer up and down 

the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go in and, if 

she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan's steps 

resignedly. She was waiting for us, her figure defined by the light from 

the half-opened door. Her brother always teased her before he obeyed, 

and I stood by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved 

her body, and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side to side. 

 Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watching her 

door. The blind was pulled down to within an inch of the sash so that I 

could not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. 

I ran to the hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept her brown 

figure always in my eye and, when we came near the point at which our 

ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed her.This happened 

morning after morning.  I had never spoken to her, except for a few 

casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my foolish 

blood.         

 Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to 

romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had to 

go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, 

jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the curses of 

labourers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on guard by the 

barrels of pigs' cheeks, the nasal chanting of street-singers, who sang a 

come-all-you about O'Donovan Rossa, or a ballad about the troubles in 

our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life for 

me: I imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes.            

Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and praises 

which I myself did not understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I 

could not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour 
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itself out into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not know 

whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke to her, how I 

could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body was like a harp and 

her words and gestures were like fingers running upon the wires.

 One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the 

priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in 

the house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge 

upon the earth, the fine incessant needles of water playing in the sodden 

beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below me. I was 

thankful that I could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil 

themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I pressed the 

palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: 'O love! O 

love!' many times.        

 At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to 

me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me 

was I going to Araby. I forgot whether I answered yes or no. It would be 

a splendid bazaar; she said she would love to go.   

 'And why can't you?' I asked. While she spoke she turned a silver 

bracelet round and round her wrist. She could not go, she said, because 

there would be a retreat that week in her convent. Her brother and two 

other boys were fighting for their caps, and I was alone at the railings. 

She held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light from 

the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up her 

hair that rested there and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell 

over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, 

just visible as she stood at ease. 'It's well for you,' she said. 'If I go,' I 

said, 'I will bring you something.'     

 What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping 

thoughts after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious 

intervening days. I chafed against the work of school. At night in my 

bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came between me and 
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the page I strove to read. The syllables of the word Araby were called to 

me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern 

enchantment over me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday 

night. My aunt was surprised, and hoped it was not some Freemason 

affair. I answered few questions in class. I watched my master's face 

pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning to idle. 

I could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any 

patience with the serious work of life which, now that it stood between 

me and my desire, seemed to me child's play, ugly monotonous child's 

play.         

 On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to 

the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hallstand, looking for 

the hat-brush, and answered me curtly 'Yes, boy, I know.' As he was in 

the hall I could not go into the front parlour and lie at the window. I felt 

the house in bad humour and walked slowly towards the school. The air 

was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me. When I came home 

to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it was early. I sat 

staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began to irritate 

me, I left the room.         

 I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the house. 

The high, cold, empty, gloomy rooms liberated me and I went from room 

to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing 

below in the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, 

leaning my forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark 

house where she lived. I may have stood there for an hour, seeing 

nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched 

discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the 

railings and at the border below the dress. When I came downstairs 

again I found Mrs Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old, garrulous 

woman, a pawnbroker's widow, who collected used stamps for some 

pious purpose. I had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was 
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prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs Mercer 

stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn't wait any longer, but it was 

after eight o'clock and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was 

bad for her. When she had gone I began to walk up and down the room, 

clenching my fists. My aunt said: 'I'm afraid you may put off your bazaar 

for this night of Our Lord.'       

 At nine o'clock I heard my uncle's latchkey in the hall door. I 

heard him talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when it had 

received the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs. When 

he was midway through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to 

go to the bazaar. He had forgotten.' The people are in bed and after their 

first sleep now,' he said. I did not smile. My aunt said to him 

energetically: 'Can't you give him the money and let him go? You've kept 

him late enough as it is.'      

 My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he 

believed in the old saying: 'All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.' 

He asked me where I was going and, when I told him a second time, he 

asked me did I know The Arab's Farewell to his Steed.When I left the 

kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt. 

I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham Street 

towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and 

glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. I took my 

seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerable 

delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among 

ruinous houses and over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a 

crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters moved 

them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar. I remained 

alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew up beside an 

improvised wooden platform. I passed out on to the road and saw by the 

lighted dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a 

large building which displayed the magical name. I could not find any 
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sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I passed 

in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling to a weary-looking man. 

I found myself in a big hall girded at half its height by a gallery. Nearly 

all the stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was in darkness. 

I recognized a silence like that which pervades a church after a service. I 

walked into the centre of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered 

about the stalls which were still open. Before a curtain, over which the 

words Café Chantant were written in coloured lamps, two men were 

counting money on a salver. I listened to the fall of the coins.  

 Remembering with difficulty why I had come, I went over to one 

of the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the 

door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young 

gentlemen. I remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to 

their conversation: 'O, I never said such a thing!’ ‘O, but you did!' 'O, but 

I didn't!' 'Didn't she say that?' 'Yes. I heard her.' 'O, there's a... fib! 

'Observing me, the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to 

buy anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to 

have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the great 

jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to 

the stall and murmured: 'No, thank you.'     

 The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went 

back to the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. 

Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.I lingered 

before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my 

interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly and 

walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall 

against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of 

the gallery that the light was out. The upper part of the hall was now 

completely dark. Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature 

driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and 

anger. 
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            VIRGINIA WOOLF, A HAUNTED HOUSE     

          Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to 

room they went, hand in hand, lifting here, opening there, making sure-a 

ghostly couple.       

 "Here we left it," she said. And he added, "Oh, but here too !" 

"It's upstairs," she murmured. "And in the garden," he whispered. 

"Quietly," they said, "or we shall wake them."   

 But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no. "They're looking for it; 

they're drawing the curtain," one might say, and so read on a page or 

two. "Now they've found it,' one would be certain, stopping the pencil on 

the margin. And then, tired of reading, one might rise and see for 

oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open, only the wood 

pigeons bubbling with content and the hum of the threshing machine 

sounding from the farm. "What did I come in here for? What did I want 

to find?" My hands were empty. "Perhaps its upstairs then?" The apples 

were in the loft. And so down again, the garden still as ever, only the 

book had slipped into the grass.     

 But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could 

ever see them. The windowpanes reflected apples, reflected roses; all 

the leaves were green in the glass. If they moved in the drawing room, 

the apple only turned its yellow side. Yet, the moment after, if the door 

was opened, spread about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from 

the ceiling-what? My hands were empty. The shadow of a thrush crossed 

the carpet; from the deepest wells of silence the wood pigeon drew its 

bubble of sound. "Safe, safe, safe" the pulse of the house beat softly. 

"The treasure buried; the room . . ." the pulse stopped short. Oh, was 

that the buried treasure? A moment later the light had faded. Out in the 

garden then? But the trees spun darkness for a wandering beam of sun. 

So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the surface the beam I sought 
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always burned behind the glass. Death was the glass; death was 

between us, coming to the woman first, hundreds of years ago, leaving 

the house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were darkened. He left it, 

left her, went North, went East, saw the stars turned in the Southern 

sky; sought the house, found it dropped beneath the Downs. "Safe, safe, 

safe," the pulse of the house beat gladly. 'The Treasure yours." 

 The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and 

that. Moonbeams splash and spill wildly in the rain. But the beam of the 

lamp falls straight from the window. The candle burns stiff and still. 

Wandering through the house, opening the windows, whispering not to 

wake us, the ghostly couple seek their joy.   

 "Here we slept," she says. And he adds, "Kisses without number." 

"Waking in the morning-" "Silver between the trees-" "Upstairs-" 'In the 

garden-" "When summer came-" 'In winter snowtime-" "The doors go 

shutting far in the distance, gently knocking like the pulse of a heart.

 Nearer they come, cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain 

slides silver down the glass. Our eyes darken, we hear no steps beside 

us; we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His hands shield the 

lantern. "Look," he breathes. "Sound asleep. Love upon their lips."

 Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and 

deeply. Long they pause. The wind drives straightly; the flame stoops 

slightly. Wild beams of moonlight cross both floor and wall, and, 

meeting, stain the faces bent; the faces pondering; the faces that search 

the sleepers and seek their hidden joy.    

 "Safe, safe, safe," the heart of the house beats proudly. "Long 

years-" he sighs. "Again you found me." "Here," she murmurs, "sleeping; 

in the garden reading; laughing, rolling apples in the loft. Here we left 

our treasure-"       

 Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my eyes. "Safe! safe! safe!" 

the pulse of the house beats wildly. Waking, I cry "Oh, is this your buried 

treasure? The light in the heart." 
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           ERNEST HEMINGWAY, CAT IN THE RAIN   

  

            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 cafe a waiter stood looking out of 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. 
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 "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 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 cafe. The cat 

would be around to the right. Perhaps she could go along under the 

eaves. As she stood in the door-way 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 hotel-keeper 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 padrone made her feel very small and at 

the same time really important. She had a momentary feeling of being of 
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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 
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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." 

                 

     ERNEST HEMINGWAY, HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS  
    

 
         The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this 

siode there was no shade and no trees and the station was between two 

lines of rails in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was 

the warm shadow of the building and a curtain, made of strings of 

bamboo beads, hung across the open door into the bar, to keep out flies. 

The American and the girl with him sat at a table in the shade, outside 

the building. It was very hot and the express from Barcelona would come 

in forty minutes. It stopped at this junction for two minutes and went to 

Madrid. 

“What should we drink?” the girl asked. She had taken off her hat 

and put it on the table.      

 “It's pretty hot,” the man said.      

 “Let's drink beer.”        

 “Dos cervezas,” the man said into the curtain.    

 “Big ones?” a woman asked from the doorway.    

 “Yes. Two big ones.”      

 The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She 
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put the felt pads and the beer glass on the table and looked at the man 

and the girl. The girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white 

in the sun and the country was brown and dry.     

 “They look like white elephants,” she said.    

 “I've never seen one,”the man drank his beer.    

 “No, you wouldn't have.”       

  “I might have,” the man said. “Just because you say I wouldn't 

have doesn't prove anything.”       

 The girl looked at the bead curtain. “They've painted something 

on it,” she said. “What does it say?”      

 “Anis del Toro. It's a drink.”       

 “Could we try it?”       

 The man called ‘Listen' through the curtain. The woman came out 

from the bar.          

 “Four reales”.       

 “We want two Anis del Toro.”      

 “With water?”        

 “Do you want it with water?”      

 ”I don't know,” the girl said. “Is it good with water?”   

 “It's all right.”        

 “You want them with water?” asked the woman.    

 “Yes, with water.”        

 “It tastes like liquorice,’ the girl said and put the glass down.  

 “That's the way with everything.”      

 “Yes,' said the girl.”Everything tastes of liquorice. Especially all 

the things you've waited so long for, like absinthe.”    

 “Oh, cut it out.”        

 “You started it,” the girl said. “I was being amused. I was having 

a fine time.”        

 “Well, let's try and have a fine time.    

 “All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white 
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elephants. Wasn't that bright?”       

 “That was bright.”        

 “I wanted to try this new drink. That's all we do, isn't it - look at 

things and try new drinks?”       

 “I guess so.”         

 The girl looked across at the hills. 'They're lovely hills,' she said. 

'They don't really look like white elephants. I just meant the colouring of 

their skin through the trees.”       

 “Should we have another drink?”      

 “All right.”         

 The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table. “The 

beer's nice and cool,” the man said.      

 “It's lovely,” the girl said.       

 “It's really an awfully simple operation, Jig,” the man said. 

 “It's not really an operation at all.”The girl looked at the ground 

the table legs rested on. ‘I know you wouldn't mind it, Jig. It's really not 

anything. It's just to let the air in.”  The girl did not say anything. “I'll go 

with you and I'll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in and 

then it's all perfectly natural.”       

 “Then what will we do afterwards?”    

 “We'll be fine afterwards. Just like we were before.” 

 “What makes you think so?”      

 “That's the only thing that bothers us. It's the only thing that's 

made us unhappy.”         

 The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took 

hold of two of the strings of beads. “And you think then we'll be all right 

and be happy.”        

 “I know we will. Yon don't have to be afraid. I've known lots of 

people that have done it.”       

 “So have I,” said the girl.      

 “And afterwards they were all so happy.”    
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 'Well,” the man said, “if you don't want to you don't have to. I 

wouldn't have you do it if you didn't want to. But I know it's perfectly 

simple.”        

 “And you really want to?”      

 “I think it's the best thing to do. But I don't want you to do it if 

you don't really want to.”       

 “And if I do it you'll be happy and things will be like they were 

and you'll love me?”         

 “I love you now. You know I love you.”     

 ‘I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are 

like white elephants, and you'll like it?”      

 “I'll love it. I love it now but I just can't think about it. You know 

how I get when I worry.”       

 “If I do it you won't ever worry?”      

 “I won't worry about that because it's perfectly simple”.   

 “Then I'll do it. Because I don't care about me”.   

 “What do you mean?”       

 “I don't care about me.”       

 “Well, I care about you.”       

 “Oh, yes. But I don't care about me. And I'll do it and then 

everything will be fine.”        

 “I don't want you to do it if you feel that way.”    

 The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on 

the other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. 

Far away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud 

moved across the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees. 

'And we could have all this,' she said. 'And we could have everything and 

every day we make it more impossible.'     

 “What did you say?”        

 “I said we could have everything.”      

 “No, we can't.”        
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 “We can have the whole world.”      

 “No, we can't.”        

 “We can go everywhere.”      

 ‘No, we can't. It isn't ours any more.”     

 “It's ours.”         

 ‘No, it isn't. And once they take it away, you never get it back.” 

 ‘But they haven't taken it away”.     

 “We'll wait and see”.        

 “Come on back in the shade,” he said. “You mustn't feel that 

way”.          

 “I don't feel any way,” the girl said. “I just know things.”  

 “I don't want you to do anything that you don't want to do –“  

 “Nor that isn't good for me,” she said. “I know.Could we have 

another beer?”               

  “All right. But you've got to realize – “    

 “I realize,” the girl said. “Can't we maybe stop talking?”  

 They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills 

on the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table. 

 “You've got to realize,” he said, ‘that I don't want you to do it if 

you don't want to. I'm perfectly willing to go through with it if it means 

anything to you.”        

 “Doesn't it mean anything to you? We could get along.”   

 “Of course it does. But I don't want anybody but you. I don't want 

anyone else. And I know it's perfectly simple.”    

 “Yes, you know it's perfectly simple.”     

 “t's all right for you to say that, but I do know it.”  

 “Would you do something for me now?”     

 “I'd do anything for you.”       

 ‘Would you please please please please please please please stop 

talking?”        

 He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of 
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the station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they 

had spent nights.        

 “But I don't want you to,”he said, “I don't care anything about it.” 

 “I'll scream, ” the girl siad.       

 The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of 

beer and put them down on the damp felt pads.    

  “The train comes in five minutes,” she said.   

 “What did she say?” asked the girl.     

 “That the train is coming in five minutes.”     

 The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her.   

 “I'd better take the bags over to the other side of the station,” the 

man said. She smiled at him.       

 “All right.Then come back and we'll finish the beer.”   

 He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the 

station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the 

train. Coming back, he walked through the bar-room, where people 

waiting for the train were drinking.      

 He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people. They were 

all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through the bead 

curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him.    

 “Do you feel better?” he asked.      

 “I feel fine,” she said.“There's nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.”  

 

    ERNEST HEMINGWAY, A CLEAN, WELL-LIGHTED PLACE 

 

        It was very late and everyone had left the cafe 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 
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at night it was quiet and he felt the difference. The two waiters inside the 

cafe 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 cafe and looked at the terrace where the tableswere 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 

thecounter inside the cafe and marched out to the old man's table. Heput 
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down the saucer and poured the glass full of brandy.   

 "You should have killed yourself last week," he said to the 

deafman.         

 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 cafe. 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."     

 "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."         



 300 

 "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?"     
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 "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 

waitersaid."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 cafe."  

 "Hombre, there are bodegas open all night long."  

 "You do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant cafe. It is 

well lighted. 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 was 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 a fear or 

dread, it was a nothing that he knew too well. It was all anothing and a 

man was a nothing too. It was only that and light was all it needed and a 
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certain cleanness and order. Some lived in it and never felt it but he 

knew it all was nada y pues nada y naday 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 mas," 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's probably only insomnia. Many must have it.  
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                        BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES  
 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809 – 1849) was an American writer, poet, editor 

and literary critic, considered part of the American Romantic Movement. 

Best known for his tales of mystery and the macabre, Poe was one of the 

earliest American practitioners of the short story and is considered the 

inventor of the detective-fiction genre. Poe's best known fiction works 

are Gothic, a genre he followed to appease the public taste. His most 

recurring themes deal with questions of death, including its physical 

signs, the effects of decomposition, concerns of premature burial, the 

reanimation of the dead, and mourning. Some of his best short stories 

are: The Murders of the Rue Morgue, A Tell-tale Heart, The Fall of the 

House of Usher and A Descent into Maelstrom. 

 

Washington Irving (1783 –1859) was an American author, essayist, 

biographer and historian. He is best known for his short stories The 

Legend of Sleepy Hollow and Rip Van Winkle, which appeared in his book 

The Sketch Book of Geoffrey Crayon, Gent. His most lasting contribution 

to American culture is, perhaps, the way in which Americans perceive 

and celebrate Christmas. In his five Christmas stories in The Sketch 

Book, Irving portrayed an idealized celebration of old-fashioned 

Christmas customs at a quaint English manor, which directly contributed 

to the revival and reinterpretation of the Christmas holiday in the United 

States.  

 

Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804 –1864) was an American novelist and 

short story writer. Among Hawthorne's most widely anthologized stories 

are Young Goodman Brown, The Birthmark and Rappacini's Daughter. 

These stories, as well as his most famous novel The Scarlet Lette, tackle 
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many of his favorite themes, such as hypocrisy, witchcraft, the Puritan 

guilt, and the sins of fathers. 

 

Herman Melville (1819 –1891) was an American novelist, short story 

writer, essayist and poet. He is often classified as part of Dark 

romanticism. His longest novel, Moby-Dick, won recognition in the 20th 

century as one of the chief literary masterpieces of both American and 

world literature. Although his short stories haven’t enjoyed the same 

recognition as his famous Moby Dick, some of them, such as The Piazza 

Tales, Bartleby the Scrivener, Benito Cereno and The Lightning-Rod Man 

are often included in various anthologies. 

 

Oscar Fingal O'Flahertie Wills Wilde (1854 –1900) was an Irish 

playwright, novelist, poet, and author of short stories. Known for his 

biting wit, he became one of the most successful playwrights of late 

Victorian London, and one of the greatest celebrities of his day. In 1888 

he published The Happy Prince and Other Tales, fairy-stories written for 

his two sons. The Picture of Dorian Gray, his best novel, reflects his 

views on art- he was the spokesman for Aestheticism, the late 19th 

century movement in England that advocated art for art's sake. Wilde 

made his reputation in the theatre world with a series of highly popular 

plays: Lady Windermere's Fan, A Woman of No Importance, An Ideal 

Husband and The Importance of Being Earnest. 

 

Stephen Crane (1871 – 1900) was an American novelist, short story 

writer, poet and journalist. He is recognized by modern critics as one of 

the most innovative writers of his generation. His novel, The Red Badge 

of Courage, has become an American classic, as well as some of his 

short stories: The Open Boat, The Blue Hotel, The Monster and The Bride 

Comes to Yellow Sky. 
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Frank Richard Stockton (1834 – 1902) was an American writer and 

humorist, best known today for a series of innovative children's fairy 

tales that were widely popular during the last decades of the 19th 

century. In his stories –The Lady , or the Tiger, The Griffin and the Minor 

Canon, The Bee-Man of Orn- Stockton avoided the didactic moralizing, 

common to children's stories of the time. Instead, he used clever humor 

to poke at greed, violence, abuse of power and other human foibles, 

describing his fantastic characters' adventures in a charming, matter-of-

fact way.   

Mark Twain (1835-1910), pseudonym of Samuel Langhorne Clemens, 

was an American humorist, lecturer, essayist, and novelist. The 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn are his two most 

famous novels. Twain was met with outright controversy in his time but 

is now considered one of the first great American novelists. Ernest 

Hemingway wrote “All modern American literature comes from one book 

by MarkTwain called Huckleberry Finn”. He traveled to various cities in 

America, and visited various countries in Europe which he based 

Innocents Abroad on. Short stories from this period include Advice For 

Little Girls and The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County. 

Hector Hugh Munro (1870 – 1916), better known by the pen name 

Saki, was a British writer, whose witty and sometimes macabre stories 

satirized Edwardian society and culture. He is considered a master of the 

short story and is often compared to O. Henry and Dorothy Parker. His 

tales feature delicately drawn characters and finely judged narratives. 

Henry’s short stories were collected in four volumes: Reginald, Reginald 

in Russia, The Chronicles of Clovis and Beasts and Superbeasts.  

O. Henry was the pen name of American writer William Sydney Porter 

(1862 -1910). O. Henry's short stories are well known for their wit, 
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wordplay, warm characterization and clever twist endings.  Most of his 

stories are set in his own time, the early years of the 20th century. Many 

take place in New York City, and deal for the most part with ordinary 

people. Some of hiswell-known stories are: A Municipal Report, The Gift 

of the Magi, The Ransom of Red Chief, The Cop and the Anthem, A 

Retrieved Reformation, After Twenty Years. 

David Herbert Richards Lawrence (1885 – 1930) was an English 

novelist, short story writer, poet, and literary critic. His novels-The White 

Peacock, Sons and Lovers, The Rainbow, Women In Love- represent an 

extended reflection upon the dehumanising effects of modernity and 

industrialisation. His best known work is Lady Chatterly's Lover, which 

was banned for a time in both UK and the US. His short stories deal with 

similar themes as his novels, and are collected in the volumes The 

Prussian Officer, England, My England, The Ladybird and The Woman 

Who Rode Away. 

Kate Chopin ( 1850 – 1904) was an American author of short stories 

and novels, mostly of a Louisiana Creole background. She is now 

considered by some to have been a forerunner of feminist authors of the 

20th century. Her major works were two short story collections, Bayou 

Folk and A Night in Acadie which included three of her most famous short 

stories: Desiree's Baby, The Story of an Hour  and The Storm.  

Susan Keating Glaspell (1876 – 1948) was an American Pulitzer Prize-

winning playwright and bestselling novelist. She has become more widely 

known for her often anthologized works: the short story A Jury of Her 

Peers and her one-act play Trifles. These two works have, in the last 

twenty years, become staples of Women’s Studies curricula across the 

world. 
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Kathleen Mansfield Murry (1888 – 1923) was a prominent modernist 

writer of short fiction from New Zealand who wrote under the pen name 

of Katherine Mansfield. She is widely considered one of the best short 

story writers of her period. A number of her works, Miss Brill, Prelude, 

The Garden Party, The Doll's House, and later works such as The Fly, are 

frequently collected in short story anthologies. Mansfield describes 

delicate miniatures of ordinary life, details apparently without any 

significance, which ultimately reveal themselves as the essence of the 

character’s lives 

William Faulkner (1897-1962), is regarded as one of the most 

influential writers of the twentieth century. Faulkner is known for an 

experimental style with meticulous attention to diction and cadence. He 

made frequent use of "stream of consciousness" in his writing, and wrote 

often highly emotional, subtle, cerebral, complex stories. In an attempt 

to create a saga of his own, Faulkner has invented a number of 

characters typical of the historical growth and subsequent decadence of 

the South. Each novel (The Town, The Hamlet, The Mansion, The Sound 

and the Fury, Absalom !Absalom!, Light in August etc) contributes to the 

construction of a whole, which is the imaginary Yoknapatawpha County 

and its inhabitants. Their theme is the decay of the old South, as 

represented by the Sartoris and Compson families, and the emergence of 

ruthless and brash newcomers, the Snopeses. Faulkner’s short stories- 

collected in Idyll in the Desert, Go Down Moses,and The Unvanquished- 

deal with similar themes and motives as his novels. Faulkner was 

awarded the 1949 Nobel Prize in Literature. 

James Joyce (1882-1941) is noted for his experimental use of language 

in such works as Ulysses (1922) and Finnegans Wake (1939). His 

technical innovations in the art of the novel include an extensive use of 

interior monologue. In addition to this, he used a complex network of 
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symbolic parallels drawn from mythology, history, and literature, and 

created a unique language of invented words, puns, and allusions. Joyce 

published Dubliners in 1914 and A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man 

in 1916. Chamber Music, a collection of poems had been published in 

1907.   

Virginia Woolf ( 1882 – 1941) was an English novelist and essayist, 

regarded as one of the foremost modernist literary figures of the 

twentieth century. Her most famous works include the novels Mrs 

Dalloway, To the Lighthouse, and Orlando, and the book-length essay A 

Room of One's Own. Woolf is considered one of the greatest innovators 

in the English language. In her works she experimented with stream-of-

consciousness and the underlying psychological as well as emotional 

motives of characters.           

Ernest Hemingway (1899-1961) started his career as a writer in a 

newspaper office in Kansas City at the age of seventeen.  He became a 

member of the group of expatriate Americans in Paris, which he 

described in his first important work, The Sun Also Rises. Equally 

successful was A Farewell to Arms. Hemingway used his experiences as a 

reporter during the civil war in Spain as the background for his most 

ambitious novel, For Whom the Bell Tolls. Among his later works, the 

most outstanding is the short novel, The Old Man and the Sea. His 

straightforward prose, his spare dialogue, and his predilection for 

understatement are particularly effective in his short stories, later 

collected in The Fifth Column and the First Forty-Nine Stories. 

Hemingway was awarded the Pulitzer Prize and the Nobel Prize in 

Literature in 1954. 
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                             STUDY QUESTIONS 

                                   THE BLACK CAT 

1. How did the narrator change over the years?  Why do you think he 

became this way? 

2. What did the narrator do to the cat after returning home intoxicated 

one night?  Why did he do this? How did the narrator feel about what 

he did to the cat?  

3. What are the reasons the narrator gives for hanging Pluto? 

4. What happened the night he hung Pluto?  Was this a coincidence?   

5. Why did one wall remain after the fire? 

6. How was the new cat different from Pluto?  Explain what the 

difference might represent. Why did the narrator begin to dislike the 

new cat? Why wouldn’t the narrator harm the new cat? 

7. What did the narrator do to his wife in the cellar?  Explain how this 

happened and why it happened. 

8. Why does the narrator blame the cat for his wife’s death? Did the 

narrator regret killing his wife?  Explain. 

9. Why does the narrator mention the construction of the walls and 

house to the police?  

10. How did the police find his wife’s body?  What is the narrator’s 

future? 

 

                        THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER 

 

1. What feelings does the narrator have when he looks at the House of  

Usher? Can he explain what causes these feelings? 
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2. Why has the narrator come to visit this house?  What is his 

relationship to its proprietor, Roderick Usher?  

3. What is unusual about the history of the Usher family? What does the 

narrator notice about the air surrounding the house?  Does he trust 

his observation?  What does he notice about the stones in the walls? 

4. What kind of illness does Roderick suffer from?  What are his 

symptoms? What kind of illness does his sister Madeline Usher have?  

What are her symptoms?  

5. In Roderick's song "The Haunted Palace" the narrator says he first 

perceived Roderick's awareness of "the tottering of his lofty reason 

upon her throne."  What does the narrator mean?  What story does 

the song tell? What is the meaning of this story and what does it 

suggest about Roderick's mental state?  

6. After Madeline's death, why does Roderick decide to keep her body 

temporarily in one of the walls of the house? What fact is revealed 

about the relationship between Madeline and Roderick, when the 

narrator and Roderick place Madeline in this temporary tomb?  

7. What behavior does Roderick exhibit in the days following this 

temporary burial?  What effect does his behavior have on the 

narrator? On the stormy night about a week later, what does 

Roderick see out the window that terrifies him?  How does the 

narrator explain this phenomenon rationally?  

8. Why does the narrator read a book to Roderick?  What book does he 

choose and why?  What kind of story does it tell? What 

correspondences take place between the plot of the story the 

narrator reads and sounds in Usher's house? What are the causes of 

these sounds?  

9. If Roderick knew that his sister was alive in the tomb, why didn't he 

release her?  

10. In what ways does the conclusion of Poe's story relate to the title 

"The Fall of the House of Usher"? What is the light that the narrator 
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sees shining though the crack in the mansion? How does this crack 

recall the description of the mansion at the beginning of the story?  

 

                                     

                                     RIP VAN WINKLE  

 

1. In "Rip Van Winkle," Washington Irving pays a great deal of attention 

to the landscape: the mountains, river, and weather that colors 

them.  What specific details does Irving include? What different 

moods does the landscape have? Does the landscape influence Rip's 

story in any way? 

2. What comparison is Irving implying when he states at the end of the 

story that Dame Van Winkle's death has released Rip from "petticoat 

government”? 

3. When Rip returns to his town, the old village inn has been replaced 

by another building.  How does the description of this new building, 

its inhabitants and their behavior, signify the larger historical changes 

that have occurred while Rip was sleeping? Compare descriptions 

before and after Rip's trip into the mountains. 

4. What do you make of the statements before and after the story? 

Why does Irving include them? 

5. What are Irving's apparent purposes in his references to the 

American Revolution? How does the story portray "The American 

Dream"? What comments does Irving invite about that dream? 

6. What does Irving satirize about the new America to which Rip 

returns? What are the social, political, and philosophical standards 

Irving adopts in satirizing the follies of the times? 

7. Describe Irving's use of myth and legend in the story 

8. Irving wrote that in his stories, he tried to present "a sound moral." 

What is "the moral of the story" of Rip Van Winkle? 
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9. Rip becomes a "reverenced" storyteller about the "old times" before 

the war. Look at Irving's description of Rip's life during those times. 

Is that description ironic? If so, how and why? 

10. What attitudes toward women and women's roles does this story 

evoke?  

 

              THE LEGEND OF THE SLEEPY HALLOW 

 

1. Explain the importance of the epigraph to “The Legend of Sleepy 

Hollow.” 

2. Is the narrator of “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow” reliable? 

3. What do the passages concerning Katrina show about how she (or 

women in general) are perceived and treated in the town? 

4. Discuss how Ichabod’s powerful imagination leads to his downfall. 

5. Why is it significant that this story is set in America rather than 

Europe? 

6. How are readers likely to feel about the fact that Brom marries 

Katrina, even though Ichabod is the protagonist? 

7. What do ghosts and ghost stories represent metaphorically in this 

tale? 

8. Is Irving anti-feminist? Consider his portrayal of Katrina and of the 

wives. How much of this portrayal seems to reflect Irving's ideas and 

how much is due to narrative point of view (seeing things through 

the "eyes" of Ichabod Crane)? 

9. What is the importance of the “Postscript”? 

 

                        THE AMBITIOUS GUEST 

1. Describe the stranger. Why does the author call him the ambitious 

guest?  

2. What words tell you the setting (time and place)? 
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3. Identify words that contribute to the atmosphere of the story. 

4. Give two examples of irony from this story. 

5. What is the story’s message or theme? 

6. How is foreshadowing used in this story? 

7. What mistake did the family make when they felt the house tremble? 

8. What was the guest’s ambition? How did he fail to fulfill his dream? 

 

                     BARTLEBY, THE SCRIVENER 

 

1. Why do you think Melville chose the unnamed Wall Street lawyer as 

his narrator? How does the narrator describe himself? What is the 

reader expected to think of him? Does the narrator seem to change, 

become increasingly hostile, or alternately, develop in empathy as 

the story progresses? What effect do the changes in his mood have 

on the reader’s attitude toward Bartleby?  

2. Who are the other scriveners, and what are some features of their 

characters? Why do you think they are so fully described? Are their 

portrayals flattering?  

3. How is Bartleby described on his first entrace?  How does he seem to 

differ from the other inhabitants of the office, even at the first?  

4. What are the narrator’s expectations regarding Bartleby’s 

compliance? Why do you think Bartleby refuses to compare the 

manuscripts? What seems symbolic about his action? Is there a 

pattern to his refusals? What is his manner in so doing, and how does 

it affect others? What are the stages of his passive resistance to 

interacting with his world?  

5. How do the other scriveners react to Bartleby’s behavior, and why is 

this important? What contrast does this provide with the narrator’s 

mingled interest and revulsion?    
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6. What is added by the knowledge that Bartleby lives in the office? 

What details indicate the pathetically limited nature of his existence? 

Why hadn’t the lawyer realized before that Bartleby never left the 

office? Can you understand why Bartleby won’t open the door at 

once? What are the first premonitions of the Bartleby’s death?  

7. What motives prompt the lawyer to move offices? What events lead 

to Bartleby’s final eviction? What does Bartleby mean by the 

statement, “I am not particular”? Why do you think he refuses other 

offers of an occupation?  

8. What are the Tombs? What happens to Bartleby there? What is his 

response to the narrator, when the latter visits him? What choices 

lead directly to his death? What final tribute does the narrator pay to 

Bartleby?  

9. What is added to the story by its final frame? What explanation for 

Bartleby’s melancholia is given here? What is symbolized by the Dead 

Letter Office?  

10. Why does the narrator/author end his tale, “Ah Bartleby! Ah 

humanity!” What seems to be the final relationship between narrator 

and protagonist?  

 

                               THE HAPPY PRINCE 

 

1. Why does the Town Councillor fear that people will think him 

"unpractical"? 

2. Why is the "disappointed man glad" that there is someone who is 

happy in the world? 

3. Why does the Mathematical Master disapprove of children having 

dreams?  Do you have to see something to believe it? Why or why 

not?  

4. Why do you think Oscar Wilde does not tell us the name of the city?  
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5. Did the little Swallow make a good decision in leaving the Reed? Why 

or why not? 

6. Should the Reed have gone with the Swallow? Why or why not?  

7. Why does the Swallow decide to help the Prince? 

8. Why does Wilde show us the beautiful girl and her boyfriend when 

the Swallow is on its way to help the seamstress and her son?  

9. Why is the Prince willing to give up even his eyes to help those he 

does? 

10. What does the Prince mean when he says, "There is no Mystery so 

great as Misery"? 

11. What does the Swallow mean when he says that "Death is the 

brother of Sleep"? 

12. What does the Art Professor mean when he says of the Prince, "As he 

is no longer beautiful he is no longer useful"? 

13. What makes the Councillors argue about who will have a statue built 

of himself? 

14. Why is the heart of the Prince unable to be melted? 

                         

 

                     THE BRIDE COMES TO YELLOW SKY  

 

1. The bride traveling from the East to the Western town of Yellow Sky 

is symbolic. What is the symbolic significance of the bride not being 

"pretty" or "very young? 

2. Both the husband and bride are self-conscious. Why? 

3. We are given the first name of the husband here, but the bride 

remains unnamed throughout the story. What might be significant 

about this character being referred to only as "the bride"? 

4. The narrator makes an important connection between the marriage 

of the couple and the train. What do the two have in common? 
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5. How would you explain the attitude and behavior of the porter? Why 

are the other passengers looking at Jack and his bride with "derisive 

enjoyment? What is "infinitely humorous" about the couple's 

situation? 

6. The name of the saloon has symbolic significance. What does the 

name suggest? 

7.  A "drummer" is a traveling salesman. What does his presence in 

Yellow Sky suggest?  

8. The town is personified here. What does the personification tell us? 

9. What is the narrator suggesting by referring to Scratchy as a 

"spectacle"? What does his name suggest? Why does Scratchy react 

the way that he does to the news that Potter is married and to the 

presence of the bride? 

10. What is the "it" that Scratchy supposes is "all off" now? 

   

                               THE LADY, OR THE TIGER?  

1. Why was it difficult for the Princess to decide which door to indicate 

to her lover? 

2. Did the mourners come to the arena because they wanted to? 

3. Why did the king think the princess’ lover would be disposed of 

whichever door he opened? 

4. How had the princess found out what was behind each door? 

5. Why had the king thrown the princess’ lover into prison? 

6. Is there a suggestion that polygamy is legal in the kingdom? 

7. What had the princess seen in her dreams? 

8. If you were the princess, what option would you have indicated, and 

why? 

9. If you were the lover, what door would you have taken, and why? 

10. Do you think the king’s system is a deterrent to crime? 
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                            THE CELEBRATED JUMPING FROG    

   OF CALAVERAS COUNTY  

1. Why is the story set in a mining town? What was the historical 

significance of mining towns to the development of the West, and 

what kind of people did they attract?     

2. Why do you think Wheeler is so interested in getting people to listen 

to his tall tales? Does he just like to hear himself talk, or does he 

think they can learn something from him?    

3. Why is it significant that Smiley’s animals all seem to have no use or 

value until Smiley finds one? What conclusions can you draw from 

the fact that despite clear limitations, they almost always win?    

4. What’s the deal with Smiley’s constant gambling? Is he an addict? If 

not, what satisfaction does it give him?     

5.  How do they reflect on one another and on their different social 

circumstances—the narrator, a representative of "civilization" and 

Smiley a representative of the "frontier"? 

                                 THE OPEN WINDOW 

1. Identify and describe the two main characters in the story. Who is 

the protagonist? Who is the antagonist? 

2.  Why has Framton Nuttel taken a trip? 

3.  Who encourages Framton to embark on a journey? 

4.  Describe the story’s setting, including place and time.  

5.  In whose home is Framton during the majority of the story? Who   

     greets him upon his arrival? 

7.  Vera tells Framton a ghastly story. Summarize her story. 

8.  Has the trip helped Framton? Why or why not? 
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9.  Describe Framton’s departure from the rectory.What caused his  

     departure? 

10. What explanation does Vera offer when Framton leaves the rectory?   

     How is her explanation ironic? 

11. Identify and explain one theme of the story. 

12. Foreshadowing plays a major role in the story. Describe one instance  

     of foreshadowing. 

                                   THE STORY TELLER 

1. What basic situation on the train provides the frame for the 

storytellers’ two different stories?    

2. What can you infer from the content of the aunt’s remarks? About the 

children’s? 

3. In the aunt’s story, why is the little girl saved? Why do children 

object to her story?       

4. What is the first ring of truth that the children notice in the bachelor’s 

story? What surprises does he fill the park with?   

5. How do the children react to the bachelor’s story? Why?  

6. Cyril’s verdict is that the bachelor is a better storyteller than the 

aunt. What does the bachelor’s story reveal about him as a person? 

7. What do the aunt’s story and her theory about children reveal about 

her?  

8. Why is the aunt’s complaint in the end ironic? 

                             HEARTS AND HANDS  

1. The title suggests the two different ways in which the characters in 

the story are connected. Whose hands are linked together? What is 

the relationship between the two? Whose hearts seem to be 

connected in some way? 
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2. Describe the man who is the prisoner and the man who is a marshal. 

How do you know which is which? In reading the story where do you 

find out the truth about the two characters? 

3. In what way does the marshal show that he is a good man? Which 

person does he help more, Miss Fairchild or Mr Easton? Explain your 

answer. 

4. The story has a surprise ending. How is the ending of the story a 

surprise? What did you think was happening during the story? What 

was actually true? 

5. Many of the remarks made by Mr Easton to Miss Fairchild turn out to 

be ironic. Give examples, identifying what Miss Fairchild thought Mr 

Easton meant and tell what second meaning can be understood. 

                     THE ROCKING HORSE WINNER 

1. The second sentence of the story says Paul's mother "married for 

love." Do you believe she was truly in love or merely infatuated?  

2. Is Bassett genuinely concerned about Paul's welfare or does he 

simply regard Paul as a "money machine?"   

3. When Paul's mother calls home from the party to ask Miss Wilmot 

whether Paul is all right, is she motivated by guilt—and perhaps .fear 

of being viewed as a bad mother—for leaving him at home? Or is she 

genuinely concerned about his welfare?     

4. Are the house voices real? Or does Paul hear them because he is 

mentally disturbed?      

5. Write a psychological profile of Paul and one of Paul's mother. 

                                          DESIREE’S BABY 

1. Describe and explain the changes in Armand Aubigny’s behavior as   

the story unfolds.        
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2. Why do you think there was an air of mystery among the blacks and 

frequent visitors to L’Abri about three months after Desiree’s baby 

was born? 

3. Why was it assumed that Desireee was the reason her child was not 

white? 

4. Why do you think Armand did not consider Desiree’s origins before 

marrying her? 

5. What does Madame Valmonde realize about the baby’s origins? Why 

would she not take action early on? 

6. Before the last lines of this story are there any clues given by the 

author which hint at the true cause of the baby’s appearance? 

7. Why do you think “La Blanche” had that name? 

8. Why did Desiree ask Armand if he wanted her to go and then act on 

his decision? Does it reflect her character or the society at the time of 

the story? 

9. When Armand reads the letter at the end, is this new knowledge? 

How can you explain his changing attitudes towards Desiree and the 

slaves? 

10.  Why is French spoken at Valmonde? 

                          

                         THE STORY OF AN HOUR   

1. What is the nature of Mrs. Mallard's "heart trouble," and why would 

the author mention it in the first paragraph? Is there any way in 

which this might be considered symbolic or ironic?    

2. The setting of the story is very limited; it is confined largely to a 

room, a staircase, and a front door. How does this limitation help to 

express the themes of the story?       
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3. In what ways is this passage significant? "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." What kinds of sensory images 

does this passage contain, and what senses does it address? What 

does the vision through the open window mean to her? Where else 

does she taste, smell, or touch something intangible in the story?  

4. What kind of relationships do the Mallards have? Is Brently Mallard 

unkind to Louise Mallard, or is there some other reason for her saying 

"free, free, free!" when she hears of his death? How does she feel 

about him?  

5. Mrs Mallard closes the door to her room so that her sister Josephine 

cannot get in, yet she leaves the window open. Why does Chopin 

make a point of telling the reader this? How might this relate to the 

idea of being "free" and to the implicit idea that she is somehow 

imprisoned? Do other words in the story relate to this idea?  

6. What does Josephine represent in the story? What does Richards 

represent?  

7. Mrs Mallard is described as descending the stairs "like a goddess of 

Victory." In what ways does she feel herself victorious?  

8. The last line of the story is this: "When the doctors came they said 

she had died of heart disease-of joy that kills." In what ways is this 

an ironic statement? What is gained by having the doctors make such 

a statement rather than putting it in the mouths of Josephine or 

Richards?  

9. What view of marriage does the story present? The story was 

published in 1894; does it only represent attitudes toward marriage 

in the nineteenth century, or could it equally apply to attitudes about 

marriage today?    
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10. If this is, in some sense, a story about a symbolic journey, where 

does Mrs. Mallard "travel"?  

                          A JURY OF HER PEERS 

1. How does the author show the reader that both the women know the 

identity of the murderer, the reasons, and the method of the murder? 

2. Who is the narrator of "A Jury of Her Peers"?  

3. What does the crime scene look like? 

4. From the details provided, briefly describe the character of the 

murder victim.      

5. What are the male-female relations in the story? 

6. What is the significance of the story's title? What is the point of view?          

7. How   can the plot and structure of the story be analyzed in terms of 

the main character?  

8. Who kills Mr John in the story of A Jury of Her Peers? How does Mrs. 

Peters see the crime scene ?                           

9. How does the author show the reader that the women both know the 

identity of the murderer, and reasons?  What clues do the men miss 

that show Mrs. Wright's guilt? Explain the signioficance of the story. 

10. How do the men in the story try to show that they do not think 

women to be their inferior?  Why did the women choose to hide the 

evidence of finding the bird?         

11. What is the plot of the story?                                          

12. What is the setting  in time and place?             

13. Who is the protagonist and antagonist in the story, "A Jury of Her 

Peers"?  What are the strength and weaknesses of Martha Hale's 

character?         

14. What evidence does the jury have against Mrs WrighT? 
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15. What is the theme of the story? What common assumptions about 

women are shared by the men in "A Jury of Her Peers"?  

                                 THE DOLL’S HOUSE 

1. Who sent the doll’s house?  What did the adults think of the doll’s 

house? 

2. What did Kezia ‘like more than anything’ about the doll’s house? 

3. What do we learn about Isabel? What ‘powers’ did she have ‘that 

went with being the eldest’? How did the girls at school treat her? 

4. How do we know the Burnells were wealthy? What did the Burnells 

find unsatisfactory about the school? Where did they draw the line? 

5. What were Mr and Mrs Kelvey’s occupations?  

6. Describe the girls’ nastiness to the Kelveys. 

7. How did the Kelveys react? 

8. Kezia seems to be different from her sisters. Give two examples.   

9. What is Aunt Beryl’s reaction? How is her voice described?  What 

secret does Aunt Beryl have? Her heart felt lighter’. Why? 

10. What does Else say at the end of the story?What does Else do that 

shows this is significant? 

                                       MISS BRILL 

1. Consider the implications of the title of the story. What important 

information does it give the reader about the main character? 

2. Consider the setting of the story. Where does the story take place? 

What time of year is it? 

3. List the important details of Miss Brill’s life. What do we know about 

how she lives and the kind of person she is? Are there any clues to 

her age? 

http://www.enotes.com/jury-her/q-and-a/what-theme-story-4493
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4. Analyze Miss Brill’s Sundays in the park. Why does she go there, and 

how does she feel when she is there? 

5. Of what importance to the story is the woman in the ermine toque? 

6. The majority of the story details the joy that Miss Brill finds as a 

solitary observer of others’ lives.              

How does she see herself as different from the other elderly people 

she sees each Sunday? 

7. How would you describe the mood of the story up until the very end? 

8. In what ways are Miss Brill’s thoughts and feelings about those 

around her ironic? 

9. In what ways does Miss Brill change because of the comment from 

the young man,near the end of the story? What realization does Miss 

Brill experience? 

10. Consider the symbolism of Miss Brill’s fur. In what ways is it 

analogous to her? 

                                     THE GARDEN PARTY 

1. What details in the text establish the setting? 

2. What details establish the family’s social class? 

3. How does Laura feel about the working class? 

4. What different ideas and feelings do the image of the flowers convey? 

5. What images evoke sounds? What is the effect of these images? 

6. What images describe the working men? 

7. What images describe the mother? Josie? 

8. What images recur in more than one context in this story? 

9. To what effect are the flowers personified in the beginning? 

10. Why is the Garden Party being held? 

11. Laurie and Laura share similar sounding names. This symbolizes that 

they are similar in personality. In what way are they similar? 
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12. Why does Laura want to stop the party? Why do Laura’s mother and 

Josie not want to stop the party? 

13. Why did Laura sob and say “Forgive my hat?” 

14. What do you think Laura would have said had she finished her 

sentence: “Isn’t life?” 

                               A ROSE FOR EMILY 

1. What is the conflict in this story?  If Miss Emily is the protagonist, 

who is the antagonist? 

2. What people and values does the narrator represent?  Does your 

view of the narrator affect your reception of the story? 

3. In this story, an aristocratic Southerner murders a Yankee 

carpetbagger.  Is the story about the triumph of a defeated South 

over a triumphant North?  What is this story really about? 

4. After reading, reconstruct the sequence of events.  When did Homer 

Barron die? How did he die?  Why is the story structured in the way 

that it is?   

5. Why do we need to know about Miss Emily's hair changing color? 

6. Why does Miss Emily allow so much dust in her house? 

7. Why did they wait until after the funeral to open the closed room? 

What word in the story informs you about the reasons for this delay?  

Is the delay consistent with the world of this story? 

8. Women of the Old South and of a "good family" were often put on 

pedestals as paragons of virtue and respectability and given special 

treatment as "ladies." How do you see these attitudes at work in this 

story? How have they shaped Miss Emily's life and how people view 

her? Why is she called a "fallen monument" in the first paragraph? 

What does the title tell you about the story? Why is it not called "A 

Rose for Miss Emily"? 
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                                              ARABY 

1. Why does the narrator want to go to the bazaar?  Why does he arrive 

so late? What doesn't he buy anything for Mangan's sister? 

2. Enumerate the activities taking place at Araby. To what extent do 

they sustain its "magical name"?     

3. What had the narrator expected to find at Araby? What was the basis 

of his expectation? 

4. Define the narrator's feelings for Mangan's sister. To what extent is 

she the cause of those feelings? What, as they say, does he see in 

her? 

5. What purpose might Joyce have had in choosing not to mention the 

object of the narrator's affections until the middle of the third 

paragraph? Describe the context into which she is introduced. In 

what ways is she part of the world of North Richmond Street? 

6. What is the role of the narrator's uncle in the story? What values and 

attitudes does he represent? Are they preferable to those of the 

narrator? 

7.  What is the search for the Holy Grail and how is it like the story? 

                                  EVELINE 

1. Describe the physical setting of Eveline's home. How does she feel 

about living at home? How do we know what we know?     

2. How does Joyce immediately tell us that this is a Roman Catholic 

home? 

3. What sort of relationship does Eveline have with her father? Describe 

the range of her feelings toward him.   

4. When Eveline thinks of her mother, she wants to escape. Why might 

this be?         

5. Why do you think Eveline doesn't go to Buenos Aires with Frank? 



 327 

6. What associations do you have about Buenos Aires? D What symbolic 

value does the city have in the story?      

7. Look at the very last sentence of the story. What does the word 

"recognition" suggest about her mind? 

8. What will happen five minutes later?                        

9. Paralysis is a constant theme in Joyce’s work. The paralysis is caused 

by two equal and opposite forces colliding on a character. What are 

the forces that collide on Eveline? 

                             A HAUNTED HOUSE 

1. Who narrates the story? 

2. What are the two ghosts looking for? 

3. Why does the house beat “safe, safe, safe”? 

4. The words “here” and “it” are repeated several times. What does this 

repetition suggest? 

5. When are these two words defined? 

6. What is the effect of the stream of consciousness technique on the 

reader? 

7. What is the story about? Define” treasure”. 

8. Is this a traditional ghost story? Why? Why not/ 

                         A CLEAN, WELL-LIGHTED PLACE 

1. What function does the old man serve in the story?      

2. Identify some of the contrasts that infuse the story. 

3. Do you think the younger waiter and the older waiter are indeed “of 

two different kinds”? What are the major differences between the 

young waiter and the old waiter, particularly in terms of how they 

view the old man and working in the café?    
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4. What is the meaning of the old waiter’s “prayer”?  Given the view of 

human existence that is expressed, what is the role and significance 

of the café?  

5. What is the significance of “insomnia” at the end of the story? Why 

might the older waiter dismiss his dissatisfaction as such? 

6. What do you consider to be the overall meaning of the story? 

7. In “A Clean, Well-Lighted Place,” why is this descriptive title a key to 

the meaning of the story?                       

                             HILLS LIKE WHITE ELEPHANTS  

1. Does Jig love the American? Does he love her? 

2. Looking back on the story, list the evidence that tells what kind of 

operation Jig is confronting. How risky is it physically and 

emotionally?   

3. Comment on what Jig means when she says that “once they take it 

away, you never get it back.”  

4. How do the hills in the story spotlight Jig’s decision? How does Jig see 

the setting as symbolic of her choices 

5. How does the fact that Jig sees the setting symbolically get us to 

identify with her more readily than if the author had suggested the 

symbolism to us directly? Note the symbolism of the two different 

landscapes on either side of the Zaragosa train station. 

6. Lewis Weeks, Jr., claimed in 1980 that “although subject, setting, 

point of view, characterization, dialog, irony, and compression all 

make ‘Hills Like White Elephants’ one of Hemingway’s most brilliant 

short stories, the symbolism implicit in the title and developed in the 

story contributes more than any other single quality to the powerful 

impact.”  Agree with any part of this statement quoting relevant 

phrases from the story as needed.     
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                                      CAT IN THE RAIN 

 

1. Read the opening paragraph of the story closely and discuss how it 

helps to set the tone of the story and how it provides the readers 

with the theme(s) of the story.  

2. What is the significance of the rain in the story? 

3. Identify what the female protagonist is called in the whole story and 

discuss in what ways this could be significant.  

4. Why does the narrator describe the cat as “crouched under one of the 

dripping green tables”?  

5. Make a comparison between George and the hotel keeper. What is 

the function of each of these characters in the story?  

6. What is the significance of the man in a rubber cape in the story?  

7. What could be the metaphorical value of the maid’s question to the 

wife: “Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?” (“Have you lost 

something, Madam?”)  

8. Why does the hotel keeper make the American wife “feel very small 

and at the same time really important”?  

9. Discuss the references to the wife’s hair: Why does George like his 

wife’s hair “the way it is”? Why does the wife want to “make a big 

knot at the back”? 

10. There are two cats in the story. What does each of them symbolize? 

Why does the wife want a kitty to sit on her lap and purr? 

 

 

 

 



 330 

                                   
                                                  

                                               BIBLIOGRAPHY 

 
1. Chopin, Kate. The Awakening and Selected Short Fiction. New York: 

Barnes & Noble Classics Series, 2005 

2. Faulkner, William. Collected Stories. New York: Random House Inc, 1992 

3. Glaspell, Susan, The Jury of Her Peers, New York: Bantam Books , 1991 

4. Hawthorne, Nathaniel.Young Goodman Brown and Other Tales. New 

York: Bantam Books, 1992 

5. Hemingway, Ernest. The Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway. Charles 

Scribner’s Sons, New York, 1986 

6. Henry, O. 100 Selected Stories. Ware: Wordsworth Edition Ltd, 1997 

7. Irving, Washington. Rip Van Winkle, The Legend of the Sleepy Hallow 

and Other Stories.Ware: Wordsworth Edition Ltd, 2001 

8. Joyce, James. Dubliners. New York: Penguin Books  Inc, 1986 

9. Lawrence, D.H The Complete Short Stories. New York: Penguin Books 

Inc, 1994 

10. Mansfield, Katherine. Bliss and Other Stories. New York: Penguin Books 

Inc., 2006 

11. Melville, Herman. Billy Budd& Other Stories.Ware: Wordsworth Edition 

Ltd 1999 

12. Munro, H.H. The Best of Saki. London: Penguin Popular Classics, 1996 

13. Poe, Edgar, A. The Fall of the House of Usher and Other Writings. New 

York: Penguin Books Inc,  1999 

14. Stockton, Frank. The Lady or the Tiger and Other Short Stories. New 

York: Penguin Books Inc, 1998 

15. Twain, Mark.  The Signet Classic Book of Mark Twain's Short Stories, 

Ontario: Penguin Books Canada Ltd,  1993 

16. Wilde, Oscar.  The Happy Prince and Other Stories.London: Penguin 

Popular Classics, 1999                                               

17. Woolf, Virginia. A Haunted House and Other Short Stories. London: 

Penguin Books,  2001 

 

 



 331 

 
 

                                          

                                  CONTENTS 

 

 

 
Forward 3 
Edgar Allan Poe, The Black Cat       4 
Edgar Allan Poe, The Fall of the House of Usher     14 
Washington Irving, The Legend of the Sleepy Hallow     35 
Washington Irving, Rip van Winkle     67 
Nathaniel Hawthorne, The Ambitious Guest     87 
Herman Melville, Bartleby the Scrivener     96 
Oscar Wilde, The Happy Prince   138 
Stephen Crane, The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky   148 
Frank Stockton, The Lady or the Tiger   160 
M. Twain, The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras 

County 
  168 

Saki, The Open Window   175 
Saki, The Story-teller   179 
O.Henry, Hearts and Hands   185 
Kate Chopin, The Story of an Hour   188 
Kate Chopin, Desiree’s Baby   191 
Susan Glaspell, A Jury of Her Peers   197 
Katherine Mansfield, The Doll’s House     221 
Katherine Mansfield, Miss Brill   229 
Katherine Mansfield, The Garden Party   234 
William Faulkner, A Rose for Emily   251 
D.H. Lawrence, The Horse Whisperer   261 
James Joyce, Eveline   278 
James Joyce, Araby   283 
Virginia Woolf, A Hounted House   289 
E. Hemingway, Cat in the Rain   291 
E. Hemingway, Hills Like White Elephants   294 
E. Hemingway, A Clean, Well-lighted Place   299 
Biographical Notes    305 
Study Questions   311 
Bibliography 

 
  331 



 332 

 

 


