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198.40 Excerpt from We’re In Trouble: “In The Event”\fn{by Christopher Coake (1971- )} Indiana, U.S.A. (M) 10
At a little past one in the morning, an hour after identifying their bodies at the morgue downtown, Danny
pulled his truck into the drive at Tom and Brynn’s house. Their narrow Victorian was dark except for the glowing
living-room window—a babysitter was inside, watching Colin, their three-year-old son. Danny had talked to the
babysitter for a few minutes from the morgue, told her he’d be right there—but then he’d taken the longest route
from downtown he could find. He’d stopped twice at gas station pay phones, trying to raise his girlfriend Kim, to
tell her the news, but Kim had never answered.,
Danny shut off the truck. The poor babysitter had started sobbing during his call; by now she was probably
freaked out of her mind. Danny’s hands on the wheel seemed to weigh tons. He thought about circling the block a
couple more times—he was pretty damn well freaked out himself, wasn’t he? Or he could just drive off—he
wasn’t far from the I-70 on-ramp. He could drive from Columbus to fucking Alaska without letting up on the gas.
Then a shadow pushed aside the living room curtain, looking out at the drive. He was caught.
A woman maybe ten years older than Danny met him at the door—the babysitter’s mother. She wore a short
hairdo that might look good on a movie star, but which made her look just like what she was: a parent of a
teenager, thick and square and gray at the temples, trying too hard. Behind her mother the babysitter huddled on
the couch, holding herself as if her stomach hurt, her eyes so red Danny’s started to burn in sympathy. After he’d
introduced himself both mother and daughter gave him the once-over. He’d been rehearsing with the band when
the police called—he was wearing week-old clothes and reeked of cigarette smoke. His hair was out of its
ponytail.
“I’m so sorry,” the woman told him.\fn{ This story was published without quotation marks; I have restored them, to present the
computer with an evaluative sample in conformity with all the other samples in the Protocol. It’s a very effective technique when used to
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quantify time/past as distinctive from conversation/present; but, of course, the computer of my day doesn’t understand such conventions }

“I’ll be all right,” he said, surprised that his voice was even working—or that he would say something so
bizarre as that.
“Do you need someone here?”
“I’m going to call a friend now,” he said. The woman looked relieved. The babysitter said, thickly,
“Can I look at him one more time?”
So the three of them stood in the doorway to Colin’s room. Just last week Brynn had glued glow-in-the-dark
stars and moons across the ceiling and walls; they barely picked up a shine from the streetlight outside. The room
seemed vast this way, without walls.
Colin was asleep, his covers kicked off his bare legs, his face turned to the wall. He was practically naked,
sleeping in tiny underpants. Danny forced himself not to look away—as he’d always done when Brynn laid Colin
out on the floor for a diaper change. Or like he’d done last week, when Tom had made a big production of “Show
Danny what a big boy you are, show him you can use the potty,” and they’d all crowded into the bathroom to
watch Colin do his thing, his face screwed tight, like he was threading a needle.
“You did a good job,” Danny told him afterward, and Colin had looked up from washing his hands and said,
“Yes, I did,” as though he didn’t have pants with cartoon bears on them still drooping around his ankles.
Danny thought about walking into the room, pulling the boy’s covers back up, but he didn’t. Colin was almost
three; three-year-olds were messy, and a lot of the times naked. He had no more place for shame, not now: The
babysitter started to whimper.
“Shh,” Danny said, and quickly motioned them back to the living room. There he assured them once again that
they could leave—and they did, but only after Danny fumbled for his wallet, and both mother and daughter said
“No!” in unison, almost, angrily.
When they were gone, Danny stood for a little while in the kitchen, on the opposite side of the house from
Colin’s room. It was the only place in the house that wasn’t filled with the too-sweet odor of a small child—
instead he could smell chili, pancakes, the omelets Tom cooked for everyone on weekends. The smell reminded
Danny he hadn’t eaten since lunchtime—that he was so hungry he was dizzy. But the thought of rooting through
Tom and Brynn’s leftovers made him feel like the most horrible piece of shit on earth.
Tom’s bottle of Maker’s Mark in the pantry, however, was another thing entirely. Danny cut through the wax
and then poured himself a shot. And another. The whiskey brought tears to his eyes; these threatened to build on
themselves. He took a couple of deep breaths and then picked up the kitchen phone to call Kim again.
Her phone rang four, five times. Danny wondered if, just maybe, he was catching her. They had been tense
lately, and though Danny was pretty sure she wouldn’t cheat on him, this new hesitance in her, left to turn itself
over and over in his head, had mutated into all kinds of horrible pictures. He felt a kind of lunatic gladness as the
phone kept ringing. When things were this bad, why shouldn’t they get worse?
But then—finally—Kim answered, rasping out a hello.
“It’s me,” he said. “It’s an emergency.”
“Danny.”
“Yeah. Kim, listen. I need you to wake up. Go to the kitchen and pour yourself a drink, okay?” She laughed
throatily.
“Too late,” she said. “I was out with Amanda all night.” She coughed. “Um. Why?” Danny figured that was
good enough.
“Baby,” he said, “listen. I’m at Tom and Brynn’s. They’re dead.”
“What?”
“Tom and Brynn. They wrecked their car.” Kim didn’t say anything, so Danny kept going.
“My name was in Tom’s wallet. I had to ID their bodies.”
The words were falling apart, and Danny was starting to shudder; he took another drink and let the whiskey
rest burning in his mouth and nose before unclenching his jaws. He heard Kim breathing quickly, maybe crying.
He wanted her to cry—if she did, he could. He leaned his forehead against the cool yellow wall. He’d helped Tom
paint the kitchen, last year, on a weekend when Brynn and Colin were out of town at her parents’ place. That was
last time he and Tom had had the good old times they used to—drinking beer and barbecuing and watching sports
and the violent movies they weren’t allowed when Colin was in the house.
“Gluttony,” they’d kept saying, painting late into Friday night in order to free up the rest of the weekend. It got
to be a chant:
“Glut-ton-y. Glut-ton-y.” They’d smoked ribs at four in the morning, eaten them for breakfast. That was right
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here, in this kitchen. Danny told Kim,
“Tom made me promise. I have to take care of Colin now” And she finally understood.
“Oh God,” she said.
“I need you to come over. Please.”
“Umm,” Kim said, and he could hear her fumbling, probably trying to find her little cat’s-eye glasses. “You’re
at their house?”
“Yeah.”
He heard her light a cigarette. She’d been trying to quit. But then Danny had been trying not to drink so much
these days either.
“Okay,” she said. “Okay. Let me throw on some clothes. Do you remember how to get—Jesus. A car crash?
What happened?”
“No one knows. They crossed the center line somehow. Hit a semi head-on.”
“Were they drinking?”
He wanted to be angry—what sort of question was that? But Tom and Brynn had been driving home from a
dinner out. They’d both probably had wine. Danny had asked the police what happened, and no one had said
anything about booze.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Probably not.” Kim asked,
“Is Colin awake?”
“Not yet.”
“What are you going to tell him?”
“Look,” he said, starting to cry for real. “Just come over, okay?”
“Yeah. It—yeah. I’m leaving right now.”
“Okay. I love you.”
He said it just as he heard her hang up the phone. Then he let go; he spent a good gut-wracking fifteen minutes
sitting on the floor, all around him little bits of cereal and—he could see under the microwave cart—two red
blocks, some Lincoln Logs. He couldn’t remember ever crying like this, except maybe when he used to get stoned
and lonely in college. But not—never over people dying, never in grief. He shoved his hands in his mouth.
Anything to keep those awful noises in.
Anything to keep from waking Colin up.
*
Tom had put the question to Danny back when Colin was still an infant. They’d even joked about it.
“You must really hate that kid,” Danny had said, “if I’m the best godfather you can come up with.”
Tom smirked and turned their steaks over on the barbecue, then stood back, one hand in the pocket of his
baggy shorts, belly jutting. Up until the last year he’d kept himself trim, but his stomach had swollen in the same
span of time as Brynn’s. Danny saw something different in Tom’s stance, too: a looseness—a satisfaction, maybe.
He’d had a son: his great accomplishment, the one he’d always wanted. Tom said, deadpan,
“I don’t have any other options, really.”
He drank a swallow of beer and looked across the yard at the back patio, where Brynn sat on a wooden chair,
lifting her rusty hair from her neck and saying, “I know, I know,” into the phone. Colin was invisible next to her,
somewhere inside a bassinette she rocked with her foot. Tom said,
“Mom and Dad are in Africa—and, let’s face it, they’re not an option. Walt’s got four of his own. It’s all
Brynn’s mother can do to take care of her dad—and her sister’s a fucking mess. Something happens to us, I want
someone to take care of Colin who could actually do it.”
“You must know something I don’t.”
“As a matter of fact,” Tom said grinning, “I do.”
They had been like this since third grade. From the first moments of their friendship Tom had been steadfast,
certain, optimistic; Danny had been troubled, foot-dragging, complicated. Danny had always found their
friendship—that they fit together—cosmically mysterious. They were both smart and talented people, but Tom
had a grand path to follow; and Danny—Danny just followed Tom. And his life had been happier because of it.
He could make a long list of things he might never have done, without Tom telling him he ought to quit his
bitching and give them a shot.
“Ask her out, you coward. Go back to guitar practice, you’re good at it. What are you worrying about? I have
to stand in front of everyone and dance a waltz and all you have to do is tell two or three shitty jokes.”
And he couldn’t think of a week in the last ten years when he hadn’t spent at least one day with Tom, and now
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with Tom and Brynn—who was, face it, Tom, if Tom were a beautiful woman. That had been the gist of his best
man’s toast, anyway.
“In days of old,” Danny told Tom, “the purpose of a godfather was really to provide spiritual instruction.”
“Well, yeah, that too.” Tom poked a steak. “But if a child’s parents were slaughtered by, like, the Visigoths,
then the godfather was still bound to take over. I’m not so concerned what you tell the kid about God—”
“Maybe you ought to be.”
“Danny, come on. This isn’t supposed to put you on the damn roof.”
“I know,” Danny said. “I’m honored, all right?”
“You’re a pal,” Tom said. He glanced at Brynn in her chair and gave her a thumbs-up. Brynn waved her hands
over her head, like a cheerleader with pom-poms, then pointed to the phone and made a face.
“God,” Danny said. “I need another beer.”
“Wait till you have your own kid. You’ll want your bases covered, too.”
“I swear upon my honor, Danny said, that unless the both of you die in a freak accident, I will never have
children. You hear me?” Tom opened the cooler and took out two beers.
“What honor?”
“Really. I swear it. The only child I could ever have is yours.”
“Well,” Tom said, “we only ever want the best for you.”
Months later, when Colin was almost one, Tom and Brynn took Danny into Tom’s study. Brynn had Colin on
her hip; he goggled at Danny, drooling around a fistful of Danny’s keys.
“We finished all the paperwork,” Tom said.
“What paperwork?”
“You know. The in-the-event-of-our-untimely-passage paperwork. It’s in here.”
Tom opened a drawer in his antique rolltop desk and took out a metallockbox the dimensions of a sheet of
legal paper, and maybe three inches deep. He said,
“All my emergency paperwork is in here. The key’s taped inside the drawer. Okay? Just in case.”
“Good God,” Danny said. “You people are unbelievable.” Brynn said,
“I promise: on Colin’s eighteenth birthday we’ll have a big Danny’s-off-the-hook party.”
Colin squirmed, so she set him down. He immediately crawled off into the hall; Tom chased after him. Brynn
put her arm around Danny’s waist.
“Thanks for doing this,” she said.
Danny nearly jumped; Brynn was a hugger, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t alarmed by it—by her—even after
three years.
“Hey,” he said. “It’s no big deal.”
“Sure it is.” She kissed his cheek, then rubbed lipstick off the spot she’d kissed.
“Don’t worry about it, okay? We’re not going anywhere.” Danny’s cheek grew hot.
“Listen, you’re—you’re okay with this? With me doing this?” She laug4ed.
“Why wouldn’t I be?”
“I don’t know; because I’m a mess, maybe? Like I can’t even balance my checkbook?” Brynn gave him a look,
then patted his shoulder.
“We talked it over,” she said. “You’re a good person.”
Danny groaned and glanced out into the hallway, where Tom lay on his back, lifting Colin up and down above
his chest like a weightlifter with a heavy bar. Brynn said,
“You’re like a brother to Tom. That means a lot in my book. And you can play beautiful music. You’re nice to
girls. You worry. Bad people don’t worry.”
“Hitler worried about lots of stuff.”
“Be serious. I just have this feeling about you. We both do. You’d do fine, if.” Danny wished he had a drink.
“Well,” he said, “just make sure we never find out, okay? I couldn’t do this without you guys.”
“Do what? Colin?” She frowned, gave him that look again.
“Jesus,” Danny said. “Anything.”
*
When he was done crying Danny sat propped against the kitchen wall, trying to keep himself in the drained
state of calm that had settled over him when he finally caught his breath. Trying not to think about how Kim had
turned a fifteen-minute trip into one a half-hour long and counting.
And here was a distraction: The metal lockbox in the study. The key, taped inside the drawer.
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He stood up, wincing. Remembering the lockbox reminded him of the twenty or thirty problems that had been
flashing in front of him all night, ever since the police had called. The ones he had to think about sooner or later: a
whole fucking avalanche of problems.
He poured himself another shot. For instance. The band had gigs this weekend that would have to be canceled.
He’d have to take a hiatus for a while—there was no way around it. A couple of guitarists in town might be able
to play his parts; the other guys could make those calls, but they’d need to start right away. Like tomorrow; they
had a gig at the coffee shop on Thursday—
The coffee shop! True Brew—Brynn’s business, Danny’s job. It was due to open at six; the morning crew
showed up at five, in just—Danny checked his watch as he walked into the living room—three and a half hours.
Brynn had started up the shop last year, in an empty storefront a few blocks away from the house. It could have
been a lark. Tom made enough money to support the family on his own, but Brynn had a business degree and was
not, generally, the kind of woman to half-ass anything she did. And so the shop had been a big success alniost
from the moment it opened, with Brynn as owner and store manager, pulling twelve-hour days in split shifts,
taking care of Colin when day care and Tom weren’t able to. Her only questionable move in the whole process
had been hiring Danny as her assistant manager.
No. He was being pathetic. The deal had worked out for both of them. Danny had thought Brynn was joking
when she first suggested it; his only experience (aside from drinking obscene amounts of coffee; he played
bluegrass, and it helped to be a litde wired) was running a register, which he had done at video stores, record
stores, bookstores. He’d majored in music, for Christ’s sake; he had no skills.
But when she explained the details he could see the pride in her face—Danny got a job that suited him, with
gig nights off, and Brynn got extra help she could stand. She told him she’d even sign up the band to play
Thursday nights.
“Jesus,” he’d said, stunned. “Sure, Brynnie.” She smiled and called into the study,
“Hey, Tom—Danny just told me I could boss him around.” Tom leaned into the living room and said,
“Then I’d say both of you got exactly what you wanted.”
Brynn had always worked the morning shifts; Tom took Colin to day care on his way in to work. Danny
closed. When Kim showed up—and when the fuck was that going to be, anyway?—he’d have to send her over to
True Brew with a sign. The shop would have to stay closed, for what—a week? He and Brynn were the only
managers. Danny would have to promote one of the kids. But who’d take the place over for good? Maybe one of
Brynn’s familyBrynn’s family. Tom’s family. He was such a fucking idiot. The police had found Danny’s number in Tom’s
wallet, and called him into the morgue, after he told them the families were all in other cities or countries.
“I suppose I am family,” he’d said.
Now he had to call the real people: Brynn’s mother, who was in Colorado Springs, caring for Brynn’s father—
he’d suffered a bad stroke two years ago. And Tom’s parents, who were on missionary work in Sierra Leone. He
didn’t even know how to reach them. Even Tom only talked to them a couple of times a year. And then there was
Brynn’s sister in Pittsburgh, and Tom’s brother Walt in Denver …
Danny’s heart was beating too fast. He took a swallow of whiskey. He’d make the calls in the morning. No one
could do anything till then anyway. And he was in no shape to be on the phone, not for a while yet.
Everyone would come to Columbus for the funeral—God, the funeral. At least someone else would be in
charge of that. He tried to imagine all those people, crying. Telling them he was Colin’s guardian now; showing
them whatever magic papers Tom had in the study. Seeing the worry in a hundred different faces.
Maybe he could just stay home with the boy. You couldn’t take a three-year-old to his parents’ funeral, could
you?
He ought to call his own parents, too. His mother would come and stay for as long as he asked, would give him
advice. Walt would, too. He had a girl a little older than Colin. Maybe he could bring her out, give Colin a
playmate for a while. Walt was a decent guy. He’d do whatever he could.
Everyone would help him. This was a little kid—no one would turn away from Colin.
Even Kim. Maybe. In truth Danny had no idea what Kim was going to do with all of this. She wasn’t prone to
dealing rationally with anything, let alone a crisis. She was only twenty-four, for God’s sake; she’d quit as many
jobs as he had, in ten years’ less time. Just a month ago he’d loaned her a thousand dollars to bail her out on a
credit card. He tried to see her bouncing Colin on her hip, like Brynn did. Even in his imagination she looked
horrified.
He checked his watch again. Forty-five minutes had gone by since they had hung up. His mind couldn’t stop
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racing—he saw Kim calling a lover. Driving to Alaska as fast as her little Mazda would take her. Bleeding to
death in the median of I-270.
*
He had to think of something else. It was time to quit fucking aroud and open the lockbox.
The study was off the same hallway as Colin’s room. Danny paused at the entrance, listening; he could just
barely make out Colin’s little whisrling breaths through the cracked door. Danny still had his shoes on; now he
slipped them off and walked carefully to the study in his damp socks.
The study had always been Tom’s sanctum. He had a kind of fetish for Corleone-type rooms, for mahogany
furniture, for green-shaded lamps and fountain pens.
“This is where I feel most like a lawyer,” Tom had always said.
Now the study felt, to Danny, exactly like a funeral home: too still, too dark. He turned on the desk lamp and
then walked to the antique rolltop in the corner. Inside he found the metallockbox, and the key taped inside the top
drawer, just as Tom had shown him.
Inside the lockbox was a stack of sealed manila envelopes, each labeled in Tom’s neat hand. Auto Titles. True
Brew. Mortgage. Birth Certs. And then, at the bottom:
In the event of the deaths of Tom Schultz and Brynn Matthews.
Danny sawed the envelope open with a heavy gold letter opener. A sheaf of papers and envelopes, weighty and
official, slid onto his lap. On top of the stack was a smaller, sealed envelope. FOR DANIEL O’DAY ONLY was
written in marker across the outside. Danny looked at the ceiling until the stinging in his nose stopped.
He turned the envelope around in his hands twice, wanting more than anything else not to open it. In fact, the
hell with opening it. He wanted to take the whole stack over to the fireplace and burn it. Let everything revert
back to how it ought to be. Someone in Tom or Brynn’s family—Walt!—would take control of Colin, of all the
other envelopes, of the whole goddamned mess.
No. Tom would have duplicates filed somewhere. He was that kind of guy.
Danny rubbed his mouth. He was such a shit. He couldn’t destroy the papers because he wouldn’t get away
with it? How about because he’d promised his best friends? Because he was concerned about their child?
“You see?” he asked Tom, in his head. “You see what a mistake this was?”
He reached for the letter opener, sniffling. Inside the envelope was a sheet of stationery, with a faded print
across the background: one of those ancient yellow maps that showed dragons curling out of the oceans. The
paper was filled up with Tom’s handwriting:
Danny,
So it’s about four in the morning and I’m in a weird mood. Go figure, huh? I hope in twenty years I’ll show you this
note and we’ll laugh about it. If you’re reading it before then … well, Brynn and I are dead, and you know what
happened better than I do. (Or maybe you’re just snooping, in which case you deserve the same creeps I’ve got. You’re
now obliged to come tell me, you dumbass.)
But anyway, if we’re dead, and Colin is still alive, then everything in this envelope will guide you through what has
to happen next. Our wills have been notarized and witnessed by our attorney—all you have to do is take the papers
back to him, and he’ll get the wheels rolling. He’s a friend; you should trust him. Most of our possessions will be
routed to you until Colin is old enough to take them. Brynn and I each have a life insurance policy, too—Brynn’s will
go to Colin, and mine to you. The money’s enough to pay off the mortgage, if you need to go—and if you do, for God’s
sake don’t hesitate. If the worst has happened I don’t want you to feel trapped.
We videotaped just about all of Colin’s infancy. I tried writing a note to the boy tonight, but I got too worked up. In
the end it might be better to sit him down with those videos, when he’s ready. They’re in a fireproof trunk in the
basement.
Now for the rough stuff. You know what my parents think of me. This probably won’t come as news, but they don’t
like you either. The godless unwashed, etc. I’m sure they’re going to contest your guardianship. I suppose it’s possible
Walt might, too, if the folks play him right. I know this is going to be rough on you; I know, somewhere along the line,
it’ll seem easier to let them win, but please don’t. In the event I can’t be Colin’s dad, then you will do just fine. You
think too little of yourself. I don’t, Brynn doesn’t, and Colin doesn’t.
So go take care of all this, and do it right away.
You had better grieve for us, but you don’t have time to do it now.
Tell Colin we loved him, and tell him every day.
Tom

Twenty minutes later, when Kim’s quiet knock startled him, Danny was sitting on the couch, the whiskey
bottle between his thighs, Tom’s letter turned face down on the cushion next to him. He rose quickly enough that
he nearly spilled the booze, and the room spun a bit.
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Good, he thought. Good for me. He opened the door.
“Hi, baby,” he said.
“Hey,” Kim said, and walked just inside, but not very far. “I had to call Amanda for a ride,” she said. “I’m still
pretty out of it.” She hugged her elbows across her chest and glanced past Danny across the living room.
As glad as Danny was to see her, she looked like hell. Kim’s round face was pale and bleary, her eyes redrimmed behind her glasses, her short brown hair uncombed and limp. Most of the time she was brash, sexy and
bow-lipped—he liked her energy, the way she looked in a black leather jacket and a skirt that hugged her plump
hips. But now, in a sweat-shirt and jeans, drained and serious, she seemed more like the babysitter’s mother than
the Kim he was used to.
Even so, that she hadn’t yet embraced him made his throat constrict.
“You’re alone?” she asked.
“Yeah. I thought I told you—”
“I—I thought there would be … cops, or something. Or family.”
He explained to her about where the families were. Kim swayed slowly in the center of the living room, staring
at everything but him. She’d never been comfortable in Tom and Brynn’s house—she’d even given them bitter
superhero names: Supermom and Lawyer Boy. Their house was the Hall of Catalogs.
“That’s not fair,” he’d always told\fn{The text has: he’d told always} her. But in truth he’d never been comfortable
in this house either. Colin, actually, had made it better—more chaotic, less like a museum. But Brynn had even
gotten Colin into the act, telling him how fun it was to clean, to “put it where it goes.” Colin, lately, would try to
shut drawers or cupboards even before Danny was done with them, his round face frowning and aggrieved.
“No, Uncle Danny, it doesn’t go like that.” Brynn thought this was the funniest thing she’d ever heard.
“Uncle Danny’s messy, isn’t he?” she said, while Colin pointed and shrieked,
“Yeah! Messy!” Danny told Kim.
“It’s just us, for a while.”
“Jesus,” she said. “There ought to be, you know, agencies. Someone …” She ran a hand through her hair, and
never finished the thought.
“Hey,” he said, holding up the glass. “You want some?”
“You’re drinking?”
“Yeah. You—come on, don’t look at me like that.”
“It’s just that there’s, you know, a kid in the other room. Maybe being drunk isn’t such a good idea.” Danny
looked at the bottle and then set it down on an end table.
“You know,” he said, “maybe I need some comfort here. From you.”
Kim stared at him as though he had just materialized out of vapor. Then she blinked and nodded.
“I’m sorry, baby,” she said, and clung to him.
He kissed the part in her hair. She smelled like bar smoke, like distant beers. He liked it—that was the smell of
a gig, of people laughing, and the feeling he got when the band first kicked it in and the whoop went up from the
crowd. Of his own sore fingers picking up a cold bottle afterward. Being noisy and happy in the early morning.
Stumbling into bed with Kim. He wondered when—if—he’d ever feel that again. Kim pulled away, long before
he wanted her to.
“Where’s Colin?” she asked.
“Sleeping.”
“He hasn’t woken up at all?”
“No. They say he sleeps through the night these days, and … shit, I don’t know what to tell him anyway. He’s
going to ask for his mother.” He wanted very badly to touch her again, but Kim had crossed her arms.
“Can I see him?”
Danny took her down the hallway off the living room; her boots clacked on the floorboards, and without
Danny asking she steadied herself quickly against the wall and pulled them off. He pushed open Colin’s door,
then remained standing in the doorway, so that Kim would have to squeeze next to him to see inside. She did, her
hip rubbing against his.
Colin was asleep still, lying on his stomach. He was a tall kid for his age, and he looked even taller, stretched
out in the dark. On his kid-sized bed, if you squinted right, he looked almost the size of a teenager.
Before Danny could stop her Kim turned sideways and walked inside the room, just ahead of the hand Danny
was about to put on the small of her back. The boards creaked, and he whispered, “Hey,” and then followed her.
She turned and put a fmger to her lips. Then she knelt on the braided rug beside Colin’s bed, her knees giving
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off two distinct pops, loud as firecrackers. Colin’s hand twitched on the mattress. Kim didn’t do anything for a
few long seconds, her face turned away from Danny’s. Then she reached out and pulled the sheet gently over
Colin’s rear. He squirmed for a minute, bicycling his legs, but then stilled. Kim rose up. In the living room Danny
whispered,
“What was that about?” She sat down on the couch.
“I was praying, maybe.”
Kim, he knew, had grown up religious, but fell away from it in college. He had no idea she still prayed about
anything. She saw the look on his face.
“Special occasion,” she said, her mouth twisting. “Okay. I need a drink now.”
He went into the kitchen for another shot glass and poured her one. She drank it quickly and sat with her eyes
closed.
“Can I sit with you?” he asked.
She nodded, and scooted over, but Danny sat close enough to her that when the cushions sank, their hips
pushed together. He put a hand on her knee and she covered it with her own hand.
“What about other friends?” she asked.
“Huh?”
“Other friends of theirs. They have to know people with kids.” Danny nodded, ashamed he hadn’t thought of
this.
“Yeah,” he said. “Brynn hangs out with some women in the neighborhood. They have, like, this Kid Club,
where they host play dates—”
“There should be someone here who knows something about kids. Christ. I don’t. I mean we can probably get
him fed, but—”
“Maggie,” Danny said. “There’s a woman named Maggie. I think she lives on this street, even. She’s here a
lot.”
Maggie had a daughter—something cutesy and awful, was it Kaylee?—who wasn’t much younger than Colin.
Colin was sweet on her. Danny had been over for one of the afternoon play groups—Brynn had talked him into
bringing his guitar and playing for the kids, croaking out folk songs, “This Land Is Your Land,” shit like that. The
kids had loved it, though, had sat looking at him after “Puff the Magic Dragon” as though Danny had just ridden
down from the sky on the back of old Puff himself.
After the performance Danny sat in the living room watching the kids, while Brynnie and the mothers admired
her herb garden in the backyard. Colin watched television while leaning on Danny’s knees. Then an older boy,
maybe four, began pinching Kaylee, who started to shriek. Danny had shifted, said, “Hey.” But before he could
stand up, Colin turned away from the television, then went and stood between Kaylee and the bully.
“Stop it,” Colin said to the boy, his face suddenly twisted with rage. “You stop it now.”
The bully went wide-eyed and squeaked. Every kid in the room stopped talking and stared at Colin. Colin took
Kaylee by the hand, and led her over to the couch. She sat by Danny’s feet and picked up a toy. Colin leaned back
against Danny’s legs again. Like nothing had happened.
He was brave—he was such a brave kid. Christ almighty. Not nearly brave enough. Kim said,
“We should get Maggie over here. She probably knows a lot about Colin. What he likes.” Kim stood.
“Do you remember where she lives?”
“It’s too early, she won’t be up.” Kim glared at him.
“Colin’s an orphan! People died! I don’t give a shit if they’re having Christmas fucking dinner!”
“Hey. Hey! Keep your voice down. Okay?”
“Well, Jesus, we have to do something!”
“It’s not like we’re fucking clueless. I’ve babysat the kid. Okay? He likes yogurt and graham crackers and
bananas. He’s not allowed to drink anything with food coloring or caffeine in it. He can use the toilet. All right?
We don’t have to wake those poor people up.
He watched Kim wilt a little. His anger shocked him; ten minutes ago, if he’d thought of it himself, he’d have
run crying to Maggie’s. But Kim had assumed he had no handle whatsoever. Kim whispered,
“I just—1 don’t know what to do. Sit with me. Come on. Let me worry about Colin, if it bugs you, okay? I
need you right now.” She was sobbing.
“It doesn’t bug me, I just—”
She came to him and sat down, and he couldn’t make out anything she said. He put an arm around her
shoulders.
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“Lie down with me, baby. Shh. Lie down. We’ve got a little time. Okay?”
She sniffled into his shoulder, grabbing handfuls of his shirt, and nodded. He let gravity take them both down.
He stroked her right hand, and that was when he felt it: the ring he’d given her, three months ago. She was
wearing it tonight—on more than one occasion in the last month she hadn’t, and Danny had been driving himself
crazy, trying to figure out what that meant. Trying to figure out if Kim was sending him signals, codes. He held
her hand up to his mouth so that he could see it. He hadn’t thought to look for the ring when she came in. But here
it was. She had worn it to see him.
Kim met his eyes, looked briefly at his thumb rubbing the ring. The corners of her mouth twitched in a way he
couldn’t read, and then she hid her face in his shoulder and cried and cried.
“I’m okay, she kept saying. I’m okay.”
*
She’d said the same thing, months ago. When he gave her the ring. The whole thing had been a much bigger
ordeal than Danny had expected. Not that the ring was expensive—it was only a Celtic heart in silver, old and
tarnished in a way that made it seem a little more beautiful. He’d found it at a vintage store he and Kim liked to
go to, and he was so pleased—finding it before she did—that he bought it without thinking of what to say when
he gave it to her. What it meant.
But you couldn’t just give a ring to a woman. A ring always meant something. So he’d asked Brynn her
opinion, one afternoon when both of them were going over the schedule in the back room of the coffee shop.
Brynn turned the ring over in her hand. When she held it the ring seemed shabby, and Danny wished he’d
asked Tom instead. But then Brynn smiled, and he felt a little better, and she handed the ring back to him
delicately, which made him feel a lot better.
“I don’t want her to think it’s that kind of ring,” Danny told her. “But I don’t want to pretend like it doesn’t
mean anything.
“Have you talked about getting married before?” Brynn asked.
“No.”
“It’s been almost a year,” Brynn said, her voice sliding, insinuating. Even though he knew she didn’t care for
Kim that much. Kim and Brynn were both way too friendly around each other; Danny knew women, he guessed,
well enough to understand what that meant. And Brynn had a way of asking questions—So what does Kim do?
What kinds of plans does she have?—that seemed designed to produce shitty answers.
“And anyway,” he told her, “I don’t want to be married. I don’t think Kim does either.”
“Oh, Danny,” Brynn said.
And that was how she was different from Tom: every now and then, she could make him feel bad for being
someone she wasn’t. He bristled.
“So that means something’s wrong with me?”
“No, of course not,” Brynn said, but she looked at him with a kind of sorrow anyway.
“Danny—you know Tom and I love you. I just want someone to love you like he and I love each other.”
“You think I can’t have that without a wife?” Brynn was already retreating a little, in her eyes, looking away
from him and down at the schedule.
“No,” she said. “You’re right.”
“Come on,” he said. “Say it.”
“Well,” she said, “I just think it means something—something important—to make a commitment to someone
else.” She looked at him.
“I never used to want to be married—did you know that?”
“Huh-uh.”
“I didn’t,” she said. “I was too independent. But I wanted someone—I didn’t want to be alone. And then I met
Tom, and I fell in love, and then everything was different. I couldn’t seem to make enough promises to him.” She
smiled.
“Like all of a sudden I wanted a child. With Tom.”
“I can’t help but notice,” Danny said, “that we’re talking about kids. Again.”
“I think it’s all connected,” Brynn said. “I wanted a baby because of Tom. Sometimes I think having Colin was
just a way of saying to him: This part of me will always be around. You know? This is the future, and it matters.”
She glanced at Danny.
“Does that make sense?”
“Yeah.” Brynn looked at the ring in his hand.
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“Does Kim make you feel like that?”
Danny couldn’t tell if this was one of Brynn’s I-see-something-you-don’t-see questions. But it didn’t feel that
way. Danny put the ring in his pocket.
“I love her,” he said.
Brynn smiled. Like they’d been arguing, and she’d won. She said,
“So maybe give her the ring and see what she wants it to be?”
That was a better plan than any Danny had come up with, no matter what Brynn tried to read into it. So later
that night, when he was off work, he went to Kim’s apartment. Kim was in a foul mood that night—at the time
she worked as a receptionist for an accounting firm, and had just changed bosses, and the new guy was a prick.
Danny made her spaghetti while she leaned against the refrigerator behind him, smoking and ranting.
Kim’s mood couldn’t get to him; he hummed to himself while chopping tomatoes and bell peppers for sauce.
Standing there with her, listening to her complain with less and less heat, he found himself thinking that this—this
whole scene, the dinner, the words that didn’t mean anything, the smell of food, the knowledge that, later on, he’d
be curled up naked with her in the mess of pillows on her living room floor, listening to records—all of it felt …
extendable. Not like Brynn described it—not the whole business of marriage and children, none of that. But he
didn’t want it to end either. And when, testing himself, he thought about losing Kim, about her sitting in this
kitchen, doing these same things alone, or with another man—the grief made him want to stop and embrace her.
After dinner, when they were drinking wine on the couch, he said,
“I got you a ring.” He felt himself blushing.
“Not that kind … but I got you one.” She sat up, while he dug in his jeans pocket.
“A ring?” He held it out to her.
“Oh my God,” she said. “Danny! Is this from the Attic?”
“Yeah,” I found it yesterday.
“God, I love it! How’d you know?”
“I don’t know; it just seemed like something you’d want.” She stared at him, wide-eyed.
“So what kind of ring is it?” He grinned.
“Dunno. How about a let’s-go-steady ring?” She laughed, in the way that meant she was nervous.
“Should I wear it on yarn around my neck?”
“If you want. Kimmy?”
“Yeah.”
“You okay?”
“I’m okay. Yeah.” She kissed him. “I’m okay.”
They made love after that, Danny stripping Kim of everything except the ring. And when they lay in bed
afterward, they talked for a long time about moving in together, when Kim’s lease was up next August.
But nothing had ever come of it. August was coming on fast. And more and more, Kim had started feeling
skittish to Danny, more likely to go out with her college friend Amanda than to his shows, more likely to fall
asleep next to him watching TV than naked in bed.
Tom told Danny this was natural.
“I’m lucky to get laid twice a month,” he said. “Does she tell you she loves you?”
“Yeah,” Danny said. “Not as much, though.”
“I’d ask her. Just bring it up casually. Don’t make a big deal out of it.”
“Do you ever talk about it with Brynn?”
“Oh, I bitch constantly. But man—we’ve got a kid. We’ve got an excuse.” Tom looked at him and grinned.
“Being single’s harder, always was.”
But Danny had never brought it up with Kim. He’d been too afraid. Instead he’d been acting—he knew—
pathetic, bringing Kim gifts and flowers when he knew she would be in too poor a mood to receive them, trying to
seduce her when he knew he’d get rebuffed. He spent more and more time drinking and brooding about how
quickly they’d fallen in together—the way Kim had come right over to him after a show, obviously star struck;
the way they’d spent the first week opening up to each other, rarely leaving Kim’s bed. The way she used to look
at him, like she was amazed, like he wasn’t ten years older and fatter and lonelier.
He remembered with more and more shame how grateful he’d felt, when Kim told him she loved him. How
he’d been too happy to sleep, staring into the dark and thinking that his troubles were over.
And all the while the ring appeared, disappeared from Kim’s finger: like just another thing she wore,
depending on her mood.
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*
They lay together on the couch for almost an hour, Kim’s back pressed against Danny’s belly. He rubbed a
little arc over the seam of her jeans, a few inches either way. He knew she wasn’t sleeping—he could feel her
breathing, her occasional sniffle. But they didn’t speak. Finally Kim took his hand and held it against her breasts,
his fingers squeezed tight in a way that suggested he shouldn’t caress her. But not unfriendly either.
“Danny?” she asked—her voice, after all the quiet, startled him. “What’s going to happen to us?”
He closed his eyes—here it came. He said,
“I don’t know.”
“I don’t want kids.”
“Me neither. But I promised.” She was quiet for a while, and he couldn’t help himself.
“I don’t want to lose you, Kimmy.” After a long pause, she said,
“Me neither.” Danny almost broke in half with relief.
“But I will,” she added, shifting. “Everything’s different now; I love you, but that’s because of a way things
were that—”
“I know. But it’s not my fault.” Kim said,
“Do you want me to be his—his mother? I mean—”
“I don’t know,” Danny said. If you asked me yesterday, I would have said that things—that I was a little
worried—”
“Yeah,” she said quickly.
“—But that I wanted us to work it out. And if that’s true, then—then maybe we’d end up here sooner or later
anyway? With a kid?”
“Maybe. I don’t know: But it was possible, yesterday.” She turned to him, cheeks wet.
“Is it all right if I don’t know yet?”
“Sure,” he told her. “I love you. Do you know that? I really love you.”
What else could he say? She turned and kissed him. Many times, she wouldn’t say I love you back—but when
she kissed him, like this, he understood that’s what she meant. He returned the kiss, pressing himself into her big
soft body. His mouth opened wider; so did hers. For a few minutes they twined together, sinking into the couch
cushions. Kim was always a voracious, wet kisser; it drove him nuts. No different now: Danny started to tingle.
He rocked his hips a little, found his hands wanting to feel her, to slide down to her rear end. That little thrill of
chaos again: Why not, why the fuck not? Who was around to care?
Kim plucked at his hand.
“Danny,” she said, and sat up.
He groaned. He felt sixteen again, drunk on two beers, caught groping in the dark after a school dance.
“Can’t you just hold on to me?” she said. “For a little while?”
“Sure,” he said.
Kim lay quietly next to him while he looked up at the ceiling, while his blood slowly flowed back to where it
was supposed to. After several minutes the rise and fall of her shoulder slowed down; he felt her blow longer
breaths across his cheek.
Jesus. Asleep. That was any better than making love? She wanted to get away as much as he did, no matter
how righteous she got about it. She didn’t want much of him. Certainly no part of the present. He shifted and sat
up, then lifted Kim’s legs off his thighs. She murmured.
“Bathroom,” he said.
When he’d stood he saw Tom’s letter crumpled down between the cushions. He pulled it out and smoothed it
against the arm of the couch.
“Hey, Tom, you died and I tried to get laid in your house.”
“You’re a pal.”
Danny’s house now: His couch. His minivan in the driveway. His son.
Could he get out of it? What if he went to the attorney with Walt and said, I don’t want any part of this? What
if he told Kim he would?
Danny walked through the kitchen and into the back bathroom. He peed and washed his hands. His face in the
mirror was puffy, his eyes bloodshot, his nose raw.
On the way back he paused in front of Colin’s door. He listened for the boy’s breathing. What had Tom and
Brynn done to the poor little guy? Here Danny was, trying to figure a way to weasel out of a trap—thinking about
papers and attorneys and getting lucky—when, the whole time, Colin was in more trouble than he could even
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understand.
He pushed open the door. The stars on Colin’s ceiling shone that pale glow-in-the-dark green. Danny walked a
few steps inside. He couldn’t make himself go to Colin yet, so instead he looked around at the shelves, the plastic
tubs against the walls—everything put away neatly. It was a good room, a good place for a kid to be: happy, full
of toys. Like Danny’s own had been. He and Tom had spent days in his room, as kids—between the two of them
they’d had a ton of Star Wars junk. Had he ever been happier than in those days? When his parents had vanished
into the background, and it was just him and Tom, making shit up?
Danny stood over Colin, asleep on his back with his mouth hanging open. The boy didn’t look much like his
father. In the face he was narrower, his nose longer—he’d look more like Brynn, the older he got. From the both
of them he had height; the doctor thought he’d top six feet as an adult. Danny tried to see him that way: thin, with
Brynn’s thick auburn hair cut short, parted on the side. What color were his eyes? Danny couldn’t remember. Not
brown, not like Brynn’s, not—
Not black, not filled up with blood. They’d made Danny look at Polaroids. On the way to the morgue he’d
been trying to imagine seeing the bodies themselves, but the attendant told him they used pictures these days. He
waited for a long time in a small windowless room. The policeman who’d called Danny asked him if he wanted
coffee, and when the coffee came it was pretty good. A social worker sat with him for a while, and told him about
people he could talk to, gave him pamphlets and a business card. In case he felt like it tomorrow, or anytime.
“It’s important that you gather up people who’ll help you. Do this as a team.”
The morgue attendant—a woman who seemed barely out of her teens, from a too-bouncy ponytail all the way
down to a scattering of acne on her cheeks—told him that he should take his time. Tom and Brynn’s faces hadn’t
been hurt too badly, she said, but in death—in car accidents—people looked different. In this case the force of the
crash had caused his friends’ eyes to hemorrhage. They would be darker than he remembered. He ought to prepare
himself.
She was right. The people in the pictures did not look like Tom and Brynn. No. No, they did. Their faces were
like gray latex masks of Tom and Brynn, lying slack and hollow without heads inside to keep them shaped. The
one on the right had Tom’s hair and beard. The other looked like Brynn, except her features were tilted,
everything pulled down and to the right. He remembered seeing their bare collarbones, and thinking that outside
the edges of the photos they were naked, and that seemed wrong to him, terribly wrong.
They had different expressions. Tom looked like he was telling a joke. His mouth was open and his lip was a
little curled, showing his teeth. His black eyes were slitted, his head tilted back a bit. Brynn was sadder. She
looked more dead; her skin more blue. Blood dotted her shoulder and her jaw, hinting at something awful down
below: Her hair was frizzed around her head; she’d had it up in a bun when she left work at five. Her eyes were
rolled up—white at the bottoms, black at the tops—her mouth open a little wider. Like, of the two of them, she
was the one who had been facing forward, who had seen what was coming for them. Like she wanted to tell Tom,
to warn him, but Tom wasn’t listening. He told the attendant,
“I’ve seen enough.”
They'd been out to dinner. Probably running a little late. They always seemed to be hurrying home, so they
could stand where Danny stood now: looking down on their sleeping child. So they could effortlessly do what
Danny couldn’t seem to find the courage to do: bend down and kiss Colin’s forehead, pull his covers up, risk
waking him. Love him.
Did he love Colin? He loved Tom. He had come to love Brynn. But their son? Shouldn’t he feel more than he
did? If he was any type of good person at all, shouldn’t his heart open up to this poor kid? Yesterday he would
have said, yeah, he loved Colin. Of course. He’s my godson.
But today? What if the Devil popped into the room and offered a deal? You can have Tom and Brynn back. It’s
a simple thing. Give me the boy and I’ll bring them back.
Would he do it? What was Colin, anyway? He was three, barely formed. Everyone loved children so
goddamned much—but what about the parents? What about them? Just because they had a kid, their lives were all
of a sudden worth less? All their work, all their love and effort, was gone, and nothing was left but a kid who
couldn’t even begin to understand the loss—was that an even trade?
He thought about Tom’s parents, or Walt, trying to take Colin. If one of them was here right now, offering to
take on the burden, would Danny fight? Could he? His first urge would be to go hysterical with relief. To grab
Kim’s hand and run.
He thought about the way Colin would latch onto his hand—sometimes to take him places, to show him toys.
But sometimes he’d just reach out and hold it, like that was the most natural thing in the world to do.
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Who’d been happier to see him, lately? Colin, or Kim?
Danny sat heavily on the floor next to Colin’s bed. He was the worst person alive. He did love the boy. He did.
Maybe not like his parents did—but that wasn’t Colin's fault. None of it was Colin’s fault. Danny wished he could
apologize to someone who would understand.
He tried to imagine it. Saying:
“I love you, Colin.”
Lately he’d been teaching Colin about the guitar. His fingers were too small to do much, but Danny brought
his Martin over and taught Colin how to hold it, showed him that different strings made different sounds. Danny
held down chords and Colin strummed raggedly with a pick, after each success looking up at Danny in wonder.
Colin got excited these days when he saw the guitar case. Sometimes Danny would strum and Colin would warble
the ABC song—which, at his age, was mostly just nonsense, but still.
Sometimes Danny would put Colin on his shoulders and chug around the backyard like an engine, pumping his
arms, and Colin would pull on his ponytail whenever he needed to sound the whistle. He’d shriek up there, almost
convulsing with happiness.
But Danny was only thinking of good times. Of playing. Colin still peed on the floor every once in a while. He
had to be bathed. And the playing itself—that took hours and hours; you couldn’t just turn on the TV and let the
poor kid’s mind rot. And then there was the small matter of his personality and his education, all the good feelings
and thoughts and karma that Tom and Brynn put into his head simply by being around. The confidence.
And, of course, any minute now Colin would wake up and ask where his mother was. And after a night of
fucking around, Danny still didn’t have an answer to that one, did he?
But really, how hard a question was it? There was only one answer. Danny would say,
“Mommy and Daddy are asleep, but they can’t wake up.” Other people would say,
“Mommy and Daddy are in heaven,” and he would tell Colin that it all meant the same thing.
“Mommy and Daddy had to go away.”
It would be awful. Colin would cry; they'd all cry. Nothing could prevent that.
What he needed to be thinking about instead were the questions looming farther down the road, when Colin
was older, when whether Danny lied or told the truth mattered a hell of a lot more.
Danny saw himself years from now, sitting at a table in a small, dark kitchen. Colin sat across from him—a
teenager maybe, or even a young man. Colin was tall, handsome—he had scruffy red hair, Brynn’s narrow face.
Tom’s glasses, maybe. He wore a black T-shirt.
Danny couldn’t say where they were—not in this house, anyway, but a place much poorer, dingier. Like an
apartment. A place like Kim’s, only Kim was nowhere around. How could she be? That was too much to hope for,
too much to ask of her, of anybody. The apartment looked like the sort of place where people might have a lot of
arguments. And why not? He and Colin had both lost too much to be happy all the time.
But they weren’t arguing, not now: They held cans of beer, and Colin was smoking—Sorry, Brynnie, he picked
it up someplace. Worse things could happen.
“What were they like?” Colin asked him. He had Tom’s voice: rich, believable. Danny heard himself say,
“They loved each other: They loved you. They even loved me.”
“They were good people?”
He saw himself reaching across the table, putting his hand on top of Colin’s. The boy’s face turned inward.
Getting sad. Worried.
“They were the best people I ever knew,” Danny told him. “And you got half of each of them.”
He might have been dozing. Kim’s hand on his shoulder made him jerk. He looked at the bed, where Colin lay,
still sleeping. Kim settled down onto the rug beside him. She whispered,
“What are you doing?”
“I didn’t want him to wake up alone.”
As Danny said this, he realized it was true. She nestled closer to him.
“I woke up alone,” she said. She had to know what that sounded like.
“Kim—”
“No, it’s okay. She said this next to his ear. “It was … a joke. I’m sorry. I don’t know what to do.”
“Me neither,” he said. “You probably can’t win with me for a while.”
He couldn’t see her eyes in the shadows, exactly, but he knew she was looking at him. She whispered,
“Can I sit here with you?” Danny squeezed her shoulder.
“Yeah,” he said. “Sure.”
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She moved closer. He thought again, panicked, of all the things they had to do. One of them ought to go over
to the coffee shop and put up a sign, right away. The morning shift was just about due to arrive.
But Kim lowered down and rested her cheek on Danny’s leg, and pulled his forearm to her chest. She kissed
his hand and tucked his curled fingers under her chin. He rubbed her fingers. He touched her ring.
He watched Colin, who lay still, quiet—unaware that the world was about to end, the moment he opened his
eyes. Danny reached out and put his other hand on Colin’s pillow, next to his hair, and listened to the room, quiet
except for their breathing.
The shop could wait. All of it could, just a few more minutes. If that was all the time they had left, the three of
them, then Danny couldn’t bear to spend it any other way.
*IOWA*
136.16 Pigs Is Pigs\fn{by Ellis Parker Butler (1869-1939)} Muscatine, Muscatine County, Iowa, U.S.A. (M) 5
Mike Flannery, the Westcote agent of the Interurban Express Company, leaned over the counter of the express
office and shook his fist. Mr. Morehouse, angry and red, stood on the other side of the counter, trembling with
rage. The argument had been long and heated, and at last Mr. Morehouse had talked himself speechless. The cause
of the trouble stood on the counter between the two men. It was a soap box across the top of which were nailed a
number of strips, forming a rough but serviceable cage. In it two spotted guinea-pigs were greedily eating lettuce
leaves.
“Do as you like, then!” shouted Flannery, “pay for thim an’ take thim, or don’t pay for thim and leave thim be.
Rules is rules, Misther Morehouse, an’ Mike Flannery’s not goin’ to be called down fer breakin of thim.”
“But, you everlastingly stupid idiot!” shouted Mr. Morehouse, madly shaking a flimsy printed book beneath
the agent’s nose, “Can’t you read it here—in your own plain printed rates? ‘Pets, domestic, Franklin to Westcote,
if properly boxed, twenty-five cents each.’”
He threw the book on the counter in disgust.
“What more do you want? Aren’t they pets? Aren’t they domestic? Aren’t they properly boxed? What?”
He turned and walked back and forth rapidly, frowning ferociously. Suddenly he turned to Flannery, and
forcing his voice to an artificial calmness spoke slowly but with intense sarcasm:
“Pets,” he said. “P-e-t-s! Twenty-five cents each. There are two of them. One! Two! Two times twenty-five are
fifty! Can you understand that? I offer you fifty cents.”
Flannery reached for the book. He ran his hand through the pages and stopped at page sixty-four.
“An’ I don’t take fifty cints,” he whispered in mockery. “Here’s the rule for ut. ‘Whin the agint be in anny
doubt regardin’ which of two rates applies to a shipment, he shall charge the larger. The consign-e may file a
claim for the overcharge.’ In this case, Misther Morehouse, I be in doubt. Pets thim animals may be, an’ domestic
they be, but pigs I’m blame sure they do be, an’ me rules says plain as the nose on yer face, ‘Pigs Franklin to
Westcote, thirty cints each.’ An’, Misther Morehouse, by me arithetical knowledge two times thirty comes to sixty
cints.”
Mr. Morehouse shook his head savagely.
“Nonsense!” he shouted. “confounded nonsense, I tell you! Why, you poor ignorant foreigner,\fn{ The Irish were
once thought of in certain American circles as foreigners, mostly because of their brogue and their Catholicism (still thought of as a
“foreign religion” in many parts of the country in the 19 th century, when this author was born. The Irish were known to exist as a species of
the human race; just not in many parts of Iowa at this particular time .} that rule means common pigs, domestic pigs, not

guinea-pigs!”
Flannery was stubborn.
“Pigs is pigs,” he declared firmly. “Guinea-pigs, or dago pigs or Irish pigs is all the same to the Interurban
Express Company an’ to Mike Flannery. Th’ nationality of the pig creates no differentiality in the rate, Misther
Morehouse! ’Twould be the same was they Dutch pigs or Rooshun pigs. Mike Flannery,” he added, “is here to
tind to the expriss business and not to hould conversation wid dago pigs in sivinteen languages fer to discover be
they Chinese or Tipperary by birth an’ nativity.”
Mr. Morehouse hesitated. He bit his lip and then flung out his arms wildly.
“Very well!” he shouted, “you shall hear of this! Your president shall hear of this! It is an outrage! I have
offered you fifty cents. You refuse it! Keep the pigs until you are ready to take the fifty cents, but, by George, sir,
if one hair of those pigs’ heads is harmed I will. have the law on you!”
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He turned and stalked out, slamming the door.
Flannery carefully lifted the soap box from the counter and placed it in a corner. He was not worried. He felt
the peace that comes to a faithful servant who has done his duty and done it well.
Mr. Morehouse went home raging. His boy, who had been awaiting the guinea-pigs, knew better than to ask
him for them. He was a normal boy and therefore always had a guilty conscience when his father was angry. So
the boy slipped quietly around the house. There is nothing so soothing to a guilty conscience as to be out of the
path of the avenger.
Mr. Morehouse stormed into the house.
“Where’s the ink?” he shouted at his wife as soon as his foot was across the door-sill.
Mrs. Morehouse jumped guiltily. She never used ink. She had not seen the ink, nor moved the ink, nor thought
of the ink, but her husband’s tone convicted her of the guilt of having borne and reared a boy, and she knew that
whenever her husband wanted anything in aloud voice the boy had been at it.
“I’ll find Sammy,” she said meekly.
When the ink was found Mr. Morehouse wrote rapidly, and he read the completed letter and smiled a
triumphant smile.
“That will settle that crazy Irishman!” he exclaimed. “When they get that letter he will hunt another job, all,
right!”
A week later Mr. Morehouse received a long official; envelope with the card of the Interurban Express
Company, in the upper left corner. He tore it open eagerly and drew out a sheet of paper. At the top it bore the
number A6754: The letter was short.
Subject—Rate on guinea-pigs

it said.
Dr. Sir—We are in receipt of your letter regarding rate on guinea-pigs between Franklin and Westcote, addressed to the
president of this company. All claims for overcharge should be addressed to the Claims Department.

Mr. Morehouse wrote to the Claims Department. He. wrote six pages of choice sarcasm, vituperation and
argument, and sent them to the Claims Department. A few weeks later he received a reply from the Claims
Department. Attached to it was his last letter.
Dr. Sir,

said the reply.
Your letter of the 16th inst., addressed to this Department, subject rate on guinea-pigs, from Franklin to Westcote,
rec’d. We have taken up the matter with out agent at Westcote, and his reply is attached herewith. He informs us that
you refused to receive the consignment or to pay the charges. You have therefore no claim against this company, and
your letter regarding the proper rate on the consignment should be addressed to our Tariff Department.

Mr. Morehouse wrote to the Tariff Department. He stated, his case clearly, and gave his arguments in full,
quoting a page or two from the encyclopedia to prove that guinea-pigs were not common pigs.
With the care that characterizes corporations when they are systematically conducted, Mr. Morehouse’s letter
was numbered, O.K.’d, and started through the regular channels. Duplicate copies of the bill of lading, manifest,
Flannery’s receipt for the package and several other pertinent papers were pinned to the letter, and they were
passed to the head of the Tariff Department.
The head of the Tariff Department put his feet on his desk and yawned. He looked through the papers
carelessly.
“Miss Kane,” he said to his stenographer, “take this letter. ‘Agent, Westcote, N. J. Please advise why
consignment referred to in attached papers was refused domestic pet rates.’”
Miss Kane made a series of curves and angles on her note book and waited with pencil poised. The head of the
department looked at the papers again.
“Huh! Guinea-pigs!” he said. “Probably starved to death by this time! Add this to that letter: ‘Give condition of
consignment at present.’”
He tossed the papers on to the stenographer’s desk, took his feet from his own desk and went out to lunch.
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When Mike Flannery received the letter he scratched his head.
“Give prisint condition,” he repeated thoughtfully. “Now what do thim clerks be wantin’ to know, I wonder!
‘Prisint condition,’ is ut? Thim pigs, praise St. Patrick, do be in good health, so far as I know, but I niver was no
veternairy surgeon to dago pigs. Mebby thim clerks wants me to call in the pig docther an’ have their pulses took.
Wan thing I do know, howiver, which is, they’ve glorious appytites for pigs of their soize. Ate? They’d ate the
brass padlocks off of a barn door! If the paddy pig, by the same token, ate as hearty as these dago pigs do, there’d
be a famine in Ireland.”
To assure himself that his report would be up to date, Flannery went to the rear of the office and looked into
the cage. The pigs had been transferred to a larger box—a dry goods box.
“Wan,-two,-t’ree,-four,-foive,-six,-sivin,-eight!” he counted. “Sivin spotted an’ wan all black. All well an’
hearty an’ all eatin’ loike ragin’ hippypottymusses.”
He went back to his desk and wrote.
Mr. Morgan, Head of Tariff Department,

he wrote,
why do I say dago pigs is pigs because they is pigs and will be til you say they ain’t which is what the rule book says
stop your jollying me you know it as well as I do. As to health they are all well and hoping you are the same. P.S. There
are eight now the family increased all good eaters. P.S. I paid out so far two dollars for cabbage which they like shall I
put in bill for same what?

Morgan, head of the Tariff Department, when he received this letter, laughed. He read it again and became
serious.
“By George!” he said, “Flannery is right, ‘pigs is pigs.’ I’ll have to get authority on this thing. Meanwhile,
Miss Kane, take this letter: ‘Agent, Westcote, N. J. Regarding shipment guinea-pigs, File No. A6J54. Rule 83,
General Instructions to Agents, clearly states that agents shall collect from co-signee all costs of provender, etc.,
etc., required for live stock while in transit or storage. You will proceed to collect same from consignee.’”
Flannery received this letter next morning, and when he read it he grinned.
“Proceed to collect,” he said softly. “How thim clerks do loike to be talkin’! Me proceed to collect two dollars
and twinty-five cints off Misther Morehouse! I wonder do thim clerks know Misther Morehouse? I’ll git it! Oh,
yes! ‘Misther Morehouse, two an’ a quarter, plaze’' ‘Cert’nly, me dear frind Flannery. Delighted!’ Not!”
Flannery drove the express wagon to Mr. Morehouse’s door: Mr. Morehouse answered the bell.
“Ah, ha!” he cried as soon as he saw it was Flannery. “So you’ve come to your senses at last, have you? I
thought you would! Bring the box in.”
“I hev no box,” said Flannery coldly. “I hey a bill agin Misther John C. Morehouse for two dollars and twintyfive cints for kebbages aten by his dago pigs. Wud wish to pay ut?”
“Pay—cabbages—!” gasped Mr. Morehouse. “Do you mean to say that two little guinea-pigs—”
“Eight!” said Flannery. “Papa an’ mamma an’ the six childer. Eight!”
For answer Mr. Morehouse slammed the door in Flan-nery’s face. Flannery looked at the door reproachfully.
“I take ut the con-sign-y don’t want to pay for thim kebbages,” he said. “If I know signs of refusal, the consign-y refuses to pay for wan dang kebbage leaf an’ be hanged to me!”
Mr. Morgan, the head of the Tariff Department, consulted the president of the Interurban Express Company
regarding guinea-pigs, as to whether they were pigs or not pigs. The president was inclined to treat the matter
lightly.
“What is the rate on pigs and on pets?” he asked.
“Pigs thirty cents, pets twenty-five,” said Morgan.
“Then of course guinea-pigs are pigs,” said the president.
“Yes,” agreed Morgan. “I look at it that way, too. A thing that can come under two rates is naturally due to be
classed as the higher. But are guinea-pigs, pigs? Aren’t they rabbits?”
“Come to think of it,” said the president, “I believe they are more like rabbits. Sort of half-way station between
pig and rabbit. I think the question is this—are guinea-pigs of the domestic pig family? I’ll ask Professor Gordon.
He is an authority on such things. Leave the papers with me.”
The president put the papers on his desk and wrote a letter to Professor Gordon. Unfortunately the Professor
was in South America collecting zoological specimens, and the letter was forwarded to him by his wife. As the
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Professor was in the highest Andes, .where no white man had ever penetrated, the letter was many months in
reaching him. The president forgot the guinea-pigs, Morgan forgot them, Mr. Morehouse forgot them, but
Flannery did not. One half of his time he gave to the duties of his agency; the other half was devoted to the
guinea-pigs. Long before Professor Gordon received the president’s letter Morgan received one from Flannery.
About them dago pigs,

it said,
what shall I do they are great in family life, no race suicide for them, there are thirty-two now shall I sell them do you
take this express office for a menagerie, answer quick.

Morgan reached for a telegraph blank and wrote:

Agent, Westcote.
Don’t sell pigs. x
He then wrote Flannery a letter calling his attention to the fact that the pigs were not the property of the
company but were merely being held during a settlement of a dispute ragarding rates. He advised Flannery to take
the best possible care of them.
Flannery, letter in hand, looked at the pigs and sighed. The dry goods box cage had become too small. He
boarded up twenty feet of the rear of the express office to make a large and airy home for them, and went about
his business. He worked with feverish intensity when out on his rounds, for the pigs required attention and took
most of his time. Some months later, in desperation, he seized a sheet of paper and wrote “160” across it and
mailed it to Morgan. Morgan returned it asking for explanation. Flannery replied:
There be now one hundred sixty of them dago pigs, for heaven’s sake let me sell off some, do you want me to go crazy,
what?

Sell no pigs.
Morgan wired.
Not long after this the president of the express company received a letter from Professor Gordon. It was a long
and scholarly letter, but the point was that the guinea-pig was the Cavia aparoea, while the common pig was the
genus Sus of the family Suidae. He remarked that they were prolific and multiplied rapidly.
“They are not pigs,” said the president, decidedly, to Morgan. “The twenty-five cent rate applies.”
Morgan made the proper notation on the papers that had accumulated in File A67S4, and turned them over to
the Audit Department. The Audit Department took some time to look the matter up, and after the usual delay
wrote Flannery that as he had on hand one hundred and sixty guinea-pigs, the property of consignee, he should
deliver them and collect charges at the rate of twenty-five cents each.
Flannery spent a day herding his charges through a narrow opening in their cage so that he might count them.
Audit Dept.

he wrote, when he had finished the count,
you are way off there may be was one hundred and sixty dago pigs once, but wake up don’t be a back number. I’ve got
even eight hundred now shall I collect for eight hundred or what, how about sixty-four dollars I paid out for cabbages.

It required a great many letters back and forth before the Audit Department was able to understand why the
error had been made of billing one hundred and sixty instead of eight hundred, and still more time for it to get the
meaning of the “cabbages.”
Flannery was crowded into a few feet at the extreme front of the office. The pigs had all the rest of the room
and two boys were employed constantly attending to them. The day after Flannery had counted the guinea-pigs
there were eight more added to his drove, and by the time the Audit Department gave him authority to collect for
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eight hundred Flannery had given up all attempts to attend to the receipt or the delivery of goods. He was hastily
building galleries around the express office, tier above tier. He had four thousand and sixty-four guinea-pigs to
care for. More were arriving daily.
Immediately following its authorization the Audit Department sent another letter, but Flannery was to busy to
open it. They wrote another and then they telegraphed:

Error in guinea-pig bill. Collect for two guinea-pigs,
fifty cents. Deliver all to consignee. xxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Flannery read the telegram and cheered up. He wrote out a bill as rapidly as his pencil could travel over paper
and ran all the way to the Morehouse home. At the gate he stopped suddenly. The house stared at him with vacant
eyes. The windows were bare of curtains and he could see into the empty rooms. A sign on the porch said,

To Let
Mr. Morehouse had moved!
Flannery ran all the way back to the express office. Sixty-nine guinea-pigs had been born during his absence.
He ran out again and made feverish inquiries in the village. Mr. Morehouse had not only moved, but he had left
Westcote. Flannery returned to the express office and found that two hundred and six guinea-pigs had entered the
world since he left it. He wrote a telegram to the Audit Department.

Can’t collect fifty cents for two dago pigs. Consignee has
left town. Address unknown. What shall I do? Flannery.
The telegram was handed to one of the clerks in the Audit Department, and as he read it he laughed.
“Flannery must be crazy. He ought to know that the thing to do is to return the consignment here,” said the
clerk. He telegraphed Flannery to send the pigs to the main office of the company at Franklin.
When Flannery received the telegram he set to work. The six boys he had engaged to help him also set to
work. They worked with the haste of desperate men, making cages out of soap boxes, cracker boxes, and all kinds
of boxes, and as fast as the cages were completed they filled them with guinea-pigs and expressed them to
Franklin. Day after day the cages of guinea-pigs flowed in a steady stream from Westcote to Franklin, and still
Flannery and his six helpers ripped and nailed and packed—relentlessly and feverishly. At the end of the week
they had shipped two hundred and eighty cases of guinea-pigs, and there were in the express office seven hundred
and four more pigs than when they began packing them.

Stop sending pigs. Warehouse full.
came a telegram to Flannery. He stopped packing only long enough to wire back,

Can’t stop.
and kept on sending them.
On the next train up from Franklin came one of the company’s inspectors. He had instructions to stop the
stream of guinea-pigs at all hazards. As his train drew up at Westcote station he saw a cattle-car standing on the
express company’s siding. When he reached the express office he saw the express wagon backed up to the door.
Six boys were carrying bushel baskets full of guinea-pigs from the office and dumping them into the wagon.
Inside the room Flannery, with his coat and vest off, was shoveling guinea-pigs into bushel baskets with a coal
scoop. He was winding up the guinea-pig episode.
He looked up at the inspector with a snort of anger.
“Wan wagonload more an’ I’ll be quit of thim, an’ niver will ye catch Flannery wid no more foreign pigs on his
hands. No, sur! They near was the death o’ me. Nixt toime I’ll know that pigs of whativer nationality is domestic
pets—an’ go at the lowest rate.”
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He began shoveling again rapidly, speaking quickly between breaths.
“Rules may be rules, but you can’t fool Mike Flannery twice wid the same thrick—whin ut comes to live
stock, dang the rules. So long as Flannery runs this expriss office—pigs is pets—an’ cows is pets—an’ horses is
pets—an’ lions an’ tigers an’ Rocky Mountain goats is pets—an’ the rate on thim is twinty-foive cints.”
He paused long enough to let one of the boys put an empty basket in the place of the one he had just filled.
There were only a few guinea~pigs left. As he noted their limited number his natural habit of looking on the
bright side returned.
“Well, annyhow,” he said cheerfully, “’tis not so bad as ut might be. What if thim dago pigs had been
elephants!”
136.70 I Hear You, Mr. And Mrs. Brown\fn{by Josephine Herbst (1892-1969)} Sioux City, Woodbury County, Iowa,
U.S.A. (F) 4
The Ripleys were close together as a family. They lived to themselves and no one ever thought of them, except
as a family that stuck pretty close at home. Mrs. Ripley was a fine big woman, several inches taller than her
husband. When a family group picture was taken outside their store, Mrs. Ripley made her husband stand at the
edge of the sidewalk nearest the store, and she stepped off the sidewalk a little behind him. With the two children
planted in front of the couple, this arrangement was hidden from the eye, and in the picture Mr. and Mrs. Ripley
appeared to be of the same height. His shoulders were narrower than hers, and the picture couldn’t hide that, but
what any one would really notice about Ripley was his beard. He was all beard. For a man beginning to be bald,
he had a very thick black beard. When you saw Ripley you saw his beard, and when you thought of him, it was
only the beard you could be sure of. His eyes were too small and weak to be remembered, but. the beard stood out
as clear as could be.
The two children took after the father. Everyone said what a funny thing it was that the boy and girl should
both take after the father and what a pity, with Mrs. Ripley so handsome. Of the two, the boy was the mother’s
favorite, but he was too shy to make her very proud. She was always after him to straighten up and hold up his
head, but she never made much of an effort to push him out with other boys. When Edgar came running home
with a bloody nose, crying, she just washed him off and let it go at that.
More and more she began to let his father have his way with the boy. When Edgar was only fourteen, Ripley
decided he needed him in the store and that ended Edgar’s education. Mrs. Ripley said Edgar ought to keep on
with his schooling, but the boy himself seemed anxious to quit and that settled it.
For all that the Ripleys stood so close together as a family, Edgar and his father were always disagreeing in the
store. When something went wrong, Mr. Ripley had a way of singing out for Edgar that made the clerks wink at
each other and whisper that Edgar was going to get it. If Mrs. Berry phoned about her order coming late, Edgar
got bawled out about it. If the orders to the hospital were delayed, Edgar was pretty certain to catch it. Mr. Ripley
told his wife that training Edgar to his proper responsibilities was a trying job, but he wasn’t the man to shirk it.
Mrs. Ripley had little to say beyond warning her husband to remember the neighbors and not to talk so loud. She
was always shushing and looking out of the window in a frightened way when an argument began.
Edgar worked in the store early and late and there was never time for anything but resting up on Sunday. He
began to feel his lack of education and in the evenings, when he read the paper, he would sometimes lay it down
and look across the table at his father. If anyone caught him looking intently at his father like that, he would get
red and pick up his paper again. His paper was about all that Edgar had, for all that he was such a young fellow.
Mr. Barnes, one of the older clerks, teased him about getting a girl and Edgar often thought with pleasure of being
teased in this way, but he never made an effort to get a girl. He just grew older and people said that Edgar Ripley
was a good steady boy who really appreciated his home the way few young folks did nowadays.
The Ripleys always seemed content with the simple homey things. They had five rooms back of the store
looking out on a scrap of a garden. At night people passing could see the lighted windows behind the tops of tall
flowers and the family sitting around the table. But you had to pass early in the evening to see that; Mrs. Ripley
was sure to draw the shades down soon after the lights were on and she had a quick frightened way of hurrying
toward the windows as if she were afraid some one might already have seen in.
The daughter was growing up. She was turning out to be a rather heavy dull girl, but an excellent cook. Mr.
Ripley was very fond of his daughter, who in many ways was the image of himself. But he always said that he
would give ten years of his life if just one of his children had inherited his talent. Mr. Ripley’s talent was an
artistic one; he could paint pictures.
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His trade had originally been a cutter of grave monuments, but the work had been too hard on his eyes. A
cousin was making a nice little living at a general store and Ripley decided to try his hand at that. Beginning this
store had put considerable hardship on both the husband and wife. Besides her housekeeping, Mrs. Ripley had
gone around on a bicycle taking orders. Long after the need for taking orders had passed, Mrs. Ripley
remembered the hard time they had passed through and the humiliation of borrowing money from her well-to-do
brother to begin the venture. She often wrote her sister in the East that she hoped she would never know the
necessity of going into debt and that it was almost better to owe money to a stranger than to a brother who had to
find out how bad things were with you.
The two sisters had always carried on a very full correspondence since their marriages, but there were some
letters that Mrs. Ripley had written in the first five years of her married life that she hated to recall. When she did,
she always wrote her sister and said:
“I hope you have burned all those silly letters I wrote in Bedford, Fanny, I surely hope you have.”
Fanny never answered this and Mrs. Ripley never was certain that the letters might not be lying around for her
sister’s growing girls to read.
Mrs. Ripley took out many grudges in letters to her sister. But about her husband’s painting talent, she said
very little. He began to develop this talent soon after they took the general store. He subscribed to an art magazine
and invested in folios of the world’s great paintings. He took out the old junk in the attic over the store, tacked
burlap around the walls, and hauled home a few pieces of verdigrised brass. Mrs. Ripley helped him put up an old
cot bed and he often slept in the attic instead of in his own room that opened into his wife’s room. The attic roof
sloped over his head; with the door closed he seemed far away from the rest of the house and safe.
Mr. Ripley began to give more and more of his spare time to the attic. On sunny days, he often left Edgar in
charge of the store and went off to a nearby field for a little sketching.
“What’s a man got a son for if he can’t put some responsibility on him?” he would say.
One of his watercolors won a prize at the State fair, and after that he sometimes talked of going to New York
for a winter in the studios.
When Eloise was a bulky girl in high school, Edgar decided to leave home and take up a claim in Montana.
His father fitted him out with supplies and for all that they had been such a close family, neither Mr. nor Mrs.
Ripley seemed to think it anything unusual to send their son to a cold lonely ranch in Montana. They seemed to
think that as long as he had plenty to eat and good heavy underwear, he would be all right. When customers
inquired about Edgar, Mr. Ripley would read bits of his letters, how the snow was fourteen feet deep and
everything frozen solid, and he would smile a little as if it were good sport for Edgar. The whole family seemed to
think Edgar was getting along all right. They lived on in the same way without a break.
Mrs. Ripley was very careful of her health and when she went out into the chilly morning air to hang up a
washing, she always stuffed her ears with cotton. Before she went to bed, she rubbed her neck with a high grade
of olive oil, massaging it carefully before a glass. With her daughter looking on, she would brush her heavy hair
many times, counting the strokes. She would look proudly at herself in the glass where she showed up so much
handsomer than her daughter. When Eloise cooked a particularly good dish, she gave her credit for it with, “Well,
the way to a man’s heart is his stomach, they say,” and she would smile in such a manner that the poor girl was all
the more aware of her plainness.
In the second year that Edgar spent on a claim in Montana he wrote a very bitter letter to his father. The snow
and ice and loneliness were too much for him. He broke down and wrote a letter blaming his father for his life.
“I’m just a young fellow and I feel a thousand years old,” he wrote. “What else am I fitted for but hard work?
You took me out of school and put me to work when I was just a kid. I never learned how to do anything. I’m
good for nothing for all my hard work.”
The letter was written in pencil and it was daubed with dried flour paste. Mrs. Ripley got very pale when she
read this letter, but Ripley boiled and shouted.
“A yellow good for nothing,” he shouted, “a whiner! Haven’t I worked hard all my life? What about me? Does
he think of anyone but himself? No! He wants to shirk and be pampered: that’s what he wants!”
He wouldn’t be quieted. Mrs. Ripley sat looking at the letter in her hand. She folded the letter into little pleats
and her fingers trembled. She let her husband storm away without any reference to the neighbors. At last she said:
“The boy’s right.”
“Right? How do you mean right?”
“I mean just what I say. The boy’s right. It’s your fault. You took him out of school and stunted his growth with
hard work. You didn’t give him a chance. Afraid he’d turn out to be a real man and shame you.”
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Ripley stood still looking at his wife. She just looked back at him boldly and he shook all over. He could
hardly stand. There was no answer to that look of hers. He turned away and went upstairs to his attic and fell
down like lead on the narrow bed. With his face down he could still see that look, accusing him. He wasn’t the
man to make a woman happy. They had two children, it is true. The neighbors had no way of learning how it had
come to be with him and his wife. He had come into the room once when Mrs. Ripley was writing a letter to her
sister, had stepped softly behind her chair, and read over her shoulder:
“I might as well be an old maid.”
With the store and his painting he managed to put that sentence out of his mind. When he thought of it, he got
hot and angry. After Edgar was gone, he shouted at Mr. Barnes when he remembered. But everything was so even
in their lives, his wife was such a stay-at-home, everyone said what a happy little family it was, that Ripley let
himself be persuaded, he had come to believe that his wife must be content.
Ripley made no suggestion about what to do for Edgar. For days after the letter came he kept out of the store,
and almost out of the house. He was gone no one knew where with his painting outfit. At night he came home,
dog-tired and he took every chance to bully them all. He refused to answer his son’s letter, but when Mrs. Ripley
wrote out a cheque for him to sign,\fn{ Some seventy-five years ago, it was quite common for women not to have checking
accounts.} he signed without a word. She had decided to send Edgar money to leave Montana and to help him get a
job in Seattle. Ripley quieted down and got back into the harness again. Sometimes she caught him watching his
daughter Eloise soberly. Once in the night she reared up thinking she heard him cry. It was Ripley who finally
suggested that Eloise he sent to college.
Mrs. Ripley was sensible enough not to try for anything fancy with her daughter. If Eloise was going to
college, it had better be for a domestic science course. If the girl got married, her one attraction would be
strengthened, if not, domestic science offered a good opening for women who must earn a living.
Eloise put in three years at Corvallis. If she was never able to improve on her excellent cookery, she learned a
great deal about vitamins and calories and in her third year she began to send home Kodak pictures of herself and
other young women and young men on picnics and in various poses. When she came home for the summer, she
was still too stout and unwieldy but her eyes were brighter and she made two trips to a beauty parlor to have a
growth of hair on her upper lip removed. After that, Mrs. Ripley was not surprised, when her daughter confided
that she was engaged and as proof brought out a tiny chip diamond ring.
Eloise’s engagement stirred things up in the quiet Ripley home for several weeks. Mr. Ripley wanted to tell all
the people in the store and maybe put a little announcement in the papers, but Mrs. Ripley said they should keep it
to themselves until the date of the wedding was near. The mother and daughter went shopping for a good-sized
cedar chest, and Eloise at once began to fill it with sheets and table linen. It took her a year to begin on her
personal belongings and then she picked out good sensible designs made of strong nainsook.\fn{ A sort of cotton fiber,
plain or striped, originally made in India and used for dresses, children’s clothes, etc .}
The fiance was studying to be an electrical engineer and the marriage would have to be postponed for a time
until he finished his course and got started. The practical Eloise decided to teach school while she waited. She was
so excellent a teacher that the school board insisted on having her return and as they raised her salary
substantially, she went back for a second year. After school hours she worked on embroidery for her hope chest.
The nightgowns and underthings began to turn a little yellow and she sent them out occasionally to be laundered.
After Eloise’s second year of teaching, there was some talk of marrying but Burt always had some excuse. He
had no money saved, he was just trying to make a start, they had better wait. Eloise had saved almost a thousand
dollars, but Burt had a dozen reasons why they should not touch that money for marriage.
Mr. Ripley was getting more and more nervous about the marriage, but he was afraid to ask about it. During
his daughter’s vacations, she sat at the table in the evenings, slowly embroidering. Her hope chest was filled and
she began to pack the overflow into cardboard boxes.
Ripley began to be more irritable in the store. He was continually flying off the handle over nothing. People
began to talk about it but it was no use for Mrs. Ripley to remonstrate with her husband. He just burst out at her
for her pains. The family continued to sit around the table in the evenings, but Mrs. Ripley often came out of the
house and stood in the dark under trees or moved restlessly about among the flower beds.
The Ripleys were really relieved when the war came and gave Burt a good excuse for putting off the wedding.
He was one of the first to enlist and wrote that he thought it his duty to go.
“Burt thinks it his duty to go,” Mrs. Ripley wrote her sister Fanny, “and we are all so proud of him. Eloise has
decided to do her bit by teaching until he comes home.”
When the other girls were hastily marrying, Eloise took up knitting and made sweaters and helmets and
29

wristlets for Burt. She got very sallow and lifeless, and every one said how hard the war was on poor Eloise.
Some of the girls of her acquaintance made trips to the camps where their sweethearts were in training, but Burt
never wrote for her. He was in Virginia and had the excuse of being too far away to visit.
During her vacations at home, Eloise brought out her knitting every night, as the family sat around the table.
Mr. Ripley couldn’t keep his eyes off it and during the evening he would burst out a dozen times about the store
and the clerks, even about Edgar who wrote home so seldom. He would spend the evening fuming about one little
thing after the other and finally go to bed. Very late at night he would hear his wife’s step move firmly past his
door.
Mr. Ripley worked himself into being really sick, the clerks said. Before the boys began coming home, he was
in bed. It was some wasting disease that gradually affected his spine. His beard thinned out and he looked small
and transparent. All day he sat in the sun turning over the folios of the world’s great paintings and talking of the
time he was going to New York. His wife and children seemed entirely out of his mind. It was Mrs. Ripley who
finally sent for her son to come from Seattle to help out in the store.
Edgar attended strictly to business and kept out of his father’s way. The clerks liked him and quit talking of
throwing up their jobs. As Ripley got weaker, they set up his bed in one of the downstairs rooms where he could
call to his wife in the kitchen. At Christmas time when Eloise came home, she decided not to go back for a second
term.
When he saw himself surrounded by his little family again, Mr. Ripley for the first time began to get
suspicious that he would die. In the evenings he would lie in bed looking into the other room where his wife and
the children sat around the table with the lamp. Eloise had taken up embroidery again and now and then she
would write to Burt, pausing at the end of each page to look vacantly ahead of her. Nothing more was said of the
wedding; she seemed helpless to hurry things. Mrs. Ripley said it looked as if she would never have any
grandchildren and smiled in her curious way.
The Ripleys had only seen their future son-in-law once on a brief visit to his fiancée. Lying alone so much, Mr.
Ripley began to think over all the reasons Burt had given for putting off the wedding. He was suddenly convinced
that the young fellow was trying to get out of it. He put his folios away and worked himself into a fever. He’d
show the young squirt. The impudent pup. Try to sneak out of it. Yellow dog.
Every day now Ripley asked Eloise some new question about Burt. Where was he? When was he coming? Had
he a job? When would they be married? When he heard that Burt was home again with his mother and only forty
miles away, he was sure that Eloise was going to be left in the lurch. Why didn’t he come to see her? Trying to
squirm out of it, that was all.
Ripley lay in his bed fuming about Burt. Edgar, the store, the clerks, his folios were out of his mind now. He
meant to get even with Burt. So the squirt thought he could make promises and break them? Could come and go
as he pleased? He’d show him. His anger increased with his wife’s calmness. Ripley felt that she was siding with
Burt to cheat her own child. Eloise, the very spit of her father, would not be left if he could help it. He got so thin
that his wife could lift him easily from his bed to his chair. If his milk was too warm or too cold and he scolded
about it, they pampered him. It frightened him to have them soothe him for everything he did.
At night when the lamp was on, he found it harder and harder to see into the other room where the others sat
around the table. When he could no longer tell the difference between the blur that was his wife and the one that
was Edgar, he spoke in the middle of the night about his daughter. Mrs. Ripley was holding his head to drink and
he said:
“I want to see Eloise married. I want to see that before I die.”
It was the first time that he had spoken that word. It sounded very terrible in the night. Nobody could ignore a
dying man’s wish. Eloise cried a great deal, but she pulled herself together and wrote a long letter to Burt. Mrs.
Ripley was the only active one. She feverishly cleaned the house and the night before the wedding, she was out in
the dark pushing the heavy lawn mower over the grass, rushing it up and down so that passers-by halted curiously.
She pulled the shades up to let the light fall from the rooms inside on the little plot of ground and after the lawn
was cut, she went around on her hands and knees cutting the straggling grass that clung to the fence and the
corners.
The house was like wax too. There was only the minister, the family, and a cousin from the other side of town
who stood, pop-eyed, with her two children clutching her skirts. Eloise was red-eyed and timid, but Mrs. Ripley
had dressed herself up in a rich brown silk and had pinned a heavy red geranium on her shoulder.
Burt in a plain business suit was very pale. He was a slight timid looking fellow and his replies could hardly be
heard. Mr. Ripley had been sinking rapidly and was propped up with big clean pillows. His hands lay very tiny
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and brown on the fresh sheets. He strained his eyes, but could see no further than his hands. He could hear
moving around and the door opening and shutting. People whispered. He could smell flowers. The cousin was
sniffling. When the minister began to read, Ripley strained to hear. Eloise was actually being married. She made
her re- plies in a low firm voice. The bridegroom’s replies were, beside hers, very feeble. But Mr. Ripley heard
them both.
“I hear you, Mr. and Mrs. Brown,” he called out in his tiny penetrating voice, speaking the name so pointedly
it was like a crow. Even the minister started and turned to look at Burt. The bridegroom had been standing in a
daze, but when he heard his name, he roused himself and stared straight at the sick man. He looked hard at his
father-in-law as if he now saw him for the first time.
But the sick man couldn’t see the look Burt gave him. He could see as far as his own hands and that was all.
He sat braced against the pillows, studying his fingers complacently.
1920
199.31 Excerpt from The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance\fn{by Dorothy Marie Johnson (1905-1984)} McGregor,
Clayton County, Iowa, U.S.A. (F) 10
Bert Barricune died in 1910. Not more than a dozen persons showed up for his funeral. Among them was an
earnest young reporter who hoped for a human-interest story; there were legends that the old man had been
something of a gunfighter in the early days. A few aging men tiptoed in, singly or in pairs, scowling and edgy,
clutching their battered hats—men who had been Bert’s companions at drinking or penny-ante while the world
passed them by. One woman came, wearing a heavy veil that concealed her face. White and yellow streaks
showed in her black-dyed hair. The reporter made a mental note: Old friend from the old District. But no story
there—can’t mention that.
One by one they filed past the casket, looking into the still face of old Bert Barricune, who had been nobody.
His stubbly hair was white, and his lined face was as empty in death as his life had been. But death had added
dignity. One great spray of flowers spread behind the casket. The card read,
“Senator and Mrs. Ransome Foster.”
There were no other flowers except, almost unnoticed, a few pale, leafless, pink and yellow blossoms scattered
on the carpeted step. The reporter, squinting, finally identified them: son of a gun! Blossoms of the prickly pear.
Cactus flowers. Seems suitable for the old man—flowers that grow on prairie wasteland. Well, they’re free if you
want to pick ’em, and Barricune’s friends don’t look prosperous. But how come the Senator sends a bouquet?
There was a delay, and the funeral director fidgeted a little, waiting. The reporter sat up straighter when he saw
the last two mourners enter.
Senator Foster—sure, there’s the crippled arm—and that must be his wife. Congress is still in session; he came
all the way from Washington. Why would he bother, for an old wreck like Bert Barricune?
After the funeral was decently over, the reporter asked him. The Senator almost told the truth, but he caught
himself in time. He said,
“Bert Barricune was my friend for more than thirty years.”
He could not give the true answer: he was my enemy; he was my conscience; he made me whatever I am.
*
Ransome Foster had been in the Territory for seven months when he ran into Liberty Valance. He had been
afoot on the prairie for two days when he met Bert Barricune. Up to that time, Ranse Foster had been nobody in
particular—a dude from the East, quietly inquisitive, moving from one shack town to another; just another
tenderfoot with his own reasons for being there and no aim in life at all.
When Barricune found him on the prairie, Foster was indeed a tenderfoot. In his boots there was a warm, damp
squidging where his feet had blistered, and the blisters had broken to bleed. He was bruised, sunburned, and filthy.
He had been crawling, but when he saw Barricune riding toward him, he sat up. He had no horse, no saddle and,
by that time, no pride. Barricune looked down at him, not saying anything. Finally Ranse Foster asked,
“Water?” Barricune shook his head.
“I don’t carry none, but we can go where it is.” He stepped down from the saddle, a casual Samaritan, and with
one heave pulled Foster upright.
“Git you in the saddle, can you stay there?” he inquired.
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“If I can’t,” Foster answered through swollen lips, “shoot me.”
Bert said amiably, “All right,” and pulled the horse around. By twisting its ear, he held the animal quiet long
enough to help the anguished stranger to the saddle. Then, on foot—and like any cowboy Bert Barricune hated
walking—he led the horse five miles to the river. He let Foster lie where he fell in the cottonwood grove and
brought him a hat full of water.
After that, Foster made three attempts to stand up. After the third failure, Barricune asked, grinning,
“Want me to shoot you after all?”
“No,” Foster answered. “There’s something I want to do first.” Barricune looked at the bruises and
commented,
“Well, I should think so.”
He got on his horse and rode away. After an hour he returned with bedding and grub and asked,
“Ain’t you dead yet?” The bruised and battered man opened his uninjured eye and said,
“Not yet, but soon.”
Bert was amused. He brought a bucket of water and set up camp—a bedroll on a tarp, an armload of wood for
a fire. He crouched on his heels while the tenderfoot, with cautious movements that told of pain, got his clothes
off and splashed water on his body. No gunshot wounds, Barricune observed, but marks of kicks, and a couple
that must have been made with a quirt. After a while he asked, not inquisitively, but as one who has a right to
know how matters stood,
“Anybody looking for you?” Foster rubbed dust from his clothes, being too full of pain to shake them.
“No,” he said. “But I’m looking for somebody.”
“I ain’t going to help you look,” Bert informed him. “Town’s over that way, two miles, when you get ready to
come. Cache the stuff when you leave. I’ll pick it up.”
*
Three days later they met in the town marshal’s office. They glanced at each other but did not speak. This time
it was Bert Barricune who was bruised, though not much. The marshal was just letting him out of the one-cell jail
when Foster limped into the office. Nobody said anything until Barricune, blinking and walking not quite steadily,
had left. Foster saw him stop in front of the next building to speak to a girl. They walked away together, and it
looked as if the young man were being scolded. The marshal cleared his throat.
“You wanted something, Mister?” Foster answered,
“Three men set me afoot on the prairie. Is that an offense against the law around here?” The marshal eased
himself and his stomach into a chair and frowned judiciously.
“It ain’t customary,” he admitted. “Who was they?”
“The boss was a big man with black hair, dark eyes, and two gold teeth in front. The other two—”
“I know. Liberty Valance and a couple of his boys. Just what’s your complaint, now?” Foster began to
understand that no help was going to come from the marshal.
“They rob you?” the marshal asked.
“They didn’t search me.”
“Take your gun?”
“I didn’t have one.”
“Steal your horse?”
“Gave him a crack with a quirt, and he left.”
“Saddle on him?”
“No. I left it out there.” The marshal shook his head.
“Can’t see you got any legal complaint,” he said with relief. “Where was this?”
“On a road in the woods, by a creek. Two days’ walk from here.” The marshal got to his feet.
“You don’t even know what jurisdiction it was in. They knocked you around; well, that could happen. Man
gets in a fight—could happen to anybody.” Foster said dryly,
“Thanks a lot.” The marshal stopped him as he reached the door.
“There’s a reward for Liberty Valance.”
“I still haven’t got a gun,” Foster said. “Does he come here often?”
“Nope. Nothing he’d want in Twotrees. Hard man to find.” The marshal looked Foster up and down.
“He won’t corne after you here.” It was as if he had added, Sonny!
“Beat you up once, he won’t come again for that.” And I, Foster realized, am not man enough to go after him.
“Fact is,” the marshal added, “I can’t think of any bait that would bring him in. Pretty quiet here. Yes sir.” He
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put his thumbs in his galluses and looked out the window, taking credit for the quietness.
Bait, Foster thought. He went out thinking about it. For the first time in a couple of years he had an ambition—
not a laudable one, but something to aim at. He was going to be the bait for Liberty Valance and, as far as he
could be, the trap as well.
*
At the Elite Café he stood meekly in the doorway, hat in hand, like a man who expects and deserves to be
refused anything he might ask for. Clearing his throat, he asked,
“Could I work for a meal?” The girl who was filling sugar bowls looked up and pitied him.
“Why, I should think so. Mr. Anderson!”
She was the girl who had walked away with Barricune, scolding him. The proprietor came from the kitchen,
and Ranse Foster repeated his question, cringing, but with a suggestion of a sneer.
“Go around back and split some wood,” Anderson answered, turning back to the kitchen.
“He could just as well eat first,” the waitress suggested. “I’ll dish up some stew to begin with.”
Ranse ate fast, as if he expected the plate to be snatched away. He knew the girl glanced at him several times,
and he hated her for it. He had not counted on anyone’s pitying him in his new role of sneering humility, but he
knew he might as well get used to it. When she brought his pie, she said,
“If you was looking for a job …” He forced himself to look at her suspiciously.
“Yes?”
“You could try the Prairie Belle. I heard they needed a swamper.”
*
Bert Barricune, riding out to the river camp for his bedroll, hardly knew the man he met there. Ranse Foster
was haughty, condescending, and cringing all at once. He spoke with a faint sneer, and stood as if he expected to
be kicked.
“I assumed you’d be back for your belongings,” he said. “I realized that you would change your mind.”
Barricune, strapping up his bedroll, looked blank.
“Never changed it,” he disagreed. “Doing just what I planned. I never give you my bedroll.”
“Of course not, of course not,” the new Ranse Foster agreed with sneering humility. “It’s yours. You have
every right to reclaim it.” Barricune looked at him narrowly and hoisted the bedroll to sling it up behind his
saddle.
“I should have left you for the buzzards,” he remarked. Foster agreed, with a smile that should have got him a
fist in the teeth.
“Thank you, my friend,” he said with no gratitude. “Thank you for all your kindness, which I have done
nothing to deserve and shall do nothing to repay.”
Barricune rode off, scowling, with the memory of his good deed irritating him like lice. The new Foster
followed, far behind, on foot.
*
Some times in later life Ranse Foster thought of the several men he had been through the years. He did not
admire any of them very much. He was by no means ashamed of the man he finally became, except that he owed
too much to other people.
One man he had been when he was young, a serious student, gullible and quick-tempered. Another man had
been reckless and without an aim; he went West, with two thousand dollars of his own, after a quarrel with the
executor of his father’s estate. That man did not last long. Liberty Valance had whipped him with a quirt and
kicked him into unconsciousness, for no reason except that Liberty, meeting him and knowing him for a
tenderfoot, was able to do so. That man died on the prairie.
After that, there was the man who set out to be the bait that would bring Liberty Valance into Twotrees.
Ranse Foster had never hated anyone before he met Liberty Valance, but Liberty was not the last man he
learned to hate. He hated the man he himself had been while he waited to meet Liberty again.
*
The swamper’s job at the Prairie Belle was not disgraceful until Ranse Foster made it so. When he swept
floors, he was so obviously contemptuous of the work and of himself for doing it that other men saw him as
contemptible. He watched the customers with a curled lip as if they were beneath him. But when a poker player
threw a white chip on the floor, the swamper looked at him with half-veiled hatred—and picked up the chip. They
talked about him at the Prairie Belle, because he could not be ignored.
At the end of the first month, he bought a Colt .45 from a drunken cowboy who needed money worse than he
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needed two guns. After that, Ranse went without part of his sleep in order to walk out, seven mornings a week, to
where his first camp had been and practice target shooting. And the second time he overslept from exhaustion, Joe
Mosten of the Prairie Belle fired him.
“Here’s your pay,” Joe growled, and dropped the money on the floor.
A week passed before he got another job. He ate his meals frugally in the Elite Café and let himself be seen
stealing scraps off plates that other diners had left. Lillian, the older of the two waitresses, yelled her disgust, but
Hallie, who was young, pitied him.
“Come to the back door when it’s dark,” she murmured, “and I’ll give you a bite. There’s plenty to spare.”
The second evening he went to the back door, Bert Barricune was there ahead of him. He said gently,
“Hallie is my girl.”
“No offense intended,” Foster answered. “The young lady offered me food, and I have come to get it.”
“A dog eats where it can,” young Barricune drawled.
Ranse’s muscles tensed and rage mounted in his throat, but he caught himself in time and shrugged. Bert said
something then that scared him:
“If you wanted to get talked about, it’s working fine. They’re talking clean over in Dunbar.”
“What they do or say in Dunbar,” Foster answered, “is nothing to me.”
“It’s where Liberty Valance hangs out,” the other man said casually. “In case you care.” Ranse almost confided
then, but instead said stiffly,
“I do not quite appreciate your strange interest in my affairs.” Barricune pushed back his hat and scratched his
head.
“I don’t understand it myself. But leave my girl alone.”
“As charming as Miss Hallie may be,” Ranse told him, “I am interested only in keeping my stomach filled.”
“Then why don’t you work for a living? The clerk at Dowitt’s quit this afternoon.”
*
Jake Dowitt hired him as a clerk because nobody else wanted the job.
“Read and write, do you?” Dowitt asked. “Work with figures?” Foster drew himself up.
“Sir, whatever may be said against me, 1 believe 1 may lay claim to being a scholar. That much I claim, if
nothing more. I have read law.”
“Maybe the job ain’t good enough for you,” Dowitt suggested. Foster became humble again.
“Any job is good enough for me. 1 will also sweep the floor.”
“You will also keep up the fire in the stove,” Dowitt told him. “Seven in the morning till nine at night. Got a
place to live?”
“I sleep in the livery stable in return for keeping it shoveled out.” Dowitt had intended to house his clerk in a
small room over the store, but he changed his mind.
“Got a shed out back you can bunk in,” he offered. “You’ll have to clean it out first. Used to keep chickens
there.”
“There is one thing,” Foster said. “I want two half-days off a week.” Dowitt looked over the top of his
spectacles.
“Now what would you do with time off? Never mind. You can have it—for less pay. I give you a discount on
what you buy in the store.”
The only purchase Foster made consisted of four boxes of cartridges a week.
*
In the store, he weighed salt pork as if it were low stuff but himself still lower, humbly measured lengths of
dress goods for the women customers. He added vanity to his other unpleasantnesses and let customers discover
him combing his hair admiringly before a small mirror. He let himself be seen reading a small black book, which
aroused curiosity.
It was while he worked at the store that he started Twotrees’ first school. Hallie was responsible for that.
Handing him a plate heaped higher than other customers got at the café, she said gently,
“You’re a learned man, they say, Mr. Foster.”
With Hallie he could no longer sneer or pretend humility, for Hallie was herself humble, as well as gentle and
kind. He protected himself from her by not speaking unless he had to. He answered,
“I have had advantages, Miss Hallie, before fate brought me here.”
“That book you read,” she asked wistfully, “what’s it about?”
“It was written by a man named Plato,” Ranse told her stiffly. “It was written in Greek.” She brought him a cup
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of coffee, hesitated for a moment, and then asked,
“You can read and write American, too, can’t you?”
“English, Miss Hallie,” he corrected. “English is our mother tongue. I am quite familiar with English.” She put
her red hands on the café counter.
“Mr. Foster,” she whispered, “will you teach me to read?” He was too startled to think of an answer she could
not defeat.
“Bert wouldn’t like it,” he said. “You’re a grown woman besides. It wouldn’t look right for you to be learning
to read now.” She shook her head.
“I can’t learn any younger.” She sighed. “I always wanted to know how to read and write.”
She walked away toward the kitchen, and Ranse Foster was struck with an emotion he knew he could not
afford. He was swept with pity. He called her back.
“Miss Hallie. Not you alone—people would talk about you. But if you brought Bert—”
“Bert can already read some. He don’t care about it. But there’s some kids in town …” Her face was so lighted
that Ranse looked away. He still tried to escape.
“Won’t you be ashamed, learning with children?”
“Why, I’ll be proud to learn any way at all,” she said.
He had three little girls, two restless little boys, and Hallie in Twotrees’ first school sessions—one hour each
afternoon, in Dowitt’s storeroom. Dowitt did not dock his pay for the time spent, but he puzzled a great deal. So
did the children’s parents. The children themselves were puzzled at some of the things he read aloud, but they
were patient. After all, lessons lasted only an hour.
“When you are older, you will understand this,” he promised, not looking at Hallie, and then he read
Shakespeare’s sonnet that begins:
No longer mourn for me when I am dead
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

and ends:
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,
But let your love even with my life decay,
Lest the wise world should look into your moan
And mock you with me after I am gone.

Hallie understood the warning, he knew. He read another sonnet, too:
When in disgrace with Fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,

and carefully did not look up at her as he finished it:
For thy sweet love rememb’red such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

Her earnestness in learning was distasteful to him—the anxious way she grasped a pencil and formed letters,
the little gasp with which she always began to read aloud. Twice he made her cry, but she never missed a lesson.
He wished he had a teacher for his own learning, but he could not trust anyone, and so he did his lessons alone.
Bert Barricune caught him at it on one of those free afternoons when Foster, on a horse from the livery stable, had
ridden miles out of town to a secluded spot. Ranse Foster had an empty gun in his hand when Barricune stepped
out from behind a sandstone column and remarked,
“I’ve seen better.” Foster whirled, and Barricune added,
“I could have been somebody else—and your gun’s empty.”
“When I see somebody else, it won’t be,” Foster promised.
“If you’d asked me,” Barricune mused, “I could’ve helped you. But you didn’t want no helping. A man
shouldn’t be ashamed to ask somebody that knows better than him.”
His gun was suddenly in his hand, and five shots cracked their echoes around the skull-white sandstone pillars.
Half an inch above each of five cards that Ranse had tacked to a dead tree, at the level of a man’s waist, a
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splintered hole appeared in the wood.
“Didn’t want to spoil your targets,” Barricune explained.”
“I’m not ashamed to ask you,” Foster told him angrily, “since you know so much. I shoot straight but slow. I’m
asking you now.” Barricune, reloading his gun, shook his head.
“It’s kind of late for that. I come out to tell you that Liberty Valance is in town. He’s interested in the dude that
anybody can kick around—this here tenderfoot that boasts how he can read Greek.”
“Well,” said Foster softly. “Well, so the time has come.”
“Don’t figure you’re riding into town with me,” Bert warned. “You’re coming all by yourself.”
Ranse rode into town with his gun belt buckled on. Always before, he had carried it wrapped in a slicker. In
town, he allowed himself the luxury of one last vanity. He went to the barbershop, neither sneering nor cringing,
and said sharply,
“Cut my hair. Short.” The barber was nervous, but he worked understandably fast.
“Thought you was partial to that long wavy hair of youm,” he remarked.
“I don’t know why you thought so,” Foster said coldly.
Out in the street again, he realized that he did not know how to go about the job. He did not know where
Liberty Valance was, and he was determined not to be caught like a rat. He intended to look for Liberty.
Joe Mosten’s right-hand man was lounging at the door of the Prairie Belle. He moved over to bar the way.
“Not in there, Foster,” he said gently.
It was the first time in months that Ranse Foster had heard another man address him respectfully. His presence
was recognized—as a menace to the fixtures of the Prairie Belle.
When I die, sometime today, he thought, they won’t say I was a coward. They may say I was a damn fool, but I
won’t care by that time.
“Where is he?” Ranse asked.
“I couldn’t tell you that,” the man said apologetically. “I’m young and healthy, and where he is is none of my
business. Joe’d be obliged if you stay out of the bar, that’s all.”
Ranse looked across toward Dowitt’s store. The padlock was on the door. He glanced north, toward the
marshal’s office.
“That’s closed, too,” the saloon man told him courteously. “Marshal was called out of town an hour ago.”
Ranse threw back his head and laughed. The sound echoed back from the false-fronted buildings across the
street. There was nobody walking in the street; there were not even any horses tied to the hitching racks.
“Send Liberty word,” he ordered in the tone of one who has a right to command. “Tell him the tenderfoot
wants “to see him again.” The saloon man cleared his throat.
“Guess it won’t be necessary. That’s him coming down at the end of the street, wouldn’t you say?” Ranse
looked, knowing the saloon man was watching him curiously.
“I’d say it is,” he agreed. “Yes, I’d say that was Liberty Valance.”
“I’ll be going inside now,” the other man remarked apologetically. “Well, take care of yourself.”
He was gone without a sound. This is the classic situation, Ranse realized. Two enemies walking to meet each
other along the dusty, waiting street of a western town. What reasons other men have had, I will never know.
There are so many things I have never learned! And now there is no time left. He was an actor who knew the end
of the scene but had forgotten the lines and never knew the cue for them. One of us ought to say something, he
realized. I should have planned this all out in advance. But all I ever saw was the end of it.
Liberty Valance, burly and broad-shouldered, walked stiff-legged, with his elbows bent. When he is close
enough for me to see whether he is smiling, Ranse Foster thought, somebody’s got to speak. He looked into his
own mind and realized, this man is afraid, this Ransome Foster. But nobody else knows it. He walks and is afraid,
but he is no coward. Let them remember that. Let Hallie remember that. Liberty Valance gave the cue.
“Looking for me?” he called between his teeth.
He was grinning. Ranse was almost grateful to him; it was as if Liberty had said, The time is now!
“I owe you something,” Ranse answered. “I want to pay my debt.”
Liberty’s hand flashed with his own. The gun in Foster’s hand exploded, and so did the whole world. Two
shots to my one, he thought—his last thought for a while.
*
He looked up at a strange, unsteady ceiling and a face that wavered like a reflection in water. The bed beneath
him swung even after he closed his eyes. Far away someone said,
“Shove some more cloth in the wound. It slows the bleeding.?
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He knew with certain agony where the wound was—in his right shoulder. When they touched it, he heard
himself cry out. The face that wavered above him was a new one, Bert Barricune’s.
“He’s dead,” Barricune said. Foster answered from far away,
“I am not.” Barricune said,
“I didn’t mean you.”
Ranse turned his head away from the pain, and the face that had shivered above him before was Hallie’s, white
and big-eyed. She put a hesitant hand on his, and he was annoyed to see that hers was trembling.
“Are you shaking,” he asked, “because there’s blood on my hands?”
“No,” she answered. “It’s because they might have been getting cold.” He was aware then that other people
were in the room; they stiffed and moved aside as the doctor entered.
“Maybe you’re gonna keep that arm,” the doctor told him at last. “But it’s never gonna be much use to you.”
The trial was held three weeks after the shooting, in the hotel room where Ranse lay in bed. The charge was
disturbing the peace; he pleaded guilty and was fined ten dollars. When the others had gone, he told Bert
Barricune,
“There was a reward, I heard. That would pay the doctor and the hotel.”
“You ain’t going to collect it,” Bert informed him. “It’d make you too big for your britches.” Barricune sat
looking at him for a moment and then remarked,
“You didn’t kill Liberty.” Foster frowned.
“They buried him.”
“Liberty fired once. You fired once and missed. I fired once, and I don’t generally miss. I ain’t going to collect
the reward, neither. Hallie don’t hold with violence.” Foster said thoughtfully,
“That was all I had to be proud of.”
“You faced him,” Barricune said. “You went to meet him. If you got to be proud of something, you can
remember that. It’s a fact you ain’t got much else.” Ranse looked at him with narrowed eyes.
“Bert, are you a friend of mine?” Bert smiled without humor.
“You know I ain’t. I picked you up off the prairie, but I’d do that for the lowest scum that crawls. I wisht I
hadn’t.”
“Then why—” Bert looked at the toe of his boot.
“Hallie likes you. I’m a friend of Hallie’s. That’s all I ever will be, long as you’re around.” Ranse said,
“Then I shot Liberty Valance.”
That was the nearest he ever dared come to saying “Thank you.” And that was when Bert Barricune started
being his conscience, his Nemesis, his lifelong enemy and the man who made him great.
“Would she be happy living back East?” Foster asked. “There’s money waiting for me there if I go back.” Bert
answered.
“What do you think?” He stood up and stretched.
“You got quite a problem, ain’t you? You could solve it easy by just going back alone. There ain’t much a man
can do here with a crippled arm.”
He went out and shut the door behind him.
*
There is always a way out, Foster thought, if a man wants to take it. Bert had been his way out when he met
Liberty on the street of Twotrees. To go home was the way out of this. I learned to live without pride, he told
himself. I could learn to forget about Hallie.
When she came, between the dinner dishes and setting the tables for supper at the café, he told her.
She did not cry. Sitting in the chair beside his bed, she winced and jerked one hand in protest when he said,
“As soon as I can travel, I’ll be going back where I came from.”
She did not argue. She said only,
“I wish you good luck, Ransome. Bert and me, we’ll look after you long as you stay. And remember you after
you’re gone.”
“How will you remember me?” he demanded harshly. As his student she had been humble, but as a woman she
had her pride.
“Don’t ask that,” she said, and got up from the chair.
“Hallie, Hallie,” he pleaded, “how can 1 stay? How can 1 earn a living?” She said indignantly, as if someone
else had insulted him,
“Ranse Foster, I just guess you could do anything you wanted to.”
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“Hallie,” he said gently, “sit down.”
*
He never really wanted to be outstanding. He had two aims in life: to make Hallie happy and to keep Bert
Barricune out of trouble. He defended Bert on charges ranging from drunkenness to stealing cattle, and Bert
served time twice. Ranse Foster did not want to run for judge, but Bert remarked,
“I think Hallie would kind of like it if you was His Honor.”
Hallie was pleased but not surprised when he was elected. Ranse was surprised but not pleased.
He was not eager to run for the legislature—that was after the territory became a state—but there was Bert
Barricune in the background, never urging, never advising, but watching with half-closed, bloodshot eyes. Bert
Barricune, who never amounted to anything, but never intruded, was a living, silent reminder of three debts: a hat
full of water under the cottonwoods, gunfire in a dusty street, and Hallie, quietly sewing beside a lamp in the
parlor. And the Fosters had four sons.
All the things the opposition said about Ranse Foster when he ran for the state legislature were true, except
one. He had been a lowly swamper in a frontier saloon; he had been a dead beat, accepting handouts at the alley
entrance of a café; he had been despicable and despised. But the accusation that lost him the election was false.
He had not killed Liberty Valance. He never served in the state legislature.
When there was talk of his running for governor, he refused. Handy Strong, who knew politics, tried to
persuade him.
“That shooting, we’ll get around that. The Honorable Ransome Foster walked down a street in broad daylight
to meet an enemy of society. He shot him down in a fair fight, of necessity, the way you’d shoot a mad dog—but
Liberty Valance could shoot back, and he did. Ranse Foster carries the mark of that encounter today in a crippled
right arm. He is still paying the price for protecting law-abiding citizens. And he was the first teacher west of
Rosy Buttes. He served without pay. You’ve come a long way, Ranse, and you’re going further.”
“A long way,” Foster agreed, “for a man who never wanted to go anywhere. I don’t want to be governor.”
When Handy had gone, Bert Barricune sagged in, unwashed, unshaven. He sat down stiffly. At the age of fifty,
he was an old man, an unwanted relic of the frontier that was gone, a legacy to more civilized times that had no
place for him. He filled his pipe deliberately. After a while he remarked,
“The other side is gonna say you ain’t fitten to be governor. Because your wife ain’t fancy enough. They’re
gonna say Hallie didn’t even learn to read till she was growed up.” Ranse was on his feet, white with fury.
“Then I’m going to win this election if it kills me.”
“I don’t reckon it’ll kill you,” Bert drawled. “Liberty Valance couldn’t.”
“I could have got rid of the weight of that affair long ago,” Ranse reminded him, “by telling the truth.”
“You could yet,” Bert answered. “Why don’t you?” Ranse said bitterly,
“Because I owe you too much … I don’t think Hallie wants to be the governor’s lady. She’s shy.”
“Hallie don’t never want nothing for herself. She wants things for you. The way I feel, I wouldn’t mourn at
your funeral. But what Hallie wants, I’m gonna try to see she gets.”
“So am I,” Ranse promised grimly.
“Then I don’t mind telling you,” Bert admitted, “that it was me reminded the opposition to dig up that matter
of how she couldn’t read.”
*
As the Senator and his wife rode out to the airport after old Bert Barricune’s barren funeral, Hallie sighed.
“Bert never had much of anything. I guess he never wanted much.”
He wanted you to be happy, Ranse Foster thought, and he did the best he knew how.
“I wonder where those prickly-pear blossoms came from,” he mused. Hallie glanced up at him, smiling.
“From me,” she said.
172.14 Excerpt from What’s Eating Gilbert Grape\fn{by Peter Hedges (1962- )} West Des Moines, Polk County,
Iowa, U.S.A. (M) 12
1
Standing with my brother Arnie on the edge of town has become a yearly ritual. My brother Arnie is so excited
because in minutes or hours or sometime today trucks upon trailers upon campers are going to drive into our
home town of Endora, Iowa. One truck will carry the Octopus, another will carry the Tilt-A-Whirl with its blue
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and red cars, two trucks will bring the Ferris wheel, the games will be towed, and most important, the horses from
the merry-go-round will arrive.
For Arnie, this is better than Christmas. This beats the tooth fairy and the Easter bunny; all those stupid figures
that only kids and retarded adults seem to stomach. Arnie is a retard. He’s about to turn eighteen and my family is
planning an enormous party. Doctors said we’d be lucky if he lived to be ten. Ten came and went and now the
doctors are saying,
“Any time now, Arnie could go at any time.”
So every night my sisters and me, and my mom too, go to bed wondering if he will wake up in the morning.
Some days you want him to die, some days you don’t. At this particular moment, I’ve a good mind to push him in
front of the oncoming traffic.
My oldest sister, Amy, has fixed us a picnic feast. In a thermos was a quart of black cherry Kool-Aid, all of
which Arnie drank in such a hurry that above his top lip is a purplish mustache. One of the first things you should
know about Arnie is that he always has traces of some food on his face—Kool-Aid or ketchup or toast crumbs.
His face is a kind of bulletin board for the four major food groups.
Arnie is the gentlest guy, but he can surprise this brother. In the summertime, he catches grasshoppers and
sticks them in this metal tab on the mailbox, holding them there, and then he brings down the metal flag, chopping
off the grasshopper heads. He always giggles hysterically when he does this, having the time of his life. But last
night, when we were sitting on the porch eating ice cream, a countless sea of grasshopper bodies from summers
past must have appeared to him, because he started weeping and sobbing like the world had ended. He kept
saying,
“I killed ’em, I killed ’em.” And me and Amy, we held him close, patted his back and told him it was okay.
Arnie cried for hours, cried himself to sleep. Makes this brother wonder what kind of a world it would be if all
the surviving Nazis had such remorse. I wonder if it ever occurs to them what they did, and if it ever sinks in to a
point that their bodies ache from the horrible mess they made. Or are they so smart that they can lie to us and to
themselves? The beautiful thing about Arnie is that he’s too stupid to lie. Or too smart.
I’m standing with binoculars, looking down Highway 13; there is no sign of our annual carnival. The kid is on
his knees, his hands rummaging around in the picnic basket. Having already eaten both bags of potato chips, both
peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches and both chocolate donuts, he locates a green apple and bites into it.
By trying to ignore Arnie’s lip-smacking noises, I am attempting the impossible. You see, he chews as if he’s
just found his mouth and the sounds are that of good, sloppy sex. My brother’s slurps and gulps make me want to
procreate with an assortment of Endora’s finest women.
It’s the twenty-first of June, the first day of summer, the longest day of the year. It isn’t even 7:00 A.M. yet and
here I stand, little brother in tow. Somewhere some smart person still sleeps.
*
“Gilbert?”
“Yeah?”
Bread crust and peanut-butter chunks fall off Arnie’s T-shirt as he stretches it down past his knees.
“Gilbert?”
“What is it?”
“How many more miles?”
“I don’t know.”
“How many, how many till the horses and stuff?”
“Three million.”
“Oh, okay.”
Arnie blows out his lips with a sound like a motorboat and he circles the picnic basket, drool flying
everywhere. Finally, he sits down Indian style and starts quietly to count the miles.
I busy myself throwing gravel rocks at the Endora, Iowa, town sign. The sign is green with white printing and,
except for a divot that I left last year at this time with my rock throwing, it is in excellent condition. It lists
Endora’s population at 1,091, which I know can’t be right, because yesterday my second-grade teacher, Mrs.
Brainer, choked on a chicken bone while sitting on her porch swing. A great loss is felt by no one.
Mrs. Brainer retired years ago. She lived half a block from the town square, so I’d see her pretty much every
day, always smiling at me as if she expected me to forget all the pain she’d inflicted. I swear this woman smiled
all the time. Once, as she was leaving the store, her sack of groceries ripped. Cans of peaches and fruit cocktail
dropped out onto the floor, cutting open her toes. My boss and I saw this happen. She pushed up a real big grin as
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the tears fell off her cheeks. I resacked her cans, but she couldn’t stop smiling and crying, and her toes couldn’t
stop bleeding.
I’m told that when they found her on the porch, her hands were up around her throat, and there were red
scratch marks on her neck, in her mouth, and pieces of flesh under her fingernails. I wonder if she was smiling
then.
Anyway, they took her body to McBurney’s Funeral Home in Motley. They’ll be planting her tomorrow.
*
“Gilbert?”
“What?”
“Uhm.”
“What?”
“Uhm. The horses, the rides, the horses are coming, right? Right?”
“Yes, Arnie.”
Endora is where we are, and you need to know that describing this place is like dancing to no music. It’s a
town. Farmers. Town square. Old movie theater closed down so we have to drive sixteen miles to Motley to see
movies. Probably half the town is over sixty-five, so you can imagine the raring place Endora is on weekend
nights. There were twenty-three in my graduating class, and only four are left in town. Most went to Ames or Des
Moines and the really ambitious made it over to Omaha. One of those left from my class is my buddy, Tucker. The
other two are the Byers brothers, Tim and Tommy. They stayed in town because of a near fatal, crippling car
accident, and they just kind of ride around the square racing in their electric wheelchairs. They are like the town
mascots, and the best part is they are identical twins. Before the accident no one could tell them apart. But Tim’s
face was burned, and he’s been given this piglike skin. They both were paralyzed but only Tommy lost his feet.
The other day in our weekly paper, the Endora Express, pigskin Tim pointed out the bright side in all of this.
Now it is easy to tell which is which. After many years Tim and Tommy have finally found their own identities.
That’s a big thing in Endora these days. Identities. And the bright side. We got people here who’ve lost their farms
to the bank, kids to wars, relatives to disease, and they will look you square in the eye and, with a half grin, they’ll
tell you the bright side.
The bright side for me is difficult on mornings like these. There’s no escaping that I’m twenty-four years old,
that I’ve been out of Iowa a whopping one whole time, that you could say about all I’ve done in my life to this
point is baby-sit my retard brother, buy cigarettes for my mother, and sack groceries for the esteemed citizens of
Endora.
*
“Gilbert?” says Arnie. He has frosting all around his mouth and a glob of jelly above his good eye.
“What, Arnie?”
“You sure they’re coming? We’ve been standing such a long time.”
“They’ll be along any second.” I take a napkin from the basket and spit in it.
“No!”
“Come here, Arnie.”
“No!”
“Come here.”
“Everybody’s always wiping me!”
“Why do you think that is?”
“Because.”
*
For Arnie, that is an answer.
I give up on spring cleaning his face and look down the road. The highway is empty.
Last year the big rides came pretty early. The trailers and the campers came later. Arnie is really only interested
in the horses from the merry-go-round. I say, “Hey, Arnie, there’s still sleep in my eyes,” but he isn’t interested.
He nibbles on his bottom lip; he’s working on a thought.
My little brother is a somewhat round-looking kid with hair that old ladies always want to comb. He is a head
shorter than me, with teeth that look confused. There’s no hiding that he’s retarded. You meet him and you figure
it out right away.
“Gilbert! They’re not coming!”
I tell him to stop shouting.
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“They’re not coming at all, Gilbert. The rides got in a big crash and all the workers hung themselves—”
“They will be here,” I say.
“They hung themselves!”
“No, they didn’t.”
“You don’t know! You don’t know!”
“Not everybody hangs himself, Arnie.”
He doesn’t hear this because he reaches into the basket, stuffs the other green apple inside his shirt, and starts
running back to town. I shout for him to stop. He doesn’t, so I chase after him and grab his waist. I lift him in the
air and the apple drops out onto the brown grass.
“Let me go. Let me go.”
I carry him back to the picnic basket. He clings to me, his legs squeeze around my stomach, his fingers dig into
my neck.
“You’re getting bigger. Did you know that?”
He shakes his head, convinced I’m wrong. He’s not any taller than last year, but he’s rounder, puffier. If this
keeps up, he’ll soon be too big for me to pick up.
“You’re still growing. You’re getting harder and harder for me to carry. And you’re getting so strong, too.”
“Nope. It’s you, Gilbert.”
“It’s not me. Believe me, Arnie Grape is getting bigger and stronger. I’m sure of it.”
I set him down when I get to the picnic basket. I’m out of breath; beads of sweat have formed on my face.
Arnie says,
“You’re just getting little.”
“You think?”
“I know. You’re getting littler and littler. You’re shrinking.”
Stupid people often say the smartest things. Even Arnie knows that I’m in a rut.
Since I don’t believe in wearing a watch, I can’t tell the exact time-but this moment, the one when my goofy
brother rips the bandage off my heart, is followed by a yelp. Arnie’s yelp. He points east, and with the binoculars I
locate a tiny dot moving our way. Several dots follow.
“Is it them? Is it them?”
“Yes,” I say.
Arnie’s jaw drops; he starts dancing.
“Here come the horsies. Here come the horsies!”
He begins howling and jumping up and down in circles; slobber sprays from his mouth. Arnie is entering
heaven now. I stand there watching him watch as the rides grow. I just stand there hoping he won’t sprout wings
and fly away.
2
It’s the same morning of the same day, and I’m asleep on the couch in the family room.
I’m truly savoring this period of rest, this catnap, when a rude smell comes dancing up my nose and starts
screaming in my head. My eyes smack open. I look around, fuzzy at first, only to find my little sister sitting there
in shorts and a halter top, painting her nails. The smell of that—Jesus.
My little sister’s name is Ellen. She turned sixteen last month. She also just got her braces off. and for days
now she’s been walking around the house, running her tongue all over, going “Oo-ah”—like she can’t believe the
feel of teeth.
Ever since Ellen got her braces off she has been one big pain in the butt. And now with a sudden penchant for
lip gloss and painting her toes red, she has bumped to the big time—becoming even more of an already
impossible thing.
The smell of the polish forces me to rise up and look her in the eye. She stays fixed on the toe of the moment.
so I say,
“Little sister, must we?” She keeps painting, coating toe after toe. No response, no answer. So I say,
“CAN’T THIS BE DONE SOMEWHERE ELSE?” Without looking at me. my sister dishes this shit:
“Gilbert, some of us are only sixteen. Some of us are trying to do something with our one chance at life. I am
trying something new, a brand-new color is being applied, and I could use your support and your encouragement.
When that is there I might consider moving, but you are my brother, and if you don’t support these new steps.
who will? Who will? Tell me, who will!”
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She breathes a few times fast through her nose, making a whistly noise.
“I’m at such a difficult age. Gir’s my age bleed. We bleed every month and it’s not like we did anything wrong,
Just to be sitting there in church—”
“You don’t go to church,”
“Hypothetical, Gilbert.”
“Don’t use big words.”
“Okay. I’m at work, mixing the toppings or making cones. And suddenly I feel it coming, and I didn’t do
anything. You are a guy. So you don’t know how this feels. You should be understanding, and let me in peace do
the one thing that brings me joy and a sense of completion. So thank you, Gilbert, thank you sooooo much!”
I stare at her trying to decide the most discreet way to murder. But she turns suddenly and stomps out of the
family room leaving only the smell of her new toes. I decide to smother myself, as it is my most immediate
option. Covering my face with an old orange sofa pillow, I begin the process. It gets to the interesting part where
my lungs want air and my heart doesn’t, when I feel this poking on my arm. This family. If it’s Ellen, I’ll smother
her, first thing. And if it’s Arnie, we'll have a pillow fight, laugh a bit, then I’ll do the smothering.
But this time the voice is that of my big sister, Amy. She’s whispering,
“Gilbert, come here.”
I don’t move.
“Gilbert, please …”
I’m almost dead. Surely she can see this.
“Gilbert!”I give in to the idea of air and say, “I’m busy” from underneath the pillow.
“You don’t look busy.” Amy pries off the cushion and pulls it away from me. My eyes adjust to the sudden
light. She’s wearing a worried and concerned look. But what else is new? This look of terror is most often her face
of choice, and I’ve grown fond of it. I find its predictability somehow comforting. It’s only when Amy smiles that
you know something is wrong.
Amy is the oldest of us Grape children. At thirty-four, she’s ten years older than me. Most of the time she feels
more like a mother than a sister. During the school year she works for the Clover Hills Elementary School in
Motley. As assistant manager of the cafeteria, she serves the little ones green beans, frankfurters, and sugar
cookies. She also works as a teacher’s aide, spending her nights drawing elaborate smiley faces on the papers of
those students who make no mistakes. Most important, though, is this—Amy doesn’t work in the summers. Since,
during the school year, our family finds a way to fall apart, she uses June, July, and August to put us back
together.
“I’m sleeping,” I say. “I’m trying to sleep.”
Amy puts the pillow between her fleshy arm and her light blue Elvis T-shirt. She squints, her eyes searing into
mine.
“Amy, please. God, if there’s a God...please. I took the kid to wait for the rides. We got out there at four-thirty
something. I need sleep. I work at ten. Please, Amy. Please! Don’t stare at me like that!”
“You might think about Momma.”
I want to say that I think about our mother all the time, that every move I make is made with her in mind, but
before I can say anything, Amy grabs my wrist and jerks me up.
“Ouch. I’m coming already.” Amy pulls me toward the dining room.
“This house stinks,” I say. “The smell, God!”
Amy stops. We’re standing in the kitchen, buried in several days worth of dirty dishes and numerous sacks of
trash. She whispers,
“What do you expect? No one helps around the house. Ellen is good for nothing, you’re working all the time or
never home. I can’t do it all.” She takes a deep breath and then tums around in a circle like those fashion models
do.
“Look at me. Look.”
“Yeah?” I say.
“Don’t you see?”
“New outfit? Ohm. I don’t know. What do you want me to see?”
“I’m starting to get like Momma.” I lie and say,
“You’re not.”
“My skin is rolling over my clothes. I can’t fit into chairs so well.”
“Momma’s on a whole other level. You’re nowhere near—”
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“These are the early stages, Gilbert. What you see here is the early phase.” Amy wipes her eyes with the backs
of her hands and smiles.
Oh boy.
Okay.
It’s time for you to know the rarely spoken troths about my mother, Bonnie Grape.
There is no nice way to break it to you. My mother is a porker. She started eating in excess the day our dad was
found dead seventeen years ago. Since that day, she’s been going at it non-stop, adding pound upon pound, year
after year, until now we have a situation where no one knows her actual weight. No household scale goes high
enough.
Momma has the first room at the top of the stairs. but she doesn’t like climbing, or even walking for that
matter. She sleeps all day in this blue padded chair and only wakes up for meals and many occasional cigarettes.
She doesn’t sleep at night but stays in the chair, chain-smoking and watching the TV. We splurged and bought her
the kind of television with a remote control. When Momma walks, she holds on to things, she clings to counters
and shelves. It will take her fifteen minutes to make it to the bathroom and get situated. She hates baths, and quite
honestly, she’s barely able to fit in the tub. Not a particularly happy lady. Ahe does laugh when Arnie dances for
her and is all smiles when one of us, usually me, brings her a carton of cigarettes. She smokes Kools.
It’s been over three years since she stepped out of the house, and other than her children and a former friend
here and there, no one in town has seen her. They talk about her, sure, but mostly in whispers. Only the
watermeter man during his monthly checks has gotten a good peek at Momma. Dr. Harvey came by once when
we thought she was having a heart attack. It was a false alarm, though. Apparently she swallowed wrong, or there
was some kind of intestinal gas in her veins; something like that.
If you were to gripe to my mother about her weight, or express in any way any fear you have about her steady
growth, she would say
“Hey! I’m here! Alive! I didn’t cop out like other people we know!”
I’ve tried to tell Momma that her eating is a suicide of sorts. But those words are never easy.
So.
Amy drags me through the kitchen. We stop short of the dining room where Momma sits snoring with her
mouth wide open. Amy points to Momma’s feet. They are swollen, very red and purple and dry, crackly. Her feet
don’t fit into shoes anymore.
“I’ve seen her feet before,” I whisper. She points again, mouthing these words:
“The floor.”
I’m unable to believe what I see. The floor below Momma curves down like a contact lens.
“Oh my God,” I say.
“This is no longer a joking matter, Gilbert.”
Once, after several beers. I suggested to a sloshed Amy that maybe Momma would fall through the floor and
we’d be done with it. We laughed hard about it then.
“Something’s gotta be done about this,” Amy says, not laughing now.
Please realize that I’m no carpenter. I have no skill in home repair or craftsmanship. And with that in mind,
notice how Amy’s still got me in mind to fix the floor.
“Gotta do it without her knowing it.” she adds in a hissed whisper.
Amy's right. If Momma knew she was slowly drilling a hole in her house, she would cry for days.
“I’ll talk to Tucker.”
Tucker is my best friend. He loves to build things—birdhouses, wooden ducks, and shelving for his beer-can
collection.
“When will you talk to him?”
“Soon. Real soon, I promise.”
“Today.”
“I work today.”
“This is urgent.”
“I’m aware of this, Amy.” I walk away, because her face is starting to contort into that weird shape again.
“Later today then. Okay, Gilbert? Gilbert, okay?” I shout “OKAY,” and Momma wakes up with a snort.
“Morning, Momma,” Amy says. “You want some breakfast?”
The next sequence of events define predictability. Momma will say, “Wouldn’t you think?” Amy will ask,
“What will it be today?” and Momma will order a stack of pancakes or a couple of waffles or French toast, half a
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pound of bacon, some eggs maybe, fried or scrambled, and lots of pepper. Pepper on everything. And Amy will
make whatever Momma wants, and it will taste great, and Momma will clean her plate like a big girl.
Having lost what little appetite I had, I head for fresh air. As I swing open the screen door, Arnie dives into the
evergreen bush next to the mailbox. He loves to hide, but only if you take the time to find him. And while I
suspect that’s true for most people, only a retard or a kid would admit it.
“I wonder where Arnie is,” I say too loud. “Where could he be?” Amy is at the front door and speaks through
the screen.
“Thanks for talking to Tucker.” I make a face, like it’s no problem, point to the bush, and say,
“Have you seen Arnie? I can’t find him anywhere.” Amy is a pro at this game.
“Gilbert, I thought Arnie was with you.”
“Nope, not with me.”
“Shoot, ’cause I was hoping he’d help me with breakfast.”
“I’ve looked all over for him.”
The evergreen bush is giggling.
“Momma’s up and she's hungry. Guess I’ll have to make those pancakes by myself!”
The garage door rises, and Ellen emerges wearing her candy-cane bikini. Her red toes and fingers match. She
unfolds our only lawn chair and lies back to receive the morning sun. In an effort to include her in this, a family
activity of the rarest kind, I say,
“Ellen, have you seen your brother?”
She ignores me. I look to Amy. The bush is getting restless. .
“Little sister, did you hear me? We can’t find Arnie.”
Ellen flips through Cosmopolitan magazine. She’s still mad from this morning. Amy says,
“We’re looking hard. Have you seen him?”
She pretends to read. Amy hates not being answered.
“Ellen, did you hear me?”
“He’s in the bush.”
I will kill her.
“No, he isn’t,” Amy says. “Gilbert checked the bush.”
“Yeah,” I say.
“Gilbert is blind and a liar and quite, quite stupid!”
Arnie rises, oblivious, and shouts his traditional “Boo!” I make a big noise and fall to the ground.
“You scared me, Arnie. Oh God, you scared me.”
With a new batch of pine needles in his hair and a thick streak of dirt across his mouth, he laughs in a way that
reminds us he’s retarded. Amy says, “Breakfast,” and he runs into the house to watch her cook.
I walk to my pickup, climb in, and it starts up right away. My truck is a 1978 Ford; it’s blue, and even though
the bottom is rusting out, I know you’d want to go for a ride in it.
Before backing out of the drive, I study my little sister. Most people who sunbathe do so in their backyards; at
least this is how most people sunbathe in Iowa. But Ellen will be the first to tell you that she is not most people.
She knows that she is the prettiest girl in these parts. And that by strategically placing herself on our oil-stained
driveway, she also knows that all day long cars and trucks and bicycles from allover the county will drive past and
watch as she toasts her skin. Ellen likes an audience.
I’ve this dream of building Arnie a lemonade stand and setting him up in business. The kid would make a
killing. I honk my horn, even though it’s a sound I can’t stand. Ellen looks up, and in an attempt to make peace, I
wave and shout,
“Have a nice day!”
She says nothing, pushes out a fist with the back of her hand facing me, and her middle finger stretches toward
the sun. It stands there like a candle. She loves me—she just doesn’t know it yet. I wait for her finger to go away,
and when it doesn’t, I shift into drive and take my foot off the brake. My truck and I roll slowly toward her. She
looks up confident that she’ll win. The closer I get, the louder her laugh becomes. At three feet, I press on the
horn, and she is up and off the lawn chair. Before she can pull it out of the way, I accelerate fast and drive over it,
crush.
The chair is dead. Ellen stands to the side, her face matching the red in her bikini, the red on her toes. She
wants to cry, but it would mess up her makeup.
I was fine till the finger, I say to myself, as I shift to reverse. You don’t flip off Gilbert Grape. Let that be
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known.
As Ellen struggles to bend the chair back into shape, I back out of the driveway. I see Arnie looking out the
living-room window. He starts banging his forehead on the glass. He does this seven, eight times before Amy
pulls him away.
3
In Endora, there are two grocery stores. Smack on the town square is Lamson Grocery, where I work, and on
the edge of town, there is Food Land, where everyone else shops.
Food Land was built last October. Apparently, it’s loaded full of every cereal imaginable and Italian sausage
that hangs down. They say a smile can be found in every one of their fourteen aisles. They installed these electric
doors that open when your foot hits the black rubber mat. Many would say that this is the greatest thing ever to
happen in Endora. Also, they installed a stereo system that plays this dentist-like, elevator-like music, whatever
you call it. The Endora Express reported at the time that this music was intended to calm the customer, to soothe.
Please, spare us. Food Land is equipped with special cash registers that have conveyor belts, the kind of belt you
see in Des Moines, the kind you never thought would make it to Endora.
Food Land had a kind of grand-opening celebration this past March. Amy made me drive Arnie and her.
Having made up my mind never to set foot inside, I sat in my truck while Amy took the retard in for a look
around. She said that when Arnie saw the beans and Pop-Tarts and peanut butter move along the belt for the first
time, he started whooping and hollering.
I regret having to describe Food Land to you. I tried to avoid even mentioning that garbage dump, but there is
no way around it—not if you are to fully understand Mr. Lamson and Lamson Grocery and why I, Gilbert Grape,
can still be found there in his employ.
You won’t find electric doors and conveyor belts and computerized cash registers at Lamson Grocery. The
store is composed of only four aisles—each only twenty-one feet long. Lamson Grocery contains everything that
a reasonable person requires. But if you need the trappings of technology to think you’re getting a good bargain,
then I guess you better mosey your brainless body down to Food Land.
We at Lamson Grocery price every product by hand. We talk to our customers, we greet them without faking a
smile, we say your name.
“Hello, Dan.”
“Hello, Carol.”
“Hi there, Marty, you need some help?”
If a person wants to write us a check, we don’t take down all kinds of information or make you prove that
you’re you. There’s none of that crap. We say without saying it that your word is good. Then we sack up your
groceries and carry them out to your car.
Perhaps it is this excess of integrity that keeps the crowds away from Lamson Grocery. Perhaps Mr. Lamson is
like a constant reminder of our shortcomings. A man who works all day, every day and loves each apple he
uncrates, who cherishes each can of soup—a man like that surely puts us all to shame.
I started working for Mr. Lamson on a part-time basis when I was fourteen, and since graduating from high
school seven years ago, I’ve worked full-time.
It is a white building with gray steps, red trim, and a sincere sign that reads,

Lamson Grocery—Serving you since 1932
I push open the door that says ENTER and see Mr, Lamson at the cash register. His wife of a thousand years is
in the little closet-like cubicle that we use as our office, stacking pennies. The store is empty of customers. As I
get my apron from off the hook, he says,
“Good morning, Gilbert.”
“Hi, boss.” I poke my head in the cubicle and say,
“Good morning, Mrs. Lamson.”
She looks up and smiles the nicest smile. I get the push broom from the back and start sweeping Aisle One. Mr.
Lamson moves toward me, his hands in his pockets.
“Son, are you all right?”
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“Ohm, yeah. Why?”
“You look like you aged ten years. Honey, look at Gilbert.”
“I’m in the middle of counting.”
“Is something wrong at home?” There is always something wrong at home.
“No, sir,” I say. Mrs. Lamson pokes her head out of the office.
“Oh, he just looks tired. You just look tired, that’s all.”
“Is that what it is?”
“You’re looking at me like I’m dying, please, I’m not dying. It was an early morning. I took Arnie out to see
the carnival rides come in. I didn’t get a whole lot of sleep.”
“How do they look?”
“The rides? Okay, I guess. You know, same old rides.”
Mr. Lamson nods as if he knows what I mean, He goes to the cash register, rings it open, and brings me a crisp
five.
“This will help.”
“Huh?” I say.
“Arnie and the merry-go-round. This will get him a couple of rides, right?”
“Yes, sir,” I say. “It will buy a bunch of tickets.”
“Good.”
Mr. Lamson walks away. There is nothing he wouldn’t do for Arnie. I put the five in my back pocket and
continue my sweep. I’m whipping down Aisle Four, my rhythm really rolling, when I see two feet in ladies’ shoes.
A cloud of dust floats over these shoes, and I look up to find Mrs. Betty Carver standing before me dressed like a
Sunday-school teacher. She sneezes.
“Gilbert.”
“Hi,” I say.
“Bless me.”
“Huh?”
“You bless a person when they sneeze.”
“Oh. Bless you.”
“I can’t reach the Quaker Oats. Could you for me?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
She smiles when I say “ma’am.” I notice my fingernails are dirty. I try to hide my hands.
The Quaker Oats are on the top shelf in Aisle Three, and I’m tall enough to reach. I hand her a box. Mr.
Lamson comes around the corner and says,
“Oh, Gilbert got that for you. Good.” Mrs. Betty Carver suddenly blurts out,
“Is Gilbert a good employee?”
“Yes. The best I’ve ever had.”
“He’s reliable, I assume. Conscientious?”
“Yes. Very.” She follows him to the cash register.
“I’m perplexed, then. Why is it, do you think, that he’s not prompt with his insurance payments? For his truck.
Why do you think that is?”
Mrs. Betty Carver is the wife of Ken Carver, the only insurance man left in Endora.
“I’m afraid you’ll have to ask Gilbert that.” She turns to look at me.
“I’m sorry,” I say. “I’ll take care of it right away.”
“Of course you will,” Mr. Lamson says. “In fact, Gilbert, why don’t you run on over there and set the matter
straight right now?”
“No!” Mrs. Carver practically shouts. Then looking at me, and in this churchlike voice she says,
“I believe an afternoon appointment would be better.”
I look at my feet and say nothing.
Mrs. Betty Carver and the Quaker Oats are gone.
“That woman could have been a movie star,” Mrs. Lamson says. “Don’t you think, dear?”
“Prob’ly so,” Mr. Lamson says, all the while looking at me. “You think she could have been a movie star,
Gilbert, huh?”
I find the broom and go back to sweeping.
*
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It’s forty minutes later and there have been no customers since Mrs. Betty Carver. I’m in the back of the store,
Mr, and Mrs. Lamson are up front. Opening a carton of eggs, I drop two of them on the floor, I break the shells of
three more. I make a noise like I just fell. From the floor I start yelling,
“Darn it, Man! I can’t believe this!” Mr. Lamson hurries down Aisle Three.
“What is it? What’s wrong?” He sees the eggs, I sit there, my hands covering my face.
“I can’t believe this day. I’m sorry, I’m really sorry, boss—”
“It’s all right, son. You’re having one heck of a day.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Listen, clean up the mess, okay? Then take the rest of the day off.”
“No, I can’t do that.”
“I insist.”
“But—”
“Gilbert, I know when you need a day off.”
I pick up the shell bits with my fingers and then mop up the rest—half impressed at my theatrics, half ashamed
that I’ve deceived him, Never has a man been so good, so honest. As I'm hanging up my apron, Mr. Lamson
approaches,
“Just a friendly reminder. I know that it isn’t any of my business.”
“The insurance?” I ask.
“Yes.”
“I intend to take care of that today, sir.”
“I knew you would. You’re a good employee, son. You’re the best I’ve ever had.”
There was a time when I would have agreed with him. I’m heading out the door when he says,
“Gilbert, keep hanging in there,"
I stop and look at him.
“Why do you think that you should keep hanging in there?”
Nothing will come out of my mouth. I’m stumped.
“Because,”—Mr. Lamson pauses in that I’m-about-to-say-the-most-important-thing-ever way—“Because—”
“Yes,” I say, trying to hurry him along.
“Because there will be wonderful surprises.”
Taking a moment to soak that in, I then smile as if to say “I hope so” and proceed to leave by the wrong door. I
get in my truck and start it up. Inside the store, the Mrs. brings her husband a clean rag and he begins polishing
the cash register. They must sense me watching because they look my way and wave in unison.
I drive off.
I feel sorry for them, believing in me the way they do. I’m not the stock boy I once was. Plus, there’s nothing
worse than being told you’re good when you know you’re bad. For a moment, I even mourn for the eggs. Their
sudden, tragic death at the hands of a deceptive employee. Life might be full of wonderful surprises as Mr.
Lamson says. But more than that I believe Life is full of unfairness. I offer the fate of the eggs as proof of my
point.
4
It isn’t even eleven in the morning and already the day is boiling hot, the seat in my truck is on fire, and I’m
sweaty wet. How I wish I were a fish.
I drive two blocks to that bastion of security and protection, Carver’s Insurance. Housed in an old gas station
that’s been converted, Carver’s Insurance is one of the many buildings in Endora that have been remodeled or
made over—only Lamson Grocery has remained the same.
I pull into the gravel parking lot. Tears of sweat roll down the back of my legs as I climb out of my truck. I’m
careful going inside because there’s a bell above the door that smacks in your ear, Clink, clank, dong, bang.
Melanie, Mr. Carver’s secretary, looks up, startled, as if she can’t believe the sight of another human being. She
puts the cap on her White-out and says,
“Well, hello there, Gilbert Grape.”
“Hi,” I say,
Melanie wears her red hair in a beehive style that is completely out of date. She has a mole on her face that
must weigh a pound and a half, but I guess she’s nice enough. She’s over forty but has always insisted that we call
her by her first name. When I was in high school, she worked as the library monitor. She would let me sleep in the
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conference room. Once I saw her smoking, and something about her smoking disappointed me.
“Are you here to see Mr. Carver?” He calls from the back,
“Is that you, Gilbert? Melanie? Is that Gilbert Grape?”
“Yes. Hello,” I say. “I think I’m late on my payment.” Melanie doesn’t even check my file.
“You are late, Gilbert. Write us a check for a hundred twenty-three dollars and forty-three cents, and then you
can scoot on out of here.” She closes the door to Mr. Carver’s office.
“But you’re always late with your payments—why the sudden appearance of responsibility, why now?”
“Oh, I’m trying, you know, to better my life.”
Melanie smiles. Bettering your life, getting a fresh start, the bright side. Spout these concepts daily and you
will survive in Endora; you might even thrive.
“You don’t need an appointment, am I right? You just need to pay up.”
“No. Ohm, also I’ve some confusion regarding my whatever you call what insurance does for you.”
“I think you’re inquiring about your benefits.”
“Yes, that’s it.”
“So am I hearing that you actually do need an appointment?”
I don't know what Melanie is hearing. I can hardly talk to that hairstyle of hers. I wish I had a can of paint and
a pair of hedge clippers. Fortunately I rarely speak what I think.
“An appointment would be most opportune.”
“Gilbert, what a fine vocabulary you have.”
I want to explain that any flashes of intellect that spit through me are a tribute to the many study halls I spent
sleeping in the library.
“I only have you to thank for my vocabulary. I owe it all to you, Melanie.”
“You charmer.”
“No, I mean it.”
“Well then, you exaggerate.”
“No, I do not. All those study halls we shared. You were the finest study hall supervisor at the school. No
question about it in my mind or in anyone else’s.”
“How kind of you to say that.”
“Is it kind if it’s the truth?”
“Oh, I don’t know. Rest assured, I love working for Mr. Carver—I would never say otherwise—and I believe
in Insurance. But, between you and me, I miss working at the high school.”
“And the high school misses you, I’m sure.”
“The high school is closed, Gilbert. How could it miss me?”
“It would if it could.”
“I’m hard to anger, you know that, but I could bite off the heads of the people who made that decision to close
our high school. Busing all those kids to Motley.”
“Well, everyone’s moving away.”
“I know, but still.”
“There were thirty-nine in my freshman class and only twenty-three were left when we graduated.”
“You don’t say. Well, we could talk all day, couldn’t we? We have so much in common, don’t you think?”
I don’t know how to answer that without lying in the most blatant of ways.
“So much in common, yes, come to think of it.”
“I’ve always thought it a shame that we’re not the same age. You older or me younger. We’d have made a
lovely couple, don’t you think? Really, it’s quite a shame.”
“A pity.”
“Yes, pity is a good word.”
I left this conversation hours ago, but somehow my mouth is still moving, words are still forming, and no one
have seemed to offend. Amazing, the mind. My mind, I mean. Not hers.
It’s suddenly down to business for Melanie. Her voice becomes sharp and biting.
“So you’d like to make an appointment to see Mr. Carver?”
“Yes, ma’am. Please.”
“One moment.”
She stands, moves to his door, and taps ever so lightly. She gently pushes it open. I hear classical music
playing from inside his office. It takes a few minutes but soon she’s standing in the doorway, smiling as if she’s
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the most wonderful news.
“How fortunate. You can see Mr. Carver right now if you’d like.” Mr. Carver calls out,
“It would be a treat to see you! Step on back and let’s see what we can do.”
“Thank you, Mr. Carver, but I’ll have to come back later. Errands and all.”
Mr. Carver says, “Oh,” like he’s about to cry, Melanie smiles, smacks her lips and says,
“I know how that is. I run errands day in, day out. Sometimes I think it’s all I do.”
“Well …” She opens his appointment calendar, which, for this particular Wednesday, the first day of summer,
is completely blank.
“Well, you have picked a marvelous day. Mr. Carver lunches at noon sharp. He’s back at one sharp. At four
o’clock, he and his wife are driving to Boone to make a surprise visit to their boys at church camp. So up until
four, you have free rein.”
“How does two sound?”
“Perfect. A perfect time for an appointment. If it suits you, that is.”
“Yeah, fine.”
“We’ll see you at two o’clock sharp, then.”
“Okay.”
“Have a nice day. And hello to Amy, your family. Your mother. I haven’t seen your mother in years. How is
she?”
“Oh, you know—”
“No, I don’t. It’s been some time since I’ve—”
I say, “Big things are happening for her, big things.” I'm backing up toward the door. Melanie puts a finger
over her mouth, signaling me to be quiet. Then she waves me over to her and whispers,
“You haven’t mentioned my new hairdo?”
“That’s true.”
“You like it, don’t you?”
“Oh, it’s you.”
“You think?”
“It suits you perfectly.”
Melanie stops for a moment. She shines—all four and a half feet of her. I don’t know how I did it, but
somehow I made this woman’s day. “If I were any younger …”
Oh God. Here we go again. Leap for the door, Gilbert.
“Bye now!”
I open the door slowly but still the bell jingles and clinks.
5
I drive off with the windows rolled down. My hair is getting blown all over, scratching my eyes. My hair is so
long that it’s beginning to eat my head.
I pass Endora’s Gorgeous, one of two beauty parlors in town, and suddenly the image of Melanie’s bright red
cotton-candy hairdo returns to haunt me. The way it stands straight up, it’s like a new eraser on an old pencil. I try
to picture her after a morning bath, her hair all wet and droopy. She, looking in the mirror, trying to create the lie
she tells herself to get up and get moving [to]. I’ll never know how she keeps such a positive point of view. If I
were her, I think I’d cry all day, all night.
My truck’s gas gauge says it all. I drive over to the other side of town and pull up at Dave Allen’s station.
Buying my gas from Dave is a pleasure because of his cord or tube or whatever you call the black thing that
stretches across the station. It’s supposed to go bing-bing or bong-bong or ding-ding when tires go over it. The
one at Dave’s stopped working several years ago, and he won't have it fixed because he feels as I do—that none of
us need to be reminded we exist.
So I always drive there for my gas. No cord, no bing-bing, bong- bong, ding-ding. Bliss.
I pump in a few bucks’ worth, buy an Orange Crush from the pop machine and a bag of Cheetos. I pay in exact
change. Dave says,
“The carnival.”
“Yep?”
“Real good for business, you know.”
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“Really?” I say.
“Some of the rides run on gasoline.”
“They buy it from you, I hope.”
“Yeah.” Dave smiles. I’ve never seen him look so proud.
Driving out of town, I pass Chip Miles driving a tractor on his daddy’s farm. I honk and Chip waves—all
happy, I guess, that someone recognized him. Chip is a nice enough guy, strong in that I-throw-a-lot-of-hay way.
He was a champion wrestler for the high school team in Motley. He graduated a few weeks back. The tragedy
with Chip is that he never had a date the whole four years he went there. See, he’s got one of his front teeth
capped in silver and that just discourages any girl in these parts. When he talks, he barely moves his top lip. But if
you catch him off guard, like I just did, he will open his mouth wide, yell “Hey!” and you’ll get a glare from his
tooth.
I’ve got time to kill before my insurance appointment, and I’m going to relax. I speed up to seventy, seventyfive miles an hour and head for my favorite county road.
The roads all around Endora are completely straight and flat and bland except for Highway 2, which I am
presently on. This road curves, and there is a small bridge stretching across Skunk River, which is actually just a
creek, but since it’s officially named a river everyone thinks that’s what it is.
*
It’s eleven miles later and I’m at the county cemetery. I drive under the metal framelike gate thing. I turn off
my truck and walk across the graves. I find my place and sit. I eat my Cheetos, drink my Orange Crush. I lie back
and look at the sky. Every five minutes or so I hear a car or a semi drive past. I look at the clouds, which are not
even clouds today—wisps of white, little streaks, strokes, that move, but not in any interesting way; even the
clouds have their doubts.
I eat two Cheetos for every sip of soda and soon both are gone. I roll over on my stomach and try to picture
what my father looks like now. His skin is surely gone, and his heart and brain and eyes have turned to whatever it
is they turn to. Dust, maybe. I’m told hair is one of the last parts of you to decay. The bones most certainly are still
there, still rotting.
There are two weeds to the left of his tombstone. I pull them out and throw them several feet onto somebody
else.
My heart beating confirms; I’m alive. Sitting in this particular cemetery on this particular day makes me feel
special. Like I stand out.
I lie back and breathe myself to sleep.
*
The sound of a truck driving into the cemetery wakes me. It’s two guys and a hydraulic shovel, and it appears
they’ve come to dig a grave.
The sun has moved far across the sky. My skin feels all warm. I did the dumbest thing—falling asleep with no
sunscreen lotion and no shade. I have cooked my skin and by tonight, I’ll probably glow in the dark. I cross over
to the grave diggers and say,
“Hey, you know the time?”
“Four o’clock or thereabouts.”
“Thanks.” Already feeling the burn of my skin, I quickly seek distraction.
“So is this how they dig graves? I thought you’d use shovels.”
“No, man, shovels went out years ago.” Suddenly I've this sincere interest in their process.
“You dig a lot of graves?”
“Yeah. Me and my partner, we dig for all three cemeteries in this county.”
“You wouldn’t happen to know who you’re digging this one for?”
“Yeah, we know. It’s on the sheet.”
The one who hasn’t said anything looks at the sheet.
“I’m wondering,” I say, “because a friend of mine died yesterday.”
“Sorry about that, man.”
“Well, that’s the way it goes some days.”
“Yeah, some days you die.”
“Exactly,” I say.
“Braider is her name.”
“Brainer, that’s her.”
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“This is your friend we’re digging for?”
“Yeah.” I try to look sad and forlorn.
“You don’t seem all that upset about it.”
“No, I do my grieving, you know, in private.”
“Sure, that’s cool.” They’ve dug about three feet when I say,
“You can’t make that hole deep enough.”
“Huh?”
“Oh, nothing. See ya.” As I walk away, the guy who has been silent mutters something to the other guy.
“Hey, buddy, hey you!”
“Yeah?”
“Uhm. My partner here wants to know something.”
“Okay, shoot.” I’m now about ten graves away from them.
“He’s wondering if you’re one of the Grapes! We’re from Motley. you know. And for a long time we’ve been
hearing about this family—”
It takes two tries to get my door shut. And with my truck kicking up a cloud of dust, I leave them wondering, I
drive home.
Of course I’m a Grape, I want to shout. I’m Gilbert Grape. …
*KANSAS*
133.136 Dishes\fn{by Agnes Mary Brownell (1856 [W says 1874]-1921)} Concordia, Cloud County, Kansas, U.S.A. (F) 6
“Well, I guess that’s the last of that!” Myra Bray said grimly, and blinked at the smashed fragments of the cup.
It had been so fragile, that even the sound of its breaking was thin and evanescent like a note blown, not struck.
Now as it lay on the floor, it seemed dwindled to nothing more than the fine gilt stem that had been its handle, and
irregular pinkish fragments like fallen petals.
“Myry Bray! Butterfingers!” Myra apostrophized herself, and darted a quick, sidelong glance in the direction
of old Mrs. Bray, her mother-in-law. It had been old Mrs. Bray’s cup. This was old Mrs. Bray’s house. When
Myra married Marvin Bray it had been with the understanding that they must make their home with his mother,
now that Nellie was gone.
Old Mrs. Bray said nothing. The pink cup had belonged to Nellie; Marvin’s had been blue. They had been oldtime Christmas gifts; and they had never been used. They were too fine to use. All those years they had stood side
by side on an upper shelf of the safe, along with the majolica pickle-dish, the cracker-jar that Abbie Carter had
painted in a design of wheat-heads, the lemonade set that George’s wife had presented upon the occasion of a
visit, and a collection of little china souvenirs—trays and miniature pitchers with Souvenir of the Springs
inscribed upon them.
“At least the saucer’s safe,” ventured Myra, after a pause. She had only just come to live with old Mrs. Bray.
She wondered how she would take it.
“Well—might’s well sweep up the muss!”
Old Mrs. Bray spoke. Myra thought she detected a quiver in her voice:
“Pick ’em up,” her mother-in-law directed, “and put ’em here in my apron.”
Myra obeyed. Old Mrs. Bray gathered up her apron and went away to her room. She did not emerge till nearly
supper-time.
Once Myra had gone to her door. It was inhospitably closed. Myra thought she detected a faint chinking sound.
“Now I wonder”—thought Myra—“is she a-grievin’ or a-sulkin’? I ’druther it was a-sulkin’—an old pink
chiny cup! I’d buy her another, only I s’pose it wouldn’t make it up to her—Nellie’s and all. Mebbe if I hurried
and put off my waist, I could finish up her challis. She don’t need the challis, and I do the waist. But mebbe it
might take her mind off losin’ Nellie and then losin’ the cup. I expect that come hard to Mother Bray.”
Myra smoothed her hair and put on a fresh afternoon percale. To see Myra with her thin brown face, her
slicked-back black hair which showed white threads like ravellings, in her afternoon house-dress of gray percale,
one would never have taken her for a bride. Yet Myra had a very bridal feeling, sitting in her own home, with her
own sewing, instead of running the machine in the shop, as she had done before her marriage. That it was, in
reality, her husband’s mother’s home, and her husband’s mother's sewing, scarcely altered the case. It was home,
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not shop. She had been married in August, when work fell slack. Now it was October. She had not broken
anything until today.
Myra sewed and rocked and looked up at the framed portraits of Marvin and Nellie and Frank as children—the
girl in queer plaid, and a locket; the boys in gilt-braided suits. Old and crude as the drawing was, it had a look of
them—that steady, serious look of Marvin which he had never lost; and Nellie’s—bold and managerial.
Frank had died. Poor mother. She had known trouble.
At five, old Mrs. Bray came stiffly out. She had a curious, secretive air, not in the least mournful nor
accusative, as Myra had feared. Myra held up the dress—a soft, gray challis with lavender pipings. Old Mrs.
Bray’s eyes widened like a pleased child’s.
“Want to try it on?” suggested Myra:
“It ain’t done!”
“To the last hook.” She began to assist her mother into the new dress.
Mrs. Bray was a pretty old woman. There was about her an effect of fragile bloom like that of her old cup. In
her gray-and-lavender she was like a quaint pastel.
“There!” cried Myra, standing off to view the effect.
“I ain’t a-goin’ to take it off!” declared old Mrs. Bray suddenly; and waited for the remonstrance. Nellie had
always said: “Why, mother! Of course , you’ll take it off right away! Wear your good clothes out at home!”
To her surprise, Myra assented.
“Keep it on, and let Marvin see how fine you look.”
“Wun’t you need me about supper?”
“Now you just set and let me get supper alone tonight.”
“I’ll set the table,” decided old Mrs. Bray. “I guess just laying plates won’t hurt it none.”
Myra set about her biscuits. Marvin had to have his hot bread. Suddenly she heard a little splintering crash,
followed by a whimpering wail.
“Myry! Oh, Myry! I’ve broke the sasser!”
The last remnants of Nellie’s saucer, with their pink, fluted edges like ravished petals, lay spread out at old
Mrs. Bray’s feet.
“Now ain’t that just too bad! (I s’pose she was touching it, for old times’ sake—and her trembly old fingers
and all, she let it slip.) Never mind, Mother; you got the blue one yet. And mebbe that saucer can be mended …”
Her mother with a jealous sweep of old hands, gathered up the fragments of the broken saucer.
“I don’t want mended dishes,” she said resentfully, and went stiffly away to her room.
That night, when they were alone, Myra told Marvin about Nellie’s cup and saucer.
“And I just know she’s a-keeping of the pices, and a-mourning over them,” she finished. “Such things get to
have associations. I ’most wish it had been your cup that got broke. She’s got you, and Nellie’s gone.”
“Gone—what’s a hundred miles!”
“I’m afraid she misses Nell.”
“Now don’t you go getting notions in your head. Nell was a master hand for work, but she didn’t keep things
up a mite better than you—not so good, to my notion. You’re restfuller. Nell couldn’t rest herself nor let anybody
else. Nell couldn’t a-touched them biscuit—fact!”
“I try to keep things up as much like Nell as I can. I’d ruther use white tablecroths myself, but Nell always
used the checkered. And my own chiny set the folks gave me—but I know Mother’d feel strange without her old
white ones. There’s lots of pretty chiny in the safe, but Nell always used it so careful. I’ve never used a piece. And
yet, just adustin’ that pink cup I had to go and drop it! I don’t s’pose it was ever drunk out of.”
“What’s the good,” argued Marvin, “of having things too fine to use?”
“You and me, Marvin, think the same about them things. But Nell and Mother—they’re different.”
“You’re a good woman, Myry.”
It pleased Myra to be told that she was good, and that her biscuits surpassed those of the capable Nell. But
such compriments, for all their practicality and worth, sent no flush to her sallow cheek. In her woman’s
magazine, which came to her monthly, lovers (and more rarely, husbands) were always breathing into the
heroine’s ear, “I love you. How beautiful you are!” or sentiments in that tenor. Marvin had not told her he loved
her. He had asked her seriously and repectfully to marry him, when it became apparent that the efficient Nell was
about to wed. And he had never told her that she was beautiful. She could not have believed him if he had.
Two days after the accident to the pink cup, the majolica pickle-dish was found shattered in front of the safe,
when Marvin came out to start the kitchen fire. No one could account for its being there. The safe doors were ajar,
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and they decided that the majolica dish must have got pushed too near the edge of the shelf, and that a sudden jar
had dislodged it. The safe doors were never remembered to have been left open before; the majolica dish hadalways sat well back; and nothing more jarring than Marvin’s step disturbed the habitual quiet of the house. Still,
how else account for it?
“Mebbe Tom leaped up and done it,” suggested old Mrs. Bray.
The sleepy Tom, a handsome tiger-stripe, sunk in bodily comfort, seemed to eye her reproachfully. He had not
leaped in years.
Old Mrs. Bray carried away with her the fragments of the majolica pickle-dish and that afternoon, and other
afternoons, she passed in the solitary privacy of her room. Still her retirement seemed to work her no ill. From
these solitary vigils she always emerged dressed in her gray-and-lavender. Ordinarily the ladies Bray wore percale
on week day afternoons—fresh ones, but prints for all that. That had been Nell’s way. Although old Mrs. Bray had
a closet hung with good wool dresses, and even one festival silk.
Myra’s trousseau had been so simple as scarcely to deserve the name. She had been married in a neat, dark
suit, turned out in the shop where she had been employed for more than seven years. Myra had been “on skirts”
for most of the seyen years; and her dress had been almost a uniform—skirt and blouse. But she had secretly
sewed for herself another sort of dress—house-dresses for the afternoon, of inexpensive, but delicate and lightcolored fabrics; made a little “fussy.” These she never wore. Old Mrs. Bray never wore fussy clothes; and it had
not been Nell’s way. The gray-and-lavender challis had been in the nature of an experiment. Old Mrs. Bray was
plainly pleased; but she rarely wore it. She said it would make it common. So the Brays, as in Nellie’s regime,
continued to wear the common gray percales, and to eat off the common white crockery. And with a strange,
bewitched pertinacity, the fine, decorative bits of china, shut away on their upper shelf in the safe continued to get
themselves broken.
Once it was one of the glasses of George’s wife’s lemonade set. These glasses had ornate gilt bands about the
brim, and painted flowers upon the side. Taking down the set one day, to show George’s wife’s gift to a caller
(gifts were never gifts in fee-simple in the Bray household. Always part possession seemed vested in the donor)
old Mrs. Bray let slip one of the glasses. The fragments lay in a path of sun, struck through and through with light,
they seemed to possess a strange, new iridescence.
“Now ain’t that too bad!” sympathized the caller. “Spoils the whole set. You want to get every bit of that glass
up and in the ash-can. Glass is aful to grind in.”
Old Mrs. Bray gathered up the pieces. They sent out strange gleams like rude gems. Myra and the caller
watched sympathetically the eager abruptness of her departure.
“Your mother-in-law is some shaky,” observed the caller. “She hadn’t ought to go to handle such delicate
things.”
“I expect she won’t come out again,” Myra said. “It always makes Mother feel bad to break things.”
Old Mrs. Bray did not come out again till after the caller had departed. She had on her gray-and-lavender
dress.
“Always when Mother breaks a dish seems like she goes and puts on her gray-and-lavender,” thought Myra;
but she only said, “You look nice in that dress, Mother.”
“I know I do,” returned old Mrs. Bray serenely, “but I don’t aim to make it common, Myry.”
At holiday time, Nell and her husband came for a visit. Nell immediately proceeded to take the reins of
government. She was a big, good-looking woman, younger than Myra. She had a large, well-modeled face with
bloomy cheeks, golden brown eyes, fringed thick as daisies, and crisply undulating waves of dark hair. She
disposed of their greetings in short order, retired to her old room to change into serviceable work things, and
issued her ultimatum.
“Now don’t go to any fuss, Myry. John and me ain’t company. Treat us like the family. You’ve changed the
roaster, ain’t you, Myry? This ain’t near so good a place for it. I’ve brought you one of my hens, Mother—all
dressed and ready. We’ll have it for dinner. Now Myry, don’t you go to getting out a white table-cloth. Get one of
them red-checkered ones. I s’pose those are your weddin’ dishes—well, leave ’em be, now you got them down.
But we won’t use ’em common—the old white ones is plenty good enough. Folks that use their best every day has
got no best. You might get the potatoes on now, Myry.”
“Let me finish settin’ the table, Myry,” pleaded old Mrs. Bray. A moment later there was a crash,
“Oh, Nellie! Oh, Myry! I didn’t go to do it! My arm breshed it”
Marvin’s souvenir pitcher his Aunt Mat give him one Fair time! It musta be’n fifteen year old!”
“I didn’t go to do it!” quavered old Mrs. Bray.
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“Who ever heard of such a thing? Of course you didn’t do no such crazy thing! But that don’t save its being
broke. Here—let me sweep it up.”
“Don’t you sweep them pieces up!” shrilled her mother. This voice of high command on the part of her little
old subservient mother gave Nell pause. She stood, dustpan in hand, looking down upon that stiffly stooping
figure garnering into her gathered apron a little heap of splintered china.
“Mother must be getting childish,” Nell said to Myra, when old Mrs. Bray had trotted stiffly away with her
spoils.
Myra did not reply. She hoped Nell would not discover that ravished shelf of prized old china.
“Well—Nell got ye in hand?” inquired Nell’s husband, John Peebles, at dinner. The good-natured wink which
accompanied the words, the hearty voice and friendly manner, robbed the words of offense. They seemed rather a
humorous gibe directed against Nell. These two got along excellently well. There was about John Peebles an
effect of tender strength, reassuring and at the same time illuminating—responsive to weakness, but adamant to
imposition. Even the managerial Nell had not succeeded in piercing that armored side of him—his ‘thus far and
no further.’
“Aw—you!” said Nell, adoringly.
“I bet Nell’s met her boss!” grinned Marvin. “He don’t go so fur as to beat ye, does he, Nell?”
“Smarty!” returned Nell. Her eyes crinkled up at the corners. She had met her match, and she knew it and
gloried in it. But she didn’t want any sass from the family.
She had none. They submitted without demur. The dishpan sunned in the old place. The towels dried along a
line of her own stretching.
“John and me don’t mean to make you any work,” she assured them.
They made no work. It seemed there had never been so much leisure.
“Myry,” inquired Nell, “where’s that other glass that goes with George’s wife’s lemonade set?”
“Oh, it must be ’round som’ers,” Myra returned vaguely.
“Round som’ers ! Why ain’t they all together?” Nell prodded in further search. “Where’s my pink gilt cup and
saucer Aunt Em gimme one Christmas?”
“Ain’t it there?” ventured Myra with a cowardly shrinking from confession, not so much on her own account
as for old Mrs. Bray. There was the majolica pickle-dish, the gilt, beflowered lemonade glass, Abbie Carter’s
cracker-jar, certain of the fragile souvenir pin-trays I stacked in a corner of the shelf.
“Here’s Marvin’s blue one. It’s funny where them things can be. I always kept them here together, on this
shelf.”
“They’re som’ers,” Myra repeated vaguely.
Old Mrs. Bray had sat throughout this conversation, making buttonholes in a new gray percale. Once, when
Nell was back at the sink, she reached out a wavering, fat old arm, and gave Myra’s apron string a tug, as a bad
child pulls a cat’s tail in a sort of impish humor. Her eyes, blue and shining as a child’s saucer, looked very wise.
A little laugh clucked in her throat.
“Mother—you feel chilly? You want to keep out of drafts,” cautioned Nellie from the sink.
“Never felt more chipper!” averred old Mrs. Bray. She had not spent an afternoon in her room since Nell’s
arrival. Today, however, after dinner, she withdrew with an air of intending to remain there for some time. She
took her buttonholes with her. It was likely that Nell could not content herself until she had searched every
cupboard and pantry for the missing treasure.
“I declare—it is the beatin’est thing! Whatever can have become of them?” she apprized Myra. “You find
much time to read, Myry?”
Myra found time to read her woman’s magazine from cover to cover, in the course of the month. Some things
she read more than once—those frankly impossible stories in which the heroines were always beautiful and
always loved. Myra had never known a heroine; the women of her acquaintance were neither beautiful nor
adored; and were probably quite comfortably unaware of this lack.
“I’m getting notional,” Myra accused herself fearfully. The Family Doctor Book, a learned and ancient tome,
confirmed these suspicions. It treated of this, and related matters, with a large assurance, like a trusty confidant.
“Funny how long Mother stays in her room!” wondered Nell.
“Mebbe she’s fell asleep. Old people need all the sleep they can get. It’s mostly so broken.”
“I’m agoing to see!” deposed Nell. Myra had never invaded that withdrawn privacy. But Nell, with her
grenadier step, went swiftly and threw open the door.
“What on earth! Mother !” Old Mrs. Bray’s voice streamed quavering out,
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“Oh, Nellie! Don’t scold me! Myry!—”
Somehow Myra was there-past the affronted Nell in the door. In the instant silence they made a strange
tableau.
Old Mrs. Bray in her fine gray-and-lavender gown was seated before her little wash-hand-stand. The floral
pitcher in its floral bowl had been set to one side on the floor. What covered the towel-protected top of the stand,
was Nellie’s looted treasure. There were the fragments of the pink cup and saucer; the leaf-green and brown
majolica bits that had been the pickle-dish; the iridescent curved sides of George’s wife’s lemonade-glass; Aunt
Em’s shattered souvenir pitcher; Abbie Carter’s cracker-jar with its smashed wheat-heads. Myra only looked
bewilderedly; but on Nell’s gaping face apprehension succeeded stupefaction and dissolved in its turn into a great
brimming tenderness.
“Scold you, Mother? Oh, Mother—what must you think me! (Oh, poor Mother—poor Mother—she’s gone
daft!)”
"I always admired pretty broken bits of chiny,” old Mrs. Bray confessed. “But the pitcher was a accident—
reely it was, Nellie. I never went to let that fall. My arm breshed it. But the sasser and the pickle-dish and
George’s wife’s lemonade-glass and Abbie Carter’s cracker-jar—I done them a-purpose. And I can’t say I regret
the pitcher, nuther.”
“Yes, Mother! Yes, yes! It’s all right; I understand. (Myry, don’t you leave her! I thought she was getting’
childish, but Oh—to think—I’ll have John go for Doc Bradley right away. Let ’er amuse herself—but don’t you
leave her alone a minute! Poor Mother! Poor old Mother! A-playin’ with broken chiny dishes!)”
“What’s Nell a-whisperin’ to ye?” inquired old Mrs. Bray, sharply. “There’s nothin’ to whisper about as I
know. Did ever you see anything purtier than this pink chiny piece, Myry? It broke so clean, and curved as a petal.
And this here piece of George’s wife’s lemonade glass—it’s handsome as a brooch. See how the flower come out!
Why, Myry, I’ve set here and fairly eat off these dishes!”
“Yes, Mother. But shan’t we put them up now? Some one might drop in—Nell bein’ here.” She could not bear
that Marvin and John and the doctor should see this pitiful child’s play.
Old Mrs. Bray assented with the utmost good nature. She drew up a box of lacquer and proceeded to lay her
china service carefully and dextrously away. She set the box quite openly along the shelf beside her bonnet box
and the snug, little brown round pasteboard roll that held her little old round muff. Presently they heard steps in
the sitting-room. Some one had dropped in—but it was only Marvin and John and old Doc Bradley.
Marvin’s face held a look of scared apprehension; John’s withheld judgment; Nell was frankly red-eyed. She
had been walking fiercely back and forth in the yard unable to face again that piteous picture.
The only unclouded faces there were Doc Bradley’s and old Mrs. Bray’s. She gave him a shrewd look. He
returned it in kind.
“So-o-o,” said old Mrs. Bray, noting their various scrutiny. There was even an effect of state about her as she
settled herself in her special rocker. But she said, quite simply and conversationally, “Do you want I should tell
you about them dishes? Well—it was thisaway. And understand—I don’t blame nobuddy. Folks are different. I
always loved pretty dishes, but I never got to use ’em. First on account of you being little”—she eyed Nellie and
Marvin with benignant allowance—“and after that, because of Nell always bein’ agin using things common. She’s
like her father. He was thataway. He was a good man, , but he ’lowed good things shouldn’t be used common.
And then when Myry come with her purty weddin’ dishes and all, I’d hoped she’d be sort o’ different—more like
me. But seem like she favored Nell. But I’d never thought of breakin’ them if it hadn’t a be’n for the pink cup.
That give me the idee. That very night I broke the sasser to it. I figured I’d get the use of them dishes some way.”
Old Mrs. Bray clucked pleasantly, and resumed.
“I’d always wanted to wear one o’ my good dresses afternoons, too. Well, Myry made me one. And she was
reel good about wantin’ me to wear it common. I had a good man. I’ve had good children. I’ve lived a long life.
But two things I wanted, I never had—pretty dishes to use, and to be dressed up afternoons. Myry makin’ me that
dress turned my head, I reckon. And the pink cup finished it.”
“I take the full blame. It was me done both—broke the cup and sewed the dress,” spoke up Myry. “And it’s
you I favored all along, Mother. If you knew how I’ve honed to set the table with my weddin’ dishes. And I could
show you—I’ve got some things you’ve never seen—house-dresses—pink—sprigged …”
“Meanin’ no offense, Nellie—and Marvin—you can’t help bein’ like your pa. I guess I’m just a foolish old
woman.”
“We’re all like we’re made,” sounded the oracular accents of Mr. Peebles. “Joke’s on you all right, Nell.”
“I guess I’m it,” she admitted cheerfully.
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Doc Bradley looked sharply at Myra when she let him out. Perhaps he noted the pathos of that thin face; those
speaking eyes, that seemed to confess a secret longing.
“If you should feel the call, just break a few dishes on your own account!” he advised her. “I like to see folks
get what they want. If they want it bad enough, they’ll get it.” He thought it might be a dress, perhaps—something
pretty. Women in Myry’s case have odd notions.
Myry had an odd notion. She wanted to be told that she was beautiful and loved.
“You little black stringy thing!” she told herself fiercely. “He’s fond of you. And good to you. He’s like his pa;
he won’t show it common. And anyways—you beautiful!”
But every month she read, with a new and avid interest, those far-fetched, extravagant tales of beautiful and
beloved women.
During the remainder of Nell’s stay, old Mrs. Bray and Myra felt a certain delicacy about inaugurating the use
of the white cloths, the wedding china, and the pretty bits on the safe-shelf. But when the Peebles’s visit was over,
the table achieved a patterned whiteness and a general festive appearance. Old Mrs. Bray donned the gray-andlavender every afternoon, and Myra bloomed out in pink print. She scarcely ever went abroad now, but for all
that, her world was infinitely widened. Once Marvin, dangling from two spread fingers a tiny yoke, inquired
doubtfully,
“Do you think it’s big enough to go round his neck?”
He was always urging her to have help in, and not to tire herself out. But curiously, he never noted the pink
print any more than if it had been dull slate. That had not been his pa’s way; and it was not his way. But he was
good to her. What more could a woman ask?
After Nell came, he felt aggrieved—quite useless and in the way. The women were always displaying things—
digging them out from the bottoms of drawers—clouds of soft, white things, with here and there a rift of color in
tassel or tufting.
There came a night when he sat alone. In the beginning, he had tried to read—he picked up her woman’s
magazine, eyeing it curiously, that these silly, floppy sheets should hold, as they did, women’s eyes. There were
pictures in it—always pictures—pictured embraces, with words beneath.
“How beautiful you are! I love you—I love you! How beautiful you are!”
Always harping on the same thing—love and beauty. As if life were a sentimental thing like that!
He flung it down. How could he stay his mind on such stuff, when Myry—when Myry—
Nell, important and managerial, occasionally came out and elbowed him about in some mysterious search. At
such times, old Mrs. Bray, done up for the night in a highly flowered and mantle-like garment, came creeping
inquiringly in.
“Now, Nell—you know what Myry told ye—if you was to fergit now …”
“All right, Mother. I won’t forget.”
“You know where to find ’em …”
“Yes, I know where to find ’em.”
“Now, Nell, I promised Myry—”
“What did you promise Myry?” Marvin flared in sudden jealousy.
Both women eyed him, as from a great and unattainable height. Then Nell’s capable back disappeared beyond
Myry’s door; and his mother’s little old grotesque and woolly figure was swallowed up by the black hall.
Again he took up the magazine. Again looked at the picture. Again, scarcely seeing them, he read the words.
Again he sat; and again Nell elbowed him importantly, and his mother in her snail-like wrappings, came creeping
in to remind Nell …
When Doc Bradley came out, at first he thought the man, sprawled loosely in the chair, must be asleep—till he
lifted his eyes. They were sleepless and inflamed like a watch-dog’s.
“Hold on! Wait a minute! Nell’s boss now. You don’t want to go in looking that way—you’d skeer ’im!”
“What’ll I say?” inquired Marvin hoarsely. “Myry’s a good woman—she’s been a good wife to me—too good
—”
“Tell ’er something she don’t know! Say something fond-like and foolish.”
“You can come in now,” granted the lofty Nell. Somehow, old Mrs. Bray had preceded him. But he never saw
her. He never even saw the managerial Nell. He saw his wife’s face, looking so little and white from out a ruffled
lace cap. There were circles of ruffles about her thin wrists. There was a lace ruffle in the neck of her gown. For
these were Myry’s coronation robes; it was about this adorning that old Mrs. Bray had continuously cautioned
Nell. Nell, in that smug, proprietary manner of hers, had turned back a blanket—enough to show the tiny yoke
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which he had dangled, and the neck which it encircled, and the red and wrinkly head on top of that …
Like a well-conned article of catechism, words came to Marvin—words he could never have got from his pa.
“Oh, Myry—I love you! How beautiful you are!”
A strange cosmetic glowed on Myra’s white cheek. Happiness is the surest beautifier. He might never say it
again. It was not likely that he would. He favored his pa. But she had had her great moment—her beautiful and
beloved moment. She smiled drowsily up at old Mrs. Bray, beaming beneficently above; and remembered, in an
odd flash, the pink china cup. This was her cup—full and running over.
“Come on out now, and let her sleep,” ordered the dictatorial Nell. “Who’d a-thought, now, Myry had her little
vanities? That lace cap now, and them ruffles—for Marvin! Some folks has the strangest notions.”
“’Tain’t notions!” protested old Mrs. Bray.
“Oh, yes, it is! And all right, if you feel that way—like you and your dishes, now.”
“Myry and me both is powerful set on dishes,” exulted old Mrs. Bray.
91.33 The Story Of Aqua Pura\fn{by William Allen White (1868-1944)} Emporia, Lyon County, Kansas, U.S.A. (M) 3
People who write about Kansas, as a rule, write ignorantly, and speak of the state as a finished product.
Kansas, like Gaul of old, is divided into three parts, differing as widely, each from the other, as any three countries
in the same latitude upon the globe. It would be as untrue to classify together the Egyptian, the Indian, and the
Central American, as to speak of the Kansas man without distinguishing between the Eastern Kansan, the Central
Kansan, and the Western Kansan. Eastern Kansas is a finished community like New York or Pennsylvania.
Central Kansas is finished, but not quite paid for; and the Western Kansas, the only place where there is any
suffering from drought or crop failures, is a new country—old only in a pluck which is slowly conquering the
desert.
Aqua Pura was a western Kansas town, set high up, far out on the prairie. It was founded nine years ago, at the
beginning of the boom—not by cowboys and ruffians, but by honest, ambitious men and women. Of the six men
who staked out the town site, two—Johnson and Barringer—were Harvard men; one, Nickols, was from
Princeton; and the other three—Bemis, Bradley, and Hicks—had come from inland state universities. When their
wives came west there was a Vassar reunion, and the first mail that arrived after the post office had been
established brought the New York magazines. The town was like dozens of others that sprang up far out in the
treacherous wilderness in that fresh, green spring of 1886.
They called it Aqua Pura, choosing a Latin name to proclaim to the world that it was not a rowdy town. The
new yellow pine of the little village gleamed in the clear sunlight. It could be seen for miles on a clear, warm day,
as it stood upon a rise of ground; and over in Maize, six miles away, the electric lights of Aqua Pura, which
flashed out in the evening before the town was six months old, could be seen distinctly. A schoolhouse that cost
twenty thousand dollars was built before the town had seen its first winter; and the first Christmas ball in Aqua
Pura was held in an opera house that cost ten thousand. Money was plentiful; two- and three-story buildings rose
on each side of the main street of the little place. The farmers who had taken homesteads in the country around the
town had prospered. The sod had yielded handsomely from the first breaking. Those who had come too late to put
in crops found it easy to borrow money. There was an epidemic of hope in the air. Everyone breathed the
contagion. The public library association raised a thousand dollars for books during the winter, and in the spring a
syndicate was formed to erect a library building. Aqua Pura could not afford to be behind other towns, and the
railroad train that passed the place threw off packages of the newest books as fast as mails could come from New
York. The sheet-iron tower of the Aqua Pura waterworks rose early in the spring of ’87, and far out in the high
grass the hydrants were scattered. Living water came bountifully from the wells that were sunk from fifty to one
hundred feet in the ground.
Barringer was elected mayor at the municipal election in the spring of ’87, and he plotted out Barringer’s
Addition, and built a house there with borrowed money in June. There were two thousand people in Aqua Pura
then. Hacks rolled prosperously over the smooth, hard, prairie streets; two banks opened; and the newspaper,
which was printed the day the town was laid off, became a daily. Society grew gay, and people from all corners of
the globe met in the booming village.
There was no lawless element. There was not a saloon in the town. A billiard hall and a dark room, wherein
cards might be played surreptitiously, were the only institutions which made the people of Aqua Pura blush, when
they took the innumerable “eastern capitalists,” who visited Western Kansas that year, over the town. These
“capitalists” were entertained at a three-story brick hotel, equipped with electricity and modern plumbing in order
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to excel Maize, where the hotel was an indifferent frame affair. There were throngs of well-dressed people on the
streets, and sleek fat horses were hitched in front of the stores wherein the farmers traded.
This is the story of the rise. Barringer told it a thousand times. Barringer believed in the town to the last. When
the terrible drought of 1887, with its furnace-like breath, singed the town and the farms in Fountain County,
Barringer led the majority which proudly claimed that the country was all right; and as chairman of the board of
county commissioners, he sent a scathing message to the Governor, refusing aid. Barringer’s own bank loaned
money on land, whereon the crop had failed, to tide the farmers over the winter. Barringer’s signature guaranteed
loans from the east upon everything negotiable, and Aqua Pura thrived for a time upon promises. Here and there,
in the spring of 1888, there was an empty building. One room of the opera house block was vacant. Barringer
started a man in business, selling notions, who occupied the room. Barringer went east and pleaded with the men
who had invested in the town to be easy on their debtors.
Then came the hot winds of July, blowing out of the southwest, scorching the grass, shriveling the grain, and
drying up the streams that had filled in the spring. During the fall of that year the hotel, which had been open only
in the lower story, closed. The opera house began to be used for “aid” meetings, and when the winter wind blew
dust-blackened snow through the desolate streets of the little town, it rattled a hundred windows in vacant houses,
and sometimes blew sun-warped boards from the high sidewalk that led across the gully to the big red grade of
the unfinished “Chicago Air Line.”
Barringer did not go east that year. He could not. But he wrote—wrote regularly and bravely to the eastern
capitalists who were concerned in his bank and loan company; and they grew colder and colder as the winter
deepened and the interest on defaulted loans came not. Barringer’s failure was announced in the spring of ’89.
Nickols had left. Johnson had left. The other founders of Aqua Pura had died in ’87-’88, and their families had
gone, and with them went the culture and the ambition of the town. But Barringer held on and lived, rent free, in
the two front rooms of the barn of a hotel. His daughter, Mary, frail, tanned, hollow-eyed, and withered by the
droughts, lived with him.
In 1890 the hot winds came again in the summer, and long and steadily they blew, blighting everything. There
were only five hundred people in Fountain County that year, and they lived on the taxes from the railroad that
crossed the county. Families were put on the poor list without disgrace—it was almost a mark of political
distinction—and in the little town many devices were in vogue to distribute the county funds during the winter.
There was no rain that winter and the snow was hard and dry. Cattle on the range suffered for water and died
by the thousands. A procession from the little town started eastward early in the spring. White-canopied wagons,
and wagons covered with oil tablecloths of various hues, or clad in patchwork quilts, sought the rising sun.
Barringer grew thin, unkempt and gray. Every evening, when the wind rattled in the deserted rooms of the old
hotel, and made the faded signs up and down the dreary street creak, the old man and his daughter went over their
books, balancing, accounting interest, figuring on mythical problems that the world had long since forgotten.
Christmas eve, 1891, the entire village, fifteen souls in all, assembled at Barringer’s house.
He was hopeful, even cheerful, and talked blithely of what “one good crop” would do for the county; although
there were no farmers left to plant it, even if nature had been harboring a smile for the dreary land. The year that
followed that Christmas promised much. There were spring rains, and in May, the brown grass and the scattered
patches of wheat grew green and fair to see. Barringer freshened up perceptibly. He sent an account of his
indebtedness—on home-ruled Manilla paper—to his creditors in the east, and faithfully assured them that he
would remit all he owed in the fall. A few wanderers straggled into Fountain County, lured by the green fields and
running brooks. The gray prairie wolf gave up the dugout to human occupants. Lights in the prairie cabins
twinkled back hope to the stars. Before June there were a thousand people in Fountain County. Aqua Pura’s
business-houses seemed to liven up. There was a Fourth-of-July celebration in town. But the rain that spoiled the
advertised “fireworks in the evening” was the last that fell until winter. A carload of aid from Central Kansas
saved a hundred lives in Fountain County that year.
When the spring of 1893 opened, Barringer looked ten years older than he looked the spring before. The grass
on the range was sere, and great cracks were in the earth. The winter had been dry. The spring opened dry, with
high winds blowing through May. There were but five people on the town-site that summer: Barringer, his
daughter, and the postmaster’s family. Supplies came overland from Maize. A bloody county-seat war had given
the rival town the prize in 1890. Barringer had plenty of money to buy food, for the county commissioners
distributed the taxes which the railroad paid.
It was his habit to sit on the front porch of the deserted hotel and look across the prairies to the southwest and
watch the breaking clouds scatter into the blue of the twilight. He could see the empty water tower silhouetted
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against the sky. The frame buildings that rose in the boom days had all been moved away, the line of the horizon
was guarded at regular intervals by the iron hydrants far out on the prairie, that stood like sentinels hemming in
the past. The dying wind seethed through the short, brown grass. Heat lightning winked devilishly in the distance,
and the dissolving clouds that gathered every afternoon laughed in derisive thunder at the hopes of the worn old
man sitting on the warped boards of the hotel porch. Night after night he sat there, waiting, with his daughter by
his side. There had been a time when he was too proud to go to the east, where his name was a byword. Now he
was too poor in purse and in spirit. So he sat and waited, hoping fondly for the realization of a dream which he
feared could never come true.
There were days when the postmaster’s four-year-old child sat with him. The old man and the child sat thus
one evening when the old man sighed:
“If it would only rain, there would be half a crop yet. If it would only rain!”
The child heard him and sighed imitatively:
“Yes, if it would only rain—what is rain, Mr. Barringer?”
He looked at the child blankly and sat for a long time in silence. When he arose he did not even have a
pretence of hope. He grew despondent from that hour, and a sort of hypochondria seized him. It was his fancy to
exaggerate the phenomena of the drought.
That fall when the winds piled the sand in the railroad “cuts” and the prairie was as hard and barren as the
ground around a cabin door, Barringer’s daughter died of fever. The old man seemed little moved by sorrow. But
as he rode back from, the bleak graveyard through the sand cloud, in the carriage with the dry, rattling spokes, he
could only mutter to the sympathizing friends who had come from Maize to mourn with him,
“And we laid her in the hot and dusty tomb.”
He recalled an old song which fitted these words, and for days kept crooning: “Oh, we laid her in the hot and
dusty tomb.”
That winter the postmaster left. The office was discontinued. The county commissioners tried to get Barringer
to leave. He would not be persuaded to go. The county commissioners were not insistent. It gave one of them an
excuse for drawing four dollars a day from the county treasury; he rode from Maize to Aqua Pura every day with
supplies for Barringer.
The old man cooked, ate, and slept in the office of the hotel. Day after day he put on his overcoat in the winter
and made the rounds of the vacant store buildings. He walked up and down in the little paths through the brown
weeds in the deserted streets, all day long, talking to himself. At night, when the prairie wind rattled through the
empty building, blowing snow and sand down the halls, and in little drifts upon the broken stairs, the old man’s
lamp was seen by straggling travelers burning far into the night. He told his daily visitor that he was keeping his
books.
Thus the winter passed. The grass came with the light mists of March. By May it had lost its color. By June it
was brown, and the hot winds came again in August, curving the warped boards a little deeper on the floor of the
hotel porch. Herders and travelers, straggling back to the green country, saw him sitting there at twilight, looking
toward the southwest—a grizzled, unkempt old man, with a shifting light in his eye. To such as spoke to him he
always made the same speech:
“Yes, it looks like rain, but it can’t rain. The rain has gone dry out here. They say it rained at Hutchinson—
maybe so, I doubt it. There is no God west of Newton. He dried up in ’90. They talk irrigation. That’s an old story
in hell. Where’s Johnson? Not here! Where’s Nickols? Not here! Bemis? Not here! Bradley? Not here! Hicks? Not
here! Where’s handsome Dick Barringer, Hon. Richard Barringer? Here! Here he is, holding down a hot brick in a
cooling room of hell! Yes, it does look like rain, doesn’t it?”
Then he would go over it all again, and finally cross the trembling threshold of the hotel, slamming the
crooked, sun-steamed door behind him. There he stayed, summer and winter, looking out across the burned
horizon, peering at the long, low, black line of clouds in the southwest, longing for the never-coming rain.
Cattle roamed the streets in the early spring, but the stumbling of the animals upon the broken walks did not
disturb him, and the winds and the drought soon drove them away. The messenger with provisions came every
morning. The summer, with its awful heat, began to glow. The lightning and the thunder joked insolently in the
distance at noon; and the stars in the deep, dry blue looked down and mocked the old man’s prayers as he sat, at
night, on his rickety sentry box. He tottered through the deserted stores calling his roll. Night after night he
walked to the red clay grade of the uncompleted “Air Line” and looked over the dead level stretches of prairie. He
would have gone away, but something held him to the town. Here he had risked all. Here, perhaps, in his warped
fancy, he hoped to regain all. He had written so often, “Times will be better in the spring,” that it was part of his
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confession of faith—that and “One good crop will bring the country around all right.” This was written with red
clay in the old man’s nervous hand on the side of the hotel, on the faded signs, on the deserted inner walls of the
store—in fact, everywhere in Aqua Pura.
The wind told on him; it withered him, sapped his energy, and hobbled his feet.
One morning he awoke and a strange sound greeted his ears. There was a gentle tapping in the building and a
roar that was not the guffaw of the wind.
He rushed for the door. He saw the rain, and bareheaded he ran to the middle of the streets where it was
pouring down. The messenger from Maize with the day’s supplies found him standing there, vacantly, almost
thoughtfully, looking up, the rain dripping from his grizzled head, and rivulets of water trickling about his shoes.
“Hello, Uncle Dick,” said the messenger. “Enjoying the prospect? River’s risin’; better come back with me.”
But the old man only answered,
“Johnson? Not here! Nickols? Not, here! Bemis? Not here! Bradley? Not here! Hicks? Not here! And
Barringer? Here! And now God’s moved the rain belt west. Moved it so far west that there’s hope for Lazarus to
get irrigation from Abraham.”
And with this the old man went into the house.
There, when the five days’ rain had ceased, and when the great river that flooded the barren plain had shrunk,
the rescuing party, coming from Maize, found him. Beside his bed were his balanced books and his legal papers.
In his dead eyes were a thousand dreams.
198.1 1. The Hottest Guy In The World 2. Butch Minds The Baby: Two Short Stories\fn{by Alfred Damon Runyon
(1880-1946)} Manhattan, Riley County, Kansas, U.S.A. (10)
1
I wish to say I am very nervous indeed when Big Jule pops into my hotel room one afternoon, because
anybody will tell you that Big Jule is the hottest guy in the whole world at the time I am speaking about.
In fact, it is really surprising how hot he is. They wish to see him in Pittsburgh, Pa., about a matter of a mail
truck being robbed, and there is gossip about him in Minneapolis, Minn., where somebody takes a fifty G pay
roll\fn{A payroll worth fifty thousand dollars} off a messenger in cash money, and slugs the messenger around
somewhat for not holding still.
Furthermore, the Bankers’ Association is willing to pay good dough to talk to Big Jule out in Kansas City, Mo.,
where a jug\fn{Bank} is knocked off by a stranger, and in the confusion the paying teller, and the cashier, and the
second vice president are clouted about, and the day watchman is hurt, and two coppers are badly bruised, and
over fifteen G’s is removed from the counters, and never returned.
Then there is something about a department store in Canton, O., and a flour mill safe in Toledo, and a grocery
in Spokane, Wash., and a branch post office in San Francisco, and also something about a shooting match in
Chicago, but of course this does not count so much, as only one party is fatally injured. However, you can see that
Big Jule is really very hot, what with the coppers all over the country looking for him high and low. In fact, he is
practically on fire.
Of course I do not believe Big Jule does all the things the coppers say, because coppers always blame everything no matter where it happens on the most prominent guy they can think of, and Big Jule is quite prominent all
over the U.S.A. The chances are he does not do more than half these things, and he probably has a good alibi for
the half he does do, at that, but he is certainly hot, and I do not care to have hot guys around me, or even guys
who are only just a little bit warm.
But naturally I am not going to say this to Big Jule when he pops in on me, because he may think I am inhospitable, and I do not care to have such a rap going around and about on me, and furthermore Jule may become
indignant if he thinks I am inhospitable, and knock me on my potato, because Big Jule is quick to take offense.
So I say hello to Big Jule, very pleasant, and ask him to have a chair by the window where he can see the
citizens walking to and fro down in Eighth Avenue and watch the circus wagons moving into Madison Square
Garden by way of the Forty-ninth Street side, for the circus always shows in the Garden in the spring before going
out on the road. It is a little warm, and Big Jule takes off his coat, and I can see he has one automatic slung under
his arm, and another sticking down in the waistband of his pants, and I hope and trust that no copper steps into the
room while Big Jule is there because it is very much against the law for guys to go around rodded up this way in
New York City.
60

“Well, Jule,” I say, “this is indeed a very large surprise to me, and I am glad to see you, but I am thinking
maybe it is very foolish for you to be popping into New York just now, what with all the heat around here, and the
coppers looking to arrest people for very little.”
“I know,” Jule says. “I know. But they do not have so very much on me around here, no matter what people
say, and a guy gets homesick for his old home town, especially a guy who is stuck away where I am for the past
few months. I get homesick for the lights and the crowds on Broadway, and for the old neighborhood. Furthermore, I wish to see my maw. I hear she is sick and may not live, and I wish to see her before she goes.”
Well, naturally anybody will wish to see their maw under such circumstances, but Big Jule’s maw lives over in
West Forty-ninth Street near Eleventh Avenue, and who is living in the very same block but Johnny Brannigan,
the strong-arm copper, and it is a hundred to one if Big Jule goes nosing around his old neighborhood, Johnny
Brannigan will hear of it, and if there is one guy Johnny Brannigan does not care for, it is Big Jule, although they
are kids together.
But it seems that even when they are kids they have very little use for each other, and after they grow up and
Johnny gets on the strong-arm squad, he never misses a chance to push Big Jule around, and sometimes trying to
boff Big Jule with his blackjack, and it is well known to one and all that before Big Jule leaves town the last time,
he takes a punch at Johnny Brannigan, and Johnny swears he will never rest until he puts Big Jule where he
belongs, although where Big Jule belongs, Johnny does not say.
So I speak of Johnny living in the same block with Big Jule’s maw to Big Jule, but it only makes him mad.
“I am not afraid of Johnny Brannigan,” he says. “In fact,” he says, “I am thinking for some time lately that
maybe I will clip Johnny Brannigan good while I am here. I owe Johnny Brannigan a clipping. But I wish to see
my maw first, and then I will go around and see Miss Kitty Clancy. I guess maybe she will be much surprised to
see me, and no doubt very glad.”
Well, I figure it is a sure thing Miss Kitty Clancy will be surprised to see Big Jule, but I am not so sure about
her being glad, because very often when a guy is away from a doll for a year or more, no matter how ever-loving
she may be, she may get to thinking of someone else, for this is the way dolls are, whether they live on Eleventh
Avenue or over on Park. Still, I remember hearing that this Miss Kitty Clancy once thinks very well of Big Jule,
although her old man, Jack Clancy, who runs a speakeasy,\fn{ A bar that sold bootleg liquor during the Depression, and didn’t
they all; but the speakeasy was a cheaper sort of joint } always claims it is a big knock to the Clancy family to have such a
character as Big Jule hanging around.
“I often think of Miss Kitty Clancy the past year or so,” Big Jule says, as he sits there by the window, watching
the circus wagons, and the crowds. “I especially think of her the past few months. In fact,” he says, “thinking of
Miss Kitty Clancy is about all I have to do where I am at, which is in an old warehouse on the Bay of Fundy
outside of a town that is called St. Johns, or some such, up in Canada, and thinking of Miss Kitty Clancy all this
time, I find out I love her very much indeed.
“I go to this warehouse,” Big Jule says, “after somebody takes a jewelry store in the town, and the coppers
start in blaming me. This warehouse is not such a place as I will choose myself if I am doing the choosing,
because it is an old fur warehouse, and full of strange smells, but in the excitement around the jewelry store,
somebody puts a slug in my hip, and Leon Pierre carries me to the old warehouse, and there I am until I get well.
“It is very lonesome,” Big Jule says. “In fact, you will be surprised how lonesome it is, and it is very, very
cold, and all I have for company is a lot of rats. Personally, I never care for rats under any circumstances because
they carry disease germs, and are apt to bite a guy when he is asleep, if they are hungry, which is what these rats
try to do to me.
“The warehouse is away off by itself,” Jule says, “and nobody ever comes around there except Leon Pierre to
bring me grub and dress my hip, and at night it is very still, and all you can hear is the wind howling around
outside, and the rats running here and there. Some of them are very, very large rats. In fact, some of them seem
about the size of rabbits, and they are pretty fresh, at that. At first I am willing to make friends with these rats, but
they seem very hostile, and after they take a few nips at me I can see there is no use trying to be nice to them, so I
have Leon Pierre bring me a lot of ammunition for my rods every day and I practice shooting at the rats.
“The warehouse is so far off there is no danger of anybody hearing the shooting,” Big Jule says, “and it helps
me pass the time away. I get so I can hit a rat sitting, or running, or even flying through the air, because these
warehouse rats often leap from place to place like mountain sheep, their idea being generally to take a good nab at
me as they fly past.
“Well, sir,” Jule says, “I keep score on myself one day, and I hit fifty rats hand running without a miss, which I
claim makes me the champion rat shooter of the world with a forty-five automatic, although of course,” he says,
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“if anybody wishes to challenge me to a rat shooting match I am willing to take them on for a side bet. I get so I
can call my shots on the rats, and in fact several times I say to myself, I will hit this one in the right eye, and this
one in the left eye, and it always turns out just as I say, although sometimes when you hit a rat with a forty-five up
close it is not always possible to tell afterwards just where you hit him, because you seem to hit him all over.
“By and by,” Jule says, “I seem to discourage the rats somewhat, and they get so they play the chill for me and
do not try to nab me even when I am asleep. They find out that no rat dast poke his whiskers out at me or he will
get a very close shave. So I have to look around for other amusement, but there is not much doing in such a place,
although I finally find a bunch of doctors’ books which turn out to be very interesting reading. It seems these
books are left there by some croaker who retires there to think things over after experimenting on his ever-loving
wife with a knife. In fact, it seems he cuts his ever-loving wife’s head off, and she does not continue living, so he
takes his books and goes to the warehouse and remains there until the law finds him, and hangs him up very high,
indeed.
“Well, the books are a great comfort to me, and I learn many astonishing things about surgery, but after I read
all the books there is nothing for me to do but think, and what I think about is Miss Kitty Clancy, and how much
pleasure we have together walking around and about and seeing movie shows, and all this and that, until her old
man gets so tough with me. Yes, I will be very glad to see Miss Kitty Clancy, and the old neighborhood, and my
maw again.”
Well, finally nothing will do Big Jule but he must take a stroll over into his old neighborhood, and see if he
cannot see Miss Kitty Clancy, and also drop in on his maw, and he asks me to go along with him. I can think of a
million things I will rather do than take a stroll with Big Jule, but I do not wish him to think I am snobbish,
because as I say, Big Jule is quick to take offense. Furthermore, I figure that at such an hour of the day he is less
likely to run into Johnny Brannigan or any other coppers who know him than at any other time, so I say I will go
with him, but as we start out, Big Jule puts on his rods.
“Jule,” I say, “do not take any rods with you on a stroll, because somebody may happen to see them, such as a
copper, and you know they will pick you up for carrying a rod in this town quicker than you can say Jack
Robinson, whether they know who you are or not. You know the Sullivan law is very strong against guys carrying
rods in this town.”
But Big Jule says he is afraid he will catch cold if he goes out without his rods, so we go down into Fortyninth Street and start west toward Madison Square Garden, and just as we reach Eighth Avenue and are standing
there waiting for the traffic to stop, so we can cross the street, I see there is quite some excitement around the
Garden on the Forty-ninth Street side, with people running every which way, and yelling no little, and looking up
in the air.
So I look up myself, and what do I see sitting up there on the edge of the Garden roof but a big ugly- faced
monkey. At first I do not recognize it as a monkey, because it is so big I figure maybe it is just one of the prize
fight managers who stand around on this side of the Garden all afternoon waiting to get a match for their fighters,
and while I am somewhat astonished to see a prize fight manager in such a position, I figure maybe he is doing it
on a bet. But when I take a second look I see that it is indeed a big monk, and an exceptionally homely monk at
that, although personally I never see any monks I consider so very handsome, anyway.
Well, this big monk is holding something in its arms, and what it is I am not able to make out at first, but then
Big Jule and I cross the street to the side opposite the Garden, and now I can see that the monk has a baby in its
arms. Naturally I figure it is some kind of advertising dodge put on by the Garden to ballyhoo the circus, or
maybe the fight between Sharkey and Risko which is coming off after the circus, but guys are still yelling and
running up and down, and dolls are screaming until finally I realize that a most surprising situation prevails.
It seems that the big monk up on the roof is nobody but Bongo, who is a gorilla belonging to the circus, and
one of the very few gorillas of any account in this country, or anywhere else, as far as this goes, because good
gorillas are very scarce, indeed. Well, it seems that while they are shoving Bongo’s cage into the Garden, the door
becomes unfastened, and the first thing anybody knows, out pops Bongo, and goes bouncing along the street
where a lot of the neighbors’ children are playing games on the sidewalk, and a lot of mammas are sitting out in
the sun alongside baby buggies containing their young. This is a very common sight in side streets such as West
Forty-ninth on nice days, and by no means unpleasant, if you like mammas and their young.
Now what does this Bongo do but reach into a baby buggy which a mamma is pushing past on the sidewalk on
the Garden side of the street, and snatch out a baby, though what Bongo wants with this baby nobody knows to
this day. It is a very young baby, and not such a baby as is fit to give a gorilla the size of Bongo any kind of
struggle, so Bongo has no trouble whatever in handling it. Anyway, I always hear a gorilla will make a sucker out
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of a grown man in a battle, though I wish to say I never see a battle between a gorilla and a grown man. It ought
to be a first class drawing card, at that.
Well, naturally the baby’s mamma puts up quite a squawk about Bongo grabbing her baby, because no mamma
wishes her baby to keep company with a gorilla, and this mamma starts in screaming very loud, and trying to take
the baby away from Bongo, so what does Bongo do but run right up on the roof of the Garden by way of a big
electric sign which hangs down on the Forty-ninth Street side. And there old Bongo sits on the edge of the roof
with the baby in his arms, and the baby is squalling quite some, and Bongo is making funny noises, and showing
his teeth as the folks commence gathering in the street below.
There is a big guy in his shirt sleeves running through the crowd waving his hands, and trying to shush
everybody, and saying “Quiet, please” over and over, but nobody pays any attention to him. I figure this guy has
something to do with the circus, and maybe with Bongo, too. A traffic copper takes a peek at the situation, and
calls for the reserves from the Forty-seventh Street station, and somebody else sends for the fire truck down the
street, and pretty soon cops are running from every direction, and the fire engines are coming, and the big guy in
his shirt sleeves is more excited than ever.
“Quiet, please,” he says. “Everybody keep quiet, because if Bongo becomes disturbed by the noise he will
throw the baby down in the street. He throws everything he gets his hands on,” the guy says. “He acquires this
habit from throwing coconuts back in his old home country. Let us get a life net, and if you all keep quiet we may
be able to save the baby before Bongo starts heaving it like a coconut.”
Well, Bongo is sitting up there on the edge of the roof about seven stories above the ground peeking down with
the baby in his arms, and he is, holding this baby just like a mamma would, but anybody can see that Bongo does
not care for the row below, and once he lifts the baby high above his head as if to bean somebody with it. I see
Big Nig, the crap shooter, in the mob, and afterwards I hear he is around offering to lay seven to five against the
baby, but everybody is too excited to bet on such a proposition, although it is not a bad price, at that.
I see one doll in the crowd on the sidewalk on the side of the street opposite the Garden who is standing
perfectly still staring up at the monk and the baby with a very strange expression on her face, and the way she is
looking makes me take a second gander at her, and who is it but Miss Kitty Clancy. Her lips are moving as she
stands there staring up, and something tells me Miss Kitty Clancy is saying prayers to herself, because she is such
a doll as will know how to say prayers on an occasion like this.
Big Jule sees her about the same time I do, and Big Jule steps up beside Miss Kitty Clancy, and says hello to
her, and though it is over a year since Miss Kitty Clancy sees Big Jule she turns to him and speaks to him as if she
is talking to him just a minute before. It is very strange indeed the way Miss Kitty Clancy speaks to Big Jule as if
he has never been away at all.
“Do something, Julie,” she says. “You are always the one to do something. Oh, please do something, Julie.”
Well Big Jule never answers a word, but steps back in the clear of the crowd and reaches for the waistband of
his pants, when I grab him by the arm and say to him like this:
“My goodness, Jule,” I say, “what are you going to do?”
“Why,” Jule says, “I am going to shoot this thieving monk before he takes a notion to heave the baby on somebody down here. For all I know,” Jule says, “he may hit me with it, and I do not care to be hit with anybody’s
baby.”
“Jule,” I say, very earnestly, “do not pull a rod in front of all these coppers, because if you do they will nail you
sure, if only for having the rod, and if you are nailed you are in a very tough spot, indeed, what with being wanted
here and there. Jule,” I say, “you are hotter than a forty-five all over this country, and I do not wish to see you
nailed. Anyway,” I say, “you may shoot the baby instead of the monk, because anybody can see it will be very
difficult to hit the monk up there without hitting the baby. Furthermore, even if you do hit the monk it will fall
into the street, and bring the baby with it.”
“You speak great foolishness,” Jule says. “I never miss what I shoot at. I will shoot the monk right between the
eyes, and this will make him fall backwards, not forwards, and the baby will not be hurt because anybody can see
it is no fall at all from the ledge to the roof behind. I make a study of such propositions,” Jule says, “and I know if
a guy is in such a position as this monk sitting on a ledge looking down from a high spot his defensive reflexes
tend backwards, so this is the way he is bound to fall if anything unexpected comes up on him such as a bullet
between the eyes. I read all about it in the doctors’ books,” Jule says.
Then all of a sudden up comes his hand, and in his hand is one of his rods, and I hear a sound like ker-bap.
When I come to think about it afterwards, I do not remember Big Jule even taking aim like a guy will generally do
if he is shooting at something sitting, but old Bongo seems to lift up a little bit off the ledge at the crack of the gun
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and then he keels over backwards, the baby still in his arms, and squalling more than somewhat, and Big Jule says
to me like this:
“Right between the eyes, and I will bet on it,” he says, “although it is not much of a target, at that.”
Well, nobody can figure what happens for a minute, and there is much silence except from the guy in his shirt
sleeves who is expressing much indignation with Big Jule and saying the circus people will sue him for damages
sure if he has hurt Bongo because the monk is worth $100,000, or some such. I see Miss Kitty Clancy kneeling on
the sidewalk with her hands clasped, and looking upwards, and Big Jule is sticking his rod back in his waistband
again.
By this time some guys are out on the roof getting through from the inside of the building with the idea of
heading Bongo off from that direction, and they let out a yell, and pretty soon I see one of them holding the baby
up so everyone in the street can see it. A couple of other guys get down near the edge of the roof and pick up
Bongo and show him to the crowd, as dead as a mackerel, and one of the guys puts a finger between Bongo’s eyes
to show where the bullet hits the monk, and Miss Kitty Clancy walks over to Big Jule and tries to say something
to him, but only busts out crying very loud.
Well, I figure this is a good time for Big Jule and me to take a walk, because everybody is interested in what is
going on up on the roof, and I do not wish the circus people to get a chance to serve a summons in a damage suit
on Big Jule for shooting the valuable monk. Furthermore, a couple of coppers in harness are looking Big Jule over
very critically, and I figure they are apt to put the old sleeve on Jule any second. All of a sudden a slim young guy
steps up to Big Jule and says to him like this:
“Jule,” he says, “I want to see you,” and who is it but Johnny Brannigan.
Naturally Big Jule starts reaching for a rod, but Johnny starts him walking down the street so fast Big Jule does
not have time to get in action just then.
“No use getting it out, Jule,” Johnny Brannigan says. “No use, and no need. Come with me, and hurry.”
Well, Big Jule is somewhat puzzled because Johnny Brannigan is not acting like a copper making a collar, so
he goes along with Johnny, and I follow after them, and halfway down the block Johnny stops a Yellow short, and
hustles us into it and tells the driver to keep shoving down Eighth Avenue.
“I am trailing you ever since you get in town, Jule,” Johnny Brannigan says. “You never have a chance around
here. I was going over to your maw’s house to put the arm on you figuring you are sure to go there, when the
thing over by the Garden comes off. Now I am getting out of this cab at the next corner, and you go on and see
your maw, and then screw out of town as quick as you can, because you are red-hot around here, Jule.
“By the way,” Johnny Brannigan says, “do you know it is my kid you save, Jule? Mine and Kitty Clancy’s? We
are married a year ago today.” Well, Big Jule looks very much surprised for a moment, and then he laughs, and
says like this:
“Well, I never know it is Kitty Clancy’s but I figure it for yours the minute I see it because it looks like you.”
“Yes,” Johnny Brannigan says, very proud. “Everybody says he does.”
“I can see the resemblance even from a distance,” Big Jule says. “In fact,” he says, “it is remarkable how much
you look alike. But,” he says, “for a minute, Johnny, I am afraid I will not be able to pick out the right face
between the two on the roof because it is very hard to tell the monk and your baby apart.”
2
On evening along about seven o’clock I am sitting in Mindy’s restaurant putting on the gefillte fish, which is a
dish I am very fond of, when in comes three parties from Brooklyn wearing caps as follows: Harry the Horse,
Little Isadore and Spanish John.
Now these parties are not such parties as I will care to have much truck with, because I often hear rumors
about them that are very discreditable, even if the rumors are not true. In fact, I hear that many citizens of
Brooklyn will be very glad indeed to see Harry the Horse, Little Isadore and Spanish John move away from there,
as they are always doing something that is considered a knock to the community, such as robbing people, or
maybe shooting or stabbing them, and throwing pineapples,\fn{ Hand grenades} and carrying on generally. I am
really much surprised to see these parties on Broadway, as it is well known that the Broadway coppers just
naturally love to shove such parties around, but here they are in Mindy’s, and there I am, so of course I give them
a very large hello, as I never wish to seem inhospitable, even to Brooklyn parties.
Right away they come over to my table and sit down, and Little Isadore reaches out and spears himself a big
hunk of my gefillte fish with his fingers, but I overlook this, as I am using the only knife on the table. Then they
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all sit there looking at me without saying anything, and the way they look at me makes me very nervous indeed.
Finally I figure that maybe they are a little embarrassed being in a high-class spot such as Mindy’s, with legitimate people around and about, so I say to them, very polite:
“It is a nice night.”
“What is nice about it?” asks Harry the Horse, who is a thin man with a sharp face and sharp eyes.
Well, now that it is put up to me in this way, I can see there is nothing so nice about the night, at that, so I try to
think of something else jolly to say, while Little Isadore keeps spearing at my gefillte fish with his fingers, and
Spanish John nabs one of my potatoes.
“Where does Big Butch live?” Harry the Horse asks.
“Big Butch?” I say, as if I never hear the name before in my life, because in this man’s town it is never a good
idea to answer any question without thinking it over, as some time you may give the right answer to the wrong
guy, or the wrong answer to the right guy.
“Where does Big Butch live?” I ask them again.
“Yes, where does he live?” Harry the Horse says, very impatient. “We wish you to take us to him.”
“Now wait a minute, Harry,” I say, and I am now more nervous than somewhat. “I am not sure I remember the
exact house Big Butch lives in, and furthermore I am not sure Big Butch will care to have me bringing people to
see him, especially three at a time, and especially from Brooklyn. You know Big Butch has a very bad disposition,
and there is no telling what he may say to me if he does not like the idea, of me taking you to him.”
“Everything is very kosher,” Harry the Horse says. “You need not be afraid of anything whatever. We have a
business proposition for Big Butch. It means a nice score for him, so you take us to him at once, or the chances
are I will have to put the arm on somebody around here.”
Well, as the only one around there for him to put the arm on at this time seems to be me, I can see where it will
be good policy for me to take these parties to Big Butch, especially as the last of my gefillte fish is just going
down Little Isadore’s gullet, and Spanish John is finishing up my potatoes, and is dunking a piece of rye bread in
my coffee, so there is nothing more for me to eat. So I lead them over into West Forty-ninth Street, near Tenth
Avenue, where Big Butch lives on the ground floor of an old brownstone-front house, and who is sitting out on
the stoop but Big Butch himself. In fact, everybody in the neighborhood is sitting out on the front stoops over
there, including women and children, because sitting out on the front stoops is quite a custom in this section.
Big Butch is peeled down to his undershirt and pants, and he has no shoes on his feet, as Big Butch is a guy
who likes his comfort. Furthermore, he is smoking a cigar, and laid out on the stoop beside him on a blanket is a
little baby with not much clothes on. This baby seems to be asleep, and every now and then Big Butch fans it with
a folded newspaper to shoo away the mosquitoes that wish to nibble on the baby. These mosquitoes come across
the river from the Jersey side on hot nights and they seem to be very fond of babies.
“Hello, Butch,” I say, as we stop in front of the stoop.
“Sh-h-h-h!” Butch says, pointing at the baby, and making more noise with his shush than an engine blowing
off steam. Then he gets up and tiptoes down to the sidewalk where we are standing, and I am hoping that Butch
feels all right, because when Butch does not feel so good he is apt to be very short with one and all. He is a guy of
maybe six foot two and a couple of feet wide, and he has big hairy hands and a mean look. In fact, Big Butch is
known all over this man’s town as a guy you must not monkey with in any respect, so it takes plenty of weight off
of me when I see that he seems to know the parties from Brooklyn, and nods at them very friendly, especially at
Harry the Horse. And right away Harry states a most surprising proposition to Big Butch.
It seems that there is a big coal company which has an office in an old building down in West Eighteenth
Street, and in this office is a safe, and in this safe is the company payroll of twenty thousand dollars cash money.
Harry the Horse knows the money is there because a personal friend of his who is the paymaster for the company
puts it there late this very afternoon. It seems that the paymaster enters into a dicker with Harry the Horse and
Little Isadore and Spanish John for them to slug him while he is carrying the payroll from the bank to the office in
the afternoon, but something happens that they miss connections on the exact spot, so the paymaster has to carry
the sugar on to the office without being slugged, and there it is now in two fat bundles.
Personally it seems to me as I listen to Harry’s story that the paymaster must be a very dishonest character to
be making deals to hold still while he is being slugged and the company’s sugar taken away from him, but of
course it is none of my business, so I take no part in the conversation.
Well, it seems that Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John wish to get the money out of the safe,
but none of them knows anything about opening safes, and while they are standing around over in Brooklyn
talking over what is to be done in this emergency Harry suddenly remembers that Big Butch is once in the
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business of opening safes for a living. In fact, I hear afterwards that Big Butch is considered the best safe opener
east of the Mississippi River in his day, but the law finally takes to sending him to Sing Sing for opening these
safes, and after he is in and out of Sing Sing three different times for opening safes Butch gets sick and tired of the
place, especially as they pass what is called the Baumes Law in New York, which is a law that says if a guy is sent
to Sing Sing four times hand running, he must stay there the rest of his life, without any argument about it.
So Big Butch gives up opening safes for a living, and goes into business in a small way, such as running beer,
and handling a little Scotch now and then, and becomes an honest citizen. Furthermore, he marries one of the
neighbor’s children over on the West Side by the name of Mary Murphy, and I judge the baby on this stoop comes
of this marriage between Big Butch and Mary because I can see that it is a very homely baby, indeed. Still, I never
see many babies that I consider rose geraniums for looks, anyway.
Well, it finally comes out that the idea of Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John is to get Big
Butch to open the coal company’s safe and take the payroll money out, and they are willing to give him fifty per
cent of the money for his bother, taking fifty per cent for themselves for finding the plant, and paying all the
overhead, such as the paymaster, out of their bit, which strikes me as a pretty fair sort of deal for Big Butch. But
Butch only shakes his head.
“It is old-fashioned stuff,” Butch says. “Nobody opens pete boxes for a living any more. They make the boxes
too good, and they are all wired up with alarms and are a lot of trouble generally. I am in a legitimate business
now and going along. You boys know I cannot stand another fall, what with being away three times already, and
in addition to this I must mind the baby. My old lady goes to Mrs. Clancy’s wake tonight up in the Bronx, and the
chances are she will be there all night, as she is very fond of wakes, so I must mind little John Ignatius Junior.”
“Listen, Butch,” Harry the Horse says, “this is a very soft pete. It is old-fashioned, and you can open it with a
toothpick. There are no wires on it, because they never put more than a dime in it before in years. It just happens
they have to put the twenty G’s in it tonight because my pal the paymaster makes it a point not to get back from
the jug with the scratch in time to payoff today, especially after he sees we miss out on him. It is the softest touch
you will ever know, and where can a guy pick up ten G’s like this?”
I can see that Big Butch is thinking the ten G’s over very seriously, at that, because in these times nobody can
afford to pass up ten G’s, especially a guy in the beer business, which is very, very tough just now. But finally he
shakes his head again and says like this:
“No,” he says, “I must let it go, because I must mind the baby. My old lady is very, very particular about this,
and I dast not leave little John Ignatius Junior for a minute. If Mary comes home and finds I am not minding the
baby she will put the blast on me plenty. I like to turn a few honest bobs now and then as well as anybody, but,”
Butch says, “John Ignatius Junior comes first with me.” Then he turns away and goes back to the stoop as much
as to say he is through arguing, and sits down beside John Ignatius Junior again just in time to keep a mosquito
from carrying off one of John’s legs. Anybody can see that Big Butch is very fond of this baby, though personally
I will not give you a dime a dozen for babies, male and female.
Well, Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John are very much disappointed, and stand around
talking among themselves, and paying no attention to me, when all of a sudden Spanish John, who never has
much to say up to this time, seems to have a bright idea. He talks to Harry and Isadore, and they get all pleasured
up over what he has to say, and finally Harry goes to Big Butch.
“Sh-h-h-h!” Big Butch says, pointing to the baby as Harry opens his mouth.
“Listen, Butch,” Harry says in a whisper, “we can take the baby with us, and you can mind it and work, too.”
“Why,” Big Butch whispers back, “this is quite an idea indeed. Let us go into the house and talk things over.”
So he picks up the baby and leads us into his joint, and gets out some pretty fair beer, though it is needled a
little, at that, and we sit around the kitchen chewing the fat in whispers. There is a crib in the kitchen, and Butch
puts the baby in his crib, and it keeps on snoozing away first rate while we are talking. In fact, it is sleeping so
sound that I am commencing to figure that Butch must give it some of the needled beer he is feeding us, because I
am feeling a little dopey myself.
Finally Butch says that as long as he can take John Ignatius Junior with him he sees no reason why he shall not
go and open the safe for them, only he says he must have five per cent more to put in the baby’s bank when he
gets back, so as to round himself up with his ever-loving wife in case of a beef from her over keeping the baby out
in the night air. Harry the Horse says he considers this extra five per cent a little strong, but Spanish John, who
seems to be a very square guy, says that after all it is only fair to cut the baby in if it is to be with them when they
are making the score, and Little Isadore seems to think this is all right, too. So Harry the Horse gives in, and says
five per cent it is.
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Well, as they do not wish to start out until after midnight, and as there is plenty of time, Big Butch gets out
some more needled beer, and then he goes looking for the tools with which he opens safes, and which he says he
does not see since the day John Ignatius Junior is born, and he gets them out to build the crib.
Now this is a good time for me to bid one and all farewell, and what keeps me there is something I cannot tell
you to this day, because personally I never before have any idea of taking part in a safe opening, especially with a
baby, as I consider such actions very dishonorable. When I come to think things over afterwards, the only thing I
can figure is the needled beer, but I wish to say I am really very much surprised at myself when I find myself in a
taxicab along about one o’clock in the morning with these Brooklyn parties and Big Butch and the baby.
Butch has John Ignatius Junior rolled up in a blanket, and John is still pounding his ear. Butch has a satchel of
tools, and what looks to me like a big flat book, and just before we leave the house Butch hands me a package and
tells me to be very careful with it. He gives Little Isadore a smaller package, which Isadore shoves into his pistol
pocket, and when Isadore sits down in the taxi something goes wa-wa, like a sheep, and Big Butch becomes very
indignant because it seems Isadore is sitting on John Ignatius Junior’s doll, which says “Mamma” when you
squeeze it. It seems Big Butch figures that John Ignatius Junior may wish something to play with in case he wakes
up, and it is a good thing for Little Isadore that the mamma doll is not squashed so it cannot say “Mamma” any
more, or the chances are Little Isadore will get a good bust in the snoot.
We let the taxicab go a block away from the spot we are headed for in West Eighteenth Street, between
Seventh and Eighth Avenues, and walk the rest of the way two by two. I walk with Big Butch, carrying my
package, and Butch is lugging the baby and his satchel and the flat thing that looks like a book. It is so quiet down
in West Eighteenth Street at such an hour that you can hear yourself think, and in fact I hear myself thinking very
plain that I am a big sap to be on a job like this, especially with a baby, but I keep going just the same, which
shows you what a very big sap I am, indeed.
There are very few people in West Eighteenth Street when we get there, and one of them is a fat guy who is
leaning against a building almost in the center of the block, and who takes a walk for himself as soon as he sees
us. It seems that this fat guy is the watchman at the coal company’s office and is also a personal friend of Harry
the Horse, which is why he takes the walk when he sees us coming.
It is agreed before we leave Big Butch’s house that Harry the Horse and Spanish John are to stay outside the
place as lookouts, while Big Butch is inside opening the safe, and that Little Isadore is to go with Butch. Nothing
whatever is said by anybody about where I am to be at any time, and I can see that, no matter where I am, I will
still be an outsider, but, as Butch gives me the package to carry, I figure he wishes me to remain with him.
It is no bother at all getting into the office of the coal company, which is on the ground floor, because it seems
the watchman leaves the front door open, this watchman being a most obliging guy, indeed. In fact he is so
obliging that by and by he comes back and lets Harry the Horse and Spanish John tie him up good and tight, and
stick a handkerchief in his mouth and chuck him in an areaway next to the office, so nobody will think he has
anything to do with opening the safe in case anybody comes around asking.
The office looks out on the street, and the safe that Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John wish
Big Butch to open is standing up against the rear wall of the office facing the street windows. There is one little
electric light burning very dim over the safe so that when anybody walks past the place outside, such as a
watchman, they can look in through the window and see the safe at all times, unless they are blind. It is not a tall
safe, and it is not a big safe, and I can see Big Butch grin, when he sees it, so I figure this safe is not much of a
safe, just as Harry the Horse claims.
Well, as soon as Big Butch and the baby and Little Isadore and me get into the office, Big Butch steps over to
the safe and unfolds what I think is the big flat book, and what is it but a sort of screen painted on one side to look
exactly like the front of a safe. Big Butch stands this screen up on the floor in front of the real safe, leaving plenty
of space in between, the idea being that the screen will keep anyone passing in the street outside from seeing
Butch while he is opening the safe, because when a man is opening a safe he needs all the privacy he can get.
Big Butch lays John Ignatius Junior down on the floor on the blanket behind the phony safe front and takes his
tools out of the satchel and starts to work opening the safe, while Little Isadore and me get back in a corner where
it is dark, because there is not room for all of us back of the screen. However, we can see what Big Butch is doing,
and I wish to say while I never before see a professional safe opener at work, and never wish to see another, this
Butch handles himself like a real artist.
He starts drilling into the safe around the combination lock, working very fast and very quiet, when all of a
sudden what happens but John Ignatius Junior sits up on the blanket and lets out a squall. Naturally this is most
disquieting to me, and personally I am in favor of beaning John Ignatius Junior with something to make him keep
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still, because I am nervous enough as it is. But the squalling does not seem to bother Big Butch. He lays down his
tools and picks up John Ignatius Junior and starts whispering,
“There, there, there, my itty oddleums. Da-dad is here.”
Well, this sounds very nonsensical to me in such a situation, and it makes no impression whatever on John
Ignatius Junior. He keeps on squalling, and I judge he is squalling pretty loud because I see Harry the Horse and
Spanish John both walk past the window and look in very anxious. Big Butch jiggles John Ignatius Junior up and
down and keeps whispering baby talk to him, which sounds very undignified coming from a high-class safe
opener, and finally Butch whispers to me to hand him the package I am carrying.
He opens the package, and what is in it but a baby’s nursing bottle full of milk. Moreover, there is a little tin
stew pan, and Butch hands the pan to me and whispers to me to find a water tap somewhere in the joint and fill
the pan with water. So I go stumbling around in the dark in a room behind the office and bark my shins several
times before I find a tap and fill the pan. I take it back to Big Butch, and he squats there with the baby on one arm,
and gets a tin of what is called canned heat out of the package, and lights this canned heat with his cigar lighter,
and starts heating the pan of water with the nursing bottle in it. Big Butch keeps sticking his finger in the pan of
water while it is heating, and by and by he puts the rubber nipple of the nursing bottle in his mouth and takes a
pull at it to see if the milk is warm enough, just like I see dolls who have babies do. Apparently the milk is okay,
as Butch hands the bottle to John Ignatius Junior, who grabs hold of it with both hands and starts sucking on the
business end. Naturally he has to stop squalling, and Big Butch goes to work on the safe again, with John Ignatius
Junior sitting on the blanket, pulling on the bottle and looking wiser than a treeful of owls.
It seems the safe is either a tougher job than anybody figures, or Big Butch’s tools are not so good, what with
being old and rusty and used for building baby cribs, because he breaks a couple of drills and works himself up
into quite a sweat without getting anywhere. Butch afterwards explains to me that he is one of the first guys in this
country to open safes without explosives, but he says to do this work properly you have to know the safes so as to
drill to the tumblers of the lock just right, and it seems that this particular safe is a new type to him, even if it is
old, and he is out of practice.
Well, in the meantime John Ignatius Junior finishes his bottle and starts mumbling again, and Big Butch gives
him a tool to play with, and finally Butch needs this tool and tries to take it away from John Ignatius Junior, and
the baby lets out such a squawk that Butch has to let him keep it until he can sneak it away from him, and this
causes more delay.
Finally Big Butch gives up trying to drill the safe open, and he whispers to us that he will have to put a little
shot in it to loosen up the lock, which is all right with us, because we are getting tired of hanging around and
listening to John Ignatius Junior’s glug-glugging. As far as I am personally concerned, I am wishing I am home in
bed.
Well, Butch starts pawing through his satchel looking for something and it seems that what he is looking for is
a little bottle of some kind of explosive with which to shake the lock on the safe up some, and at first he cannot
find this bottle, but finally he discovers that John Ignatius Junior has it and is gnawing at the cork, and Butch has
quite a battle making John Ignatius Junior give it up. Anyway, he fixes the explosive in one of the holes he drills
near the combination lock on the safe, and then he puts in a fuse, and just before he touches off the fuse Butch
picks up John Ignatius Junior and hands him to Little Isadore, and tells us to go into the room behind the office.
John Ignatius Junior does not seem to care for Little Isadore, and I do not blame him, at that, because he starts to
squirm around quite some in Isadore’s arms and lets out a squall, but all of a sudden he becomes very quiet
indeed, and, while I am not able to prove it, something tells me that Little Isadore has his hand over John Ignatius
Junior’s mouth.
Well, Big Butch joins us right away in the back room, and sound comes out of John Ignatius Junior again as
Butch takes him from Little Isadore, and I am thinking that it is a good thing for Isadore that the baby cannot tell
Big Butch what Isadore does to him.
“I put in just a little bit of a shot,” Big Butch says, “and it will not make any more noise than snapping your
fingers.”
But a second later there is a big whoom from the office, and the whole joint shakes, and John Ignatius Junior
laughs right out loud. The chances are he thinks it is the Fourth of July.
“I guess maybe I put in too big a charge,” Big Butch says, and then he rushes into the office with Little Isadore
and me after him, and John Ignatius Junior still laughing very heartily for a small baby. The door of the safe is
swinging loose, and the whole joint looks somewhat wrecked, but Big Butch loses no time in getting his dukes
into the safe and grabbing out two big bundles of cash money, which he sticks inside his shirt. As we go into the
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street Harry the Horse and Spanish John come running up much excited, and Harry says to Big Butch like this:
“What are you trying to do,” he says, “wake up the whole town?”
“Well,” Butch says, “I guess maybe the charge is too strong at that, but nobody seems to be coming, so you
and Spanish John walk over to Eighth Avenue, and the rest of us will walk to Seventh, and if you go along quiet,
like people minding their own business, it will be all right.”
But I judge Little Isadore is tired of John Ignatius Junior’s company by this time, because he says he will go
with Harry the Horse and Spanish John, and this leaves Big Butch and John Ignatius Junior and me to go the other
way. So we start moving, and all of a sudden two cops come tearing around the corner toward which Harry and
Isadore and Spanish John are going. The chances are the cops hear the earthquake Big Butch lets off and are
coming to investigate. But the chances are, too, that if Harry the Horse and the other two keep on walking along
very quietly like Butch tells them to, the coppers will pass them up entirely, because it is not likely that coppers
will figure anybody to be opening safes with explosives in this neighborhood.
But the minute Harry the Horse sees the coppers he loses his nut, and he outs with the old equalizer and starts
blasting away, and what does Spanish John do but get his out, too, and open up. The next thing anybody knows,
the two coppers are down on the ground with slugs in them, but other coppers are coming from every which
direction, blowing whistles and doing a little blasting themselves, and there is plenty of excitement, especially
when the coppers who are not chasing Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John start poking around
the neighborhood and find Harry’s pal, the watchman, all tied up nice and tight where Harry leaves him, and the
watchman explains that some scoundrels blow open the safe he is watching.
All this time Big Butch and me are walking in the other direction toward Seventh Avenue, and Big Butch has
John Ignatius in his arms, and John Ignatius is now squalling very loud, indeed. The chances are he is still
thinking of the big whoom back there which tickles him so and is wishing to hear some more whooms. Anyway,
he is beating his own best record for squalling, and as we go walking along Big Butch says to me like this:
“I dast not run,” he says, “because if any coppers see me running they will start popping at me and maybe hit
John Ignatius Junior, and besides running will joggle the milk up in him and make him sick. My old lady always
warns me never to joggle John Ignatius Junior when he is full of milk.”
“Well, Butch,” I say, “there is no milk in me, and I do not care if I am joggled up, so if you do not mind, I will
start doing a piece of running at the next corner.”
But just then around the corner of Seventh Avenue toward which we are headed comes two or three coppers
with a big fat sergeant with them, and one of the coppers, who is half out of breath as if he has been doing plenty
of sprinting, is explaining to the sergeant that somebody blows a safe down the street and shoots a couple of
coppers in the getaway. And there is Big Butch, with John Ignatius Junior in his arms and twenty G’s in his shirt
front and a tough record behind him, walking right up to them.
I am feeling very sorry, indeed, for Big Butch, and very sorry for myself, too, and I am saying to myself that if
I get out of this I will never associate with anyone but ministers of the gospel as long as I live. I can remember
thinking that I am getting a better break than Butch, at that, because I will not have to go to Sing Sing\fn{ A
maximum security prison in New York; still in business } for the rest of my life, like him, and I also remember wondering
what they will give John Ignatius Junior, who is still tearing off these squalls, with Big Butch saying:
“There, there, there, Daddy’s itty woogleums.” Then I hear one of the coppers say to the fat sergeant:
“We better nail these guys. They may be in on this.” Well, I can see it is good-by to Butch and John Ignatius
Junior and me, as the fat sergeant steps up to Big Butch, but instead of putting the arm on Butch, the fat sergeant
only points at John Ignatius Junior and asks very sympathetic:
“Teeth?”
“No,” Big Butch says. “Not teeth. Colic. I just get the doctor here out of bed to do something for him, and we
are going to a drug store to get some medicine.” Well, naturally I am very much surprised at this statement,
because of course I am not a doctor, and if John Ignatius Junior has colic it serves him right, but I am only hoping
they do not ask for my degree, when the fat sergeant says:
”Too bad. I know what it is. I got three of them at home. But,” he says, “it acts more like it is teeth than colic.”
Then as Big Butch and John Ignatius Junior and me go on about our business I hear the fat sergeant say to the
copper, very sarcastic:
“Yeah, of course a guy is out blowing safes with a baby in his arms! You will make a great detective, you
will!”
I do not see Big Butch for several days after I learn that Harry the Horse and Little Isadore and Spanish John
get back to Brooklyn all right, except they are a little nicked up here and there from the slugs the coppers toss at
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them, while the coppers they clip are not damaged so very much. Furthermore, the chances are I will not see Big
Butch for several years, if it is left to me, but he comes looking for me one night, and he seems to be all pleasured
up about something.
“Say,” Big Butch says to me, “you know I never give a copper credit for knowing any too much about
anything, but I wish to say that this fat sergeant we run into the other night is a very, very smart duck. He is right
about it being teeth that is ailing John Ignatius Junior, for what happens yesterday but John cuts in his first tooth.”
1920
148.11 Excerpt from Maud Martha: “Helen”\fn{by Gwendolyn Brooks (1917-2000)} Topeka, Shawnee County, Kansas,
U.S.A. (F) 1
… What she remembered was Emmanuel; laughing, glinting in the sun; kneeing his wagon toward them, as
they walked tardily home from school. Six years ago.
“How about a ride?” Emmanuel had hailed. She had, daringly—it was not her way, not her native way—made
a quip. A “sophisticated” quip.
“Hi, handsome!”
Instantly he had scowled, his dark face darkening.
“I don’t mean you, you old black gal,” little Emmanuel had exclaimed. “I mean Helen.”
He had meant Helen, and Helen on the reissue of the invitation had climbed, without a word, into the wagon
and was off and away.
Even now, at seventeen—high-school graduate, mistress of her fate, and a ten-dollar-a-week file clerk in the
very Forty-seventh Street lawyer’s office where Helen was a fifteen-dollar-a-week typist—as she sat on Helen’s
bed and watched Helen primp for a party, the memory hurt. There was no consolation in the thought that not now
and not then would she have had Emmanuel “off a Christmas tree”. For the basic situation had never changed.
Helen was still the one they wanted in the wagon, still “the pretty one”, “the dainty one”. The lovely one.
She did not know what it was. She had tried to find the something that must be there to imitate, that she might
imitate it. But she did not know what it was. I wash as much as Helen does, she thought. My hair is longer and
thicker, she thought. I’m much smarter. I read books and newspapers and old folks like to talk with me, she
thought.
But the kernel of the matter was that, in spite of these things, she was poor, and Helen was still the ranking
queen, not only with the Emmanuels of the world, but even with their father—their mother—their brother. She did
not blame the family. It was not their fault. She understood. They could not help it. They were enslaved, were
fascinated, and they were not at all to blame.
Her noble understanding of their blamelessness did not make any easier to bear such a circumstance as Harry’s
springing to open a door so that Helen’s soft little hands might not have to cope with the sullyings of a doorknob,
or running her errands, to save the sweet and fine little feet, or shouldering Helen’s part against Maud Martha.
Especially could these items burn when Maud Martha recalled her comradely rompings with Harry, watched by
the gentle Helen from the clean and gentle harbor of the porch: take the day, for example, when Harry had been
chased by those five big boys from Forty-first and Wabash, cursing, smelling, beastlike boys! with bats and rocks,
and little stones that were more worrying than rocks; on that occasion out Maud Martha had dashed, when she
saw from the front-room window Harry, panting and torn, racing for home; out she had dashed and down into the
street with one of the smaller porch chairs held high over her head, and while Harry gained first the porch and
next the safety side of the front door she had swung left, swung right, clouting a head here, a head there, and
screaming at the top of her lungs,
“You leave my brother alone! You leave my brother alone!”
And who had washed those bloody wounds, and afterward vaselined them down? Really—in spite of
everything she could not understand why Harry had to hold open doors for Helen, and calmly let them slam in
her, Maud Martha’s his friend’s, face.
It did not please her either, at the breakfast table, to watch her father drink his coffee and contentedly think (oh,
she knew it!), as Helen started on her grapefruit, how daintily she ate, how gracefully she sat in her chair, how
pure was her robe and unwrinkled, how neatly she had arranged her hair. Their father preferred Helen’s hair to
Maud Martha’s (Maud Martha knew), which impressed him, not with its length and body, but simply with its
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apparent untamableness; for he would never get over that zeal of his for order in all things, in character, in
housekeeping, in his own labor, in grooming, in human relationships. Always he had worried about Helen's
homework, Helen’s health. And now that boys were taking her out, he believed not one of them worthy of her, not
one of them good enough to receive a note of her sweet voice: he insisted that she be returned before midnight.
Yet who was it who sympathized with him in his decision to remain, for the rest of his days, the simple janitor!
when everyone else was urging him to get out, get prestige, make more money? Who was it who sympathized
with him in his almost desperate love for this old house? Who followed him about, emotionally speaking, loving
this, doting on that?
The kitchen, for instance, that was not beautiful in any way! The walls and ceilings, that were cracked. The
chairs, which cried when people sat in them. The tables, that grieved audibly if anyone rested more than two
fingers upon them. The huge cabinets, old and tired (when you shut their doors or drawers there was a sick,
bickering little sound). The radiators, high and hideous. And underneath the low sink coiled unlovely pipes, that
Helen said made her think of a careless woman’s underwear, peeping out.
In fact, often had Helen given her opinion, unasked, of the whole house, of the whole “hulk of rotten wood”.
Often had her cool and gentle eyes sneered, gently and coolly, at her father’s determination to hold his poor estate.
But take that kitchen, for instance! Maud Martha, taking it, saw herself there, up and down her seventeen years,
eating apples after school; making sweet potato tarts; drawing, on the pathetic table, the horse that won her the
sixth-grade prize; getting her hair curled for her first party, at that stove; washing dishes by summer twilight, with
the back door wide open; making cheese and peanut-butter sandwiches for a picnic. And even crying, crying in
that pantry, when no one knew. The old sorrows brought there!—now dried, flattened out, breaking into
interesting dust at the merest look …
“You’ll never get a boy friend,” said Helen, fluffing on her Golden Peacock powder, “if you don’t stop reading
those books.” …
198.79 A Mussel Named Ecclesiastes\fn{by George Dickerson (1933- )} Topeka, Shawnee County, Kansas, U.S.A.
(M) 10
The first time I saw Pony she was standing on Sullivan Street, looking wild and pretty in St. Anthony’s Fair.
Her real name was Penelope Stewart from somewhere in southern New Jersey, though I’ve never been that far
south.
Pony was wearing a man’s white shirt and faded dungarees. and carrying a little flight bag. She had long strawcolored hair that she let hang straight down her back to almost the curve of her spine. I was trying to win me one
of the canaries or maybe one of the goldfish in the bowls by pitching nickels at a saucer. I leaned over the railing,
trying to get closer to the dish when the guy wasn’t looking at me.
“You’ve got to loft it,” she said.
I wasn’t sure she was talking to me at the time, because strange girls, especially the pretty ones, don’t usually
come up to talk to me, unless they want to know how to get from the monkey cages to the lion cages, or from the
monkey cages to the bird house, or any place else in the zoo. I tried not to pay any attention to her and lobbed
another nickel at the dish, watching it clatter around a little and then slide out.
“No, silly, you’ve got to loft it up high so you hit the dish in the middle.”
She took the last nickel from my hand and lobbed it right out. When it came down, it plunked in the dish,
bounced back and forth a second, and finally rolled off. Pony stared at the saucer, then she laughed from way back
in her throat. She took me by the arm, carrymg the flight bag slung over her shoulder with her other hand.
“Come on, silly, I’ll make it up to you. I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.”
She led me right out of the Fair, across Houston Street and up into Greenwich Village, into a place called The
Scene. She introduced me to Phil, the guy behind the espresso machine, whom she had some kind of hold over,
because he gave her whatever she asked for, including a sandwich for me.
“What’s your name, silly?” she asked, when we sat down at a table.
“Henry,” I said.
“Henry what?”
“Thigpin,” I said. “Henry Thigpin.”
I thought she would bust out laughing, the way some guys do at the zoo when they call me Pigpen, or maybe
even pretend it’s a good name. She grimaced and said,
“You’re not a Henry at all. You’re a Paul. I spotted you immediately for a Paul.”
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I just sat there, as I do sometimes, and stared at her without saying anything. After a while, she said,
“Why don’t you eat your sandwich, Paul?”
“I’m not hungry,” I said.
“Don’t you like ham? Maybe you'd like chicken or a steak sandwich instead. Phil will fix anything I ask him
for.”
“No, thank you,” I said. “I don’t eat meat.. You see, I was brought up with animals as a kid... I know it doesn’t
make any sense.”
I stared down at the sandwich. When I finally looked up, Pony was looking into my eyes. She had a funny
smile on her face with two tears in her eyes, and I wanted to run right out of there.
“Paul,” she said. “I think we should split and walk together somewhere.” She grabbed her flight bag anc pulled
me by the arm.
“Hey, goofball,” Phil said. “Aren’t you going to eat that sandwich now that I fixed it?”
“You eat it, Phil—it’s got worms!” Pony said and squeezed my hand, causing quite a reaction in the coffeehouse.
*
Anyway, we walked over and sat in Washington Square, in the park there, and Pony told me how she had just
come back from being a model in Bogota, Colombia, where they hardly ever see a tall blonde girl.
“I was in love with a Spanish boy,” she said. “Not from South America, but from Spain. What I mean, Paul, is
he came here and I met him in … in Philadelphia, where he was studying at Penn, but he wasn’t really studying.
He quit school because he was really a bum. So the State Department, or the Immigration Bureau, or whatever,
kicked him out of the country because he had violated his student visa. He had some friends in Bogota, somehow
… and I quit school, too, and followed him down there. I was going to stay there with him, and I took up
modeling, but then he ran out on me.” She stopped, then said,
“I really hate girls who talk about other men when they’re out with someone." She looked up at me.
“Tell me about yourself, Paul. You talk.” I told her,
“I come from upstate New York, near Millerton, where my father has a reputation for being a feed and
fertilizer man, but that doesn’t do a fellow any good in the long run.” Then I told her about my lack of selfconfidence and about my shoes and my love of animals.
“I always had squeaky shoes as a kid,” I said. “After I was about ten, every time I got a new pair of leather
shoes, they’d start right in squeaking. The kids were always razzing me.”
I stopped to catch my breath and looked at Pony who was sitting there quietly in the shadows like my
roommate Mike’s statue of Popocatepetl, although I hadn’t told her about it yet, because I hadn’t got around to
talking about Mike at all.
“My Pop sent me to a foot doctor up in Millerton, because the shoe salesmen all said they never heard of their
leather shoes always getting squeaky before and there must be something wrong with my feet. Anyway, the doctor
looked at my feet and said there wasn’t anything wrong except that I had fallen arches. Another doctor told me
that I spring too much when I walk, and that they could fix me up with an operation by cutting my tendons a little,
but I didn’t want any of that either.
“Later on, I went to college upstate, studying business accounting, because my Pop always thought I should. I
didn’t like it, so I didn’t finish. I bummed around taking odd jobs before I came down here; and even though I
wear rubber soles now, I don’t have any self-confidence.” I started to run out of gas talking and just stopped, the
way a car does sometimes on a lonely back road.
“Let me see your feet,” Pony said.
I took off my shoes and socks, which I had just changed that evening after working all day at the zoo. She felt
my feet all over and tickled them.
“Why, they’re beautiful feet. I’ve never seen such beautiful feet on a man. I love your feet, really! Some feet
aren’t meant to be jammed into shoes, that’s all. You’ve got feet like that.”
I put my shoes back on as fast as I could. Then she sighed and leaned her head down on my shoulder and was
quiet for a while.
“Why did you take a job at the zoo mstead of becoming a big businessman?” she asked.
“Well, even after accounting school, when I came down here to get a job, I’d get too nervous. If I was sitting in
a waiting room somewhere, I saw that the secretary could tell all about me. Then, one day I was running away
from an appointment and was wandering around the zoo, and I felt sorry for all the animals caged up. Animals are
complicated things, as you know.”
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I was quiet then, and Pony lay with her head on my shoulder for a long time, with the people not passing by so
much any more. I thought she must have gone to sleep, but suddenly she sat up straight and said,
“Henry, I bet you don’t know what I’ve got in my flight bag!”
I was surprised she called me Henry; but sometimes she would call me Paul and then sometimes Henry,
changing just the way the grass changes colors right before your eyes when the sun goes down.
“I’ve got a box full of smells,” she said. “I’ve been collecting them from all over the world.”
She took a cardboard box out of her flight bag that she had in there with some stockings and a pair of high-heel
shoes and a dress, all crumpled in a ball. She moved closer to me on the bench.
“Whenever I get lonely, I take them out and smell them and remember every place I’ve been and wonder if I’ll
go back there. Here!” She took a piece of pine from Vermont out of the box, sniffed it, and then sniffed a crusty
shell from the coast of Maine that smelled sour and fishy like the sea, when she stuck it under my nose.
“That’s for all the summers I went to girls’ camp and rode horses down to the sea and dreamt about boys,
wondering who the man would be that I’d marry. That was before I decided never to get married.” Pony also had
a piece of writing paper from a hotel room in Bogota.
“This empty stationery always makes me sad. I want beautiful words written on it. I want it to be filled with
anger or hate or passion or cruelty or love. It’s empty now.” She sniffed it.
“It smells of gardenias.” She passed it on to me and fumbled around in the box.
“Look!” she said. “I’ve also got a cube of bouillon. If I ever grow tired of smelling it, we can have soup.”
She gave me the bouillon cube and then a police officer came up and told us we weren’t supposed to be sitting
there doing whatever we were doing because it was after midnight and nobody was supposed to stay in the park
then. I stood up while Pony shuftled the things around in her flight bag, then looked up at me.
“Could I take you any place?” I asked. “I mean, I don’t want to get too personal.” She looked at me hard.
“You’re faster than I gave you credit for.” She laughed. “Or maybe you really are a good boy. That’s hard to
believe, Henry Thigpin.”
“Please, let me!” I said.
“No, that’s all right,” she said, softly.
Getting up, she leaned her head down against mine. She was looking back and forth with her eyes real close to
my eyes.
“Maybe we could walk a little way further,” I said.
“No, silly, it’s late, and I feel as if I’ve just been around the world.”
“Well, good-bye,” I said.
“No, don’t say good-bye—say good-night.” She touched my cheek.
“You’re such a gentle person.”
Suddenly she gave me a long kiss, pressing tight against me, then ran down the sidewalk out of the park. I
thought I’d never see her again.
*
I walked around there for a while, noticing the lights going out in people’s apartments and wondering if she
was in anyone of them. Then I walked up to the park again, but it was empty, and I took a subway up to my
apartment on West 88th Street, which I shared with Mike in an old tenement building.
Mike was forty-five, older than me at twenty-seven and older than Pony at twenty-two. He was the really
serious, quiet type. He had a fierce look, with his eyes sunk pretty far back, and a crew-cut, but he almost always
smiled. He was never mean. He was gentle. He was a pacifist and a Zen Buddhist.
I met Mike when I first came to New York, after I saw an ad by a roommate placement agency up on Fifth
Avenue. I filled out a lot of forms there with my age and about my father being a feed and fertilizer man and my
mother being a hard-shell Baptist, although she could never convert my father, and my going to accounting school
and loving animals. A weaselly-looking guy there with a mustache took the forms and when he came back, he said
I should meet Mike Bukavich because I’m a vegetarian and Mike is a pacifist.
The next day, Mike came up to the apartment. He was wearing a baggy blue suit and a bow tie with polkadots.
I showed him the kitchen and then the little bedroom that had two small beds and an old wooden dresser with
some of the knobs off it.
“Where are you from?” I asked.
“Des Moines,” he said, puffing on his cigar and blowing out smoke the way an old oil-burning engine does.
“I’m from upstate, near Millerton.”
“Where’s that? In the country?”
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“They do a lot of farming up there,” I said.
“I love the country. Yeah!” he said. “Spent the whole Second World War in prison, outside Danbury. Pacifism.
Spent that whole time dreaming about the country. Flowers. Bees. Fields. Pretty farm girls. Swore I’d get a farm.
Never did. Now I’m a counterman nights—River Shannon diner on Eighth Ave.”
“I’ve never been down to the place,” I said.
“Come on down some night and look it over.” Mike squinted up at me. “Hey, you got any beer?”
“Sure, would you like one?” I started for the kitchen.
“Yeah!” When I brought the beer back, Mike was standing and staring at a print I had picked up in an old shop.
“I studied art once,” he said, looking closer at the picture. Then he said,
“Cigar?”
“No thanks,” I said. There was an uncomfortable quiet between us, and he looked up and said,
“You don’t have to take me in, you know. I can get another room for transients somewhere—but I’m tired of
being a transient.”
“No, really, I’d like you to stay, Mr. Bukavich.”
“Mike!” he said.
“Mike,” I said.
“Cigar?” he asked, shoving one at me again.
“Sure,” I said. I took it and puffed on it awhile, feeling sick to my stomach.
“Okay,” Mike said.
*
One day I came home and Mike was painting on big pieces of plywood he had nailed together in funny layers
with holes in some places. He was painting dark colors; and across some colors that you couldn’t make any
figures out of, he was writing with his paint brush. Sometimes you could make out words like “love”: or
“loneliness” or “hate.”
“Started painting in prison. Occupational therapy,” Mike said. “Like it?”
“Sure,” I said.
“It doesn’t have any scenes in it, but I like the colors all right.” I wasn’t one much for understanding art.
Well, Mike was always reading and painting, and the place was really smelly from the oil paints; but that’s all
right because you can’t be finicky when you’re working with animals.
*
Anyway, riding up on the subway train to 88th Street after I left Pony, I knew Mike would be home since it was
his night off, and I could tell him what happened.
When I got there, Mike was reading and the place was filled up blue with cigar smoke. He listened to me
rambling on about Pony and then he smiled and thought to himself a moment and said,
“She’ll come back, Thig, but maybe you’d be better off in the long run if she didn’t.”
I couldn’t figure out what he meant and he wouldn’t say any more. I could hardly sleep and at the zoo the next
day I couldn’t work. I went back the next night to the coffee-house place. Phil, the guy behind the espresso
machine, just laughed at me.
“No, I haven’t seen that chick, man. She’s a wild swinger.” He poked his finger in my ribs.
“She makes it with a lot of guys; but, man, I don’t know what she digs in you. You’re from Endsville.”
I swung at him as hard as I could, and he grabbed my arm, knocking over some of the cups and saucers. I was
so choked up I couldn’t say anything. Then he laughed a bitter laugh and said,
“You’ll get the big picture someday, Endsville.”
I left The Scene and went over to the Fair and looked around through all the people and stood by the goldfish
place. Then I went up to the park, but she wasn’t there. I did that for a whole week until the Fair closed. Finally, I
gave up, thinking maybe what Phil had said was right.
*
A couple of days later I was sweeping out the lion cages, when I saw Pony with a red balloon on a stick. She
was trying to hand it to me, but the balloon was too fat to squeeze in between the bars.
“Hello, Paul,” she said. “I thought you’d like a balloon to make you laugh. You could keep it at home; it floats
against the ceiling.”
She looked at my face for a long time, touched it real soft with her fingers, then looked off towards the seals.
“Paul, do you have any money? You know I don’t usually ask anybody for money.” She grabbed my arm tight
and pressed against me.
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“Sure,” I said.
I gave her two dollars and thirty cents, which was all I had. She looked down deep into my eyes, kissed me,
and left. I thought maybe she wasn’t coming back again, or maybe she’d be gone for another week and show up
some place crazy, carrying her balloon and her flight bag. Just as I was leaving to go home, I found her sitting
outside the zoo on a bench. She gave me back the two dollars and thirty-five cents.
“Thanks, Paul,” she said. “I didn’t need it after all.”
She took my arm and we walked across the park. It was sunset, with the red sky cutting between the buildings
just as if the streets were the bottoms of canyons or the buildings were big stone trees, dark against the sky. When
we got home, Mike was cooking spaghetti. He grinned and winked at me, while Pony went around drawing
figures in the dust on top of the table and window sill.
“Mike, this is Pony,” I said.
“Want some chow?” Mike said, turning back to the stove. Pony looked at me.
“Sure, she’ll eat with us,” I said. “Don’t mind Mike,” I said to Pony. “He hardly ever talks unless he’s got
something big on his mind.” Pony nodded and looked the place over.
“You know, Henry,” she said, “what this place needs is someone to come in and put up curtains and paint a
little and wash the floors. Haven’t you ever thought about finding a girl for yourself?” She smiled but her eyes
were sad.
“Sometimes,” I said. “Although I try not to think about it too much.”
I gave her a real hard look, trying to see what she was thinking. She just turned and said,
“What’s that funny green thing in the fireplace?”
“That’s Mike’s statue of Popocatepetl,” I said. It was about two feet high and fat, with little chubby feet.
“It’s a Mexican god,” I said. “Mike is real mystical. He believes in Zen Buddhism and all that. Sometimes he
just sits for hours and stares at the statue.”
“He’s got a big soul, then,” Pony said, making me feel funny. She went into the kitchen, although Mike could
barely fit into it himself.
“You know, Mike, what I like about Henry?”
“Yeah?” Mike swished the spaghetti around in the pot and tossed it into his strainer, causing a huge cloud of
steam to come up, making Pony jump away.
“He’s got a beautiful heart. A giant heart. You know, Mike?” She made a circle in the air with her arms, hitting
the side of the kitchen cabinet.
“Yeah, it’s pretty easy to hurt old Thig,” Mike said.
*
At first everybody was quiet at dinner, then Pony said,
“This is wonderful spaghetti, Mike.”
“It’s Mike’s specialty,” I said. “His other specialty is rice. He makes it with crazy things from his Zen
Buddhism training.”
Pony was looking at him close. She put her hand on Mike’s and he looked at me.
“You are a mystic, aren’t you, Mike! You see down into the heart of the world. That must take your breath
away. That’s what I want to see. I want to feel all filled up with the pain of the world, so that I can see into the
heart of things. You can’t be rich and do that, can you, Mike?”
“You can only be what you are,” Mike said.
He cleared his throat and took his hand away from Pony’s. Then we all went on eating. After dinner, Mike
excused himself and went out for a walk, leaving Pony and me alone.
“Are those your paintings over in the corner?” Pony asked.
“No, they’re Mike’s.”
“They’re crazy, way out; but I like them,” she said.
I got real nervous and sat down in my mohair chair, with my feet tucked up under me like the Buddha that
Mike is always talking about.
“You’re wonderful and sweet to be nice to him.”
She trailed her fingers around my shoulder, then walked around the apartment “surveying things” as she put it.
It wasn’t much of an apartment, with just the bedroom where Mike and I slept, and that living room with the
Salvation Army couch and the mohair chair, a couple of tables for lamps and the table we just finished eating on.
Pony was surveying all this when she smiled suddenlyand sat on the edge of my chair and put her arm around my
neck.
75

“You know what, Paul? We ought to paint it, and get posters to put up and a silly wrought iron lamp. Then we
wouldn’t have such a terribly dingy pad.”
“Sure,” I said, pulling my feet tighter under me. “I’ll have to ask Mike if it’s all right.”
“Don’t be a silly,” Pony said. “Mike will simply love it.” She was winding my hair around her fingers, with a
far-off look in her eyes, and a smile that was both happy and sad.
“Paul, can I use your bedroom? I want to change out of my dungarees.”
“Sure,” I said, swallowing hard.
I watched her close the bedroom door, and thought of all the times I lay on my back on the hill up behind my
folks’ house, where I could see the whole valley run out below me and dream about girls. I thought about when
I’m not too busy at the zoo, I watch all the pretty girls go by looking at the animals, and how some of them aren’t
so pretty and I watch them anyway. Now Pony was here, getting dressed in my bedroom, and I was just sitting
here not doing anything about it because I liked her and I didn’t want to hurt her.
When Pony came out, she was all dressed up in a blue dress cut pretty low in front. She had her white highheel shoes on, and her hair was pulled back with a light blue ribbon in it. I c:ould see right then and there how she
had been a model in Bogota, Colombia; and I knew I loved her and I had never done that before. She suggested
we buy some wine to celebrate our meeting at the zoo, so we went out and bought a bottle of red Italian wine and
then came back to celebrate. I was sitting there getting woozy on the couch, while she was sitting next to me,
sipping her wine from a regular glass.
“Pony,” I said. “Pony, why’d you come back to the zoo today? I mean, how’d you find me there?”
“Shh, silly! It was your desire that brought me.”
“You look like a movie queen,” I said.
She did, too. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, but I didn’t dare touch her.
“I know, Pony,” I said. “I know. I mean, I don’t know. I mean, where’ve you been this week? I thought I
wouldn’t see you ever again.” She turned her head away.
“Don’t ask me where I’ve come from, Henry, or where I’m going. If you press too close, I’ll burst just like that
red balloon.”
Then she saw how unhappy she had made me and kissed me. Her perfume made me even more woozy. She
leaned over and whispered in my ear,
“Aren’t you going to sleep with me?”
*
When I woke up in the morning it was late and Pony was lying there watching me. The sun had come in the
window and was catching her hair all gold.
“You’re beautiful, Paul,” she said. “When your eyes are closed and your features relax, I can see right down
into your heart.”
My head felt like a coconut from the wine, but I held her close to me. When we came out into the living room,
we found Mike still dressed up from his diner job, asleep on the couch with his feet stuck out over the end of it.
Pony kissed him on the cheek and made him get up to go into the bedroom to sleep. He yawned and rubbed his
eyes and scratched at his stubbly chin; then he gave us a grin and said he’d move out if we wanted him to.
“No, Mike,” Pony said. “It wouldn’t be the same without you. It wouldn’t be right.”
Mike grinned again and went in to sleep.
*
After that, Pony lived with us. I worked at the zoo and she went out to get modeling jobs. We’d sleep at night
and Mike would come home to sleep there during the daytime. We’d all get together at dinnertime. Pony made us
eat by candlelight, while Mike would give talks on Zen Buddhism. When Mike got philosophical, Pony would
listen to him with her elbows propped up on the table and her chin leaning on her hands. Mike talked a lot with
her about his paintings and about philosophy, which got on my nerves a little. Pony talked with him as if I wasn’t
around. She sat close to him, with her hair falling on Mike’s shoulder or on his bare arm if his sleeves were rolled
up. It was the same as whenever he came home or went out: she kissed him on the cheek and hugged him and he
would look up at me uncomfortably. I started thinking about what Phil had said, and I said to Pony afterwards that
she seemed awfully friendly with Mike.
“What do you mean?” she asked, real harsh.
“Nothing. I mean, you kiss him a lot.”
“So?” Her face got cold.
“Nothing,” I said. “Nothing.”
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“Mike is just a friend, Henry; and I don’t have to elaborate to you about my activities. You don’t own me.”
“I’m sorry, Pony. I’m sorry.” I tried to kiss her, but she pulled away. –
“I’m going for a walk,” she said. “Don’t try to come with me!”
I waited all night for her to come back, but in the morning she still wasn’t there. I could hardly work the next
day, but when I came home early, she was there cleaning up the place.
“Hello, Paul,” she said, smiling. “Look! I bought some yellow roses. I love yellow roses. They always make
me feel gay.”
“Where’ve you been?”
“The man who sold them to me was so funny: a little fat old German with a thick mustache—”
“Pony, where were you all last night?”
“Alaska.”
“Pony!”
“I had a lascivious affair with an Eskimo. You don’t know these Eskimo men; they’re real swingers.”
I grabbed her hard by the arms.
“Why don’t you hit me?” she said. “Hit me … if it will make you feel more of a man.”
Her eyes weren’t seeing me at all, so I dropped my hands, feeling sick inside. Then she kissed me and clung to
me.
“Don’t ask me where I've been, Paul. My life has been so bitched-up. Please … no more. Please, no more hurt
or suspicion.”
“Okay,” I said. “Okay.”
*
After that, she was happy for a while. She fixed the place up with plants and big purple curtains and got the
place all painted white. Then one day I came home and Pony had her hair pulled back behind her ears and her
eyes were shining. Mike was there, dressed up in his blue serge suit and polkadot bow tie.
“Happy birthday, Paul,” Pony said.
“Happy birthday, Thig.”
Mike squinted his eyes at me and showed me an aquarium they had bought me. Pony gave me a kiss and Mike
clapped me around the shoulders, while we looked into the aquarium. It had funny tropical fish in it, and there
was a castle like the kirid in fairy-tale books, and some rocks, and seaweed waving in the water like green fingers.
I diddled my big finger in the water, and then I saw a little brown ridgy-shelled thing.
“What’s that?”
“It’s a mussel,” Pony said.
“Yeah, Thig, it’s a mussel—not in the arm, but like a clam!”
“The salesman explained it to me,” Pony said, diddling her finger in the water. “You see that little leg? Well,
that’s a byssus, and the mussel makes a v-shaped path with it. See the path?” We all bent over and looked at the
mussel close-up.
“It’s going around in a circle,” I said.
“It’s a gas,” Pony said.
“It’s kind of useless,” I said. “Going around in circles.”
“What will we call it?” Pony said.
“Everything’s gotta have a name,” Mike squinted at the mussel. Then Pony said,
“Let’s call it Ecclesiastes.”
“What’s that?” I asked.
“That’s from the Bible,” Pony said.
“Yeah, Thig, it ought to have a name from the Bible, especially with your mother being a hard-shell Baptist,”
Mike said.
“It’s about a man talking about life going around in circles and how futile it is,” Pony said. “Besides, it’s a
pretty name.”
“Distinctive,” Mike said, lighting a cigar.
“It’s crazy,” I said.
*
About a week after my birthday, I was sweeping out the cage for the llama, when Pony came up, bringing me
an ice-cream stick. She was wearing her blue dress, with her hair fanned out on her shoulders. I wanted to reach
through the bars and grab her.
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“Pony,” I said. “I want you to marry me.” She looked down at my feet.
“No, Henry, don’t ask me that. It’s sweet of you, but let’s forget it, huh?”
“Pony, I mean it. I could get an office job and we could get a place on our own without Mike.”
“Don’t you like it the way it is now?” Her voice was breathless. “It’s free now, Henry. I asked you never to
close in on me, and it’s free now. Besides, where would Mike go? What would he do without us?”
I mean, how can you carry on a relationship with a girl when another person is always sleeping in your room
when you get up and always living with you?
“Pony, I—”
“Please, Henry,” she said. “I … I love you, but I can’t.”
She kissed me through the bars and ran away just like that night in the park. I thought suddenly about her
maybe being with Mike during the daytime when I wasn’t there, and maybe that was why she wouldn’t marry me.
I got sick thinking about that; besides I liked Mike too much and I didn’t think he’d do that to me.
On the way home, I had the idea to climb over the fence into our backyard; so I went around the block and
through the cellar of the building behind. The fence was about my height and I didn’t have much trouble getting
up on it, but I tore the cuff on my pants-leg jumping down. It was dark in the yard, except for the squa:re of light
from the kitchen window and the living room window. I waited there for about ten minutes before Pony came in.
When she did come, she looked wild, the way she was that first night I met her at the Fair. Her hair was
mussed up and her face was excited. At first, she just called hello Mike; then after smoking a couple of cigarettes,
she went into the bedroom where I couldn’t see her, because the shade was pulled down. After a couple of
minutes, she called to Mike that she wanted him to come in and see something. He didn’t answer her, but kept on
working at the stove. Then she called him again, and he went into the bedroom. Right away I could hear him
yelling at her. He came out of the bedroom fast, with her following him. She was completely naked.
“Crazy! Crazy!” he yelled. “Thig’s going to be home. Get dressed!”
She pressed herself up against him, trying to kiss him, but he shoved her away, hitting her with the back of his
arm until she fell on the floor crying. Mike went into the kitchen to turn off the flames on the stove, not paying
any attention to her until he said for her to get dressed again.
“Thig’ll be here. He loves you,” Mike said.
“Nobody loves anybody,” she said, sitting on the floor.
Mike came out of the kitchen and grabbed her up by the arms and threw her into the bedroom. I could hear her
crash against something. Then Mike came out and Pony yelled after him:
“He loves himself. He suffocates me!”
She started in crying again, while Mike went back to fixing dinner. When she came out of the bedroom finally,
she was dressed and acting as if nothing had happened.
“What are we having for supper, Mike?” She came over to the aquarium near the window and looked down
into it.
“Spaghetti,” Mike said.
Pony reached down into the aquarium, trying to catch the fish with her hands, but they were too fast. Then she
pushed hard with her finger on the mussel and buried it under a pile of sand.
“Is that your specialty, Mike?”
“Yeah! Yeah!” Mike said. “That’s it. That’s right.”
*
I must have stayed there for maybe fifteen minutes. Then I managed to find a post in the fence where I could
help myself get over. I walked around for a while, trying not to think of anything; then I finally went back to the
apartment. It was late and Mike had already gone off to the diner.
“Where have you been, Henry?” Pony said. “I’ve been wouied sick about you.”
“I don’t know. I had to work late, I guess.”
“Oh?”
“Yes, Pony, I—”
“Please, Henry, let’s not talk about what happened this afternoon, all right?”
“I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you,” I said.
“Are you hungry? I’ll warm up dinner.”
“No. No thanks.” I went over to look at the fish for a while.
“Where’s Ecclesiastes?” I asked. Pony came over and looked in.
“It’s under that sand pile,” she said. “It’s buried itself.”
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“It’ll suffocate like that,” I said.
“Maye it’s dead,” she said.
“I guess it got tired of going around in circles all the time,” I said.
We both just looked at the lump in the sand. I reached for Pony’s hand, and she let me hold it limply and then
took it away. She sat down in my chair and pulled her hair down into her face, then blew at it and laughed.
“Henry, what would you do if I left? Would you hire a maid or would you just keep Mike?” I turned and
looked at her hard, then I went into the bedroom without saying anything, but she followed me.
“Paul, I’m a bitch. Forgive me. I’m a selfish, no-good bitch. You should beat me up and throw me out into the
streets.” She came into bed.
“Paul, I love you. Forgive me. I don’t know what to do with myself.”
I went to sleep, thinking about how it was trying to get over that fence—concentrating on pulling myself up,
pulling myself up, being unable to.
*
A couple of days later, I came home to speak to Mike when Pony wasn’t there. Mike was sitting by the
window to get more light for his painting—one of the plywood things with purples and green and black. It had all
three of our names, “Pony” and “Thig” and “Mike,” painted into it in different arrangements.
“Hi, Thig. You’re early,” Mike said, turning and squinting.
“I couldn’t concentrate,” I said, looking at the painting. “You’re painting a lot lately.”
“Something to do,” Mike said, looking down at the point of the brush handle, then looking back up into my
eyes, but I wasn’t looking directly at him. “Bother you?” I could feel my face get hot.
“It’s cluttering up the place, if you know what I mean. It’s … getting full-up.” Mike looked over .at the stack
of paintings a moment.
“Sure, I could get rid of some, Thig. Sure! But that’s not what’s bothering you.”
He turned and looked out the window. There was just the sound of a fly buzzing against the windowpane in the
sunlight, buzzing slow and unhealthy heavy.
“Mike,” I said. “Mike …”
“What?”
“How are things going at the River Shannon?”
“Jesus, Thig! Out with it, will you?” He found himself a cigar over on the table and lit it, puffing out heavy
blue smoke, squinting and looking at me steady.
“Mike, I want to be alone with Pony. I want to marry her and be alone with her.” Mike looked at me and then
looked down at his shoes.
“Sure, Thig, sure. I knew it was coming. Sure! I’ll clear out. Don’t you feel bad about it either, Thig, because I
know you will. You’ve got a good heart or you wouldn’t have taken me in in the first place. Unnatural for me to
be here anyway.”
He looked back up at me and turned away and stared at that painting of his as if he could really see something
in it. It was only blurred colors with just our three names that you could make out. I could hear the fly buzzing
again, and I knew Mike wasn’t going to say anything. My throat felt tight, so I went out for a walk.
When I came back about an hour and a half later, Mike was gone. I found a note scribbled on a tom piece of
paper lying on the table.
Goodbye, Thig.
Thanks for everything. Don’t forget to put a touch of garlic in the spaghetti sauce. You and Pony drop down to the
River Shannon some night.
Yours always, Mike

Pony came home a little later, bringing some more yellow roses in a big bunch. She gave me a hug and kissed
me in my ear.
“Oh, Paul, what a day! What a day! We’re rich. I’ve been modeling all day. I thought about you and brought
you some roses.” She splaashed her hand in the aquarium water.
“I’ve been modeling soapsuds.” She broke out laughing and danced around the room.
“Hey, come on, silly. Say something! What have you been doing? Where’s Mike?”
“Mike? Oh, Mike’s out for a walk.”
She gave me a hug, then went into the bedroom to change into her dungarees. I began to shake all over. My
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legs were jumping, causing me to collapse into my chair. All she had to do was look into the closet when she got
her clothes and notice that Mike’s were gone. She took a long time in there, and when she came out she wouldn’t
look at me.
“He said he’d found a better apartment, pretty cheap, down near the River Shannon,” I said. “I asked him if
he’d stay, but he said we’d be better off together without him.” Pony went over and looked at the paintings and
sighed.
“You could never lie well, Henry. I didn’t think you could be that mean.”
“It wasn’t mean. I did it so we could be together, so maybe you’d marry me.”
“Marry you? Marry you?” She broke off into a long crazy laugh.
“Shut up! Shut up!” I shook her by the shoulders, with her head rolling around like a doll.
“Shut up!” She stopped suddenly and leaned her head down against my shoulder and cried.
“I’m sorry, Paul. I’m sorry. I do love you, and if I could ever marry anyone, it’d be you; but I can’t … I just
can’t. Let’s let it ride, huh?”
“Sure. Sure,” I said. “Maybe we could eat out somewhere.”
“Okay, Paul.”
“Then maybe go to the movies or get a bottle of that Italian wine the way we did that first night and—and—”
“Okay,” she said, nodding her head against my shoulder.
*
She was quiet all that time at dinner and the movies. Later on, when we were going to bed, I could see she was
still all stirred up.
“Pony,” I said, holding her. “Pony, we don’t have to make love. I mean, we could just be quiet.”
“Shhh, silly. I want you. Shh! Come on.”
She was very passionate then, kissing my ears and biting my shoulder so she left marks, and saying “Paul,
Paul, Paul,” over and over again. Afterwards, she lay there in the dark with her body at funny angles like a broken
toy. She stared up at the ceiling, with the light from the building across the way coming in and catching in her
face. I loved her more than ever then and I tried to talk to her, but she just lay there and wouldn’t answer me,
staring up at the ceiling. Finally she let her head rest on my chest.
When I woke up in the morning, she was gone. Her clothes and her toothbrush and her flight bag with the box
of smells were all gone. I kept going around the place looking for a note, but there was nothing. I knocked over a
lamp, and then I picked up a wooden chair and smashed down real hard on the aquarium. The glass broke and the
water ran out all over the floor and the tropical fish flopped about, dying at my feet, and I stepped on a couple,
squooshing them under my shoes. When I looked down and saw all the dying things, I was sick to my heart.
I left there, walking around outside until I went over to work, but I couldn’t think and my head was spinning
crazily so I headed for Greenwich Village. When I got to that coffee shop where Phil was, he said,
“No, man, I haven’t seen that chick since she split here that night with you. She must have really turned you
on, man, if you’re still seeking her out.”
I wandered around and then went back to the apartment to wait for her. The place was still all torn up, except
for Mike’s paintings, so I just lived in it like that, not eating or sleeping or even shaving. The place was getting
real dusty. Even the spot where Popocatepetl had been standing was covered with dust, as if it had never been
there.
*
After a couple of days, I went out and walked over to the zoo. They had another fellow working in my place. I
decided maybe Pony had gone with Mike, so I waited there at the zoo until eleven o’clock, when Mike came on at
the River Shannon, and I went over and found him there.
“Hi, Thig,” Mike said, grinning and squInting. “What you up to? Jeez, you look shot. What’s been going on?”
“Nothing, Mike … I mean … nothing.”
“Nothing? Where’s Pony? You’re here alone?”
“After you … after you went away, she went off.” I felt shaky and plopped down on one of the stools.
“Jeez! Jeez, Thig! That’s terrible. Thig, that’s awful.” He shufiled some dishes back and forth and tried not to
look at me.
“If it hadn’t been for you, Thig, I’d have gone after her. She was sunlight herself.”
Mike’s face looked full of pain.
“You don’t know where she is?” I asked.
“No, Thig. If I knew, I’d tell you straight.”
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He shoved a hot cup of coffee in front of me and I started gulping it, burning my lips and down into my
stomach. Mike drank a cup with me, but I wasn’t able to talk any more, so I just got up from there and went back
to 88th Street.
The next day, I got a letter air mail.
Inside was the piece of stationery that smelled of gardenias, the one she had kept in her box of smells.
Dear Henry,
I’m here in Paris for a little while to do some modeling, and perhaps I’ll go someplace else soon. I don’t know. I had
some money from my father, so I thought I could take a vacation from all my responsibilities.
I loved you, Henry, almost as much as I loved Paul—the boy who hurt me in Bogota, Colombia. I wanted his baby,
but he was already married.
I stayed out that mght because I wanted you to beat me, and yet I was relieved when I found I dominated you. I
despised you for letting me be too strong. Oh, it doesn’t make any sense!
I loved Mike, too, but in a different way. Then I tried to sleep with Mike to hurt you. You see how hateful I am. Poor
Mike, he wanted me, but he’s your friend.
I wanted there to be enough love for everyone, with no sadness and no regrets. I trusted you not to let me make life
mean and selfish, and that’s why I’ve gone away. Besides, I can’t just love one person any more. I’m afraid.
I couldn’t marry you, because one day I knew I’d run away, or else we’d hurt each other.
Now you’ll go looking for other things in your life … and we’ll both try to be happy. Know that I shall love you
always and will never forget you and all we had together.
Please don’t come looking for me, because I won’t be here.
Love,
Pony

I stuffed the letter into my pocket and went down to walk by the Hudson River. It was quiet there except for
the boats downriver that would honk every now and then. I thought of maybe going to Paris to try and find her,
but I didn’t have any money. I read her letter again, and that made me cry and know how rotten I’d been about
Mike, and know that she wouldn’t want to see me again, even though I had done everything just because of my
love for her.
Then I hated her, and I had never done that in my life. I hated her.
Pretty soon it got dark, and cold from the corning on of winter. I couldn’t see the gulls any more where they
had been swerving back and forth over the water looking for food, catching the light on their wings. The river was
real black, with just the lights from New Jersey shining on the water. I thought about jumping in and drowning
there, but the water would be too cold and I knew I was a coward anyway.
Then I tore up Pony’s letter and threw it into the water, watching it swirl the pieces around until they
disappeared. I thought maybe I wouldn’t go back to West 88 th Street or the zoo or the River Shannon diner, but I’d
go up-country someplace—not to Millerton where my folks were, because they wouldn’t understand what had
gone on, but some place like that only where nobody knew me.
116.238 Unified Front\fn{by Antonya Nelson (1961- )} Wichita, Kansas, U.S.A. (F) 6
Jacob’s wife liked to blame his hair, which had gone white as Santa’s just after he turned forty. Now it was six
years later.
“You’re too old-looking to be anybody’s dad,” she said. He knew Cece intended no unkindness; she was trying
to keep her chin up. After all, she had wanted a baby her whole life. She used to pretend to breast-feed her dolls,
lifting her shirt to smack a hard plastic head against her own flat chest. She had been the champion of younger,
rejected neighbor children, had held the plump hand of her little sister, then her cousins, then a nephew, then
godchildren, now great-nieces. When was her turn? Where was her baby?
Jacob held her hand on the 737\fn{Boeing 737, a jumbo-jet airliner.} bound for that big theme part in Florida, the
oasis in the orange groves with the giant golf ball and the mouse. Cece needed a holiday; she’d picked the
unlikeliest place on the planet. “Did she think we can’t do math?” Cece demanded of him before takeoff, apropos
of nothing. He knew which “she” was meant; there was another “she” they didn’t discuss. “Did she think we
couldn’t add up for ourselves how old we’d be when the child was sixteen?”
Jacob lifted the armrest between them and scooted cloer to his wife, who lurched away to look him up and
down: Was he feeling sorry for her? In the aisle a flight attendant mimed pleasure as she demonstrated the use of
the oxygen mask without mussing her makeup. One of the other flight attendants was pregnant, and behind them
sat a mother and toddler, evidence of the cruel way life rubbed one’s nose in one’s misery. And, Jacob thought as
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he recalled his and Cece’s destination, the foolish way one rubbed one’s own nose in it.
“We’re being punished,” Cece said, seeming to decide that Jacob’s sympathy was bearable.
“We did nothing wrong,” he said. “You buckled up?”
“Like a seat belt would do any good in an airplane crash.” She might scoff, but she buckled, pulling the excess
tight. She was forty-one years old and no larger than a young girl, optimistically wearing shorts, in Chicago, in
mid-November, as a gesture of belief in the balmy reputation of Florida. Since she hadn’t had a baby, her lap lay
flat as it had fifteen years ago, when they’d married. Jacob had told her then, whenever she worried before the
mirror, that he would welcome stretch marks, those scars like the scales of fish, the pearly opalescence of nearly
torn flesh, those private hieroglyphs between them. Jacob kissed her cheek. He closed his eyes and let himself
imagine the face of the woman who’d told them they couldn’t adopt a baby, that they were too old. This offense
hardly registered with him, but on Cece’s behalf a dark rage bloomed deep inside him. He wanted to take
cartoonish revenge against Adoptive Services: hit the woman—who was pregnant, smug fertile creature!—and tip
her desk on its side, scatter her files and forms like confetti, bash together the heads of her assistants like
coconuts, toss a brick or sizzling stick of dynamite through the plate glass window, write huffy letters, and make
obscene anonymous phone calls.
“Kill the messenger,” Cece sardonically encouraged him. He was fuming, but she accepted the news calmly;
she’d learned to expect precisely the worst. There were a few reasons she believed she deserved no baby: she’d
kept the faith for too long, been too confident of her own reproductive fitness. She’d not come on her knees to the
threshold of Adoptive Services, had in fact steadfastly shunned them, and now she was to suffer her own
arrogance: where once those ministers of babies might have bwelcomed her, they now cavalierly closed the door.
And then thee was Crystal, of course. Crystal’s child—the baby who’d been most clearly their destiny—wold
have been three years old now. Crystal had jumped from Jacob and Cece’s fourth-floor balcony in her eighth
month, surviving but killing the baby. She’d tried to reach Jacob and Cece—had come to their apartment to wait
for them, used her key to let herself in, drunk a full bottle of gin, eaten whatever food she cold find, then opened
the sliding glass balcony door. Jacob and Cece had been in the Ozarks. That was the last vacation they’d taken,
and they’d taken it to escape Crystal. Jacob could not think of that part of his life without wondering what would
have changed had he done something differently, just a minor yet crucial contingency in the events. A little
gesture the size of a note or a phone call might have safeguarded their child, and Jacob sometimes feared that he’d
brought on the disaster by not wanting that child enough. He’d know Crystal better than Cece had; he should have
predicted her reaction. And perhaps he had predicted it, perhaps he’d even take advantage of it—he literally
squirmed to think so. If the baby had lived, it would have now been approximately the age of the one sitting
behind Jacob on the plane, the one kicking unceasingly into the region of Jacob’s kidneys.
Cece tugged at his sleeve and said, “Remember that kid I told you about, the girl on the trip home from
Germany?” This was an old story, one Cece did not realize she had told far too many times. Jacob imagined that
she thought of it more often than she actually admitted, that she sometimes suppressed the urge to tell him. Years
earlier, before the airlines got technical about it—before some parent sued, Jacob assumed—Cece had been given
the charge of an eight-year-old girl for the duration of a flight from Frankfurt to Chicago. “The mother picked me
because she thought I was the mos reliable-looking person in the waiting area,” Cece said now. (She hd some
good stories she’d told Jacob only once; on occasion she surprised him with a brand-new one, an incident from
her past plucked like a fruit, handed him to delight him, fresh and delicious. But he’d heard about the German girl
a dozen times.) Cece loved having been chosen; she’d loved the little girl, who spent the flight explaining her
family troubles—the divorce, the new step- and half-siblings, the intercontinental visits. Cece always concluded
the story wondering whether the girl, Hannelore, would remember her, that and the fact that the child’s father, in
America, hadn’t bothered to thank Cece for her transatlantic pampering.
“She was such a sweet child,” Cece said now, sentimetally. “I always wanted my daughter to be just like her,
smart and funny.”
Jacob grunted.
Later, when their 737 hit a pocket of rough weather, the cabin’s interior rattled as if to shake itself from its
exoskeleton, and Cece grabbed Jacob’s hand. He’d been dozing, dreaming of children, great swarms of them, their
faces hissing up at him like a cave full of bats caught in a sudden light.
“As if this might help,” Cece said, squeezing the blood from his flesh, not letting go of him until the air
smoothed once more.
*
“I’ve never seen so many fat white thighs,” Jacob commented twenty-four hours later. “People are ugly
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animals, aren’t they? I’d give away my three-day pass to see just one alligator.” Jacob talked because Cece
wouldn’t; someone had to fill the silence.
Not too long after, they sat on a ride through Neverland. “There’s your gator,” Cece told him.
What was she looking for? Jacob wondered. Clearly she had something in mind, the way she moved from ride
to ride, choosing long lines, buying popcorn and then throwing half of it away, sitting listlessly on the tram and
monorail, then hustling as fast as posible to the gift shop to purchase a bag of presents, leaving Jacob trailing
behind. At the end of the first day they soaked in the (not so) hot tub at their hotel and listened to children playing
in the swimming pool.
“We cold adopt an older girl,” Jacob said, so physically relieved to be sitting rather than walking, so comforted
by the darkening night sky and the dull images behind his own eyelids in place of the garish ones he’d been
blitzed by all day long, he said whatever came floating through his mind, his lazy familiar thoughts leaking from
his mouth. “Plenty of older children need parents.”
“I’m a good person,” Cece responded with her own weary refrain, “but I’m not a saint. I could only love a
teenager when I remembered it as an infant. Besides, we don’t want to inherit problems.”
Their next step was to adopt a child from another country. Jacob knew this was coming, an inevitability
mushrooming on the horizon. They would find their baby far south of here, a doe-eyed brown child. He was not
unhappy with that scenario; he preferred not knowing the parents, the language, or the shaky lawfulness of it all.
But it exhausted him, the anticipation of the work involved. “You like Florida?” he asked.
She sighed. “Do you?”
“I do.” He did; the weather was his friend, gentle and humane, utterly unlike the weather of his homeland. “I
may discover I hate winter if we stay here much longer.”
“Is my bathing suit frumpy?” Cece asked. Jacob opened his eyes to look at her. She was so small only her head
showed, and Jacob couldn’t recall what her suit looked like, under the bubbling water. She said, “I feel a funk
coming on. There are about a thousand different ways to hate this place. I thought everybody would be happy, but
nobody’s happy, everybody’s miserable.”
“Not me,” he told her. “I like the palm trees. Palm trees make it an official vacation.”
“All the crying children,” Cece said, “they make me sad. And all the angry moms and dads, so mean to their
children. Plus, now my hair’s all rank from this chlorine, and my bathing suit is so cruddy it could stand up
without me.”
But this was part of Cece’s personality, to choose Florida and read a guidebook about it and make the trip and
then complain. She complained so that Jacob would play the other role, the promoter, the endorser. She wold
summon the black cloud so that he cold paint the silver lining; she would hate it so that he could enjoy it. He
remembered there were fireworks. “Let’s go back to the park,” he said, though he had no real interest in making
the trek again. “We’ll watch the fireworks.”
Jacob didn’t need a baby. Since the horrific year when Cece had befriended Crystal and convinced her not to
have an abortion, the idea of a baby always brought with it a queasy dread. Besides, he had Cece, although he
knew that wasn’t a fitting substitute to broadcast to the world. Marriages ought to be between equals, but Jacob
hadn’t ever known an equal in love. It was always somebody feeling more than the other, somebody protecting,
somebody requiring safe harbor or permission or simple compliance. He loved Cece in the sheltering way of a
parent; he wanted to cover her eyes and ears from the unkind news of the world. He loved her the other way too,
the way that made him want to bite her on the thigh, hold her naked body. She was everything to him, a little
person who bought her clothing in the boys’ section of J. C. Penney, flannel shirts and Wrangler jeans, her
fingertips reaching only as far as her hips. Something in her genetic composition made her thumbs stumpy like the
heads of turtles and her arms abbreviated—simian, it was called, the tell-tale crease cutting straight across her
palm so she could fold her hand in half like the mouth of a puppet. Traits left over from the apes, traits found in 5
percent of the normal population. “Five percent of the normal population,” Cece would always emphasize. He
loved that.
In front of the hotel bathroom mirror Cece shed\fn{ The text has: shedded.} her dreadful suit and studied her naked
body in the unvorgiving light. “My breasts are shrinking and I’m sprouting facial hair. Maybe I’m turning into a
man.”
“I don’t think so,” Jacob said, standing behind her, patting her clammy rear end.
“Okay then—a neuter. Give me that, will you?”
“Let’s go to the fireworks.”
“Why do I like those things, anyway?”
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“They remind you of sex,” he said.
*
Jacob dreamed about Crystal. Of course. Crystal Lake, the girl with the preposterous name, the psychopath
who’d detonated in their lives. She’d been his student in the required senior class, “Peer Leadership,” a mediocre
student held back a year, an indolent girl with a bad reputation and a sly smile. This was no excuse; he’d betrayed
the central edict of his profession by sleeping with her. He’d had sex with her and she’d become pregnant, though
it wasn’t quite as elementary as it sounded. In the first place, she’d slept with so many boys that the odds of the
baby being Jacob’s were low. Second, she’d blackmailed him, stoically refusing to tell whose the baby was, so
that neither her parents nor Cece had ever discovered the affair, let alone his infidelity. This left Jacob open to
whatever impulse might seize her. He’d settled for halfhearted gratitude, wholehearted hatred. Cece pitied her and
Crystal soaked it up like a sponge. She had not told the grownups, but Jacob had read the knowledge in his other
students’ eyes, and as an enduring murmur in succeeding classes, a rumor just wild enough to be true.
In Florida, I his dream, Crystal was throwing a party in Jacob and Cece’s hotel room. The cookies she’d made
in the microwave were delicious. Jacob kissed her, then maneuvered himself between her legs. By then he’d
figured out it was a dream, that there wasn’t any harm in having sex. And it felt good to slam against her, to hurt
her this way because there wasn’t any other way to do so. At home there was that punishing patch of ground
where she’d fallen, a place Jacob’s eye strayed to when he rounded their building for the underground garage. He
did not love her, he did not desire her—he wanted honest release.
When he woke, Cece was already up, strategizing with her pamphlets and a pencil, devising a game plan. The
sun shone through gaps where the hotel room curtains didn’t meet, beneath the door, in a piercing ray of white
from the peephole in the door. It was aggressive, this sunlight. Outside on the balcony, the season could easily
have been summer—palm trees, green grass, people in shorts and shades, the soothing sound of lawn mowers. In
the bathroom, Cece had left her discreet monthly sanitary wrappers: not pregnant, again. Her gynecologist had
explained that Cece’s eggs were tough-skinned things, impenetrable. At the fertility clinic the doctor had injected
Jacob’s sperm, hoping to boos infiltration of the resistant, fickle egg. Jacob sat in a chair during this procedure,
tempted to make jokes, loathing the man whose head and shoulders disappeared under the tent created by the
sheet over Cece’s raised legs.
Cece claimed not to blame Jacob for the one child they’d conceived, long before they were married, before
they knew they would marry, before they knew even the easiest secrets about each other. But Jacob had been the
one to suggest the abortion, and then he hadn’t been able to go with her. He’d just begun a job and didn’t feel he
could ask for time off. At the clinic they’d let her sleep afterward. When Jacob picked her up, she was still to
muddled by anesthesia for her grief to show. Then her younger sister had come to town with her baby, and Cece
had had to pretend there’d never been a pregnancy; otherwise, wouldn’t everyone feel awkward and squeamish?
And Jacob stood by like a gawking stranger, only beginning to comprehend the tenderness Cece could bring forth
in him, while Cece held her nephew in her short arms and grew misty-eyed. When she’d bled, later, Jacob was at
work—a job he’d left after only three months, a job that amounted, in the end, to nothing—so her sister took her
to the hospital, bringing along the baby nephew, who slept in his cloth bag on his mother’s chest, and though
Cece lost a lot of blood, she was fine, but after that there simply were no more babies, as if Jacob and Cece had
been given their chance and squandered it.
“If we hurry,” Cece told him from the made bed as he flopped over like a fish in the messy one, “we can see
the parade.” She tapped the metal cylinder of the pencil eraser on her teeth, which made Jacob’s tonsils wobble.
He thought about Crystal, about the phone messages she’d left on their answering machine, about the mess she’d
made when she finally came over the evening she’d leapt from the ledge. There was drinking, smoking, crying,
phone calls to anyone whose number she could remember; she even cut up Cece’s dresses with pinking shears—a
sick party with only one guest. She’d been an unreliable caretaker of their child, a deranged babysitter from a bad
movie; a child in a grown-up suit of whom real grownups had made grown-up demands.
“Parade,” Cece said, pulling Jacob’s toes.
Jacob stared straight up. Above him, the fan looked like a giant starfish glommed on to the ceiling.
*
Cece ate mouse-ear-shaped ice cream and mouse-ear-shaped pancakes. She bought a mouse hat and a mouse
shirt for herself, and a pair of mouse pajamas for her youngest niece. She sat on benches in her mouse clothes like
a ten-year-old, dangling her legs and letting the sun turn her pale skin a bright pink. Most of what she saw she
absorbed in silence, though in the darkened cars as they passed by Indians or mobsters or spacemen, she held on
to Jacob’s arm. Jacob felt like Gulliver in the Lilliputian theme parks; they had not been designed for tall men,
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and he kept cracking his head against roofs and doorways.
On the fourth day Cece pointed out a double stroller carrying twins. The girls sucked pacifiers and wore mouse
bonnets on their big heads. “Cute,” Cece said.
Jacob followed Cece, who followed the twins, whose parents had three other children. There were two more
girls and a teenage boy whose head had recently been half shaved—for reasons of fashion, evidently—leaving
scabs. The mother leaned on the stroller as if to prop herself up; she had a disposition to go with her stout body,
and she never quit talking, a flowing litany of instructions to keep the family machine functioning.
“She’s a breeder,” Cece said, and Jacob realized the woman was pregnant on top of everything else.
Originally, Cece and Jacob had held three-day passes, but Cece had wanted more and Jacob had made this
fourth day a gift to her. Jacob, utterly depleted, exhausted, had to keep remembering his selflessness. His nose had
been sunburned and his feet had blistered; he weas weary of the sunshine, having discovered he could not entirely
trust it when it shone so singlemindedly, and the music that surrounded them made him long for the common
noise of his dark, gray city. Though he had tired, he cold not find the dirty underworkings of the park. The
bathrooms were spotless, the trash cans always almost empty; a whole fleet of men in jumpsuits scurried around
with scoops and brooms, whisking away the waste. You presented your passport and they let you in; they kept all
the unpleasantness on the other side of the gate. It was a bright, seamless world, as insidiously seductive as a drug
trip. What if he began to prefer it?
“Cece, do you remember hearing about some sort of accident here once? Some horse that bolted?” Jacob
recalled that a bystander had happened to videotape the event, and that his camera had been confiscated, his
footage destroyed, his teenager’s college education guaranteed as part of the coverup. Or something like that. “A
scandal,” Jacob said. “Remember?”
Cece listened impassively; people in line frowned t him. They shuffled forward and she leaned close to his ear
as if to kiss it, saying, “You don’t care about having a baby, do you?” Although they knew each other well, it
sometimes became necessary to ask questions to which they already knew the answers.
“Only because you do,” he said, it being impossible for him to lie to her.
She stepped away. “Is that because you’re a man? Is that why? If that’s why, then I’m glad I’m not a man. I
wouldn’t be a man for a million bucks.” Her eyes were suddenly wet, and the people in line frowned once more.
What had Jacob said to upset his wife so?”
Jacob was thinking he wouldn’t be a woman either, at least not one like Cece. Maybe some other woman, but
he couldn’t have suffered the longing she endured, the consuming desire to give birth. He wondered if he
shouldn’t be wounded, that he wasn’t enough for her. She, after all, was enough for him, a fact he’d discovered
during his affair with Crystal.
They boarded their boat and began floating through a long maze of animated figures, all singing the same
song, a song that proclaimed harmony in the world, happiness, equity. In the boat ahead of them rode the family
with twins. Their parents held them up as if to push them even closer to the spectacle, and the babies’ arms waved,
their heads turned to look from one side of the canal to the other at all those blinking, dancing, spinning, smiling
dolls. Jacob was reminded of a horror film, but the children seemed pleased.
From the boats they followed to the skyway gondola, where the canned yodeling and the wait in line gave
Jacob a headache. A wasp circled the crowd, making people bat their hands and duck their heads. It was the only
piece of ungoverned nature Jacob had seen here, and as a result he cheered it on, hoping it wold sting somebody.
Cece stared at the family, whose sullen son had dashed away to a more dangerous ride. The older girls begged for
trinkets—the same souvenirs Cece had been buying for days—and the mother threatened them that if they didn’t
stop complaining they were never going anywhere again. The father thought the girls cold have one prize each.
The mother argued that simply coming here should be prize enough and, furthermore, that her husband shold back
her up, regardless of the issue, when they were with the kids. “Unified front,” she said, as if nothing but blind
compliance would be tolerated; whether he diesagreed was irrelevant. One twin fussed, thrashing her arms,
tossing her pacifier to the ground, while the other watched placidly, pacifier bobbling between her lips. The wasp
circled.
“Which one of those babies would you want?” Cece whispered to Jacob.
Neither, he thought. “The calm one,” he said. This baby sat blinking, sucking. Jacob believed that he himself
might appear contented—overwhelmed, in fact, stunned—to be pushed around in a stroller among the life-size
stuffed animals and bright whirling gadgetry.
Of course, Cece would prefer the unhappy baby. “That one will take no crap,” she proclaimed.
Way up in the gondola, Jacob rested his sore heels on the opposite seat where Cece faced him to watch the car
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bearing the family, ahead of them. Jacob looked out over the park, hoping to catch a glimpse of something beyond
it. As a child he’d been taken annually to a small amusement park on his midwestern city’s outskirts, and one of
the pleasures there was the high ride into the sky on the Ferris wheel. You could spin downward into the clownish
chaos of Joyland—organ music, sickening cotton candy, black-toothed carnies—then up for a serene vista of the
surrounding farmland, the slow, fat river shining gold in the sunset, the distant orange earthmovers riding over the
lumpy jumble of the city dump.
But here there was nothing but park as far as the eye could see, beyond the rides and the lakes and highways
and mouse-eared traffic signs, a country unto itself, manicured as a golf course, pristine as idealism, perfect as
plastic. It was undeniably grand and attractive, but it did not, finally, appeal to Jacob. The swinging basket he sat
in suddenly made him aware of being off the ground, that he could fall. Again he thought of Crystal.
Crystal probably believed he’d escaped feeling guilt. There wasn’t any way he could convince her otherwise,
he knew. Cece had insisted she not have an abortion—despite her immaturity, despite her ostracized life—and
then Cece and Jacob had both promised to be available, to be pregnant with her. True, she’d taken advantage—
borrowing money, spending all her time on their couch, blackmailing Jacob for favors and attention—but that was
no excuse. When they left without telling her where they were going—escaping to Missouri, to a little cabin near
the water, just for two nights—she’d behaved like any neglected child. They’d reneged; so would she.
He could not imagine what her life was, now. He’d heard that she finished high school and went on to college
out west. She had never revealed her affair with Jacob to Cece, and perhaps the whole horrible ordeal had made
her a better person. Jacob wondered if he was a better person than he’d been then. His seduction of Crystal, his
single infidelity, had taught him that he would never betray Cece again. Humans erred; this was central to Jacob’s
knowledge of the world. He’d erred, and Cece would have forgiven him had she ever discovered his offense. And
he’d not been entirely unhappy to have Crystal’s baby disappear from their lives, no matter how much it meant to
Cece. This infidelity, he knew. Cece would not have forgiven.
The gondola ride ended after no more than four minutes. “The time ratio, waiting to riding, is not good,” Jacob
told Cece, shaken by his trip through the air. “Roughly ten to one, as I figure it. And this is the off-season.
Imagine this place in July.” He saw the whole compound in his mind’s eye as a melting structure, a magnificent
birthday cake left too long in the sun, a whim of the tyrannical rodent with his pinched, shrill voice.
Cece trailed after the twins, whose father carried both girls down from the landing while their mother led,
angrily bouncing the stroller on each step. Outside again, they stopped to get their bearings, then headed toward
the long line winding around the enclosed roller coaster. The building was supposed to resemble a space station.
Their gloomy, ugly, half-bald son was already in the middle of the line, staring dispassionately as his parents and
sisters approached.
Cece, following, said to Jacob, “Watch the people standing behind him in that line.”
Sure enough, thee was grumbling when the family cut in. But the big mother ignored it, preempting with
conviction, busy reconfiguring the double-wide stroller and ordering her son to seek out hot dogs for them all
while they held his place. Cece occupied herself with her purse, locating sunglasses and a map of the park,
standing alongside the line without actually being in it.
“That mother’s going to go on the roller coaster,” she predicted, “even though she’s pregnant.” A sign outside
this ride warned various types to beware: people with back or neck injuries, small children, pregnant women.
“She’s so hardy she doesn’t think twice about it,” Cece added. Had the woman wanted to, she could have heard
the remark, but she was haughty with bottles and powdered formula—motherhoood made her oblivious. One of
the older daughters was sent to a drinking fountain for water. The husband was given the task of smearing
sunscreen on everyone’s face. when the son returned, they ate their hot dogs quickly, the mother sucking mustard
off her fingers.
The two older daughters wre left with the babies while mom and dad and brother stepped into the cool dark of
the building. The girls each took a handle of the fat stroller—the kind designed for jogging moms, bicyclewheeled and expensive—and steered it toward the shaded exit ramp on the far side of the roller coaster. They sat
on a curb and ignored their sisters, one of whom cried and th other of whom sat looking around like a sated toad.
Jacob thought his feet had never felt so fatigued in all his life.
And then Cece was gone, on her way over to the children, striding fast on her short legs, leaving Jacob alone to
watch. She waved at the big girls, exclaiming over the little ones. She asked to hold the noisy one, reaching out
without waiting for permission.
Jacob steeled himself. If Cece took that baby, he would not only have to hire a lawyer and come up with bail
money, but first he would have to pluck the child from her arms. He’d have to streak after her through the crowds,
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dashing among the rides and costumed characters—all this nonsense that his wife wanted so badly to claim a
share of—and bring her to the ground. Security here, he was sure, would be exemplary—quick and efficient,
sovereign. It would be of no interest to anyone but Jacob that she had waited for a twin to kidnap, waited to steal a
baby who wouldn’t be as missed.
It was hot and Jacob’s head felt cooked. The setting was surreal, and thoughts of Crystal Lake had made him
feel crazy. Sense was abandoning him. He focused on his wife, who was rocking the squirming, unhappy child.
She had a way with babies, a rhythm in her hips, a friendly smile. Babies had been stolen from her and she’d had
no recourse. Her desire was larger than his. She alone understood its power, the force it had to make her behave
less like a saint and more like a mortal. Watching her now, dizzy with sun and loyalty, Jacob pledged himself to
her anew: if she ran, he would not stop her. When she ran, he would follow.
*KENTUCKY*
164.25 Excerpt from Historical And Revolutionary Incidents Of The Early Settlers Of The United States,
With Biographical Sketches Of The Lives Of Allen, Boone, Kenton, And Other Celebrated Pioneers\fn{by C.
W. Webber (1819-1856)} Russelville, Logan County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (M) 11
… Since the peace with the Indians on the western frontier, various projects had been started for settlements
beyond the mountains. In a treaty held at Fort Stanwix, the Six Nations, in consideration of the payment of
£10,460, had ceded to the crown all the country south of the Ohio, as far as the Cherokee or Tennessee river. So
much of this region as lay south of the Great Kanawha was claimed, however, by the Cherokees as a part of their
hunting-grounds. The banks of the Kanawha, or New River, flowing north into the Ohio, across the foot of the
great central Allegheny ridge, already began to be occupied by individual settlers. Application was soon made to
the British government, by a company—of which Franklin, Sir William Johnson, Walpole, a wealthy London
banker, and others, were members—for that part of this newly-ceded territory north of the Kanawha, and thence
to the Upper Ohio. They offered to refund the whole amount paid to the Indians, and proposed to establish on the
ceded lands a new and separate colony. This grant, though opposed by Lord Hillsborough, was finally agreed to
by the ministry; but the increasing troubles between the colonies and the mother country prevented its final
completion. Other grants solicited and ceded north of the Ohio were defeated by the same cause.
Such was the origin of the Walpole or Ohio Company, the Vandalia Company, the Indiana Company—founded
on a cession said to have been made to certain traders at the treaty of Fort Stanwix!—and other land companies,
not without a marked influence on the politics of a future period. Even the distant regions on the shores of Lake
Superior attracted the attention of some adventurous speculators, by whom attempts were made to work the
mines; but the expenses attendant upon so remote an undertaking, caused it to be speedily abandoned.
The first settlement within the limits of the present State of Tennessee was made by emigrants from North
Carolina, under the leadership of James Robinson, who settled on the Wataga, one of the head streams of the
Tennessee river, on lands of the Cherokees, from whom, however, these settlers presently obtained an eight years’
lease. As in the early settlements of New England, these emigrants organized themselves into a body politic. A
code of laws was assented to, and signed by each individual of the colony. Others who joined them soon extended
the settlement down the Valley of the Houlston, and, crossing the intervening ridges, occupied the banks of the
Nolichucky and Clinch Rivers, while others yet passed into Powell’s Valley, the southwestern corner of the
present State of Virginia.
John Finley, an Indian trader, returning to North Carolina from the still more distant regions beyond the
western-most mountains, brought back glowing accounts of that fertile country. He persuaded Daniel Boone, a
native of Maryland, and four other settlers on the Yadkin, to go with him to explore it.
Having reached the headwaters of the Kentucky, these adventurers saw from the hills fertile plains stretching
toward the Ohio, covered with magnificent forests, ranged over by numerous herds of buffalo, and abounding
with other game. They had several encounters with Indians. But we furnish here an account of Boone’s own life,
taken down from his own lips, by a cotemporary:\fn{ The segment is said in an accompanying heading to be “an account of the
wars with the Indians on the Ohio, from 1769 to 1782.”}
*
It was on the 1st of May, 1769, that I resigned my domestic happiness, and left my family and peaceable
habitation on the Yadkin River, in North Carolina, to wander through the wilderness of America, in quest of the
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country of Kentucky, in company with John Finley, John Stuart, Joseph Holden, James Monay, and William Cool.
On the 7th of June, after traveling in a western direction, .we found ourselves on Red River, where John Finley
had formerly been trading with the Indians, and from the top of an eminence saw with pleasure the beautiful level
of Kentucky. For some time we had experienced the most uncomfortable weather. We now encamped, made a
shelter to defend us from the inclement season, and began to hunt, and reconnoiter the country. We found
abundance of wild beasts in this vast forest. The buffaloes were more numerous than cattle in the settlements,
browsing on the leaves of the cane, or cropping the herbage on these extensive plains. We saw hundreds in a
drove, and the numbers about the salt-springs were amazing. In this forest, the habitation of beasts of every
American kind, we hunted with great success until December.
On the 22nd of December, John Stuart and I had a pleasing ramble; but fortune changed the day at the close of
it. We passed through a great forest, in which stood myriads of trees, some gay with blossoms, others rich with
fruits. Nature was here a series of wonders and a fund of delight. Here she displayed her ingenuity and industry in
a variety of flowers and fruits, beautifully colored, elegantly shaped, and charmingly flavored; and we were
favored with numberless animals presenting themselves perpetually to our view.
In the decline of the day, near Kentucky River, as we ascended the brow of a small hill, a number of Indians
rushed out of a cane break and made us prisoners. The Indians plundered us, and kept us iu confinement seven
days. During this time, we discovered no uneasiness or desire to escape, which made them less suspicious; but in
the dead of night, as we lay by a large fire in a thick canebrake, when sleep had locked up their senses, my
situation not disposing me to rest, I gently awoke my companion. We seized this favorable opportunity and
departed, directing our course toward the old camp, but found it plundered, and our company destroyed or
dispersed.
About this time, my brother with another adventurer, who came to explore the country shortly after us, were
wandering through the forest, and accidentally came upon our camp. Notwithstanding our unfortunate circumstances, and our dangerous situation, surrounded with hostile savages, our meeting fortunately in the wilderness
gave us the most sensible satisfaction.
Soon after this my companion in captivity, John Stuart, was killed by the savages, and the man who came with
my brother, while on a private excursion was soon after attacked and killed by the wolves. We were now in a
dangerous and helpless situation, exposed daily to perils and death, among savages and wild beasts, not a white
man in the country, but ourselves. Although many hundred miles from our families, in the howling wilderness, we
did not continue in a state of indolence, but hunted every day, and prepared three little cottages to defend us from
the winter.
*
On the 1st of May, 1770, my brother returned home for a new recruit of horses and ammunition, leaving me
alone, without bread, salt, or sugar, or even a horse or a dog. I passed a few days uncomfortably. The idea of a
beloved wife and family, and their anxiety on my account, would have disposed me to melancholy if I had further
indulged the thought.
One day I undertook a tour through the country, when the diversities and beauties of nature I met with in this
charming season expelled every gloomy thought. Just at the close of the day, the gentle gales ceased; a profound
calm ensued; not a breath shook the tremulous leaf. I had gained the summit of a commanding ridge, and looking
around with astonishing delight, beheld the ample plains and beauteous tracts below.
On one hand, I surveyed the famous Ohio rolling in silent dignity, and marking the western boundary of
Kentucky with inconceivable grandeur. At a vast distance, I beheld the mountains lift their venerable brows and
penetrate the clouds. All things were still. I kindled a fire near a fountain of sweet water, and feasted on the loin of
a buck which I had killed a few hours before. The shades of night soon overspread the hemisphere, and the earth
seemed to gasp after the hovering moisture.
At a distance I frequently heard the hideous yells of savages. My excursion had fatigued my body and amused
my mind. I laid me down to sleep, and; awoke not until the sun had chased. away the night. I continued this tour,
and in a few days explored a considerable part of the country, each day equally pleasing as the first; after which I
returned to my old camp, which had not been disturbed in my absence. I could not confine my lodging to it, but
often reposed in thick canebrakes to avoid the savages, who I believe frequently visited my camp, but, fortunately
for me, in my absence. No populous city, with all its varieties of commerce and stately structures, could afford
such pleasure to my mind, as the beauties of nature I found in this country.
Until the 27th of July, I spent my time in an uninterrupted scene of sylvan pleasures, when my brother, to my
great felicity, met me according to appointment, at our old camp. Soon after, we left the place, and proceeded to
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Cumberland River, reconnoitering that part of the country, and giving names to the different rivers.
*
In March, 1771, I returned home to my family, being determined to bring them as soon as possible, at the risk
of my life and fortune, to reside in Kentucky, which I esteemed a second Paradise. On my return, I found my
family in happy circumstances. I sold my farm on the Yadkin, and what goods we could not carry with us, and on
the 25th of September, 1773, we took leave of our friends and proceeded on our journey to Kentucky, in company
with five more families, and forty men that joined us in Powell’s Valley, which is one hundred and fifty miles
from the new settled parts of Kentucky.
But this promising beginning was soon overcast with a cloud of adversity. On the 10 th of October the rear of
our company was attacked by a party of Indians, who killed six, and wounded one man. Of these my oldest son
was one that fell in the action. Though we repulsed the enemy, yet this unhappy affair scattered our cattle and
brought us into extreme difficulty. We returned forty miles, to the settlement on Clench River.
We had passed over two mountains, Powell and Walden’s, and were approaching Cumberland mountain, when
this adverse fortune overtook us. These mountains are in the wilderness, in passing from the old settlement in
Virginia to Kentucky; they range in a southwest and northeast direction; are of great length and breadth, and not
far distant from each other. Over them Nature has formed passes less difficult than might be expected from the
view of such huge piles.. The aspect of these cliffs is so wild and horrid, that it is impossible to behold them
without horror.
*
Until the 6th of June, 1774, I remained with my family on the Clench, when myself and another person were
solicited by Governor Dunmore, of Virginia, to conduct a number of surveyors to the falls of Ohio. This was a
tour of eight hundred miles, and took sixty-two days.
On my return, Gov. Dunmore gave me the command of three garrisons during the campaign against the
Shawnee. In March, 1765, at the solicitation of a number of gentlemen of North Carolina, I attended their treaty at
Wataga with the Cherokee Indians, to purchase the lands on the south side of Kentucky river. After this, I
undertook to mark out a road in the best passage from the settlements through the wilderness to Kentucky.
Having collected a number of enterprising men, well armed, I soon began this work. We proceeded until we
came within fifteen miles of where Boonsborough now stands, where the Indians attacked us, and killed two, and
wounded two more of our party. This was on the 22 nd of March, 1775. Two days after we were again attacked by
them, when we had two more killed, and three wounded. After this, we proceeded on to Kentucky River without
opposition. .
On the 1st of .April, we began to erect the fort of Boonsborough, at a salt lick sixty yards from the river, on the
south side. On the 4th the Indians killed one of our men. On the 14 th of June, having completed the fort, I returned
to my family on the Clench, and whom I soon afterward removed to the fort. My wife and daughter were
supposed to be the first white women that ever stood on the banks of Kentucky river.
On the 24th of December, the Indians killed one of our men, and wounded another; and on the 15 th of July,
1776, they took my daughter prisoner. I immediately pursued them with eight men, and on the 16 th overtook and
engaged them. 1 killed two of them and recovered my daughter.
*
The Indians, having divided themselves into several parties, attacked in one day all our infant settlements and
forts, doing a great deal of damage. The husbandmen were ambushed and unexpectedly attacked while toiling in
the field. They continued this kind of warfare until the 15 th of April, 1777, when nearly one hundred of them
attacked the village of Boonsborough, and killed a number of its inhabitants. On the 16 th Colonel Logan’s fort was
attacked by two hundred Indians. There were only thirteen men in the fort, of whom the enemy killed two, and
wounded one.
On the 20th of August, Colonel Bowman arrived with one hundred men from Virginia, with which additional
force we had almost daily skirmishes with the Indians, who began now to learn the superiority of the “long knife,”
as they termed the Virginians, being out-generaled in almost every action. Our affairs began uow to wear a better
aspect; the Indians no longer daring to face us in open field, but sought private opportunities to destroy us.
*
On the 7th of February, 1778, while on a hunting excursion alone, I met a party of one hundred and two
Indians, and two Frenchmen, marching to attack Boonsborough. They pursued and took me prisoner, and
conveyed me to Old Chilicothe, the principal Indian town on Little Miami, where we arrived on the 18 th of
February, after an uncomfortable journey. On the 10 th of March I was conducted to Detroit, and while there, was
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treated with great humanity by Gov. Hamilton, the British commander at that port, and Intendant for Indian
affairs.
The Indians had such an affection for me, that they refused one hundred pounds sterling, offered them by the
Governor, if they would consent to leave me with him, that he might be enabled to liberate me on my parole.
Several English gentlemen then at Detroit, sensible of my adverse fortune, and touched with sympathy,
generously offered to supply my wants, which I declined with many thanks, adding that I never expected it would
be in my power to recompense such unmerited generosity.
On the 10th of April, the Indians returned with me to Old Chilicothe, where we arrived on the 25 th. This was a
long and fatiguing march, although through an exceeding. fertile country, remarkable for springs and streams of
water, At Chilicothe I spent my time as comfortably as I could expect; was adopted, according to their custom,
into a family where I became a son, and had a great share in the affection of, my new parents, brothers, sisters,
and friends. I was exceedingly familiar and friendly with them, always appearing as cheerful and contented as
possible, and they put great confidence in me. I often went a hunting with them, and frequently gained the
applause for my activity at our shooting matches. I was careful not to exceed many of them in shooting, for no
people are more envious than they in this sport. I could observe in their countenances and gestures the greatest
expressions of joy when they exceeded me, and when the reverse happened, of envy. The Shawnee king took
great notice of me, and treated me with profound respect, and entire friendship, often intrusting me to hunt at my
liberty. I frequently returned with the spoils of the woods, and as often presented some of what I had taken to him,
expressive of duty to my sovereign. My food and lodging were in common with them, not so good, indeed, as I
could desire, but necessity made everything acceptable.
I now began to meditate an escape, and carefully avoided giving suspicion. I continued at Chilicothe until the
1st day of June, when I was taken to the salt springs on Sciotha, and there employed ten days in the manufacturing
of salt. During this time, I hunted with my Indian masters, and found the land, for a great extent about this river,
to exceed the soil of Kentucky.
On my return to Chilicothe, one hundred and fifty of the choicest Indian warriors were ready to march against
Boonsborough. They were painted and armed in a frightful manner. This alarmed me, and I determined to escape.
On the 26th of June, before sunrise, I went off secretly, and reached Boonsborough on the 30 th, a journey of one
hundred and sixty miles, during which I had only one meal. I found our fortress in a bad state, but we immediately
repaired our flanks, gates, posterns, and formed double bastions, which we completed in ten days. One of my
fellow-prisoners escaped after me, and brought advice, that on account of my flight, the Indians had put off their
expedition for three weeks.
About the 1st of August, I set out with nineteen men, to surprise Point Creek-town, on Sciotha, within four
miles of which we fell in with forty Indians going against Boonsborough. We attacked them, and they soon gave
way, without any loss on our part. The enemy had one killed and two wounded: We took three horses and all their
baggage. The Indians having evacuated their town, and gone altogether against Boonsborough, we returned,
passed them on the 6th, and on the 7th, arrived safe at Boonsborough.
*
th
On the 9 , the Indian army, consisting of four hundred and forty-four men, under the command of Captain
Duquesne, and eleven other Frenchmen, and their chiefs, arrived and summoned the fort to surrender. I requested
two days’ consideration, which was granted. During this we brought in through the posterns all the horses and
other cattle we could collect.
On the 9th, in the evening, I informed their commander, that we were determined to defend the fort while a man
was living. They then proposed a treaty: they would withdraw. The treaty was held within sixty yards of the fort,
as we suspected the savages. The articles were agreed to and signed, when the Indians told us, as it was their
custom for two Indians to shake hands with every white man in the treaty, as an evidence of friendship. We agreed
to this also.
They immediately grappled us to take us prisoners, but we cleared ourselves of them, though surrounded by
hundreds, and gained the fort safe, except one man, who was wounded by a heavy fire from the enemy.
The savages now began to undermine the fort, beginning at the watermark of Kentucky river, which is sixty
yards from the fort; this we discovered by the water being made muddy by the clay. We countermined them by
cutting a trench across their subterraneous passage. The enemy, discovering this by the clay we threw out of the
fort, desisted.
On the 20th of August, they raised the siege, during which we had two men killed, and four wounded. We lost a
number of cattle. The loss of the enemy was thirty-seven killed, and a much larger number wounded. We picked
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up one hundred and twenty-five pounds of their bullets, beside what stuck in the logs of the fort.
*
In July, 1779, during my absence, Colonel Bowman, with one hundred and sixty men, went against the
Shawnee of Old Chilicothe. He arrived undiscovered. A battle ensued, which lasted until ten in the morning, when
Colonel Bow man retreated thirty miles. The Indians collected all their strength and pursued him, when another
engagement ended for two hours, not to Colonel Bowman’s advantage. Colonel Harrod proposed to mount a
number of horses, and break the enemy’s line, who at this time fought with remarkable fury. This desperate
measure had a happy effect, and the savages fled on all sides.
In these two engagements we had nine men, killed and one wounded. Enemy’s loss uncertain. Only two scalps
were taken.
*
June 23rd, 1780, five hundred Indians and Canadians under Colonel Bird, attacked Riddle and Martain’s
station, and the forks of Licking River, with six pieces of artillery. They took all the inhabitants captive, and killed
one man and two women, loading the others with the heavy baggage, and such as failed in the journey were
tomahawked.
The hostile disposition of the savages caused General Clarke, the commandant at the falls of Ohio, to march
with his regiment and the armed force of the country against Pereaway; the principal town of the Shawnee, on a
branch the Great Miami, which he attacked with great success, took seventy scalps, and reduced the town to
ashes, with the loss of seventeen men.
About this time, I returned to Kentucky with my family; for during my captivity, my wife, thinking me killed
by the Indians, had transported my family and goods, on horses, through the wilderness, amidst great dangers, to
her father’s house in North Carolina.
On the 6th of October, 1780, soon after my settling again at Boonesborough, I went with my brother to the Blue
Licks, and on our return, he was shot by a party of Indians, who followed me by the scent of a dog, which I shot
and escaped. The severity of the winter caused great distress in Kentucky, the enemy during the summer having
destroyed most of the corn. The inhabitants lived chiefly on buffalo’s flesh.
*
In the spring of 1782, the Indians harassed us. In May, they ravished, killed, and scalped a woman and her two
daughters, near Ashton’s station, and took a negro prisoner. Captain Ashton pursued them with twenty-five men,
and in an engagement which lasted two hours, his party were obliged to retreat, having eight killed, and four
mortally wounded. Their brave commander fell in the action.
On August 18th, two boys were carried off from Major Hey’s station. Captain Holder pursued the enemy with
seventeen men, who were also defeated, with the loss of seven killed and two wounded. Our affairs became more
and more alarming. The savages infested the country, and destroyed the whites as opportunity presented. In a field
near Lexington, an Indian shot a man, and running to scalp him, was himself shot from the fort, and fell dead
upon the ground. All the Indian nations were now united against us.
On August 15th, five hundred Indians and Canadians came against Briat’s station, five miles from Lexington.
They assaulted the fort, and killed all the cattle round it; but being repulsed, they retired the third day, having
about eighty killed; their wounded uncertain. The garrison had four killed, and nine wounded.
On August 10th, Colonels Todd and Trigg, Major Harland and myself, speedily collected one hundred and
seventy-six men, well-armed, and pursued the savages. They had marched beyond the Blue Licks, to a remarkable
bend of the main fork of the Licking River, about forty-three miles from Lexington, where we overtook them on
the 19th. The savages observing us, gave way, and we, ignorant of their numbers, passed the river. When they saw
our proceedings, having greatly the advantage in situation, they formed their line of battle from one end of the
Licking to the other, about a mile from the Blue Licks.
The engagement was close and warm for about fifteen minutes, when we, being overpowered by numbers,
were obliged to retreat, with a loss of sixty-seven men, seven of whom were taken prisoners. The brave and much
lamented colonels, Todd and Trigg, Major Harland, and my second son, were among the dead. We were afterward
informed that the Indians, on numbering their dead, finding that they had four more killed than we, four of our
people they had taken, were given up to their young warriors, to be put to death after their barbarous manner.
On our retreat, we were met by Colonel Logan, who was hastening to join us with a number of well-armed
men. This powerful assistance we wanted on the day of the battle. The enemy said, one more fire from us would'
have made them give way.
*
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I can not reflect upon this dreadful scene, without great sorrow. A zeal for the defense of their country, led
these heroes to the scene of action, though with few men, to attack a powerful army of experienced warriors.
When we gave way, they pursued us with the utmost eagerness, and in every quarter spread destruction. The river
was difficult to cross, and many were killed in the fight, some just entering the river, some in the water, others
after crossing, in ascending the cliffs. Some escaped on horseback, a few on foot; and being dispersed
everywhere, in a few hours brought the melancholy news of this unfortunate battle to Lexington.
Many widows were now made. The reader may guess what sorrow filled the hearts of the inhabitants,
exceeding anything that I am able to describe. Being reinforced, we returned to bury the dead, and found their
bodies strewed everywhere, cut and mangled in a dreadful manner. This mournful scene exhibited a horror almost
unparalleled; some torn and eaten by wild beasts; those in the river by fishes; all in such a putrid condition that
one could not be distinguished from another.
When General Clarke, at the falls of the Ohio, heard of our disaster, he ordered an expedition to pursue the
savages. We overtook them within two miles of their town, and we should have obtained a great victory, had not
some of them met us when about two hundred poles from their camp. The savages fled in the utmost disorder, and
evacuated all their towns. We burned to ashes Old Chilicothe, Peccaway, New Chilicothe, and Willstown; entirely
destroyed their corn and other fruits, and spread desolation through their country. We took seven prisoners and
fifteen scalps, and lost only four men, two of whom were accidentally killed by ourselves. This campaign damped
the enemy, yet they made secret incursions.
In October, a party attacked Crab Orchard, and one of them, being a good way before the others, boldly
entered a house, in which were only a woman and her children, and a negro man. The savage used no violence,
but attempted to carry off the negro, who happily proved too strong for him, and threw him on the ground, and in
the struggle, the woman cut off his head with an ax, while her little daughter shut the door. The :savages instantly
came up, and applied their tomahawks to the door, when the mother putting an old rusty gun barrel through the
crevice, the savages immediately went off.
*
From that time till the happy return of peace between the United States and Great Britain, the Indians did us no
mischief. Soon after this, the Indians desired peace.
Two darling sons and a brother, I have lost by savage hands, which have also taken from me forty valuable
horses, and abundance of cattle. Many dark and sleepless nights have I spent, separated from the cheerful society
of men, scorched by the summer’s sun, and pinched by the winter’s cold, an instrument ordained to settle the
wilderness.\fn{The account is signed: Daniel Boone. Fayette County, Kentucky, and the account continues:}
*
We will, while upon this subject, furnish also a biographical sketch of Simon Kenton, the heroic contemporary
of Daniel Boone, and which is attributed to his own rude pen. Taking the two sketches together, they comprise a
graphic summary of Indian history in the West, at this period of the life of “Sam.”\fn{ The reference is to “Uncle Sam,”
long ago coined as a familiar expression for the United States. }
Simon Kenton was a Virginian by birth, and emigrated to the wilds of the West in the year 1771. He was born,
(according to a manuscript which he dictated to a gentleman of Kentucky, several years since, in Fauquier County,
on the 15th of May, 1755, of poor parents. His early life was passed principally on a farm. At the age of sixteen,
having a quarrel with a rival in a love affair, he left his antagonist upon the ground for dead, and made quick steps
for the wilderness.
In the course of a few days; wandering to and fro, he arrived at a small settlement on Cheat Creek, one of the
forks of the Monongahela, where he called himself Butler. Here, according to Mr. McClung, whose interesting
account of Kenton, in the Sketches of Western Adventure, we are following, he attached himself to a swall
company headed by John Mahon and Jacob Greathouse, which was about starting farther west, on an exploring
expedition. He was soon induced, however, by a young adventurer of the name of Yager, who had been taken by
the western Indians when a child, and spent many years among them, to detach himself from the company, and go
with him to a land which the Indians called Kan-tuc-kee, and which he represented as being a perfect elysium.
Accompanied by another young man, named Strader, they set off for the backwoods paradise in high spirits,
Kenton not doubting that he should find a country flowing with milk and honey, where he would have little to do
but to eat, drink, and be merry. Such, however, was not his luck. They continued wandering through the
wilderness for some weeks, without finding the “promised land,” and then retraced their steps, and successively
explored the land about Salt-Lick, Little and Big Sandy, and Guyandotte.
At length, being totally wearied out, they turned their attention entirely to hunting and trapping, and thus spent
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nearly two years. Being discovered by the Indians, and losing one of his companions, (Strader) Kenton was
compelled to abandon his trapping-waters, and hunting-grounds. After divers hardships, he succeeded in reaching
the mouth of the Little Kenhawa, with his remaining companion, where he found and attached himself to another
exploring party. This, however, was attacked by the Indians, soon after commencing the descent of the Ohio,
compelled to abandon its canoes, and strike diagonally through the woods for Greenbriar county. Its members
suffered much in accomplishing this journey, from fatigue, sickness and famine; and on reaching the settlements,
separated.
Kenton’s rival of the love affair had long since recovered from the castigation which he had given him. But of
this, the young hero had not heard. He therefore did not think proper to venture home; but, instead, built a canoe
on the Monongahela, and once more sought the mouth of the Great Kenhawa, where he hunted till the spring of
1774.
This year, he descended the Ohio as far as the mouth of Big Bone Creek, and was engaged in various
explorations till 1778 when he joined Daniel Boone in his expedition against the Indian town on Paint Creek.
Immediately on his return from this, he was dispatched by Colonel Bowman, with two companions, to make
observations upon the Indian towns on Little Miami, against which the colonel meditated an expedition. He
reached the towns in safety, and made the necessary surveys without being observed by the Indians; and the
expedition might have terminated much to his credit, and been very useful to the settlers in Kentucky, had he not,
before leaving the towns, stolen a number of the Indians’ horses.
The animals were missed early on the following morning, the trail of the marauders was discovered, and
pursuit instantly commenced. Kenton and his companions soon heard cries in their rear, knew that they had been
discovered, and saw the necessity or riding for their lives. They therefore dashed through the woods at a furious
rate, with the hue and cry after them, until their course was suddenly interrupted by an impenetrable swamp. Here
they from necessity, paused for a few moments, and listened attentively. Hearing no sounds of pursuit, they
resumed their course—and skirting the swamp for some distance, in the vain hope of crossing it, they dashed off
in a straight line for the Ohio.
They continued their furious speed for forty-eight hours, halting but once or twice for a few minutes to take
some refreshment, and reached the Ohio in safety. The river was high and rough, and they found it impossible to
urge the jaded horses over. Various efforts were made, but all failed. Kenton was never remarkable for prudence
and on this occasion, his better reason seems to have deserted him entirely. By abandoning the animals, he might
yet have escaped, though several hours had been lost in endeavoring to get them over. But this he could not make.
up his mind to do. He therefore called a council, when it was determined, as they felt satisfied they must be some
twelve hours in advance of their pursuers, that they should conceal their horses in a neighboring ravine, and
themselves take stations in an adjoining wood, in the hope that by sunset, the high wind would abate, and the state
of the river be such as to permit their crossing with the booty.
At the hour waited for, however, the wind was higher, and the water rougher than ever. Still, as if completely
infatuated, they remained in their dangerous position through the night. The next morning was mild, the Indians
had not yet been heard in pursuit, and Kenton again urged the horses over. But, recollecting the difficulties of the
preceding day, the affrighted animals could not now be induced to enter the water at all. Each of the three men
therefore mounted a horse, abandoning the rest, (they had stolen quite a drove) and started down the river, with
the intention of keeping the Ohio and Indiana side till they should arrive opposite Louisville.
But they were slow in making even this movement. and they had not ridden over a hundred yards when they
heard a loud halloo, proceeding apparently from the spot which they had just left. They were soon surrounded bv
the pursuers. One of Kenton’s companions effected his escape, the other was killed. Kenton was made prisoner
—“falling a victim,” says Mr. McClung, “to his excessIve love of horseflesh.”
After the Indians had scalped his dead companion, and kicked and cuffed Kenton to their hearts’ content, they
compelled him to lie down upon his back, and stretch out his arms to their full length. They then passed a stout
stick at right angles across his breast, to each extremity of which, his wrists were fastened by thongs of buffalohide. Stakes were next driven into the earth near his feet, to which they were fastened in like manner. A halter was
then tied round his neck, and fastened to a sapling which grew near. And finally, a strong rope was passed under
his body, and wound several times round his arms at the elbows—thus lashing them to the stick which lay across
his breast, and to which his wrists were fastened, in a manner peculiarly painful. He could move neither feet,
arms, nor head; and was kept in this position till the next morning.
The Indians then wishing to commence their return journey, unpinioned Kenton, and lashed him by the feet, to
a wild, unbroken colt, (one of the animals he had stolen from them) with his hands tied behind him. In this
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manner he was driven into a captivity, as cruel, singular, and remarkable in other respects, as any in the whole
history of Indian warfare upon this continent.
“A fatalist,” says the author of the Sketches of Western Adventure, “would recognize the hand of destiny in
every stage of its progress.” In the infatuation with which Kenton refused to adopt proper measures for his safety,
while such were practicable; in the persevering obstinacy with which he remained on the Ohio shore until flight
became useless; and afterward, in that remarkable succession of accidents, by which, without the least exertion on
his part, he was so often at one hour tantalized with a prospect of safety, and the next plunged into the deepest
despair. He was eight times exposed to the gauntlet—three times tied to the stake—and as often thought himself
upou the eve of a terrible death. All the sentences passed upon him, whether of mercy or condemnation, seem to
have been pronounced in one council only to be reversed in another. Every friend that Providence raised up in his
favor, was immediately followed by some enemy, who unexpectedly interposed, and turned his short glimpse of
sunshine into deeper darkness than ever. For three weeks he was constantly seesawing between life and death; and
during the whole time, he was perfectly passive. No wisdom, or foresight, or exertion, could have saved him.
Fortune fought his battle from first to last, and seemed determined to permit nothing else to interfere.
He was eventually liberated from the Indians, when about to be bound to the stake for the fourth time and
burnt, by an Indian agent of the name of Drewyer, who was anxious to obtain intelligence for the British
commander at Detroit, of the strength and condition of the settlements in Kentucky. He got nothing important out
of Kenton; but the three weeks Football of Fortune was sent to Detroit, from which place he effected his escape in
about eight months, and returned to Kentucky. Fearless and active, he soon embarked in new enterprises; and was
with George Rogers Clarke, in his celebrated expedition against Vincennes and Kaskaskia; with Edwards, in his
abortive expedition to the Indian towns in 1785, and with Wayne, in his decisive campaign of 1794.
*
Simon Kenton, throughout the struggles of the pioneers, had the reputation of being a valuable scout, a hardy
woodsman, and a brave Indian fighter; but in reviewing his eventful career, he appears to have greatly lacked
discretion, and to have evinced frequently a want of energy. In his after life he was much respected, and he
continued to the last fond of regaling listeners with stories of the early times. A friend of ours, who about three
years ago made a visit to the abode of the venerable patriarch, describes in the following terms his appearance at
that time:
“Kenton’s form, even under the weight of seventy-nine years, is striking, and must have been a model of
manly strength and agility. His eye is blue, mild, and yet penetrating in its glance. The forehead projects very
much at the eyebrows—which are well defined—and then recedes, and is neither very high nor very broad. His
hair, which in active life was light, is now quite gray; his nose is straight; and his month, before he lost his teeth,
must have been expressive and handsome. I observed that he had yet one tooth—which, in connection with his
character and manner of conversation, was continually reminding me of Leatherstocking. The whole face is
remarkably expressive, not of turbulence or excitement, but rather of rumination and self-possession. Simplicity,
frankness, honesty, and a strict regard to truth, appeared to be the prominent traits of his character.”
In giving an answer to a question which my friend asked him, I was particularly struck with his truthfulness
and simplicity. The question was, whether the account of his life, given in the Sketches of Western Adventure, was
true or not.
“Well, I’ll tell you,” said he, “not true. The book says that when Blackfish, the Injun warrior, asked me, when
they had taken me prisoner, if Colonel Boone sent me to steal their horses, I said, ‘No, sir!’” Here he looked
indignant and rose from his chair.
“I tell you I never said sir to an Injun in my life; I scarcely ever say it to a white man.”
Here Mrs. Kenton, who was engaged in some domestic occupation at the table, turned round and remarked,
that when they were last in Kentucky, some one gave her the book to read to her husband; and that when she came
to that. part, he would not let her read any further.
“And I tell you,” continued he, “I was never tied to a stake in my life to be burned. They had me painted black
when I saw Girty, but not tied to a stake.”
We are inclined to think, notwithstanding this, that the statement in the Sketches, of his being three times tied
to the stake, is correct; for the author of that interesting work had before him a manuscript account of the
pioneer’s life, which had been dictated by Mr. Kenton, to a gentleman of Kentucky, a number of years before,
when he had no motive to exaggerate, and his memory was comparatively unimpaired. But he is now beyond the
reach of earthly toil, or trouble, or suffering. His old age was as exemplary as his youth and manhood had been
active and useful. And though his last years were clouded by poverty, and his eyes closed in a miserable cabin to
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the light of life, yet shall he occupy a bright page in our border history, and his name soon open to the light of
fame.
*
Our history, which must necessarily be somewhat episodical in its character, since we could hardly pretend to
give in a single volume, a detailed history of Sam, must now return to the more northern arena of his struggles
with the great foe whom he has so daringly defied, and with whom he so pertinaciously struggles. We shall give
only rapid sketches of the concluding scenes of the Revolution, with some characteristic specimens of the
indomitable humor with which the “giant youngling” met all the difficulties of his new position of contention with
the foremost Powers of all the world.
The battle of Bennington, which has been referred to in a graphic summary of the events of this period, in a
previous chapter, and taken principally from Judge Drayton’s charge, has found a worthy historian in Richard
Everett, the brother of Edward, and we do not conceive, that the transfer of this noble sketch of the bluff and
hardy hero, Stark, to our pages, does any discredit to the true history of “Sam” and his children.\fn{ There follows a
brief account, The Battle of Bennington, by Richard Everett:}
When Yankees skilled in martial rule,
First put the British troops to school;
Instructed them in warlike trade,
And new maneuvers of parade,
The true war dance of Yankee reels,
And manual exercise of heels;
Made them give up like saints complete,
The arm of flesh, and trust the feet,
And work like Christians undissembling,
Salvation out with fear and trembling.

John Stark, the hero of Bennington, was a native of New Hampshire. At an early age he enlisted in a company
of rangers, participated in several conflicts with the savages, and at last fell into their hands, a prisoner of war.
Redeemed by his friends for one hundred and three dollars, he joined Rogers’ Rangers., and served with
distinction through the French and Indian difficulty. When the news came to his quiet home, that American blood
had been spilt upon the green at Lexington, he rallied his countrymen, and hurried on to Boston with eight
hundred brave mountaineers. He presented himself before the American commander on the eve of the battle of
Bunker Hill, and receiving a colonel’s commission, instantly hurried to the intrenchments.
Throughout the battle of Bunker Hill, Stark and his New Hampshire men\fn{ Though Bennington is in Vermont, that
state was at one time part of the so-called New Hampshire Grants; hence the terminology. } nobly sustained the honor of the patriot
cause, and no troops exceeded in bravery the militia regiment of Colonel John Stark. In the spring of 1776, he
went to Canada, and at the battle of Trenton he commanded the right wing of Washington’s army. He was at
Princeton, Bennington, and several other severe battles, always sustaining his reputation, as a brave, honorable,
sterling patriot, and an able general. He was a great favorite of General Washington, and very popular in the army.
On the 8th of May, 1822, aged ninety-three years, he “was gathered to his fathers,” and his remains repose upon
the banks of the beautiful Merrimac, beneath a monument of granite, which bears the inscription: “MAJORGENERAL STARK.”
*
Having given a very brief sketch of the celebrated officer who led our patriot militia upon the field of
Bennington, we will proceed with the account of that battle.
The magnificent army of General Burgoyne, which invaded the States in 1777, having become straightened for
provisions and stores, the royal commander ordered a halt, and sent Colonel Baume, a Hessian officer, to scour
the country for supplies. Baume took a strong force of British infantry, two pieces of artillery, and a squadron of
heavy German dragoons. A great body of Indians, hired and armed by the British, followed his force, or acted as
scouts and flanking parties.
Stark, on the intelligence of Burgoyne’s invasion, was offered the command of one of two regiments of troops
which were raised in New Hampshire, through the exertions, chiefly, of John Langdon, Speaker of the General
Assembly. Stark had served for a long period as General, but at that time was at home, a private citizen. But at the
call of his countrymen he again took the field. The two regiments were soon raised, and with them, as senior
officer, Stark hastened to oppose the British army. At that time the Vermont militia were enrolled into an
organization, called the “Berkshire Regiment,” under Colonel Warner.
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On arriving near Bennington, Stark sent forward Colonel Gregg, with a small force to reconnoiter, but that
officer soon returned with information that a strong force of British, Hessians, and Indians was rapidly
approaching. Upon this intelligence, Stark resolved to stand his ground and give battle. Messengers were sent at
once to the Berkshire militia to hurry on, and the patriots were directed to see that their weapons were in good
order. This was on the 14th of August, 1777.
During the day, Baume and his army appeared, and learning that the militia were collecting in front of his
route, the commander ordered his army to halt, and throw up entrenchments. An express was also sent to General
Burgoyne, for reinforcements.
*
The 15th was dull and rainy. Both armies continued their preparations, while waiting for reinforcements.
Skirmishing was kept up all day and night, between the militia and the Indians, and the latter suffered so severely,
that a great portion of the savage force left the field, saying that “the woods were full of Yankees.”
About 12 o’clock on the night of the 15 th, a party of Berkshire militia came into the American camp. At the
head of one company, was the Reverend Mr. Allen, of Pittsfield, and that worthy gentleman appeared full of zeal
to meet the enemy. Sometime before daylight, he called on General Stark, and said:
“General, the people of Berkshire County have often been called out, without being allowed to fight, and if
you don’t give them a chance, they have resolved never to turn out again.”
“Very well,” replied Stark, “do you want to go at it now, while it is dark and rainy?”
“No, not just at this moment,” said the warlike minister:
“Then,” said the General, “if the Lord shall once more give us sunshine, and I do not give you fighting enough,
I’ll never ask you to come out again!”
This satisfied the preacher, and he went out to cheer up his flock with the good news.
Day dawned, bright and warm, on the 16 th. All nature, invigorated by the mild August rain, glared with beauty
and freshness. Before sunrise, the Americans were in motion, while from the British entrenchments, the sound of
bugles and the roll of drums, told that Baume’s forces were ready for action.
Stark early arranged his plan of attack. Colonel Nichols, with three hundred men, was sent out to attack the
British rear; Colonel Herrick, with three hundred men, marched against the right flank, but was ordered to join
Nichols before making his assault general. With about three hundred men, Colonels Hubbard and Stickney were
sent against the entrenched front, while Stark, with a small reserve, waited to operate whenever occasion offered.
It must be remembered that the American forces were militia, while Baume’s army was made up of welldisciplined, well-armed, and experienced soldiers. Many of the patriots were armed with fowling-pieces, and
there were whole companies without a bayonet. They had no artillery.
General Stark waited impatiently until the roar of musketry proclaimed that the different detachments had
commenced their attack, and then forming his small battalion, he made his memorable speech:
“"Boys! There’s the enemy, and we must beat them, or Molly Stark sleeps a widow tonight. Forward!”
His soldiers, with enthusiastic shouts, rushed forward upon the Hessian defenses, and the battle became
general. The Hessian dragoons, dismounted, met the Americans with stern bravery. The two cannons, loaded with
grape and canister, swept the hillside with dreadful effect.
Stark’s white horse fell in less than ten minutes after his gallant rider came under fire, but on foot, with his hat
in one hand, and his saber in the other, he kept at the head of his men, who, without flinching a single foot, urged
their way up the little hill. Brave Parson Allen, with a clubbed musket, was seen amid the smoke, fighting in the
front platoon of his company. The whole field was a volcano of fire. Stark, in his official report, says that the two
forces were within a few yards of each other, and “the roaring of their guns was like a continuous clap of
thunder!”
The Hessian and British regulars, accustomed to hard-fought fields, held their ground stubbornly and bravely.
For more than two hours the battle hung in even scale. At length, Baume ordered a charge; at that instant he fell,
mortally wounded, and his men charging forward, broke their ranks in such a manner, that the Americans
succeeded, after a fierce hand to hand fight, in entering the entrenchments. Stark shouted to his men,
“Forward, boys, charge them home!”
And his troops, maddened by the conflict, swept the hill with irresistible valor. They pushed forward without
discipline or order; seized the artillery, and gave chase to the flying enemy. The field being won, plunder became
the object of the militia.
*
The guns, sabers, stores and equipments of the defeated foe were being gathered up, when Col. Breyman, with
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five hundred men, suddenly appeared upon the field. He had been sent by Burgoyne to reinforce Baume, but the
heavy rain had prevented his men from marching at a rapid rate. The flying troops instantly rallied and joined the
new array, which speedily assumed an order of battle, and began to press the scattered forces of the patriots.
This was a critical period. Stark put forth every effort to rally his men, but they were exhausted, scattered, and
nearly out of ammunition. It seemed as if the fortune of the day was in the royal hands, when from the edge of a
strip of forest, half a mile off, came a loud and genuine American cheer. Stark turned, and beheld emerging from
the wood, the Berkshire regiment, under Colonel Warner. This body of men, also delayed by the rain, after a
forced march, had just reached the battle field, panting for a share in the affray.
General Stark hastened to the captain of the foremost company, and ordered him to lead his men to the charge
at once. But the captain coolly asked,
“Where’s the colonel? I want to see Colonel Warner before I move.” The colonel was sent for, and the
redoubtable captain, drawing himself up, said, with the nasal twang peculiar to the puritans of old,
“Naow, Kernal, what d’ye want me tu dew?”
“Drive those redcoats from the hill yonder,” was the answer.
“Wall, it shall be done,” said the captain, and issuing the necessary orders, he led his men to the charge without
a moment’s hesitation. Said an eye-witness, afterwards,
“The last we saw of Warner’s regiment for half an hour, was when they entered the smoke and fire about half
way up the hill.”
Stark with a portion of his rallied troops supported the Berkshire men, and the royal forces were defeated, after
a close contest. A portion of them escaped, but between hundred men and officers were taken prisoners, among
the latter Colonel Baume, who soon died of his wound.
*
The British lost two hundred and seven men killed, and a large number wounded. Of the Americans, about one
hundred were killed and the same number wounded The spoils consisted of four pieces of cannon, several
hundred stand of excellent muskets, two hundred and fifty dragoon swords, eight brass drums, and four wagons
laden with stores, clothing and ammunition.
This victory severely crippled Burgoyne, and discouraged his army, while it enlivened the Americans from one
extent of the country to the other. It taught the British troops to respect the American militia, and it was a brilliant
precursor to the victories of Saratoga and Bemis’ Heights. Congress voted thanks to General Stark and his brave
troops for their great victory, and took measures to push on the war with renewed energy and hope. …
198.117 Excerpt from The Alaska-Klondike Diary Of Elizabeth Robins, 1900: “Nome: Arrival And Reunion
With Raymond”\fn{by Elizabeth Robins (1862-1952)} Louisville, Jefferson County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (F) 15
June 14th, 15th, and 16th, 1900. S.S. Tacoma anchored two miles off Nome
I come on deck in the morning to find the welcome of glorious weather, a light breeze blowing and the
sunshine whitening all the thousand tents of Nome. There are frame buildings, too, but the general impression is
tents, tents, up the beach and down the beach and away to the tundra. Half a dozen steamships are anchored in the
bright water and the two miles between us and Nome are dotted, here and there, with rowboats, dories and an
occasional steam launch.
How much to go ashore? Anything from two dollars to five per head. As for the Tacoma she doesn’t mean
apparently to land us before noon. The Aberdeen had brought word of our being on the bar and some other ship
had reported we were in a desperate plight, lacking only a wind to go to pieces against the ice. The Robert Dollar
got into some trouble, and had to come back for repairs. The first thing she saw was the Tacoma, safe and sound,
riding at anchor.
News of the other vessels began to come in; not rumors this time, but grim reality. The Garonne, which left
seven days before us, had had to turn back to Dutch Harbour to repair some disaster. The Santa Ana had been
burned to within two inches of the water. Passengers off the Senator complained bitterly of long detention and
being nearly starved to death, and on the Ohio the dismal yellow flag was flying—smallpox on board. Her
passengers had travelled all this distance only to fall into quarantine.
So we of the Tacoma came to feel that we cut no figure at all with nothing to report but our little detention on
the sand bar. Some of our ladies, (Miss Liszt and the abhorred Miss Phillips) went ashore to breakfast, paying
$2.50 apiece for a small tough steak and some bread and coffee. They brought back long faces and tales of the
beach being alive with lice. They probably meant sand fleas!
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I watched the little boats plying between the steamer and the shore and every man who came out was a
possible Raymond\fn{Her younger brother, of whom she was especially fond} till the stranger came near. I had given Mr.
Rowe a card to take ashore in accordance with my promise to Mr. Wirt not to make the perilous landing through
the surf without my brother to save my life if need be. But Mr. Rowe, never very enterprising, did not seem to be
in any haste to go ashore.
To me the delay [was] all but intolerable, and still I stuck there as if I’d been on a sand bar instead of in bright
water, ruffling towards the surf till it whitened all the forshore. Finally young McRae, just leaving the shipside in
a small boat called up, that he would take Raymond word that I was waiting for him. Still the time dragged on; I
couldn’t listen to the talk of people about me, couldn’t even hear; its emptiness produced a kind of deafness.
I wandered restless about the ship looking from every possible angle at the long tent town, and the under land
line of hills behind, at the purple splotch made on the glittering sea far to the left by Sledge Island. Still little boats
came out to us and little boats went back—and no Raymond. Had I come all this way to hear something terrible
had happened and I should never see him again?
I went below and couldn’t stay two minutes. Back on deck, more aimless wandering, more trying not to let
people talk to me. My original plan had been to keep a strict lookout and when I saw him in the offing I would go
below and wait there for him. So now for the hundredth time I stand looking for him—looking, looking.
For some reason, I don’t know why, I turn. A slender young man, with a soft hat and a long mackintosh, dark
eyes and dark smoothshaven face, is coming toward me.
“Raymond,” I say, and he “Sister.” We grasp each other’s hands and stand looking each into the other’s face a
moment and then he quietly kisses me.
“Come down to the Ladies’ Cabin,” say I. But the ladies are all there—we go into the music room and sit on
the divan.
“It is very wonderful,” he says, “to have you here—here in Nome.” And we hold hands fast. People come in
and we sit up straight and talk.
“Did you expect me?”
“Yes, I had your letter from Boston. Besides that, I knew in March, when I got the letter saying I was to cable
you if I wanted you—I couldn’t cable then—but I said: ‘she’ll come.’” He had also heard from Vernon.
“‘I refuse to give my consent to my Sister’s going all that way, to such a place, to hunt you up.’ And I said to
myself ‘she’ll come.’”
“Did you know we’d been on the bar?”
“Yes.”
“Were you anxious?”
“Not a bit. I knew you’d get off all right. Things always go the right way with you. If you had had to come
floating ashore on a shingle you’d have reached port all right.” I am enchanted with his unconcern, there had been
so much over-concern to battle against.
“I have a boat waiting with two of my friends—men of the Labor Union. You must notice them. Good fellows
of the Great Unwashed.\fn{A common intellectualism to describe the laboring classes; still in use. At one time it was usually in the
form “The Great Unwashed Masses”} They’ll take you ashore.”
So we go to the stateroom again, Raymond brings out my things, then goes for “Fritz” and the other man. They
come down and carry the luggage on deck and lower it into the skiff. People saying good-bye to me all along the
line drawn up to see us pass.
“I’m coming back” I say “for the rest of my things.”
Raymond helps me down the steps and Fritz lands me in the bottom of the skiff, which the other man is trying
to hold steady, while I tumble about till I find my seat. We push away. There’s a roll in the surf, but it is nothing
like the hazardous business I had been told. Raymond says it is unusually smooth today—my luck. We pass the
wreck of the Alaska and Raymond points out a thousand things which at such a moment I don’t care a fig for,
though I take two or three pictures. It is enough for me to listen to the deep, rich voice of my boy and to see his
face.
He is worn, and thin. Ten years older than a man of twenty-six should be, but it’s Raymond! We land without
difficulty, Fritz helping me to jump ashore and he and his mate taking care of my effects. I look back.
“It’s all right,” says Raymond. “I’d trust those fellows with all I’ve got.”
The beach is crowded with people already landed (boats have been coming in, he says, since the end of May—
first arrival, the Alexander, on the 21st). The tents come down to within a few feet of where the surf is breaking
and the space left is already piled with freight, a queer heterogeneous mass.
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We make our way through the throng, stepping over the ropes that, tied to stakes, secure the small boats;
getting out of the way of the few teams that lord it over pedestrians, and that yet go perforce so slowly, half the
time the wheels on one side scraping against boxes and bags of provisions, the other side in the water, so narrow
is the space. Raymond has fast hold of my arm and seems to think I can’t go an inch alone without his guidance.
Impatient as I am usually of leading strings, I am warmed and gladdened by this new sense of being taken care of
by my brother. I tell him of my meeting with Mr. Wirt.
“What??”
I mistake the accent for mere surprise. I say the things that Mr. Wirt told me, and when I get to where he had
begged me to wait and come with him—
“It’s just as well you didn’t do that,” Raymond said. His face is stern and set.
“It would scarcely have done for you to make your entry here with a person that every decent man in the place,
except me, wants to receive with tar and feathers.” It is my turn:
“What??”
“Hush. Come on. I’ll tell you later.”
We press through the throng. Men with go-carts are taking trunks etc., a few yards at $2.00 apiece. Others
carry baggage on stretchers, still others are packing things on their backs. Disconsolate ones sitting on top of their
effects, looking completely incapable of more action or further thought. There they were like so many Robinson
Crusoes each on his own desert island, in the midst of the wreck of his possessions. I never saw faces with such
loneliness in them, such outward showing of the inner sense of isolation.
But other people in the motley crowd were bright and keen, they moved about with elasticity and pleasure—
the old story. All landed here free and equal from the common life of the ships. Twenty minutes and some were
masters and others slaves of the circumstances awaiting them.
On we go. As soon as we leave the gravel and sand of the beach we are in the mud. Black, thick, sticky. A little
further on we are in the spongy mire of the tundra. I mentioned perhaps not without some pride my “tent” and
“provisions.” Raymond threw back his head and laughed till people stared.
“You can’t live in a tent and you don’t need provisions.”
“Oh, yes, I do, heaps of them.”
“Very well, come along and see what I’ve got.” Then he lowered his voice.
“I practically broke with Wirt before he went away and it’s like the scoundrel that he is to tell you I am his best
friend. Not but what I have been that in spite of everything.”
He tells me he has taken over Wirt’s discredited, debt-burdened hospital and put in a Manager.
“We have everything ready for you there. We’ve had a good Winter, no sickness to speak of and, at the
moment, the hospital is about empty.”
On and across the tundra, past the Post Office with its queue of people waiting and we come to a nice threestorey, frame building with the United States flag flying over it.
“That’s put up in your honor,” says Raymond. In the little porch I read on a sign

Hospice of St. Bernard. Visitors between the hours of 4:00 and 7:00 only
We go into the office, where I am introduced to Mr. McKay, a Canadian Scot, Manager of the Hospital, and to
his wife, a southern woman. A clean little office with two windows, small iron stove in the middle, burning wood;
writing table with gold scales; chairs and a lounge covered with a fur “robe.” On the wall a chart, showing Anvil
Creek claims.
I am bidden to take the rocking chair, the High Seat in this country, I soon discover, but Raymond hurries me
off to my own room. It is delightfully fresh and clean, white bed, white-draped dressing-table, clothes “hangers”
behind a white sheet, a table, rocking chair and folding camp-chairs with backs, a little rug in the middle of the
floor and my window looking past the scattered tents to the snow-seamed hills beyond. Not much “roughing it”
about this, for I hear of a capital cook and I see the shining black face and woolly head of the negro chambermaid who is to keep all this as orderly as it is now. It was curious to me to realize what a sense of home and “good
old days” the black visage brought to this far-away land. Raymond unstraps the things the men have already
brought.
“What’s to pay?”
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“Nothing, these are my men.”
We talk a little to the McKays and then go out, down to the chaos of the beach. The surf is higher now and as
we watch the landings we see many a ducking. One boat ships a lot of water, a valise comes open, its contents
burst out, scatter right and left, are snatched up dripping and flung out of the water’s reach on the beach, while
other drenched baggage is dragged ashore. As we go through the shifting throngs, many people touch their hats to
Raymond, some call him Doctor, some Judge. Raymond laughs in a rather annoyed way.
“Can’t break ’em of it altogether. I do what I can.”
He tells me about the people as we pass them. There seems to be a great many lawyers and some Judges, real
ones, so far as sitting on benches and administering the law goes. I do not make acquaintance with.any newspaper
men though Raymond points out one or two; but I am introduced to miners and merchants and visit stores and
warehouses. Raymond has friends at the Headquarters of each of those great Companies that play so important a
part in pioneer life, The Alaska Commercial, The North American Trading and Transportation Company, and The
Alaska Exploration which divide among them the business of the old Russian-American Company that flourished
in the days of Baranov\fn{Aleksandr Andreyevich Baranov (1747-1819), Russian governor of Alaska who defeated the Tlingits and
established the Russian capital at Sitka at the beginning of the nineteenth century } and others.
Among the women we met, some weren’t newcomers, and of course knew Raymond. He stopped and
introduced me to one or two.
“Good worker” he’d say as we went on. But most of the women here couldn’t be called “shady” because, he
said,
“There is no concealment whatever of the kind of life they lead.” He lowered his voice:
“Some of them I’ve been able to help during the hard Winter, and they show they have some decency left by
not looking my way when I am walking with a lady.” He greets some of the rough men as “brother.”
“Labor Union men and members of my church. They don’t go in for parsons much, but they’ll come and listen
to me.”
At one o’clock we go back to the Hospice and dine with the McKays at a well-spread board. On our way back
to the beach we look in on Mrs. Hackett.
“A little vixen, but a friend of mine. She made me promise not to bring you without warning, she wants to be
what she calls in order, but I’m not going to bother with any warning.”
As we approach, the door opens, and out flies a little woman of about twenty-eight, with beautiful white
complexion and cameo-like features. Before I know where I am she has thanked my brother for bringing me “first
to her” and kissed me effusively to my surprise. We are taken into her little house which is neat and nice. She
talks volubly, calling Raymond “brother,” which jars me. I haven’t yet grasped that this was the custom with
members of his church. There’s a noise in an outer shed and Raymond says:
“That you, Jerry? Come in, Jerry.”
“He won’t come in, in his working clothes,” says Mrs. Hackett, but out goes Raymond, and pulls in Jerry
Hackett, miner of about forty-five, with very blue eyes and a nice shy manner. He sits peside Raymond on a trunk
and they talk away, evidently great friends. We say we have to go back to the Steamer for the rest of my things
and with difficulty come away. Raymond says suddenly on a lively note:
“We must look in on Al Fink.”
I was soon to know Mr. Albert Fink better, but not in his professional capacity. He was a lawyer and a man
people gravitated to. His little office was full of men and they all, particularly Mr. Fink, seemed to be friends of
Raymond.
Coming away we cross “the street” as it was called to see two more of Raymond’s friends, a couple of “plucky
little women” who keep a notion store. They came from the Klondike: went in, he says, as pioneers across the
terrible White Pass.
“They’ve been in Nome all Winter,” Raymond says, “a very good influence in the place.”
I had been noticing that of certain people we pass, or stop to speak to, Raymond would say to me first of all:
“He’s a Baptist” or “She’s a Presbyterian” or “They’re Catholics” or “No religion at all—they come to my
church.” He tells me hasty little stories about them and is full of delightful good humour and sunniness.
“See that fellow over yonder?—hates preachers—tremendous friend of mine,” and then something that paints
the man, dashed off and interrupted with: “Look at that man, that’s one of the hardest-headed people in Nome”—
and some instance of his hardness.
“He’s got a down on parsons, too! He’s one of my particular friends. You see he’s found out I’m a queer sort of
parson and he’s the man who’s going to help to build the new church.” Others are introduced with:
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“Mr. So-and-so and I are political allies.” Of this one:
“He stood by me in our fight for sanitation.” Of that:
“We are fellow members of the Labor Union.”
We meet Judge Church. He tells us he has a boy on the Ohio and the ship’s quarantined. Later we hear that
seven passengers eluded the officers’ vigil and got ashore. So, in addition to the inevitable distress threatened by
the influx of so many thousands (and typhoid fever to be counted on) the Ohio had come to spread smallpox.
Before this we have been to see Mrs. Wirt. She has moved out of the Hospital and gone, with her two children,
her sister Miss Bessie Benton, Librarian, and Miss Rosa Lamont, Church Visitor, each $40 per month salary
(Raymond has refused to take more than $50!!!) into a small frame house. By this time I have been told of Wirt’s
financial rottenness, of his being head and ears in debt, of his having ruined Elliott, who was an Indian Missionary
from Iowa, his parents Swedes.
Elliott had much mining experience and some valuable claims, was Manager for the great Lindeberg Company
and a good deal of money passed through his hands. He was induced by Wirt to misappropriate $18,000 of the
Company’s money for Hospital and church purposes. Lindeberg comes back expecting to find this $18,000 to the
good, and discovers that it isn’t well to have a benevolent, feeble-minded Missionary in charge of your business
affairs; institutes proceedings against Elliott who is about to be clapped into jail.
A warrant out and the man in a state of abject terror when Raymond appears on the scene. Having long before
got wind of Wirt's business slipperiness, Raymond severed the church from him and compelled him to make
public announcement of the complete disassociation of Raymond from his (Wirt’s) affairs, which were soon
merely the debt-ridden Hospital. Raymond determines to save Elliott, who in Wirt’s absence, is the scapegoat of
Wirt’s sins.
The whole town is against Elliott, whom Raymond admits to be a poor, weak brother, but only the other man’s
tool. The Hospital has been a stench in the people’s nostrils, badly managed, or not managed at all under the Wirt
regime, used for his family and hangers-on and mortgaged for $12,000. When Raymond, in his endeavour to save
Elliott, took hold of the Hospital the faith many people had in him began to waver. The break between him and
Wirt came none too soon, but it showed the solid men of the place that it was not a case of “birds of a feather.”
Even the “hard lot”—hardened characters—contributed to Raymond’s church, supported and believed in him.
This was the easier since Raymond with all his opportunities, had not acquired a foot of land in town, creek or
tundra. He has no claims, no lots and he works ceaselessly for a pittance which leaves him no margin even to buy
clothes. His one pair of trousers are patched and he hasn’t a decent shirt to his back. He laughs and says when he
wants to make money he can set about making it—at present he’s making something better.
Well, when he took hold of the Hospital and put his own man in (McKay) the people began to think he, too,
was tarred with the Wirt brush. But he went to various business men and proposed a business arrangement, by
which Elliott was saved from prison, his considerable property made into a trust, of which Raymond and McKay
are Trustees, McKay receiving 10%—Raymond nothing. Lindeberg was made to see that if he doesn’t knuckle
under and let Elliott off he is certain to be still more out of pocket. If he submits to Raymond’s conditions he has a
chance to make back his losses.
So all is arranged with Lindeberg—it remains to be seen if the other Powers in the Pioneer Mining Company
agree to Raymond’s stipulations. Elliott has his liberty, McKay has his 10% for managing the trust, while in
reality Raymond does all the work (for McKay knows nothing about legal affairs) and is the only one in the whole
transaction who gets nothing out of it but moral satisfaction and a deal of hard work. It is clear that the first is the
breath of life to him.
Elliott is a fair stupid-looking man with good features, who hangs about here (when he isn’t up at his claim on
Anvil Creek) abject at times—merely mooning at others and dogged day and night by fear of arrest in spite of all
Raymond can do. Wirt’s plan had been to marry the rich owner of Anvil Creek and other claims to Miss Benton.
Elliott is ultimately led to take the same view; Miss Benton refuses him. Wirt had been afraid of Raymond as a
would-be rival. Raymond ridiculed the idea but the girl, it later comes out is in love with him.
(Small wonder, I said to myself, for he’s a curiously attractive creature for all his worn looks—and usually
stern face. He has the enormous advantage enjoyed by some grave men [never by the ever jolly] of being lit up,
transformed by his smile. Raymond’s smile is particularly beautiful and winning. His teeth white and the one set
slightly out of line gives a queer charm to his fine mouth. He has a little trick, too, of sometimes stammering the
faintest bit; or rather, it is a dwelling on some letter just long enough to make the word it represents come out with
especial force.)
The whole Wirt story is unfolded. Raymond shows me the watch given to Raymond Robins, Friend and
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Colleague etc., he will return it of course, and tells of the fight to free the Church from Wirt’s control. How after
Raymond has agreed to preach, baptize, bury, visit the sick and toil (he is even Janitor of his Church), Wirt after
ceasing to oppose the arrangement by which Raymond was so underpaid. Wirt comes one day and offers calmly—
insists that he will pay Raymond $150 a month out of his Society’s Funds “and say nothing about it.” Raymond’s
rage and indignation.
The final tug of war when Raymond tells him what he thinks of him. Tears of protestation. Raymond’s
difficulty to get him to admit publicly. Raymond’s withdrawal. How after Wirt had promised faithfully and then at
the last moment failed to make the announcement, Raymond forced his hand. Wirt compelled to state publicly the
severance. How Wirt got money under false representations etc., etc., and left the town because it became
awkward for him to appear in public.
Mrs. Wirt a brave good little soul—Raymond’s friend and he hers. The hardest thing Raymond ever had to do:
to go to her and tell her her husband was a scoundrel. But he told her what he thought of Wirt clearly and without
compromise in spite of tears and pain. How he got her to move out of the Hospital, and let it be applied once more
to its rightful purpose.
My visit to her after all the revelation none too easy. She received Raymond very warmly—the only woman
whose calling him “brother” doesn’t jar on me; Miss Benton her sister is a nice-looking, fair-haired girl with
pleasant quiet manners. We talk about my journey and about Nome. What Mrs. Wirt said about the Nome Winter
and what Raymond at some crisis had done for the town and at what risk—little as her contribution was—
prepared me for Raymond’s later account. With gentle self-possession Mrs. Wirt asked:
“How did you meet my husband?”
I tell her briefly, speaking of the sermon he preached—the reference to John Eliot and of the stained glass
representation opposite the pulpit.
As to that Winter Story that Mrs. Wirt referred to, I cannot think anyone could write it, and only Raymond
himself could tell it. But I set down at the time some bald notes introduced as the “fight for Sanitation” with the
comment: when he tells about his contest with the politicians, with Story the newspaper Editor, with Arthur Pope
etc., etc. I see that political ardour burns brightly in him still. “Al Fink’s” speech about Raymond—his support in
a critical hour.\fn{A note reads: During the previous winter, the lack of sanitation had threatened to make the town one huge cesspool,
especially behind the saloons and the buildings along the main street. The fear of epidemics led Raymond and others to fight for building
regulations to have ditches and drains dug, and for refuse and excrement to be hauled on to the Bering Sea ice } Other enemies and

other friends—and how the threats of Death were met, fine instance of aggregate municipal impotence as against
man’s grit and fearlessness. Various attempts to bluff, to frighten, to coerce, to buy Raymond. How he called a
mass meeting on the sandspit and compelled the men representing the moneyed interests to raise $7,000 to drain
the town, or force the officials out of power. After trying to get off more cheaply, they raise the money and the
town is drained.
Raymond glows, describing the fight—he is like a war horse snuffing battle from afar and my hopes rise. This
is a soldier not a shepherd. Well, we’ll see.
Down on the beach we try to find Raymond’s friends or find a boat to make a trip to the Tacoma for the rest of
my things—in vain. Raymond takes me to what he calls his Study and probably more truly named than most
Studies in the world. It is the narrow loft above the Church. Cotton curtains on one side and behind them
Raymond’s bed and primitive toilet things. By the one little window, his rude writing table. Nail racks for pencils,
all his business papers enveloped and docketted—ledger, diary etc., all left open there. A heavy gold ring <This is
in the silver chest National Provincial Bank, October 22, 1932>\fn{An insertion by the author made as she read
over her diary during the weeks of her brother’s disappearance} “David to Raymond” hangs on a nail-watch left
there on Sundays:
“I never take a watch to church. I talk as long as I’ve a mind to—and I never talk if I haven’t something to say
—I preach five minutes or two hours.”
Mr. McKay sends for him every moment, it seems to me—others too, every old inhabitant and many a
newcomer seeming to want to see him about something. He’s a wonderful boy, but oh! I wish he were not so tired
and so overworn.
Sup at 6:00 P.M. The McKay’s cook, a Dane, Mrs. Burkstrand, is admirable, the Negro maid Fanny “waits”
with a comical solicitude, offering you each dish by name.
“Miss Robins, have some pertaters?” etc., etc., and bending over to encourage you to say yes.
June 15th, Friday
Raymond and I go down to the beach in the middle of the morning to see the crowd and find whether we can’t
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get a boat to take us to the Tacoma. A marvellous scene. The surf is high today and every attempt at landing
means a ducking. We meet many Tacoma passengers—all more or less disgruntled at not getting tents and
provisions, finding all locations in the town and so many on the beach taken, or for sale at fabulous prices. I climb
about over the piles of freight and watch the people.
The dead dogs I noticed yesterday today are washed in by the tide. Everybody too busy to bury them. I counted
four within a few yards.
I send Raymond back for my belt, which he had locked up in a safe of the A. E. Company (or was it
Kimball’s?) I was hoping to see the Tacoma purser to cash a cheque since there’s no bank here. The one that did
exist has closed its doors; the other is “on the Roanoke, due any hour.”
Raymond leaves me on the beach with Mr. Powis, William Chandler and Kennedy. We hunt about among the
piles of Tacoma freight and find my trunk—familiar sight in the midst of all this strangeness, with its labels of
“Charing Cross,” “Stahlbad,” “St. Moritz” and “National Hotel, Lucerne.”\fn{ Charing Cross, a railroad station in London;
Stahlbad, a spa in Germany; St. Moritz and Lucerne, tourist spots in Switzerland: all of them places to which people with surplus income
gravitate out of curiosity, to see friends, or for the adventure of traveling—still an exciting business in 1900, and one largely reserved for
the wealthy, educated minorities of the world } Raymond comes back after some time with my belt, camera and a box of

luncheon and Mr. “Al Fink.” Guy Rowe takes me to show me where their tent is.
Coming back an old man with a nearly white beard lying in the lee of a tent munching crackers, calls: “You
dropped something”—and shows me with his foot a place in the sand—my chain bracelet!
“Haven’t you got anything for luncheon but crackers?”
“No, can’t get hold of my grub," and he makes a hopeless gesture down towards the piled up chaos of the
beach.
I go back, get sandwiches, hard boiled eggs, cake and pie from Raymond’s box and carry it to the old man.
Returning I mount the hill of bean bags and sit there between Raymond and Mr. Fink eating luncheon in the wind
and looking out at barges and dories struggling in the surf. Presently comes a chance for me to go out to the ship.
But the surf is so rough and I am in the middle of so delectable a sandwich, I sit tight on the bean bags.
Raymond goes off to get a dog team. He is long away. When at last I go to look after my trunk it is gone—
where? I see it is just disappearing between those two men over the knoll. After it, pell-mell, Worsnop of the
Tacoma tearing on before to stop the thieves! Raymond is striding along in the rain and it’s all right, they are “his
men.”
It had begun to rain lightly some minutes before, now it pelts. Raymond and I follow the dog team. The driver
more exhausted than the dogs shouting “Mush! Mush! Fagin! [leader] Mush! you God damn son of a bitch—
Mush Fagin!” and so on over and over again, while the other men lift the heavy wheels {solid disks of wood) over
the knolls and ease them into the holes.
As always people stop Raymond and speak to him about something they appear to think urgent. It is altogether
an astounding progress from the far end of the beach nearly to the opposite end of the “town” and then up on the
tundra to the Hospital. While we stop to rest the dogs I photograph the scene. A town councilman comes up and
talks to Raymond. He apologizes to me for the state of the street.
Street!!! He was perfectly serious, but it sounded like the wildest satire. An irregular passage between two
rows of tents and sheds, a waste of sticky black mud, up slippery hill and down slimy dale, with people and dogs
laborously zigzagging to keep out of the worst of the slough or from falling into the two or three pools of muddy
water made by those who were rocking out gold. Earlier Raymond and I had inspected these and one man showed
us a hole where he was getting pay dirt by the bucket full!
Our men held my toppling luggage on to the low cart and the driver cracked his whip and God damned Fagin,
while poor Fagin mushed through the wilderness of muddy pitfalls in the streaming rain. We stop once at
Dinkelspiel’s store and rest. Dinkelspiel most politely making us come to the fire and giving us chairs. And so,
with one or two more rests, to the Hospice.
I change my clothes and sit by a wood fire. In the evening I go to Raymond’s study and we have a great talk,
though for a time he is eaten up with business and cannot sit down for five minutes without someone coming to
the door to call him out. I had said to him early in the day that I wanted him to leave all this for a few days and
come away on a little holiday with me. He is ready with a plan for our going over to the Siberian coast and to
Cape York, Cape Prince of Wales and even to Port Barrow up in the Arctic Ocean. [Now while I wait and wait for
these people to leave Raymond in peace I begin to write out the scene.]
Evening 8:00 P.M. [15th] Raymond’s Study
As I sit here I see across the little strip of spongy, muddy tundra that they call a street sixty feet across the way,
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the Hospice of St. Bernard. So far as I’ve seen Nome, this three-storey frame building is the best looking house in
the place. On either side, as far as my eye can reach, tents are dotted sparsely about on the morass. Behind the
Hospice rise low hills, with the gray mist crawling sullenly along their gentle undulation. It has been raining hard
from 2:00 till about 4:00 P.M. and people are still going about clothed in rubber, wind-blown, bespattered, weary
and all carrying loads to their tents, if they are so fortunate as to have tents. From some of these cold-looking
homes smoke is issuing. The Malamute and Siwash dogs are prowling about sniffing, and now and then one of
them sends up a dismal howl, which so exactly expresses the sentiments of his fellows, that they all join in. The
melancholy of that chorus is not to be matched.
There isn’t a tree between me and the North Pole, there isn’t one to the south for sixty miles. I sit and look out
at the unmitigated grayness, at the people who stop at the Hospice for shelter, some of whom slept on the beach
last night and some I am sure wish they looked as sick as they feel so that they might be taken into the clean,
warm, inviting Hospice. A big man in a rubber suit stumbles up the Church loft stairs, dragging in a sackful of
possessions. I look up—a stranger.
“Mr. Robins has been called out,” I say.
“He told me I might leave this here.”
“Oh, very well.” I go on writing. The stranger stands there. Presently I look round.
“I am just warming my fingers,” he explains and I see his hands are held to the stove pipe.
“I am Mr. Robins’s sister,” I say, “won’t you sit down?” With a sigh of exhaustion he does so.
“He says I can sleep here,” observes the stranger, and while I wonder where he’ll sleep, he proceeds to tell me
that he is from San Jose, California. But for permission to come here he would spend this drenching night on the
beach. In comes the master of this small domain, takes the man somewhere else “till eleven o’clock.” Scarcely is
Raymond back before another visitor comes in, a lawyer friend and one who has fought the fight for Nome
sanitation and purer politics side by side with Raymond all winter.
“What news?”
“More lot-jumping and a man’s house moved bodily off his scrap of soaking tundra and left in the middle of
the highway, while its owner is languishing in jail under an unjust charge.”
It is not alone the shelterless who are uneasy these nights in Nome. No man knows how soon his house or his
tent will be picked up and thrown into the road. As to getting justice—it seems the mere law of averages ordains
that, too, shall sometimes come to pass. Stories are told of the straits people are put to and how the distress is
bound to increase.
Raymond tells about two men who have just been over to the Hospice, begging for shelter. They have exactly
five dollars between them and the wall.
A call comes from below. Raymond goes to the little window and pushes back a movable pane. The
Superintendent of the Hospice calls up something.
“I’ll come” says Raymond.
“Where?” say I.
“Just over yonder.” He rushes to get his hat. “Some fellows are trying to put up a tent on the lot where my new
Church is to be,” and off he goes with his lawyer friend, knowing that if he allows a man’s tent on the Church
property he jeopardizes it if he doesn’t once and for all sacrifice the validity of the title. I watch them from the
window. Raymond and his lawyer friend have been standing in the group talking for half an hour with the
intruders. These last are very persistent; newcomers, they don’t know Raymond yet. By and by they walk off
leaving him striding about over the lot and looking down on the prostrate tent poles and tarpaulins of the enemy.
He comes back without Keller, the lawyer and we have a long talk. He is amazing—but oh, he’s burning the
candle at both ends and his great tired eyes make my heart ache.
He tells me of the Winter’s fight for Sanitation—shows me newspaper articles and reads diary extracts. He
seems to have been in many a tight place—contending single-handed part of the time against the corrupt town
government on one side and the selfish moneyed interests on the other. Accounts printed and told of public
meetings where hot blood was up and Raymond kept up the cry:
“Drain the town or we’ll turn you out of office.”
And how by degrees he gathered several hundred behind him, solid immovable—only by Raymond’s insisting
on commanding silence and patience that his followers allowed Raymond’s opponents even to be heard. How the
municipal government tried to get at him—propositions made delicately that they would see that it was “worth his
while”—not to come over publicly to them, merely to keep that tongue of his quiet. Others threaten and persuade.
“You as man of Peace!” etc.
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No go with Raymond. They reckon without their host. The Mayor or somebody says at the time the fight is
hottest:
“I’d be sure of the issue if it weren’t for that infernal little preacher.”
How at last, baulked at every turn it was arranged to put him out of the way and the man selected who was to
do the business—that story cannot be written in these hurried notes. End of Friday 15 th.
*
There are two cases of smallpox in the town, I learn by and by. I am sitting in my brother’s study in the
morning after breakfast when Mr. McKay crosses the tundra-strip and calls up:
“Mr. Robins there?”
“No.”
“Will you come over now and be vaccinated?”
I go and Dr. Rininger does the deed. Mr. Dyer calls and takes me out in his little boat to the Tacoma. Charming
trip from one end of the shipping to the other. I climb up Tacoma’s rope ladder with a coil round my waist and
receive a welcome from those left on board. Mr. Howard, Mr. Fred Chandler, Powis’s—the Captain, Chief
Engineer etc., etc. Cunningham and Doolittles. Mr. Dyer and Mr. Howard got my box and chair and bag of
oranges and all are lowered. Into Cabin, talk to my friends and tell Miss Cunningham Raymond thinks he can get
a position for her as stenographer. Up on deck—goodbye!
Off with the helpful Mr. Dyerland, get dog team. Two dollars again to carry box, bag and deck chair a shorter
distance to Hospital than the trunk the day previous, landed lower down the beach. Keep Mr. Dyer to dinner 2:15.
He is Mr. Burwell’s man (Seattle Hardware) and is here partly on Company business, partly on his own.
Dyer is in a fix through Wirt’ worthlessness. Hospital furnishing to the amount of $3000 bought by Wirt and
brought up by Dyer is here—Wirt had said that Elliott would pay on delivery and all would be charming. Wirt has
also invested in the Seattle Hardware $1000 of the Mission subscriptions, so it is reported, and I remember Mr.
Burwell saying Mrs. Wirt was “taking care of Mr. Wirt up there” and intimated “business.”
Dyer appears with Wirt’s supplies to find the man who was to receive them a bankrupt and defaulter on the
verge of arrest, and all Wirt’s representations false. Dyer has legal advice and thinks of setting up a lodging house
with the hospital beds etc., etc. But he is in an awkward situation with his good friend Burwell who was
completely taken in by Wirt.
A walk with Raymond to the Sand Spit to see the Eskimo Village. A good many tents ranged on the mound of
clean, white sand. Aborigines all about, looking more or less picturesque. Blue lines down the women’s chins.
Raymond says the first one is drawn when they attain puberty, the others at the birth of each child. Some of the
mothers of four or five babies look almost like children themselves. I am sorry I did not take my camera. One
group sits about the camp fire cooking disgusting-looking bones in a thick reddish broth and frying flap-jacks.
The people are filthy beyond words. The children roll in the white sand and play cards. Raymond lifts the flap
of a tent—
“Shall we look in?” he says. He gives “two bits” (half a dollar) to one of the men, who, with some boys, sits
crouched on the ground also playing cards—the stakes in this group are pieces of hard, black tobacco.
The tent is full of foul rags and skins. On a tin box are some half-gnawed bones. A boy takes one up, bites at it
for a while and then lays it down. Raymond shows me the beautifully made sealskin kayaks outside down near the
water, and a fine bidarka\fn{A kayak that may have one, two or three hatches} of walrus hide.
In my room in the later afternoon, I am putting my things in order. Raymond comes in. He sits down wearily.
“I want to introduce a friend of mine to you—Judge Kepner. We never seem to have a moment to ourselves, do
we?”
We go out and he introduces Judge Kepner, a good looking dark man about thirty or younger—seems to be a
good friend of Raymond’s. He stays and stays. Mr. and Mrs. McKay go out to look at the crowds on the beach and
Raymond falls to talking of the view from the third storey window of this house. They take me up to see it—
though Raymond has already done so before.
But that wasn’t enough. Raymond wants me to see it through the skylight, so he takes us to another room,
drags a dissecting table under the skylight, puts a ricketty stool on top, and standing on it he tries to untie the hard
knots of the strings that fasten the sash down. I say it’s impossible and want him to give it up.
Raymond says: “Now, it will be done, I tell you” and so it falls out. They push the skylight back and slide it
down—Raymond climbs out. I feel horribly nervous and try to disguise the fact. Raymond isn’t content with
going out himself, but calls me to follow.
I don’t want to—stool too far below. Raymond insists. With Judge Kepner’s help I scramble up, he following.
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But Raymond no sooner got me out than he left me with Kepner and went along the sharply sloping shingled
ascent and climbed into a position with his feet against a little piece of wood lightly nailed to the shingles.
“Come out to me here-take my hand.”
“No, I’m all right.”
“Oh, you can see better here. Come.”
“I can see splendidly.”
But he will have me go over there. Between them I am hauled along the roof. We sit there awhile. Then
Raymond climbs to the comb and they end by perching me between them, my heart in my mouth and no soul at
all for the landscape. How we get down I don’t know—one man’s hand to grasp, another’s knee to step on—and
all weight of Raymond and me on that little strip of shaking pine held by shingle nails. I am confident that if this
hospital hasn’t three new patients tonight it’s more by good luck than good management. And what it was all for I
still don’t know.
I had by this time met Miss Benton several times in the street and Mrs. Wirt had been over one morning with
her baby to be vaccinated. I had on Friday the 15 th received a box with dates in it covered over with wild flowers
—Raymond didn’t tell me but little Benton Wirt who comes over to Raymond’s study later says Miss Lamont got
them.\fn{Written on a card pasted to the page of the diary: Compliments of The “Missionary Ladies” to Miss Robins—Mrs. Loyal L.
Wirt}
Now up to Thursday or Friday? night I had not heard Miss Lamont’s name mentioned by Raymond and Mrs.
Wirt and Miss Benton often enough to make me feel it remarkable. I remembered her name on the Wirt letter
heading and I said to myself
“Thou art the woman!” I asked Raymond carelessly—
“Isn’t there a Miss Lamont here?”
“Yes.”
“Why haven’t I met her yet? Isn’t she nice?”
“Yes particularly. I am reserving Miss Lamont. You”ll meet her soon.” So I bide my time.
*
On Saturday afternoon, June 16th, walked about we meet Miss Benton and Miss Lamont, latter tall young
woman with good eyes and complexion and a simple hearty manner that is not without dignity. I am distinctly
relieved at her nice appearance and I yet a little sore to think that I’ve come all this way to hear … well let me be
thankful it is nothing more to be deprecated.
In the late evening of Saturday, Raymond comes into my room looking terribly worn and heavy-eyed. Mrs.
McKay comes to get us to go into their room. I persuade Raymond to lie on the foot of my bed and let me go and
talk civilities and presently return. Somewhat unwilling he does. On my return: I draw up a chair and we have a
great talk. He had said before, one time in the study, that he had got over thinking he mustn’t marry. He meant to
marry and not too late either and he meant to have children and a home.
Well, on this Saturday night lying on my bed he told me he thought seriously of marrying Rosa Lamont. He
wasn’t in love with her in any wild and passionate sense, he was perhaps in love with her character which was
beautiful and strong beyond that of any woman he had ever taken an interest in. Stories of her attitude in all this
Wirt imbroglio.
“All winter long the girl’s true eyes have looked into mine”; he sings her praises very charmingly and yet
calmly. Her steadfast faith, her spiritual strength, etc., etc.
“She is not clever, she is not beautiful, but she is good, good, good, and she is healthy and strong and she loves
me. If I ask her to marry me she will.”
She comes of simple folk, father an indigent Scotch inventer, mother English, born in Kensington. They live in
California. Rosa’s sister is a missionary to China and Rosa was for some time a missionary in Chinatown, San
Francisco. How Wirt put upon and made her do nursing here which was not in her agreement. He began by telling
me all there was that could be urged against the plan.
“She is older than I and can hardly be said to belong to my class. She had only a common school education,”
and had no social arts of course, did not dance or anything of that sort, would consider it wicked for her to do so.
His plan: to hold by the Elliot Trust and his obligations here for as much time longer as necessary and then in a
year or so to get out. Go to the States, get a little home somewhere for Rosa and throw himself into politics—lead
the single tax movement as he had before been asked to when only twenty-three. He didn’t want a wife to share
his intellectual life—it would bore him. He wanted a good gentle devoted woman of high character who believed
implicitly in him and asked no questions—took him and all his works for granted and gave him rest, peace—a
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home to come back to now and then when he would leave the strife for a little repose—a tender friend to him and
mother of his children. This and a great deal more about Rosa prefaced early in the talk by a frank statement,
“Now I am going to tell you all I know about the situation and I want you to weigh it—I don’t ask you to take
responsibility but I shall be a good deal affected by what you say.”
He talks till after midnight and then the time comes for me to speak. I am glad I do not know the girl yet, have
never heard her speak more than three words “how do you do” so that what I say is in no sense a criticism of her,
but a dispassionate and impersonal comment upon the state of mind he discloses. I speak of the impossibility in
these days of keeping a wife wholly out of a public man’s public life and I waive away the notion of a wife buried
in the country to be paid visits to by her husband at intervals. If that’s all why complicate life by forging the chain.
Apart from that I dwell on the difficulty of Raymond’s or anybody judging wisely of such a matter in the midst of
the pressure of the circumstance that brought the matter about. I preach:
“Get away for a little and take a wider point of view. You’ll not lose the love of such a woman by a little
waiting (the idea is only six weeks old and she not yet aware of the seriousness of his regard though hers is plain
despite her modest and great dignity of character). I preach
“Pause, wait, even if it’s the best thing in the end. You aren’t absolutely convinced it’s the best thing or you
wouldn’t ask me. By waiting you may come to assurance that it’s best—and that’s worth something.” I offer to
take him abroad—total change of scene, and opening up of life—then come back and if Rosa Lamont is still the
woman then you are surer of not making a mistake.
Well, it’s a great talk, but he is opposed to waiting, declaring passion moves him not at all—but—(I come to
the conclusion later in the discussion. It is to protect the girl from Wirt on his return that he is urged to declare
himself.) Tells of the other Miss Benton hanging about his office, etc., and making excuses to consult him. Miss
Lamont never—if she had to come to him for consulting, discharges the business and rises instantly on its
conclusion and goes.
It may be the best thing.in the world for him, I reflect—affection, a sense of obligations imported into an
anchorless life—a haven. I must be careful I don’t look on the selfish side. It wounds me a little to have him meet
me with this thing and yet I love his beautiful frankness and if it’s for his good so far from standing between him
and this girl, I’ll help to bring them speedily together.
I must know her. He has been excited during the recital, but leaves me happy and serene. Bless him.
Raymond laughs much and often at the idea of my notion of life in a tent on the tundra. He says in answer to
all my questioning about principles, etc., where I am (in the Hospital) that he wants me to stay there but he can go
with me on a wonderful trip to Cape York, Prince of Wales and Point Barrow—and coming home touching the
Siberian coast. I am delighted—not only at the thought of the trip and getting away with him but at the idea of
rescuing him from this army of leeches.
Sunday, June 17th
Raymond came to me early in the evening yesterday before our “Rosa” talk and with some show of
nervousness told me he didn’t want me to come and hear him preach. He had previously said that there was to be
no service. The woman who lived in the room behind the church and who after being befriended and allowed
there on sufferance had turned out a graceless creature (Foster), had been given notice to clear out—she invented
excuses for delaying and then went to bed. She now has an infant a week old and Raymond of course lets her stay
till she can be about again and wouldn’t have church while she was ill there. In these wooded partitioned
buildings it’s as though all the rooms were thrown into one. But someone’s enthusiasm to have church arranged to
hold the service in Brown’s Hall and Raymond after congratulating himself on being free has to preach:
“Don’t come Bessie,” he pleaded. “I should be horribly—you see it doesn’t matter what I preach to these
people so I give ’em good rules of life—but I’m not ready yet to preach to you. Don’t come.”
“I wouldn’t think of coming if you don’t want me to” I say, for it’s evident he’s mightily in earnest.
So although I am disappointed I don’t go to the preaching in Brown’s Hall today but I go to his study in the
church attic and write. Benton Wirt comes with flowers to thank me for the Hawthorne book, and after church
Raymond appears with Dr. Tiedemann’s daughter Vivian. She goes and Mr. Ryan comes (man Raymond got me a
letter of introduction to). He goes and Raymond tells me more of his life here and reads me bits out of his diary. I
am struck a little painfully by the endings of nearly all the entries, an appeal to the “mercy and help of God”—it
gives me a sense of stress and strain in his life. They come in—these cries for help—with a poignancy that speaks
more of pain and agitation than the brief record of the days accounts for.
Dine at 2:00. Benton Wirt here, I give him oranges and lemons to take to the Missionary Ladies and chocolate
for himself. I lie down after dinner. Make tea for Raymond and the McKays. The Captain of the Tacoma was to
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have come—doesn’t appear. Raymond and I have delightful long talks—bless him.
Monday, June 18th
Delicious walk on the beach with Raymond. Fine windy morning. We meet many Tacoma-ites. Mrs. Lizt and
her daughter slept on the beach last night, they tell us
“Can’t find a location now that we’ve got our tent,” etc. Speaks of letters of introduction from Dr. Whitehead
etc. trying to engage Raymond’s attention. He says he can let her have some place—stops and asks,
“Do you mean to go into business?”
“Yes, to open a First Class Restaurant.”
Raymond says then it’s not possible; we go on. Her son is sent back on the Tacoma. Raymond has to go back
to meet Lindeberg (one of Sheldon Jackson’s Finns, to care for the reindeer he now has $250,000 and mines etc.
and is the head of the Pioneer Mining Company from which Elliott took the $18,000).\fn{Sheldon Jackson (1834-1909)
was a Missionary Superintendent in the Presbyterian Church, and as such he was instrumental in establishing churches and schools in the
western territories; and he served as U. S. general agent of public education in Alaska (1885-1908). In 1891 he made a voyage bringing
reindeer from Siberia; and these and later herds from Scandinavia saved many Eskimos from starvation }

I go to find Miss Cunningham but meet Judge Kepner and he takes me walking. N. A. T. Company wharf; sit
down and talk. I say at the far end of the town whither we go afterwards
“Now I must go home.” He offers to come and take me out again at 2:30. Blake (William Horton) is here when
he comes—very out of sorts poor fellow and looking ill. Judge Kepner and I go out to hunt for the Doolittles’ lot.
He leaves me with Mr. Keller while he goes to hunt up a plan of the place. Mr. Keller very pleasant and
hospitable. <Etta Cunningham married Keller a year or less later.> Kepner returns and we go and find Miss
Cunningham. Senator Doolittle is going about with a red sweater and carrying a huge piece of timber and looking
like a boiled lobster.
Judge Kepner and I take Miss Cunningham to Mr. Keller and he takes her to Hannum and Milroy’s. They
engage her. I bring her and Keller home and make tea. [Raymond told me yesterday to my grief that he wouldn’t
be able to get away to take me to Siberia etc. <N.B.>\fn{ Nota bene—“note well”—an insertion by the author signaling useful
information} but hoped to get me on board the Revenue Cutter Bear—which is Headquarters for Dr. Sheldon
Jackson, U. S. General Agent of Education in Alaska and the Reverend gentleman about whom I’ve heard
doubtful things from Edwards and others in the East.] Well, Kepner surprises me by saying that he is going on the
northern trip with me and shows me on the map the course!!
Raymond comes in as Kepner is going (when Miss Cunningham is also disposed of). Raymond comes and
draws up a chair and takes my hands as he has a habit now of doing—
“Well,” he says, “you haven't seen much of my little girl yet”—and a chill falls on me as I realize he means
Miss Lamont. But I say
“Bring her to tea tomorrow—I’ve already suggested that if she were amiable she’d take me to find the flowers
over on the tundra.”
“All right” says Raymond smiling and we talk of other things. After supper to Judge Hannum (—no Judge
Church);s office with Miss Cunningham (she came in here and found Raymond and me sitting close together with
my rug over our knees—for the evenings are cool and a little damp). Miss Cunningham typewrites to dictation till
nearly 11:00 P.M. Home in the most wonderful pink and saffron light—sun rising over the deep purple hills and a
pale golden half moon hanging low in the sky to the right. I never saw such a scene. Raymond comes in—little
talk—good night. He’s been scouring the town as usual on behalf of all sorts and conditions of people.
Tuesday, June 19th
th
There were two men killed before this <See June 20 .> (and six suicides). Last night at 9:00 P.M. Raymond
and McKay were called out. Shooting affray—Lucas and Lines—a poor young fellow, twenty-eight, came in a
few days ago with wallpapers to sell—and it is he who in the crowd receives the fatal bullet of a perfectly aimless
murderer. Both men killed—the one breathes a few hours (till 5:00 A.M.).
The other case is that of a man who has been here all winter living on a certain lot; which is now claimed by
the A. C. Company. The latter sent a man to drive the winter possessor off—he wouldn’t go. Both draw revolvers
—both die. A man upstairs in the ward, sends for a box of his—it’s brought to the bedside. Patient sends McKay
for a notebook out of his coat. McKay turns to see him lifting a firearm out of the box; a struggle, man is disarmed
and begs piteously for the weapon.
“A gambler down on his luck.”
A walk on the waterfront with Raymond. We are very happy together. <Misdated to here. See June 20 th.> He
leaves me to bury a man who died on the Oregon. Tells me after how they went in a steam launch—the coffin in a
108

dory behind, buffetted about by the waves and the surf, the Captain of the launch cursing and swearing at the task
and its difficulty. They are obliged to land and take the coffin over the sand and tundra. Raymond helps: newly
painted: stuff comes off—he smells of turpentine and explains that Mrs. Burkstrand (cook) has been trying to get
the paint off.
The blasphemous Captain by the way, after making the air blue all the way with horrible oaths, about by the
grave with uncovered head and wept.
Miss Lamont comes for me at 3:00, we go to Dry Creek to get flowers and moss, come back at 5:00 with hands
full. We go behind the Hospital down to the river bed—sit on the springy moss in the hot sunshine and talk. She
tells me about her life and we talk of Raymond, I with enthusiasm of his childish days, she discreetly and kindly. I
feel her to be thoroughly nice if not educated. She tells me of the picnic out on the sea ice and how Raymond fell
into the water. He ran three miles to keep from freezing and when he got home his outside things were frozen and
had to be cut off—buttons no good. He rubbed down, dressed again and went back to join the party on the ice.
How he gave “us” (Miss Benton and Miss Lamont) the roses sent from Lady Grey’s cottage.
After she and I get back I make tea. Mrs. McKay joins us. Raymond comes late and has hot water. We keep
Miss Lamont to supper. Raymond leaves the table on an errand in connection with Lindeberg’s threat to arrest
Elliott—but saying nothing at the time. Elliott goes off to his claim on Anvil Creek. Raymond thinks if he isn’t
arrested tonight he won’t be arrested at all.
Miss Lamont goes to try to find a lodging for Miss Boyd the stenographer. Mr. Wirt sent up. He has also sent
two cooks and “friends” galore. Several of them sleep in Raymond’s study and poor Mrs. Wirt is overwhelmed
with the obligations her husband has incurred.
I go to Miss Cunningham, find her tent up but no floor and Mrs. Cunningham in despair and the Doolittles
there and two men Mr. Doolittle has got in to try to bring the stove to reason. It is the Chicago fuel gas stove,
burns oil which generates gas or should—doesn’t. Merely flames and smokes <This was the kind of experiment
Lord Strathcona warned me against> and fills the air with foulness. Funny character is the man tinkering, with the
other roaring at his quips and being a splendid audience.
The Cunninghams ready to weep. $30 stove instead of one for $12 or $15 and can’t cook anything or warm the
tent. A bed of rough deal frame pretty high off the ground and a canvas nailed on it: result it sags in the middle
and the Cunninghams lie on top of one another. [Dr. Rothwell brought an air bed, it is a hard day’s work to blow it
up. He is going to put a sign outside his tent: “All kinds of lung diseases treated—new method expansion
practiced—chest measure increased in a few lessons on my patent inflating apparatus,” etc.]
The tent about twelve by fourteen. Canvas pockets put round. Stove up on box (stove has long iron legs like a
rectangular spider), pans and pots, etc., etc., on nails round the tent. Water pails in a box—have to pay for water (I
think it’s twelve buckets for a dollar—or is it only six?) You pass (I have frequently) dog teams with old oil cans
turned into pails. A wood handle nailed across to lift them out by.
The Cunninghams have a box on legs for centre dining table and oilcloth cover, tent deck chairs and zinc
bathtub to sit on. Their blankets are gray, pillow cases (pretty) blue and white chinz. They are both amazed and
paralysed by the difficulties confronting them. Miss Cunningham says,
“I have been dazed ever since I landed.” Mrs. Doolittle is worn and ill-looking.
Fine sky but less splendid than last night. Goodnight to Raymond
June 20th, Wednesday
Glorious day. Such sunshine. Raymond was called out at 3:00 P.M., man shot and dying (I see 1 have entered
this previously. 1 don’t think there was a second case so similar)—but a man died in the house of pneumonia. 1 go
and take back Miss Cunningham’s fur tippet. Shooting occurred just in front of their tent (so it was this morning
and not yesterday).
To Mr. Dyer to get the cheques cashed. He and I wait about till we are tired for the right man. I leave the
cheques with him. Mr. McKay and Raymond laugh at my simplicity.
Street life very animated. McKay thinks there’ll be more disorder here than at Dawson—no such body as the
Mounted Police. Mr. Kirk to luncheon, missionary from Eagle City—a Reverend Goose.
Walk with Raymond, town and water front. Mr. Ansell going to London is brought by Judge Kepner to get
English money of me. He will take letters to Mr. Stead. I write most of the afternoon correcting and writing
afresh. They come at about 7:00 and take the packet. Letters 3, 4, 5, 6, ,and 7, and private one introducing Mr.
Ansell.!!
Raymond takes me to Judge Church’s office to meet Miss Cunningham but I’m too tired to work. We talk and
then go out on water front. She says Mr. Osgood told her that my brother had refused $1000 a month and full
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partnership in the best law firm here. I say it’s so. Raymond calls for me at the Cunninghams’ tent and meets the
Doolittles. Home in my room we have a delightful talk, he declaring that he is going to give up the ministry after
Wirt comes if Wirt has someone to put in here—presently, anyhow, he will get out of it (will announce to the
people that now he is here for private business, having served them to the best of his power and without money
and without price). He will stay here till next summer with McKay making $25,000 or $50,000, go to the States
and enter into the single tax movement, will buy a place for him and me not to live in always but to come to out of
the heat and din of battle. I don’t ask
“And where is Rosa?”
I hear that Raymond and I will have a garden (a farm) and horses, cows, etc., and “the pond” is not to be
lacking. His is apparently turned definitely to the old idea and I rejoice greatly—I go to bed happier than I’ve
been for many a long day—but oh how he is played upon by circumstance! My darling is a pipe for fortune’s
finger to sound what stops she pleases.\fn{ A note suggests a misremembering by the author to Hamlet III.ii: You would play upon
me, yhou would seem to know my stops … do you think I am easier to be play’d on than a pipe?} But are we not all?
Thursday, June 21
To Blanch and Hanna’s store to see Mr. Dyer who called yesterday with my $400 while I was out and also tried
to give it to Raymond in the street. Raymond wouldn’t receive it. I have to wait a long long time; see the life go
by. Miss Boyd <this must be the Wirt stenographer> calls for Mr. Robins who is to take her to Judge Church’s. We
both wait. I walk the waterfront and come back. Mr. Dyer has been and gone.
Raymond appears and goes off with Miss Boyd and returns. Takes me to the Steadman block (after introducing
Mr. Blanch). We meet Mr. Dyer. Raymond leaves us. We go and get the money. Home. Give Raymond his $300
Wirt sent. Dr. Sheldon Jackson comes to luncheon, talks much of his work (I must write tahat later). Lieutenant
Jarvis of the Cutter Bear comes with a friend.
Raymond and I leave them and come into my room to talk. He wants me to be civil to Dr. Jackson—so I am
and was. He is an unattractive but apparently intelligent man of about sixty. And from his official position and his
living so much on board a revenue cutter, he is in the thick of things Alaskan. Tells us that in ’98 it being currently
believed that the miners and people in the Yukon were in great distress, Congress appropriated $200,000 for their
relief. After that how to spend it.
Deadlock. Dr. Sheldon Jackson having observed years before how fast the Indians were dying out and when
asked to get Congress to make provision said no. In twenty-five or fifty years there’ll be no Indians here—their
speedy extinction cannot be arrested. He happened upon some Indians up in the far north who were thriving and
well fed. They had herds of reindeer. The other Indians of the North West are in the same plight as we should be if
suddenly all breadstuffs and cereals were done away with. The white man has depopulated the waters of whale
and seal, etc., etc.; where formerly living was easy it is now next door to impossible to many. But those who have
reindeer are well off.
Dr. Jackson urged Congress to introduce reindeer. Congress never very anxious to “appropriate”—is easily
convinced by those who say the reindeer wouldn’t be allowed to leave Siberia alive (superstition) if they did they
wouldn’t survive the voyage—if they survived they wouldn’t be able to eat Alaskan moss, so fastidious are they,
etc., etc. So the appropriation wasn’t made, but Dr. Jackson made a public appeal and published it in New York,
Chicago, and Philadelphia papers. Result: $2100 all in small amounts by mail. Dr. Jackson took that sum and
went to Norway and to Finland, bought deer and sixty-three Finns to take care of them, and moss to feed them.
All safely transported to Seattle by Dr. Jackson.
When the deer arrived there they were turned out to grass upon which they sickened and many died. A whaler
was wrecked up at Point Barrow and the crew were reported to be starving. Some of these Jackson deer were
driven in the depth of winter from Cape Prince of Wales to Point Barrow. When they called a halt and the deer
stood listless then they knew it was no use to try there for moss. If on the contrary they were alert and interested,
there was sure to be moss under the snow. And as soon as they were permitted they began to paw and uproot the
snow and always and invariably there would be moss.
The expedition was under the leadership of Lieutenant D. H. Jarvis who comes in here while Dr. Jackson is
telling the story—the courage and fortitude shown in the carrying out of the “Overland Relief Expedition” worthy
of the highest praise—route never travelled before even by dogsleds: herd of over 400 deer to care for, [the] way
lying over frozen seas and snow-clad mountains and well nigh impossible obstacles. See page 92, “Eighth Annual
Report on Introduction of Reindeer into Alaska,” 1897.
Congress appropriates $200,000 for relief of natives and miners in Yukon country and sends Jackson end of
December ’97 to Norway, Sweden, etc., to get reindeer and Lapp herders and drivers. The Yukon difficulty is
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transportation—hence reindeer. Copy of contract, page 108. Jafet Lindeberg $31.26 monthly. Now worth
$250,000 and the value undetermined of mines here, and head of Pioneer Mining Company, Elliott’s former
employer.
Raymond and I go alone, a long walk to the Sandspit. See the cemetery. He tells me stories of the people he
has buried there in the depth of winter—in driving snow and cutting wind—buried in earth that was like iron. We
go and look at the desolate graves-boards painted with name and date. On one grave a wreath of paper roses.
On our way back we call on the Tiedemann’s. Mr. Tiedemann (doctor) is summoned out to his drug store next
door now and then. Before we go, in comes Miss Lamont and Mrs. Powers. Raymond tells me about Dyer on the
way home and the Hospital muddle—Wirt’s supplies. We talk of “our home.”
He goes away after dinner and comes back from a business meeting at which he was strongly urged to accept
appointment as U. S. Commissioner of Nome. He is excited and—we walk on the beach. An evening I shall not
forget and it is the first time in this expedition I would commit to oblivion, if I could. Yet no! To see the truth and
not to shrink from its lessoning … that is best. To bed with a heavy heart.
Friday, June 22
Begin fine, later cloudy. Write this Journal. Dr. Jackson brings me reports. McKay and Raymond go about the
Dyer business. Little talk with Raymond after luncheon. He and McKay go out again to get Dyer arrested. I lie
down exhausted—sleep. Mr. Dyer knocks at the door. Will I go and take photograph on the sandspits? I don’t
want to do so, situation grotesque but I had promised and after all I go. Wander about trying to think of what Dyer
is saying instead of about Raymond. Don’t stay long. Indians all gone away this morning in their bidarkas and
kayaks—a sickness broken out among them. At night they are on the sandspit; by next morning they are vanished.
In a few hours the sand is covered with white people’s tents.
Home. Miss Lamont calls. Raymond wants me to go to the Church ladies’ Friday Evening, asks me to put on
my prettiest gown. We go late. Find Keller and Watt—Kepner of course. Mrs. Wirt and the Misses Benton and
Lamont, a Miss Smith and another, and more men. Pretty awful. One song, Lamont singing, Miss Benton
accompanying, then a game of capping verses which I can’t play. Some candied fruit.
Home at 11:00. Talk with Raymond in my room.
Saturday, June 23
To see the Cunninghams and Doolittles and walk about seeing the sights. Mrs. Cunningham gets employment
on hats.
Home. Raymond has arranged an excursion to Anvil Mountain. I pack tea basket and we start off about 2:00
P.M. Raymond and I, Judge Kepner and Judge Houghton, Miss Benton and Lamont, and Dyer of all people,
Raymond having seen further into the situation and decided it was not what he at first supposed. So instead of
clapping him into jail <justifies this leniency by> he asks him to join our party!
He is responsible for getting me up Anvil first of the ladies, takes the canvas belt from round his waist and
holds one end in his clasped hands behind his back. I on the other end am pulled up the “shaley” steps. But that’s
anticipating. Raymond tramps on ahead with the tea basket and leaves us far behind. We cross Dry Creek and on
and on over the “boom” of logs brought up in some freshet <mighty storm> before man was here to record it. On
over the bog: and burnt tundra where the fire black charcoal rises in a dust from our feet and covers our faces—
through swamp where the bottom is ice and feels good to our feet—(“nigger-heads” is a capital name for the burnt
knolls with the shaggy crinkly look of charred moss, etc.)—over moss knolls that are like rich reddish yellow
plush cushions—and flowers scattered through much of it, buttercups, forget-me-nots, a white flower faintly
veined with green and a dozen other kinds—we gather bunches.
Raymond is a black speck in the distance. We pass many ponds, an occasional prospect hole. Men with pans
and shovels and packs. A meadow lark—a “jack snipe,” long pointed bill like Raymond’s pencils—and a white
bib below his neck: other birds we don’t know. Judge Houghton foolish jokes. See Raymond on Anvil Rock. Dyer
and I get up next. While Dyer goes to the nearby Spring for water Raymond takes me up on the rock. Glorious
view—sea splendid, forty-six big ships—all the white tents of Nome. Raymond breaks off a bit of the rock for me
to keep. Down and make tea. Others arrive. Take photographs.
Many brews of tea in the little pot. All served twice at last. Chocolate and biscuits and ginger snaps and Mr.
Dyer’s oranges. Up on rock again with Raymond—look through his glass. Later he takes Miss Lamont up and I
photograph them. We come home by way of snow banks, one quite long.
A furious snowballing. I keep Raymond by me. Judge Houghton parts us to my disgust. Into a water hole
before we know it. Nearly over our boots. Raymond gives me a back to carry me over—I decline and plod
through. He carries Miss Benton across, returns for Miss Lamont. When she is mounted he catches his foot in a
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root. Down both of them [go] in the mossy sponge—water fills their boots and wets them thoroughly. Both take
off shoes and stockings and wring them out.
We tramp back all of us more or less wet. Raymond and Miss Lamont on before, till they’re out of sight. Good
night to party at porch of hospital about 9:00 P.M. In and change. Raymond comes about 10:00 looking fresh and
clean but oh so tired and worn.
“Come to the Cafe Royal!” Miss Lamont will join us. It is cold there and I ache for Raymond. I feel him in all
my nerves all the time. He, one more sunken eye, makes my heart fail to look at. We sit there in the cold and Miss
Lamont comes after we’ve given her up. I try to entertain them; seem to succeed. Home. Make Raymond a hot
drink for he has something like a chill. Goodnight to him with a sad heart.
Sunday, June 24th
This is the saddest day I’ve spent here. Raymond looks very ill—but won’t admit anything amiss till day is
about over. He slept not a moment last night. I go up to his study at 10:30 and stay there talking to him (listening
for the most part) till 1:00. We are interrupted by people coming and clamouring for “services.” An old fellow
(parson) calls up and finally pounds on the door. Raymond opens.
“Any church?”
“No.”
“Any objection to our holding service?”
“Yes, the church is closed.”
The old man stumps down stairs angrily. Presently “Jesus lover of my soul” floats up. Raymond flies down.
But the service is being held out on the woodpile and I hear Raymond saying to Foster,
“There \viII be no service here so long as you’re here.”
Foster trying to jump the Church claim, excuse for staying his wife’s condition. The Church people know the
notice was given her in ample time—but Mrs. McKay tells me she came in one day during Church and made a
disgraceful scene and mortified McKay so they let her stay on though they know she’s able now to move. The
baby is a fortnight or more old. But they are holding on (the Fosters) in her opinion hoping for Wirt to get back
before they are turned out.
Well, I consult Raymond about my quarters at the hospital and he says he has arranged it all and I have nothing
to do but to depend on him. Then we talk Saxton and I am moved to give up my former plan of finding him—it
would only humiliate him—and for me! Then the inheritance question and a table made.\fn{ A note reads: They
apparently record their family tree for inheritance purposes. Hereditary illness in their family was a concern, for their parents were first
cousins} I preach the “go it blind doctrine”—but would fain stop at the particular instance of <“going it blind”> a

speedy marriage. “Within three months” he means to do it—and my heart stands still like a ball of lead in my
breast. Suddenly he seems to recede as far—as far as the grave and I have come all these leagues on leagues to sit
beside a corpse. Still human counsel is so short-sighted I hesitate to betray the feeling that seizes me; and I know I
disguise most of it. Raymond reads me some favourite passages out of Spencer’s First Principles and Data of
Ethics and of Ruskin’s Sesame and Lilies.\fn{One of his most popular productions, a collection of lectures in which he attempts
to demonstrate the ower of Christian ethical values in a fallen world } I listen stupidly.
Dinner at 1:00 and try to talk to the McKays. After, Raymond goes away to his study carrying The Open
Question.\fn{One of the author’s books, which she published in 1898 } I try to settle to some work—I feel the demon after
me that pursues all people here—of unrest—of dissipation of power. No one here can concentrate—people here
are awake all night and feverishly hurrying about or as feverishly lounging all day.
I throw down Dr. Sheldon Jackson’s reports and go out with the letter to Charles D. Lane from Jimmie Hoge
(Seattle). <Jimmie who used to play> Meet Judge Kepner who goes down with me to the Lane House. Find Mrs.
Lane in—and Mrs. Yates, wife of Lane’s overseer.
To the Cunningham’s tent. Mrs. Cunningham is in Mrs. Doolittle’s, a scene of squalid misery. A nice refined
pretty little woman lying prostrate (bronchial cough) in a deal bed on gray blankets—fever sores on her lips, her
hands grimy—remains of a meal on a box covered with newspaper—Oh and Oh! Sit and talk.
Back to say goodbye to Mrs. Lane and Mrs. Yates. With Mrs. Cunningham up the dusty crowded street.
Try again to read. Raymond sits in his window. Supper. After Raymond Mrs. McKay and I see from office
window how people gather again about the Church. Raymond finally sits down and with a red pencil writes a
notice that on this Sunday there will be no service. Takes it and four pins over in the face of the reproachful
congregation and sticks it up. Comes back and sits down with us and from the window (he is in the background)
we see the people gather, led by the old parson to the woodpile where the faithful perch with their hymn books.
Old parson has a fine time, swings his arms and hammers on imaginary pulpit. Then a man with a tuning fork
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leads the singing. Raymond thinks the man is condemning him. We sit and watch the people gather. Presently
come the Cunninghams and Raymond doesn’t want to see anyone. So I go out—take them to my room and
presently we go out and walk the dusty town and the wet sand of the water front;
Return—take Raymond a glass of fresh milk and he comes over with me. A little talk.
“I don’t like you to be here with this cattle. See the country and leave it. It’s not the place for you. I don’t like
people to speak about you, they’ve got no business to know you,” etc., etc. He goes to bed and leaves me with
aching heart for his sake.
“I must be on my guard,” he says to me with beautiful frankness. “I must not let you make me unworthy”—
this because I want to save his life and career by taking him away. I sit and write him a letter. <This letter has
survived.>
The dogs howl. They wake in the night and remember they once were wolves and when they think how they
carry burdens now for their ancient enemies, how servitude has made them go in a harness and instead of terror
unto man how they pack his food on their backs, man who was but yesterday himself the food of the Malemutes.
Now the dogs stop howling and cry. Yes (I’ve heard them) it’s true they cry like children. What must that be in
Winter in darkness?
Monday, June 25th
Mrs. Rowe calls for me at 9:45. (Raymond was here to breakfast. Usually he takes that meal at the Wirts—but
now that Wirt may be here at any moment he prefers not to run the risk of meeting him there and have a scene
before the women. He has been supporting Mrs. Wirt and the family including Miss Benton and Miss Lamont all
winter. Hardly expects Wirt ever to pay him back.)
With Mrs. Rowe down town to see the Cunningham tent. To the A. C. Company for mucklucks (Eskimo water
boots, rather), $4.00 a pair, whether high or not. Down to the Rowe camp about two miles below the beach. A
delightful day there. … “Misfit” (Miss Fitz) is evidently a Siren in the eyes of the good Mr. Rowe. Mrs. Rowe
very dignified and excellent in spirit and outward seemliness. Dr. Marks [Marxs] asks
“What do you think of Victor Hugo\fn{ French author (1802-1885)}—Do you like George Eliot\fn{English novelist
Mary Ann Evans (1819-1880)}—I like Thackeray\fn{ English author William Makepeace Thackery (1811-1863) } awfully—don’t
you?” His youngest brother joins us and discourses about Becky Sharp by a camp fire up here on the Arctic
Circle.
I hurry away after supper in order to meet Mr. Edwards whom I had encountered on the beach by chance the
day before and promised to come to the Hospital tonight at 8:00. He did not after all sail on the Garonne but on
the Nome City that I saw go out of Portland.
I leave the Rowes by the N. A. T. House and fly on alone. Some one speaks my name. I turn.
Fink. He walks along with me.
“I’ve been up several times to see you. You were always out,” he says and plunges straight into the “sacrilege”
as he calls it of a man like Raymond wearing out his best years in a place like this.
“I’ve told him I was going to propose an alliance with you to get him out of the country and it’s pretty
unselfish of me for he’s the best man in Nome and my friend. But he’s too good for this kind of thing,” etc., etc.
We go up to the Hospital.
“If your friend isn’t there we can take a walk.”
He isn’t but I’m afraid he’ll come so I won’t go out of sight. Fink and I go and sit on the wood pile by the
Church (the scene of the Sunday prayer meeting). A long talk about Raymond. This man will help me I believe.
Kentuckian and full of love of the South, proud of kinship with his own people—quite a barbarian, but clever and
I feel I can get on with him.
“What do you think,” says he, “of your brother’s absurd matrimonial intentions?”
“His marrying or not marrying is not the main issue—his getting out of Alaska is.”
And I decline to discuss Miss Lamont or my brother’s private affairs. Getting him into another field is a
different matter, a matter of possible public and general concern, and I accept Fink’s sympathy and backing to that
end. He grumbles to himself,
“It’s ridiculous—it isn’t even as if he cared about the girl.” To which I make no reply; but that I hope he will
come away if only for a time.
Fink tells of his desire to have Raymond for his partner—admits his own godlessness and assures me
Raymond is anticipating concerting both of us. I say that many of my brother’s deepest interests are shared by me
—and I sympathize with them all but Raymond has never tried to “convert” me and I didn’t believe he wanted to.
“You don’t want him to stay in the church?”
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“I doubt if he means to stay in the church. He sees I think that the greater work outside is his work—peculiarly
adapted for just the man he is and impossible for a clergyman to do. When he has done all the service here that is
most difficult and trying he will leave the field to someone else,” etc., etc.
“You just stay on here,” says Fink, “and I believe you’ll get him to go. I’ll help you all I can,” etc., etc. Dick
McArthur (typical miner) goes by:
“Oh Dick!” calls Fink. Dick swings his six-foot odd and his huge shoulders in our direction.
“This is Miss Robins.” We shake hands.
“I’ve just left word for your brother,” says he, “that the team will be ready at 7:30 tomorrow morning to take
you to Anvil Creek!”
“Is my brother coming too?”
“Yes.”
“Hooray,” say I.
A little more talk and he swings off. It is a fine face, sun-stained a rich red-brown, great well-cut features and
black hair, about thirty-six I should think—a fine fellow.
By and by, after Fink has rolled and smoked a great number of cigarettes and said many interesting things,
Raymond appears, round the church and makes us go up to his Study. We sit there—I in my steamer chair, Fink
getting permission and smoking endlessly. He and Raymond talking for a while men’s talk, of different men and
affairs—of lawyer Geary the author of the Chinese exclusion bill (Californian)\fn{ By Act of Congress, in 1902} who is
here and of others of the Military, etc., I listening quietly and getting a sense of the colour of this side of
Raymond’s life. There is nothing circumscribed about it—he has a finger in all the pies so far as this dreadful little
place permits a general intelligent interest in human affairs.
By and by Fink opens on Raymond about “getting out”—Raymond protests he hasn’t any such intention—
Fink belabors him. I say little except that when Raymond protests that his health is perfect and his work the finest
work on earth and the winter here is “royal”—I say quietly,
“All this is somewhat mysterious to me, there is a charm evidently that eludes both eye and imagination.
Shouldn’t I not stay and solve the mystery too: It might be best.” Raymond growls,
“I wouldn’t have you stay here for a kingdom.”
Fink and I exchange glances.
“If it is so splendid for you,” say I to Raymond, “it couldn’t be so bad for me. You make me feel it worth some
sacrifice to try.”
Raymond gets a little excited. Fink and I play into each other’s hands.
“If you do stay,” says he, “I’ll promise to show you the country thoroughly—as no woman has ever seen it
before,” etc., etc.
We make Raymond wild. He looks at his watch at last.
“You said you didn’t get to bed last night till 2:00. You ought not to be up later.” I smile.
“Quite true. I’ll go soon," and continue the talk with Fink. He sits grinning and playing the game for all it’s
worth.
Raymond finally gets up and takes us both down. We say goodnight to Fink and Raymond takes me home:
comes in and talks—not at all of what we had been saying up in the study but of the Old Stone House days—of
things I had said to him as a child—of the queer abiding influence of these young utterances that I had no memory
of but that had followed him through all his changing days. A blessed quiet time—my boy and I together.
“I am personally quite sure,” he says in that beautiful voice of his, “that no one was ever such a power in
another’s life as you have been in mine.”
And more that is too extravagant to bear setting down. I must not forget that he asked me to send him a watch
—he of course gives back the Wirt one. And we drew a line round it for a guide and I am to get him one chased
open face a trifle smaller … Stop I’ll find the paper that sets forth his idea.
“I’ll keep time by you,” he says with that dear smile.\fn{ A note reads: On a sheet of paper attached to the page, E. R. drew
the outline of a pocket watch and labeled it: ‘Raymond’s watch. Open face, tight case, stem winder and set. Arabic numerals, fine chasing
on back.’}

198.20 Excerpt from Stonewall Jackson, The Good Soldier: A Narrative\fn{by Allen Tate (1899-1979)} Winchester,
Clark County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (M) 10
… Colonel Withers knew Tom Jackson well. There was something distinguished about the boy that a
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distinguished character, like the colonel, could understand. Colonel Withers had been his teacher. He had found
Tom an ignorant and fumbling student, who knew only how to read; but very much in earnest. Tom’s logical
categories were not tightly partitioned off; he could not think out quantities in mathematics quickly or clearly. Yet
the colonel knew this was due to deficient schooling. He knew too that Tom never fumbled in matters of plain
judgment. Tom could not be fooled. He knew his own mind.
Perhaps Colonel Withers had heard the story of Tom, Colonel Talbott, and the fish. Perhaps he didn’t need to
know that particular story.\fn{There was current a story about his boyhood that Jackson was offered a dollar by one Colonel Talbott
in payment for a large pike he had just cought in a local mill-pond. Jackson refused, alledging a previous contract; but the Colonel, not to
be put off, upped his offer a dollar and a quarter. Jackson again refused what was, considering the circumstances, a fairly considerable sum,
and is reported to have said: “Colonel Talbott, I have an agreement with Mr. Kester to sell him a fish of a certain length for fifty cents
apiece. He has taken some too short. Now he’s goin’ to get this big one for fifty cents.” The story was told as an example of General
Jackson’s renowned humorless fixity of purpose and unswerving will. He was supposed to have about eleven years old at the time }

Colonel Withers had made Tom a promise. Making it, as we have seen, he had displayed one of the typical old
Virginian prejudices. He was now to exhibit some of the old Virginian distinction in the judgment of character.
In 1841 Governor Thomas Gilmer appointed the colonel justice of the peace. A justice of the peace became a
member of the county court. The court elected constables for the several districts of the county.
A constabulary was vacant. Colonel Withers urged the appointment of Tom Jackson. Tom’s rival, one Richard
Hall, otherwise unknown to fame, was elected. But for some reason Hall was not sworn in. Tom Jackson was
sworn into office June 11, 1841. He had appeared in open court and taken out a security bond of two thousand
dollars. Cummins Jackson signed it. He got the office after all, but nobody knows how.
Tom was almost too young for the job. He was only seventeen. But he did it well. He had to collect bad: debts,
serve notices, attach property. Nobody likes a: collector of debts, a server of notices. But Tom Jackson made no
enemies. He was inflexible; at the same time he was just.
A widow living south of Weston had sold some goods to a neighbor. He couldn’t be made to pay her. Tom
went round to see him a few times, but the debtor, whom we must all forgive, always put him off..
One day Tom stood in front of the livery stable in Weston. The man rode up to Benny Pritchard’s blacksmith
shop, across the street. Tom saw his chance.
In those days there was an unwritten law that a man’s horse could not be seized for debt while he was in the
saddle. But this man had got off his horse. Tom ran over to seize the bridle. The debtor was too quick for him,
leaped back into the saddle. Tom, in his turn, was too quick for the debtor. He grabbed the bridle and led the
innocent beast toward the low open door of the shop. The debtor lashed the constable with his whip. The
constable held on. At the low door the man had to dismount or get his head bumped. He dismounted.
Tom claimed the horse. The debtor promptly redeemed it by paying the debt. Tom was inflexible. At the same
time he was just.
For a year Tom performed his duties. Clad in homespun, he rode horseback over the hills and through the
thickets of Lewis County. His clients were scattered and hard to reach. He must have heard all kinds of talk.
People in those days talked of little but politics; in Virginia they talked of nothing else. Already there were rumors
and some evidence of a powerful revolutionary party growing up in the North. This party as yet had no name of
its own, but a great many people shared in a general feeling that would soon require a name. There were people in
New England who wanted to destroy democracy and civil liberties in America by freeing the slaves. They were
not very intelligent people; so they didn’t know precisely what they wanted to destroy. They thought God had told
them what to do.
A Southern man knew better than this. He knew that God only told people to do right: He never told them
What was right. These privy-to-God people were sending little pamphlets down South telling the Negroes, whom
they had never seen, that they were abused.
Time was passing. Tom was eighteen and he had made very little money. His education was remote as ever. In
the spring of 1842 Congressman Hays had his turn appointing a cadet to West Point. Tom saw his opportunity and
became one of four candidates. He borrowed books from his kinsman, Captain George Jackson; he began to study
for the preliminary test, to be held in Weston. Only one of the four could go.
Tom was weak in mathematics. And Gibson Butcher won the appointment. Tom settled down to his defeat. But
in a short time Gibson Butcher came home from West Point, saying he couldn’t stand the: discipline and would
never get used to such a life.
Tom went immediately to see Captain Jackson and Mr. Jonathan Bennet. They agreed to write letters in his
behalf to Congressman Hays. Captain Jackson wrote a letter to the Secretary of War himself. Tom’s supporters
115

believed in him, but they were dubious. For they were concerned about his lack of good schooling. They were
afraid he would never pass the entrance examination after he got to West Point. Mr. Bennet was particularly
concerned. But Tom said:
“I know I am very ignorent but 1 can make it up in study. I know I have the energy and I think I have the
intellect.”
One morning early in June, 1842, Tom Jackson set out for Clarksburg to catch the stage for Washington. He
was dressed in a full suit of homespun. He carried the rest of his clothes in a pair of saddlebags. He rode
horseback from Jackson’s Mills to Clarksburg. A little nigger boy rode with him to bring back his horse.
He missed the stage. Here Tom failed to do one of the things he ought to have done; but not knowing that he
was Stonewall Jackson he couldn’t be expected to do it. He failed to walk through the mud all the way to
Washington. He simply rode on to Grafton and caught up with the stage. At the Green Valley Depot, east of
Cumberland, Maryland, he got out of the stage and rode for the first time on a train. He had never even seen an
engine before.
He was green as grass. Full of wonder, he arrived in Washington on June 17 th. He went immediately to see his
Congressman.
Mr. Hays was most cordial. He had received two petitions for the appointment of young Jackson, signed by
thirty-one of his most interesting constituents, many of them members of the Jackson family who were the most
powerful clan in western Virginia; Colonel Withers, the gentleman from Fauquier, had signed it too.
Mr. Hays asked the Secretary of War to put Jackson in Gibson Butcher’s place. He took Tom to see the
Secretary. That official, possibly for the moment forgetting his manners but not his principles, must have noticed
the young man’s clothing. He voiced his principles thus:
“Young man, you have a good name. If anybody at West Point insults you, give ’em a good beating and charge
it to me.”
The Secretary of War issued a provisional warrant of appointment on June 18, 1842. In the warrant Tom gave
his name.as Thomas Jonathan Jackson. He was ambitious; but he was evidently willing to take the name of an
unsuccessful parent and vindicate it. Mr. Hays wrote a letter to the Superintendent at West Point, saying his man
was not well-prepared. But he spoke more at length of his seriousness and ambition.
All the business being done, he invited Jackson to stay a few days in Washington. It was Tom’s first trip to a
large town of fifteen thousand people. But he was worried about his coming examination at West Point. He
declined the invitation. The one pleasure his Congressman could induce him to take was a climb up the
unfinished dome of the Capitol.
There he could see, across the Potomac, the home of Captain Robert Lee. and farther still, the rolling hills of
northern Virginia. To the west, barely visible, lay a dull blue ridge, almost lost in the horizon.
To the southwest stretched the plains of Manassas.
*
Early in July, 1842, three young men stood at the main entrance to the West Point Military Academy. They
were talking in a desultory way. But they were evidently young men of high spirits. Their faces showed the ruddy
complexion, the fine modeling of sons of Virginia country gentlemen. They had just arrived from Virginia to
begin their military careers. They were watching with mild curiosity the other new cadets as they came up to the
gate.
While they stood there two figures defined themselves some distance away, and became gradually more
distinct. The first figure was a cadet officer; he was walking very briskly, head erect, shoulders thrown back. At
his heels followed a slender boy of eighteen, dressed in a full suit of homespun, over his shoulder a pair of
saddlebags containing his meagre wardrobe. He put one foot before the other very evenly, very precisely; yet the
precision of his gait seemed to exaggerate its shambling awkwardness and to make conspicuous the large clumsy
feet.
As this striking figure came near the three young men, they could see his face. He had a high sloping forehead.
His eyes were grayish blue, clear and rather introspective. He had high cheek bones, almost gaunt. His mouth was
a single line of compressed lips. His jaw stuck out heavily. When he had come up to where the cadets were
standing he looked straight ahead, not at any certain object but as if into space.
George Edward Pickett, Ambrose Hill, and D. H. Maury, the three young men, were silent. Then one of them,
suddenly turning, said:
“That man looks as if he had come to stay.”
Tom Jackson had come to stay, though he was at that moment by no means sure of it. He was ignorant. He had
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failed in the preliminary examinations at home. And if he had failed there in a country town, could he reasonably
expect to do better at a place like West Point?
But he did do better. He was accepted as a cadet. Time went on and young Jackson was known as a silent
fellow. He made few friends. The boys in his own class and those in the classes .above him probably gave him
little heed, but he was marked by a kind of silent opinion as an eccentric. Occasionally he was singled out by the
upper classmen as the appropriate butt for their practical jokes. All their attempts upon the dignity of the victim
ended in failure. The conspir.ators hanged themselves in their own strategems. Tom Jackson remained unmoved.
They decided to let him alone.
There is always, in every school, at least one boy whom the students do not like. Young men are extremely
conventional, and run like wolves in a pack; respectful of the crowd, fearful of the single people who make it up.
They will not let any of their fellows be unlike them. Probably half the eccentrics are what the good fellows take
them to be—mediocrities, cranks, fools. The other half are men of some character and a few are men of genius.
Cadet Jackson was easily classified; he was a fool.
Cadet Jackson cared no more for what people thought of him than a rhinoceros cares for the birds that live on
his back and peck at his hide. His one purpose was to distinguish himself. He obeyed all the rules laid down by
the officials. He obeyed none of those established by tradition and enforced by the cadets. He went where he
pleased; he did as he pleased. He spoke to whom he pleased—a great heresy; he picked friends because he wanted
to, not because any interest of the moment required it. He met a few of the cadets in personal friendships; he
indulged in the general conviviality of the place not at all.
He knew he had to study hard. He barely passed his first regular examinations. From these he received the rank
of fifty-one in a class of seventy-two. When he arrived at the Point he was given three weeks to learn the English
grammar. He learned it.
Jackson never studied the day’s lesson; he studied the subject. Often he was three days or a week behind his
day’s assignment. He would not study the next lesson until he had mastered the preceding one. As a result he was
marked low in his classes; in the end he knew his sub,jects better than those who received high grades. In fact, he
literally mastered every study he undertook.
At night, when taps had sounded, the boys all went to bed. Tom Jackson, who alwa,ys obeyed the rules, turned
off his light. He piled anthracite coal upon the grate until it blazed up to a high flame. He lay on the floor in the
unsteady light, his book before him. French, verbs and the theorems of geometry he fairly burnt into his head. In
the daytime he sat up to a table on a stool, bolt upright. He had an obscure stomach complaint; he was afraid of
cramping his internal organs.
Nearly every afternoon he took a short walk. He walked fast. Then suddenly he would stop. He would stand
for half a minute or longer, very still, one hand raised in the air to the level of his face, the palm turned out, a
detached far-away look in his eyes. Then, suddenly as he had stopped, he would resume his walk.
Sometimes one of his friends came to his room. Jackson would be staring into space, a far-away look in his
eyes. Only repeated helloes from the friend, or a nudge at his elbow, could bring him back to awareness of a
present world. The power of concentration, of self-forgetfulness, he had developed instinctively since his
childhood. It lacked an object then and it was only revery. Now he was learning to control it, to set it tasks; it had
become intellectual power of a high order.
All the stories of Jackson’s boyhood take form and meaning after he arrived at West Point. The average boy
tells a few unnecessary lies without becoming a liar, or sells a fish for more than his due profit without becoming
a swindler. Jackson did neither of these. His rigid devotion to the point of honor was, in a child, an eccentricity. It
is a popular tradition which the Romantic school is responsible for, that only writers and artists are eccentric.
Distinction of any sort is an eccentricity. Character, being the quality that sets a man off from his contemporaries,
is not character if it is immediately understood. Great men who are men of action seldom have more than one
idea, and because this idea exists as a limit, the various means of realizing it. become ends in themselves. Nearly
every man once in his life can summon enough knavishness to amass a. fortune or overthrow a state; his idea is
not a limit, it is a confusion of ends with means.
If Jackson had been one of these he would have looked upon his studies at West Point as mere tools, the
eventual utility of which he might have doubted. They were ends in themselves. Jackson was one of those
distinguished persons whose ambition is so far-reaching that a. single object, outside themselves, cannot contain
it. The impulse is thrown back upon itself; not the achievement of a simple end, but the exercise of character for
its own sake, becomes the unconscious aim of such men. It is the paradox of the great that the most ambitious are
the most disinterested. Thomas Jackson w.as one of these.
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Late in 1842 Jackson began making a list of maxims. Some of them were original; that is, as original as he
could make them. There was nothing new about them. His character and conduct were usually more interesting
than what he said. He could even, with a serious face, copy out for his meditation the pious saws of a book
entitled Politeness and Good Breeding. He meant to overcome his awkardness in society: it was an obstacle to
distinction. But his own moral system reached further.
That friendship may at once be fond and lasting, there must not only be equal virtue in each but virtue of the same
kind: not only the same end must be proposed, but the same means must be approved.

In short, ambition will have no other ambition before it. But perhaps this is better:
You may be whatever you resolve to be.

Jackson wrote this slogan in his notebook after he had been at West Point only a few months. His mind was made
up. To the hour of his death he never changed it. There is more of Jackson’s character in the maxim than in
anything else he ever said.
In the summer of 1844 Jackson was given a furlough. Always in the back of his head lurked the image of
Jackson’s Mills, perhaps of the grove of sugar maples across the pond. He had been writing home of his
homesickness, and to his sister letters that touched upon his feeling of loneliness, written in a kind of stilted bad
English that doubtless came to his pen to disguise his emotions. At home, he saw all his relatives and friends. He
saw his cousin Sylvanus White. He said to him:
“I tell you I had to work hard. Not for all Lewis County would I fail to go back to West Point. I am going to
make a man of myself if I live. I can do anything I will to do.”
Back at West Point, he learned that he had been made a cadet officer in his absence.
Cadet Jackson was thinking intensely of his future. At about this time he wrote a long letter to his sister Laura
Ann, telling her what career he thought he would choose. He told her he didn’t think much of the profession of
arms. But he might follow it for a while. He knew that the army in time of peace was no place for an ambitious
man. There was no prospect of war. There were harangues in Congress about Texas and the balance of power
between North and South. A cadet could not be expected to look very far ahead in these matters. He wrote home
to his sister:
I look forward with no small degree of satisfaction to the time when my circumstances will allow me … to share
with yourselves the ineffable pleasure of domestic circles.

He wrote this in November, 1845. On April 23, 1846, he wrote as follows:
Rumor appears to indicate a rupture between our government and the Mexican. If such should be the case the
probability is that I shall be ordered to join the army of occupation immediately.

On June 30, 1846, Cadet Jackson was commissioned Brevet 2 nd Lieutenant of Artillery. He was graduated on
July 1st from the Military Academy, with the rank of seventeen—an advance of thirty-four over his rank at
entrance. People said that Jackson had a good mind but neither an active nor a quick one; that he was an honest,
admirable fellow of whom not too much was to be expected.
He went home for a few weeks. Then he reported for service to the First Artillery, Captain Francis Taylor, at
Fort Hamilton, Long Island. He was joining “the army of occupation.” The Mexican War had begun.
*
By the middle of April, 1846, General Taylor had moved his troops forward to Fort Brown on the Rio Grande.
General Ampudia lay opposite him at Matamoras. The Texan and American politicians took the hopeful view that
Taylor was on American soil. The Mexicans said the southern boundary of Texas ay farther north, and they had .a
little the better of he argument. The disputed strip of land was not fit to raise hell upon; and even if it had been,
the cactus and the dust would have choked it out. However, a few American soldiers, reconnoitering, were caught
by the Mexicans and captured.
On April 23rd President James K. Polk in an ecstasy shouted that war exists, and, notwithstanding all our fforts
to avoid it, exists by the act of Mexico herself.
The “notwithstanding” was sheer fiddle-de-dee. President Polk was a myopic Southern politician who failed to
see that the acquisition of western lands was not precisely the way in which the South could maintain a balance of
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power with the North. Calhoun had compromised everything but his honor to acquire Texas: Texas restored the
balance of power between the sections.
But he had bitterly opposed the Mexican War. He knew it would mean new territory. He knew just as certainly
that the North would never let slavery go farther than Texas. He held that Texas was the last slave State, and he
was right. He felt that the institutions peculiar to the South might be preserved; they could never be extended.
Indeed, he said, the genius of the South lay, not in an extension of her institutions, but in maintaining the existing
order of a stable, landed society.
The idea of stability, however, had not got much headway in the western States. They were new. The Atlantic
States, in 1850, were more than two hundred years old. Tennessee, Kentucky, Alabama, and Mississippi had not
turned a century. Andrew Jackson, fifteen years before, had struck the first hard blow against Southern society, by
suppressing the Act of Nullification in South Carolina. Jackson, as a Westerner, hated everything in the East.
Jackson had been born in South Carolina. But South Carolina, except for the fact that there were a great many
Democratic votes there, meant no more to him than Massachusetts. He hated wealth, if it brought leisure, and he
hated institutions, by means of which a society devotes its leisure to culture. As a matter of fact, Andrew Jackson
had an instinctive hatred of gentlemen; at least his dying words evinced a good deal of hate for Calhoun. It is just
possible to see Calhoun and Andrew Jackson as the Christ and Antichrist of political order in the United States.
Polk was no Antichrist. He was an imperialist; a not very intelligent imperialist. The revolutionary party in the
North would never permit American society to expand in the terms of the Constitution. The North, with respect to
history and all decent traditions, was wrong. Andrew Jackson had been ignorant and unscrupulous. But Polk had
simply not been very intelligent. Instead of slaves in the new Western States to count as two-thirds their number,
there would be white men, counting all three-thirds, to vote down southern rights in the East.
The institution of slavery was a positive good only in the sense that Calhoun had argued that it was: it had
become a necessary element in a stable society. He had argued justly that only in a society of fixed classes can
men be free. Only men who are socially as well as economically secure can preserve the historical sense of
obligation. This historical sense of obligation implied a certain freedom to do right. In the South, between White
and Black, it took the form of benevolent protection: the White man was in every sense responsible for the Black.
The Black man, “free”, would have been exploited.
In the North, the historical sense was atrophied, and the feeling of obligation did not exist, The White man,
“free”, was beginning to be exploited. Men, whose great-grandfathers had sold the Indians to the West Indian
traders and had got negroes in return, whom they sold to the Virginians, did not feel themselves to be involved in
the transaction. The Northern men did not feel responsible for this procedure; lacking the historical sense, they
could repudiate it in the name of morality. They had come to believe in abstract right. Where abstract right
supplants obligation, interest begins to supplant loyalty. Revolution may follow. When such a revolution triumphs,
society becomes a chaos of self-interest. Its freedom is the freedom to do wrong. This does not mean that all men
will do the wrong thing; only that no external order exists which precludes the public exercise of wrong impulses;
too much, in short, is left to the individual. It was such a revolution that the Northern States were now moving
towards.
Of these aiffairs Lieutenant Jackson thought little. His political theories were never to become very interesting.
His view of slavery was always that of the orthodox Virginian, or of any respectable citizen of the border states.
He had always believed that the slaves should be free. He didn’t know how it could be done. He knew it could not
be done quickly.
Moreover, a soldier had no business thinking about politics. His aim should be first the carrying out of the
ideas of the politicians; then the attaining of distinction for himself. A second lieutenant had no part in the former;
so his business became solely the latter. Lieutenant Jackson was determined to distinguish himself.
Accordingly, without realizing that the Mexican War was to be the first campaign of the Northern
Revolutionists, organized by the stupidity of the South, against his native State, he left Fort Hamilton on August
19, 1846, to join the army of General Taylor in Mexico. He accompanied his command, Captain Taylor’s
company of thirty men and forty horses. They went to Pittsburgh, then down the Ohio and the Mississippi to New
Orleans. They went from New.Orleans, by sea, to Point Isabel.
The campaign of General Taylor was over. Point Isabel became a dull military post, where men came with
stories of battles they had been in. Jackson was restless. There was nothing for him to do. One day Captain Taylor
was walking up and down the beach. At his side, walking with him, was Lieutenant Daniel Hill, from North
Carolina. A short distance away Jackson walked, alone, stopping to look at the sea, then resuming his walk.
“There’s Lieutenant Jackson,” said Captain Taylor, “a most efficient and talented officer. If the course at West
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Point had been a year longer, he would have been graduated at the head of his class.”
Jackson came up to the two officers. He was introduced to Hill. Hill said something about the battles, fought
earlier in the year, at Monterey and Palo Alto. Jackson drew himself up to his full height. The gray-blue eyes, dull
in repose, now gathered light, and flashed.
“Oh, how I envy you men who have been in a battle! If I could only be in one battle!”
*
Jackson did not see active service until the spring of 1847. General Taylor’s army had been organized for an
invasion of Mexico from the north. In March, 1847, General Scott was ordered to get together an expedition
against Vera Cruz; the route to Mexico City by way of Vera Cruz reduced the line of advance from 600 to 260
miles. Scott started out with 13,000 men. In due time this army was landed on Mexican soil, and on March 27 th
the city of Vera Cruz surrendered to the Americans. Jackson was promoted to the rank of first lieutenant, and the
brevet rank of captain. He was already distinguished, but he was not satisfied.
After some delay, Scott began his invasion. At the mountain pass of Cerro Gordo the Mexicans held a strong
position; but Captain Robert Lee, a talented officer of the Engineers, discovered a hidden line of approach. The
position was carried by the Americans. Captain John Magruder of the Artillery captured a light field battery.
Nearby was a small Mexican town called Jalapa; it was on Scott’s line of communications. He had to garrison
it before he could leave it behind. For this duty Lieutenant .Jackson was detached from his command. Jackson had
spent seven months on garrison duty. Now, when action was at hand and distinction was in his grasp, he was
assigned to garrison duty again. It was a blow.
Scott’s army marched on. Jackson could do nothing but obey orders. The melancholy optimist now almost
despaired. His ill-fortune was not an accident, he thought; he decided it was a part of the divine plan. He wrote his
sister:
I throw myself into the hands of an all-wise God … It may have been one of His means of diminishing my
excessive ambition.

One need not subscribe to the lieutenant’s theology to be aware that this particular revelation of it contained a
great deal of self-knowledge. He could not be fooled, even by himself. He knew his own mind.
In a few days Providence reversed the decision. Captain Magruder needed men for his captured battery. Now
Magruder was an ill-tempered officer, strict and hard to please; no one wished to be under his command. No one
but Jackson. Jackson saw that this was his chance. Magruder was a gallant and fearless soldier; his men were
always in the midst of a fight.
At the battle of Chapultepec, in September, Jackson commanded a section of the new battery. The Mexicans
held an almost impregnable front. Jackson moved his command up close to the breastworks, supporting the 14 th
Infantry. The Mexicans poured down a hail of bullets and cannon balls. The infantry scattered, melted away.
Jackson’s own men skulked in a ditch.
Single-handed he dragged one of the guns across the ditch into firing position. His men still skulked. In a
storm of bullets he walked up and down in front of the gun shouting that there was no danger. Finally a sergeant
screwed up his nerve and came to help him. The two men began loading and firing the gun. General Worth saw
him in his isolated position, and ordered him to retire. Jackson sent back word that with a company of regulars to
support him he could carry the Mexican works.
The general was impressed. He sent forward a whole brigade. The Americans poured over the breastworks and
put the Mexican army to flight. Jackson was brevetted major for his services. Some one asked him if he had been
afraid standing alone under fire of the whole Mexican army.
“No, the only anxiety I felt was that I might not meet enough danger to make my conduct conspicuous.”
After a series of battles Scott’s army on the 14 th of September entered the city of Mexico. Jackson was
quartered with the other officers in the National Palace. In a short time General Scott held a levée for his officers.
Jackson came up to be introduced. The general said in a loud voice so that everybody in the room could hear:
“I am not sure that I can shake hands with Major Jackson. But if he can forgive himself for slaughtering those
poor Mexicans the way he did I suppose I can.”
Jackson’s blush we may suppose was not due to the rather unfortunate joke, but to the fact that he was being
distinguished in public by the commander-in-chief.
*
The young major settled down to the pleasant routine of an American army officer in Mexico. The Americans
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were received on the whole with respect. He began going into society. He rose at nine and had a cup of chocolate,
brought to his bed by a Mexican peasant girl. He dressed and went to his company drill. He was then at leisure.
His letters to his sister—who had by this time been married to a Mr. Arnold—tell us what he did with his
leisure. He cultivated the society of his brother officers, and he was received, he said, by some of the best families
of the city. The manners of the Spanish Americans charmed him; but they were, he felt, barbarians, very backward
and corrupt. His sister was shocked at the money he spent, but the young major replied that he had to appear as a
gentleman if he expected to be received as one. Sunday evenings he danced with the lovely señoritas.
There was one whom he fell in love with. He decided not to see her again. Mexico was a place where an
innocent man could find innocent pleasure, or an ambitious man his fortune, but somehow one should not be
drawn deeply into its life. No Christian should; and young Jackson, who could dance on Sunday because he had
not yet found a rule against it, because he had no doctrine, was a Christian. Protestants only were Christians. His
Protestant blood flowed steady in his veins.
He wrote letters describing the architecture of the country, the habits of the people, their dress; and he wrote
one very solemn, very literary letter to his brother-in-law, whom he addressed in literal conformity to the best
etiquette as Dear Sir, in which he catalogued nearly every object and custom that he had observed. Major Jackson
probably understood little he saw (the young backwoodsman thought the Mexicans barbaric), but. he saw
everything. He could have used his observations to advantage.
He learned Spanish. He read, in Spanish, Humboldt’s History of Mexico; he read Chesterfield’s letters in
Spanish. The tongue might be useful—if he made up his mind to try his fortune in Mexico—and it would be a
mark of cultivation at home. He took his self-imposed tasks with great seriousness; he did them well.
He was beginning to be serious about religion; he was eager to find out the truth; and as his attitude became
more and more definite—it did rapidly after he had come to Mexico—he devoted the same ponderous energy to
the Catholic Church as he had given to his studies at West Point. He was trying to find out what he thought about
the God who had at first disappointed him and then awarded him “distinction.” He decided, after living in a
monastery for some weeks, after discussing points of doctrine with the Archbishop of Mexico, that he did not
think as the Catholics did. He must look further.
Then, at last, after nine months in Mexico, the major was ordered home. The Mexican War was over; the
United States had got, by the victory, vast territories. Jackson thought not much about it. He had done his duty,
and he arrived at Governor’s Island, in August 1848, a distinguished young officer. But there was nothing for him
to do. As a soldier he was probably [as] distinguished as he would ever be; an army post, as he knew, was a sterile
place. He said little, but he did not like it.
*
Major Jackson was now sent to Fort Hamilton on Long Island. It was a small military post. There was nothing
to be done there except to perform the light duties of drill and of making reports to superior officers. Jackson was
still subordinate to his old commander Taylor, who was now a colonel. Colonel Taylor was an old-fashioned
Virginian, who was probably more pious than the generation of his grandfather had been, and less given to cockfighting and horse-racing. With the colonel, the young major passed his dull time discussing points of religious
doctrine.
He was already very religious. His health was not good; the hypochondria that had settled upon him had turned
his mind inwards. But he knew his mind so well that he couldn’t make it up in a hurry. At last he “applied for
baptism” in the Episcopal Church of Fort Hamilton. It was understood that he was not obligated to join that
particular Church at any time. He merely wanted to be sure of being a Christian. And a Protestant. He believed
that Catholicism was anti-Scriptural.
Time passed: it was almost two years since he had come back from Mexico. The excitement of the war was
over, and so was the small fame of Major Thomas J. Jackson.
And at about this time a most interesting illusion took shape in his mind. Doubtless much of his desire for
personal distinction rose in the discrepancy between his inherited family pride and the poverty that had humbled
his branch of the Jackson family. The Jacksons of western Virginia had been respectable people; they still were.
Thomas Jackson’s illusion made it out that the whole family had gone into a decline: it thus became his selfimposed duty to restore it.
As a matter of fact, the J acksons, more numerous now than at the time Thomas’ grandfather Colonel Edward
was alive, held more positions of honor than ever before. While Thomas Jackson was at Fort Hamilton his
kinsman William Jackson was elected to the Virginia Constitutional Convention. The major commented on it in a
letter to a relative:
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Indeed, I have some hopes that our ancient reputation may be revived.

If Major Jackson should happen to live to the year 1900, he will see a whole people, some of them deprived of
their birthright, but all of them sorely afflicted with the delusion of ancient grandeur.
From Fort Hamilton Jackson was transferred to Fort Meade, near Tampa Bay on the west coast of Florida. Fort
Meade he liked even less than he had liked Fort Hamilton. His health there was no better than it had been. He
became more and more restless.
In the V.alley of Virginia, in 1839, the Virginia Military Institute had been founded. It w.as modeled upon West
Point. The instruction, the equipment, and the discipline were of a high order. In the same town—the small market
town of Lexington—stood the halls of Washington College. Here young Major Daniel Hill was an instructor. He
had heard that the Military Academy needed a new professor, that Major Thomas Jackson was being considered
for the place. He went over to the Academy and urged the appointment of the young officer whom he had met
four years ago at Point Isabel.
Other men than Jackson were being considered too—McClellan, Reno, Gustavus Smith, Rosecrans. But
Jackson was a.ppointed. On March 27, 1851, he became Professor of Natural and Experimental Philosophy and
Artillery Tactics. He got the place because his record in the Mexican War had been impressive. Besides this he
was a Virginian. Some one asked him if he were not afraid to try to teach such advanced subjects-he had been
away from his West Point studies so long. He answered:
“I can always keep a day or two ahead of the class. I can do whatever I will to do.”
When Jackson took the position, he believed if war ever came he would have a. better chance for distinction by
getting out of the army in time of peace than by staying in. His academic work would give him a chance to
increase his information and to develop his intellectual power. Jackson reported to Lexington for duty in July,
1851.
The young professor had severe ideas of military and intellectual discipline. The boys did not like him. They
saw no use being so exact about everything. A citizen of Lexington said that Major Jackson was as “exact as the
multiplication table and full of things military as an arsenal.” He was in his twenty-seventh year; but the boys
called him “Old Jack.”
On August 4, 1853, he married Miss Eleanor Junkin, daughter of the President of Washington College. A year
later she had a still-born child, and died.
The major’s habits became very familiar to the citizens of Lexington. He amused them. He was not aware of
this. He was aware of his duty only.
One day when the weather had become intolerably warm and the cadets and the other instructors appeared in
summer uniforms, Major Jackson appeared in the classroom in the heavy woolen garb of a soldier dressed for a
winter campaign. Some of the boys asked him why he didn’t make himself more comfortable. He replied:
“I have received no order not to change my uniform, but then I have received no order to change it, and until I
do I will go as I am.”
One winter evening when snow covered the ground and it was bitter cold, the Superintendent of the Academy
sent word to Jackson that he wanted to see him in his office. Jackson arrived precisely on time; he was asked to sit
down. Then the Superintendent, remembering something he had to do, rose and told Jackson to remain seated
until he returned.
The worthy Superintendent meant to be gone only a few mirutes but he got into conversation with some people
and forgot all about Jackson. It was very late when he remembered him. He supposed Jackson had waited a
reasonable time and gone home. But coming into his office next morning, he saw Jackson sitting bolt upright in
the same chair as he had sat in the night before. Major Jackson interpreted the Superintendent’s polite request that
he remain seated for a few minutes, as a military order for him to remain there until he was relieved. Major
Jackson never disobeyed an order.
In the summer of 1856 he sailed for Europe. He went to France and England. He looked at pictures, at
cathedrals; he did his duty by all the historical places. He was improving his mind. The young backwoodsman
who had thought the Mexicans barbaric because of their religion could not have thought the Europeans less so
because of their art.
But there was one thing he really understood. He understood the battlefields. He was .a close student of
Napoleon’s Maxims of War. He went over every foot of the field of Waterloo. Major Jackson knew that wars were
not all won by bravery. They were won by intelligence.
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*
On July 16, 1857, Major Jackson took him another wife. She was Miss Mary Anna Morrison, of North
Carolina, whose sister had married Major Daniel Hill. His home life in Lexington now really began. His house
was run like a battalion of artillery. There was a time for everything and everything had its place.
The major was up before seven to get the household to family prayers as that hour struck. The servants had to
be there too. If anybody was missing when prayers began he forewent their benefit. After prayers he had
breakfast. From eight to eleven he taught his classes.
He was not a very good teacher; he had a perfect mastery of his subjects, but he could understand them only in
one way. If a pupil struggled to get hold of a problem in a way that had not occurred to the major, the major could
only repeat it over again as he understood it himself. Jackson had written:
“Not only the same end must be proposed, but the same means approved.”
At eleven o’clock he walked briskly home. For two hours he pored over his books, standing at a high desk so
that his discomfort would make him attentive. He read the Bible and made notes; then he studied his texts; he not
only understood what he read; his visual memory was so retentive and accurate that, finishmg a book, he knew
every word of it by heart. He read widely in history. He knew every movement of Napoleon’s principal
campaigns.
He lunched at one. After lunch he took a long walk. He walked very fast. Suddenly he stopped; he raised his
left hand to the level of his eyes, the palm turned to the front. He seemed to be looking at something far away.
Then, suddenly as he had stopped, he resumed his walk. Sometimes he went to work with the negroes on his farm.
He was not still ruled by English ideas; he worked with his hands.
His eyes grew weak; he could no longer read by lamplight. He spent his evenings, two hours of them, staring
at the wall. He rehearsed the materials of his study for the day. He developed great power in the holding of
complex, interrelated quantities before his mind. Chess-players have this power, and great strategists.
He became a member of the Presbyterian church, then a deacon. He took his duties very seriously. He started a
negro Sunday School; he taught it himself. If his pupils were not on time, they didn’t get in. After a while they
were always on time. The major was very much interested in the negroes. His own were part of his family. He had
bought one slave to get him out of the hands of an unworthy master. If Major Jackson met on the street a grayheaded negro who lifted his hat to him, the major took off his in return, making a most respectful bow.
The major had not outgrown his awkwardness in society. He couldn’t speak in public, but he wanted to learn
how; he had no doubt of his ability to learn. He joined the Franklin Society of Lexington, which met for debating;
he asked to be put on the programme; and he worked very hard preparing his debate. He knew it perfectly; he
could probably have said it backwards.
The Society was assembled. It was Major Jackson’s turn to speak. He rose and stood behind his chair. He
began to speak. He spoke two or three sentences, and stopped. He began to speak over again; when he got to
where he had stopped before he stopped again. He repeated this three or four times.
He could not get beyond the unhappy word. But he showed no embarrassment, no concern for the
embarrassment of the audience. He walked round from behind his chair and sat down. He had done his duty; he
had prepared his debate; he had learned it; he had been on time to the meeting of the society; he had made an
honest effort to speak. He would have preferred to succeed in his speech, but he was quite satisfied with having
tried. He had sat down in full complacency.
In a few minutes-as was his habit of recent. years when he had no particular duty to perform—he fell sound
asleep.
The citizens of Lexington made a simple judgment upon the major’s behavior. They thought he was a crank at
best; at worst a fool. The stories of his courage under fire they still heard, but even this was an eccentricity; it
couldn’t be real courage. Major Jackson was a man of small ability. His job as an unimaginative teacher of
science suited his capacity; he would never get further. A man who obeyed nothing but rules, who told the literal
truth about the smallest matters, boring his neighbors, could never be a distinguished man. Why, one day he had
walked in the rain to a friend’s house a mile away; in conversation he had stated a fact inaccurately. He couldn’t
rest until he had corrected the error. A mistake was a lie; it might mislead.
In 1855 Major Jackson had refused to lend his brother Wirt Woodson, then in Ohio, enough money to buy
some land. Whatever all his reasons may have been, the reason he gave was a good one. He did not care to invest
in property that might be confiscated by the State of Ohio. This would surely happen if there came about a war
between the sections. Calhoun had foretold such a war ten years ago. The revolutionary party in the North was
gaining in power. The Abolitionists, as the most unreasonable men were called, kept sending more and more
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pamphlets to the negroes. They held meetings and discussed the negro’s wrongs. They helped runaway negroes
get away to Canada. They openly disobeyed the laws of the United States. The Fugitive Slave Law required
Northern men to return wandering Southern property to their owners. The Northern men refused.
The case of a negro named Dred Scott, who had been taken by his owner to a Northern State, became famous.
Scott asserted his freedom. The Supreme Court decided the case. It decided against Dred Scott. Still the North
refused to obey the law. A political party was formed called the Republican Party. They were against slavery. They
were ready to defy the Dred Scott Decision, which confirmed a law of the United States in an interpretation of the
Constitution. These men were a minority but they talked and made a great deal of noise. The Southern people and
even the Northern Democrats called them Black Republicans.
Even before the new Republican Party was formed in 1856—it was quite anti-republican because it came to
believe in violence and tyranny—there had appeared a queer book by a lady named Harriet Beecher Stowe. Mrs.
Stowe had never been in the South: she had spent a few days in Kentucky, just south of Cincinnati. Her book was
a picture of Southern plantation life. It had great influence on the popular imagination of the North.
It was very minute in detail. Somebody asked her how she knew about Southern life. She said she didn’t need
to know. She said God had given her all the scenes in a vision.
Mrs. Stowe had come from New England, where her theocratic ancestors had urged the selling of the Indians
into slavery. That was a kindness, they had said. The Indians were practitioners of the Black Art. In New England
God was never wrong. The name of Mrs. Stowe’s book was Uncle Tom’s Cabin.
There had been trouble in Kansas. When new western territory was opened up, immigrants from each section
scrambled wildly across the country to get there first. If slaveholders got there in greater numbers they controlled
politics; the territory would later on become a slave state. It was the idea of “squatter-sovereignty.” This would
not happen if the Northern men won the race.
Kansas contained about equal numbers from both sections, and the struggle in Kansas had amounted to a real
civil war. Under the protection of civil disorder a great many fanatics and scoundrels had robbed and murdered
the honest men who were trying to set up the political order they believed in. A man named John Brown had been
the leader of a gang of Abolitionist fanatics in Kansas. He had a great many holy killings to his credit. After he
killed a slave owner he cut off his fingers; of one
the skull was split open in two places … A large hole was cut in his breast, and his left hand was cut off, except a little
piece of skin on one side.\fn{There is no reference in the text, but this is probably a newspaper or diary description }

“Without the shedding of blood,” Brown said, “there is no remission of sins.”
In the summer of 1859, supported by contributions from the Abolitionists, he came east to strike at the heart of
the slave empire in Virginia. He had set up a “provisional government”; he and his followers all took fancy titles.
On October 17th he led a party of twenty-two armed men from Maryland across the Potomac into Harper’s Ferry,
Virginia. He captured the town. He meant to use the Harper’s Ferry arsenal as a base of operations. He wanted to
arm the slaves with muskets or long-handled, sharp-bladed pikes; with these at a given time in the dead of night
the slaves I were to fall upon their masters and murder them.
Brown believed it was right to do this. God had told him it was. Brown was from New England.
Now the remarkable thing about men in New England was their equality. An illiterate fanatic like John Brown
was as privy to God as the Reverend Lyman Beecher. But John Brown, as one of his biographers points out,
stirred the whole continent to a great “spiritual questioning.”
At Harper’s Ferry Brown added a few more murders to an already respectable list.
In New England, educated and ignorant alike believed in the same things. Men who had gone through the
museum of European culture and then written respectable essays on the English poets, now saw nothing irregular
in the antics of a homicidal maniac. But Lincoln said:
That affair corresponds in its philosophy with the many attempts … at the assassination of kings and emperors.

Lincoln was not a New Englander.
In the North men believed and came even more devoutly to believe, that the Civil War was fought by the South
because the men of that section had got hold of a few mistaken ideas.
Brown had made an old engine-house his headquarters. He was soon surrounded and besieged. Militia
companies arrived. After two days a company of marines, commanded by Colonel Robert E. Lee and Lieutenant
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J. E. B. Stuart, came from Washington. The marines took the engine-house by assault. Brown and six of his
followers were captured, and were taken to the jail in Charlestown, Virginia, to await trial.
The whole state of Virginia was in great excitement. Brown was charged with murder, treason, and the attempt
to incite a servile insurrection. People in the North thought he was a hero. If he were sentenced trouble might be
expected. The jail at Charlestown was put under a heavy guard. Major Jackson took a company of his cadets to
Charlestown to form part of the guard.
Brown was convicted and executed. A few months later, early in 1860, Jackson spent a few days in
Washington. He wrote home to his wife:
What do you think about the state of the country? I think we have great reason for alarm. …

1920
133.145 Ben\fn{by Pati Hill (1921-after 2012)} Ashland, Boyd County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (F) 7
When Ben first moved in, his friend Hank from the army that came over on the boat with him and went all
over Norway with him the summer before when they still had their bonuses and a litle cash was going to move in
with him. Not in the same room, of course, because that was unhealthy. A man should never live too close on to
another man even if he was a friend—in fact, even less if he was a friend—but into the next room, which was
vacant. They were going to do their cooking together and share the roof which would make a pleasant balcony in
spring, and study together, and go to concerts, and learn French—not like the usual tourists but really get to know
the language—and when the Bill ran out and they didn’t have any more money they would be able to support
themselves somehow till they felt like quitting and going back home, or whatever they decided they wanted to do
afterward.
That was the idea. They were going to pool resources (Ben had a little more money than Hank) and do
everything together as near as possible and see what it was all about. That’s the way they figured when they were
in Norway, and Ben found the room in this moderate-priced hotel (it was six flights up but, what the hell, it was
cleaner than most and you can’t expect much for 350 francs a day) and they were about to move in when Hank
fell in love.
Well, not exactly. Fell back in love, you might say, with the girl he was in love with all along, all through
Scandinavia where he was forever telling Ben how glad he was to get rid of her, get out of the whole affair, to get
on that boat and get the mess behind him. (He told Ben the whole history in the course of their trip: how it came
about, and how she tricked him, and a whole lot of stuff, some of it true and some of it not, most likely.) He fell
back in love with this girl because she sent him a letter saying she was coming over and would he meet her?
Of course, when he got her letter Hank said to hell with it and dropped it out the window and forgot about it
and only answered because he felt that even if she gave him a raw deal he didn’t want her to think he held
anything against her, and when he went to get her the day the boat came in, it was the same way—he only did it
out of decency—and he went on planning to move in next to Ben. He even brought his bags up and put his shoes
under the bed and his clothes in the closet and it was all settled, but when he went off to the train, Ben took
everything out and carried it into his own room and told the woman at the desk his friend wasn’t moving to the
hotel because he knew better. When Hank came back two nights later he said,
“You had a lot of nerve! Christ, if she waves it in my nose I’m not going to say no, but Goddamn it, Ben, you
needn’t have given up the room. Now where am I going to stay?” But Ben just said, “Stop shooting off your
mouth, pal, and have a beer,” and Hank went off saying, “See what you can do to fix it up about that room,” but
Ben didn’t trouble himself.
Once when Ben came in from a walk in the park where he had gotten into the habit of taking bread to the
pigeons, he knew that Hank had been there because he had carted off some of his junk. Otherwise, though, he
didn’t turn up again till he came to invite Ben to dinner, rather sheepish about it. To dinner with the two of them.
They had a room over by the Sorbonne on a long dark hall that stank of lavatory and a window that looked out
on a dark bare court and crazy wallpaper peeling off and no hot water or heat but they kept warm with an alcohol
stove and a gas radiator—it was still autumn—and cooked and washed and ate and slept in a corner by the broken
lavabo. They seemed to know everyone in the place and there was a crowd that kept coming out and in while they
ate on the top of her trunk by the light of a candle stuck in a Chianti bottle. Ben could not see in this girl with
brown hair and glasses any of the things that Hank had told him about her, least of all the bitchiness, but he did
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not think this odd because he was never able to see in people the qualities that other people found in them—
another reason for which he felt himself to be set apart from the world—and when Hank saw him to the door,
down the narrow steps past the stinking latrine and through the waterstained passage to the entrance the way he
might have seen him down the wooden steps and across the grass of an autumn evening in Iowa, across the
cricket-singing grass in Iowa far away, he just said, “Thanks for the feed, Hank,” and waved his hand.
“Great to see you,” Hank said, “drop around any time. Any old time you feel like it—Dorothy and I are always
here” (it was the first time he called her by her name and they both winced standing in the chill of autumn beside
the sleeping bicycles and a motorbike covered over with canvas), “Dorothy and I are always here.”
“Swell,” said Ben and even as his voice said he wouldn’t he knew he would. Drop around to see Hank and
Dorothy.
Before the war when Ben was working on a newspaper in Milwaukee, he had the only protracted affair he ever
had with a young woman he met in an art class where he went once a week in the evening, chiefly to enjoy a look
at the nude models they had there. (Young—she was about thirty then, a year or so older than himself.) Not that
he was lascivious or anything. Hell, if he felt like he needed something he wasn’t such a boy that he didn’t know
where to go for it. It was just that he liked looking at them sitting there or standing on the stand with a couple of
pottery jars and a scarf, sitting or squatting or standing for fifteen minutes at a time in the draft (they must have
been pretty tough or needed the money a lot), and he never tried to date them up or even to talk to them except
sometimes to go over and rearrange the draperies or something like that—he often did that—and when he did he
was always very polite calling them “miss” and behaving even more formally than if they had had their clothes on
(that gave him a sort of kick—being very grave and formal with the girls sitting there on the stand in a hairpin).
No, he didn’t try to date them and he didn’t even think of it most of the time, but he liked to look at them and
make marks on the paper with the charcoal, like doodling during a telephone conversation, then smoking a
cigarette between sittings and talking to the other students and going occasionally for a coke with some of them
after, for he was a lonely cuss even then. Didn’t know how to approach people really unless they had something to
do together, some ordinary usual thing to say that made a bridge. The more ordinary the better, because like that
there wasn’t any reason for saying anything you didn’t want to and at the same time you had the pleasure of
speech. He never went out with the really arty bunch, the ones that went with the prof to some place and talked art
and life. He stayed with the hangers on. The other amateurs. The ones that came for the kicks and the ones that
came to doodle, like him.
Dora was one of these, and he got to know her only because the nights he went straight home they walked up
the same street for about four blocks and then caught the same streetcar. At first he didn’t notice, and then when
he did he began to walk faster or slower so as not to seem to be following her or waiting for her, and then after a
while—after he had said “hello” to her a couple of times—he walked with her not to seem to be wanting to avoid
her.
That is all there was to it. They walked together, talked together a couple of times in class where she told him
how good she thought his drawing was which up to then he had never thought about a second time, and went to a
concert together and he was hooked.
The first time he slept with her was in his room in a two-family house on the outskirts of town where he lived
with a couple who knew him before he came to Milwaukee. He did not know if they ever found out about it or
not. Well, sure, the guy must have known, but that was neither here nor there. He was sorry after he got her into
the room, and they looked for a while at his books and sketches to show that neither of them thought the real thing
was the going to bed and afterwards he was sorrier still because she looked so pathetic, like the models at art
school. She had very thin blond hair, that is the main thing he carried with him of her forever afterward, and
before she brushed it you could see straight through to the scalp and it made him feel just terrible.
They went on sleeping together for a while after that, very impersonally, looking at pictures and books, but he
did not know he was in love with her until she had flu and stayed at home for a week and he began to miss her
comments on his pictures and their discussions and so forth. Then the thing that surprised him was how she
changed. How much she changed after she was sick and he went and found her and took her a bunch of
chrysanthemums and told her the best way he could that he was in love with her.
What a difference it made.
She stopped encouraging him with his sketching and stopped coming to art class and wanted him to stop too.
She stopped discussing and exercising her mind and reverted to type, reverted to the type all women are at heart if
you came right down to it, and tried to get him to spend more time on his job and stop throwing his money around
and get a place to live and get married. She didn’t say for a long time about getting married but it was there from
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the first, from the moment he fell in love with her and she knew he was in love with her and she had flu and he
brought that bunch of chrysanthemums.
But she made a mistake. She made her mistake when she built him up in the first place, made him begin to take
an interest in his painting, not just go to class to while away the time and be sociable. She made a mistake when
she put it into his mind he was really good, and she paid for it. Paid for her honesty and generosity (he was pretty
cynical even then), or rather she would have paid for it, if the war hadn’t come along to take him away anyway,
just in the nick of time. She paid all right. And that is what he told himself that winter in the Hotel de l’Avenir
when it was cold and the rain came down and the drafts came in and the fog was so thick you could hardly see out
the window.
He could tell the world for that matter (if ever the world should ask him), and that is what he had to console
himself with when Hank went off with Dorothy. Whatever happened, whatever went and came, whatever
transpired in the coming years, he knew nothing like that would happen to him.
*
Ben Burton was born on a fine sunny day in the month of October in a small town in Iowa, beneath a maple.
Not really beneath a maple, but in a house in a street in a living room overhung by maple, falling falling falling in
the fall of the year. Falling on the pavement in the fall of the year, and this is what he could hear if he could hear
anything the day he was born—the swish of people going by on the pavement in the leaves of the maple. In the
circle of leaves that fell from the tree next to the pavement in the month of October when he was born. If Ben
Burton heard anything it was that. Ben! cried his friends of an evening after he had got into the world and
established himself as Ben Burton beneath a maple of a spring evening. Ben, come on down and play. Ben, Ben,
Ben, his name soared into the fading sky of an April evening. And into the December sky too, though not so high.
Ben, Ben, they said after he was born, they learned to say after he was born in the spot where he was born—those
that came after and those that came before in the same place—Ben, they learned to say, and forever after they
thought the name belonged to him. I knew a boy called Ben once, they would say years later, back in Denning,
Iowa … It was never the same, of course, only someone else with the name of Ben, rightfully all be it, though not
to them. But rightfully or spitefully it brought him back to the circle of red leaves beneath the maple in the town of
Denning, Iowa. It was his Heritage.
*
It was still autumn when Ben came to the hotel and Hank didn’t. Late autumn, but autumn still with a few fine,
days left in it and when the sun shone in the afternoon Ben would take his alcohol stove and a cushion from his
bed and a frying pan and a couple of dishes and a book through the french windows and make his lunch out on the
roof.
First though, he would put on his leather jacket and his broad-rimmed hat and go down into the street, down
the six winding flights and into the shops to search for food. Two eggs in a paper bag, two hard rolls or a baguette,
a couple of pieces of sausage and a pastry done up in a cone-shaped package that dangled from his finger on a
thin blue string. It did not take him long to buy the main provisions, standing politely in line behind the
housewives in their aprons and sweaters, but it took him longer to make up his mind about the pastry. There were
not so many of them. He could name them all by their proper names and he knew what was in every one except
the ones made like houses or swans or vegetables, but still it was hard to come to a decision. So he would go and
stand for a while before the window looking in, looking over the rows of little tarts and cakes, turning them over
in his mind, bending down his head at the top of his long gaunt body until he knew exactly what he wanted. Then
he would go and ask for it by name and they would wrap it up, into a pyramid tied with a string and slip it over his
finger.
“Un baba au rhum, s’il vous plait, mademoiselle.”
“Merci, monsieur.”
It made a pleasant moment in his day, and sometimes he bought a chocolate or two at the chocolate shop
across the street but not often. He had to watch his budget.
One afternoon while he was lunching thus on the roof a girl came out of the room across the hall from his and
stood for a moment on the other side of the railing and looked down into the street. He guessed she had moved in
that morning. She had short red hair and pale-rimmed glasses and wore a scarf with the Eiffel Tower printed on it
in green.
“Just move in?” Ben asked her.
“Yes,” she said, “and I’m just moving out again. Damn the French anyway.”
“Well, you can’t expect much for the price,” Ben said reasonably, and later he told her where he bought his
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alcohol stove and saucepan and helped her unstop the drain in the lavabo.
“It won’t do any pennanent good,” he told her. “These things are worn out. I’ll leave you the wire though, and
you can do it yourself when it needs it. The main thing, you’ve got to push it all the way down around the turn in
the pipe like this, see? Take and shove it down carefully till it goes up the other side then pull it.”
He emptied the haircombings and toothbrush bristles and safety pins and threads of cotton wool that were
glued together with soap and dirt into a clean piece of typing paper and put them in the wire wastebasket beside
the lavabo, then he tried to fix the radiator but it turned out it didn’t have a handle so he had to let it go till he got
his hands on a pair of pliers. He had all those things—pliers and hammer and screwdriver and so .forth—in a
canvas bag he had in the army but he had lent them to Hank and they were over there.
All the time she was laughing and saying, “Damn the French,” he had the impression she was crying and he
had to keep turning to see if she was or not. Turning his face from the lavabo to look at her and see she wasn’t.
“If you want anything I’m in number sixty-five,” he told her. “I’m there most of the time unless I go out for
something. If you want anything just bang on my door.”
As a woman she didn’t give him the least feeling. From her accent he guessed she was from the West
somewhere.
She did knock on his door during the week that followed. She wanted him to help her move the armoire across
the room opposite her bed where there was more space and afterward they drank coffee together made on her
stove with her new saucepan which had still the taste of a new saucepan which his had had a short time before and
the price marked on it, though hers was a more expensive model (he knew because he had priced them all) with a
top that went with it and she used Nescafe with an American mark. It seemed she had worked for one of the
American agencies in Paris before coming to live at the Hotel de l’Avenir. She had quite a lot of things like that,
Kleenex and Dutch Cleanser and Cashmere Bouquet soap and Jergen’s Lotion and aspirin tablets that she kept on
the top of a locker trunk covered with a cloth.
That evening he invited her to dine, more out of kindness than anything else. She seemed lonely though he
didn’t know just why, always talking about her friends at the ECA. They went to the more expensive of the two
restaurants he patronized in the vicinity of the hotel. On the way he made it clear to her that he didn’t have much
money to throw around, so when they went to the movies later, she paid her own way. He was going to if she
hadn’t offered, but she offered and when. they got back he gave her a brandy in his room to show how he had
fixed it up with the map from Air France and the reproduction of Van Gogh he bought beside the Seine. And then
he told her about his painting and showed her one he had behind the bed.
She put back on her glasses that she had taken off and backed away from it, saying it was a pity not to see it in
the daylight but he told her he always painted at night.
“I got into the habit of it when I was going to art school in Milwaukee,” he told her. “I didn’t have time to paint
in the day then and I got to like the quiet. I paint after everyone goes to bed and things settle down.”
“Well, don’t let me keep you from working,” she said, getting up.
He could not tell if the acidity in her voice was directed at him or if it was only a part of her, but there was
something about the tone that reminded him. Something he could not put his fipger on.
“Oh, you won’t,” he said. “I never let anything get in the way of my work but I don’t begin till late. Go on and
have another brandy;” but she was already on her feet.
At the door, standing under the light by the washbasin, he got her in his arms and tried to kiss her, heaven
knows why. She didn’t seem like much of a woman to him and when she pushed him away he let her go. He never
tried to strong-arm anybody—if she didn’t want to, she didn’t want to—and she didn’t seem annoyed. But the
next day when he got up about eleven o’clock and went down the hall to see if she wanted coffee, she didn’t
answer. Later he tried again and she opened the door and when she saw who was there she said, “Oh, it’s you,
well I’m going out,” and brushed past him and went downstairs, jogging a little in her crepe-soled shoes. While
she was out he wrote a note on a piece of paper,
“Dear Laura, I hope you aren’t sore because of last night. I didn’t mean it, I don’t even know why I did it. Just
habit I guess. Come on let’s be friends. Coffee on the stove if you want some, Ben,”
and slipped it under her door.
She spoke to him after that, but the queer thing was that whereas before she had just seemed huffy, after the
note she really seemed to hate him. Sometimes she would even come down the hall and knock on his door while
he was sitting there working, but he could be sure whenever she did it was just to borrow something. He was sorry
because they could have had a nice friendship. Oh, nothing like that. Just taking their meals together sometimes
and being friendly. It was better to be friendly if you lived on the same floor, especially with the winter coming on
128

and not going out so much. Still, if she felt that way there was nothing to be done, so after he tried a couple of
times more he forgot about it.
*
Landis came to live at the hotel in November (funny name for a girl, Ben knew a man by that name once back
in Iowa but never a girl). The latter part of November in the room next to Laura. He remembered thjs because it
was the week the steam heat went off. Something got the matter with the boiler or the coal ran out or something
and for several days there wasn’t any heat—three or four days, something like that—not really serious and he
wouldn’t have paid much attention if he hadn’t heard the girl on the telephone that connected with downstairs
raising hell.
“S’il voo play, soyez si gentil de me dire combien de temps ça doit durer. Vraiment, madame, on ne peut pas
restez ici sans chauffage, vous comprenez … qu’est ce qui se passe avec cette machine là-bas?”
Ben wondered why she didn’t move and be done with it. Maybe she had paid her rent in advance. They would
go on for half a day then suddenly it would seem to come over her and she would lift up the telephone and start in
and after a while when they wouldn’t answer any more she would leave her room and fly down the stairs, her hair
sailing out behind her as if it was afraid of being left. Ben could hear everything that went on because she never
seemed to close her door except when the one in the high collar came. When he came he would close it behind
him when he entered, usually carrying a little paper of pastries at exactly five o’clock in the afternoon, and the
way he closed the door Ben could not tell whether he did it on purpose or just because he was a man who closed a
door after him. Anyway, he always closed it and if Ben came out of his room in the afternoon and the door was
closed he knew High Collar was there. That was after he got them sorted out. The good-looking German, the
nervous Frencnman and the one in the fur coat that might be anything. Sometimes High Collar and the Frenchman
were there at the same time and when they were there at the same time Ben could hear a lot of scuffling and
laughing going on and he didn’t know what they could be doing.
Ben wondered about Landis a lot but he did not ever try to get to know her because whatever she was doing in
there she did not need him. When they passed in the hall he nodded sometimes though usually she didn’t see him,
and he went on about his business. She was like the arty ones and the successful ones and all the ones he had
known but not known in his life that had no room for him and not knowing her did not pique him the way not
knowing Laura did. Did not make him boil inside when he thought of the conceit of women (that’s why Laura
didn’t want to know him, it was her conceit, her false conceit because he tried to kiss her that time). No, he just
did not exist for this girl Landis and he did not care though he couldn’t help wondering. Wondering and
overhearing her conversations on the telephone and watching her fly down the stairs like something was after her.
And after she left he missed her. Not consciously or feelingly or anything but the way a person might miss a
lamppost that had been there all along then suddenly disappeared.
*
Then for a while there was a guy next door—a Spic—also an artist who was putting up at the hotel while he
looked for a place to work in. Funny bastard. Painted only in straight lines on sheet metal, he told Ben, and
showed him some of his designs. Used ordinary housepainting brushes and enamel paint and his latest work was
six feet by nine. That was why he couldn’t live in the hotel like Ben and just work out on the roof or in his room.
He had to have space.
“Why do you paint so big?” Ben asked him.
“I don’t know,” the boy told him. “I don’t seem to be able to feel free any other way.”
When Ben asked him why he didn’t use curves though, it took him half the night explaining. In a couple more
years, he told Ben, he hoped he would have got to a point where he could extract the Final Essence out of Art so
there wouldn’t be anything more left to do. Right now he was trying to cut down on color, just using red, blue and
yellow and at the end he would not use anything except black and white. It made Ben feel nncomfortable listening
to him and he probably wouldn’t have spent so much time chewing the rag with him if it hadn’t been for its being
a break in the silence.
*
Once back in Iowa when Ben was about eight years old, his father took him and his two older brothers and a
couple of the neighbor’s kids that were about their age on a picnic over by Falls Creek where the creek and a
stream came together to make a kind of muddy basin big enough for people to swim around in. A kind of secret
place down in amongst the reeds and the blackberry bushes with frogs and lily pads.
Nobody had a bathing suit except his pop, who had an old one left over from when he was at Atlantic Beach on
his honeymoon, because there wasn’t any swimming in that part of the country, but Pop said it would be OK if
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they all stripped to their bvd’s and went in like that. His brothers and the other boys took off their clothes almost
the minute they got there and hung them on the blackberry bushes and went splashing their way in up to their
necks, flailing out their arms and churning up the water and having a great old time, but at the last minute Ben
didn’t want to go in. He took off his clothes all right and hung them up and danced around the bank yelling and
shouting and splashing the others, but he didn’t want to go in. He didn’t want to get himself into that old muddy
water.
“Come on in Ben,” they kept yelling, “come on in, you don’t know what you’re missing,” and his pop said,
“Come on in Ben boy, you don’t want the kids to think you’re a sissy, do you?” But Ben wouldn’t go in until his
pop got really mad and came out of the water in his old bathing suit that the moths had been at and got him and
took him out into the middle and ducked him.
It was awful. He had water in his nose and mouth and filling up his ears and it felt like ice coming onto him
hot as he was from the June day sun, and his brothers and the other boys stood around and splashed him every
time he tried to stand up. In a few minutes he got his breath though and began splashing around himself and
found he liked it.
“Hey looka me,” he kept yelling, “looka me, I can almost swim!” long after the others had climbed out and
dried themselves on the towel leaving long muddy streaks everywhere it swept along their bodies. "Hey looka
me!" he kept yelling, paddling about, feeling the soft brown mud beneath his feet not caring if it was cold or not.
“I’m gonna learn to swim!” He didn’t even want to come out for lunch because all the time he felt as if he was
just on the verge of something. It was about the most exciting thing he ever felt.
But after lunch, after they had waited an hour like his old man said and the others went back, Ben had lost his
enthusiasm again and just sat on the bank and his pop let him, seeing how he had been in once.
“Leave him alone,” he said to the others. “Leave him be. If he don’t want to come in he don’t have to. Leave
him do what he feels like,” so he just sat thinking how cold the water was and how he probably wouldn’t be able
to get the feeling back he had before about being just on the verge of learning to swim and he was not willing to
risk it.
Now his pop was dead and his brothers owned a mechanic shop up in Ipswich and worked like blacks from
one day’s end to the other and Ben could not remember who the other boys were although he dreamed about them
sometimes. About the picnic down by the water hole where the two streams came together and the briars grew
around. Dreamed about them and saw their faces and felt the water on his skinny arms and heard the shouting. It
was one of the things he remembered.
*
During the week Ben tried pretty much to stick to routine. Get up at eleven-thirty, make himself a pot of coffee
—enough to last for the day—eat a couple of croissants then dress and clean up his room. The hotel was supposed
to do that but they never got around to the regulars till afternoon and it was easier to clean it up than sit around in
the mess. That’s how he figured it at first and later, when he began looking forward to seeing Jeannette, the maid,
he was glad to have it done so she could sit and talk with him for a minute. Sometimes she even stopped for a cup
of tea and that way it gave him the feeling he was doing something for her when he tidied his own things in the
morning. Not that she did any more for her wages than she could get away with, he guessed, but then who was he
to say?
In the afternoons he was free to go out and walk around the streets of Paris looking at the sights, going through
the churches (he had been through all the famous ones and started in on the little ones) or into some particular
section of the Louvre if it was raining. Sometimes he went to a fair or the Flea Market, or often enough he just
walked along, map in hand, in some chosen direction until he got to the place he was headed for and then he
would sit down and order a beer and look at the people. Funny bastards sitting around, he wondered what they all
did with themselves and he might have asked them if his French had been better but the way things were it
relieved him of conversation without making him feel sad.
He saw a lot of Paris that way. A lot more than the people who came over with plenty of money and an
automobile to ride around in, though of course pinching his pennies the way he had to, he didn’t get to see any of
the high spots or anything like that, but he did take in several cultural events such as the play by Racine, and on
Saturdays he went out with Hank and Dorothy. Fell into the habit of either going to see them for dinner or taking
them out for a beer or so. Not that he enjoyed it especially or even had much feeling about them when he came to
think of it. Hank had changed a lot since the summer before and Dorothy was always so—well, sort of terribly
glad to see him. It was something like paying a visit to relatives. He had to be polite and admiring, noticing what
they had done to make the place over, and naturally Dorothy was smart enough never to leave them alone but
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what the hell, it was something to do and he went.
Sometimes on the way over he would stop at a store and buy some little present, some box of that or this,
nothing they needed, and Dorothy would cry, making her voice a kind of squeak,
“Oh Ben, you shouldn’t have. You needn’t have, you know. It’s enough to have your visit!”
Now isn’t that just like a woman, Ben would grin, carrying on, being ridiculous and once again he would
congratulate himself on keeping his freedom. Not letting himself get hooked.
“Man,” he would say later to Hank while shoveling down his omelet or his steak, “you sure have it easy,” by
which Hank knew he was being teased, and Dorothy would look at them, slyly from under her lashes as if wary of
the compliment.
“Wait,” she would say laughing a little self-consciously, “till you see how I’ve done the peas,” and she would
start rattling off some recipe about taking this and that and boiling them together until, soothed by the sound, she
was once again at her ease.
Oh, Ben knew it all from a to izzard. Learned the whole technique from his auntie’s knee and if ever he got
Hank alone one day he would put it up to him. Ask him straight out if he’d gone and fallen for the old routine.
Remind him of all those fine plans they’d made together. How they were going to learn French and paint and
everything. It was a shame to see the guy so taken in, peeling potatoes and careful where he put his cigarettes, but
then generally when they parted later under some lamp or other on the street, Dorothy looking back over her
shoulder calling, “Good- bye Ben, goodbye Ben dear, come over soon,” in that certain voice as if she was calling
across the street in Iowa, he would forget. Forget while the words, warm and soft, tickled him in his ears.
Sometimes like that with the fog coming up and the streetlight dim he could almost see the point in it and once,
coming home from the opera, where the three of them had gone on Dorothy’s birthday (Ben got the tickets free),
he had had to admit to himself that she was within an ace of being downright pretty. Oh not that she wasn’t a little
peaked even in her velvet dress and the earrings made like a gipsy’s—something about the neck that wasn’t the
size for her head—but there had been something so shining and eager. Something alive in the face.
They had gone to a place across from the opera after to have their drinks and it had cost them a mint of money
because there was Dorothy, program in hand, standing on the steps in the rain and she wanted to go to some place
in the vicinity and afterwards they had taken a taxi to keep from spoiling her shoes. Of course, it was silly
throwing their cash around like that—after all it wasn’t as if she’d never have a birthday again even in Paris the
way she said—but nevertheless there was something about it—about her eyes and her shoes and the rain and the
way she held the program up under her chin that stuck with him even after he had left them and got back to the
hotel and climbed up to his room and he could not stop thinking about it.
Thinking and remembering and looking around him like an animal in the cage. Jesus it made him depressed.
The walls so bare and dingy and the mirror, reflecting the same. Not even his painting seemed any good. Just
dauby and gray without any expression, the half-finished sketch of the old lady with the cats looking like a sketch
of any old woman. No feeling. Nothing.
He felt like going and opening up the window and throwing the whole mess out and going out with them. What
the hell? What was the use of it all anyway? Scrimping and saving. Better to forget the whole business and go out
on the town and he thought of Jeannette and what she would say.
(“Look,” he would tell her, “I’ve got an idea. First you go and get yourself a dress … something nice, maybe
velvet …”)
But in a minute it was gone again, passed off like a sudden fever. Gone again in brushing his teeth and running
the water into the basin and hanging his coat up and laying his trousers out. Gone in the million and one things a
person did in the course of getting undressed. Gone like everything else, and melted away and when Jeannette
came to clean the next morning he did not even offer her the thousand like he planned (to buy a little present for
yourself). Not that it wasn’t a good idea, but it could wait. He had better things to do just now than throw his
money around and in the spring when the sun came out he sat once more upon the roof and drank his wine and ate
his sandwiches and bought his pastries and walked up and down stairs and through the streets and studied his
grammar and made sketches and watched the leaves turn green and later, when Hank went home and Dorothy
went off to live with somebody else in some other hotel cooking and washing and peeling potatoes and using
Chianti bottles to hold her candles, he hardly noticed from where he sat high up on the top floor of the l’Avenir.
No, he hardly even noticed. Anyhow not enough to cause him any pain.
135.10 Chiromancy\fn{by Max Garland (1950- )} Paducha, McCracken County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (M) 5
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She held his hand in hers and said he would live a long time. He had a lifeline that was practically ridiculous.
“Look,” she said, and traced the down curve with a fingernail. Truly, it ran all the way from the webbing of the
thumb to the veins of the wrist and promised a vast pile of years.
“I’d be surprised if you died at all,” she said, then moved her hand to the ignition, at which sign he slid from
the car, felt the black snap of vertigo from the tequila, leaned down to say good night, and watched as she pulled
from the curb and started the drive toward her husband and assorted sons.
“I could die tonight,” he thought. “I could die in a minute or two.”
The only complication was the feeling that he hadn’t suffered enough, and although he was no Buddhist, he
recognized the dishonor in this. Under the streetlight he looked down at his own hand as if examining an object
fallen from space. He could make out the bumps and squiggles, meanderings and pointless hieroglyphs, a modest
chain of epidermal hills, a lone callus.
“I might as well be reading the entrails of a bird,” he thought, “or studying a map of the moon.”
Although his memory for the arcane was excellent, his newspaper columns laden with scraps of local history
and hearsay, he couldn’t for the life of him remember which mound of the palm was Venus, which Jupiter or
Saturn. He couldn’t recall where logic resided, or libertinage might dwell. The street lamp threw a blue, moony
light on the subject, and he thought for the first time about how naked the hand looked, how almost indecent, the
opened palm of the hand.
*
“How many men do you marry?” she wondered as she drove, a little wobbly from the margaritas. Although it
wasn’t really a question, but more along the lines of saying, “Look at all the fireflies tonight.” Or, watching her
middle son dress himself that morning—shoes on the proper feet, his shirt turned right-side out, thinking,
“God, how quickly this happens.”
Whereas some women she knew, many in fact, felt oppressed by the presence of a single husband, the sheer
mastodon weight of the man, she felt just the opposite. “In these drawling Kentucky river towns, you need all the
husbands you can gather,” she thought. You need the one you really married, the historical husband; in her case an
actual teacher of history at the junior college. The man waiting even as she drove—one boy put to bed, she
checked the Toyota clock; yes, the two-year-old in bed by now, the middle son clomping morosely up the stairs,
and the third, the nine-year-old, no doubt waiting up for her.
But you need smaller, briefer husbands. Husbands who sweep in like rainstorms and make the air more
breathable. Sharers of harmless intimacies. Receivers of throwaway flirtations. Coffee break husbands, browsing
through the gallery husbands.
And what about the sales representatives who visit the gallery once a month, crisp clockwork husbands who
take you to lunch and behave as if their manners had been gleaned from old Gig Young\fn{ Aka Byron Barr (19171978) American actor.} movies?
Or the haunted Southern painter husband whose studio you visit two or three times a year? A white flurry of
paint on the eyelashes. Instant coffee in the cup, oily toxins in the air. Maybe he has disheveled himself a little
extra for your coming? Maybe his wife is really unfortunately away?
You don’t sleep with the spare husbands, of course, though they sometimes fail to understand a point so fine.
In all honesty, there is some inner debate on this. “Take tonight,” reading his hand by dashboard light,
speedometer light.
“A small debate,” she thought as she drove, her own hands prompt at 10:00 and 2:00 on the wheel like any
good inebriate.
*
“… and what does it mean to have a hand instead of a hoof, paw, wing, fin, tentacle?” he immediately sat at
his desk and wrote in his journal because what he wanted to do was drive the twenty-odd miles to her farm and
stand there like an imbecile, swatting the bat-sized mosquitoes and staring at the house lights. That would be
proper suffering, wouldn’t it? He ran a hand through his hair, dislodged a grain of margarita salt from a corner of
his mustache, flicked it across the page.
“And what is this contraption of 27 bones?” he wrote, remembering the number from the gallery brochure,
because it was exactly the kind of sentence he could not include in the article he would write on tonight’s opening,
The Art of the Hand, a traveling exhibit of images of the human hand she had booked into the gallery. It had been
a little far-fetched for western Kentucky, but the regulars had turned out—the doctors’ wives, the high school art
teachers with their few troubled students in tow, someone from the Chamber of Commerce, decked-out members
of the local art guild.
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The show had included paintings by minor contemporaries: abstract and photo-realistic hands, a small
collection of photographs, even a mixed-media collage incorporating medical x-rays—the spectral hands of
infants, the burled, mineralized hands of the aged. And, of course, the huge medieval chiromancy chart, the
elaborately framed piece with angels and constellatory beasts swirling around an enormous human palm, every
inch mapped and labeled with the Latin names of planets and emotions. After the brief palm-reading episode in
her car, he wished he had studied it closer.
“Let’s see,” she had said, then reached for his hand, surprising him. Not that they hadn’t touched before. There
was a small, tame history of brushes and pecks, airy smooches of greeting and good-bye. Sometimes her husband
was at her side; occasionally, another woman at his. Though not for a while now.
In a town where the ship of marital love sailed early and often, he found himself among the holdouts, the rather
conspicuous landlubbers. Though it wasn’t a tiny town by Kentucky standards—the junior college, the regional
mall, an outlying clutch of chemical factories, barge-works, a spreading apron of suburbs—the unmarried life still
carried its unmistakable stigma. Like slow-witted children, single men and women were introduced, and
reintroduced. The town’s loose change needing to be gathered, converted to crisp currency and tucked into the
vault.
Nevertheless, he had managed a bachelor-hood, not so much by design as by continually falling for firmly
married women. His first married love had been his fourth-grade teacher, a woman with a Tidewater accent and a
premature silver streak in her hair that had reminded him of the tail of a comet. It seemed to him now that there
was never a time before this, that even in infancy, probably even in the womb itself, it had occurred to him to
want only what was complete without him.
Therefore, he found himself drifting to her side during whatever social events the town could muster—
occasional dinners, the local concert series, her own gallery’s openings. Since the newspaper office was near the
gallery they sometimes met for lunch. Lately, even meeting her on the street, he felt all the familiar apparatus start
to churn—the quick tightening of the abdominals, the straightening of the spine, the annoying surge of perked-up
chemistry. One minute he was buoyant, almost witty in her presence, and the next minute the awareness of his
own foolishness came gliding down like a thunderhead.
All of which proved to him, as he had written in other journals, that hopeless love had no instructional value,
taught absolutely nothing. It was a realm to which trial and error did not apply.
It seemed as if such mistakes were too embedded to learn from. Even thinking back on them, as he tended to
do, merely deepened the wayward grooves.
Not that he hadn’t attempted more conventional loves—single women, reasonable women. But at some point
the distraction always arrived, and not only for him. He noticed the women themselves checking the depths of
mirrors and store windows, looking around in restaurants and movie theaters as if someone were missing. Hadn’t
they also sensed it—the paucity, the incorrectness of two? That perhaps the triangle, after all, was the more perfect
romantic shape. Take away one side and the others flail and drift, or else snap together too sharply, like scissors.
*
“Take tonight, the newspaper husband.”
She stopped to roll down a window at the last light before the town fizzled into long rivery outskirts. He was
probably the kindest, if maybe not the smartest of the little husbands. Of course, both qualities, she realized, may
have been the symptoms of love. You see these things coming. See them over the months, the extra courtesies and
attentions.
She had even seen it in the articles he wrote for the newspaper, gamely promoting whatever she brought to the
gallery. Praising the local watercolorists, a misty, prolific lot whose patronage helped support the gallery, but
whose paintings always looked as if they had suffered minor rain damage. Praising the regional wildlife painters,
whose creatures posed on branches and stones, their faces as perturbed and two-dimensional as Byzantine
martyrs.
“A ruggedness appropriate to the outdoors,” he had written of their work. Which qualified as praise in her
book.
Certainly she saw it coming over the table tonight. The restaurant where they had stopped for drinks after the
opening had undergone a recent transformation from nautical motif to south-western decor, a trend that had swept
the country a decade ago and finally dawdled its way into the Bluegrass. To soften the blow, they were offered
enormous half-priced margaritas, salt encrusted like old spells around their rims. The walls had taken on the
sheenless peach of sunset. Where buoys and fish netting had hung, there were Navaho rugs, their sharp oracular
patterns lit by strings of chili-pepper lights. In the newly installed window box was a miniature horizon of cacti,
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some drooping and wounded like figures from Dali,\fn{ Salvador Dali (1904-1989) Spanish painter.} others dreamily
phallic and untouchable.
“It’s not a good town for the lonely,” he had said, in the middle of a gossipy rundown of the guests at the
opening. Or maybe it was good time. Whichever, it was a subject they had touched on before. A boring and
necessary part of living where they lived—this moaning about the limits, the insularity, as if somewhere existed a
place where the lonely lived happily, possibly danced in the streets.
“Why do people stay here?” he had asked, meaning, of course, Why do we stay? meaning they were in this
together—the wrong place, the wrong life. She watched him lean toward her, fetchingly rumpled in his all-day
white newspaperman’s shirt, sleeves shot to the elbows as if he were about to wash his face in the margarita.
It was amazing how it all still worked—the scraggle of mustache, the showing of the naked forearms, letting
the candlelight glaze them like honey buns. Even the inevitable migration of the goblets until his stood rim to rim
with hers. Had she actually heard the small grinding sound of salt on salt?
Not that she was really worried about herself. You can deflect the husbands, she knew. Sometimes talking
about her sons was enough. Occasionally, even bringing out the photographs. She could see, however, that along
his particular evolutionary branch the defenses against blind love had not been well laid. And although she wasn’t
worried, it did occur to her that it might be a bad idea, drinking tequila so close to the birthplace of bourbon, that
there might be some sort of curse involved.
And it was strange, she thought now, following the Toyota’s beam along the pocked and cratered county
highway, how you can see it coming, slow and blatant as a moon, and still not quite get out of the way. See it
sagging in his shirt. See it tugging like a moth at the corners of his mouth. How the words of such a man become
a gradual unfurling, a laying out, the man spreading the weather-beaten map of himself on the table as if you
might actually choose to navigate in that bleak direction.
“Carpal, metacarpal, phalanges,” he wrote, exhausting all the bones he knew by name.
“The vestigial nails,” he came up with, although he could have sworn there was some purpose in the raking of
hers across his palm tonight, an event that had sent an old-fashioned romantic shiver, like a tiny arrow of
Novocaine, into his teeth and gums.
“Drummers and twiddlers,” he scribbled, watching his fingers.
“Hapless fondlers and probers,” he wrote, because like countless others he had tumbled into small-town
journalism from the ark of literary ambition. The obligatory, half-finished novel. Long Wolfian\fn{ After Thomas
Clayton Wolfe (1900-1938), American author.} meditations stashed in folders and accordion files.
In this way he knew they were alike: he had seen some of her college paintings on his one trip to the farm for
an open house soon after the gallery opened. There had been a certain Munch\fn{ Edvard Munch (1863-1944) Norwegian
painter.} or Roualt\fn{Georges Roualt (1871-1958) French painter.} quality about the paintings, a sober, almost charred
cast to the subjects as if they had been unearthed from volcanic ruins. He was no expert, but it seemed obvious
she had invested too much to graciously abandon. Even though she ran the gallery well, gave the town more
occasion for art than the town knew it needed, he recognized in her what he felt in himself—the shirtsleeve
efficiency, the cultural boosterism of the thwarted. Hadn’t she admitted this?
But he presumed too much. Blabbing about his own loneliness, implying a kinship there as well. Why invent
this drama? Why insist upon playing the ancient role of the town bachelor, tapping at the lives of married women
for the sound of something hollow? In whose life would there not be something hollow?
He looked down at his fingers again, the ridges, whorls, arches, and vague deltas of the fingertips, the swirling
patterns that could identify criminals and dead men, even long-buried men, he knew, although he no longer
covered crime. Even a burned man, a coroner had once told him, if not burned to an absolute cinder, could be
known by the ashy loop and flourish of a single fingertip.
She reached to roll down the opposite window of the Toyota, nearly spilling the car onto the gravely roadside.
There was a new rush of air, a heightened sound, almost a racket of crickets. Porch lights were scattered, and
fireflies shone everywhere except in the sweep of headlights.
“Look at all the fireflies,” she actually spoke the words. But to whom did she imagine speaking? The little
newspaper husband? Her real husband, husband of record, who not only taught history, but existed as an almost
sedimentary force in her life? Their marriage had begun so long ago now it seemed like a pact made by ambitious
children. Their nights and years drifted down and hardened. Then more nights after that. Finally, you had this dry
land appearing, a kind of mutually created continent. No fear of drowning, no shudder of waves. Only
occasionally did the question nag. Another life? A small debate?
But whose fault was anybody’s choice? Who was really to blame? The decision to return to his hometown after
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college had been mutual, hadn’t it? The idea of the gallery had been hers. There was the unused studio space
above it, east light every morning of the year. That had been part of the plan, hadn’t it, to paint in the mornings?
Doesn’t everyone have a plan to paint in the mornings?
You marry a man, after all, who is the very soul of patience. A man who frowns and laments over the essays of
the local junior college students, their ideas so faithfully cribbed from Enryclopedia Americana he knows the
language by heart. And in summer, isn’t he practically a house-husband, if such a thing is possible in these
latitudes?
But still, does any woman fail to give up more than the man she marries? Fail to put more of herself aside?
Isn’t every husband’s diaper changing, skillet wielding, even fathering, just a bit of a favor? Doesn’t he, the man
waiting even at this moment, possibly up to his elbows in dishwater, doesn’t even he wear it like just the tiniest
stain on his sleeve?
She was thinking like her friends now. The ones with husbands hunkered over their remote controls. Big boys
sitting in front of their dinner plates waiting for the loaves and fishes, the manna to fall.
She couldn’t pretend it was the same for her. Yet, she had wanted to touch the smitten man tonight, as if that
were the solution to anything. If only there were more of the body, she thought. If only there were some neutral
place, a kind of home free. Maybe a third shoulder, a small safe plane of the brow, some bland appendage you
could touch without everything going damp and rhythmic.
He reached across the desk and unfolded the brochure from the opening, a small map-like pamphlet written by
someone referred to as an “art anthropologist.”
“It is the hand that separates man from the other hominids,” the brochure read, as if this were a good thing.
Specifically, it was the thumb, the famous opposable thumb that did the separating, that made man such a stellar
mechanic. Capable of flexion and rotation, it was the thumb that made painting itself possible, the writer went on
to say. All art, in fact, even writing, sprang from the suppleness of the human thumb.
He picked up his pen and watched the dip and wiggle, sure enough the words spilling forth. “So relentless,” he
thought. “Such a hoarder, such a perfect tool of desire,” he watched the hand confess across the page. It occurred
to him that even the writing of this proved the point, this attempt to nail down the measliest scrap of time. Every
little drifting moment some poor fool has to stitch across a page.
“A paw would be better than this,” he wrote. “A fin, a flipper.”
He thought of the afternoon he had spent at the Brookfield Zoo in Chicago researching his annual summer
travel piece for the paper. After watching the dolphin show—the hoop-jumping, tail-walking, the grinning and
chattering of the animals—he had taken the stairs to the underwater observation windows. There were three of
them, bottle-nosed dolphins—gliding, slowly ascending and dipping, grazing against one another in a kind of
barreling dance, occasionally even brushing the thick observation glass. He remembered how, even in that small
space, they had seemed unbelievably serene. He tried to describe it now, scribbling past the margins of the journal
—how the dolphins would rise, momentarily weightless, then suddenly drive as if the notion of gravity had just
occurred to them, as if physics were a matter of whimsical choice. Even trapped as they were, the dolphins moved
through the water with something he wished he knew—almost a grace, not the easy athletic sense of the word, but
the grace of old hymn books, the kind used in Appalachian funerals.
Remembering them now, he was sure their serenity had something to do with their lack of hands. With those
blunt gray flippers, what could the dolphins ever be tempted to cling to? Not even their own children could they
hold. Wouldn’t that be a kind of happiness? Whatever the creatures reached for simply turned to water, propelling
them forward and away.
The night air swept through the car, almost chilly. She thought of him walking to work that morning and
wondered if he had left his car behind for tonight’s possibility, the lift home, the stopping for drinks. Strangely, it
made her think of her eldest son, a solid girl-hater at the moment. The mere mention of girlfriends sent him into a
fit of such vehemence even his younger brothers seemed puzzled, though they tried to imitate him. Yet, she
suddenly envisioned her son on a night like this years from now, sitting across from a woman, wanting something
that no amount of common ground, no quantity of spilled pathos, could gain for him. How do you prepare any
child for that?
She wished she really understood chiromancy. All she knew she had learned from the huge medieval chart in
the exhibit, just enough to follow the main lines—heartline, headline, lifeline, just enough to act on the impulse,
to predict love and a long life for him in the car tonight.
Maybe it was just as well she didn’t know more. There had been that moment in front of his house, the distinct
feeling that if she had held his hand any longer, if she so much as rested a finger in the soft middle, it would have
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closed on her. It would have closed exactly the way her own infant sons’ hands had once grasped and held
whatever foreign thing wandered across them.
*
He read back over what he had written in the journal. The words already seemed absurd to him, inflated boozy
snippets. This is why they don’t serve drinks at the office, he thought. Hands? Dolphins? What did dolphins have
to do with this? And what did he know about them anyway? He had watched for fifteen minutes through a pane of
thick, smudged glass. Who could be sure what any other creature felt? Maybe it was even worse for them. Maybe
the dolphins’ famous smile was no more than a blubbery mask. Maybe all that bright chatter, the chirping and
coded clicks, were not the sounds of merriment at all. For all anyone knew, the dolphins could be crying
something as human as hold me, as they sped through the oceans and zoos, inconsolable.
He slapped the journal shut. If he had a wise friend, he knew what such a friend would say to him now—
In love? You’re in love with the idea of it, some phony painting of love: the womanly farm, the domestic
trappings, the ready-made passel of sons, the eternal tricycle overturned in the drive. Look at what you’ve written,
the friend would say. You haven’t even mentioned her name.
But he had no such friend, nor did he particularly want one. What had he wanted tonight? What had he
expected? After the months of conversations, lunches, small confidences, did he really think she took his hand out
of anything but consolation? Did he imagine she might continue reading his palm all the way up the wrist, run a
finger along the inside of the elbow, maybe trace the blank shell of an ear?
He reopened the journal.
“Blank shell of an ear,” he wrote, apropos of nothing, then flicked off the lamp and sat there, let himself think
of her, his hands on the desk in front of him like depleted puppets, or the hands of someone posing for a portrait in
the dark.
The fireflies were even thicker as she entered the bottom-land near the farm. They seemed almost as constant
as stars, the new ones sweeping into the sockets of the old, the flickering nearly canceled by the car’s movement.
A few had even dashed against the windshield, their green chemical wreckage fading in slow leaks and pulses
across the glass.
There must be thousands of drives like this every night, she thought. Fireflies, porch-lights, headlights. Drives
like little divorces. The wind wrestled a tiny wrapper along the floor, almost swept a torn page from a coloring
book out the window. She took a hand from the wheel and gathered her hair, held it in a fist at the base of her neck
like a girl on a date in a movie. She felt odd; not drunk, or guilty, almost happy in fact, as if once again she had
discovered the secret of marriage in this subtle polygamy. The strange sense that even at this late hour of
entrenchment—joint mortgages, insurance policies, children nestled in bed—you could still ruin your life. There
was that slim possibility, that remnant weight of decision. And was it too perverse, too roundabout, to think that
what could still be ruined, could still be valued, or even saved?
“Let’s see your fortune,” she had said to him in the car.
And now it seemed she reached for his hand simply because something had to be reached for, and better the
hand than the check, or the fleck of salt in his mustache, which she might at least have mentioned, or brushed
away, or in another life, even tasted?
Thousands of porch-lights, thousands of little divorces.
“Though some, of course, are harder than others,” she thought, turning from the asphalt onto the long gravel
drive. And what can anyone say about that moment of absolute wavering? Which for her, she realized now, had
come, not over the margaritas, nor even reading his palm in the car, but just after she pulled from the curb, and
halfway down the block looked up to suddenly see him—little reversed man in the rearview mirror, looking down
into his own deciphered hand, the hand she knew he imagined moving over her, under her, the hand she had said
would live so long.
134.147 Mr. Sumarsono\fn{by Roxana Barry Robinson (1968- )} Pine Mountain, Bell County, Kentucky, U.S.A. (F)
6
Oh, Mr. Sumarsono, Mr. Sumarsono. We remember you so well. I wonder how you remember us.
The three of us met Mr. Sumarsono at the Trenton train station. The platform stretched down the tracks in both
directions, long, half-roofed, and dirty. Beyond the tracks on either side were high corrugated-metal sidings,
battered and patched. Above the sidings were the tops of weeds and the backs of ramshackle buildings, grimy and
desolate. Stretching out above the tracks was an aerial grid of electrical-power lines, their knotted, uneven
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rectangles connecting every city on the eastern corridor in a dismal, industrial way.
My mother, my sister, Kate, and I stood waiting for Mr. Sumarsono at the foot of the escalator, which did not
work. The escalator had worked once; I could remember it working, though Kate, who was younger, could not.
Now the metal staircase towered over the platform, silent and immobile, giving the station a surreal air. If you
used it as a staircase, which people often did, setting your foot on each movable, motionless step, you had an odd
feeling of sensory dislocation, like watching a color movie in black-and-white. You knew something was wrong,
though you didn’t know just what.
Mr. Sumarsono got off his train at the other end of the platform from us. He stood still for a moment and
looked hesitantly up and down. He didn’t know which way to look, or for whom he was looking. My mother
lifted her arm and waved: we knew who he was, though we had never seen him before. It was 1959, and Mr.
Sumarsono was the only Indonesian who got off the train in Trenton, New Jersey.
Mr. Sumarsono was wearing a neat suit and leather shoes, like an American businessman, but he did not look
like an American. The suit was brown, not gray and it had a slight sheen. And Mr. Sumarsono was built in a
different way from Americans: he was slight and graceful, with narrow shoulders and an absence of strut. His
movements were diffident, and they seemed to have extra curves. This was true even of simple movements, like
picking up his suitcase and starting down the platform toward the three of us, standing by the escalator that didn’t
work.
Kate and I stood next to my mother as she waved and smiled. Kate and I did not wave and smile: this was all
my mother’s idea. Kate was seven and I was ten. We were not entirely sure what a diplomat was, and we were not
at all sure that we wanted to be nice to one all weekend. I wondered why he didn’t have friends his own age.
“Hoo-hoo,” my mother called, mortifyingly, even though Mr. Sumarsono had already seen us and was making
his graceful way toward us. His steps were small and his movements modest. He smiled in a nonspecific way, to
show that he had seen us, but my mother kept on waving and calling. It took a long time, this interlude:
encouraging shouts and gestures from my mother, Mr. Sumarsono’s unhurried approach. I wondered if he, too,
was embarrassed by my mother; once, he glanced swiftly around, as though he were looking for an alternate
family to spend the weekend with. He had reason to be uneasy; the grimy Trenton platform did not suggest a rural
retreat. And when he saw us standing by the stationary escalator, my mother waving and calling, Kate and I
sullenly silent, he may have felt that things were off to a poor start.
My mother is short, with big bones and a square face. She has thick dark hair and a wide, mobile mouth. She is
a powerful woman. She used to be on the stage, and she still delivers to the back row. When she calls “Hoo-hoo”
at a train station, everyone at that station knows it.
“Mr. Sumarsono,” she called out as he came up to us. The accent is on the second syllable. That’s what the
people at the UN told her, and she made us practice, sighing and complaining, until we said it the way she wanted:
Sumarsono.
Mr. Sumarsono gave a formal nod and a small smile. His face was oval, and his eyes were long. His skin was
very pale brown, and smooth. His hair was shiny and black, and it also was very smooth. Everything about him
seemed polished and smooth.
“Hello!” my mother said, seizing his hand and shaking it. “I’m Mrs. Riordan. And this is Kate, and this is
Susan.”
Kate and I cautiously put out our hands, and Mr. Sumarsono took them limply, bowing at each of us.
My mother put out her hand again.
“Shall I take your bag?” But Mr. Sumarsono defended his suitcase.
“We’re just up here,” my mother said, giving up on the bag and leading the way to the escalator. We all began
to climb, but after a few steps my mother looked back.
“This is an escalator,” she said loudly. Mr. Sumarsono gave a short nod.
“It takes you up,” my mother called, and pointed to the roof overhead. Mr. Sumarsono, holding his suitcase
with both hands, looked at the ceiling.
“It doesn’t work right now,” my mother said illuminatingly, and turned back to her climb.
“No,” I heard Mr. Sumarsono say. He glanced cautiously again at the ceiling.
Exactly parallel to the escalator was a broad concrete staircase, with another group of people climbing it. We
were separated only by the handrail, so for a disorienting second you felt you were looking at a mirror from which
you were missing. This intensified the feeling received from climbing the stopped escalator—dislocation,
bewilderment, doubt at your own senses.
A woman on the real staircase looked over at us, and I could tell that my mother gave her a brilliant smile: the
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woman looked away at once. We were the only people on the escalator.
On the way home Kate and I sat in the back seat and watched our mother keep turning to speak to Mr.
Sumarsono. She asked him long, complicated, cheerful questions.
“Well, Mr. Sumarsono, had you been in this country at all before you came to the UN, or is this your first visit?
I know you’ve been working at the UN for only a short time.”
Mr. Sumarsono answered everything with a polite unfinished nod. Then he would turn back and look out the
window again. I wondered if he was thinking about jumping out of the car. I wondered what Mr. Sumarsono was
expecting from a weekend in the country. I hoped it was not a walk to the pond: Kate and I had planned one for
that afternoon. We were going to watch the mallards nesting, and I hoped we didn’t have to include a middleaged Indonesian in leather shoes.
*
When we got home, my mother looked at me meaningfully.
“Susan, will you and Kate show Mr. Sumarsono to his room?”
Mr. Sumarsono looked politely at us, his head tilted slightly sideways. Gracelessly I leaned over to pick up Mr.
Sumarsono’s suitcase, as I had been told. He stopped me by putting his hand out, palm front, in a traffic
policeman’s gesture.
“No, no,” he said with a small smile, and he took hold of the suitcase himself.
I fell back, pleased not to do as I’d been told, but also impressed, almost awed, by Mr. Sumarsono. What struck
me was the grace of his gesture. His hand extended easily out of its cuff and exposed a narrow brown wrist, as
narrow as my own. When he put his hand up in the Stop! gesture, his hand curved backward from the wrist, and
his fingers bent backward from the palm. Instead of the stern and flat-handed Stop! that an American hand would
make, this was a polite, subtle, and yielding signal, quite beautiful and infinitely sophisticated, a gesture that
suggested a thousand reasons for doing something, a thousand ways to go about it.
I let him take the suitcase and we climbed the front stairs, me first, Kate next, and then Mr. Sumarsono, as
though we were playing a game. We marched solemnly, single file, through the second-floor hall and up the back
stairs to the third floor. The guest room was small, with a bright hooked rug on the wide old floorboards, white
ruffled curtains at the windows, and slanting eaves. In the room was a spool bed, a table next to it, a straight chair,
and a chest of drawers. On the chest of drawers was a photograph of my great-grandmother, her austere face
surrounded by faded embroidery. On the bedspread was a large tan smudge, where our cat liked to spend the
afternoons.
Mr. Sumarsono put his suitcase down and looked around the room. I looked around with him, and suddenly the
guest room, and in fact our whole house, took on a new aspect. Until that moment I had thought our house was
numbingly ordinary, that it represented the decorating norm: patchwork quilts, steep narrow staircases, slanting
ceilings, and spool beds. I assumed everyone had faded photographs of Victorian grandparents dotted mournfully
around their rooms. Now I realized that this was not the case. I wondered what houses were like in Indonesia, or
apartments in New York. Somehow I knew: they were low, sleek, modern, all on one floor, with hard, gleaming
surfaces. They were full of right angles and empty of allusions. They were the exact opposite of our house.
Silently and fiercely I blamed my mother for our environment, which was, I now saw, eccentric, totally abnormal.
Mr. Sumarsono looked at me and nodded precisely again.
“Thank you,’ he said.
“Don’t hit your head,” Kate said.
Mr. Sumarsono bowed, closing his eyes.
“On the ceiling,” Kate said, pointing to it.
“The ceiling,” he repeated, looking up at it too.
“Don’t hit your head on the ceiling,” she said loudly, and Mr. Sumarsono looked at her and smiled.
“The bathroom’s in here,” I said, showing him.
“Thank you,” he said.
“Susan!” my mother called up the stairs, “tell Mr. Sumarsono to come downstairs when he;’s ready for lunch.”
“Come-downstairs-when-you’re-ready-for-lunch,” I said, unnecessarily. I pointed graphically into my open
mouth and then bolted, clattering rapidly down both sets of stairs. Kate was right behind me, and our knees and
elbows collided as we rushed to get away.
Mother had set four places for lunch, which was on the screened-in porch overlooking the lawn. The four
places meant a battle.
“Mother,” I said mutinously.
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“What is it?” Mother said. “Would you fill a pitcher of water, Susan?”
“Kate and I are not having lunch," I said, running water into the big blue and white pottery pitcher.
“And get the butter dish. Of course you’re having lunch,” my mother said. She was standing at the old wooden
kitchen table, making deviled eggs. She was messily filling the rubbery white hollows with dollops of yolk-andmayonnaise. The slippery egg halves rocked unstably, and the mixture stuck to her spoon. She scraped it into the
little boats with her finger. I watched with distaste. In a ranch house, I thought, or in New York, this would not
happen. In New York food would be prepared on polished manmade surfaces. It would be brought to you on
gleaming platters by silent waiters.
“I told you Kate and I are not having lunch,” I said. “We’re taking a picnic to the pond.”
I put the pitcher on the table. Mother turned to me.
“We have been through this already, Susan. We have a guest for the weekend, and I want you girls to be polite
to him. He is a stranger in this country, and I expect you to extend yourselves. Think how you would feel if you
were in a strange land.”
“Extend myself,” I said rudely, under my breath, but loud enough that my mother could hear. This was exactly
the sort of idiotic thing she said. “I certainly wouldn’t go around hoping people would extend themselves.” I
thought of people stretched out horribly, their arms yearning in one direction, their feet in another, all for my
benefit.
“If I were in a strange country, I’d like everyone to leave me alone.”
“Ready for lunch?” my mother said brightly to Mr. Sumarsono, who stood diffidently in the doorway. “We’re
just about to sit down. Kate, will you bring out the butter?”
“I did already,” I said virtuously, and folded my arms in a hostile manner.
“We’re having deviled eggs,” Mother announced as we sat down. She picked up the plate of them and smiled
humorously. “We call them ‘deviled.’”
“Dev-il,” Kate said, speaking very loudly and slowly. She pointed at the eggs and then put two forked fingers
behind her head, like horns. Mr. Sumarsono looked at her horns. He nodded pleasantly.
My mother talked all through lunch, asking Mr. Sumarsono mystifying questions and then answering them
herself in case he couldn’t. Mr. Sumarsono kept a polite half smile on his face, sometimes repeating the last few
words of her sentences. Even while he was eating, he seemed to be listening attentively. He ate very neatly, taking
small bites, and laying his fork and knife precisely side by side when he was through. Kate and I pointedly said
nothing. We were boycotting lunch, though we smiled horribly at Mr. Sumarsono if we caught his eye.
After lunch my mother said she was going to take a nap. As she said this, she laid her head sideways on her
folded hands and closed her eyes. Then she pointed upstairs. Mr. Sumarsono nodded. He rose from the table,
pushed in his chair, and went meekly back to his room, his shoes creaking on the stairs.
Kate and I did the dishes in a slapdash way and took off for the pond. We spent the afternoon on a hill
overlooking the marshy end, watching the mallards and arguing over the binoculars. We had only one pair. We
had once had a second pair; I could remember this, though Kate could not. Our father had taken the other set with
him.
*
Mother was already downstairs in the kitchen when we got back. She was singing cheerfully and wearing a
pink dress with puffy sleeves and a full skirt. The pink dress was a favorite of Kate’s and mine. I was irritated to
see that she had put it on as though she were at a party. This was not a party: she had merely gotten hold of a
captive guest, a complete stranger who understood nothing she said. This was not a cause for celebration. She
gave us a big smile when we came in.
“Any luck with the mallards?” she asked.
“Not really,” I said coolly. A lie.
Kate and I set the table, and Mother asked Kate to pick some flowers for the centerpiece. We were having
dinner in the dining room, Mother said, using the white plates with gold rims from our grandmother. While we
were setting the table, Mother called in from the kitchen,
“Oh, Susan, put out some wineglasses, too, for me and Mr. Sumarsono.”
Kate and I looked at each other.
Wineglasses? Kate mouthed silently.
“Wineglasses?” I called back, my voice sober for my mother, my face wild for Kate.
“That’s right,” Mother said cheerfully. “We’re going to be festive.”
Festive! I mouthed to Kate, and we doubled over, shaking our heads and rolling our eyes.
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We put out the wineglasses, handling them gingerly, as though they gave off dangerous, unpredictable rays. The
glasses, standing boldly at the knife tips, altered the landscape of the table. Kate and I felt as though we were in
the presence of something powerful and alien. We looked warningly at each other, pointing at the glasses and
frowning, nodding our heads meaningfully. We picked them up and mimed drinking from them. We wiped our
mouths and began to stagger, crossing our eyes and hiccuping. When Mother appeared in the doorway, we froze,
and Kate, who was in the process of lurching sideways, turned her movement into a pirouette, her face clear, her
eyes uncrossed.
“Be careful with those glasses,” my mother said.
“We are,” Kate said, striking a classical pose, the wineglass held worshipfully aloft like a chalice.
When dinner was ready, Mother went to the foot of the stairs and called up, “Hoo-hoo!” several times. She
heard no reply, and after a pause she called,
“Mr. Sumarsono! Dinner. Come down for dinner!” We began to hear noises from overhead, as Mr. Sumarsono
rose obediently from his nap. When we sat down, I noticed that Mother was not only in the festive pink dress but
also bathed and particularly fresh-looking. She had done her hair in a fancy way, smoothing it back from her
forehead. She was smiling a lot. When she had served the plates, my mother picked up the bottle of wine and
offered Mr. Sumarsono a glass.
“Would you like a little wine, Mr. Sumarsono?” she asked, leaning forward, her head cocked. We were having
the dish she always made for guests: baked chicken pieces in a sauce made of Campbell’s cream of mushroom
soup.
“Thank you.” Mr. Sumarsono nodded, and pushed forward his glass. My mother beamed, and filled his glass.
Kate and I watched her as we cut up our chicken. We watched her as we drank from our milk glasses, our eyes
round and unblinking over the rims. We ate in silence, a silence broken only by my mother.
“Mr. Sumarsono,” she said, having finished most of her chicken and most of her wine. “Do you have a wife? A
family?” She gestured first at herself, then at us. Mr. Sumarsono looked searchingly across the table at Kate and
me. We were chewing, and stared solemnly back.
Mr. Sumarsono nodded his half nod, his head stopping at the bottom of the movement.
“A wife?” my mother said, gratified. She pointed again at herself. She was not a wife, and hadn’t been for five
years, but Mr. Sumarsono wouldn't know that. I wondered what he did know. I wondered if he wondered where
my father was. Perhaps he thought that it was an American custom for the father to live in another house,
spending his day apart from his wife and children, eating his dinner alone. Perhaps Mr. Sumarsono was expecting
my father to arrive ceremoniously after dinner, dressed in silken robes and carrying a carved wooden writing case,
ready to entertain his guest with tales of the hill people. What did Mr. Sumarsono expect of us? It was
unimaginable.
Whatever Mr. Sumarsono was expecting, my mother was determined to deliver what she could of it. In the
pink dress, full of red wine, she was changing before our very eyes. She was warming up, turning larger and
grander, rosy and powerful.
“Mr. Sumarsono,” my mother said happily, “do you have photographs of your family?”
Silence. My mother pointed again to her chest, plump and rosy above the pink dress. Then she held up an
invisible camera. She closed one eye and clicked loudly at Mr. Sumarsono. He watched her carefully.
“Photo of wife?” she said again, loudly, and again pointed at herself. Then she pointed at him. Mr. Sumarsono
gave his truncated nod and stood up. He bowed again and pointed to the ceiling. Then, with a complicated and
unfinished look, loaded with meaning, he left the room.
Kate and I looked accusingly at our mother. Dinner would now be prolonged indefinitely, her fault.
“He’s gone to get his photographs,” Mother said. “The poor man, he must miss his wife and children. Don’t
you feel sorry for him, thousands of miles away from his family? Oh, thousands. He’s here for six months, all
alone. They told me that at the UN. It;’s all very uncertain. He doesn’t know when he gets leaves, how long after
that he’ll be here. Think of how his poor wife feels.”
She shook her head and took a long sip of her wine. She remembered us and added reprovingly,
“And what about his poor children? Their father is thousands of miles away! They don’t know when they’ll see
him!” Her voice was admonitory, suggesting that this was partly our fault.
Kate and I did not comment on Mr. Sumarsono’s children. We ourselves did not know when we would see our
father, and we did not want to discuss that either. We longed for all this to be over, this endless, messy meal, full
of incomprehensible exchanges.
Kate sighed discreetly, her mouth slightly open for silence, and swung her legs under the table. I picked up a
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chicken thigh with my fingers and began to pick delicately at it with my teeth. This was forbidden, but I thought
that the wine and excitement would distract my mother from my behavior. It did. She sighed deeply, shook her
head, and picked up her fork. She began eating in a dreamy way.
“Oh, I’m glad we’re having rice!” she said suddenly, pleased. “That must make Mr. Sumarsono feel at home.”
She looked at me.
“You know that’s all they have in Indonesia,” she said in a teacherly sort of way. “Rice, bamboo, things like
that. Lizard.”
Another ridiculous statement. I knew such a place could not exist, but Kate was younger, and I pictured what
she must imagine: thin stalks of rice struggling up through a dense and endless bamboo forest. People in brown
suits pushing their way among the limber stalks, looking around fruitlessly for houses, telephones, something to
eat besides lizards.
Mr. Sumarsono appeared again in the doorway. He was holding a large leather camera case. He had already
begun to unbuckle and unsnap, to extricate the camera from it. He took out a light meter and held it up. My
mother raised her fork at him.
“Rice!” she said enthusiastically. “That’s familiar, isn’t it? Does it remind you of home?” She gestured
expansively at our dining room.
Mr. Sumarsono looked obediently around, at the mahogany sideboard with its crystal decanters, the glassfronted cabinet full of family china, the big stern portrait of my grandfather in his pink hunting coat, holding his
riding crop. Mr. Sumarsono looked back at my mother, who was still holding up her rice-heavy fork. He nodded:
“Yes?” my mother said, pleased.
“Yes,” Mr. Sumarsono said. My mother looked down again. Blinking in a satisfied way, she said,
“I’m glad I thought of it.”
I knew she hadn’t thought of it until that moment. She always made rice with the chicken-and-Campbell’scream-of-mushroom-soup dish. Having an Indonesian turn up to eat it was just luck.
Mr. Sumarsono held up his camera. The light meter dangled from a strap, and the flash attachment projected
from one corner. He put the camera up to his eye, and his face vanished altogether. My mother was looking down
at her plate again, peaceful, absorbed, suffused with red wine and satisfaction.
I could see that my mother's view of all this—the meal, the visit, the weekend—was different from my own. I
could see that she was pleased by everything about it. She was pleased by her polite and helpful daughters, she
was pleased by her charming farmhouse with its stylish and original touches. She was pleased by her delicious
and unusual meal, and, most important, she was pleased by her own generosity, by being able to offer this poor
stranger her lavish bounty.
She was wrong, she was always wrong, my mother. She was wrong about everything. I was resigned to it: at
ten you have no control over your mother. The evening would go on like this, endless, excruciating. My mother
would act foolish, Kate and I would be mortified, and Mr. Sumarsono would be mystified. It was no wonder my
father had left: embarrassment.
Mr. Sumarsono was now ready, and he spoke.
“Please!” he said, politely.
My mother looked up again and realized this time what he was doing. She shook her head, raising her hands in
deprecation.
“No, no,” she said, smiling, ‘not me. Don’t take a picture of me. I wanted to see a picture of your wife.”
She pointed at Mr. Sumarsono.
“Your wife,” she said, “your children.”
I was embarrassed not only for my mother but also for poor Mr. Sumarsono. Whatever he had expected from a
country weekend in America, it could not have been a cramped attic room, two sullen girls, a voluble and
incomprehensible hostess. I felt we had failed him, we had betrayed his unruffled courtesy, with our bewildering
commands, our waving forks, our irresponsible talk about lizards. I wanted to save him. I wanted to liberate poor
Mr. Sumarsono from this aerial grid of misunderstandings. I wanted to cut the power lines, but I couldn;’t think of
a way. I watched him despondently, waiting for him to subside at my mother’s next order. Perhaps she would send
him upstairs for another nap.
But things had changed. Mr. Sumarsono stood gracefully, firm and erect, in charge. Somehow he had
performed a coup. He had seized power. The absence of strut did not mean an absence of command, and we now
saw how an Indonesian diplomat behaved when he was in charge. Like the Stop! gesture, Mr. Sumarsono’s reign
was elegant and sophisticated, entirely convincing. We suddenly understood that telling Mr. Sumarsono what to
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do was no longer possible.
“No,” Mr. Sumarsono said clearly. “You wife.”
He bowed firmly at my mother.
“You children.” He bowed at us.
Mr. Sumarsono stood over us, his courtesy exquisite and unyielding.
“Please,” he said. “Now photograph.” He held up the camera. It covered his face entirely, a strange mechanical
mask.
“My photograph,” he said in a decisive tone.
He aimed the camera first at me. I produced a taut and artificial smile, and at once he reappeared from behind
the camera.
“No smile,” he said firmly, shaking his head. “No smile.”
He himself produced a hideous smile, and then shook his head and turned grave.
“Ah!” he said, nodding, and pointed at me. Chastened, I sat solemn and rigid while he disappeared behind the
camera again. I didn’t move even when he had finished, the flash over; I listened to the clicks of lenses and
winding sprockets.
Mr. Sumarsono turned to Kate, who had learned from me and offered up a smooth and serious face. Mr.
Sumarsono nodded, but stepped toward her.
“Hand!” he said, motioning toward it, and he made the gesture that he wanted. Kate stared, but obediently did
as he asked.
When Mr. Sumarsono turned to my mother, I worried that she would stage a last-ditch attempt to take over,
that she would insist on mortifying us all.
“Now!” Mr. Sumarsono said, bowing peremptorily at her: “Please.”
I looked at her, and to my amazement, relief, and delight, my mother did exactly the right thing. She smiled at
Mr. Sumarsono, in a normal and relaxed way, as though they were old friends. She leaned easily back in her chair,
graceful—I could suddenly see—and posed. She smoothed the hair back from her forehead.
In Mr. Sumarsono’s pictures, the images of us that he produced, this is how we look:
I am staring solemnly at the camera, dead serious, head-on. I look mystified, as though I am trying to
understand something inexplicable: what the people around me mean when they speak, perhaps. I look as though I
am in a foreign country where I do not speak the language.
Kate looks both radiant and ethereal, her eyes alight. Her mouth is puckered into a mirthful V: she is trying to
suppress a smile. The V of her mouth is echoed above her face by her two forked fingers, poised airily behind her
head.
But it was the picture of my mother that surprised me the most. Mr. Sumarsono’s portrait was of someone
entirely different from the person I knew, though the face was the same. Looking at it gave me the feeling that the
stopped escalator did: a sense of dislocation, a sudden uncertainty about my own beliefs. In the photograph my
mother leans back against her chair like a queen, all her power evident, and at rest. Her face is turned slightly
away: she is guarding her privacy. Her nose, her cheeks, her eyes are bright with wine and excitement, but she is
calm and amused.
A mother cannot be beautiful, because she is so much more a mother than a woman, but in this picture it struck
me that my mother looked, in an odd way, beautiful. I could see for the first time that other people might think she
actually was beautiful.
Mr. Sumarsono’s view of my mother was of a glowing, self-assured, generous woman. .And Mr. Sumarsono
himself was a real person, despite his meekness. I knew that; I had seen him take control. His view meant
something. I could not ignore it. And I began to wonder.
We still have the pictures. Mr. Sumarsono brought them with him the next time he came out for the weekend.
*LOUISIANA*
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The first rays of dawn were barely beginning to whiten the black peaks of the mountains when I left the Cape
to go to Saint-Marc, a little town of Saint Domingue, these days the Republic of Haiti. I had seen so many
landscapes, so many forests both high and deep, that in truth I believed myself surfeited with the rugged beauties
of creation. But the sight of this last city, with its picturesque vegetation, its unfamiliar and bizarre forms of
natural life, left me astonished and moved before the sublime diversity of the work of God.
The moment I arrived I was accosted by an old Negro, already in his seventies. His step was firm, his head
high, his form imposing and vigorous; nothing betrayed his great age except for the remarkable whiteness of his
kinky hair. After the manner of his country, he bore on his head a large straw hat, and was dressed in a pair of
wide trousers in a coarse grey fabric, and a sort of singlet of unbleached cotton batiste.
“Good day master,” he said to me, taking off his hat.
“Ah! Here you are,” and I extended my hand, which he pressed with feeling.
“Master, said he, what you just did is the gesture of a noble heart; but don’t you know that a Negro is as vile as
a dog; society drives him away, men detest him, the law curses him. Ah! he is an unhappy being, who doesn’t
even always have the consolation of being virtuous. Even if he is born good, noble,.generous, even if God gives
him a great and loyal soul, in spite of it all, all too often he goes to the tomb with bloodstained hands and a heart
still thirsting for vengeance; for more than once he has seen his youthful dreams destroyed; for experience has
taught him that his good actions count for nothing, and that he must not love his wife or his children; for one day
the former will be seduced by the master, and his offspring sold far away in spite of his despair. And so what do
you expect him to become? Will he dash his head against the stones in the road? Will he slay his executioner? Or
do you think the human heart can temper itself to such misfortunes?”
The old Negro was silent for an instant, as if awaiting my reply.
“It is madness to think so,” he began again, with a heated voice. “If he lives, it is for vengeance; for early on,
he awakens to the situation—and from the day he shakes off his servility, it would be better for his master to have
a famished tiger roaring at his flank than to encounter him face to face.”
As the old man talked, his face brightened, his eyes flashed, and his heart beat strongly. I had not expected to
find such life and energy within such an old envelope. Taking advantage of his peculiar exhilaration, I said to him,
“Antoine. You promised me the story of your friend Georges.”
“Do you want to hear it now?”
“Yes indeed.”
We sat down, he on my traveling trunk, and I on my suitcase. Here is what he recounted to me:
*
“Do you see that building that rises so gracefully to the sky and seems to be regarding itself in the sea; that
edifice that in its originality resembles a temple, and in its coquettishness suggests some palace—that is the House
of Saint-M——. Every day in one of the rooms of this building gather the town idlers, the landlords, and the great
planters. The first two play billiards, or smoke the delicious cigars of Havana; while the latter buy Negroes: that is
to say, free men, by trickery or by force tom away from their native land and become, through violence, the
goods, the property of their fellow creatures. Here, one hands over the husband without the wife; there, the sister
without the brother; farther on, the mother without her children.
“You shudder? Nevertheless, these infamous sales are repeated at all hours. At a certain point a merchant
presents a young Senegalese woman, so beautiful that a single exclamation bursts from every mouth:
“‘How pretty she is!’
“Everyone wants to buy her, to make her his mistress, but no one dares contend against young Alfred, one of
the richest planters in the country, who at the time is about twenty-two years old.
“‘How much are you asking for this woman?
“‘Fifteen hundred piastres,’ replied the merchant.
“‘Fifteen hundred piastres,’ Alfred repeated mechanically.
“‘Yes, Monsieur.’
“‘Aujuste?’
“‘Aujuste.’
“‘It’s horribly expensive.’
“‘Expensive,’ said the merchant, with a gesture of astonishment; ‘but don’t you see how pretty she is, how her
skin gleams, how firm her flesh is. She’s eighteen at the most.’ As he spoke, he let his shameless hands wander
over the powerful half-nude form of the beautiful African girl.
“‘Is she guaranteed?’ inquired Alfred, after a moment of reflection.
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“‘As pure as the dew from the sky,’ replied the merchant; ‘but, for all that, you can have her—
“‘No, no, it’s unnecessary,’ went on Alfred, interrupting him. ‘I have faith in you.’
“‘I have never sold bad merchandise,’ said the merchant, stroking his sidewhiskers with a triumphant air. When
the bill of sale was signed, and all the formalities taken care of, the merchant went up to the young slave girl.
“‘That man is now your master,’ he said to her, indicating Alfred.
“‘I know, returned the Negress in a cold voice.’
“‘Are you pleased about it?’
“‘What does it matter to me; he or another man.’
“‘But still,’ stammered the merchant, seeking a reply.
“‘But still, what?’ said the African girl sharply. ‘And if he didn’t suit me?’
“‘Ma foi, that would be a pity; because everything is arranged.’
“‘Then I’ll keep my opinion to myself.’
*
Ten minutes later, Alfred’s new slave climbed into a cart that set off on the Chemin des Guepes, a not
unpleasant route that leads to those delicious expanses of countryside that are gathered around Saint-Marc like
young virgins at the foot of the altar. A somber melancholy enveloped her spirit; she was weeping. The wagon
driver understood all too well what she was feeling to try to cheer her up, but when he saw the white buildings of
Alfred’s plantation take form in the distance, he leaned involuntarily toward the poor unfortunate girl and, in a
voice full of tears, said:
“Sister, what is your name?”
“Laisa,” she replied, without raising her head. At that name, the driver trembled, but mastering his emotion, he
continued:
“Your mother?”
“She is dead.”
“Your father?”
“Dead.”
“Poor child,” he murmured.”
“From what land do you come,” Laisa?
“From Senegal.” Tears rushed to his eyes; he had just encountered a fellow countrywoman.
“Sister,” he went on, wiping his eyes, “without doubt, you know old Chambo and his daughter.”
“Why?” asked the young woman, raising her head sharply.
“Why?” said the driver in an anguished tone. “Because old Chambo was my father, and—”
“Mon Dieu,” cried the orphaned girl, without allowing him time to finish. “You are?—”
“Jacques Chambo.”
“My brother!”
“Laisa!”
They threw themselves into each others’ arms. They were still embraced when the wagon entered the main
quarters of Alfred’s dwelling. The master was there.
“What do I see, he cried, unrolling an immense whip that he always kept hanging at his belt. “Jacques,
embracing in front of my eyes the new arrival! What impertinence!”
With that, blows of the whip rained down upon the unhappy man, and streams of blood burst forth from his
face.
2
Perhaps Alfred was good, human, loyal with his equals; but a sure thing was that he was a hard, wicked man
toward his slaves. I won’t recount to you everything he did to possess Laisa; for the girl was almost raped.
For nearly a year she shared the bed of her master, but quite soon Alfred began to tire of her; he found her illfavored, cold, insolent.
At about this time, the poor woman was brought to bed of a son whom she named Georges. Alfred refused to
recognize him, drove the mother from his presence, and relegated her to the most miserable shack on his
plantation, even though he was privately convinced, as much as it was possible to be, that he was the father of that
child.
Georges grew up without ever hearing the name of his father; and if he tried at times to pierce the mystery that
surrounded his birth, he found his mother inflexible and silent before his questions. One time only she said to him:
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“My son, you won’t know his name until your twenty-fifth birthday; for then you will be a man; you will be
better able to keep such a secret. You have never known until now that he forbade me to talk to you of him, under
the threat of his hating you, and, you see, Georges, the hatred of that man is death.”
“What does it matter,” cried Georges impetuously; “I could at least reproach him for his infamous conduct.”
“Hold your tongue, hold your tongue, Georges, the walls have ears, and the bushes can speak,” murmured the
poor mother, trembling.
*
A few years later, that unhappy woman died, leaving as a total inheritance to Georges, her only son, a little
buckskin pouch that contained the portrait of his father; but with the condition that he promise not to open it until
his twenty-fifth year. Then she kissed him, and her head fell back on the pillow; she was dead.
The cry of grief that the orphan raised brought the other slaves. They began to cry, to beat their breasts, and to
tear out their hair in despair. After these first demonstrations of grief, they washed the body of the dead woman,
and laid it out on a kind of long table, supported on trestles. The dead woman lay on her back, her face turned
towards the East, dressed in her best clothes, and her hands crossed on her breast. At her feet was a small bowl
full of holy water, on which floated a spray of jasmine; and finally, at the four corners of the bier, torches were
raised.
Each person, after having blessed the remains of the dead woman, knelt and prayed; since the major part of the
Negro races, in spite of their fetishism, believe profoundly in the existence of God. With this first ceremony
finished, another one, not less remarkable, begins—there are cries, weeping, chants; then come the funeral
dances!
3
Georges had all the qualities necessary to become a very honest man, but his was one of those haughty and
tenacious natures, those oriental dispositions, which, if pushed far from the paths of virtue, move without qualms
into the route of crime. He would have given ten years of his life to know the name of his father, but he did not
dare break the solemn promise he had made to his dying mother.
Instinct drew him towards Alfred; he loved him, as much as one can love a man; and at the same time Alfred
held him in high regard, but the kind of esteem that the horseman feels for the most handsome and vigorous of his
racing steeds.
At that period, a band of brigands was wreaking havoc in the area; already more than one planter had been
their victim. One night, I don’t know by what chance, Georges found out their plan. They had sworn to assassinate
Alfred. As soon as he heard, the slave ran to his master.
“Master, master,” he cried, “in the name of heaven, come with me.”
Alfred frowned.
“Oh! Come, master, come,” continued the Mulatto, with urgency.
“By heaven,” said Alfred; “I believe that you are trying to give me an order.”
“Pardon, master, pardon. I am so upset; I don’t know what I am saying … but in the name of heaven, come,
follow me, because—”
“Explain yourself,” said Alfred, in an angry voice.
The Mulatto hesitated.
“I wish it; I command you,” connnued Alfred, rising from his seat with a menacing air.
“Master, someone is supposed to murder you tonight.”
“By the Holy Virgin, you lie—”
“Master, they want to take your life.”
“Who?”
“The bandits.”
“Who told you?”
“Master, that is my secret,” said the Mulatto in a meek voice.
“Are you armed?” said Alfred, after a moment of silence.
The Mulatto pushed back the few rags that covered him, and displayed an axe and a pair of pistols.
“That’s good,” said Alfred, hastily arming himself.
“Master, are you ready?”
“Let’s go.”
“Let’s go,” repeated the Mulatto, taking a step toward the door. Alfred held him back by the arm.
145

“But where are we going?”
“To the house of the nearest of your friends, Monsieur Arthur.”
They were about to leave when the door creaked on its hinges.
“Enfer,” murmured the Mulatto, “it’s too late.”
“What are you saying?”
“They are here,” replied Georges, indicating the door.
“Ah!”
“Master, what is the matter?”
“Nothing; a malaise.”
“Fear nothing, master, before they get to you they will have to walk over my body,” said the slave, in a calm,
resigned manner.
This air of calm, this noble devotion were sufficient to reassure the most cowardly of mortals. Still, at these
last words, Alfred trembled greatly, because a horrible idea had overcome him; he imagined that the generous
Georges was the accomplice of the assassins.
Such are tyrants; they believe the rest of men incapable of high sentiment, of limitless devotion; for their souls
are narrow and perfidious. Their souls are barren soil, where only brambles and ivy grow.
The door shook violently. This time, Alfred could not master his cowardice; he had just seen the Mulatto smile
—was it with joy or with anger? He did not ask himself that question. .
“Wretch!” he cried, darting into an adjoining room; “you wanted to .have me murdered, but your attempt will
be thwarted;” and he disappeared.
*
Georges bit his lips with rage, but he couldn’t stop to think, because the door opened suddenly, and four men
stood on the threshold. As swift as lightning, the Mulatto cocked his pistols, and braced himself against the wall,
crying in a stentorian voice:
“Scoundrels! What do you want?”
“We want to talk to you face to face,” replied one of them, firing at Georges at close range.
“Well shot,” murmured Georges, convulsively. The bullet had shattered his left arm.
He let fly his shot. The brigand turned three times upon himself and fell stone dead. A second man followed
clos behind him. Then, like a furious lion harried by hunters, Georges, the axe in his fist and a dagger between his
teeth, rushes toward his adversaries.
An awful battle begins. The combatants push each other, smash into each other, grapple; the axe glitters, the
blood flows; the dagger, faithful to the hand that guides it, gashes the breast of the foe—but not a cry, not a word,
not a breath escapes the three mouths of the men who roll among the corpses as if in the midst of an intoxicating
orgy.
Seeing them thus, pale and bloody, mute and desperate, one might imagine them three phantoms pounding and
tearing at each other in the depths of a tomb.
Meanwhile, Georges is covered with wounds; he keeps on his feet with difficulty.
Oh! the fearless Mulatto is almost done for; the sharp axe is raised above his head.
All of a sudden two shots are heard, and the two brigands fall, blaspheming God. At the same instant Alfred
returns, followed by a young Negro. He has the wounded man carried to his cabin, and orders the doctor sent to
him.
Now you must learn how Georges was saved by the same man who had accused him of betrayal. As soon as he
has run off, Alfred hears the sound of a firearm and the clash of metal; blushing at his own cowardice, he awakens
his valet and hastens to the aid of his savior.
I forgot to tell you that Georges had a wife, Zelie by name, whom he loved with all the strength of his soul; she
was a Mulatress of about eighteen or twenty years old, with a rounded figure, black hair, and a gaze full of love
and voluptuousness.
*
For twelve days, Georges remained between life and death. Alfred often went to see him; impelled by I don’t
know what evil fortune, he became infatuated with Zelie; but, unhappily for him, she was not one of those women
who sell their love, or give themselves freely to their master. With a humble dignity she rejected the propositions
of Alfred; for she did not forget that he was the master talking to a slave.
Instead of being touched by this virtue so rare among women, especially among those, who, like Zelie, are
slaves, and who see each day their shameless comrades prostitute themselves to the white settlers, and nourish
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their debauchery; instead of being touched, I say, Alfred was vexed.
What! He, the despot, the bey, the sultan of the Antilles, to see himself rejected by a slave—what irony! And
he immediately swore to possess her.
A few days before Georges was recovered, Alfred sent for Zelie in his room. Thereupon, indulging his criminal
desires, he wraps his arms about her and plants a burning kiss on her cheek; the young slave begs, entreats, resists;
but in vain. Already he is dragging her towards the bed of adultery; already …
And so the virtuous slave, full of noble indignation, pushes him away with one last effort, but so brusquely and
forcefully that Alfred lost his balance and hit his head as he fell.
Seeing this, Zelie tore her hair with despair and wept with rage; because she understood, unhappy woman, that
death awaited her for having shed the blood of so vile a being. When she had finished weeping, she returned to
her husband’s side. He was probably dreaming of her, since he wore a smile on his lips.
“Georges … Georges,”she cried, with anguish.
The Mulatto opened his eyes; his first impulse was to smile at his beloved.
Zelie told him what had just happened.
He didn’t want to believe any of it, but he was soon convinced of her misfortune, because men entered the
cabin and seized his weeping wife by the throat. Georges made an effort to rise, but, still too weak, he fell back on
his bed, his eyes wild, his hands clenched, his mouth panting.
4
Ten days later, two little white Creole boys were playing in the road.
“Charles,” said one of them; “they say that that Mulatress who wanted to kill her master will be hung
tomorrow?”
“At eight-o-clock, replied the other.”
“Are you going?”
“Without a doubt.”
“It’ll be fun to see her pirouetting between sky and earth,” said the other, and they ran off laughing.
It may astonish you to hear two ten-year-old children chat so gaily about the death of another person; it is
perhaps an inevitable consequence of their education. From their earliest age they are told repeatedly that we are
born to serve them, are created for their capricious desires, and that they should not consider us any more or less
than they would consider a dog. So what matters to them our agony or suffering?
Don't they often see their best horses die? They don’t cry over it because they are rich, tomorrow they can buy
others?
While those two children were talking, Georges was on his knees before his master.
“Master, mercy … mercy,” he cried, in tears, “have pity on her. Master, save her. Oh! do save her, because you
can. Oh! speak, you can just say one word, just one—and she will live.”
Alfred didn’t reply.
“Oh! for pity’s sake, Master, for pity’s sake, tell me that you will pardon her. Oh! speak; answer me, master.
Won’t you pardon her?” And the wretched man writhed with grief.
Alfred, still impassive, turned his head away.
“Oh!” said Georges, imploring him, “answer me a single word; but answer, please; don’t you see that your
silence is torturing my heart, is killing me—”
“I can do nothing about it,” replied Alfred at length in an icy voice.
The Mulatto dried his tears and rose to his feet, drawing himself up to his full height.
“Master, he said in a hollow voice, “do you remember that which you said to me when I was writhing on my
bed of agony?”
“No.”
“Ah, well! I remember … the master said to the slave, ‘you have saved my life; what do you want as a reward?
Do you want your freedom?’ ‘Master,’ replied the slave, ‘I can’t be free while my son and my wife are slaves.’ So
the master said: ‘If ever you ask anything of me, I swear that your desire will be granted.’ And the slave never
asked, because he was happy to have saved his master’s life, but today, today, when he knows that in eighteen
hours his wife will no longer live, he runs to fling himself at your feet, and to cry to you, master, in the name of
God, save my wife.”
And the Mulatto, his hands joined, his gaze entreating, threw himself one more on his knees and cried floods
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of tears.
Alfred turned his head away.
“Master. Master, for mercy’s sake answer me. Oh! Say that you wish for her to live. In the name of God, of
your mother … pardon … mercy;” and the Mulatto kissed the dust on his feet.
Alfred remained silent.
“At least speak to this poor man who beseeches you,” he said, weeping.
Alfred didn’t answer.
“My God! My God, how unhappy I am,” and he rolled on the floor and tore at his hair in desperation.
Finally Alfred decided to speak:
“I have already told you that such a pardon is no longer in my hands.”
“Master,” murmured Georges, still weeping, “she will probably be condemned, because only you and I, alone,
know that she is innocent.”
At this last word of the Mulatto, the red blood rose in Alfred’s face, and anger mounted in his heart.
Georges understood that it was no longer the moment to ask for mercy, for he had raised the veil that concealed
the crime of his master; now he rose with a resolute air.
*
“Leave! Go away!” Alfred cried to him.
Instead of leaving, the Mulatto crossed his arms on his breast and swept a savage glance over his master, from
head to foot.
“Go away, go away, I tell you!” said Alfred, with growing anger.
“I won’t leave,” replied Georges.
“You defy me, wretch!” He made a move to strike him, but his hand remained frozen at his thigh, before so
much pride and hatred in Georges’ gaze.
“What! You can let her be killed, strangled, assassinated,” said the Mulatto, “when you know she is innocent—
when you cravenly wished to seduce her!”
“Insolent one, what are you saying?”
“I say that it would be an infamy to let her die!”
“Georges … Georges!”
“I say that you are a villain!” screamed Georges, giving way to his anger, and seizing Alfred by the arm: “Ah!
she will die, she will die because she didn’t prostitute herself to you—to you because you are white, to you
because you are her master—infamous seducer!”
“Georges, beware,” replied Alfred, trying to assume a confident tone. “Beware that instead of one victim
tomorrow, the hangman doesn’t have two.”
“You speak of hangman and victim, wretch!” cried Georges. “That means that she will die … she … my Zelie
… but you don’t realize that her life is attached to yours!”
“Georges!”
“But you don’t know that your head won’t stay on your shoulders unless she lives!”
“Georges … Georges!”
“But you don’t know that I’ll kill you, that I’ll drink your blood if anyone ever harms a hair of her head.” And
during all of this time, the Mulatto was shaking Alfred with all the strength of his arms.
“Let me go!” cried Alfred.
“Ah! she will die, she will die!” screamed the Mulatto in his fury.
“Georges, let me go!”
“Be quiet, be quiet, wretch!”
“Ah! she will die, and so the hangman will cut short the days of my wife,” he continued, with a terrible smile.
*
Alfred was so upset that he did not see Georges leave at all.
The latter immediately returned to his cabin, where, in a light cradle woven of vines slept a young child of two
years old; he took the child and disappeared. To understand what follows, you should know that from Alfred’s
plantation there was only a small river to cross in order to find oneself in midst of those dense forests that seem to
hold the New World in their embrace.
For six long hours Georges walked without stopping; at last he stopped a few steps from a cabin, constructed
in the thickest part of the forest; you will understand the joy that shone in his eyes when you learn that this cabin,
little and isolated as it is, is the camp of the maroon Negroes, that is, the slaves who fled the tyranny of their
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masters. At that moment, all the cabin was on the alert, the forest had been heard to rustle, and the leader had
sworn that this noise had not been caused by any animal, so he loaded his rifle and went outside.
Suddenly the underbrush bent in front of him, and he found himself face to face with a stranger.
“Par ma liberté,” he cried, aiming at the unknown one, you are over familiar with our hiding-place.
“Afrique et liberté,” responded Georges, without betraying fear, but pushing aside the barrel of the shotgun. “I
am one of you.”
“Your name.”
“Georges, slave of Alfred.”
They took each other by the hand, and embraced.
*
The next day, the crowd pressed around a gallows upon which was suspended the body of a young Mulatress.
When she was fully dead, the hangman took down her corpse and placed it in a pine box, and ten minutes later
body and coffin were thrown into a ditch dug on the edge of the forest.
Thus this woman, simply for having been too virtuous, died the agonizing death of a villain; wouldn’t you
think that this fact alone would be enough to turn the mildest of men wicked and bloodthirsty?
5
Three years had passed since the death of the virtuous Zelie.
Alfred at first had been very much tormented; in the daytime he fancied at all hours that he saw a vengeful
hand hovering over his head, and at night he trembled because the darkness brought him terrifying and horrible
dreams; but soon driving out of his soul both the pitiful recollection of the martyred woman and the terrible threat
that Georges had made, he got married, became a father.
Oh! how happy he was when they came to tell him that his wish was granted, he who every evening had
humbly kissed the floor of the church, praying to the holy Virgin of sorrows to grant him a son.
Georges also had his share of happiness from the arrival in the world of this child; for he had waited three
years without wishing to strike down the murderer of his wife; if he had passed so many nights without sleep, his
heart full of fury and his hand on his dagger, it was because he was waiting until Alfred, like himself, had a wife
and a child; it was that he wished to kill him at the moment when dear and precious ties bound him to this world.
Georgss had kept up close relations with one of Alfred’s slaves, he even went to see him every week. Now this
slave had hastened to announce to him the existence of the new-born child.
As soon as he hears, he flies to the house of his enemy, meets on his way a Negress who was carrying a cup of
bouillon to Madame Alfred; he stops her, he says a few insignificant words, and then draws away. With
considerable difficulty, he managed to slip like a grass snake into Alfred’s bedchamber. There, hidden behind the
alcove of the bed, he waited for his master.
Alfred returned an instant later, singing; he opened his desk, and took out a beautiful diamond casket that he
had promised his wife, if she gave him a son; and overcome with happiness and joy he sat down with his head
between his two hands like a man who cannot believe in an unexpected stroke of good fortune.
*
But when he raised his head, he saw before him a sort of motionless shadow, its arms crossed on its breast, and
two burning eyes that had all the ferocity of a tiger preparing to tear apart its prey.
Alfred made a move to rise, but a powerful hand held him in his chair.
“What do you want from me,” said Alfred in a trembling voice.
“To compliment you on the birth of your son,” replied a voice that seemed to rise from the tomb.
Alfred shook from head to foot, his hair stood on end, and a flood of cold sweat covered his limbs.
“I don’t know you,” Alfred murmured feebly.
“My name is Georges.”
“You—“
“You thought 1 was dead, isn’t that so,” said the Mulatto, with a convulsive laugh.
“Help! Help!” cried Alfred.
“Who will help you,” said the Mulatto. “Didn’t you send away your servants, shut all your doors, the better to
be alone with your wife. You see now that your cries are useless. Therefore commend your soul to God.”
Alfred had little by little risen from his chair, but at these last words, he fell back, pale and trembling.
“Oh! mercy, Georges! Don’t kill me today!”
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Georges shrugged his shoulders.
“Master, isn’t it horrible to die when one is happy, to be laid in the tomb at the moment when one sees one’s
fondest dreams come true … oh! isn’t it awful?” said the Mulatto with a diabolical laugh.
“Mercy, Georges—”
“Still,” went on the other, “that is your destiny. You will die today, at this hour, in a minute, without saying a
last farewell to your wife.”
“Pity, pity—”
“Without kissing a second time your son who has just been born.”
“Oh! mercy … mercy.”
“I think my vengeance is worthy of yours. I would have sold my soul to Satan if he had promised me a
moment such as this.”
“Oh! mercy, have forgiveness,” said Alfred, throwing himself at the knees of the Mulatto.
Georges shrugged his shoulders and raised his axe.
“Oh! an hour more of life—”
“To kiss your wife, is that right?”
“A minute—”
“To see your son once again, is that right?”
“Oh! for mercy’s sake—”
“It would be better to ask a ravenous tiger to abandon his prey.”
“In the name of God, Georges—“
“I don’t believe in God any more.
“In the name of your father.”
*
At that word, George’s rage fell away.
“My father … my father,” said the Mulatto, with a tear in his eye. “You know him … oh! tell me, tell me his
name. What is his name. Oh! tell me his name. I will bless you. I will pardon you.”
And the Mulatto was about to throw himself on his knees before his master.
But suddenly piercing cries were heard.
“Good heavens, it’s the voice of my wife!” cried Alfred, lunging in the direction from which the cries were
coming.
As if suddenly returning to his senses, the Mulatto remembered that he had come to his master’s house not to
learn the name of his father, but to exact payment for the blood of his wife. Immediately holding back Alfred, he
said to him, with a horrible giggle:
“Stop, master, it’s nothing.”
“Jesus-Maria—don’t you hear that she is calling for her?”
“It’s nothing, I tell you.”
“Let me go, let me go! It’s my wife’s voice!”
“No, it’s the groan of a dying woman.”
“Wretch, you lie!”
“I poisoned her.”
“Oh!”
“Do you hear those shrieks … those are hers.”
“Hell!”
“Do you hear those cries … they are hers.”
“Curses!” And during all this time, Alfred struggled to escape from the hands of the Mulatto, but the latter
gripped him more and more tightly; because his head was full of mad excitement, his heart was leaping, he was
given over to his terrible role.
“Alfred … help … water … I am suffocating!” shrieked a woman, bursting into the middle of the room. She
was pale and half-clothed, her eyes bulged out of her head, her hair was disheveled.
“Alfred, Alfred … in the name of heaven, help me … a little water … a little water … my blood is burning …
my heart is … oh! water, water!”
Alfred made useless efforts to help her; but Georges held him back with an iron grip, and laughing like a soul
in hell, cried to him:
“No, master, no. I want your wife to die … right there … in front of your eyes … in front of you … do you
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understand, master, in front of you, begging for air, for water, without your being able to help her.
“Oh, curses, curses upon you!” screamed Alfred, fighting like a maniac.
“You will have something to blaspheme and curse about,” replied the Mulatto. “It has to be so.”
“Alfred,” murmured the dying woman once more, “adieu … adieu … I am dying.”
“Look,” said the Mulatto, still laughing, “Look … she is drawing her last breath … ah well! a single drop of
this water would bring her back to life. He showed Alfred a small flask.
“All of my fortune for that drop of water!” cried Alfred.
“Are you mad, master?”
“Ah! that water … that water … don’t you see that she is dying … give it … give it to me.”
“Take it!”—and the Mulatto smashed the flask against the wall.
“Damnation upon you,” screamed Alfred, seizing Georges by the throat. “Oh! I would give my entire life, my
soul for a dagger.” Georges freed himself from Alfred’s hands.
“Now that she is dead, it is your turn, master,” he said, raising his axe.
“Strike, executioner! Strike … since you have poisoned her, you may as well kill your fa”—the axe fell and
Alfred’s head rolled on the floor, but the rolling head murmured distinctly the last syllable—“ther.
Georges thought he had heard wrong, but the word “father,” like a funeral bell, resounded.in his ear; now, to be
certain, he opened the fatal bag …
“Ah!” he cried, “I am cursed!”
A shot was heard; and the next morning they found near the corpse of Alfred that of the unhappy Georges.
107.92 Belles Demoiselles Plantation\fn{by George Washington Cable (1844-1925)} New Orleans, Orleans County,
Louisiana, U.S.A. (M) 8
1
The original grantee was Count ———, assume the name to be De Charleu: the old Creoles\fn{ In Louisiana, a
never forgive a public mention. He was the French king’s commissary. One day,
called to France to explain the lucky accident of the commissariat having burned down with his account-books
inside, he left his wife, a Choctaw\fn{ A native American Indian of a peaceful tribe then living in a small area of Louisiana just
north of Lake Pontchartrain; this was one of the first tribes with which the French made an alliance and traded .} Comptesse, behind.
Arrived at court, his excuses were accept, and that tract granted him where afterwards stood Belles
Demoiselles\fn{French for beautiful young ladies.} Plantation. A man cannot remember every thing! In a fit of
forgetfulness he married a French gentlewoman, rich and beautiful, and “brought her out.”\fn{ I.e., to colonial
Louisiana.} However, “All’s well that ends well;” a famine had been in the colony, and the Choctaw Comptesse had
starved, leaving nought but a half-caste orphan family lurking on the edge of the settlement, bearing our French
gentlewoman’s own new name, and being mentioned in Monsieur’s will.
And the new Comptesse—she tarried but a twelve-month, left Monsieur a lovely son, and departed, led out of
this vain world by the swamp-fever.
From this son sprang the proud Creole family of De Charleu. It rose straight up, up, up, generation after
generation, tall, branchless, slender, palm-like; and finally, in the time of which I am to tell, flowered with all the
rare beauty of a century-plant, in Artemise, Innocente, Felicité, the twins Marie and Martha, Leontine and little
Septima; the seven beautiful daughters for whom their home had been fitly named Belles Demoiselles.
The Count’s grant had once been a long Pointe,\fn{ Arrow-shaped cape.} round which the Mississippi used to
whirl, and seethe, and foam, that it was horrid to behold. Big whirlpools would open and wheel about in the
savage eddies under the low bank, and close up again, and others open, and spin, and disappear. Great circles of
muddy surface would boil up from hundreds of feet below, and gloss over, and seem to float away, —sink, come
back again under water, and with only a soft hiss surge up again, and again drift off, and vanish. Every few
minutes the loamy bank would tip down a great load of earth upon its besieger, and fall back a foot—sometimes a
yard—and the writing river would press after, until at last the Pointe was quite swallowed up, and the great river
glided by in a majestic curve, and asked no more; the bank stood fast, the “caving” became a forgotten
misfortune, and the diminished grant was a long, sweeping, willowy bend, rustling with miles of sugar-cane.
Coming up the Mississippi in the sailing craft of those early days, about the time one first could descry the
white spires of the old St. Louis Cathedral,\fn{ St. Louis Cathedral, erected in 1794, stands on the site of the first church in New
person of French or Spanish ancestry .}

Orleans. It is a small and unpretentious affair as cathedrals go—the size of a proto-cathedral—but it is possessed of some fine interior
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paintings (though at the time I was there, they were partially obscured by scaffolding) .} you would be pretty sure to spy, just over
to your right under the levee,\fn{An embankment to prevent flooding.} Belles Demoiselles Mansion. With its broad

veranda and red painted cypress roof, peering over the embankment, like a bird in the nest, half hid by the avenue
of willows which one of the departed De Charleus—he that married a Marrot—had planted on the levee’s crown.
The house stood unusually near the river, facing eastward, and standing four-square, with an immense veranda
about its sides, and a flight of steps in front spreading broadly downward, as we open arms to a child. From the
veranda nine miles of river were seen; and in their compass, near at hand, the shady garden full of rare and
beautiful flowers; farther away broad fields of cane and rice, and the distant quarters of the slaves, and on the
horizon everywhere a dark belt of cypress forest.
The master was old Colonel De Charleu—Jean Albert Henri Joseph De Charleu-Marot, and “Colonel” by the
greace of the first American governor.\fn{On March 26, 1806, Governor William C. C. Cl.aiborne of the Mississippi Territory was
appointed to administer the Territory of Orleans, acquired by the Louisiana Purchase .} Monsieur—he would not speak to any one
who called him “Colonel,”—was a hoary-headed patriarch. His step was firm, his form erect, his intellect strong
and clear, his countenance classic, serene, dignified, commanding, his manners courtly, his voice musical—
fascinating. He had had his vices—all his life; but had borne them, as his race do, with a serenity of conscience
and a cleanness of mouth that left no outward blemish on the surface of the gentleman. He had gambled in Royal
Street,\fn{Royal Street was lined with gambling houses from 1830 to 1860, the period when the steamboats brought wealth and the
plantations flourished.} derank hard in Orleans Street,\fn{ Orleans Street, named after the Regent, the Duc d’Orleeans,m was the
center of the original city and the main cross streeet .} lrun his adversary through in the duelling-ground at Slaughter-house
Point,\fn{Duels were prevalent; the old “Duelling Oaks,” scene of a thousand encounters, are now enclosed in the City Park .} and
danced and quarreled at the St. Philippe-street-theater quadroon balls.\fn{ St. Philippe Theater, once the fashionable
rendezvous of the city, was the scene of the quadroon balls from 1810 to 1830. Quadroon girls—one-fourth Negro—were often chastely
reared and trained in the social graces in hopes of finding a white “protector,” since their Negro blood prohibited marriage with a white
person, even if they were not slaves .} Even now, with all his courtesy and bounty, and a hospitality which seemed to be

entertaining angels, he was bitter-proud and penurious, and deep down in his hard-finished heart loved nothing
but himself, his name, and his motherless children. But these!—their ravishing beauty was all but excuse enough
for the unbounded idolatry of their father. Against these seven goddesses he never rebelled. Had they even
required him to defraud old De Carlos—
I can hardly say.
Old De Carlos was his extremely distant relative on the Choctaw side. With this single exception, the narrow
thread-like line of descent from the Indian wife, diminished to a mere strand by injudicious alliances, and deaths
in the gutters of old New Orleans, was extinct. The name, by Spanish contact, had become De Carlos; but this one
surviving bearer of it was known to all, and known only as Injin Charlie.
One thing I never knew a Creole to do. He will not utterly go back on the ties of blood, no matter what sort of
knots those ties may be. For one reason, he is never ashamed of his or his father’s sins; and for another—he will
tell you—he is “all heart!”
So the different heirs of the De Charleu estate had always strictly regarded the rights and interests of the De
Carloses, especially their ownership of a block of dilapidated buildings in a part of the city, which had once been
very poor property, but was beginning to be valuable. This block had much more than maintained the last De
Carlos through a long and lazy lifetime, and, as his household consisted only of himself, and an aged and crippled
Negress, the inference was irresistible that he “had money.” Old Charlie, though by alias an “Injin,” was plainly a
dark white man, about as old as Colonel De Charleu, sunk in the bliss of deep ignorance, shrewd, deaf, and, by
repute at least, unmerciful.
The colonel and he always conversed in English. This rare accomplishment, which the former had learned
from his Scotch wife—the latter from up-river traders—they found an admirable medium of communication,
answering, better than French could, a similar purpose to that of the stick which we fasten to the bit of one horse
and breast-gear of another, whereby each keeps his distance. Once in a while, too, by way of jest, English found
its way among the ladies of Belles Demoiselles, always signifying that their sire was about to have business with
old Charlie.
Now a long-standing wish to buy out Charlie troubled the Colonel. He had no desire to oust him unfairly; he
was proud of being always fair; yet he did long to engross the whole estate under one title. Out of his luxurious
idleness he had conceived this desire, and thought little of so slight an obstacle as being already somewhat in debt
to old Charlie for money borrowed, and for which Belles Demoiselles was, of course, good, ten times over. Lots,
buildings, rents, all, might as well be his, he thought, to give, keep, or destroy. Had he but the old man’s heritage.
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Ah! he might bring that into existence which his belles demoiselles had been begging for, ‘since many years;’ a
home—and such a home—in the gay city. Here he should tear down this row of cottages, and make his garden
wall; there that long rope-walk\fn{A covered walk or room where ropes were manufactured .} should give place to vinecovered arbors; the bakery yonder should make way for a costly conservatory; that wine warehouse should come
down, and the mansion go up. It should be the finest in the State. Men should never pass it, but they should say
—“the palace of the De Charleus; a family of grand descent, a people of elegance and bounty, a line as old as
France, a fine old man, and seven daughters as beautiful as happy; whoever dare attempt to marry there must
leave his own name behind him!”
The house should be of stones fitly set, brought down in ships from the land of les Yankees, and it should have
an airy belvedere,\fn{An open, roofed gallery on the top story, built for a view of the scenery .} with a gilded image tip-toeing
and shining on its peak, and from it you should see, far across the gleaming folds of the river, the red roof of
Belles Demoiselles, the country-seat. At the big stone gate there should be a porter’s lodge, and it should be a
privilege even to see the ground.
Truly they were a family fine enough, and fancy-free enough to have fine wishes, yet happy enough where
they were, to have had no wish but to live there always.
To those, who, by whatever fortune, wandered into the garden of Belles Demoiselles some summer afternoon
as the sky was reddening towards evening, it was lovely to see the family gathered out upon the tiled pavement at
the foot of the broad front steps, gaily chatting and jesting, with that ripple of laughter that comes so pleasingly
from a bevy of girls. The father would be found seated in their midst, the center of attention and compliment,
witness, arbiter, umpire, critic, by his beautiful children’s unanimous appointment, but the single vassal, too, of
seven absolute sovereigns.
Now they would draw their chairs near together in eager discussion of some new step in the dance, or the
adjustment of some rich adornment. Now they would start about him with excited comments to see the eldest fix a
bunch of violets in his button-hole. Now the twins would move down a walk after some unusual flower, and be
greeted on their return with the high-pitched notes of delighted feminine surprise.
As evening came on they would draw more quietly about their paternal center. Often their chairs were
forsaken, and they grouped themselves on the lower steps, one above another, and surrendered themselves to the
tender influences of the approaching night. At such an hour the passer on the river, already attracted by the dark
figures of the broad-roofed mansion, and its woody garden standing against the glowing sunset, would hear the
voices of the hidden group rise from the spot in the soft harmonies of an evening song; swelling clearer and
clearer as the thrill of music warmed them into feeling, and presently joined by the deeper tones of the father’s
voice; then, as the daylight passed quite away, all would be still, and he would know that the beautiful home had
gathered its nestlings under its wings.
And yet, for mere vagary, it pleased them not to be pleased.
“Arti!” called one sister to another in the broad hall, one morning—mock amazement in her distended eyes
—“something is goin’ to took place!”
“Comm-e-n-t!”\fn{What?}—long-drawn perplexity.
“Papa is goin’ to town!”
The news passed upstairs.
“Inno!”—one to another meeting in a doorway—“something is goin’ to took place!”
“Qu’est-ce-que c’est!”\fn{What is it?}—vain attempt at gruffness.
“Papa is goin’ to town!”
The unusual tidings were true. It was afternoon of the same day that the Colonel tossed his horse’s bridle to his
groom, and stepped up to old Charlie, who was sitting on his bench under a China-tree, his head, as was his
fashion, bound in a Madras handkerchief. The “old man” was plainly under the effect of spirits, and smiled a
deferential salutation without trusting himself to his feet.
“Eh, well Charlie!”—the Colonel raised his voice to suit his kinsman’s deafness—“how is those times with my
friend Charlie?”
“Eh?” said Charlie, distractedly.
“Is that goin’ well with my friend Charlie?”
“In de house—call her,”—making a pretence of rising.
“Non, non! I don’t want,”—the speaker paused to breathe—“ow is collection?”
“Oh!” said Charlie, “every day he make me more poorer!”
“What do you hask for it?” asked the planter indifferently, designating the house by a wave of his whip.
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“Ask for w’at?” said Injin Charlie.
“De house! What you ask for it?”
“I don’t believe,” said Charlie.
“What you would take for it!” cried the planter.
“Wait for w’at?”
“What you would take for the whole block?”
“I don’t want to sell him!”
“I’ll give you ten thousand dollah for it.”
“Ten t’ousand dollah for dis house? Oh, no, dat is no price. He is blame good old house—dat old house.” (Old
Charlie and the Colonel never swore in presence of each other.) “Forty years dat old house didn’t had to be paint!
I easy can get fifty t’ousand dollah for dat old house.”
“Fifty thousand picayunes;\fn{A Spanish coin worth 6¼ cents, current in the Gulf States before the Civil War .} yes,” said the
Colonel.
“She’s a good house. Can make plenty money,” pursued the deaf man.
“That’s what make you so rich, eh, Charlie?”
“Non, I don’t make nothing. Too blame clever, mew, dat’s de troub’. She’s a good house—make money fast
like a steamboat—make a barrel full in a week! Me, I lose money all de days. Too blame clever.”
“Charlie!”
“Eh?”
“Tell me what you’ll take.”
“Make? I don’t make nothing. Too blame clever.”
“What will you take?”
“Oh! I got enough already—half drunk now.”
“What will you take for the ’ouse?”
“You want to buy her?”
“I don’t know,”—(shrug)—“maybe—if you sell it cheap.”
“She’s a bully\fn{Fine.} old house.”
There was a long silence. By and by old Charlie commenced—
“Old Injin Charlie is a low-down dog.”
“C’eset vrai, oui!”\fn{Yes, that’s true!} retorted the Colonel in an undertone.
“He’s got Injin blood in him.”
The Colonel nodded impatiently.
“Bien!\fn{Right!} Old Charlie’s Injin blood says, ‘sell de house, Charlie, you blame old fool!’ Mais,\fn{But.}
old Charlie’s good blood says, ‘Charlie! If you sell dat old house, Chjarlie, you low-down old dog, Charlie, what
de Compte De Charleu make for you grace-gran’-muzzer, de dev’ can eat you, Charlie, I don’t care.’”
“But you’ll sell it anyhow, won’t you, old man?”
“No!” And the no rumbled off in muttered oaths like thunder out on the Gulf. The incensed old Colonel
wheeled and started off.
“Curl!” (Colonel) said Charlie, Standing up unsteadily.
The planter turned with an inquiring frown.
“I’ll trade with you!” said Charlie.
The Colonel was tempted. “’Ow’l you trade?” he asked.
“My house for yours!”
The old Colonel turned pale with anger. He walked very quickly back, and came close up to his kinsman.
“Charlie!” he said.
“Injin Charlie”—with a tipsy nod.
But by this time self-control was returning. “Sell Belles Demoiselles to you?” he said in a high key, and then
laughed “Ho, ho, ho!” and rode away.
2
A cloud, but not a dark one, overshadowed the spirits of Belles Demoiselles’ plantation. The old master, whose
beaming presence had always made him a shining Saturn, spinning and sparkling within the bright circle of his
daughters, fell into musing fits, started out of frowning reveries, walked often by himself, and heard business from
his overseer fretfully.
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No wonder. The daughters knew his closeness in trade, and attributed to it his failure to negotiate for the Old
Charlie buildings—so to call them. They began to depreciate Belles Demoiselles. If a north wind blew, it was too
cold to ride. If a shower had fallen, it was too muddy to drive. In the morning the garden was wet. In the evening
the grasshopper was a burden. Ennui\fn{Boredom.} was turned into capital; every headache was interpreted a
premonition of ague; and when the native exuberance of a flock of ladies without a want or a care burst out in
laughter in the father’s face, they spread their French eyes, rolled up their little hands, and with rigid wrists and
mock vehemence vowed and vowed again that they only laughed at their misery, and should pine to death unless
they could move to the sweet city. “Oh! the theatre! Oh! Orleans Street! Oh! the masquerade! the Place d’Armes!
the ball!” and they would call upon Heaven with French irreverence, and fall into each other’s arms, and whirl
down the hall singing a waltz, end with a grand collision and fall, and, their eyes streaming merriment, lay the
blame on the slippery floor, that would some day be the death of the whole seven.
Three times more the fond father, thus goaded, managed, by accident—business accident—to see old Charlie
and increase his offer; but in vain. He finally went to him formally.
“Eh?” said the deaf and distant relative. “For what you want him, eh? Why you don’t stay where you halways
be ’appy? Why you don’t buy somewheres else?”
“That’s none of your business,” snapped the planter. Truth was, his reasons were unsatisfactory even to
himself.
A sullen silence followed. Then Charlie spoke:
“Well, now, look here; I sell you old Charlie’s house.”
“Bien! And the whole block,” said the Colonel.
“Hold on,” said Charlie. “I sell you de ’ouse and de block. Den I go and got drunk, and go to sleep; de dev’
comes along and says, ‘Charlie! Old Charlie, you blame low-down old dog, wake up! What you doin’ here?
Where’s de a’ouse what Monsieur le Compte give your grace-gran-muzzer? Don’t you see dat fine gentyman, De
Charleu, done gone and torn him down and make him over new, you blame old fool, Charlie, you low-down old
Injin dog!”
“I’ll give you forty thousand dollars,” said the Colonel.
“For de ’ouse?”
“For all.”
The deaf man shook his head.
“Forty-five!” said the Colonel.
“What a lie? For what you tell me ‘What a lie?’ I don’t tell you no lie.”
“Non, non! I give you forty-five!” shouted the Colonel.
Charlie shook his head again.
“Fifty!”
He shook it again.
The figures rose and rose to—
“Seventy-five!”
The answer was an invitation to go away and let the owner alone, as he was, in certain specified respects, the
vilest of living creatures, and no company for a fine gentyman.
The “fine gentyman” longed to blaspheme—but before old Charlie!—in the name of pride, how could he? He
mounted and started away.
“Tell you what I’ll make wid you,” said Charlie.
The other, guessing aright, turned back without dismounting, smiling.
“How much Belles Demoiselles hoes me now?” asked the deaf one.
“One hundred and eighty thousand dollars,” said the Colonel, firmly.
“Yass,” said Charlie. “I don’t want Belles Demoiselles.”
The old Colonel’s quiet laugh intimated it made no difference either way.
“But me,” continued Charlie, “me—I’m got le Compte de Charleu’s blood in me, any’ow—a litt’ bit, any’ow,
ain’t it?”
The Colonel nodded that it was.
“Bien! If I go out of dis place and don’t go to Belles Demoiselles, de people will say—dey will say, ‘Old
Charlie he been all doze time tell a blame lie! He ain’t no kin to his old grace-gran-muzzer, not a blame bit! He
don’t got nary drop of De Charleu blood to save his blame low-down old Injin soul! No, sare! What I want wid
money, den? No, sare! My place for yours!”
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He turned to go into the house, just too soon to see the Colonel make an ugly whisk at him with his ridingwhip. Then the Colonel too, moved off.
Two or three times over, as he ambled homeward, laughter broke through his annoyance, as he recalled old
Charlie’s family pride and the presumption of his offer. Yet each time he could but think better of—not the offer to
swap, but the preposterous ancestral loyalty. It was so much better than he could have expected from his “lowdown” relative, and not unlike his own whim withal—the proposition which went with it was forgiven.
This last defeat bore so harshly on the master of Belles Demoiselles, that the daughter, reading chagrin in his
face, began to repent. They loved their father as daughters can, and when they saw their pretended dejection
harassing him seriously they restrained their complaints, displayed more than ordinary tenderness, and heroically
and ostentatiously concluded there was no place like Belles Demoiselles. But the new mood touched him more
than the old, and only refined his discontent. Here was a man, rich without the care of riches, free from any real
trouble, happiness as native to his house as perfume to his garden, deliberately, as it were with premeditated
malice, taking joy by the shoulder and bidding her be gone to town, whither he might easily have followed, only
that the very same ancestral nonsense that kept Injin Charlie from selling the old place for twice its value
prevented him from choosing any other spot for a city home.
But by and by the charm of nature and the merry hearts around him prevailed; the fit of exalted sulks passed
off, and after a while the year flared up at Christmas, flickered, and went out.
New Year came and passed; the beautiful garden of Belles Demoiselles put on its spring attire; the seven fair
sisters moved from rose to rose; the cloud of discontent had warmed into invisible vapor in the rich sunlight of
family affection, and on the common memory the only scar of last year’s wound was old Charlie’s sheer
impertinence in crossing the caprice of the De Charleus. The cup of gladness seemed to fill with the filling of the
river.
How high that river was! Its tremendous current rolled and tumbled and spun along, hustling the long funeral
flotillas of drift—and now near shore it came! Men were out day and night, watching the levee. On windy nights
even the old Colonel took part, and grew light-hearted with occupation and excitement, as every minute the river
threw a white arm over the levee’s top, as though it would vault over. But all held fast, and, as the summer drifted
in, the water sunk down into its banks and looked quite incapable of harm.
On a summer afternoon of uncommon mildness, old Colonel Jean Albert Henry Joseph de Charleu-Marot,
being in a mood for revery, slipped the custody of his feminine rulers and sought the crown of the levee, where it
was his wont to promenade. Presently he sat upon a stone bench—a favorite seat. Before him lay his broad-spread
fields; near by, his lordly mansion; and being still—perhaps by female contact—somewhat sentimental, he fell to
musing on his past. It was hardly worthy to be proud of. All its morning was reddened with mad frolic, and far
toward the meridian it was marred with elegant rioting. Pride had kept him well-nigh useless, and despised the
honors won by valor; gaming had dimmed prosperity; death had taken his heavenly wife; voluptuous ease had
mortgaged his lands; and yet his house still stood, his sweet-smelling fields were still fruitful, his name was fame
enough; and yonder and yonder, among the trees and flowers, like angels walking in Eden, were the seven
goddesses of his only worship.
Just then a slight sound behind him brought him to his feet. He cast his eyes anxiously to the outer edge of the
little strip of bank between the levee’s base and the river. There was nothing visible. He paused, with his ear
toward the water, his face full of frightened expectation. Ha! There came a single plashing sound, like some great
beast slipping into the river, and little waves in a wide semicircle came out from under the bank and spread over
the water!
“My God!”
He plunged down the levee and bounded through the low weeds to the edge of the bank. It was sheer, and the
water about four feet below. He did not stand quite on the edge, but fell upon his knees a couple of yards away,
wringing his hands, moaning and weeping, and staring through his watery eyes at a fine, long crevice just
discernible under the matted grass, and curving outward on either hand toward the river.
“My God!” he sobbed aloud; “my God!” and even while he called, his God answered: the tough Bermuda
grass stretched and snapped, the crevice slowly became a gape, and softly, gradually, with no sound but the
closing of the water at last, a ton or more of earth settled into the boiling eddy and disappeared.
At the same instant a pulse of the breeze brought from the garden behind, the joyous, thoughtless laughter of
the fair mistresses of Belles Demoiselles.
The old Colonel sprang up and clambered over the levee. Then forcing himself to a more composed
movement, he hastened into the house and ordered his horse.
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“Tell my children to make merry while I am gone,” he left word. “I shall be back tonight,” and the horse’s
hoofs clattered down a by-road leading to the city.
“Charlie,” said the planter, riding up to a window, from which the old man’s nightcap was thrust out, “what
you say, Charlie—my house for yours, eh, Charlie—what you say?”
“Ello!” said Charlie; “from where you come from dis time of tonight?”
“I come from the Exchange\fn{In New Orleans the saloons or “dram” shops were called “exchanges.” } in St. Louis Street.”
(A small fraction of the truth.)
“What you want?” said matter-of-fact Charlie.
“I came to trade.”
The low-down relative drew the worsted\fn{ A cloth made from long-stapled wool; here, “nightcap.” } off his ears. “Oh!
yass,” he said with an uncertain air.
“Well, old man Charlie, what you say: my house for yours—like you said—eh, Charlie?”
“I dunno,” said Charlie; “it’s nearly mine now. Why you don’t stay dare youse’f?”
“Because I don’t want!” said the Colonel savagely. “Is dat reason enough for you? You better take me in de
notion, old man, I tell you—yes!”
Charlie never winced; but how his answer delighted the Colonel! Quoth Charlie:
“I don’t care—I take him! mais, possession give right off.”
“Not the whole plantation, Charlie; only”—
“I don’t care,” said Charlie; “we easy can fix dat. Mais, what for you don’t want to keep him? I don’t want
him. You better keep him.”
“Don’t you try to make no fool of me, old man!” cried the planter.
“Oh, no!” said the other. “Oh, no! but you make a fool of yourself, ain’t it?”
The dumbfounded Colonel started; Charlie went in.
“Yass! Belles Demoiselles is more wort’ dan tree block like dis one. I pass by dare since two weeks. Oh, pritty
Belles Demoiselles! De cane was wave in de wind, de garden smell like a bouquet, de white-cap was jump up and
down on de river; seven belles demoiselles was ridin’ on horses. ‘Pritty, pritty, pritty!’ says old Charlie. Ah!
Monsieur le père, ’ow ’appy, ’appy, ’appy!”
“Yass!” he continued—the Colonel still staring—“le Compte de Charleu have two familie. One was low-down
Choctaw, one was high up noblesse. He gave the low-down Choctaw dis old rat-hole; he give Belles Demoiselles
to you grean-fozzer; and now you don’t be satisfait. What I’ll do wid Belles Demoiselles? She’ll break me in two
years, yass. And what you’ll do wid old Charlie’s house, eh? You’ll tear her down and make you’se’f a blame old
fool. I rather wouldn’t trade!”
The planter caught a big breathful of anger, but Charlie went straight on:
“I rather wouldn’t, mais I will do it for you;—just the same, like Monsieur le Compte would say, ‘Charlie, you
old fool, I want to shange houses wid you.’”
So long as the Colonel suspected irony he was angry, but as Charlie seemed, after all, to be certainly in earnest,
he began to feel conscience-stricken. He was by no means a tender man, but his lately-discovered misfortune had
unhinged him, and this strange, undeserved, disinterested family fealty on the part of Charlie touched his heart.
And should he still try to; lead him into the pitfall he had dug? He hesitated;—no, he would show him the place
by broad daylight, and if he chose to overlook the “caving bank,” it would be his own fault;—a trade’s a trade.
“Come,” said the planter, “come at my house tonight, tomorrow we look at the place before breakfast, and
finish the trade.”
“For what?” said Charlie.
“Oh, because I got to come in town in the morning.”
“I don’t want,” said Charlie. “How I’m goin’ to come dere?”
“I git you a horse at the liberty stable.”
“Well—anyhow—I don’t care—I’ll go.” And they went.
When they had ridden a long time, and were on the road darkened by h edges of Cherokee rose, the Colonel
called behind him to the “low-down” scion:
“Keep the road, old man.”
“Eh?”
“Keep the road.”
“Oh, yes; all right; I keep my word; we don’t goin’ to play no tricks, eh?”
But the Colonel seemed not to hear. His ungenerous design was beginning to be hateful to him. Not only old
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Charlie’s unprovoked goodness was prevailing; the eulogy on Belles Demoiselles had stirred the depths of an
intense love for his beautiful home. True, if he held to it, the caving of the bank, at its present fearful speed, would
let the house into the river within three months; but were it not better to lose it so than sell his birthright? Again—
coming back to the first thought—to betray his own blood! It was only Injin Charlie; but had not the de Charleu
blood just spoken out in him? Unconsciously he groaned.
After a time they struck a path approaching the plantation in the rear, and a little after, passing from behind a
clump of live-oaks, they came in sight of the villa. It looked so like a gem, shining through its dark grove, so like
a great glow-worm in the dense foliage, so significant of luxury and gayety, that the poor master, from an
overflowing heart, groaned again.
“What?” asked Charlie.
The Colonel only drew his rein, and, dismounting mechanically, contemplated the sight before him. The high,
arched doors and windows were thrown wide to the summer air; from every opening the bright light of numerous
candelabra darted out upon the sparkling foliage of magnolia and bay, and here and there in the spacious verandas
a colored lantern swayed in the gentle breeze. A sound of revel fell on the ear, the music of harps; and across one
window, brighter than the rest, flitted, once or twice, the shadows of dancers. But oh! the shadows flitting across
the heart of the fair mansion’s master!
“Old Charlie,” said he, gazing fondly at his house. “You and me is both old, eh?”
“Yaas,” said the stolid Charlie.
“And we had both been bad enough in our time, eh, Charlie?”
Charlie, surprised at the tender tone, repeated “Yaas.”
“And you and me is mighty close?”
“Blame close, yaas.”
“But you never known me to cheat, old man!”
“No,”—impassively.
“And do you think I would cheat you now?”
“I dunno,” said Charlie. “I don’t believe.”
“Well, old man, old man”—his voice began to quiver—“I sha’n’t cheat you now. My God!—old man, I tell
you—you better not make the trade!”
“Because for what?” asked Charlie in plain anger; but both looked quickly toward the house! The Colonel
tossed his hands wildly in the air, rushed forward a step or two, and giving one fearful scream of agony and fright,
fell forward on his face in the path. Old Charlie stood transfixed with horror. Belles Demoiselles, the realm of
maiden beauty, the home of merriment, the house of dancing, all in the tremor and glow of pleasure, suddenly
sank, with one short, wild wail of terror—sunk, sunk, down, down, down, into the merciless, unfathomable flood
of the Mississippi.
Twelve long months were midnight to the mind of the childless father; when they were only half gone, he took
his bed; and every day, and every night, old Charlie, the “low-down,” the “fool,” watched him tenderly, tended
him lovingly, for the sake of his name, his misfortunes, and his broken heart. No woman’s step crossed the floor
of the sick-chamber, whose western dormer-windows overpeered the dingy architecture of old Charlie’s block;
Charlie and a skilled physician, the one all interest, the other all gentleness, hope, and patience—these only
entered by the door; but by the window came in a sweet-scented evergreen vine, transplanted from the caving
bank of Belles Demoiselles. It caught the rays of sunset in its flowery net and let them softly in upon the sick
man’s bed; gathered the glancing beams of the moon at midnight, and often wakened the sleeper to look, with his
mindless eyes, upon their pretty silvery fragments strewn upon the floor.
By and by there seemed—there was—a twinkling dawn of returning reason. Slowly, peacefully, with an
increase unseen from day to day, the light of reason came into the eyes, and speech became coherent; but withal
there came a failing of the wrecked body, and the doctor said that Monsieur was both better and worse.
One evening, as Charlie sat by the vine-clad window with his fireless pipe in his hand, the old Colonel’s eyes
fell full upon his own, and rested there.
“Charl—,” he said with an effort, and his delighted nurse hastened to the bedside and bowed his best ear. There
was an unsuccessful effort or two, and then he whispered, smiling with sweet sadness—
“We didn’t trade.”
The truth, in this case, was a secondary matter to Charlie; the main point was to give a pleasing answer. So he
nodded his head decidedly, as who should say—“Oh yes, we did, it was as bonafide swap!” but when he saw the
smile vanish, he tried the other expedient and shook his head with still more vigor, to signify that they had not so
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much as approached a bargain; and the smile returned.
Charlie wanted to see the vine recognized. He stepped backward to the window with a broad smile, shook the
foliage, nodded and looked smart.
“I know,” said the Colonel, with beaming eyes, “—many weeks.”
The next day—
“Charl—”
The best ear went down.
“Send for a priest.”
The priest came, and was alone with him a whole afternoon. When he left, the patient was very haggard and
exhausted, but smiled and would not suffer the crucifix to be removed from his breast.
One more morning came. Just before dawn Charlie, lying on a pallet in the room, thought he was called, and
came to the bedside.
“Old man,” whispered the failing invalid, “is it caving yet?”
Charlie nodded.
“It won’t pay you out.”
“Oh, dat makes not’ing,” said Charlie. Two big tears rolled down his brown face. “Dat makes not’in.”
The Colonel whispered once more:
“Mes belles demoiselles! in paradise;—in the garden—I shall be with them at sunrise;” and so it was.
107.161 A Christmas Guest\fn{by Ruth McEnery Stuart (1849-1917)} Marksville, Avoyelles County, Louisiana, U.S.A.
(F) 3
“A boy, you say, doctor? An’ she don’t know it yet? Then what’re you tellin’ me for? No, sir—take it away. I
don’t want to lay my eyes on it till she’s saw it—not if I am its father. She’s its mother, I reckon!
“Better lay it down somew’eres an’ go to her—not there on the rockin’-cheer, for somebody to set on—’n’ not
on the trunk, please. That ain’t none o’ yo’ ord’nary newborn bundles, to be dumped on a box that’ll maybe be
opened sudden d’rec’ly for somethin’ needed, an’ be dropped ag’in the wall-paper behin’ it.
“It’s hers, whether she knows it or not. Don’t, for gracious sakes, lay ’im on the table! Anybody knows that’s
bad luck.\fn{Very common superstitions, not at all unusual in the Arkansas where this story was laid, from a book published in 1897 .}
“You think it might bother her on the bed? She’s that bad? An’ they ain’t no fire kindled in the settin’-room, to
lay it in there.
“S-i-r? Well, yas, I-I reck’n I’ll haf to hold it, ef you say so—that is—of co’se—
“Wait, doctor! Don’t let go of it yet! Lordy! But I’m thess shore to drop it! Lemme set down first, doctor, here
by the fire an’ git het th’ugh. Not yet! My ol’ shinbones stan’ up thess like a pair o’ dog-irons. Lemme bridge ’em
over first ’th somethin’ soft. That’ll do. She patched that quilt herself. Hold on a minute, ’tel I git the aidges of it
under my ol’ boots, to keep it f’om saggin’ down in the middle.
“There, now! Merciful goodness, but I never! I’d ruther trus’ myself with a whole playin’ fountain in blowed
glass’n sech ez this.
“Stoop down there, doctor, please, sir, an’ shove the end o’ this quilt a leetle further under my foot, won’t you?
Ef it was to let up sudden, I wouldn’t have no more lap’n what any other fool man’s got.
“’N’ now—you go to her.”
I’d feel a heap safer if this quilt was nailed to the flo’ on each side o’ my legs. They’re trimblin’ so I dunno
what minute my feet’ll let go their holt.
An’ she don’t know it yet! An’ he layin’ here, dressed up in all the little clo’es she sewed! She mus’ be purty
bad. I dunno, though: maybe that’s gen’ally the way.
They’re keepin’ mighty still in that room. Blessed if I don’t begin to feel ’is warmth in my ol’ knee-bones! An’
he’s a-breathin’ thess ez reg’lar ez that clock, on’y quicker. Lordy! An’ she don’t know it yet! An’ he a boy! He
takes that after the Joneses; we’ve all been boys in our male branch. When that name strikes, seem like it comes to
stay. Now for a girl—
Wonder if he ain’t covered up mos’ too clos’t. Seem like he snuffles purty loud—for a beginner.
“Doctor! oh, doctor! I say, doctor!”
Strange he don’t hear—’n’ I don’t like to holler no louder. Wonder if she cold be worse? Ef I could thess reach
somethin’ to knock with! I daresn’t lif’ my feet, less’n the whole business’d fall through.
“Oh, doc!” Here he comes now—“Doctor, I say, don’t you think maybe he’s covered up too—
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“How’s she, doctor? ‘Thess the same,’ you say? ’n’ she don’t know yet—about him? ‘In a couple o’ hours,’
you say? Well, don’t lemme keep you, doctor. But, tell me, don’t you think maybe he’s covered up a leetle too
close’t?”
That’s better. An’ now I’ve saw him befo’ she did! An’ I didn’t want to, neither.
Poor, leetle, weenchy bit of a thing! Ef he ain’t the very littlest! Lordy, Lordy, Lordy! But I s’pose all thet’s
needed in a baby is a startin’-p’int big enough to hol’ the fam’ly characteristics. I s’pose maybe he is, but the po’
little thing mus’ feel sort o’ scrounged with ’em, ef he’s got ’em all—the Joneses’ an’ the Simses’. Seems to me he
favors her a little thess aroun’ the mouth.
An’ she don’t know it yet!
Lord! but my legs ache like ez if they was bein’ wrenched off. I’ve got ’em on sech a strain, somehow. An’ he
on’y a half hour ol’, an’ two hours mo’ ’fo’ I can budge! Lord, Lord! how will I stand it!
“God bless ’im! Doc! He’s a-sneezin’! Come quick! Shore ez I’m here, he snez twice-t!
“Don’t you reckon you better pile some mo’ wood on the fire an—
“What’s that you say? ‘Fetch ’im along’? an’ has she ast for ’im? Bless the Lord! I say. But a couple of you’ll
have to come help me loosen up ’fo’ I can stir, doctor.
“Here, you stan’ on that side the quilt, whiles I stir my foot to the flo’ where it won’t slip—an’ Dicey—where’s
that nigger Dicey? Yo, Dicey, come on her, an’ tromp on the other side o’ this bedquilt till I h’ist yo’ young
marster up on to my shoulder.
“No, you don’t take ’im, neither. I’ll tote him myself.
“Now, go fetch a piller\fn{Pillow.} till I lay ’im on it. That’s it. And now git me somethin’ stiff to lay the piller
on. There! That lambo’d’ll do. Why didn’t I think about that befo’? It’s a heap safeter ’n my ole knee-j’ints. Now,
I’ve got ’im secure.
“Wait, doctor—hold on! I’m afeered you’ll haf to ca’y ’im in to her, after all? I’ll cry ef I do it. I’m trimblin’
like ez ef I had a’ ’ager,\fn{ Ague.} thess a-startin’ in with ’im—an’ seein’ me give way might make her nervous.
You take ’im to her, and lemme come in sort o’ unconcerned terreckly, after she an’ ’im ave kind o’ got
acquainted. Dast you hold ’im that-a-way, doctor ’thout no support to ’is spinal colume? I s’pose he is too sof’ to
snap, but I wouldn’t resk it. Reckon I can slip in the other do’ where she won’t see me, an’ view the meetin’.
“Yas, I’m right here, honey!” (The idea o’ her a-callin’ for me an’ him in ’er arms!) “I’m right here, honey—
mother! Don’t min’ me a-cryin’! I’m all broke up, somehow; but don’t you fret. I’m right here by yo’ side on my
knees, in pure thankfulness.
“Bless His name, I say! You know he’s a boy, don’t yer? I been a-holdin’ ’im all day—’t leaset ever sence they
dressed ’im, purty nigh a’ hour ago. An’ he’s slep’—an’ waked up—an’ yawned—an’ senz—an’ wunk—an’
sniffed—’thout me sayin’ a word. Opened an’ shet his little fist, once-t, like ez ef he craved to shake hands,
howdy! He cert’n’ly does perform ’is functions wonderful.
“Yas, doctor; I’m a-comin’, right now.
“Go to sleep now, honey, you an’ him, an’ I’ll be right on the spot when needed. Lemme whisper to her thess a
minute, doctor?
“I thess want to tell you, honey, that you never, even in yo’ young days, looked ez purty to my eyes ez what
you do right now. An’ that boy is yo’ boy, an’ I ain’t a-goin’ to lay no mo’ claim to ’im ’n to see thet you have yo’
way with ’im—you hear? An’ now good night, honey, an’ go to sleep.”
They wasn’t nothin’ lef’ for me to do but to come out here in this ol’ woodshed where nobody wouldn’t see me
ac’ like a plumb baby.
An’ now, seem like I can’t git over it! The idea o’ me, fifty year ol’, actin’ like this!
An’ she knows it! An’ she’s got ’im—a boy—layin’ in the bed ’longside ’er.
‘Mother an’ child doin’ well!’ Lord, Lord! How often I’ve heerd that said! But it never give me the all-overs
like it does now, some way.
Guess I’ll gather up a’ armful o’ wood, an’ try to act unconcerned—an’ laws-a-mercy-me! Ef—today—ain’tbeen-Christmas! My! my! my! An’ it come an’ gone befo’ I remembered!
I’ve had many a welcome Christmas gif’ in my life, but the idee o’ the good Lord a-timin’ this like that!
Christmas! An’ a boy! An’ she doin’ well!
No wonder that ol’ turkey-gobbler sets up on them rafters blinkin’ at me so peaceful! He knows he’s done
passed a critical time o’ life—
You’ve done crossed another bridge safe-t, ol’ gobbly, an’ you can afford to blink—an’ to set out in the clair
moonlight, ’stid o’ roostin’ back in the shadders same ez you been doin’.
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You was to’ve died by accident las’ night, but the new visitor thet’s dropped in on us ain’t cut ’is turkey teeth
yet, an’ his mother—
Lord, how that name sounds! Mother! I hardly know ’er by it, long ez I been tryin’ to fit it to ’er an’ fearin’ to,
too, less’n somethin’ might go wrong with either one.
I even been callin’ him “it” to myse’f, all along, so ’feerd that ef I set my min’ on either the “he” or the “she”
the other one might take a notion to come—an’ I didn’t want any disappointment mixed in with the arrival.
Butnow he’s come—an’ registered, ez they say at the polls—I know I sort o’ counted on the boy, some way.
Lordy! but he’s little! Ef he hadn’t ’a’ showed up so many of his functions spontaneous, I’d be oneasy less’n he
mightn’t have ‘’em; but they’re there! Bless goodness, they’re there!
An’ he snez prezac’ly, for all the world, like my po’ ol’ pap—a reg’lar little cat sneeze, thess like all the
Joneses.
Well, Mr. Turkey, befo’ I go back into the house, I’m a-goin’ to make you a solemn promise.
You go free till about this time next year, anyhow. You an’ me’l celebrate the birthday between ourselves with
that contrac’. You needn’t git oneasy Thanksgivin’, or picnic-time, or Easter, or no other time ’twixt this an’ nex’
Christmas—less’n, of co’se, you stray off an’ git stole.
An’ this here reprieve, I want you to understand, is a present from the junior member of the firm.
Lord! but I’m that tickled! This here wood ain’t much needed in the house—the wood-boxes ’re all full—but I
can’t devise no other excuse for vacatin’—thess at this time.
S’pose I might gether up some eggs out’n the nests, but it’d look sort o’ flighty to go egg-huntin’ here at
midnight—an’ he not two hours ol’.
I dunno, either, come to think; she might need a new-laid egg—sof’-b’iled. Reckon I’ll take a couple in my
hands—an’ one or two sticks o’ wood—an’ I’ll draw a a bucket o’ water too—an’ tote that in.
Goodness! but this back yard is bright ez day! Goin’ to be a clair, cool night—moon out, full an’ white. Ef this
ain’t the stillest stillness!
Thess such a night, for all the world, I reckon, ez the first Christmas, when HE come—
When shepherds watched their flocks by night,
All seated on the ground,
The angel o’ the Lord come down,
En’ glory shone around—

Thess like the hymn says.
The whole o’ this back yard is full o’ glory this minute. Th’ ain’t nothin’ too low down an’ mean for it to shine
on, neither—not even the well-pump or the cattle-trough—r’ the pig-pen—r’ even me.
Thess look at me, covered over with it! An’ how it does shine on the roof o’ the house where they lay—her an’
him!
I suppose that roof has shined that-a-way frosty nights ’fo’ tonight; but some way I never seemed to see it.
Don’t reckon the creakin’ o’ this windlass\fn{That lifts the bucket at the end of its rope out of the well.} could disturb her
—or him.
Reckon I might go turn a little mo’ cotton-seed in the troughs for them cows—an’ put some extry oats out for
the mules an’ the doctor’s mare—an’ onchain Rover, an’ let ’im stretch ’is legs a little. I’d like everythin’ on the
place to know he’s come, an’ to feel the diff’ence.
Well, now I’ll load up—an’ I do hope nobody won’t notice the redic’lousness of it.
“You say she’s asleep, doctor, an’ th’ ain’t nothin’ mo’ needed to be did—an’ yo’ goin’?
“Don’t, fr’ gracious sakes! go, doctor, an’ leave me! I won’t know what on top o’ the round earth to do, ef-ef—
You know she—she might wake up—or he!
“You say Dicey she knows. But she’s on’y a nigger, doctor. Yes: I know she’s had exper’ence with the
common rin o’ babies, but—
“Lemme go an’ set down this bucket, an’ lay this stick o’ wood on the fire, an’ put these eggs down, so’s I can
talk with you free-handed.
“Step here to the do’, doctor. I say, doc, ef it’s a question o’ the size o’ yo’ bill, you can make it out to suit
yo’self—or, I’ll tell you what I’ll do? You stay right along here a day or so—tell tomorrow or nex’ day, anyhow—
an’ I’ll sen’ you a whole bale o’ cotton—an’ you can sen’ back any change you see fit—or none—or none, I say.
Or, ef you’d ruther take it out in perpaters\fn{Potatoes.} an’ corn an’ sorghum, thess say so, an’ how much of each.
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“But what? ‘It wouldn’t be right? Th’ ain’t no use,’ you say? An’ you’ll shore come back tomorrer? Well. But,
by-the-way, doctor, did you know today was Christmas? Of co’se I might’ve knew you did—but I never. An’ now
it seems to me like Christmas, an’ fo’th o’ July, an’ ‘Hail Columbia, Happy Lan’ all b’iled down into one big
jubilee!
“But tell me doctor, confidential—Sh!—step here a little further back—tell me, don’t you think he’s to say a
leetle bit undersized? Speak out, ef he is.
“Wh—how’d you say? ‘Mejun,’\fn{Medium.} eh? Thess mejun! An’ they do come even littler yet? An’ you say
mejun babies ’re thess ez liable to turn out likely an’ strong ez over-sizes, eh? Mh—hm! Well, I reckon you know
—an’ maybe the less they have to contend with at the start the better.
“Oh, thanky, doctor! Don’t be afeerd o’ wrenchin’ my wris’! A thousand thankies! Yo’ word for it, he’s a fine
boy! An’ you’ve inspected a good many, an’ of co’se you know—yas, yas! Shake ez hard ez you like—up an’
down—up an’ down!
“An’ now I’ll go git you’ horse—an’ don’t ride ’er to hard tonight, ’cause I’ve put a double po’tion\fn{ Portion.}
of oats in her trough awhile ago. The junior member he give instructions that everything on the place was to have
a’ extry feed tonight—an’ of co’se I went and obeyed orders.
“Now—’fo’ you start, doctor—I ain’t got a thing stronger ’n raspberry corjal in the house—but ef you’ll drink
a glass o’ that with me?” (Of co’se he will!)
“She made this ’erself, doctor—picked the berries an’ all—an’ I raised the little sugar that’s in it. Well, goodnight, doctor! Tomorrer, shore!
“SH-H!
“How that do’ latch does click! Thess like thunder!
“Sh-h! Dicey, you go draw you’ pallet close-t outside the do’, an’ lay down—an’ I’ll set here by the fire an’
keep watch.
How my ol’ stockin’-feet do tromp! So lemme hurry an’ set down! Seem like this room’s awful rackety, the fire
a-poppin’ an’ tumblin’, an’ me breathin’ like a porpoise. Even the clock ticks ez excited ez I feel. Wonder how
they sleep through it all! But they do. He beats her a-snorin’ a’ready, blest ef he don’t! Wonder ef he knows he’s
born into the world, po’ little thing! I reckon not; but they’s no tellin’. Maybe that’s th’ one thing the good Lord
gives ’em to know, so’s they’ll realize what to begin to study about—theirselves an’ the world—how to fight it an’
keep friends with it at the same time. Ef I could giggle an’ sigh both at once-t, seem like I’d be relieved. Somehow
I feel sort o’ tight ’round the heart—an’ wide awake an’—
How that clock does travel—an’ how they all keep time, he an’ she—an’ it—an’ me—an’ the fire a roa’in’ up
the chimbley, playin’ a tune all around us like a’ organ, an’ he—an’ she—an’ he—an’ it—an’ he—an’.
Blest ef I don’t hear singing—an’ how white the moonlight is! They’s angels all over the house—an’ their
robes is breshin’ the roof whiles they sing—
His head had fallen. He was dreaming.
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110.186 A Summer Tragedy\fn{by Arnaud Wendell Bontemps (1902-1973)} Alexandria, Rapides County, Louisiana,
U.S.A. (M) 4
Old Jeff Patton, the black share farmer, fumbled with his bow tie. His fingers trembled and the high, stiff collar
pinched his throat. A fellow loses his hand for such vanities after thirty or forty years of simple life. Once a year,
or maybe twice if there’s a wedding among his kinfolks, he may spruce up, but generally fancy clothes do nothing
but adorn the wall of the big room and feed the moths. That had been Jeff Patton’s experience. He had not worn
his stiff-bosomed shirt more than a dozen times in all his married life. His swallow-tailed coat lay on the bed
beside him, freshly brushed and pressed, but it was an full of holes as the overalls in which he worked on
weekdays. The moths had used it badly. Jeff twisted his mouth into a hideous toothless grimace as he contented
with the obstinate bow. He stamped his good foot and decided to give up the struggle.
“Jennies,” he called.
“What’s that, Jeff?” His wife’s shrunken voice came out of the adjoining room like an echo. It was hardly
bigger than a whisper.
“I reckon you’ll have to he’p me wid this heah bow tie, baby,” he said meekly. “Dog if I can hitch it up.”
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Her answer was not strong enough to reach him, but presently the old woman came to the door, feeling her
way with a stick. She had a wasted, dead-leaf appearance. Her body, as scrawny and gnarled as a string bean,
seemed less than nothing in the ocean of frayed and faded petticoats that surrounded her. These hung a inch or
two above the tops of her heavy unlaced shoes and showed little grotesque piles where the stockings had fallen
down from her negligible legs.
“You oughta could do a heap mo’ wid a thing like that’n me—beingst as you got yo’ good sight.”
“Looks like I oughta could,” he admitted. “But my fingers is gone democrat on me. I get all mixed up in the
looking glass an’ can’t tell whicha way to twist the devilish thing.”
Jennie sat on the side of the bed, and old Jeff Patton got down on one knee while she tied the bow knot. IT was
a slow and painful ordeal for each of them in this position. Jeff’s bones cracked, his knee ached, and it was only
after a half dozen attempts that Jenny worked a semblance of a bow into the tie.
“I got to dress maself now,” the old woman whispered. “These is my old shoes an’ stockings, and I ain’t so
much as unwrapped ma dress.”
“Well, don’t worry ’bout me no mo’, baby,” Jeff said. “That ’bout finishes me. All I gotta do now is slip on that
old coat ’n ves’ an’ I’ll be fixed to leave.”
Jennie disappeared again through the dim passage into the shed room. Being blind was no handicap to her in
that black hole. Jeff heard the can placed against the wall beside the door and knew that his wife was on easy
ground. He put on his coat, took a battered top hat from the bed post, and hobbled to the front door. He was ready
to travel. As soon as Jennie could get on her Sunday shoes and her old black silk dress, they would start.
Outside the tiny log house, the day was warm and mellow with sunshine. A host of wasps were humming with
busy excitement in the trunk of a dead sycamore. Gray squirrels were searching through the grass for hickory
nuts, and blue jays were in the trees, hopping from branch to branch. Pine woods stretched away to the left like a
black sea. Among them were scattered scores of log houses like Jeff’s, houses of black share farmers. Cows and
pigs wandered freely among the trees. There was no danger of loss. Each farmer knew his own stock and knew his
neighbor’s as well as he knew his neighbor’s children.
Down the slope to the right were the cultivated acres on which the colored folks worked. They extended to the
river, more than two miles away, and they were today green with the unmade cotton crop. A tiny thread of a road,
which passed directly in front of Jeff’s place, ran through these green fields like a pencil mark.
Jeff, standing outside the door, with his absurd hat in his left hand, surveyed the wide scene tenderly. He had
been forty-five years on these acres. He loved them with the unexplained affection that others have for the
countries to which they belong.
The sun was hot on his head, his collar still pinched his throat, and the Sunday clothes were intolerably hot.
Jeff transferred the hat to his right hand and began fanning with it. Suddenly the whisper that was Jennie’s voice
came out of the shed room.
“You can bring the car round front whilst you’s waitin’,” it said feebly. There was a tire pause; then it added,
“I’ll soon be fixed to go.”
“A’right, baby,” Jeff answered. “I’ll get it in a minute.”
But he didn’t move. A thought struck him that made his mouth fall open. The mention of the car brought to his
mind with new intensity, the trip he and Jennie were about to take. Fear came into his eyes; excitement took his
breath. Lord, Jesus!
“Jeff. … O Jeff,” the old woman’s whisper called.
He awakened with a jolt. “Hunh, baby?”
“What you doin’?”
“Nuthin. Jes studyin’. I jes been turnin’ things round ’n round in ma mind.”
“You cold be getting’ the car,” she said.
“Oh yes, right away, baby.”
He started round to the shed, limping heavily on his bad leg. There were three frizzly chickens in the yard. All
his other chickens had been killed or stolen recently. But the frizzly chickens had been saved somehow. That was
fortunate indeed, for these curious creatures had a way of devouring “poison” from the yard and in that way
protecting against conjure and black luck and spells. But even the frizzly chickens seemed now to be in a stupor.
Jeff thought they had some ailment; he expected all three of them to die shortly.
The shed in which the old T-model Ford stood was only a grass roof held up by four corner poles. It had been
built by tremulous hands at a time when the little rattletrap car had been regarded as a peculiar treasure. And,
miraculously, despite wind and downpour, it still stood.
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Jeff adjusted the crank and put his weight upon it. The engine came to life with a sputter and bang that rattled
the old car from radiator to tail light. Jeff hopped into the seat and put his foot on the accelerator. The sputtering
and banging increased. The rattling became more violent. That was good. It was good banging, good sputtering
and rattling, and it meant that the aged car was still in running condition. She could be depended on for this trip.
Again Jeff’s thought halted as if paralyzed. The suggestion of the trip fell into the machinery of his mind like a
wrench. He felt dazed and weak. He swung the car out into the yard, made a half turn, and drove around to the
front door. When he took his hands off the wheel, he noticed that he was trembling violently. He cut off the motor
and climbed to the ground to wait for Jennie.
A few minutes later she was at the window, her voice rattling against the pane like a broken shutter.
“I’m ready, Jeff.”
He did not answer, but limped into the house and took her by the arm. He led her slowly through the big room,
down the step, and across the yard.
“You reckon I’d oughta lock the do’?” he asked softly.
They stopped and Jennie weighed the question. Finally she shook her head.
“Ne’ mind the door’,” she said. “I don’t see no cause to lock up things.”
“You right,” Jeff agreed. “No cause to lock up.”
Jeff opened the door and helped his wife into the car. A quick shudder passed over him. Jesus! Again he
trembled.
“How come you shaking so?” Jennie whispered.
“I don’t know,” he said.
“You mus’ be scairt, Jeff.”
“No, baby, I ain’t scairt.”
He slammed the door after her and went around to crank up again. The motor sgarted easily. Jeff wished that it
had not been so responsive. He would have like a few more minutes in which to turn things around in his head.
As it was, with Jennie chiding him about being afraid, he had to keep going. He swung the car into the little
pencil-mark road and started off toward the river, driving very slowly, very cautiously.
Chugging across the green countryside, the small battered Ford seemed tiny indeed. Jeff felt a familiar
excitement, a thrill, as they came down the first slope to the immense levels on which the cotton was growing. He
could not help reflecting that the crops were good. He knew what that meant, too; he had made forty-five of them
with his own hands. It was true that he had worn out nearly a dozen mules, but that was the fault of old man
Stevenson, the owner of the land. Major Stevenson had the old notion that one mule was all a share farmer needed
to work a thirty-acre plot. It was an expensive notion, the way it killed mules from overwork but the old man held
to it. Jeff thought it killed a good many share farmers as well as mules, but he had no sympathy for them. He had
always been strong, and he had been taught to have no patience with weakness in men. Women or children might
be tolerated if they were puny, but a weak man was a curse. Of course, his own children—
Jeff’s thought halted there. He and Jennie never mentioned their dead children any more. And naturally, he did
not wish to dwell upon them in his mind. Before he knew it, some remark would slip out of his mouth and that
would make Jennie fell blue. Perhaps she would cry. A woman like Jennie could not easily throw off the grief that
comes from losing five grown children within two years. Even Jeff was still staggered by the blow. His memory
had not been much good recently. He frequently talked to himself. And, although he had kept it a secret, he knew
that his courage had left him. He was terrified by the least unfamiliar sound at night. He was reluctant to venture
far from home in the daytime. And that habit of trembling when he felt fearful was now far beyond his control.
Sometimes he became afraid and trembled without knowing what had frightened him. The feeling would just
come over him like a chill.
The car rattled slowly over the dusty road. Jennie sat erect and silent with a little absurd hat pinned to her hair.
Her useless eyes seemed very large, very white in their deep sockets. Suddenly Jeff heard her voice, and he
inclined his head to catch the words.
“Is we passed Delia Moore’s house yet?” she asked.
“Not yet,” he said.
“You must be drivin’ mighty slow, Jeff.”
“We just as well take our time, baby.”
There was a pause. A little puff of steam was coming out of the radiator of the car. Heat wavered above the
hood. Delia Moore’s house was nearly half a mile away. After a moment Jennie spoke again.
“You ain’t really scairt, is you, Jeff?”
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“Nah, baby, I ain’t scairt.”
“You know how we agreed—we gotta keep on goin’.”
Jewels of perspiration appeared on Jeff’s forehead. His eyes rounded, blinked, became fixed on the road.
“I don’t know,” he said with a shiver, “I reckon it’s the only thing to do.”
“Hm.”
A flock of guinea fowls, pecking in the road, were scattered by the passing car. Some of them took to their
wings; others hid under bushes. A blue jay, swaying on a leafy twig, was annoying a roadside squirrel. Jeff held an
even speed till he came near Delia’s place. Then he slowed down noticeably.
Delia’s house was really no house at all, but an abandoned store building converted into a dwelling. It sat near
a crossroads, beneath a single black cedar tree. There Delia, a cattish old creature of Jennie’s age, lived alone. She
had been there more years than anybody could remember, and long ago had won the disfavor of such women as
Jennie. For in her young days Delia had been gayer, yellower, and saucier than seemed proper in those parts. Her
ways with menfolks had been dark and suspicious. And the fact that she had had as many husbands as children did
not help her reputation.
“Yonder’s old Delia,” Jeff said as they passed.
“What she doin’?”
“Jes sittin’ in the do’,” he said.
“She see us?”
“Hm,” Jeff said. “Musta did.”
That relieved Jennie. It strengthened her to know that her old enemy had seen her pass in her best clothes. That
would give the old she-devil something to chew her gums and fret about, Jennie thought. Wouldn’t she have a fit
if she didn’t find out? Old evil Delia! This would be just the thing for her. It would pay her back for being so evil.
It would also pay her, Jennie thought, for the way she used to grin at Jeff—long ago, when her teeth were good.
The road became smooth and red, and Jeff could tell by the smell of the air that they were nearing the river. He
cold see the rise where the road turned and ran along parallel to the stream. The car chugged on monotonously.
After a long silent spell, Jennie leaned against Jeff and spoke.
“How many bale o’ cotton you thin we got standin’?” she said.
Jeff wrinkled his forehead as he calculated.
“’Bout twenty-five, I reckon.”
“How many you make las’ year?”
“Twenty-eight,” he said. “How come you ask that?”
“I’s jes thinkin’,” Jennie said quietly.
“It don’t make a speck o’ difference though,” Jeff reflected. “If we get much or if we get little, we still gonna
be in debt to old man Stevenson when he gets through counting up again us. It’s took us a long time to learn that.”
Jennie was not listening to these words. She had fallen into a trance-like meditation. Her lips twitched. She
chewed her gums and rubbed her gnarled hands nervously. Suddenly, she leaned forward, buried her face in the
nervous hands, and burst into tears. She cried aloud in a dry, cracked voice that suggested the rattle of fodder on
dead stalks. She cried aloud like a child, for she had never learned to suppress a genuine sob. Her slight old frame
shook heavily and seemed hardly able to sustain such violent grief.
“What’s the matter, baby?” Jeff asked awkwardly. “Why you cryin’ like all that?”
“I’s jes thinkin’,” she said.
“So you the one what’s scairt now, hunh?”
“I ain’t scairt, Jeff. I’s jes thinkin’ ’bout leavin’ eve’ thing like this—eve’thing we been used to. It’s right sadlike.”
Jeff did not answer, and presently Jennie buried her face again and cried.
The sun was almost overhead. It beat down furiously on the dusty wagon-path road, on the parched roadside
grass and the tiny battered car. Jeff’s hands, gripping the wheel, became wet with perspiration; his forehead
sparkled. Jeff’s lips parted. His mouth shaped a hideous grimace. His face suggested the face of a man being
burned. But the torture passed and his expression softened again.
“You mustn’t cry, baby,” he said to his wife. “We gotta be strong. We can’t break down.”
Jennie waited a few seconds, then said, “You reckon we oughta do it, Jeff? You reckon we oughta go ’head an’
do it, really?”
Jeff’s voice choked; his eyes blurred. He was terrified to hear Jennie say the thing that had been in his mind all
morning. She had egged him on when he had wanted more than anything in the world to wait, to reconsider, to
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think things over a little longer. Now she was getting cold feet. Actually, there was no need of thinking the
question through again. It would only end in making the same painful decision once more. Jeff knew that. There
was no need of fooling around longer.
“We jes as well to do like we planned,” he said. “They ain’t nothin’ else for us now—it’s the bes’ thing.”
Jeff thought of the handicaps, the near impossibility, of making another crop with his leg bothering him more
and more each week. Then there was always the chance the he would have another stroke, like the one that had
made him lame. Another one might kill him. The least it could do would be to leave him helpless. Jeff gasped—
Lord Jesus! He could not bear to think of being helpless, like a baby, on Jennie’s hands. Frail, blind Jennie.
The little pounding motor of the car worked harder and harder. The puff of steam from the cracked radiator
became larger. Jeff realized that they were climbing a little rise. A moment later the road turned abruptly, and he
looked down upon the face of the river.
“Jeff.”
“Hunh?”
“Is that the water I hear?”
“Well, which way you goin’ now?”
“Down this-a way,” he said. “The road runs ’long ’side o’ the water a lil piece.”
She waited a while calmly. Then she said, “Drive faster.”
“A’right, baby,” Jeff said.
The water roared in the bed of the river. It was fifty or sixty feet below the level of the road. Between the road
and the water there was a long smooth slope, sharply inclined. The slope was dry, the clay hardened by prolonged
summer heat. The water below, roaring in a narrow channel, was noisy and wild.
“Jeff.”
“Hunh?”
“How far you goin’?”
“Jes a lil piece down the road.”
“You ain’t scairt, is you, Jeff?”
“Nah, baby,” he said trembling. “I ain’t scairt.”
“Remember how we planned it, Jeff. We gotta do it like we said. Brave-like.”
“Hm.”
Jeff’s brain darkened. Things suddenly seemed unreal, like figures in a dream. Thoughts swam in his mind
foolishly, hysterically, like little blind fish in a pool within a dense cave. They rushed again. Jeff soon became
dizzy. He shuddered violently and turned to his wife.
“Jennie, I can’t do it. I can’t.” His voice broke pitifully.
She did not appear to be listening. All the grief had gone from her face. She sat erect, her unseeing eyes wide
open, strained and frightful. Her glossy black skin had become dull. She seemed as thin, as sharp and bony, qs a
starved bird. Now, having suffered and endured the sadness of tearing herself away from beloved things, she
showed no anguish. She was absorbed with her own thoughts, and she didn’t even hear Jeff’s voice shouting in
her ear.
Jeff said nothing more. For an instant there was light in his cavernous brain. The great chamber was, for less
than a second, peopled by characters he knew and loved. They were simple, healthy creatures, and they behaved
in a manner that he could understand. They had quality. But since he had already taken leave of them long ago,
the remembrance did not break his hear again. Young Jeff Patton was among them, the Jeff Patton of fifty years
ago who went down to New Orleans with a crowd of country boys to the Mardi Gras doings. They gay young
crowd, boys with candy-striped shirts and rouged brown girls in noisy silks, was like a picture in his head. Yet it
did not make him sad. On that very trip Slim Burns had killed Joe Beasley—the crowd had been broken up. Since
then Jeff Patton’s world had been the Greenbriar Plantation. If there had been other Mardi Gras carnivals, he had
not heard of them. Since then there had been no time; the years had fallen on him like waves. New he was old,
worn out. Another paralytic stroke (like the one he had already suffered) wold put him on his back for keeps. In
that condition, with a frail blind woman to look after him, he would be worse off than if he were dead.
Suddenly Jeff’s hands became steady. He actually felt brave. He slowed down the motor of the car and
carefully pulled off the road. Below, the water of the stream boomed, a soft thunder in the deep channel. Jeff ran
the car onto the clay slope, pointed it directly toward the stream, and put his foot heavily on the accelerator. The
little car leaped furiously down the steep incline toward the water. The movement was nearly as swift and direct
as as fall. The two old black folks, sitting quietly side by side, showed no excitement. In another instant the car hit
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the water and dropped immediately out of sight.
A little later it lodged in the mud of a shallow place. One wheel of the crushed and upturned little Ford became
visible above the rushing water.
115.193 The Beach Party\fn{by Shirley Ann Grau (1939-after 2014)} New Orleans, Orleans County, Louisiana, U.S.A.
(F) 6
1
The bright blue jeep left the main road and plowed its way over the dunes, snow tires spinning sand behind
like a wake. Twenty minutes later it skidded sideways down the last slope and stopped on the hard-packed sand of
the beach. Three young men got out and took out three shovels and a bright yellow-and-black plaid cooleer. The
jeep roared back the way it had come. It was then about four o’clock.
The three young men jammed their shovels into the sand, sat down, backs to the towering dune, and had a can
of beer. Then they filled the cans with small pebbles and tossed them out into the ocean, beyond the ruffled line
where the surf was breaking. Finally they took off their shirts and began to dig a pit. When it was knee—deep,
they collected round stones and carefully lined the pit with them. Then they sat back and had another beer.
The bright blue jeep skittered down the dune again. This time it held five girls, several paper bags, three damp
sacks and a large wooden crate. Two of the young men crried the crate into the ocean, stepping cvarefully over the
stony bottom, making their way to a pool the falling tide had left. They put the crate there, in the knee-deep water,
and weighted its top with rocks. The others collected armloads and driftwood and began a fire in the stone-lined
pit. Then they spread their blankets and stripped to their bathing suits and turned on their transistor radios. Some
of them went swimming, picking their way carefully through the fallen boulders. And some merely stretched out
in the last of the sun. It was slipping rapidly over the edge of the dunes, and the shadows of the eel grass and the
beach peas edged farther and farther down the slope.
2
Frieda Matthews decided to go for a walk. She was already badly sunburned, and lying on the hot sand made
her body itch and tingle all over. She switched off her green transistor radio and put it carefully on her towel.
Ursula Logan lifted her head. “You going to take a walk?”
“Not the way you mean. A real walk.
“You leaving the radio?”
“You can play it if you want to,” Frieda said. “Just don’t get sand on it.” It had been a graduation present from
her family not six weeks ago. It was a good readio, an expensive one, far more than her family could afford with
her brother already in college and wanting to go to medical school and her own college bills just about to start …
“Now, look,” Frieda said, “take care of it.”
“Okay,” Ursula said, “I’ll guard it with my life.”
“Just keep it out of the sand.”
She walked down to the edge of the water and stared out beyond the rocks to the open Atlantic. The swimmers
were there, splashing around the bright orange of an inflated mattress. She saw her brother’s head, sleek and dark
as a seal’s. She waved, “Hi, Everett!”
He yelled: “Come on in!”
She shook her head and strolled off down the beach. She was afraid of the ocean. It had something to do with
the dark color, with the sound and the motion of the surf. She swam well and happily in pools—the clean greenand-white tile was friendly and sparkling. But the unknown opaque depths of the ocean—no.
She walked, following the line of the high tide, searching among the sea wreck. She found a string of whelk
egg cases, wrinkled and joined like cardboard. With her fingernail she cut through the thick, horny casing of one
compartment, and a dozen tiny shells spilled into her hand. She found a sprig of Irish moss, perfect and white, and
she tucked it into her shirt as a boutonnière.\fn{Buttonhole decoration.} (There was something her grandmother had
made in the old-fashioned kitchen of her big gray house—seaweed pudding—with this very same ruffled white
seaweed.) She found a lobster-pot marker, striped in its owner’s colors. She did not recognize them. The marker
must have drifted a long way from some part of the coast where she did not know the symbols.
She tossed it aside, annoyed, feeling just the way she had when as a child she found a floating bottle and a
message too blurred to read.
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But then she picked up the marker again anyway and carried it with her as she walked on toward a rocky spit
that jutted out into the ocean, breaking the coast into two shallow coves. As she reached the point Frieda saw there
was a picnic in the second cove too. She was surprised; this stretch of coast was so difficult to reach that few
people ever came. But there they were, the jeeps that had brought them standing side by side. As she watched,
three men struggled into shiny black skin-diving suits and backed gingerly into the surf, holding their guns
carefully. They were not carrying air tanks; they would be snorkeling close to shore. A cluster of women waited
on the beach; with the wind in her face Frieda could hear the sound of their laughter. A half-grown boy was
climbing the highest dune, sliding and scrambling in the loose sand. Two small children ran up and down in the
slip of the ocean, splashing and screaming.
It was then about five o’clock, midway in a falling tide.
3
The sun went down; the light lingered, then faded. The blue jeep made its final trips, and the beach party really
began. There was a guitar now, and a second bonfire, and a washtub full of beer cans. The swimmers had come in
long ago—about the time Frieda returned from her walk—and got dressed. The wind had dropped, and so had the
surf. The ocean slipped quietly down into the low of the spring tides.
A couple of the young men were working on the pit. They dragged out the remains of the burning wood and
sprinkled the rocks with water. Then they got a bag of rockweed and shook the shiny black strands into the pit.
“Can’t I do something?” Frieda asked.
Everett said, “Help me wet the corn.”
They carried the sack of corn down to the edge of the water.
“Don’t dip it here,” Everett said. “Too much sand.”
She looked at the dark water. “You know I can’t.”
“Oh, for Pete’s sake!” He pulled the corn away from her, and she retreated to the dry sand. HE came back in a
minute, the dripping sack on his shoulder. “Thanks to you, I got my shirt wet.”
She spread out her hands miserably. “Everett, you know that—”
He walked away, to the pit. A dark girl with curely black hair helped him slide the sack from his shoulder. As
she bent to look inside he nibbled the nape of her neck. She giggled without seeming surprised. Frieda looked
away.
I shouldn’t have come, Frieda thought. And she remembered: “Everett,” her mother had said, “you have simply
got to see that Frieda makes some friends. Four summers at camp and she doesn’t know a soul around here any
more.”
“Okay,” he had said, “I’ll take her to the beach party. Okay.”
Now Everett looked over at her, his face streaming sweat from the heat of the pit. “Where’s your date, little
sister?” he asked.
A tall, thin boy who was in engineering school somewhere and whose name was John … Everett had arranged
it.
“I don’t know where he is,” Frieda said.
“Looks like he’s standing right behind you.”
Frieda spun around.
“You don’t have to jump out of your skin,” John said.
“Oh,” she said. “Oh. Haven’t seen you for ages.”
“Haven’t seen you either. What’ve you been doing?”
“Nothing,” she said uncertainly. “Nothing much.”
“I saw you go running off down the beach.”
“I was watching some skin divers over there.”
“No!” Exaggerated unbelief.
“Don’t be silly. Of course I was.”
“Okay. We’ll just go and have a look.”
Hand on her wrist, he pulled her along. She hung back but he only squeezed tighter, until little prickles of pain
ran up and down her arm. Then she gave up, and with a couple of quick hops came into step with him.
“Just to the point,” she said. “Then you can see.”
They looked. Even in the faint light they could see that the group was gone—the dogs and the children and the
168

women. There was only a single boy sitting by a heap of towels and clothes. He ws writing in the smooth, hard
sand.
“Okay,” John told Frieda, “you get A for that.”
“Let’s go back.”
“That shaky, little-girl voice … Will you please stop being scared of me?”
“I’m not,” she said.
“I’m not going to rape you. I’m not even going to kiss you.”
“I don’t know what you are thinking,” she said as formally as she could. “I may be the youngest person at this
party, but I am not a child and I am not all that naïve.”\fn{Innocent.}
“I’m going to go get a beer,” he said.
And she had to admit that during the slow walk back across the sand, the pressure of his hand on her wrist was
not at all unpleasant.
4
The guitar player was standing up. “Seeger\fn{ Pete Seeger (1919- ), guitarist .} does it like this.” He rattled off a
bit of song. “And if I had a banjo, I’d show you the way Scruggs’d\fn{ Earl Scruggs, noted Country & Western banjo
artist.} do it. With those pegs, man, it’s terrific, great.”
Frieda noticed all of a sudden that he had a goatee\fn{Short pointed beard.}—it was so very blond that she hadn’t
seen it before. In the soft light from the bonfire it gleamed with sudden brightness.
Somebody said to Frieda: “He’s the greatest.”
“Who? Scruggs?”
“Seeger.”
“Oh,” Frieda said politely. “Oh.”
“All this pizazz,” the guitar player said, waggling his shiny tuft of whiskers, “Nothing to it.”
Frieda never found out what he meant because just at that moment everybody turned toward the whooping
shouts: “Here we come! Out of the way!”
They were carrying the lobsters from the surf—two men, and a girl in a bright blue bikini. They staggered
under the awkward crate, leaving a trail of water like blood on the sand behind them. They tumbled the crate to
the edge of the pit, opened it. (Frieda saw the Everett was one of them. Strange, she thought, that I almost didn’t
recognize him. He looks different.) They began pulling the lobsters out and dropping them on the steaming
seaweed.
John came back. He had got his beer; he held the can in his hand. “Do you know that there’s a superstition that
lobsters scream when you put them in boiling water?”
Frieda felt the back of her throat close sharply.
“My mother says she’s heard it, only I don’t know how she could have, because they don’t have any vocal
cords, you see. But still, there are lots of people who’ll say they’ve heard it.”
Frieda turned away, walking slowly until she found a sheltering dune. She settled herself there, back to the fire.
John followed her, dropped down beside her. “That bothers you, doesn’t it? But it’s a fact.”
“I won’t swim in the ocean either,” she said stubbornly. “And that’s just as much a fact.”
“You’ll be all right when you grow up,” he said. “Want a swallow of my beer?”
She accepted the can silently. The cool liquid ran over her aching throat.
He turned to watch the party. “They’ve put the tarpaulin on, and the sand on top, so if you want to go back, it’s
all right.”
“I think I’ll stay here.”
He slipped an arm around her, and she saw that he had misunderstood her answer. But she didn’t feel that it
mattered any more. His jacket smelled of sweat and the steel of the zipper pressed into her cheek, but even so it
was better than being alone. Even so.
5
Frieda lifted her head. “I hear something,” she said. “Something’s going on.” She had become aware of it
gradually, imperceptibly, as the noise became louder. It seemed to have begun on the opposite side of the fire, a
considerable distance away. “Look there,” she told John.
People seemed to be drifting away, the way sugar runs out of a paper, gently, quickly.
“What’s happening?”
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John shook his head. “Want to go see?”
By then everyone seemed to be running down the beach toward the rocky point. Except one—a boy who sat by
the fire.
“Who’s that?” Frieda asked.
“I never saw him before,” John said.
“Hi,” Frieda called. “What’s the matter?”
He sat very quietly, didn’t answer, didn’t blink, just stared into the flames on the driftwood as if he hadn’t
heard.
“Let’s find out,” John said.
The group had come to a stop and was milling around at the tip of the point. Frieda found Everett and grabbed
his arm firmly. “Everett,” she said, “Do you know what’s going on?”
“Quit!” Hje started to pull away, then stopped. “Did you even see the boy, or were you too busy necking with
John?”
“That boy by the fire?”
“Well, he turned up, asking us to help.” Everett rubbed his chin nervously. “He said that a diver didn’t come
back.”
Frieda noticed that the full moon had swung itself over the horizon’s rim, leaving a yellow, buttery trail on the
water. The tide was ebbing slowly, and unexpected shiny wet rocks kept appearing in the soft light.
“We saw them,” she said. “Earlier. There were three or four divers and some children.”
Everett said, “The way he told it to us, his brother went back for one more try while the others went home, and
he was the only one who stayed to keep him company.”
“The brother is out there?” John asked.
Everett shrugged. “I guess we got to look for him.”
Somebody lighted two gas lanterns. Somebody brought all the flashlights. Somebody figured the shorewise
drift. And one by one the beach party waded in to begin the hunt.
“Don’t you think,” Frieda said, “that somebody ought to go for help?”
“Somebody went,” John said. He let go of Frieda’s hand, and in the sudden sweep of a cool air across it, she
realized that he had been holding it for quite a long time.
“Well,” he said, to the rising moon as much as to anyone else, “I haven’t got a flashlight and I won’t be able to
see a thing, but I guess I’ll go look too.” He turned to Frieda, and his eyes grinned at her. “Though what we were
doing was more fun. Keep my place, huh?”
He slipped off his jacket and handed it to her. “Be careful. There’s some money in the pockets.” He hitched up
the belt of his plaid trunks and squinted down at the water, shrugging. “Well, I might step on him, but I’ll never
see him.”
Frieda held the jacket carefully. “I should think you could see the color of his skin. Kind of white, like.”
“Honey baby,” John said, “he’d be wearing a black rubber suit. … Don’t spill my money,” He waded in.
Frieda went back up the beach, strolling the jacket carefully, folding the pockets inside.
Maybe I could go in just a little and help, she thought., … But even she did not believe it.
Then she remembered the boy sitting alone by the fire. I’ll go back and keep him company, she told herself. I
can do that.
She walked toward him briskly. He was sitting just the way he had been when she last saw him—knees up,
arms wrapped around them. This must be the boy, she thought, who was climbing up the back dune when I first
saw them, when the sun was still out.
“Can I get you something?” she said. He was wearing only a T-shirt, and she put a hand on his shoulder.
Through the thin knit she felt the coldness of his skin, bone-deep. “Can I get you a coat?”
He did not answer, but she hunted until she found an extra jacket that somebody had dropped and put it around
his shoulders. He did not move—not even his eyes; he stared steadily at the tips of his white sneakers.
She gave up and wandered down the beach to watch the search.
Most of the girls were in close, in the shallow, foaming water. The men were farther out, barely inside the surf
line. Their lights reflected off the broken surfaces of the scattered black rocks. As she looked one man was caught
by a wave and rolled. He came up cursing, his flash still burning.
Like a horde of flounder fishermen, Frieda thought. All that was missing were the gigs …
6
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It must have been quite a while; all but one of the flashlights had burned out; the moon had risen in the sky; all
the girls and some of the men had come ashore and were standing by the fire, shivering. It must have btaken quite
a while, but they found him.
A muffled shout: “Here, hey!” One of the gas lanterns swung ina signaling arc. The other lantern and the single
remaining flashlight moved quickly to the same spot. Two men left the warmth of the beach and ran out again. A
few more shouts and they began their trip in, dragging something through the waist-deep water. They got past the
largest of the granite boulders, into its lee, when the heavy surf caught them. The lanterns went over, flooded and
disappeared. In the sudden dark the men were tumbled into the rocks, dragged and rolled by the undertow. Three
held on; they struggled to their feet and, lifting their burden, scrambled the rest of the way.
They carried him up the tide-wet beach to the dry sand, his black flippers dragging behind like a fish’s tail.
They left him there—left him to the others who crowded around—and hurried to the fire, their wet bodies
shivering in the cold wind. They tossed their useless flashlights, their broken lanterns, onto the sand. They found
towels and scrubbed furiously at their bodies, jigging up and down for warmth. They coughed and slapped one
another’s backs. “Damned if I saw that wave coming,” they told one another. “With the rock right there, the first
you knew was the crest coming right over.”
The man who’d held one of the lanterns stopped coughing finally and began to put on his shirt. “Feel like I
swallowed the whole ocean,” he said. “Did you hear that guy’s had hit the rock?”
“No,” they said.
“Lantern in one hand and him in the other, and that wave …” He found his jacket and began to put it on. “We
spent all that time finding him and sure as hell we weren’t going to let go.”
Frfieda stood where she was, silent, fascinated.
“Bill had the other arm, but when he got slammed down he let go. And this poor guy, with three of us holding
on, swings sidewise and smashes his head on the rock. Under the water, but hard, real hard.”
“He was dead already.”
“Felt like it. Never felt anything heavier.”
“You know, I can still feel his head hitting—”
“Shut up,” Frieda said suddenly. “Can’t you shut up!”
The boy was watching them. His eyes had lifted from the tips of his sneakers; he was watching them directly.
He was sitting up quite straight and the borrowed jacket had slipped off his shoulders. He was looking right at
them and he was listening.
7
They tried to revive him, using the only method they knew, mouth-to-mouth breathing. John had been the first.
When he was finished, he walked a little way up the beach, knelt down and vomited. Then he kicked sand over
the spot, washed his face and scooped up a couple of handfuls of sea water into his mouth. When he turned,
Frieda was holding a beach towel for him.” Thanks,” he said.
“Come to the fire,” she said. “It’ll make you feel better.”
“You think you could find me a beer?” he asked.
Everett came by. “I’m up next,” he said. “Is it that bad?”
“No,” John said. “It’s the idea, mostly.” Then as an afterthought he added: “And the feel.”
He scrubbed his fingers across his lips. Frieda held out the beer to him and then sat close by him, waiting to
see what else he needed. But he did not ask for anything. He did not talk at all. Once she put her arm across his
shoulders, bvut he pulled away. “I’m okay.” And when he finished the beer, he got up himself and got another.
So there was nothing for her to do. She took her own jacket and climbed halfway up the nearest dune and
settled there, spread herself out against the smooth whiteness, felt herself twitch and die under the moon, sucked
and brittle like a shell.
No one noticed that she was gone. Everett would not be having his turn blowing into the motionless lungs.
John would still be crouched by the fire, fighting down his nausea. And that unnamed boy would be sitting and
waiting, staring at nothing.
After a while, a jeep station wagon came dashing down the slope and along the beach, while the blue jeep
followed more slowly. Two state troopers popped out of the station wagon almost before it stopped moving. They
waded into the small crowd of people as into a pool of water, sending the individual drops flying off to the side.
They lifted the black form—in the bright moonlight Frieda cold see on the rubber suit the smears of sand where
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he had lain. They laid him in the back of the station wagon and one of them climbed in beside him. Just before the
gate slammed, Frieda caught sight of the trooper busily slipping something into the slack mouth.
Frieda lay back on her sand bed and forgot all about the scuffling and the crisscrossing pattern of headlights
below her. There was nothing she could do. There was nothing in it that belonged to her.
She looked up at the moon-faded stars and began to count them carefully. She had got to fifteen before she lost
her place and had to start over.
When she did bother to look again, the cars were gone. And the people. The bonfire had been covered with
sand. The pit was still banked and unopened, and there was a tiny bit of steam rising from one corner, brisk and
frosty in the moonlight.
They forgot me, she thought. But then, I wasn’t really there, was I?
She slid down from her dune and stood on the level sand that had been scuffed by rushing feet and the deep
treads of snow tires.
She saw the dark mark on the sand where the diver had lain. She wondered why that did not bother her more,
but it seemed no more horrible than everything else—than the lobsters, screaming or silent, still steaming in the
pit; than the surf grinding the chitinous bodies of uncounted animals to bits; than the sharp smell of a man’s sweat
or the angular pressure of another body.
Standing alone on the trampled, littered sand, she talked to herself silently.
I wish that boy hadn’t seen, though. I wish he hadn’t heard that bit about the head bumping on the rock. But of
course he sat so still that you didn’t really notice him. Not really … But he still didn’t have to hear it. Not like
that.
She wished that the boy had listened to her. She wished she’d been able to put her arms around him and tell
him gently.
But in the empty hollow of the dunes after a while she realized how useless it was, that the surge of protection
was just a part of her sex—as natural, and as useless, as the ova that had ripened and decayed for these six years
past in her body.
She noticed that the moon was high and white in the sky now. The tide had turned and was coming in; the
spume from its breakers drifted over the dunes like fog. The ocean itself was black and still, its rollers rising and
falling like breath.
The others would remember her and they would come back for her. All she had to do was wait. And that was
what she couldn’t do. She couldn’t stay so close to the black water breathing like a living thing.
No. She couldn’t wait for them.
8
She wanted to run, but she did not allow herself to. She saw that her radio still lay on her beach towel, which
was still spread out. She walked over to it. there was sand blown or trampled across the towel, sand frosting the
top of the radio. She picked it up, blew it clean and turned it on. It worked. Then she picked up the towel, shook it,
folded it carefully. She turned her back to the ocean and began to think of the long walk ahead of her. She would
have to find a path through the poison ivy and the spiny clumps of rugosa roses. It wold be slow going through the
sand until she reached the road, and from there it was three or four miles home. Unless she met someone, she
thought, it would take her most of the night.
She put her towel across her left shoulder and her radio in her left hand. And she began her walk. The sound of
her radio was a small mark in the seabeaten dark, but she was grateful for it, and she moved along confidently,
safe inside its tinny shell.
172.149 Excerpt from Liquor: A Novel\fn{by Poppy Z. Brite (1967- )} New Orleans, Orleans County, Louisiana,
U.S.A. (F) 13
1
It was the kind of October day for which residents of New Orleans endure the summers, sparkling blue-gold
with just a touch of crispness, and two old friends were sitting on a low branch of an oak tree in Audubon Park
drinking liquor. They had started out with tequila shots upon waking up, but harboring a residual grudge against
the drink, they soon switched to vodka and orange juice, which they carried to the park in a large thermos.
John Rickey and Gary “G-man” Stubbs had been born and raised in the city’s Lower Ninth Ward, but they’d
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lived Uptown since they were eighteen:
“From the ‘hood to the ghetto,” Rickey had described the move at the time. Their current neighborhood hardly
qualified as a ghetto, but the remark revealed a downtown boy’s discomfort at living Uptown. In the Ninth Ward,
“Uptown” signified rich and snooty.
They were twenty-seven now, but only Rickey had begun to develop the comfortable little paunch common to
natives past their mid twenties. The few extra pounds did not diminish his sharp-featured good looks, but he
wouldn’t have cared much if they had; physical vanity was not among Rickey’s numerous sources of anxiety. Six
months ago he had bleached his light-brown hair platinum. Now it was half split ends and half dark roots, and
though it looked very bad, he hadn’t yet gotten around to having the bleachy ends cut off. Since he had neglected
to brush it this morning, it formed a two-toned nimbus around his head. Rickey was a young man with a great deal
of nervous energy; even when he was half-drunk and trying to relax, he had a hard time sitting still.
G-man had no trouble sitting still. He was a little taller than Rickey, and quite skinny for a New Orleanian.
Though he wore his chestnut-colored hair very short, a slight curl still made it unruly most of the time. His mother
had been a Bonano, one of the city’s vast population of Sicilian-Americans, but this heritage was reflected only in
the darkness of his large, myopic eyes. Otherwise he looked like his Irish-blooded father, rangy and fair-skinned,
with a long blunt nose and a rather sensitive mouth.
Like many young men in New Orleans, Rickey and G-man made a precarious living in restaurant kitchens.
They’d begun in their teens as dishwashers and worked their way up to line cook positions. Now cooking
comprised most of their lives; asked to define themselves in a word, they would not have given their family
names or (as would many New Orleanians) the name of their high school; they would simply have said,
“We’re cooks.”
A few days ago they had been dismissed from their latest kitchen in what they considered a travesty of justice.
Jesse Honeycombe, a country-pop crooner from Florida, had one big radio hit called Tequilatown and opened a
restaurant on the strength of it. Tequilatown was a French Quarter tourist trap that served indifferently barbecued
ribs, elaborate sandwich platters, and margaritas in plastic buckets. Jesse Honeycombe wasn’t exactly responsible
for the firing, but that didn’t matter to Rickey and G-man, who had been cursing Honeycombe’s name ever since
the incident went down.
Honeycombe had played a show at the Lakefront Arena that night, and fans packed the restaurant afterward in
hopes that he would show up. The kitchen was slammed. Rickey was working the hot appetizer station, making
loaded nacho platters and spicy chicken quesadillas. G-man, for some reason, was on salads, the most hated
position in the kitchen. Everyone from the kitchen runners to the head chef was in the weeds for three solid hours.
They fell into a rhythm where they weren’t really thinking about the food or how many tickets were lined up; they
were just moving their hands and hustling their asses and slamming out orders as fast as they possibly could.
When the hellacious rush finally slowed to a trickle, Chef Jerod passed around cold bottles of Abita beer.
Drinking on the clock was forbidden at Tequilatown, a restaurant with liquor in its very name, but the crew had
rolledd so hard tonight that the chef decided to make an exception to the rule. Of course, the manager chose that
moment to drop in and see how things were going.
Chef Jerod managed to hang onto his job by the tips of his knife-scarred fingernails, but the manager made him
fire almost everyone else, including Rickey and G-man. This would create no crisis; there were half-assed kitchen
workers looking for jobs all over town. The hospitality industry provided New Orleans with its major source of
revenue, and the city responded by providing an inexhaustible source of fodder for the industry: poor but ablebodied young men who came into the kitchens with very little training and could be easily replaced when they got
fired, quit, or died. Most of these young men were black, but there was a sizable minority of white boys. Some,
like Rickey and G-man, stayed in the business and became skilled cooks. A place like Tequilatown, though, didn’t
really need skilled cooks; it made sense to replace them with hapless kids who would work for considerably less
money.
Chef Jerod had apologized to everyone as he handed out the severance pay envelopes. Though he was a
hardass, he was almost weeping with humiliation.
“I swear I’d quit this place myself if they weren’t paying me so fucking much,” he said.
No one really held it against him. They knew that the manager, Brian Danton, was the real asshole. That was
almost always how it was, and there was nothing you could do about managers.
So now Rickey and G-man sat in the park passing the thermos, watching the joggers and golfers, occasionally
expressing mild amazement at the fact that people would expend that kind of energy when they didn’t have to.
This was not simple laziness—though they could be lazy with a will—but more a reflection on the sheer physical
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work of being a halfway-decent cook. Cooks on the line in a busy restaurant spend all their time in motion,
preparing the mise-en-place of ingredients they will use throughout their shift, lining up saute pans on burners and
flattops, keeping track of their tickets, burning their hands, reducing their feet to hunks of abused and stinking
flesh that feel like nothing more than a couple of raw stumps by the end of a shift. Cooks don’t go jogging on their
day off.
Rickey and G-man had been friends since their grammar school days. The Lower Ninth Ward was a cross
between a country village and a Third World slum, far below the Garden District and the French Quarter and the
other parts of the city known to tourists. Most of the houses were old, small, and in disrepair; the streets were
prone to sudden flooding; the air smelled of frying sausage and the nearby Industrial Canal. Rickey and G-man
had Ninth Ward street smarts and the hoarse, full-throated downtown accent:
“Ax ya momma can we have some’a dem cookies she bought?”
They had always been vaguely aware of each other, as the few white kids in the public schools were. The first
time they really took notice of each other was in fourth grade, during Job Week, when the class was assigned to
pair up and put on a skit about one of their parents’ occupations. Even at age nine, Rickey and G-man (then still
known as Gary) recognized the thoughtless cruelty inherent in this assignment. Many of their classmates had
mothers who worked at McDonald’s or as hotel maids, and no fathers to speak of. It wasn’t that all black people
in New Orleans lived this way; but that the black people who could afford it—just like the white people who
could afford it—sent their kids to the superior Catholic schools.
Rickey’s father was a chiropractor who lived in California, paid minimal child support, and hadn’t seen his son
in three years. As a result, Rickey had a distorted idea of what chiropractors (and fathers) did. He and Gary stole a
box of red hair dye from the K&B drugstore and borrowed a bunch of Play-Doh from one of Gary’s young
cousins. Two dowels provided the framework for a surprisingly realistic false arm with a plastic bag of dye tucked
into the shoulder end. Gary folded his right arm inside his shirt and wore the false arm in a sling.
“A chiropractor is a doctor who performs adjustments on the spine,” Rickey told the class before bending Gary
backward and “adjusting” him, ripping off the false arm and spraying red hair dye all over the classroom. Gary
howled in “pain” and collapsed dramarically on the threadbare school carpet, his legs flailing a bit before hitting
the floor with a terrible, final-sounding thunk.
That was the first time they were sent to the principal’s office together. They had to apologize to their teacher
and explain to their classmates that doctor visits were unlikely to result in surprise dismemberments. Gary’s
mother, who had never known her youngest child to do such a thing before, made him go to confession and tell
the priest all about it. (He thought he heard the priest stifle a laugh, but he never told his mother.)
Rickey’s mother, who had been something of a bon vivant in her youth, found the episode hilarious. She called
up the Stubbs family to chide them for overreacting, and the two families ended up friends. To Rickey, an only
child, the crowded Stubbs household was pleasantly chaotic; some of Gary’s five older sisters and brothers had
grown up and moved out by then, but they had kids of their own and there were always children around.
After the false-arm incident, Rickey and Gary got beaten up a lot less, because their classmates now thought
they were funny, crazy, or both. More important, they recognized something in each other that had kept them
together from then until now, fired and broke, sitting in an oak tree drinking liquor.
Rickey pushed his hair out of his eyes.
“It’s too damn bright out here,” he said. “Can I borrow your extra shades?”
“They’re prescription.” G-man had already been wearing glasses in the fourth grade; from his ferocious squint
when he removed them, Rickey always figured he’d been one of those little kids who’d needed them since he was
three or something. Now he wore dark lenses almost all the time, even in the kitchen when chefs would let him
get away with it.
“I don’t care,” said Rickey. “Just give ‘em here.”
G-man stretched out. his long legs, reached into his pants pocket, and pulled out a slightly squashed pair of
gold-rimmed, pimp-daddy-style dark glasses. He passed them to Rickey, who put them on, surveyed the park
through what appeared to be several inches of murky water, and said,
“Goddamn, your eyes are fucked up.”
G-man had heard this before and let it pass without comment.
“This orange juice is warm,” Rickey complained. “I wish I had a daiquiri.”
“You want to walk over to the zoo? I think they got daiquiris in the Beer Garden.”
“No, dude, it's like seven dollars to get in the zoo. You know where I wish I was, G? I wish I was in
Tequilatown.”
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“Scratchin my balls and watchin the sun go down," G-man sang, riffing on Jesse Honeycombe’s big hit.
“Pick in sea salt outta my ass crack …”
They went on in this vein for several minutes, an extension of the dialogue they'd been having since the
incident. Though they were trying to console themselves, the thing always ended up making them mad all over
again. This time, Rickey went off first.
“Fuck that place!” An old lady walking a Chihuahua near their tree gave him a sharp look, but he took no
notice. “Fuck Jesse Honeycombe, fuck Brian Danton, and fuck Jerod Biggs too. Fuck ‘em all.”
“Rickey—”
“What? We’re the victims of injustice. It sucks.”
“This doesn’t suck,” G-man pointed out. “It’s a beautiful day, and right now the poor bastards they hired are
prepping dinner and getting ready to take it in the ass all night, and we’re sitting here drinking. Tell me how that
sucks.”
“I’ll tell you next week, when our rent’s due.”
“You’re a real cheerer-upper, you know that?”
“Well, damn, G. We got about two hundred dollars in the bank. Favreau’s not gonna give us another
extension.” Favreau was the landlord who rented them a shotgun cottage on the river end of Marengo Street. They
were fortunate that he was a patient man; nonetheless, the mention of his name depressed them further.
The October shine had gone off the day. They rocked glumly back and forth on the tree limb. Rickey drained
the last of the vodka and orange juice.
“Tequilatown’s a shithole. But did you ever notice how much money it’s making?”
“About a hundred grand a week, I’d say.”
“And the food is garbage. All Honeycombe has is a name. You know, G, we could run a better restaurant then
Tequilatown.”
“Uh huh.”
“We could,” said Rickey. “We’re good cooks.”
He knew this was so. Right after they graduated from high school—almost ten years ago now—Rickey had
even spent several months in Hyde Park, New York, at the fabled CIA, the Culinary Institute of America, hard
core training ground for chefs all over the country. He did well there until a run-in with another student resulted in
his return to New Orleans, which was not an entirely unhappy thing: living up north was expensive and cold, and
he was lost without G-man.
“Course we’re good cooks,” said G-man. “But it takes more than that. Like money.”
“We might could raise some money if we had a good idea.”
“Lots of people get ideas. Remember Lamar King’s Bordello?” This had been a failed concept by another
washed-up rock star, his claim to fame being that he had once shared a stage with Bob Dylan. He and his backers
had bought a huge, decrepit building in the French Quarter, spent millions of dollars bringing it up to code and
decorating it to look like a whorehouse, or what they imagined such a place to look like: lots of red velvet swags,
stained glass, a grand piano. The menu had boasted items like “Pretty Baby Prime Rib” and “Aphrodisiac
Oysters.” The place closed its doors within a month.
Rickey and G-man had passed several afternoons in various bars debating why a rock star would want to open
a restaurant anyway. Rickey posited that chefs were actually cooler than rock stars, and Lamar King knew it. Gman thought King might have been around the amps too long.
Rickey was lost in thought. He held the empty thermos in his hand, staring into its shiny depths. A faint
distorted reflection of his own eye winked up at him, blue and bloodshot. Lots of people get ideas, G-man had
said,. but how many of those ideas were good ones? More to the point, how many of those ideas were suitable for
New Orleans? Plenty of would-be restaurateurs came from out of town, opened a place, watched it fail, and left
cursing the city’s moribund economy, punishing summers, fossilized tastes, or all of the above. Rickey was used
to all that. Surely he could come up with an idea for a restaurannhat would be uniquely suited to his lifelong
home. He tilted the thermos and watched one last drop spill out, and that was when it came to him.
“You know what the Bordello’s main problem was?” he asked G-man.
“It sucked.”
“Yeah, but what sucked most about it? It didn’t deliver what it promised. It wasn’t a bordello, and nobody ever
thought for one minute that it was gonna be a bordello. And that, my friend, was its downfall. We could open a
successful restaurant if we promised a sin we could deliver on.”
“Like what?” Rickey held up the thermos and waggled it in front of his face. He had the distinctly ridiculous
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expression of a drunk trying to be very serious, but there was also a spark in his eye that caught G-man’s
attention. It was the same spark he’d first seen in Rickey’s eye back in the fourth grade, when Rickey described
the idea for the bleeding false arm.
“Liquor,” Rickey said.
“Liquor? Dude, I know you’re upset about getting fired, but c’mon. Every place in the city serves liquor.”
“But no place has a menu entirely based on it.”
“You’re really losing me.”
“New Orleans loves booze. We love drinking it, we love the idea of drinking it, we love being encouraged to
drink it. You think all those drive-thru daiquiri stands in Metairie are just serving tourists? Tourists don’t go to the
suburbs. Locals are drinking most of those daiquiris, and they could get ‘em anywhere, but they love getting ‘em
at the drive-thrus because it makes them feel like they’re doing something naughty. We could open a place that
does the same thing on a much bigger scale.”
“A whole menu based on liquor.”
“Picture it, G. A nice dining room—looks like, say, a cross between Commander’s Palace and Gertie Greer’s
Steakhouse. Big bar in the front, mirrors, three hundred bottles—every kind of liquor and liqueur, every brand
you could name. But that’s just the beginning. The real draw is that we use liquor in all the food. Oysters poached
in whiskey. Tequila barbecue sauce. Bourbon-glazed duck. Even goddamn bananas Foster. And that’s just the
obvious shit. There’s not a recipe in the world that we couldn’t find a way to stick a little liquor in it.”
“You think that’d even be legal?”
“It’s New Orleans. If you got enough money, anything’s legal.”
Rickey gave G-man his biggest smile.
All his life, people had remarked on Rickey’s smile—its warmth, the way it lit up his intense blue eyes, its
power to beguile a person who had no intention of being beguiled. “Gawgeous!” G-man’s own mother had
pronounced it once, when she’d been trying to punish them for some infraction and Rickey had turned its full
force on her.
Though G-man knew its charms well, he had long believed himself impervious to its manipulations. Now, for
the first time in as many years as he could remember, he wondered.
*
Mostly sober and far less cocksure now, Rickey couldn’t sleep. He’d swallowed some Excedrin PM, an old
habit from his CIA days, but he couldn’t stop thinking about his idea. He still thought it was a brilliant concept for
a New Orleans restaurant. He just didn’t see how he could pull it off. He was great at starting things, but not
always so good at finishing them.
Rickey’s parents hadn’t sent him to cooking school out of any belief that he was destined to be a great chef.
Mainly they had wanted to get him out of New Orleans and—more to the point—away from G-man. Rickey’s
mother had concocted the plan with G-man’s parents, then convinced her ex-husband to pay for it. Apparently it
was OK for a couple of boys to spend all their time together at age nine, but not OK at seventeen. Rickey still
cringed at the memory of how easily he’d been manipulated, and their actual time apart had been so terrible that
neither liked to recall it.
Even so, he sometimes wished he had been able to finish the two-year curriculum instead of getting kicked out
after four and a half months. He could have learned a lot about cooking. As it was, he and G-man moved into a
crappy little apartment on Prytania Street. Though the apartment was a dump, Uptown seemed luxurious, with its
giant oaks and its proximity to the St. Charles streetcar line. G-man already had a decent job at a seafood place
downtown. Rickey got hired as a PM salad guy at Reilly’s, a restaurant in one of the formerly grand old hotels
that still haunted Canal Street like maiden aunts not quite far enough gone to send to the old folks’ home.
A few months later, G-man quit the seafood place and came to Reilly’s too. Soon they were both working on
the hot line. Despite the name, Reilly’s claimed to serve classic French cuisine, which apparently meant small dry
cuts of meat or fish mired in stiffening yellow sauce. It was seldom pretty, and sometimes it was actively
disgusting, but it was where they learned the skill of volume: making and putting out vast amounts of food.
They’d been at Reilly’s for a couple of years when a cook from the old seafood joint, now a sous chef at the
Peychaud Grill, offered G-man a dollar more an hour to be his saute guy. The Peychaud was smaller than Reilly’s
and more hardcore. Once G-man had nailed down his position, he lobbied for Rickey when another line job
opened up. That was their first experience being part of a crew that was tight in every sense of the word: smooth
in the kitchen, close-knit, and more alcohol-drenched than any group of people Rickey had known before or since.
New Orleans kids learned to drink young; Rickey and G-man had been able to hold their liquor since their
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early teens. The Peychaud crew, though, put them to shame at first. They came in at three, prepped up for dinner
service, cooked their asses off for four hours, broke down the kitchen, and dragged themselves to the bar, where
Dionysian challenges were made and met. There was a pot-smoking area behind the ice machine, a long series of
razor scratches on the bar where somebody had scraped up lines of cocaine, entire cases of nitrous oxide chargers
that never got turned into whipped cream. Once there was a bottle of ether in the reach-in. It was kind of a
dangerous place, but it was also fun. Rickey and G-man partook of everything available. They were intoxicated
not just with liquor and drugs but with their status as part of a culinary pirate crew, slashing and burning and
taking no prisoners.
They stayed at the Peychaud Grill for nearly five years, but never rose higher than saute because there was no
turnover among the kitchen staff. The Peychaud was a prestigious place to work, and once you had a job there,
you hung onto it. Still, those were pretty good years all in all: they were making enough money to move from the
crappy apartment to a little shotgun house on a shade-dappled block of Marengo Street, and they were cooking
some great food. Chef Paco Valdeon was a prodigious cokehead who’d learned to cook in France. Though he was
usually incoherent by two in the morning, he could answer any food question and discourse on any food subject
as long as he remained conscious. Some people considered him a thug, but he was a culinary genius.
Toward the end of this time, though, G-man calculated that they had worked an average of ten hours a day, six
days a week, 312 days a year. And they’d spent most of the rest of the time partying. They had no time to see their
families who lived just a few miles away, much less to think about hazy concepts like “vacation” or “health
insurance.” Not yet twenty-five, they felt like broken old men. But they couldn’t quit. They’d come up at the
Peychaud and imprinted unhealthily on it; it was their gang, their abusive surrogate parent, their hell away from
home.
Rickey sometimes wondered what would have become of them if the Peychaud crew hadn’t imploded one
night in a marathon of apocalyptic drunkenness. No one remembered much of this night, but by the end of it, two
cars were totaled, the sous chef and the bartender were in Charity Hospital, the chef was in jail, and the grill guy’s
wife was filing for divorce.
The owner decided to close the place and they found themselves jobless. Rickey guessed this kind of thing was
known as a “wake-up call.”
They had spent the past couple of years jumping from restaurant to restaurant, taking whatever job paid best,
working together when they could but never getting all that tight with any kitchen crew. Sometimes they had a
few drinks after service; mostly they just went home. Life wasn’t bad. In a lot of ways it was better than the
constant soul-grinding revelry of the Peychaud Grill. But Rickey had put off being disappointed with himself after
he left school because he was so glad to be back home with G-man, living the life they had wanted to live since
they were sixteen. Then the Peychaud years kept him from thinking too hard about anything. Now that he wasn’t
drunk all the time and he and G-man were as comfortable as an old married couple, he sometimes felt that he had
given up too easily. Given up what, he wasn’t sure. Hed never really burned with ambition to be a head chef; most
of them worked harder than anybody else and didn’t make all that much more money.
And yet …
Once upon a time he had been truly curious about cooking. He’d wanted to know everything about it, to be the
best cook possible. That was why his folks had been able to bribe him with the CIA. Even now he hadn’t
completely lost that curiosity: he read Gourmet and Bon Appetit, watched the Food Network, had a big cookbook
collection. And he took pride in being a roller. He knew faster cooks and better cooks, but few who were faster
and better.
Still something gnawed at him. Something always had, really; it was not in his nature to be content. Usually Gman was content enough for the both of them. But right now their situation was bad, and their bitch session in the
park had excited the gnawing thing. Liquor: his thoughts seized on that idea and would not leave it alone. A
restaurant based on liquor, but not too gimmicky. A really good menu, so people would keep coming back after
the novelty wore off. Rickey had spent nearly half his life observing the New Orleans restaurant scene, and he felt
certain that the place would be a hit.
But what difference did it make? You needed money to start a restaurant. If you didn’t have money, you needed
collateral. If you didn’t have collateral, you needed rich friends who could invest. And if you didn’t have any of
that, you at least needed a credit card. Rickey and G-man had exactly none of the above.
He lay in bed thinking about this until the sky began to brighten, but none of it mattered in the least, because
he was broke and he had to start looking for a new job tomorrow.
They both did. Probably they wouldn’t be able to work together for a while. Rickey smoothed his pillow,
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closed his eyes, and tried to resign himself to a spell of crappiness. As he did so, G-man rolled over in his sleep
and threw an arm across Rickey’s chest, and Rickey fell asleep thinking that maybe things weren’t that bad.
2
It was a rare luxury in the kitchen, knowing there was always one person watching your back, one other cook
whose habits and motions you knew as well as your own. It was a luxury Rickey didn’t have any more, and it was
making him crazy.
Weeks behind on the rent, they’d had to get separate jobs. G-man had an easy-ass no-brainer of a gig making
bar snacks at a watering hole on Tchoupitoulas, within walking distance of the house. Rickey had snagged a
position as saucier at Escargot’s, a Tourist Creole restaurant in the Hotel Bienvenu that went through staff almost
as quickly as the manager went through cocaine. After Reilly’s he had sworn he would never work in another
hotel restaurant, and he hadn’t until now.
Being a saucier was hot, heavy work. He handled the bulk prep for the whole kitchen, made stocks, sauces, and
demi-glaces with enormous veal bones in stainless steel vats, and worked all the banquets and private parties,
making for frequent eighteen-hour days. His one bright spot was cooking the staff meals, which were no
challenge but upon which everyone complimented him: apparently the last guy had been a real scrub, slinging
ground chuck and week-old vegetables into a pot with rice or dead pasta every day.
Rickey caught the streetcar to the French Quarter at 6 a.m. G-man worked bar hours, four in the afternoon till
four in the morning. Not only were they not working together, they hardly ever saw each other when they weren’t
working. The house was filthy; they hadn’t cooked at home in weeks; Rickey ate his own staff meals, G-man
grabbed sandwiches at the bar, and they both ate a lot of cold cereal. Fortunately a twenty-four-hour corner
grocery up the street stocked milk, beer, and liquor, which was all they needed.
Rickey arrived at Escargot's one day, the sour early-morning smell of the Quarter assaulting his nostrils, his
bloodshot eyes hidden behind a pair of G-man’s shades.
“Kevin ain’t here yet,” said the porter by way of greeting.
“Aw, shit.”
Kevin, the production guy, was supposed to arrive before Rickey and get the morning prep rolling. If he flaked,
Rickey was automatically in the weeds. He stowed the sunglasses in his knife bag, tied a bandanna around his
head, and turned on the oven, cursing under his breath the whole time. As he hauled fifty-pound sacks of bones
out of the freezer and smashed them on the floor to break them up, he began to sing.
“Massa got me workin … workin in this kitchen … Ole kitchen sucks so bad …”
Terrance, the 280-pound dishwasher, joined in from the other side of the kitchen. He’d grown up in the Lower
Ninth Ward, and though they had not known each other back in the neighborhood, he and Rickey had soon
become friends at Escargot’s.
“What’s the good word, Terrance?”
“Ain’t none that I know of. I been saying bad words since I got here.”
Rickey scanned his produce, deciding on a soup du jour. The cauliflower looked good, so he cooked it down in
butter and dumped it into a Lexan container with several pints of cream. He looked for the puree wand on its
usual shelf, but couldn’t find it.
“You seen my wand?” he asked the sous chef, who was making notes about the day’s specials.
“Nope. Maybe Kevin’s using it.”
“Kevin flaked on me again.”
“He gets here, you gonna send him home?”
“Don’t know. I guess it depends on how far behind I get.”
“You gonna tell Mike?”
“I’m not telling Mike shit,” said Rickey. Mike was the manager. He seldom arrived before 10:30, and no one
ever told him shit.
Rickey looked for the wand in the pantry area, the sinks, even the refrigerator. It was a large, expensive tool
and he couldn’t imagine how it might have gotten lost, but eventually he gave up and dug out the food processor.
He pureed the soup in small, tedious batches, all the while invoking dire curses upon Kevin. As he was whirling
the last batch, Terrance called,
“Hey, Rickey, what’s that smell?”
Rickey sniffed the air and realized that it was acrid. The odor was like a concentrated version of certain
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miasmas that used to settle over the Lower Ninth Ward in his childhood, when a lot of chemical processing was
still done out there: something cooking that shouldn’t be. At his station, the sous chef began to cough.
“Rickey,” he called, “you burning something?”
Rickey checked the stove burners, found nothing wrong. Remembering that he had lit the oven, he got a sick
feeling in the pit of his stomach. He snatched open the oven door. Foul smoke billowed out. There was his puree
wand, its plastic handle partially melted onto the top rack.
“Who the luck left this in here?” he yelled, knowing it was futile, that one of the PM guys must have done it
during cleanup and there was nobody he could take it out on now. He grabbed the wand with a pair of tongs, ran
over to Terrance’s sinks, and dropped it in. It lay on the wet stainless steel like a Dali sculpture, totally useless.
The porter passed through the kitchen and wondered aloud,
“Who farted?”
It was 8:30 now. Rickey went to the bar and fixed himself a screwdriver. Orange juice, he figured; it was good
for breakfast.
The wand incident set the tone for the rest of the day. He didn’t mind everybody in the kitchen making jokes
about his limp wand, but the loss of the tool itself slowed him up considerably. Kevin was never heard from,
which meant Mike would fire him, which meant Rickey would have to fill in for him until they hired a new
production guy.
Just to make things symmetrical, one of the banquet crew flaked out as well—his wife called to say he was in
jail, which might or might not be true. Mike pissed and moaned about it for a few minutes, then told Rickey to ask
the purchasing manager to stay and help. Rickey was almost sick enough of the job to say “Why don’t you ask
him yourself?” but he thought about the rent and forbore. Instead he headed for the purchaser’s cubbyhole of an
office, dreading the trapped and hateful look he knew the man would give him.
*
While Rickey and the banquet crew were clearing up the remains of steam-table jambalaya, rubber shrimp
Creole, and gumbo boiled to a pot-crust by a Sterno flame, G-man was sitting in the Apostle Bar eating a
quesadilla and reading a copy of Big Easy magazine somebody had left in the men’s room. Big Easy’s restaurant
reviews weren’t long on culinary daring, he noted. In a feature on the Ethnic Hideaways of the West Bank, the
writer recommended it certain Chinese place “only if you’re in the know about what to order,” then went on to
tout the egg rolls and lemon chicken.
The Apostle Bar was a moderately successful watering hole owned by Anthony Bonvillano Jr., with whom
Rickey and G-man had once worked at a St. Charles Avenue restaurant built from leftover parts of the Eiffel
Tower. Like Rickey and G-man, Anthony had been in one kitchen or another since his teens, but he’d always
wanted to own a bar. When Big Anthony died, he left his son enough to open a little place, stipulating only the
maintenance of his annual St. Joseph’s Day altar. St. Joseph had once saved Sicily from famine, and local Italians
—most of whose families hailed from Sicily—often built altars in their homes and businesses for his feast day.
Every March, Anthony brought out his father’s tall plaster statues and placed them on a three-tiered altar near the
video poker machine. Bonvillano sisters and cousins sent over an array of food to heap at the statues’ feet. The
family took out a classified ad saying what days the altar would be open so the public could visit. Visitors usually
contributed a few dollars and took home a small bag filled with Italian seed cookies, a piece of bread, a prayer
card, and a lucky fava bean, which symbolized St. Joseph’s aid since it had thrived in Sicily when other crops
failed. No one ever seemed to question whether Big Anthony had really intended for the altar to be in the bar, and
no one was offended by its being there. St. Joseph was also the patron saint of workers, and everyone knew that
workers needed a drink now and then.
Anthony was just coming in now. The sight of his cook sitting at the bar caused him no visible distress. That
was one good thing about working for an ex-line cook: he understood that when there was nothing to do, there
was no point in staying on the line.
“G-man, where y’at,” he said.
“Anthony B,” G-man replied. “Much business tonight?”
“Not yet. Let ‘em drink a little more and they’ll start ordering.”
“Maybe you ought to put out some snacks, huh?”
“Anthony, I told you before—you put out snacks, this crowd will eat ‘em and hot order anything. You want to
sell more food, you gotta let me cook a little bit better stuff, bring in a different crowd.”
Anthony’s ruddy forehead creased. Innovation worried him.
“Well, I don’t know,” he said, and told the bartender to give them each an Abita beer. They had had this
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conversation many times since G-man started the job.
Back in the kitchen, G-man made a gallon of blue cheese dressing for the chicken wings. They’d been using
packaged dressing mix when he got here. Now Anthony let him make a creamy, tangy fresh version as long as the
cheese didn’t cost too much. He was scooping some onto a ruffled potato chip when Rickey staggered in.
Anyone outside the restaurant business might have mistaken Rickey for a strangely dressed bum. His hair was
rank with sweat, his white jacket and hounds tooth check pants greasy. In his eyes was a weary thousand-yard
stare. He was a walking miasma of food smells, anyone of which might have been appetizing; together they were
disgusting. His workboots were crusted horrors. He leaned against the reach-in cooler, let his knees bend slightly,
and closed his eyes.
“Hey, sweetheart,” said G-man.
Every time he saw Rickey fresh from work, he experienced three conflicting emotions: pity, relief that he
himself wasn’t working in some big thankless kitchen, and guilt at feeling relief when Rickey was suffering.
“Dude,” said Rickey faintly. He had a beer in his hand but did not raise it to his lips, as if even that essential
act were too strenuous. G-man took him by the shoulder, steered him out to the bar, and sat with him at a table.
“Worse than usual?”
“Kevin didn’t show up.”
“Aw, shit.”
“Neither did Tyrone.”
“Jesus.”
Rickey leaned across the table and laid a hand on G-man’s arm. A small unbandaged cut on Rickey’s second
finger was leaking bloody lymph, and G-man resisted the impulse to slide his arm away.
“You gotta get me out of this,” Rickey said earnestly. “I don’t know how' much more I can take. Every
morning Mike comes drag-assing in with his nostrils powdered up, and he says, ‘Hup hup! Busy day, crew! Busy
day!’ Every fucking morning, G, and all of us standing there with knives in our hands.”
“Dude—”
“I fantasize about watching Terrance just pick him up by the head and squeeeeeeeze.”
“Dude!”
“I’m going sideways, G. I’m gonna lay down on the streetcar line and let it run me over.”
“Hey Laura,” G-man called to the bartender, “you got the paper back there somewhere?”
“I think so. You want it?”
“Yeah, bring us the want ads and a couple of Wild Turkeys on the rocks, would you please?”
Laura brought the items to the table. She was a petite, prett:y woman with dark Sicilian eyes and straight hair
that hung to the small of her back, and she listened to a lot of rude bullshit from male customers, but never twice
from the same one.
“Let’s see what we got here. Drink your drink,” G-man told Rickey, folding the newspaper to the classified
ads.
“Here’s a new steakhouse opening up. Says they need a grill guy.”
“Is it Porterhouse Charlie’s?”
“Yeah.”
“I heard they were drug-testing.”
“OK, fuck ‘em … Hey, Commander’s is looking for a saucier.”
“I applied for that already, remember? Didn’t get it.”
“What about Lenny Duveteaux’s Sundae Dinner? ‘Hiring all positions.’”
“That’s the voice of desperation there.”
“Yeah, and you know why?” Rickey sat up straighter in his chair. The Wild Turkey seemed to have revived
him.
“Sundae Dinner is another damn gimmick joint. They make everything into a ‘sundae.’ You order a steak, they
cut it in half lengthwise and plate it with three scoops of mashed potatoes so it looks like a banana split. I heard
they got a foie gras mousse appetizer, two scoops in a parfait dish with port sauce, some crème fraîche, and a
damn maraschino cherry on
G-man laughed.
“Exactly. It’s a stupid gimmick. Lenny can get away with it for a little while because he’s a celebrity chef, but
it’s gonna go belly-up eventually because it’s a stupid idea. Our gimmick would be awesome.”
“Are you still going on about that thing?”
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“You know what, G? You’ll be sorry you said that someday, because that thing is gonna make us rich.”
“What’s gonna make you rich?” said Anthony, who had just come over to the table.
“Aw, Rickey’s got this idea for a restaurant—OW!” G-man shot Rickey a wounded look as he leaned down ,to
rub the spot on his shin where Rickey had just kicked him.
“What, I can’t even tell Anthony B? He’s got money. You seriously want to do this, we’re gonna need
investors.”
“I ain’t got much money, G-man. What you telling him that for?”
“You never wrote me a paycheck that bounced. That means you got more money than some people we’ve
worked for.”
“Well, I ain’t got enough to invest in nothing.”
“You wouldn’t have to invest,” Rickey said. A fanatical gleam was dawning in his eyes. “You’d just have to let
me come work here with G. You wouldn’t have to pay me much. And I bet you’d start making a profit off the
food.”
“Make a profit off the food? That ain’t gonna happen at the Apostle Bar. We make all our money off liquor.”
“You still would,” said Rickey, and explained the idea.
Anthony rubbed the thinning hair on top of his head.
“I don’t know, y’all. I like running a bar. I never thought about getting back into the restaurant business.”
“You wouldn’t have to. We’d handle everything. You’d do the same stuff you always do, but you’d have more
business.
“You really think people care what they eat in a bar?”
“Look at the wings,” said G-man. “You know we’re moving them since you started letting me make that fresh
dressing.”
“Them wings are good,” Anthony admitted.
“They’d be even better with some tequila in them,” said Rickey.
Anthony gave Rickey a long, searching look, then turned to G-man.
“You know, you been doing just fine on your own. You don’t need no smart-mouth buddy coming in and fixing
up all your recipes with liquor. What I mean to say is, you sure you want this maniac in your kitchen?”
“To be perfectly honest, Anthony,” said G-man, “I don’t know how 1 got by so long without this maniac in my
kitchen.”
3
Rickey gave two weeks’ notice at Escargot’s. During his time off, he went to work with G-man and they
started tossing recipes around.
They were in the Apostle’s kitchen late one night, a week before Rickey finished serving out his notice, doing
prep work and talking trash. G-man was telling a story about his aunt Charmaine.
“She was a total hippie. One day she was watching us kids, and right in front of us, she says to her friend,
“‘I don’t think I’m gonna smoke pot no more.’
“‘You’re not?’ says her friend.
“‘Nuh-uh,’ says my aunt Charmaine. ‘From now on I’m gonna smoke hash!’ And that night my little cousin
Raymond, he was just four, he says to our grammaw,
“‘Hey, Mawmaw, guess what! Charmaine ain’t gonna smoke no more pot—she’s only gonna smoke hash!’”
Rickey laughed.
“Whatever happened to her?”
“She got old, got straight.”
“Just like most people, I guess.”
“Rickey, don’t you get scared that could happen to us if this Liquor thing works out?”
“Nah,” said Rickey dismissively. “Nobody in this business is really normal. Even if they quit doing drugs and
have kids and stuff, they stay twisted somehow.”
“I guess mostly. But a lot of the owners seem pretty normal to me.”
“G, listen to me. We wouldn’t just be owners. We’d be chef-owners. Chef-owners are never normal.”
“You sure?”
“I got two words for you. Willy Gerhardt.”
“Yeah, I guess you got a point.”
Willy Gerhardt was a German expatriate who had exploded onto the New Orleans restaurant scene about five
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years ago. Wildly talented he debuted as head chef of the Polonius Room at the d’Hemecourt Hotel and soon
earned five red beans, the Times-Picayune food critic’s equivalent of stars. When he got deservedly famous for
that, he decided to open his own restaurant downtown. With its slick-surfaced decor and Willy’s signature
jasmine-grilled lobster, Gerhardt’s soon became the hottest spot in town. Willy decided to open a second
restaurant and a gourmet deli. He bought a little scooter that he used to ride between the places. He gave strange
interviews in which he spoke of a mystical pyramid of stones he kept in his house. These stones were the
balancing factor of his life, Willy said, and if they ever toppled, so would he.
It was always said that a jealous rival—or maybe just a drunken friend—broke into Willy’s house and tipped
the stones over. No one knew the truth. At any rate, Willy’s restaurants all closed simultaneously, and New
Orleans never heard from Willy Gerhardt again. Kitchen gossip claimed that he was in Angola Prison, in rehab, in
Vegas, cooking for a millionaire on a South Seas yacht, dead of a heroin overdose.
“But we don’t want to end up like that,” G-man said.
“I could live with the yacht option.”
“I never did believe that one.”
Rickey put down his knife and looked over at G-man, who was dicing celery as if he’d be content to do it all
his life. Maybe he would, Rickey thought; maybe G-man just didn’t want any risks in his life. The thought made
him feel mean, but now that he was so stoked about his restaurant idea, G-man’s placidity sometimes got on
Rickey’s nerves.
“G, aren’t you sick of being broke? Aren’t you sick of busting your ass to make money for people like Jesse
Honeycombe?”
“Sure, but what else can we do? We’re just a couple of slobs on the line.”
“We’re not either,” said Rickey. “We’re gonna be running this kitchen soon, and someday we’ll be running a
kitchen bigger and better than this one.”
“You really think so, huh?”
“No, I don’t think so. I know so. I got a genius idea and I’m gonna find a way to make it happen. We can do
this, you hear me? Liquor is gonna make us free.”
*
Rickey went in singing on his last morning at Escargot’s, the Monday after Christmas. He wasn’t singing
Massa Got Me Workin any more; today it was When the Saints Go Marching In. Ever since the year Rickey went
to cooking school and had to stay in New York for the holidays, he and G-man had hated Christmas, but they’d
had a pretty good one this year thanks to G-man’s father.
Elmer Stubbs’s best friend from high school now worked in the Saints ticket office, and Elmer had snagged
them an unsnaggable pair of tickets to the December 30 game against the despised St. Louis Rams. Normally
Saints tickets weren’t hard to come by, but this was a playoff game, the team’s first in seven years. It also turned
out to be their first-ever playoff victory. With less than two minutes to play, the Rams receiver fumbled a punt and
the Saints pounced on it. Euphoric fans spilled out of the Superdome and swarmed down Poydras Street hollering,
dancing, guzzling drinks, even crying as golden fireworks blossomed in the winter sky. People stuck in the
parking garage leaned on their horns or set off their car alarms, not out of spite but just to add to the celebratory
din. Some fans had suffered with this team for thirty-four seasons, so Rickey couldn’t blame them for getting
emotional. He was a little hung over himself, but the game had left him in a good mood.
He made a big pot of rice and took out some chicken to thaw. Later he would fry it up and serve it with greens
for a special staff meal. Everyone who ate the staff meals had been loudly lamenting his departure, recalling the
dreadful concoctions of the last saucier and speculating on those of the next one. The new saucier was a young
guy from Texas who seemed OK, if clueless about the evil ways of Mike. He’d learn.
At lunch, the dessert ladies grabbed the best pieces of chicken and crumbled cornbread into their greens. The
oldest one, Mrs. Sondra, said,
“Lord, Rickey, I wish you’d teach my grandbaby how to cook. Her fried chicken greasier then Popeye’s.”
“You got that right,” said Terrance, who had briefly dated Mrs. Sondra’s grandbaby. Mrs. Sondra glared at him,
but could not argue since she had broached the subject herself.
Mike failed to make the day difficult in any of the ways Rickey had expected. In fact, he stayed in his office
most of the morning and all afternoon. Rickey was coasting through his last hour when the hostess came on the
kitchen intercom and said,
“Phone call for the saucier up front.”
Well, that was weird. Even if somebody had mistakenly called the front of the house trying to reach him, the
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hostess could have transferred the call to the kitchen. Rickey washed his hands and walked through the empty
dining room to the hostess’s station. She covered the receiver with the heel of her hand and said, impressed as
hell,
“It’s Lenny Duveteaux.”
Rickey took the phone, trying to look slightly bored, as if celebrity chefs called him every day.
“Hey, Lenny,” he said.
“Hi, Rickey, how are you?”
Rickey and G-man had never met Lenny Duveteaux, but they knew a lot about him. He was a huge and
inescapable force on the local restaurant scene. He’d been sous chef and head chef at a couple of high-end places
around town before opening Lenny’s, a classically beautiful space in the French Quarter that had become a
national dining mecca. Crescent, his place on Magazine Street, was trendier and more local. Lenny was from
Maine, but he knew New Orleans food as well as anybody.
Fame was the problem. Some chefs could handle it and get on with their cooking. Lenny seemed to have fallen
in love with being famous. He had his own line of spice blends; he’d done the Playboy Interview; he appeared
regularly on Leno and Letterman; now he had this embarrassing new venture, Sundae Dinner. It was whispered
around town that his trademark restaurants had suffered as a result of all these frills. He hired good cooks, but you
could only let other cooks run your kitchens for so long before somebody else’s vision took over.
“I’m OK,” said Rickey. “How you doing, Lenny?”
“Pretty good. Busy. I just got back from Vegas, you know, I might open a place out there—”Just what you
need, Rickey though—“but we’ll see. Anyway, you put in an application at Crescent a couple of weeks ago? For a
hot apps position?"
“Yeah, but it turns out I’m going somewhere else.”
“Right. I heard you’re opening your own place?”
Christ, the rumor mill never let up for a second. Rickey had no idea how this information had gotten out, or
whether the talk bore any resemblance to his actual idea.
“No, ‘'m not opening a restaurant. I’m just gonna cook at the Apostle Bar with my friend G-man.”
“Right," said Lenny again, not sounding as if he believed it. “I wasn’t exactly calling about the job. We hired
somebody else last week.”
:”OK.” Rickey was really confused now.
“But I know you’re a good cook. I’ve heard good things about you from people I trust.”
Rickey wondered which of his acquaintances had Lenny’s ear. He’d begun to build a good little reputation for
himself at the Peychaud Grill, but most of his coworkers from those days had left town.
“So how come you called?” he said.
“Well, I was checking references on those applications, and yours said it was OK to call your current boss.”
“Right.” The barest whisper of paranoia was beginning to creep into Rickey’s mind. “I told Mike I needed
more money and he said he couldn’t give it to me. He knew I was looking around. He was fine with it.”
“Maybe not.”
“Why? What’d he say?”
“I tell you, Rickey, it made me really uncomfortable. I know Mike Mouton. I know he only has that job
because his father’s on the Downtown Development District board. I know he’s a shiftless little weasel who cares
more about his nose candy than his employees. You understand what I’m saying?”
“Not really.” Through the receiver he heard Lenny sigh deeply.
“Mike said you were screwing up on the job, which I know isn’t the case because Chef Roger is a friend of
mine and he says you’ve done just fine. So I asked Mike how come he didn’t fire you, and he says, ‘I’m going to,
soon as I find another white boy who can do the job.’”
“Jesus!”
“Yeah; and that’s not the end of it. If it was, 1 wouldn’t be calling you. Look, I really think you ought to hear
this conversation for yourself.”
“How I’m gonna do that?”
“Well, I tape all the calls that go in and out of my office.”
“You do?” Rickey was dumbfounded. He’d heard people call Lenny the Nixon of the New Orleans restaurant
world, but he hadn’t known they meant it literally.\fn{ For many years, President Richard M. Nixon secretly taped private
conversations in the Oval Office between himself and his top aids; it was one of these tapes, in which Nixon consented to the crime of
burglery, that led to his resignation as President of the United States in a famous scandal not long ago:H }
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“Yeah, that’s between you and me, OK? But I have the tape at home. You free this Sunday?”
“Jesus!”
“Come on over around three. Bring your friend, what’s his name?”
“G-man. Gary Stubbs.”
“Yeah, bring him if you like. We’ll put some ribs on the barbecue.” Lenny gave Rickey directions to a posh
neighborhood near Lake Pontchartrain and hung up. Shaking his head in bewilderment, Rickey returned to the
kitchen. Mike caught up with him near the walk-in.
“You’re staying to work the New Year’s Eve banquet tonight, right, Rickey?”
“No, I’m going home in thirty minutes,” Rickey told him. “I been here since seven o’clock this morning. I got
you all set up for dinner.”
Rickey wasn’t slacking off because this was his last day. He had already stayed to work two banquets this
week, neither of which he’d been scheduled for. Mike was always springing banquets on people. Rickey could
have used the overtime pay, but he needed to get home and talk to G-man about Lenny’s phone call.
“Sorry,” he said when Mike asked him a second time. “Like I said, I just can’t do it.”
“You know, that really disappoints me, but it’s typical. You never put in much effort here. I might have known
you’d be one of those types who’d lay down on the job once he gave notice.”
Rickey looked at Mike's narrow face, the nose twitching like a rat’s, the little eyes glittering with Mike’s latest
dose of cocaine. Asshole bosses were a hazard of kitchen work, just like cuts and burns, but suddenly Rickey
didn’t feel like dealing with this particular hazard for one more second. Not worth it, he told himself, and tried to
keep his mouth shut.
“I heard you tell Terrance you went to the football game yesterday,” Mike said. “I guess you think that’s a good
reason to ask off, to go to a football game, when I just worked a seven-day week.”
“I didn’t ask off,” said Rickey, incredulous. “I was scheduled off, and you called me on Saturday night to see if
I’d work the shift anyway.”
“It was an emergency.”
“It was another one of your scheduling fuckups.”
“"I don’t make scheduling fuckups!” Mike screamed.
Rickey saw that there were little whitish wads of dry spit in the corners of his boss's mouth. He suddenly felt
very tired.
“Look,” he said. “It’s none of your business what people do on their days off. Some of us have lives outside of
this place.”
“Yeah, I heard about your life, or should I say your lifestyle?”
“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” said Rickey.
He took a step toward Mike and was gratified to see Mike flinch back a little. Rickey was taller than Mike and
broader through the shoulders, and he doubted Mike knew how to fight.
“You got something else to say to me?” he prodded.
“Don’t expect a recommendation!” Mike flung the words at Rickey as if he actually expected them to sting.
Rickey started laughing; he couldn’t help it.
Rickey's laughter seemed to make Mike so insanely angry that he forgot he’d been scared of Rickey a few
seconds ago. He reached out and grabbed Rickey by the front of his white chef jacket.
Without thinking, Rickey broke the hold, drove his knee into Mike’s crotch, and slammed Mike against the
door of the walk-in. Mike’s body instinctively tried to double over, but Rickey held him up by jamming his
thumbs under Mike’s collarbone.
“You ever put your hands on an employee again,” he said into Mike’s face, “you better make sure it’s a waiter.
And I’d bet ten bucks even a waiter could kick your ass.”
Mike started to say something, but Rickey never got to hear it, because at that moment a huge black hand came
down on Rickey’s shoulder and pulled him away. There was no aggression in the touch, but there didn’t have to
be: Terrance was so much stronger than either Rickey or Mike that he didn’t need to use force to separate them.
His muscular arms and his shaven head glistened with grease from the pots he’d been washing. Far from being a
violent guy, Terrance was even squeamish-about killing cockroaches, but Rickey wasn’t sure Mike knew that.
“Whatever he said to you, it ain’t worth getting in trouble on your last day,” Terrance told Rickey. “Why don’t
you go on home? We can cover the rest of your shift.”
“I didn’t say he could go home,” Mike protested.
“Mike, are you ever gonna learn when to shut up? Go on, Rickey. I’ll meet you in the locker room in a couple
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minutes.”
Rickey had finished changing into his street clothes by the time Terrance came in.
“What’d you do to him?” Rickey asked.
“Aw, nothing. Soon as he could catch his breath, he just pushed me off and went running to his office. Figure
he’s hitting the powder again.”
“I can’t believe he put his fucking hands on me.”
“I can. Mike hired you in a pinch and he never has liked you. Know why you got the job? The only other guy
who qualified was black. Blacks can wash dishes at Escargot’s, and the grammaws can make desserts, but Mike
ain’t never putting a nigga on the hot line.”
“Jeez,” said Rickey, digesting the information. He’d had racist bosses before, but none who actually refused tp
hire black cooks. No wonder Escargot’s kitchen was so understaffed.
“He’s gonna be pissed at you. You think you’ll get fired?”
“Mike ain’t gonnafire me. I try not to abuse it too much, but I got a hundred percent job security here.”
“How come?”
“Mike don’t care for blacks in the kitchen, that’s true. But he don’t mind them in his office sometimes.”
“Terrance, what the hell are you talking about?”
“Well, it just so happens that my cousin supplies our esteemed kitchen manager with his favorite pick-me-up.”
“Your cousin sells coke to Mike?”
“Did I say that?”
“Right here in the restaurant?”
“You certainly are making some wild guesses about what goes on when Mike closes that office door of his. Yes
sir, you certainly are conjecturing.”
“If I ever get my own restaurant, will you come work for me? You know everything.”
“I’ll take it under advisement,” said Terrance.
*
Anthony had decided to close the Apostle Bar’s kitchen tonight so he and Laura could concentrate on serving
drinks, the big New Year’s Eve moneymaker. G-man was at home trying to watch as much basketball as possible
before their cable was disconnected. The bill had gone by the wayside while they caught up on rent, but so far no
one at the cable company had noticed. He was watching the Lakers play the Spurs when Rickey came in.
Arriving home from the last day of a job you’d grown to hate, you would usually do a little happy dance, or
have a daiquiri in your hand, or at least throw your arms in the air and say, “I’m free!” Rickey did none of these
things; he just stood there looking dazed. At first G-man thought he had the bludgeoned look one got after a
horrendously busy shift; but no, it wasn’t quite that.
“How’d it go?” G-man asked.
“I don’t know,” said Rickey.” He sat on the couch next to G-man and watched the game for a few minutes. On
the screen, Tim Duncan stepped deftly around Shaquille O’Neal and sank a bucket off the glass.
“I am so freaked out right now,” Rickey said at last.
“Well, what happened?”
Rickey outlined his day: the phone call front Lenny Duveteaux, the dustup with Mike, Terrance’s intervention
and revelation.
“Why’s Lenny taking an interest in me?” he finished. “Sure, Mike’s a dick—he proved that beyond the shadow
of a doubt today—but why would Lenny call me up to tell me about it?”
“Maybe he’s headhunting you.”
“He had his chance to hire me. I wanted that hot apps job at Crescent. I love making appetizers.”
“Maybe he wants you to do more than apps. Maybe he’s thinking about you for sous chef or something.”
“But why? I’ve never been sous chef anywhere, and Lenny Duveteaux doesn’t know anything about me.”
“Hate to argue with you, dude, but it looks like he does.”
“Who would’ve told him?”
“Forget it for now, Rickey. You’re done with Escargot’s. Be happy. We’ll go out to Lakeview on Sunday and
you can find out who put a bug up Lenny’s ass.”
“Things are weird lately,” said Rickey. “I don’t like it when things are weird.”
“I guess things are a little weird,” G-man admitted. “Hell, the Saints won a playoff game and New Orleans
hasn’t even frozen over yet. You like that, huh?”
“Yeah, I like that. But—”
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“C’mon now, shut up about it or you’ll just get yourself worked up. Go grab a beer.”
G-man glanced at the TV, where Spurs players swarmed around Shaq like climbers on a mountain. “Watch this
game with me and I’ll rub your feet.”
“They probably stink.”
“That’s OK.”
G-man must really want to see this game. Rickey knew he should go shower, but he didn’t have the energy yet.
G-man was right: he needed to get his mind off all this weirdness and relax for a while. No matter what Lenny
wanted with him, he was still starting full-time at the Apostle Bar next week, and they were going to come up
with a kick-ass menu. The mystery of Lenny could walt.
Rickey settled back onto the couch, stuck his feet in G-man’s lap, and watched Shaq miss two free throws. The
beer was cold and tasty. G-man’s thumbs on his left instep were almost orgasm-inducing. He began to feel a little
better. Maybe later they’d even go out and celebrate. He couldn’t remember the last time they’d had New Year’s
Eve off.
Rickey fell asleep before he finished his beer. G-man made it to the end of the game, then dozed off watching
the postgame show. The low deep cough of fireworks in the distance woke them. On IV, the ball in Times Square
had dropped an hour ago, and now it was a new year in New Orleans too. …
*MAINE*
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1
In times of old there lived in the city of Rouen a tradesman named Martin Franc, who by a series of
misfortunes had been reduced from opulence to poverty. But poverty, which generally makes men humble and
laborious, only served to make him proud and lazy; and in proportion as he grew poorer and poorer, he grew also
prouder and lazier. He contrived, however, to live along from day to day, by now and then pawning a silken robe
of his wife, or selling a silver spoon or some other trifle, saved from the wreck of his better fortunes; and passed
his time pleasantly enough in loitering about the market-place, and walking up and down on the sunny side of the
street.
The fair Marguerite, his wife, was celebrated through the whole city for her beauty, her wit, and her virtue. She
was a brunette, with the blackest eye, the whitest teeth, and the ripest nut-brown cheek in all Normandy; her
figure was tall and stately, her hands and feet most delicately moulded, aud her swimming gait like the motion of
a swan. In happier days she had been the delight of the richest tradesmen in the city, and the envy of the fairest
dames.
The friends of Martin Franc, like the friends of many a ruined man before and since, deserted him in the day of
adversity. Of all that had eaten his dinners, and drunk his wine, and flattered his wife, none sought the narrow
alley and humble dwelling of the brokgn tradesman save one, and that one was Friar Gui, tho sacristan of tho
abbey of St. Anthony. He was a little, jolly, red-faced friar, with a leer in his eye and rather a doubtful reputation;
but as he was a kind of travelling gazette, and always brought the latest news and gossip of the city, and besides
was the only person that condescended to visit the house of Martin Franc,—in fine, for the want of a better, he
was considered in the light of a friend.
In these constant assiduities, Friar Gui had his secret motives, of which the single heart of Martin Franc was
entirely unsuspicious. The keener eye of his wife, however, soon discovered two faces under the hood; but she
persevered in misconstruing the friar’s intentions, and in dexterously turning aside any expressions of gallantry
that fell from his lips. In this way Friar Gui was for a long time kept at bay; and Martin Franc preserved in the day
of poverty and distress that consolation of all this world’s affiictions—a friend.
But, finally, things came to such a pass, that the honest tradesman opened his eyes and wondered he had been
asleep so long. Whereupon he was irreverent enough to thrust Friar Gui into the street by the shoulders.
*
Meanwhile the times grew worse and worse. One family relic followed another—the last silken robe was
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pawned, the last silver spoon sold; until at length poor Martin Franc was forced to “drag the devil by the tail”; in
other words, beggary stared him full in the face.
But the fair Marguerite did not even then despair. In those days, a belief in the immediate guardiauship of the
saints was much more strong and prevalent than in these lewd and degenerate times; and as there seemed no great
probability of improving their condition by any lucky change which could be brought about by mere human
agency, she determined to try what could be done by intercession with the patron saint of her husband.
Accordingly she repaired one evening to the abbey of St. Anthony, to place a votive candle, and offer her prayer at
the altar which stood in the little chapel dedicated to St. Martin.
It was already sunset when she reached the church, and the evening service of the Virgin had commenced. A
cloud of incense floated before the altar of the Madonna, and the organ rolled its deep melody along the dim
arches of the church. Marguerite mingled with the kneeling crowd, and repeated the responses in Latin with as
much devotion as the most learned clerk of the convent. When the service was over, she repaired to the chapel of
St. Martin, and, lighting her votive taper at the silver lamp which burned before his altar, knelt down in a retired
part of the chapel, and, with tears in her eyes, besought the saint for aid and protection.
While she was thus engaged, the church became gradually deserted till she was left, as she thought, alone. But
in this she was mistaken; for, when she arose to depart, the portly figure of Friar Gui was standing close at her
elbow!
“Good evening, fair Marguerite,” said he. “St. Martin has heard your prayer and sent me to relieve your
poverty.”
“Then,” replied she, “the good saint is not very fastidious in the choice of his messengers.”
“Nay, goodwife,” answered the friar, not at all abashed by this ungracious reply, “if the tidings are good, what
matters it who the messenger may be ? And how does Martin Franc these days?”
“He is well,” replied Marguerite; “and were he present, I doubt not would thank you heartily for the interest
you still take in him and his poor wife.”
“He has done me wrong,” continued the friar. “But it is onr duty to forgive our enemies, and so let the past be
forgotten. I know that he is in want. Here, take this to him, and tell him I am still his friend.”
So saying, he drew a small purse from the sleeve of his habit and proffered it to his companion. I know not
whether it were a suggestion of St. Martin, but true it is that the fair wife of Martin Franc seemed to lend a more
willing ear to the earnest whispers of the friar. At length she said:
“Put up your purse; today I can neither deliver your gift nor your message. Martin Franc has gone from home.”
“Then keep it for yourself.”
“Nay,” replied Marguerite, casting down her eyes; “I can take no bribes here in the church, and in the very
chapel of my husband’s patron saint. You shall bring it to me at my house, if you will.”
The friar put up the purse, and the conversation which followed was in a low and indistinct undertone, audible
only to the ears for which it was intended. At length the interview ceased; and—O woman!—the last words that
the virtuous Marguerite uttered, as she glided from the church, were:
“Tonight;—when the abbey-clock strikes twelve;—remember!”
It would be useless to relate how impatiently the friar counted the hours and the quarters as they chimed from
the ancient tower of the abbey, while he paced to and fro along the gloomy cloister. At length the appointed hour
approached; and just before the convent-bell sent forth its summons to call the friars of St. Anthony to their
midnight devotions, a figure with a cowl stole out of a postern-gate, and, passing silently along the deserted
streets, soon turned into the little alley which led to the dwelling of Martin Franc. It was none other than Friar
Gui. He rapped softly at the tradesman’s door, and casting a look up and down the street, as if to assure himself
that his motions were unobserved, slipped into the house.
“Has Martin Franc returned?” inquired he in a whisper.
“No,” answered the sweet voice of his wife; “he will not be back tonight.”
“Then all good angels befriend us!” continued the monk, endeavoring to take her hand.
“Not so, good monk,” said she, disengaging herself. “You forget the conditions of our meeting.”
The friar paused a moment; and then, drawing a heavy leathern purse from his girdle, he threw it upon the
table; at the same moment a footstep was heard behind him, and a heavy blow from a club threw him prostrate
upon the floor. It came from the strong arm of Martin Franc himself!
It is hardly necessary to say that his absence was feigned. His wife had invented the story to decoy the monk,
and thereby to keep her husband from beggary and to relieve herself, once for all, from the importunities of a false
friend. At first Martin Franc would not listen to the proposition, but at length he yielded to the urgent entreaties of
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his wife; and the plan finally agreed upon was that Friar Gui, after leaving his purse behind him, should be sent
back to the convent with a severer discipline than his shoulders had ever received from any penitence of his own.
*
The affair, however, took a more serious turn than was intended; for, when they tried to raise the friar from the
ground,—he was dead. The blow aimed at his shoulders fell upon his shaven crown; and, in the excitement of the
moment, Martin Franc had dealt a heavier stroke than he intended. Amid the grief and consternation which
followed this discovery, the quick imagination of his wife suggested an expedient of safety. A bunch of keys at the
friar’s girdle caught her eye. Hastily unfastening the ring, she gave the keys to her husband, exclaiming:
“For the holy Virgin’s sake, be quick! One of these keys doubtless unlocks the gate of the convent-garden.
Carry the body thither and leave it among the trees!”
Martin Franc threw the dead body of. the monk across his shoulders, and with a heavy heart took the way to
the abbey. It was a clear, starry night; and though the moon had not yet risen, her light was in the sky and came
reflected down in a soft twilight upon earth. Not a sound was heard through all the long and solitary streets, save
at intervals the distant crowing of a cock, or the melancholy hoot of an owl from the lofty tower of the abbey.
The silence weighed like an accusing spirit upon the guilty conscience of Martin Franc. He started at the sound
of his own breathing, as he panted under the heavy burden of the monk’s body; and if, perchance, a bat flitted near
him on drowsy wings, he paused and his heart beat audibly with terror. At length he reached the garden wall of the
abbey, opened the postern gate with the key, and bearing the monk into the garden, seated him upon a stone bench
by the edge of the fountain, with his head resting against a column, upon which was sculptured an image of the
Madonna. He then replaced the bunch of keys at the monk’s girdle and returned home with hasty steps.
*
When the prior of the convent, to whom the repeated delinquencies of Friar Gui were but too well known,
observed that he was again absent from his post at midnight prayers, he waxed exceedingly angry; and no sooner
were the duties of the chapel finished than he sent a monk in pursuit of the truant sacristan, summoning him to
appear immediately at his cell. By chance it happened that the monk chosen for this duty was an enemy of Friar
Gui; and very shrewdly supposing that the sacristan had stolen out of the garden gate on some midnight
adventure, he took that direction in pursuit.
The moon was just climbing the convent wall, and threw its silvery light through the trees of the garden, and
on the sparkling waters of the fountain that fell with a soft lulling sound into the deep basin below. As the monk
passed on his way, he stopped to quench his thirst with a draught of cool water, and was turning to depart, when
his eye caught the motionless form of the sacristan, sitting erect in the shadow of the stone column.
“How is this, Friar Gui?” quoth the monk. “Is this a place to be sleeping at midnight, when the brotherhood are
all at their prayers?”
Friar Gui made no answer.
“Up, up! thou eternal sleeper, and do penance for thy negligence. The prior calls for thee at his cell!” continued
the monk, growing angry, and shaking the sacristan by the shoulder.
But still no answer.
“Then, by Saint Anthony, I’ll wake thee!” And saying this, he dealt the sacristan a heavy box on the ear.
The body bent slowly forward from its erect position, and, giving a headlong plunge, sank with a heavy splash
into the basin of the fountain. The monk waited a few moments in expectation of seeing Friar Gui rise dripping
from his cold bath; bnt he waited in vain; for he lay motionless at the bottom of the basin,—his eyes open, and his
ghastly face distorted by the ripples of the water.
With a beating heart the monk stooped down, and, grasping the skirt of the sacristan’s habit, at length
succeeded in drawing him from the water. All efforts, however, to resuscitate him were unavailing. The monk was
filled with terror, not doubting that the friar had died untimely by his hand; and as the animosity between them
was no secret in the convent, he feared that when the deed was known he should be accused of murder.
He therefore looked round for an expedient to relieve himself from the dead body; and the well-known
character of the sacristan soon suggested one. He determined to carry the body to the house of the most noted
beauty of Rouen, and leave it on the doorstep; so that all suspicion of the murder might fall upon the shoulders of
some jealous husband. The beauty of Martin Franc’s wife had penetrated even the thick walls of the convent, and
there was not a friar in the whole abbey of Saint Anthony who had not done penance for his truant imagination.
Accordingly, the dead body of Friar Gui was laid upon the monk’s brawny shoulders, carried back to the house
of Martin Franc, and placed in an erect position against the door. The monk knocked loud and long; and then,
gliding through a by-lane, stole back to the convent.
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*
A troubled conscience would not suffgr Martin Franc and his wife to close their eyes; but they lay awake,
lamenting the doleful events of the night. The knock at the door sounded like a death-knell in their ears. It still
continued at intervals, rap—rap—rap!—with a dull, low sound, as if something heavy were swinging against the
panel; for the wind had risen during the night, and every angry gust that swept down the alley swung the arms of
the lifeless sacristan against the door.
At length Martin Franc mustered courage enough to dress himself and go down, while his wife followed him
with a lamp in her hand: but no sooner had he lifted the latch, than the ponderous body of Friar Gui fell stark and
heavy into his arms.
“Jesu Maria!” exclaimed Marguerite, crossing herself; “here is the monk again!”
“Yes, and dripping wet, as if he had just been dragged out of the river!”
“Oh, we are betrayed!” exclaimed Marguerite in agony.
“Then the Devil himself has betrayed us,” replied Martin Franc, disengaging himself from the embrace of the
sacristan; “for I met not a living being; the whole city was as silent as the grave.”
“Saint Martin defend us!” continued his terrified wife. “Here, take this scapulary to guard you from the Evil
One; and lose no time. You must throw the body into the river, or we are lost! Holy Virgin! How bright the moon
shines!”
Saying this, she threw round his neck a scapulary, with the figure of a cross on one end and an image of the
Virgin on the other; and Martin Franc again took the dead friar upon his shoulders, and with fearful misgivings
departed on his dismal errand.
He kept as much as possible in the shadow of the houses, and had nearly reached the quay, when suddenly he
thought he heard footsteps behind hin1. He stopped to listen; it was no vain imagination; they came along the
pavement, tramp, tramp! and every step grew louder and nearer. Martin Franc tried to quicken his pace,—but in
vain: his knees smote together, and he staggered against the wall. His hand relaxed its grasp, and the monk slid
from his back and stood ghastly and straight beside him, supported by chance against the shoulder of his bearer.
At that moment a man came round the corner, tottering beneath the weight of a huge sack. As his head was
bent downwards, he did not perceive Martin Franc till he was close upon him; and when, on looking up, he saw
two figures standing motionless in the shadow of the wall, he thought himself waylaid, and, without waiting to be
assaulted, dropped the sack from his shoulders and ran off at full speed.
The sack fell heavily on the pavement, and directly at the feet of Martin Franc. In the fall the string was
broken; and out came the bloody head, not of a dead monk, as it first seemed to the excited imagination of Martin
Franc, but of a dead hog.
When the terror and surprise caused by this singular event had a little subsided, an idea came into the mind of
Martin Franc, very similar to what would have come into the mind of almost any person in similar circumstances.
He took the hog out of the sack, and putting the body of the monk into its place, secured it well with the remnants
of the broken string, and then hurried homeward with the animal upon his shoulders.
He was hardly out of sight when the man with the sack returned, accompanied by two others. They were
surprised to find the sack still lying on the ground, with no one near it, and began to jeer the former bearer, telling
him he had been frightened at his own shadow on the wall. Then one of them took the sack upon his shoulders
without the least suspicion of the change that had been made in its contents, and all three disappeared.
*
Now it happened that the city of Rouen was at that time infested by three street robbers, who walked in
darkness like the pestilence, and always carried the plunder of their midnight marauding to the Tête-de-Bœuf, a
little tavern in one of the darkest and narrowest lanes of the city. The host of the Tête-de-Bœuf was privy to all
their schemes, and had an equal share in the profits of their nightly excursions. He gave a helping hand, too, by
the length of his bills, and by plundering the pockets of any chance travelier that was luckless enough to sleep
under his roof.
On the night of the disastrous adventure of Friar Gui, this little marauding party had been prowling about the
city until a late hour, without finding anything to reward their labors. At length, however, they chanced to spy a
hog hanging under a shed in a butcher’s yard, in readiness for the next day’s market; and as they were not very
fastidious in selecting their plunder, but, on the contrary, rather addicted to taking whatever they could lay their
hands on, the hog was straightway purloined, thrust into a large sack, and sent to the Tête-de-Bœuf on the
shoulders of one of the party, while the other two continued their nocturnal excursion. It was this person who had
bean so terrified at the appearance of Martin Franc and the dead monk; and as this encounter had interrnpted any
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further operations of the party, the dawn of day being now near at hand, they all repaired to their gloomy den in
the Tête-de-Bœuf.
The host was impatiently waiting their return; and, asking what plunder they had brought with them, proceeded
without delay to remove it from the sack. The first thing that presented itself, on untying the string, was the
monk’s hood.
“The devil take the devil!” cried the host, as he opeued the neck of the sack; “what’s this? Your hog wears a
cowl!”
“The poor devil has become disgusted with the world, and turned monk!” said he who held the light, a little
surprised at seeing the head covered with a coarse gray cloth.
“Sure enough he has,” exclaimed another, starting back in dismay, as the shaven crown and ghastly face of the
friar appeared. “Holy St. Benedict be with us! It is a monk stark dead!”
‘A dead monk, indeed!’ said a third, with an incredulous shake of the head; “how could a dead monk get into
this sack? No, no; there is some sorcery in this, I have heard it said that Satan can take any shape he pleases; and
you may rely upon it this is Satan himself, who has taken the shape of a monk to get us all hanged.”
“Then we had better kill the devil than have the devil kill us!” replied the host, crossing himself; “and the
sooner we do it the better; for it is now daylight, and the people will soon be passing in the street.”
“So say I,” rejoined the man of magic; “and my advice is, to take him to the butcher’s yard, and hang him up in
the place where we found the hog.”
This proposition so pleased the others that it was executed without delay. They carried the friar to the butcher’s
house, and, passing a strong cord round his neck, suspended him to a beam in the shed, and there left him.
*
When the night was at length past, and daylight began to peep into the eastern windows of the city, the butcher
arose and prepared himself for market. He was casting up in his mind what the hog would bring at his stall, when,
looking upward, lo! in its place he recognized the dead body of Friar Gui.
“By St. Denis!” quoth the butcher. “I always feared that this friar would not die quietly in his cell; but I never
thought I should find him hanging under my own roof. This must not be; it will be said that I murdered him, and I
shall pay for it with my life. I must coutrive some way to get rid of him.”
So saying, he called his man, and, showing him what had been done, asked him how he should dispose of the
body so that he might not be accused of murder. The man, who was of a ready wit, reflected a moment, and then
answered:
“This is indeed a difficult matter, but there is no evil without its remedy. We will place the friar on horseback.”
“What? A dead man on horseback?—impossible!” interrupted the butcher. “Who ever heard of a dead man on
horseback!”
“Hear me out, and then judge. We must place the body on horseback as well as we may and bind it fast with
cords; and then set the horse loose in the street, and pursue him, crying out that the monk has stolen the horse.
Thus all who meet him will strike him with their staves as he passes, and it will be thought that he came to his
death in that way.”
Though this seemed to the butcher rather a mad project, yet, as no better one offered itself at the moment, and
there was no time for reflection, mad as the project was, they determined to put it into execution. Accordingly the
butcher’s horse was brought out, and the friar was bound upon his back, and with much difficulty fixed in an
upright position. The butcher then gave the horse a blow upon the crupper with his staff, which set him into a
smart gallop down the street, and he and his man joined in pursuit, crying,
“Stop thief! Stop thief! The friar has stolen my horse!”
As it was now sunrise, the streets were full of people,—peasants driving their goods to market, citizens going
to their daily avocations. When they saw the friar dashing at full speed down the street, they joined in the cry of
“Stop thief! Stop thief!” and many who endeavored to seize the bridle, as the friar passed them at full speed, were
thrown upon the pavement, and trampled under foot; others joined in the halloo and the pursuit; but this only
served to quicken the gallop of the frightened steed, who dashed down one street and up another like the wind,
with two or three mounted citizens clattering in full cry at his heels.
At length they reached the market-place. The people scattered right and left in dismay; and the steed and rider
dashed onward, overthrowing in their course men and women, and stalls, and piles of merchandise, and sweeping
away like a whirlwind. Tramp—tramp—tramp! they clattered on; they had distanced all pursuit. They reached the
quay; the wide pavement was cleared at a bound,—one more wild leap,—and splash!—both horse and rider sank
into the rapid current of the river, swept down the stream, and were seen no more.
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“Dear mother, is it not the bell I hear?”
“Yes, my child; the bell for morning prayers. It is Sunday today.”
“I had forgotten it. But now all days are alike to me. Hark! it sounds again,—louder, louder. Open the window,
for I love the sound. The sunshine and the fresh morning air revive me. And the church-bell,—O mother, it
reminds me of the holy Sunday mornings by the Loire, so calm, so hushed, so beautiful! Now give me my prayerbook, and draw the curtain back, that I may see the green trees and the church-spire. I feel better today, dear
mother.”
It was a bright, cloudless morning in August. The dew still glistened on the trees, and a slight breeze wafted to
the sick-chamber of Jacqueline the song of the birds, the rustle of the leaves, and the solemn chime of the churchbells. She had been raised up in bed, and, reclining upon the pillow, was gazing wistfully upon the quiet scene
without. Her mother gave her the prayer-book and then turned away to hide a tear that stole down her cheek.
At length the bells ceased. Jacqueline crossed herself, kissed a pearl crucifix that hung around her neck, and
opened the silver clasps of her missal. For a time she seemed wholly absorbed in her devotions. Her lips moved,
but no sound was audible. At intervals the solemn voice of the priest was heard at a distance, and then the
confused responses of the congregation dying away in inarticulate murmurs.
Erelong the thrilling chant of the Catholic service broke upon the ear. At first it was low, solemn, and
indistinct; then it became more earnest and entreating, as if interceding and imploring pardon for sin; and then
arose louder and louder, full, harmonious, majestic, as it wafted the song of praise to heaven—and suddenly
ceased. Then the sweet tones of the organ were heard, trembling, thrilling, and rising higher and higher, and filling
the whole air with their rich, melodious music. What exquisite accords! What noble harmonies! What touching
pathos!
The soul of the sick girl seemed to kindle into more ardent devotion, and to be rapt away to heaven in the full,
harmonious chorus, as it swelled onward, doubling and redoubling, and rolling upward in a full burst of rapturous
devotion! Then all was hushed again. Once more the low sound of the bell smote the air, and announced the
elevation of the host.
The invalid seemed entranced iu prayer. Her book had fallen beside her, her hands were clasped, her eyes
closed, her soul retired within its secret chambers. Then a more triumphaut peal of bells arose. The tears gushed
from her closed and swollen lids; her cheek was flushed; she opened her dark eyes, and fixed them with an
expression of deep adoration and penitence upon an image of the Saviour on the cross, which hung at the foot of
her bed, and her lips again moved in prayer. Her countenance expressed the deepest resignation. She seemed to
ask only that she might die in peace, and go to the bosom of her Redeemer.
The mother was kneeling by the window, with her face concealed in the folds of the curtain. She arose, and
going to the bedside of her child threw her arms around her and burst into tears.
“My dear mother, I shall not live long; I feel it here. This piercing pain, at times it seizes me, and I cannot—
cannot breathe.”
“My child, you will be better soon.”
“Yes, mother, I shall be better soon.. All tears, and pain, and sorrow will be over. The hymn of adoration and
entreaty I have just heard, I shall never hear again on earth. Next Sunday, mother, kneel again by that window as
today. I shall not be here, upon this bed of pain and sickness; but when you hear the solemn hymn of worship and
the beseeching tones that wing the spirit up to God, think, mother, that I am there, with my sweet sister who has
gone before us, kneeling at our Saviour’s feet, and happy—oh, how happy!”
The affiicted mother made no reply; her heart was too full to speak.
“You remember, mother, how calmly Amie died. She was so young and beautiful! I always pray that I may die
as she did. I do not fear death, as I did before she was taken from us. But, oh, this pain, this cruel pain! it seems to
draw my mind back from heaven. When it leaves me I shall die in peace.”
“My poor child! God’s holy will be done!”
The invalid soon sank into a quiet slumber. The excitement was over, and exhausted nature sought relief in
sleep.
*
The persons between whom this scene passed were a widow and her sick daughter, from the neighborhood of
Tours. They had left the banks of the Loire to consult the more experienced physicians of the metropolis, and had
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been directed to the maison de santé at Auteuil for the benefit of the pure air. But all in vain. The health of the
uncomplaining patient grew worse and worse, and it soon became evident that the closing scene was drawing
near.
Of this Jacqueline herself seemed conscious, and towards evening she expressed a wish to receive the last
sacraments of the church. A priest was sent for, and erelong the tinkling of a little bell in the street announced his
approach. He bore in his hand a silver chalice containing the consecrated wafer, and a small vessel filled with the
holy oil of the Extreme Unction\fn{ Which the present “Sacrament of the Sick” was until very recently called:H } hung from his
neck. Before him walked a boy carrying a little bell, whose sound announced the passing of these symbols of the
Catholic faith.
In the rear, a few of the villagers, bearing lighted wax tapers, formed a short and melancholy procession. They
soon entered the sick-chamber, and the glimmer of the tapers mingled with the red light of the setting sun that
shot his farewell rays through the open window. The vessel of oil and the silver chalice were placed upon the table
in front of a crucifix that hung upon the wall, and all present, excepting the priest, threw themselves upon their
knees. The priest then approached the bed of the dying girl, and said, in a slow and solemn tone, “The King of kings and Lord of lords has passed thy threshold. Is thy spirit ready to receive him?”
“It is, father.”
“Hast thou confessed thy sins?”
“Holy father, no.”
“Confess thyself, then, that thy sins may be forgiven, and thy name recorded in the book of life.”
And, turning to the kneeling crowd around, he waved his hand for them to retire, and was left alone with the
sick girl. He seated himself beside her pillow, and the subdued whisper of the confession mingled with the
murmur of the evening air, which lifted the heavy folds of the curtains and stole in upon the holy scene.
Poor Jacqueline had few sins to confess—a secret thought or two towards the pleasures and delights of the
world, a wish to live, unuttered, but which, to the eye of her self-accusing spirit, seemed to resist the wise
providence of God: no more.
The confession of a meek aud lowly heart is soon made. The door was again opened; the attendants entered
and kuelt around the bed, and the priest proceeded:
“And now prepare thyself to receive with contrite heart the body of our blessed Lord and Redeemer. Dost thou
believe that our Lord Jesus Christ was conceived by the Holy Spirit, and born of the Virgin Mary?”
“I believe.” And all present joined in the solemn response,
“I believe.”
“Dost thou believe that the Father is God, that the Son is God, and that the Holy Spirit is God, three persons
and one God?”
“I believe.”
“Dost thou believe that the Son is seated on the right hand of the Majesty on high, whence he shall come to
judge the quick and the dead?”
“I believe.”
“Dost thou believe that by the holy sacraments of the church thy sins are forgiven thee, and that thus thou art
made worthy of eternal life?”
“I believe.”
“Dost thou pardon, with all thy heart, all who have offended thee in thought, word, or deed?”
“I pardon them.”
“And dost thou ask pardon of God and thy neighbor for all offences thou hast committed against them, either
in thought, word, or deed?”
“I do.”
“Then repeat after me: O Lord Jesus, I am not worthy, nor do I merit, that thy divine majesty should enter this
poor tenement of clay; but, according to thy holy promises, be my sins forgiven, and my soul washed white from
all transgression.”
Then, taking a consecrated wafer from the vase, he placed it between the lips of the dying girl, and, while the
assistant sounded the little silver bell, said:
“Corpus Domini nostri Jesu Christi custodiae animam tuam in vitam eternam.” And the kneeling crowd smote
their breasts and responded in one solemn voice,“Amen!”
The priest then took a little golden rod, and, dipping it in holy oil, anointed the invalid upon the hands, feet,
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and breast in the form of the cross. When these ceremonies were completed the priest and his attendant retired,
leaving the mother alone with her dying child, who, from the exhaustion caused by the preceding scene, sank into
a death-like sleep.
Between two worlds life hovered like a star,
’Twixt night and morn, upon the horizon’s verge.

The long twilight of the summer evening stole on; the shadows deepened without, and the night-lamp
glimmered feebly in the sick-chamber; but still she slept. She was lying with her hands clasped upon her breast,
her pallid cheek resting upon the pillow, and her bloodless lips apart, but motionless and silent as the sleep of
death. Not a breath interrupted the silence of her slumber. Not a movement of the heavy and sunken eyelid, not a
trembling of the lip, not a shadow on the marble brow, told when the spirit took its flight. It passed to a better
world than this:
There’s a perpetual spring—perpetual youth;
No joint-benumbing cold, nor scorching heat,
Fmnine, nor age, have any being there.

3
There he goes, in his long russet surtout, sweeping down yonder gravel walk, beneath the trees, like a yellow
leaf in autumn wafted along by a fitful gust of wind. Now he pauses,—now seems to be whirled round in an eddy,
—and now rustles and brushes onward again. He is talking to himself in an undertone, as usual, and flourishes a
pinch of snuff between his forefinger and his thumb, ever an anon drumming on the cover of his box, by way of
emphasis, with a sound like the tap of a woodpecker. He always takes a morning walk in the garden,—in fact, I
may say he passes the greater part of the day there, either strolling up and down the gravel walks, or sitting on a
rustic bench in one of the leafy arbors. He always wears that same dress, too; a bell-crowned hat, a frilled bosom,
and white dimity waistcoat soiled with snuff,—light nankeen breeches, and, over all, that long and flowing surtout
of russet-brown Circassian, hanging in wrinkles round his slender body, and toying with his thin, rakish legs. Such
is his constant garb, morning and evening; and it gives him a cool and breezy look, even in the heat of a noonday
in August.
The personage sketched in the preceding paragraph is Monsieur d’Argentville, a sexagenarian, with whom I
became acquainted during my residence at the maison de santé of Auteuil. I found him there, and left him there.
Nobody knew when he came,—he had been there from time immemorial; nor when he was going away,—for he
himself did not know; nor what ailed him,—for though he was always complaining, yet he grew neither better nor
worse, never consulted the physician, and ate voraciously three times a day. At table he was rather peevish,
troubled his neighbors with his elbows, and uttered the monosyllable pouah! rather oftener than good breeding
and a due deference to the opinions of others seemed to justify. As soon as he seated himself at table, he breathed
into his tumbler, and wiped it out with a napkin; then wiped his plate, his spoon, his knife and fork in succession,
and each with great care. After this he placed the napkin under his chin; and, these preparations being completed,
gave full swing to an appetite which was not inappropriately denominated, by one of our guests, une faim canine.
The old gentleman’s weak side was an affectation of youth and gallantry. Though “written down old, with all
the characters of age,” yet at times he seemed to think himself in the heyday of life; and the assiduous court he
paid to a fair countess, who was passing the summer at the maison de santé, was the source of no little merriment
to all but himself. He loved, too, to recall the golden age of his amours; and would discourse with prolix
eloquence, and a faint twinkle in his watery eye, of his bonnes fortunes in times of old, and the rigors that many a
fair dame had suffered on his account. Indeed, his chief pride seemed to be to make his hearers believe that he had
been a dangerous man in his youth, and was not yet quite safe.
As I also was a peripatetic of the garden, we encountered each other at every turn. At first our conversation
was limited to the usual salutations of the day, but ere long our casual acquaintance ripened into a kind of
intimacy. Step by step I won my way,—first into his society,—then into his snuff-box,—and then into his heart.
He was a great talker, and he found in me what he found I no other inmate of the house,—a good listener, who
never interrupted his long stories, nor contradicted his opinions. So he talked down one alley and up another,—
from breakfast till dinner,—from dinner till midnight,—at all times and in all places, when he could catch me by
the button, till at last he had confided to my ear all the important and unimportant events of a life of sixty years.
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Monsieur d’Argentville was a shoot from a wealthy family of Nantes. Just before the Revolution, he went up
to Paris to study law at the University, and, like many other wealthy scholars of his age, was soon involved in the
intrigues and dissipation of the metropolis. He first established himself in the Rue de l’Université; but a rouguish
pair of eyes at an opposite window soon drove from the field such heavy tacticians as Hughes Doneau and Gui
Coquille. A flirtation was commenced in due form; and a flag of truce, offering to capitulate, was sent in the shape
of a billet-doux. In the mean time he regularly amused his leisure hours by blowing kisses across the street with
an old pair of bellows. One afternoon, as he was occupied in this way, a tall gentleman with whiskers stepped into
the room, just as he had charged the bellows to the muzzle. He muttered something about an explanation,—his
sister,—marriage,—and the satisfaction of a gentleman! Perhaps there is no situation in life so awkward to a man
of real sensibility as that of being awed into matrimony or a duel by the whiskers of a tall brother. There was but
one alternative; and the next morning a placard at the window of the Bachelor of Love, with the words “Furnished
Apartment to Let,” showed that the former occupant had found it convenient to change lodgings.
He next appeared in the Chaussée d’Antin, where he assiduously prepared himself for future exigencies by a
course of daily lessons in the use of the small-sword. He soon after quarreled with his best friend about a little
actress on the Boulevard, and had the satisfaction of being jilted, and then run through the body at the Bois de
Boulogne. This gave him new éclat in the fashionable world, and consequently he pursued pleasure with a keener
relish than ever. He next had the grande passion, and narrowly escaped marrying an heiress of great expectations
and a countless number of châteaux. Just before the catastrophe, however, he had the good fortune to discover that
the lady’s expectations were limited to his own pocket, and that, as for her châteaux, they were all Châteaux en
Espagne.
About this time his father died, and the hopeful son was hardly well established in his inheritance when the
Revolution broke out. Unfortunately he was a firm upholder of the divine right of kings, and had the honor of
being among the first of the proscribed. He narrowly escaped the guillotine by jumping on board a vessel bound
for America, and arrived at Boston with only a few francs in his pocket; but as he knew how to accommodate
himself to circumstances, he contrived to live by teaching fencing and French, and keeping a dancing-school.
At the restoration of the Bourbons, he returned to France; and from that time to the day of our acquaintance
had been engaged in a series of vexatious lawsuits, in the hope of recovering a portion of his property, which had
been entrusted to a friend for safe-keeping at the commencement of the Revolution. His friend, however, denied
all knowledge of the transaction, and the assignment was very difficult to prove. Twelve years of unsuccessful
litigation had completely soured the old gentleman’s temper, and made him peevish and misanthropic; and he had
come to Auteuil merely to escape the noise of the city, and to brace his shattered nerves with pure air and quiet
amusements. There he idled the time away, sauntering about the garden of the maison de santé, talking to himself
when he could get no other listener, and occasionally reinforcing his misanthropy with a does of the “Maxims” of
La Rochefoucauld, or a visit to the scene of his duel in the Bois de Boulogne.
Poor Monsieur d’Argentville! What a miserable life he led,—or rather dragged on, from day to day! A
petulant, broken-down old man, who had outlived his fortune, and his friends, and his hopes,—yea, everything
but the sting of bad passions and the recollection of a life ill-spent! Whether he still walks the earth or slumbers in
its bosom, I know not; but a lively recollection of him will always mingle with my reminiscences of Auteuil.
4
You must know, gentlemen, that there lived some years ago, in the city of Périgueux, an honest notary-public,
the descendant of a very ancient and broken-down family, and the occupant of one of those old weather-beaten
tenements which remind you of the times of your great-grandfather. He was a man of an unoffending, quiet
disposition; the father of a family, though not the head of it—for in that family “the hen overcrowed the cock,”
and the neighbors, when they spake of the notary, shrugged their shoulders, and exclaimed,
“Poor fellow! His spurs want sharpening.”
In fine—you understand me, gentlemen—he was henpecked.
Well, finding no peace at home, he sought it elsewhere, as was very natural for him to do, and at length
discovered a place of rest, far beyond the cares and clamors of domestic life. This was a little Café Estaminet, a
short way out of the city, whither he repaired every evening to smoke his pipe, drink sugar-water, and play his
favorite game of domino. There he met the boon companions he most loved; heard all the floating chitchat of the
day; laughed when he was in merry mood; found consolation when he was sad; and at all times gave vent to his
opinions, .without fear of being snubbed short by a flat contradiction.
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*
Now, the notary’s bosom-friend was a dealer in claret and cognac, who lived about a league from the city, and
always passed his evenings at the Estaminet. He was a gross, corpulent fellow, raised from a full-blooded Gascon
breed, and sired by a comic actor of some reputation in his way. He was remarkable for nothing but his goodhumor, his love of cards, and a strong propensity to test the quality of his own liquors by comparing them with
those sold at other places.
As evil communications corrupt good manners, the bad practices of the wine-dealer won insensibly upon the
worthy notary; and before he was aware of it, he found himself weaned from domino and sugar-water, and
addicted to piquet and spiced wine. Indeed, it not infrequently happened, that, after a long session at the
Estaminet, the two friends grew so urbane, that they would waste a full half-hour at the door in friendly dispute
which should conduct the other home.
Though this course of life agreed well enough with the sluggish, phlegmatic temperament of the wine-dealer, it
soon began to play the very deuce with the more sensitive organization of the notary, and finally put his nervous
system completely out of tuue. He lost his appetite, became gaunt and haggard, and could get no sleep. Legions of
blue-devils haunted him by day, and by night strange faces peeped through his bed-curtains, and the night-mare
snorted in his ear.
The worse he grew, the more he smoked and tippled; and the more he smoked and tippled—why, as a matter of
course, the worse he grew. His wife alternately stormed, remonstrated, entreated; but all in vain. She made the
house too hot for him, he retreated to the tavern; she broke his long-stemmed pipes upon the andirons, he
substituted a short-stemmed one, which, for safe-keeping, he carried in his waistcoat-pocket.
Thus the unhappy notary ran gradually down at the heel. What with his bad habits and his domestic grievances,
he became completely hipped. He imagined that he was going to die, and suffered in quick succession all the
diseases that ever beset mortal man. Every shooting pain was an alarming symptom, every uneasy feeling after
dinner a sure prognostic of some mortal disease. In vain did his friends endeavor to reason, and then to laugh him
out of his strange whims; for when did ever jest or reason cure a sick imagination? His only answer was:
“Do let me alone; I know better than you what ails me.”
*
Well, gentlemen, things were in this state, when, one afternoon in December, as he sat moping in his office,
wrapped in an overcoat, with a cap on his head and his feet thrust into a pair of furred slippers, a cabriolet\fn{A
kind of light, two wheeled carriage with one seat } stopped at the door and a loud knocking without aroused him from his
gloomy revery. It was a message from his friend the wine-dealer, who had been suddenly attacked with a violent
fever, and growing worse and worse, had now sent in the greatest haste for the notary to draw up his last will and
testament. The case was urgent and admitted neither excuse nor delay; and the notary, tying a handkerchief round
his face, and buttoning up to the chin, jumped into the cabriolet, and suffered himself, though not without some
dismal presentiments and misgivings of heart, to be driven to the wine-dealer’s house.
When he arrived, he found everything in the greatest confusion. On entering the house, he ran against the
apothecary, who was coming downstairs, with a face as long as your arm; and a few steps farther he met the
housekeeper00for the wine-dealer was an old bachelor—running up and down, and wringing her hands, for fear
that the good man should die without making his will.
He soon reached the chamber of his sick friend, and found him tossing about in a paroxysm of fever and
calling aloud for a draught of cold water. The notary shook his head; he thought this a fatal symptom; for ten years
back the wine-dealer had been suffering under a species of hydrophobia, which seemed suddenly to have left him.
When the sick man saw who stood by his bedside, he stretched out his hand and exclaimed:
“Ah! my dear friend! have you come at last? You see it is all over with me. You have arrived just in time to
draw up that—that passport of mine. Ah, grand diable, how hot it is here! Water, water, water! Will nobody give
me a drop of cold water?”
As the case was an urgent one, the notary made no delay in getting his papers in readiness; and in a short time
the last will and testament of the wine-dealer was drawn up in due form, the notary guiding the sick man’s hand as
he scrawled his signature at the bottom.
As the evening wore away, the wine-dealer grew worse and worse, and at length became delirious, mingling in
his incoherent ravings the phrases of the Credo and Paternoster with the shibboleth of the dram-shop and the cardtable.
“Take care! take care! There, now - Credo in - Pop! ting-a-ling-ling! give me some of that. Cent-e-dize ! Why,
you old publican, this wine is poisoned. I know your tricks! Sanctam ecclesiam catholicam. Well, well, we shall
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see. Imbecile! to have a tierce-major and a seven of hearts, and discard the seven! By St. Anthony, capot! You are
lurched—ha! ha! I told you so. I knew very well—there, O there—don’t interrupt me—Carnis resurrectionem et
vitam eternam!”
With these words upou his lips, the poor wine-dealer expired. Meanwhile the notary sat cowering over the fire,
aghast at the fearful scene that was passiug before him, and now and then striving to keep up his courage by a
glass of cognac. Already his fears were on the alert; and the idea of contagion flitted to and fro through his mind.
In order to quiet these thoughts of evil import, he lighted his pipe and began to prepare for returning home. At that
moment the apothecary turned round to him and said,
“Dreadful sickly time this! The disorder seems to be spreading.”
“What disorder?” exclaimed the notary, with a movement of surprise.
“Two died yesterday, and three today,” continued the apothecary, without answering the question. “Very sickly
time, sir, very.”
“But what disorder is it? What disease has carried off my friend here so suddenly?”
“What disease? Why, scarlet fever, to be sure.”
“And is it contagious?”
“Certainly!”
“Then I am a dead man!” exclaimed the notary, putting his pipe into his waistcoat-pocket, and beginning to
walk up and down the room in despair. “I am a dead man! Now, don’t deceive me, don’t, will you? What—what
are the symptoms?”
“A sharp burning pain in the right side,” said the apothecary.
“Oh, what a fool I was to come here!”
In vain did the housekeeper and the apothecary strive to pacify him; he was not a man to be reasoned with; he
answered that he knew his own constitution better than they did, and insisted upon going home without delay.
Unfortunately, the vehicle he came in had returned to the city, and the whole neighborhood was abed and
asleep. What was to be done? Nothing in the world but to take the apothecary’s horse, which stood hitched at the
door, patiently waiting his master’s will.
*
Well, gentlemen, as there was no remedy, our notary mounted this raw-boned steed and set forth upon his
homeward journey. The night was cold and gusty, and the wind right in his teeth. Overhead the leaden clouds
were beating to and fro, and through them the newly risen moon seemed to be tossing and drifting along like a
cock-boat in the surf; now swallowed up in a huge billow of cloud, and now lifted upon its bosom and dashed
with silvery spray. The trees by the roadside groaned with a sound of evil omen, and before him lay three mortal
miles, beset with a thousand imaginary perils. Obedient to the whip and spur, the steed leaped forward by fits and
starts, now dashing away in a tremendous gallop, and now relaxing into a long, hard trot; while the rider, filled
with symptoms of disease and dire presentiments of death, urged him on, as if he were fleeing before the
pestilence.
In this way, by dint of whistling and shouting, and beating right and left, one mile of the fatal three was safely
passed. The apprehensions of the notary had so far subsided, that he even suffered the poor horse to walk up hill;
but these apprehensions were suddenly revived again with tenfold violence by a sharp pain in the right aide,
which seemed to pierce him like a needle.
“It is upon me at last!” groaned the fear-stricken man. “Heaven be merciful to me, the greatest of sinners! And
must I die in a ditch, after all? He! get up—get up!”
And away went horse and rider at full speed—hurry-scurry, up hill and down, panting and blowing like a
whirlwind. At every leap the pain in the rider’s side seemed to increase. At first it was a little point like the prick
of a needle, then it spread to the size of a half-franc piece, then covered a place as large as the palm of your hand.
It gained upon him fast. The poor man groaned aloud in agony; faster and faster sped the horse over the frozen
ground, farther and farther spread the pain over his side.
To complete the dismal picture, the storm commenced, snow mingled with rain. But snow and rain and cold
were naught to him; for, though his arms and legs were frozen to icicles, he felt it not; the fatal symptom was
upon him; he was doomed to die, not of cold, but of scarlet fever!
At length, he knew not how, more dead than alive, he reached the gate of the city. A band of ill-bred dogs, that
were serenading at a corner of the street, seeing the notary dash by, joined in the hue and cry, and ran barking and
yelping at his heels. It was now late at night, and only here and there a solitary lamp twinkled from an upper story.
But on went the notary, down this street and up that, till at last he reached his own door. There was a light in his
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wife’s bedroom. The good woman came to the window, alarmed at such a knocking, and howling, and clattering
at her door so late at night; and the notary was too deeply absorbed in his own sorrows to observe that the lamp
cast the shadow of two heads on the window-curtain.
“Let me in! let me in! Quick! quick!” he exclaimed, almost breathless from terror and fatigue.
“Who are you, that come to disturb a lone woman at this hour of the night?” cried a sharp voice from above.
“Begone about your business, and let quiet people sleep.”
“Come down and let me in! I am your husband. Don’t you know my voice? Quick, I beseech you, for I am
dying here in the street!”
After a few moments of delay and a few more words of parley, the door was opened, and the notary stalked
into his domicile, pale and haggard in aspect, and as stiff and straight as a ghost. Cased from head to heel in an
armor of ice, as the glare of the lamp fell upon him, he looked like a knight-errant mailed in steel.
But in one place his armor was broken. On his right side was a circular spot, as large as the crown of your hat,
and about as black!
“My dear wife!” he exclaimed, with more tenderness than he had exhibited for many years. “Reach me a chair.
My hours are numbered. I am a dead man!”
Alarmed at these exclamations, his wife stripped off his overcoat. Something fell from beneath it, and was
dashed to pieces on the hearth. It was the notary’s pipe! He placed his hand upon his side, and, lo! it was bare to
the skin! Coat, waistcoat, and linen were burnt through and through, and there was a blister on his side as large as
your hand!
The mystery was soon explained, symptom and all. The notary had put his pipe into his pocket without
knocking out the ashes! And so my story ends.
*
“Is that all?” asked the radical, when the story-teller had finished.
“That is all.”
“Well, what does your story prove?”
“That is more than I can tell. All I know is that the story is true.”
“And did he die?” said the nice little man in gosling-green.
“Yes, he died afterwards,” replied the story-teller, rather annoyed by the question.
“And what did he die of?” continued gosling-green, following him up.
“What did he die of? Why, he died—of a sudden!”\fn{ I.e., all at once.}
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135.42 Bob Darling\fn{by Carolyn Cooke (1959- )} Portland, Cumberland County, Maine, U.S.A. (F) 7
Bob Darling spent the day and the evening on the fastest train in Europe. The train lugged slowly through
yellow towns, then it began to pull together its force and go. The landscape slid past. In one stroke the train braced
and broke through the air into a river of dinning sound. It climaxed at 380 kilometers per hour. Darling heard this
news from a German across the aisle, but he sensed the speed in a deeper bone. His body was attuned to the subtle
flux of high speed, to the jazz pulse, the fizz.
He closed his eyes, registered the scrape of the antimacassar against his brittle hairs, and dozed. Dying tired
him, so did the drugs he took to keep from urinating on the seat. But he never let himself go that far, to close his
eyes, unless the buzz of speed was in him, the drone of engines, the zhzhzh of jets.
On the seat beside him lounged a young woman named Carla. So far she had not given him too many terrible
disappointments. Otherwise, she was a baby, vague on facts and a-historical; she talked too much, she pouted
when she didn’t get her way, she disliked opera, and she drank. But overall Darling felt they had been compatible.
Paris, coming up, would be the last leg of their trip. Darling planned the Tuileries, the Orangerie, an afternoon at
the Louvre, couscous in the Latin Quarter, two nights at the Hotel Angleterre.
That would be the end of it, then, no further obligation. Back home they would pass each other on the usual
streets, exchange shrill pleasantries, pat each other’s dogs. Sometime, perhaps, in the future, he could take her out
to dinner at their old place on Bleecker Street and afterward press himself upon her as a lover. (With liquor
enough, she had a sentimental heart.)
But one day she would move, get a job, find a lover, change her life. She would look at her calendar and think
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she had not seen him on the street. But she would be afraid, so she would procrastinate about calling him until she
was sure that he was dead. Then she would realize it must have happened a year, two years ago. And this way she
would not mourn his passing.
(What would that be like? What if he didn’t know, if the end of it was not-knowing, if not-knowing was the
surprise? What if there was nothing afterward, and he didn’t know? Where would the information go he had put
into his head over the years—the names of kings, the taste of food, the memory of his mother and his father, that
Louvre is early French for “leper,” lava is mainly water, loose facts, what Thoreau said: “Our moulting season,
like that of fowls, must be a crisis in our lives,” the names of women, the names of small hotels? Would the
contents of his busy head be wasted, lost?)
He opened his eyes. A crowd of old men on bicycles crashed by outside the window and were gone. Carla in
the seat beside him leaned into the Blue Guide, the lemony point of her nose and the book vibrated perceptibly to
the motion of the train. Her eyes were puffy, from sleep maybe. She still had on her dress from the evening before
—it was an absurd dress for day—and some cosmetic residue sparkled on her throat. Her sharp perfume hung on
the air. She could sit for hours that way, a packet of French cigarettes and a bottle of Perrier balanced on the seat
beside her, her bare feet crossed in her lap. She read any trash for hours and ignored the view. Travel, Darling
thought irritably, was a vacation for her.
“The Train à Grande Vitesse,” she said now, out of nowhere.
“The TGV, yes, that’s the train we’re on now,” he said.
“You called it the Très Grande Vitesse,” said Carla, looking up at him, frowning. “Actually it’s train, not très,”
“That’s what they call it informally, I guess,” he said, looking across Carla’s lap at the blur of France. “Very
Great Speed.”
“Informally they call it the TGV. And I know what très means, thank you.”
*
She was a little bulldog, round face, skinny as a refugee, knees like knuckles in stripey tights. Long arms,
down to her knees. Twenty, twenty-two. He was not an old man, Darling, but compared to her. But in her eyes.
From that first afternoon he thought he could get her into bed if he remembered to call her Carla, not Paula.
He had found her in a funny way, unconscious on another train. There were two of them almost exactly alike.
It was a hot summer day; they looked as if they had been to the beach. Sun sparkled on the backs of their necks
and the strings of their bathing suits dangled down, one red checked, the other pale blue. The strings held up the
brassieres of their suits, the only word for it he knew.
They hung from the handstraps, limp as fringe. First one girl went down. The shoes of interested citizens
chattered like sets of teeth around the head. Then the second girl dropped straight as a rope. The shoes, aroused by
one girl unconscious, lost interest. Two girls down stank of conspiracy. No one besides Bob Darling wanted to be
taken in.
He hiked his trousers so they would not be damaged by his knees and squatted to greet the girls when they
woke. In the dangerous and unpredictable city, maybe this gesture had saved their lives. He ought to be able to get
one of them into bed.
The first one opened her eyes, and he saw a flattening out of the tube of her pupils, her vision narrowing to
familiar and unimaginative suspicions.
“What did I, pass out?” she said.
“You seemed to fall,” Darling said.
The girl blinked at him. “My wallet still here?” She slapped her body with her hands, then quieted them in a
leather pouch around her belly. “Miracle.”
“You want air,” he said. She shook her head.
“I’ve got to go to work downtown.”
It was a shame, Darling thought, because the first girl really was the up-and-comer.
“What do you do? I mean that respectfully,” Darling assured her, because he thought she might be a dancer,
and Paula had been the most marvelously uninhibited dancer. His response to her dancing had always been sexual,
but in the most respectful sense.
“Legal proofreading,” said the girl.
The second girl opened her eyes and he looked away from the first girl into her face. She was a bulldog, but
not bad looking.
The first girl changed trains to downtown. Darling marveled at how they bussed each other’s cheeks, then one
went off to read legal documents in an office, sand still sparkling on the back of her neck. That pale blue string.
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He walked the second girl—Carla—up from the underground. He held her arm. He liked to think he knew the
why and the how of the city. Did she know the Such-and-Such Café? The apple cake was the thing to eat. Did she
like apple cake? He guided her into the café’s perimeter by the arm.
But Carla didn’t want apple cake. She said she was bored without drinks. She sat across a round table, behind a
tumbler of yellow wine.
He was old enough that she would not be shocked by the news of his death, or the idea of his illness.
“Things break down,” she would think with a shrug.
But Darling was still young enough—and the news was fresh enough—that it came as a shock, a surprise.
Barely two hours before he found her, his GP, Carnevali, had sighed deeply and told Darling to concentrate on the
probability of mortality.
Darling had buttoned down his shirt, top to bottom. He covered up his lung, his large intestine, his small
intestine, his appendicitis scar. He put on his sweater and his leather jacket. He was about to hail a taxi on Park
when suddenly he wanted to live, live. His eyes flailed like arms, grasping at the colors of the city. He had crossed
over to Lexington, and grabbed the subway downtown.
*
His apple cake lay in crumbs before him on a plate.
“Let me show you something,” he said, throwing out a spark of spit. He removed a black leather book and a
fountain pen from inside his jacket pocket. A lozenge flew out too and rolled wildly into the gutter. He leaned
over the book, showing it to her, partially blocking her view with his body, intent.
“This is Dwight Sterling,” he said, and pointed to a list of numbers. “First-rate accountant.”
He looked at Carla.
“You don’t do your own taxes, do you? This is his office, this is home—his wife’s name is Paula, you’ll like
her, she is very uninhibited. This is their number in Springs. Dwight can get a message to me anytime. Now here
is Jane, she is the astrologer who walks my dog—you can call her. This is Herb Witter, he’s a philosopher. He left
academia to sell industrial properties in Elizabeth, New Jersey. These are people who can get a message to me any
time,” he said. He closed the book and slid it across the table.
“You take it. I know all these numbers.”
Her hand flickered on the table.
“Please,” he said. “Even if you don’t want to leave a message I will know you can leave a message.”
“See your pen?” she said. He handed it over.
She opened his little address book to a blank page near the Ws and rolled the pen across it experimentally.
Then she drew an outline of the couple at the next table, and the table, and a vase with a few flowers in it.
Darling jiggled his leg.
“You’re an artist,” he said.
“Naah.” She ran blue lines through her drawings. He watched her bear down on the nib. He smiled, sipped his
coffee.
“That’s a hundred-and-fifty-dollar pen,” he said.
Her face emptied. She slipped the cap on the pen and slid it across the table.
“No, no, you use it,” he said.
Her finger touched the marbled end.
Darling scraped his chair on the concrete, hobbled it over in a series of shrieks and told her his name.
“You can call me Bob, or you can call me Darling. I mean that respectfully. Most people call me Darling. Not
just women. Men.”
“Darling,” she said. “Like the girl in Peter Pan.”
“What? Peter Pan?” Darling said excitedly.
“The girl’s name—the one who goes to Never-Never Land with Peter Pan.”
“Not Mary Martin?”
“No—I meant—the Disney,” she said. Darling sniffed.
“Life is too short to talk about Walter Disney,” he said.
“Fine,” she said. She looked at the pen. It was their first frisson. Darling savored it with coffee. Together they
watched the couple she had drawn eat a big meal at the next table, two halves of chicken—but possibly not the
same chicken. They sat across from each other, looking at their dinners. The man ate delicately, pulling the
underdone meat away from the bone with the point of his knife and actually penetrating his mouth with the blade.
He fixed his yellow eyes impersonally on the food. The woman ate quickly, as if other duties called to her. His
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thin white shirt strained to girdle him, and through the fabric the white loops of his undershirt were legible. The
woman wore a transparent blouse that magnified her white arms and the vastness of her brassiere. Once she
stopped chewing, looked up at him and said something. The man didn’t look at her, but barked out a laugh.
“I’m not feeling flush tonight,” he said.
They ate the skin off their chicken, buttered their bread and rolled it up so more fit into their mouths in one
bite. When all the food was gone they wiped their lips with their napkins and waited with all their attention until
the waiter came and cleared their plates away.
When the waiter came back with pie and coffee on a tray their hands flew up to make room for the dishes,
fingers like birds’ wings. They took turns using the cream and sugar. The woman stirred her coffee.
“Everything I’ve dreamed of for forty years, it’s coming true,” she said loudly.
Darling squeezed Carla’s hand.
“Are you hungry?” he asked.
“Oh, no. I never eat at night,” she said.
He climbed six flights of stairs to her one room of Chinese paper lanterns and museum posters and her futon
on the floor, battened down with sheets and a quilt and ropes of lingerie and clothes. They sat on the futon, which
was all of her furniture. There was an old coal fireplace with a flue out one side, but the blue rug ran into it. She
served him a glass of yellow wine. Everything she had, she offered.
She played Stravinsky’s Firebird on her boom box and rolled pink lipstick over her lips. When she stood and
rolled her thin sweater up her arms and called him to her bed, he realized he was already there. The slug of strong
sensations—desire, hope, virility—brought tears of sorrow to his eyes, which Carla mistook for gratitude.
*
He hoped to keep his bag of sensations light. Only the most intense sensations interested him. He had looked
forward to this train because it was the fastest train. He had been very clear with Carla about this from the start.
He wanted to ride the fastest train in Europe. That was one. Two was, he wanted to eat the wonderful six-course
dinner they served on the train. If they went together, this was something he definitely wanted to do. He asked her
all about it before they left the city, while they were still in the planning stages.
“Fine Bob, whatever,” Carla said when he asked.
*
Some afternoons they sat under a sun umbrella at the Such-and-Such Café. Her accent, when she ordered caffè
macchiato, was perfect. Darling spread out the map like a tablecloth under their cups and crumbs and napkins and
brought out sheets of onionskin scribbled over in pencil with the itinerary, flight numbers, train routes, and the
names and telephone numbers and addresses of hotels. He noticed that Carla used these things carefully. She
brushed his cake crumbs from the countries on the map.
She had never heard of Versailles, Père-Lachaise. She had never heard of Jim Morrison.\fn{ The lead singer and
creator of The Doors (1943-1971).} Her ignorance was vast, ecumenical. He drew on the paper cloth with a mechanical
pencil—he had given over his fountain pen and hadn’t seen it since. He sketched dreamily, from memory.
“What’s that?” she asked.
“It’s a baguette, a kind of long French bread.”
“Oh, Bob, I know baguette. I thought you were drawing a canoe.”
But then he thought she spoke Italian, from her seamless demand for macchiato. She shrugged and said she
didn’t know a word of it—just liked the bitterness. He wondered whether she had broken his pen, bearing down
on the nib, or sold it. He would have liked to show her how the ink went in so that if the pen had stopped working
she would not worry that she was to blame. His heart ached, imagining her humiliation and shy gratitude.
“You have to speak up—it won’t be any good unless we do things you want to do,” he told her. “We have to
plan everything together. You have to tell me where you want to go, what you want to see.”
Carla had never been there before.
“I don’t know,” she said. Her white dress was ancient unto transparency. Her shoulders looked like two milk
bottles.
He had read that the dinners on the train were sometimes over-subscribed. You could eat a croque monsieur in
the bar car, but that wasn’t the thing to do. The thing to do was to get the dinner on the train.
“Fine, whatever,” Carla said. “I don’t care what I eat.”
He leaned across the table, angry, closed his fingers around Carla’s wrist, and squeezed. She pulled his hand
off in a smooth, strong gesture that surprised him and pulled her arm into her lap.
“I eat anything. Scraps,” she said.
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He sat up late at night on the floor, walled in by forty years’ worth of the New York Times and creased hotel
brochures. He called her at two o’clock in the morning.
“Do you want to go to the Sabine Hills or the Villa d’Este at Tivoli? Tell me what you want to do.”
There was a pause on the line, a certain flattening out in the expectant air.
“Who is this, please?” she said.
*
And yet, in Europe, it turned out Carla had a terrible instinct for knowing exactly what she wanted to do. In
Venice she saw the Lido from a speedboat and wanted to go there.
“What is it?” she said, and he told her.
“Oh, Bob, I want to go and spend a day,"” she said.
But she had agreed already, he reminded her, buttoning his shirt, to walk with him through the Collezione
Peggy Guggenheim, and to take a vaporetto to the cathedral at Torcello. Anyway, the last time he had been to the
Lido, the water was full of white fuzzballs and nobody would swim.
“But I want to go to the Lido,” she objected. “Just rent a beach chair if it isn’t too expensive. I just want to be
there, Bob.”
She jumped up and down on the bed, then jumped off and ran to the window and pulled back the heavy
curtain.
“I doubt you can even get your lunch out there,” he said. “I thought we could sit at a table at the Piazza San
Marco.”
“Oh, Bob, I don’t want to eat!” Carla said. “I could just go out on the boat taxi and meet you later.”
They stood barefoot on the rug, facing each other across the unmade bed.
“If that’s what you would like to do,” he said.
“It is, it is,” she said.
And it was done.
*
He spent the day on foot, a blind day of moving through the crowds at the. Piazza San Marco, leaning on the
arm of the vaporetto, sliding through the viscous water to the mud flats, on foot again across the Bridge of Sighs.
Always water swelled under him, undulating, filthy blackness. He smelled his own sweat through the leather
jacket and tasted in his mouth the temperature of his boiling insides. After lunch in a trattoria in Dorsoduro he
went out in the air and coughed two drops of blood on a Kleenex. He folded the Kleenex into the pocket of his
leather jacket and went on to the piazza, where he threw the Kleenex away.
Hours later he opened the door to his room with his key. The ether of wine was like a fog, an Oriental
smokiness. Carla was sitting straddled across the bidet with just the top of the bikini on that she had bought in a
newsstand at the beginning of their trip, before they left the United States, even. Even then he had been shocked
by that crudeness, that lack of care. He remembered paying a hotel bill while she went off into the newsstand,
sliding a card from his wallet, signing his name. That unpleasantness, a woman beside him with a bag in one hand
and a bottle of mouthwash in the other, having some trouble about her bill, putting the bottle of mouthwash down
on the cashier’s polished desk, and raking a hand through her bag, her hair ugly around the neck of her coat,
muttering “Merde, merde …”
Carla’s skin was burnt red around the bathing suit top and she had long scratch marks up and down her back.
She turned slowly away from the sound of running water to look at him in the door. Twisting her chin over her
shoulder pulled cords in her throat which opened her mouth. She seemed to be manipulated by strings.
Some bleary look in her eyes got in the way of his concern for her.
He folded his leather jacket over his arm. He stood in the doorway with the door in one hand.
“I may just meet you downstairs,” he said.
Carla rolled her eyes and turned away. He went out, closing the door behind him. He bought a postcard at the
front desk and sat down at a narrow writing desk.
“Dear Paula,” he wrote. “It is now six o’clock Sunday evening. The clock atop the Italian steps has struck
those hours with an ancient quality. An array of birds with a multiplicity of sounds is announcing their departure
this evening. The light is muted and pink, the city overall is waiting.”
He read it over—it all seemed beside the point somehow. She had been so direct with him in her postcard from
Helsinki, the small block letters:
“You are an elf, darling. But I am not really interested in elves.”
He folded the card over and over itself and slipped it into his pocket just as Carla appeared in the doorway. She
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had on her small black thrift-store dress; she had pushed her yellow hair back behind tiny pearls in her ears. But
under her eyes looked yellow-blue. They had Pellegrino water together, then dinner at a place on one of the
canals, pasta first, then calamari in ink and, at Darling’s suggestion, three bottles of wine.
“How many bottles do we need?” Darling asked Carla. “I mean that respectfully. I want to get drunk too.”
They drank fast out of tiny green glasses. Bob Darling shouted,
“I’m drunk! Pow! Life is a glorious mist!”
He ordered cake and a gondola, and then the ancient wooden walls began to close in around him. His vision
closed down on her dress, which seemed to have no front or back. Someone had laid a round plate of cake on her
chest (between her breasts, nipples like eyes), which one of the waiters passed to the gondolier on the boat after
he passed Carla, who was laughing, out.
She held his arm on the ride back to the hotel. Looking out over the black water, he pictured the way he would
open the world to her, the blown-glass choker he would fit around her neck, the lire liquid in his hand, pouring
into her. His fingers spread around the knuckle of her knee.
“You want to know what my landlady said about you, Bob?”
“If you like,” he said.
“It was the time you told that terrible joke, remember? She said, ‘I don’t trust one single thing about that
man.’” She squeezed his arm.
On the way out of the gondola she slipped and her leg sank into the black liquid up to her knee. Walking up the
narrow stairs to their room, he heard the sucking sound of her shoe. Then she was asleep, painful looking, red. He
tried not to look at her, at the red marks on her back. Instead he lay back on his pillow, unable as ever to sleep in
silence, and turned pages in the blank book he had bought for her to record her trip.
“He was his own whole world,” she had written. “He wore neat black suits, bikini underwear. Every day he
sent his pajamas down to be washed—why?—and they came back ironed. He saved anything that had words on it
—theater tickets, programs, newspapers, napkins—but he never read anything. He carried a skin change purse
that I wanted. He could walk for hours without stopping, but only in the city. He gave out his telephone numbers
to everyone.”
Her hand flopped out and lay on his arm. He looked at her things from the day, tossed out like ropes at sea—
her bikini bottom, the black dress, the plate and fork and the remains of the cake they had eaten on the boat, the
Oriental smell of her perfume, the ether of wine. He read more, snatches here and there—her block letters were
full of effort but difficult to read.
“Asked if he could cut me just a little bit on the thigh with his nail scissors.” (His eye shot up, electric, red, but
fell again to the page.)
“In an umber room / he kissed my mouth / nibbled my mouth like an ant / carried me away / like crumbs.”
He let Carla’s hand lie on his arm until it felt heavy, then he moved it away.
*
The argument was about the difference between naked and nude. They had it in France, in the countryside,
over dinner in a small hotel. His cutlet had a crust on it, and it swam in a sauce. He drank wine from a leaden
pitcher.
“My friend Paula one time gave a dinner party,” he said, mentioning Paula carefully, by name. “All her
husband’s clients, all their Oriental rugs unrolled, and she just came into the room and unzipped this jumpsuit she
was wearing and it just fell around her feet like a puddle. I’ll never forget it. She was naked, she was statuesque,
celebrating, inviting, brave. To say she was nude is an insult.”
“What did people do?” Carla asked.
“Of course no one did anything. We were far too respectful. A woman like Paula naked in a room like that is
almost untouchable.”
“But what was it for?” Carla asked.
“You mean, did she want to be an object of art or an object of sex? Isn’t that what you mean—you think these
things are different?” Carla said,
“Poor Paula.”
“Why?” He could hear the mockery in his voice. Spit formed in the corner of his mouth. Was it finer to be
painted by Picasso than to stand naked at a window? Which picture would be finer, better?
But the word he used was wrong, she argued. You would never say a child was nude—it would be an offense
to the child, it would be obscene. Nudity corrupted nakedness with eyes, she said, climbing up onto her high
horse, conservative as a child.
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Would she prefer the lighter and more moral state? he asked her, mocking. Which was the more “natural”
state? If nudity was more artful than nakedness, wasn’t it also less natural? So it followed, since she was always
interested in being more natural, that she would rather get naked than get nude.
“I am not interested in being more natural,” she said.
He sent his dinner back twice. It was an impossible place. He went upstairs to the loo; through a hole in the
floor he saw the top of her head, saw her spear a corner of his cutlet with her fork. Flies, flies. Standing over the
urinal, he understood he was dying of foie gras and sauternes. Their room down the hall—she had flung the
casement open and let in all the flies. But what could it matter? He buttoned up his pants and hell, hell, did not
wash his hands.
After dinner she wanted to go for a walk—through the fields of sunflowers.
“All right,” he said. He wanted to hurt her so she would remember him. But it was hard to walk without seeing
his feet, through the wide yellow heads bobbling in his. His hand attached to her damp shoulder with a sound of
suction.
“Your eyes are so Freud,” she said.
“What did you say?”
“Freud. In German it means cold.”
He took hold of the other shoulder.
“Do you think you tricked me? Do you think you’re crafty?” she burst out.
She pushed him off, away. He fell back, pulling the heavy-headed flowers down with him. He pulled at her
arm with his hand, pulling her to him, calling her to bring him up. He felt the wide universe between him and the
world. She yanked wildly at his arm and there was the door of the pension, the closed white stone.
*
The train reeled north at great speed. Carla opened her eyes, stretched her arms and yawned. She looked out of
the window.
“What time is it?" she asked.
“Five o’clock,” he said. “We have dinner in half an hour.”
She sat up now, serious, and rolled orange lipstick over her lips, examining her mouth in a pocket mirror
inscribed, she had told him, to her mother by a lover: “A little bit every day.” She closed the mirror and dropped it
into one of her shapeless bags.
“Oh, I can’t eat at five-thirty, can you Bob? Let’s go and have a drink in the bar.”
It was unbelievable. He could have pulled out her eyes.
“I asked you a month ago about eating dinner on this train,” he said.
“Don’t you see what this is? All they are going to do is throw a tray at you,” she said.
The train overtook its whistle. All sound now was behind his ears. He had an image of himself in black space,
pinned on the back of a rocket. He put his arms down like two great weights on the arm-rests, to steady himself.
“Please, eat this dinner with me,” he said.
“Look,” said Carla. “Why can’t we just go into the bar car and have a drink and a sandwich or something later,
when we get hungry? 1 can’t stand being crammed in this car like a sardine. Wouldn’t it be more interesting to go
and have a drink and look out the windows and talk to people?”
“I don’t want to,” Darling said. “What 1 want to do is what we arranged a month ago. 1 want to eat the dinner
they serve on this train. I want to sit right here and eat the dinner they serve on the train!”
“Oh, 1 don’t,” she said.
“You wanted to a month ago when you said you would,” he said.
“Oh, Bob, for God’s sake, a month ago.” She raked her hair with a hand and looked over the tops of the seats
at the people sitting in seats all around them, at the oblivious heads.
“Eat dinner with me tonight. Please, Carla, just do it,” he said.
“Why do you want me to do something I don’t want to do? Why would you want that?” she said. Her eyes
went everywhere but to him.
He looked at Carla until she ran out of places to look, until she couldn’t go anywhere, until she looked at him.
He sat in her path, in the aisle seat. Carla had the window. Her eyes floated over him.
“I don’t see the point of asking me to sit here and eat my dinner on a tray when I am not hungry and I don’t
want to do it.”
“Could you do something for me just because I ask you to, or do you think dinner is too much to ask? Because
it wasn’t too much to ask a month ago when I asked you. According to you it wasn’t,” he said.
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He looked at his fingers vibrating in his lap, melded into a warped hideous undifferentiated hand, a paw.
Her eyes glazed over. She looked past him.
He hugged his knees to his seat’s edge and let her climb over him into the aisle. She stood up and stretched
herself out limb by limb like an animal. He looked up, and she rolled her green eyes over him.
“I need francs,” she said.
He reached into his shirt and pulled out the skin purse she had coveted.
“Take it,” he said.
She caressed the skin between her fingers, tears in her eyes.
“Look, Bob, I’m sorry I’ve been this big disappointment to you on your trip,” she said. “I did my best, okay?”
He looked into her face for any sign, but there was none.
“Okay, Bob?” Carla said again.
“Take the river Styx to hell!” he said.
She walked backward toward the bar car, against the speed and pull of the train. Her fingers moved over the
skin purse; it was the scrotum of a lamb. A steward brought two trays—chicken breasts in white sauce, yellow
beans, apple tarts.
He sat quietly, penned into his seat by his tray. He looked across the seat Carla had left and at the tray on the
folding table in front of it, and beyond that, out of the window at the blur of France. He considered moving into
her seat, but then considered the empty seat to be part of his view: not-Carla. He tasted his unpromising dinner
and discovered that he was hungry, but still discerning.
He ate his dinner slowly, looking carefully across the empty seat at the blur, and at Carla’s chicken, at her
yellow bones. All right: it was the fastest train in Europe. The food was above average. Everything was moving.
The landscape outside looked as if it were underwater, wet, bleeding green-yellow-blue. He gripped a tray in each
hand and in one motion switched his empty tray with hers. He ate the second dinner more quickly than the first,
kept the fork gripped in his hand and moving back and forth between the tray and his mouth until he had to
confess he was glad she had left He scooped up Carla’s apple tart, then wiped the ooze from his lips with a
napkin, virtuous.
He looked at the outside from the inside of the train. There was no comparison between this train and other
trains he had ridden. He was like a fish being carried upriver in a current faster than a fish could swim. In the
cradle of this unanswerable motion, Bob Darling rested and slept. The river poured into his eyes.
*MARYLAND*
163.129 Narrative Of The Life Of Frederick Douglass, An American Slave\fn{by Frederick Douglass aka Frederick
Augustus Washington Bailey (1817/18-1895)} nr. Easton, Talbot County, Maryland, U.S.A. (M) 35
I
I was born in Tuckahoe, near Hillsborough, and about twelve miles from Easton, in Talbot county, Maryland. I
have no accurate knowledge of my age, never having seen any authentic record containing it. By far the larger
part of the slaves know as little of their ages as horses know of theirs, and it is the wish of most masters within my
knowledge to keep their slaves thus ignorant. I do not remember to have ever met a slave who could tell of his
birthday. They seldom come nearer to it than planting-time, harvest-time, cherry-time, spring-time, or falltime.\fn{This is the first of three autobiographical statements by Frederick Douglass, made when he was about 28. He wrote another
when he was approaching 50; and the final one he set down . }
A want of information concerning my own was a source of unhappiness to me even during childhood. The
white children could tell their ages. I could not tell why I ought to be deprived of the same privilege. I was not
allowed to make any inquiries of my master concerning it. He deemed all such inquiries on the part of a slave
improper and impertinent, and evidence of a restless spirit. The nearest estimate I can give makes me now
between twenty-seven and twenty-eight years of age. I come to this, from hearing my master say, some time
during 1835, I was about seventeen years old.
My mother was named Harriet Bailey. She was the daughter of Isaac and Betsey Bailey, both colored, and
quite dark. My mother was of a darker complexion than either my grandmother or grandfather.
My father was a white man. He was admitted to be such by all I ever heard speak of my parentage. The
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opinion was also whispered that my master was my father; but of the correctness of this opinion, I know nothing;
the means of knowing was withheld from me. My mother and I were separated when I was but an infant—before I
knew her as my mother.
It is a common custom, in the part of Maryland from which I ran away, to part children from their mothers at a
very early age. Frequently, before the child has reached its twelfth month, its mother is taken from it, and hired
out on some farm a considerable distance off, and the child is placed under the care of an old woman, too old for
field labor. For what this separation is done, I do not know, unless it be to hinder the development of the child’s
affection toward its mother, and to blunt and destroy the natural affection of the mother for the child. This is the
inevitable result.
I never saw my mother, to know her as such, more than four or five times in my life; and each of these times
was very short in duration, and at night. She was hired by a Mr. Stewart, who lived about twelve miles from my
home. She made her journeys to see me in the night, travelling the whole distance on foot, after the performance
of her day’s work. She was a field hand, and a whipping is the penalty of not being in the field at sunrise, unless a
slave has special permission from his or her master to the contrary—a permission which they seldom get, and one
that gives to him that gives it the proud name of being a kind master.
I do not recollect of ever seeing my mother by the light of day. She was with me in the night. She would lie
down with me, and get me to sleep, but long before I waked she was gone. Very little communication ever took
place between us. Death soon ended what little we could have while she lived, and with it her hardships and
suffering. She died when I was about seven years old, on one of my master’s farms, near Lee’s Mill. I was not
allowed to be present during her illness, at her death, or burial. She was gone long before I knew anything about
it. Never having enjoyed, to any considerable extent, her soothing presence, her tender and watchful care, I
received the tidings of her death with much the same emotions I should have probably felt at the death of a
stranger.
*
Called thus suddenly away, she left me without the slightest intimation of wbo my father was. The whisper that
my master was my father, ma yor may not be true; and, true or false, it is of but little consequence to my purpose
whilst the fact remains, in all its glaring odiousness, that slaveholders have ordained, and by law established, that
the children of slave women shall in all cases follow the condition of their mothers; and this is done too obviously
to administer to their own lusts, and make a gratification of their wicked desires profitable as well as pleasurable;
for by this cunning arrangement, the slaveholder, in cases not a few, sustains to his slaves the double relation of
master and father.
I know of such cases; and it is worthy of remark that such slaves invariably suffer greater hardships, and have
more to contend with, than others. They are, in the first place, a constant offence to their mistress. She is ever
disposed to find fault with them; they can seldom do any thing to please her; she is never better pleased than when
she sees them under the lash, especially when she suspects her husband of showing to his mulatto children favors
which he withholds from his black slaves. The master is frequently compelled to sell this class of his slaves, out of
deference to the feelings of his white wife; and, cruel as the deed may strike anyone to be, for a man to sell his
own children to human flesh-mongers, it is often the dictate of humanity for him to do so; for, unless he does this,
he must not only whip them himself, but must stand by and see one white son tie up his brother, of but few shades
darker complexion than himself, and ply the gory lash to his naked back; and if he lisp one word of disapproval, it
is set down to his parental partiality, and only makes a bad matter worse, both for himself and the slave whom he
would protect and defend.
Every year brings with it multitudes of this class of slaves. It was doubtless in consequence of a knowledge of
this fact, that one great statesman of the south predicted the downfall of slavery by the inevitable laws of
population. Whether this prophecy is ever fulfiIled or not, it is nevertheless plain that a very different-looking
class of people are springing up at the south, and are now held in slavery, from those originaIly brought to this
country from Africa; and if their increase wiIl do no other good, it will do away the force of the argument, that
God cursed Ham, and therefore American slavery is right. If the lineal descendants of Ham are alone to be
scripturaIly enslaved, it is certain that slavery at the south must soon become un-scriptural; for thousands are
ushered into the world, annuaIly, who, like myself, owe their existence to white fathers, and those fathers most
frequently their own masters.
*
I have had two masters. My first master’s name was Anthony. I do not remember his first name. He was
generaIly caIled Captain Anthony—a title which, I presume, he acquired by sailing a craft on the Chesapeake Bay.
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He was not considered a rich slaveholder. He owned two or three farms, and about thirty slaves. His farms and
slaves were under the care of an overseer. The overseer’s name was Plummer. Mr. Plummer was a miserable
drunkard, a profane swearer, and a savage monster. He always went armed with a cowskin and a heavy cudgel. I
have known him to cut and slash the women’s heads so horribly, that even master would be enraged at his cruelty,
and would threaten to whip him if he did not mind himself.
Master, however, was not a humane slaveholder. It required extraordinary barbarity on the part of an overseer
to affect him. He was a cruel man, hardened by a long life of slave-holding. He would at times seem to take great
pleasure in whipping a slave. I have often been awakened at the dawn of day by the most heart-rending shrieks of
an own aunt of mine, whom he used to tie up to a joist, and whip upon her naked back till she was literally
covered with blood. No words, no tears, no prayers, from his gory victim, seemed to move his iron heart from its
bloody purpose. The louder she screamed, the harder he whipped; and where the blood ran fastest, there he
whipped longest. He would whip her to make her scream, and whip her to make her hush; and not until overcome
by fatigue, would he cease to swing the blood-clotted cowskin.
I remember the first time I ever witnessed this horrible exhibition. I was quite a child, but I well remember it. I
never shall forget it whilst I remember any thing. It was the first of a long series of such outrages, of which I was
doomed to be a witness and a participant. It struck me with awful force. It was the blood-stained gate, the entrance
to the hell of slavery, through which I was about to pass. It was a most terrible spectacle. I wish I could commit to
paper the feelings with which I beheld it.
This occurrence took place very soon after I went to live with my old master, and under the following
circumstances. Aunt Hester went out one night—where or for what I do not know—and happened to be absent
when my master desired her presence. He had ordered her not to go out evenings, and warned her that she must
never let him catch her in company with a young man, who was paying attention to her belonging to Colonel
Lloyd. The young man’s name was Ned Roberts, generally called Lloyd’s Ned. Why master was so careful of her,
may be safely left to conjecture. She was a woman of noble form, and of graceful proportions, having very few
equals, and fewer superiors, in personal appearance, among the colored or white women of our neighborhood.
Aunt Hester had not only disobeyed his orders in going out, but had been found in company with Lloyd’s Ned;
which circumstance, I found, from what he said while whipping her, was the chief offence. Had he been a man of
pure morals himself, he might. have been thought interested in protecting the innocence of my aunt; but those
who knew him will not suspect him of any such virtue. Before he commenced whipping Aunt Hester, he took her
into the kitchen, and stripped her from neck to waist, leaving her neck, shoulders, and back, entirely naked. He
then told her to cross her hands, calling her at the same time a d-----d b---h. After crossing her hands, be tied them
with a strong rope, and led her to a stool under a large hook in the joist, put in for the purpose. He made her get
upon the stool, and tied her hands to the hook. She now stood fair for his infernal purpose. Her arms were
stretched up at their full length, so that she stood upon the ends of her toes. He then said to her, “Now, you d-----d
b---h, I’ll learn you how to disobey my orders!” and after rolling up his sleeves, he commenced to lay on the
heavy cowskin, and soon the warm, red blood (amid heart-rending shrieks from her, and horrid oaths from him)
came dripping to the floor.
I was so terrified and horror-stricken at the sight, that I hid myself in a closet, and dared not venture out till
long after the bloody transaction was over. I expected it would be my turn next. It was all new to me. I had never
seen anything like it before. I had always lived with my grandmother on the outskirts of the plantation, where she
was put to raise the children of the younger women. I had therefore been, until now, out of the way of the bloody
scenes that often occurred on the plantation.
II
My master’s family consisted of two sons, Andrew and Richard; one daughter, Lucretia, and her husband,
Captain Thomas Auld. They lived in one house, upon the home plantation of Colonel Edward Lloyd. My master
was Colonel Lloyd’s clerk and superintendent. He was what might be called the overseer of the overseers. I spent
two years of childhood on this plantation in my old master’s family. It was here that I witnessed the bloody
transaction recorded in the first chapter; and as I received my first impressions of slavery on this plantation, I will
give some description of it, and of slavery as it there existed.
The plantation is about twelve miles north of Easton, in Talbot county, and is situated on the border of Miles
River. The principal.products raised upon it were tobacco, corn, and wheat. These were raised in great abundance;
so that, with the products of this and the other farms belonging to him, he was able to keep in almost constant
employment a large sloop, in carrying them to market at Baltimore. This sloop was named Sally Lloyd, in honor
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of one of the colonel’s daughters. My master’s son-in-law, Captain Auld, was master of the vessel; she was
otherwise manned by the colonel’s own slaves. Their names were Peter, Isaac, Rich, and Jake. These were
esteemed very highly by the other slaves, and looked upon as the privileged ones of the plantation; for it was no
small affair, in the eyes of the slaves, to be allowed to see Baltimore.
Colonel Lloyd kept from three to four hundred slaves on his home plantation, and owned a large number more
on the neighboring farms belonging to him. The names of the farms nearest to the home plantation were Wye
Town and New Design. Wye Town was under the overseership of a man named Noah Willis. New Design was
under the overseership of a Mr. Townsend. The overseers of these, and all the rest of the farms, numbering over
twenty, received advice and direction from the managers of the home plantation.
This was the great business place. It was the seat of government for the whole twenty farms. All disputes
among the overseers were settled here. If a slave was convicted of any high misdemeanor, became unmanageable,
or evinced a determination to run away, he was brought immediately here, severely whipped, put on board the
sloop, carried to Baltimore, and sold to Austin Woolfolk, or some other slave-trader, as a warning to the slaves
remaining.
Here, too, the slaves of all the other farms received their monthly allowance of food, and their yearly clothing.
The men and women slaves received, as their monthly allowance of food, eight pounds of pork, or its equivalent
in fish, and one bushel of corn meal. Their yearly clothing consisted of two coarse linen shirts, one pair of linen
trousers, like the shirts, one jacket, one pair of. trousers for winter, made of coarse negro cloth, one pair of
stockings, and one pair of shoes; the whole of which could not have cost more than seven dollars. The allowance
of the slave children was given to their mothers, or the old women having the care of them. The children unable to
work in the field had neither shoes, stockings, jackets, nor trousers, given to them; their clothing consisted of two
coarse linen shirts per year. When these failed them, they went naked until the next allowance-day. Children from
seven to ten years old, of both sexes, almost naked, might be seen at all seasons of the year.
There were no beds given the slaves, unless one coarse blanket be considered such, and none but the men and
women had these. This, however, is not considered a very great privation. They find less difficulty from the want
of beds, than from the want of time to sleep; for when their day’s work in the field is done, the most of them
having their washing, mending, and cooking to do, and having few or none of the ordinary facilities for doing
either of these, very many of their sleeping hours are consumed in preparing for the field the coming day; and
when this is done, old and young, male and female, married and single, drop down side by side, on one common
bed—the cold, damp floor—each covering himself or herself with their miserable blankets; and here they sleep
till they are summoned to the field by the driver’s horn.
At the sound of this, all must rise, and be off to the field. There must be no halting; every one must be at his or
her post; and woe betides them who hear not this morning summons to the field; for if they are not awakened by
the sense of hearing, they are by the sense of feeling: no age nor sex finds any favor. Mr. Severe, the overseer,
used to stand by the door of the quarter, armed with a large hickory stick and heavy cowskin, ready to whip
anyone who was so unfortunate as not to hear, or, from any other cause, was prevented from being ready to start
for the field at the sound of the horn.
*
Mr. Severe was rightly named: he was a cruel man. I have seen him whip a woman, causing the blood to run
half an hour at the time; and this, too, in the midst of her crying children, pleading for their mother’s release. He
seemed to take pleasure in manifesting his fiendish barbarity. Added to his cruelty, he was a profane swearer. It
was enough to chill the blood and stiffen the hair of an ordinary man to hear him talk. Scarce a sentence escaped
him but that was commenced or concluded by some horrid oath.
The field was the place to witness his cruelty and profanity. His presence made it both the field of blood and of
blasphemy. From the rising till the going down of the sun, he was cursing, raving, cutting, and slashing among the
slaves of the field, in the most frightful manner.
His career was short. He died very soon after I went to Colonel Lloyd’s; and he died as he lived, uttering, with
his dying groans, bitter curses and horrid oaths. His death was regarded by the slaves as the result of a merciful
Providence.
*
Mr. Severe’s place was filled by a Mr. Hopkins. He was a very different man. He was less cruel, less profane,
and made less noise, than Mr. Severe. His course was characterized by no extraordinary demonstrations of cruelty.
He whipped, but seemed to take no pleasure in it. He was called by the slaves a good overseer.
The home plantation of Colonel Lloyd wore the appearance of a country village. All the mechanical operations
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for all the farms were performed here. The shoemaking and mending, the blacksmithing, cartwrighting,
coopering, weaving, and grain-grinding, were all performed by the slaves on the home plantation. The whole
place wore a business-like aspect very unlike the neighboring farms. The number of houses, too, conspired to give
it advantage over the neighboring farms.
It was called by the slaves the Great House Farm. Few privileges were esteemed higher, by the slaves of the
out-farms, than that of being selected to do errands at the Great House Farm. It was associated in their minds with
greatness. A representative could not be prouder of his election to a seat in the American Congress, than a slave on
one of the out-farms would be of his election to do errands at the Great House Farm. They regarded it as evidence
of great confidence reposed in them by their overseers; and it was on this account, as well as a constant desire to
be out of the field from under the driver’s lash, that they esteemed it a high privilege, one worth careful living for.
He was called the smartest and most trusty fellow, who had this honor conferred upon him the most frequently.
The competitors for this office sought as diligently to please their overseers, as the office-seekers in the political
parties seek to please and deceive the people. The same traits of character might be seen in Colonel Lloyd’s
slaves, as are seen in the slaves of the political parties.
The slaves selected to go to the Great House Farm, for the monthly allowance for themselves and their fellowslaves, were peculiarly enthusiastic. While on their way, they would make the dense old woods, for miles around,
reverberate with their wild songs, revealing at once the highest joy and the deepest sadness. They would compose
and sing as they went along, consulting neither time nor tune. The thought that came up, came out—if not in the
word, in the sound—and as frequently in the one as in the other. They would sometimes sing the most pathetic
sentiment in the most rapturous tone, and the most rapturous sentiment in the most pathetic tone. Into all of their
songs they would manage to weave something of the Great House Farm. Especially would they do this, when
leaving home. They would then sing most exultingly the following words:
I am going away to the Great House Farm!
O, yea! O, yea! O!

This they would sing, as a chorus, to words which to many would seem unmeaning jargon, but which,
nevertheless, were full of meaning to themselves. I have sometimes thought that the mere hearing of those songs
would do more to impress some minds with the horrible character of slavery, than the reading of whole volumes
of philosophy on the subject could do.
I did not, when a slave, understand the deep meaning of those rude and apparently incoherent songs. I was
myself within the circle; so that I neither saw nor heard as those without might see and hear. They told a tale of
woe which was then altogether beyond my feeble comprehension; they were tones loud, long, and deep; they
breathed the prayer and complaint of souls boiling over with the bitterest anguish. Every tone was a testimony
against slavery, and a prayer to God for deliverance from chains. The hearing of those wild notes always
depressed my spirit, and filled me with ineffable sadness. I have frequently found myself in tears while hearing
them. The mere recurrence to those songs, even now, afflicts me; and while I am writing these lines, an expression
of feeling has already found its way down my cheek.
To those songs I trace my first glimmering conception of the dehumanizing character of slavery. I can never
get rid of that conception. Those songs still follow me, to deepen my hatred of slavery, and quicken my
sympathies for my brethren in bonds. If anyone wishes to be impressed with the soul-killing effects of slavery, let
him go to Colonel Lloyd’s plantation, and, on allowance-day, place himself in the deep pine woods, and there let
him, in silence, analyze the sounds that shall pass through the chambers of his soul, and if he is not thus
impressed, it will only be because “there is no flesh in his obdurate heart.”
I have often been utterly astonished, since I came to the north, to find persons who could speak of the singing,
among slaves, as evidence of their contentment and happiness. It is impossible to conceive of a greater mistake.
Slaves sing most when they are most unhappy. The songs of the slave represent the sorrows of his heart; and he is
relieved by them, only as an aching heart is relieved by its tears. At least, such is my experience. I have often sung
to drown my sorrow, but seldom to express my happiness. Crying for joy, and singing for joy, were alike
uncommon to me while in the jaws of slavery. The singing of a man cast away upon a desolate island might be as
appropriately considered as evidence of contentment and happiness, as the singing of a slave; the songs of the one
and of the other are prompted by the same emotion.
III
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Colonel Lloyd kept a large and finely cultivated garden, which afforded almost constant employment for four
men, besides the chief gardener, (Mr. M’Durmond.) This garden was probably the greatest attraction of the place.
During the summer months, people came from far and near—from Baltimore, Easton, and Annapolis—to see it. It
abounded in fruits of almost every description, from the hardy apple of the north to the delicate orange of the
south. This garden was not the least source of trouble on the plantation. Its excellent fruit was quite a temptation
to the hungry swarms of boys, as well as the older slaves, belonging to the colonel, few of whom had the virtue or
the vice to resist it. Scarcely a day passed, during the .summer, but that some slave had to take the lash for stealing
fruit.
The colonel had to resort to all kinds of stratagems to keep his slaves out of the garden. The last and most
successful one was that of tarring his fence all around; after which, if a slave was caught with any tar upon his
person, it was deemed sufficient proof that he had either been into the garden, or had tried to get in. In either case,
he was severely whipped by the chief gardener. This plan worked well; the slaves became as fearful of tar as of
the lash. They seemed to realize the impossibility of touching tar without being defiled.
The colonel also kept a splendid riding equipage. His stable and carriage-house presented the appearance of
some of our large city livery establishments. His horses were of the finest form and noblest blood. His carriagehouse contained three splendid coaches, three or four gigs, besides dearborns and barouches of the most
fashionable style.
This establishment was under the care of two slaves—old Barney and young Barney—father and son. To
attend to this establishment was their sole work. But it was by no means an easy employment; for in nothing was
Colonel Lloyd more particular than in the management of his horses. The slightest inattention to these was
unpardonable, and was visited upon those, under whose care they were placed, with the severest punishment; no
excuse could shield them, if the colonel only suspected any want of attention to his horses—a supposition which
he frequently indulged, and one which, of course, made the office of old and young Barney a very trying one.
They never knew when they were safe from punishment. They were frequently whipped when least deserving,
and escaped whipping when most deserving it.
Everything depended upon the looks of the horses, and the state of Colonel Lloyd’s own mind when his horses
were brought to him for use. If a horse did not move fast enough, or hold his head high enough, it was owing to
some fault of his keepers. It was painful to stand near the stable-door, and hear the various complaints against the
keepers when a horse was taken out for use.
“This horse has not had proper attention. He has not been sufficiently rubbed and curried, or he has not been
properly fed; his food was too wet or too dry; he got it too soon or too late; he was too hot or too cold; he had too
much hay, and not enough of grain; or he had too much grain, and not enough of hay; instead of old Barney’s
attending to the horse, he had very improperly left it to his son.”
To all these complaints, no matter how unjust, the slave must answer never a word. Colonel Lloyd could not
brook any contradiction from a slave. When he spoke, a slave must stand, listen, and tremble; and such was
literally the case. I have seen Colonel Lloyd make old Barney, a man between fifty and sixty years of age, uncover
his bald head, kneel down upon the cold, damp ground, and receive upon his naked and toil-worn shoulders more
than thirty lashes at the time.
Colonel Lloyd had three sons—Edward, Murray, and Daniel—and three sons-in-law, Mr. Winder, Mr.
Nicholson, and Mr. Lowndes. All of these lived at the Great House Farm, and enjoyed the luxury of whipping the
servants when they pleased, from old Barney down to William Wilkes, the coach-driver. I have seen Winder make
one of the house-servants stand off from him a suitable distance to be touched with the end of his whip, and at
every stroke raise great ridges upon his back.
To describe the wealth of Colonel Lloyd would be almost equal to describing the riches of Job. He kept from
ten to fifteen house-servants. He was said to own a thousand slaves, and I think this estimate quite within the
truth. Colonel Lloyd owned so many that he did not know them when he saw them; nor did all the slaves of the
out-farms know him. It is reported of him, that, while riding along the road one day, he met a colored man, and
addressed him in the usual manner of speaking to colored people on the public highways of the south:
“Well, boy, whom do you belong to?”
“To Colonel Lloyd,” replied the slave.
“Well, does the colonel treat you well?”
“No, sir,” was the ready reply.
“What, does he work you too hard?”
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“Yes, sir.”
“Well, don’t he give you enough to eat?”
“Yes, sir, he gives me enough, such as it is.”
The colonel, after ascertaining where the slave belonged, rode on; the man also went on about his business, not
dreaming that he had been conversing with his master. He thought, said, and heard nothing more of the matter,
until two or three weeks afterwards. The poor man was then informed by his overseer that, for having found fault
with his master, he was now to be sold to a Georgia trader. He was immediately chained and handcuffed; and thus,
without a moment’s warning, he was snatched away, and forever sundered, from his family and friends, by a hand
more unrelenting than death.
This is the penalty of telling the truth, of telling the simple truth, in answer to a series of plain questions.
It is partly in consequence of such facts, that slaves, when inquired of as to their condition and the character of
their masters, almost universally say they are contented, and that their masters are kind. The slaveholders have
been known to send in spies among their slaves, to ascertain their views and feelings in regard to their condition.
The frequency of this has had the effect to establish among the slaves the maxim, that a still tongue makes a wise
head. They suppress the truth rather than take the consequences of telling it, and in so doing prove themselves a
part of the human family. If they have anything to say of their masters, it is generally in their masters’ favor,
especially when speaking to an untried man. I have been frequently asked, when a slave, if I had a kind master,
and do not remember ever to have given a negative answer; nor did I, in pursuing this course, consider myself as
uttering what was absolutely false; for I always measured the kindness of my master by the standard of kindness
set up among slaveholders around us.
Moreover, slaves are like other people, and imbibe prejudices quite common to others. They think their own
better than that of others. Many, under the influence of this prejudice, think their own masters are better than the
masters of other slaves; and this, too, in some cases, when the very reverse is true. Indeed, it is not uncommon for
slaves even to fall out and quarrel among themselves about the relative goodness of their masters, each
contending for the superior goodness of his own over that of the others.
At the very same time, they mutually execrate their masters when viewed separately. It was so on our
plantation. When Colonel Lloyd’s slaves met the slaves of Jacob Jepson, they seldom parted without a quarrel
about their masters; Colonel Lloyd’s slaves contending that he was the richest, and Mr. Jepson’s slaves that he
was the smartest, and most of a man. Colonel Lloyd’s slaves would boast his ability to buy and sell Jacob Jepson.
Mr. Jepson’s slaves would boast his ability to whip Colonel Lloyd.
These quarrels would almost always end in a fight between the parties, and those that whipped were supposed
to have gained the point at issue. They seemed to think that the greatness of their masters was transferable to
themselves. It was considered as being bad enough to be a slave; but to be a poor man’s slave was deemed a
disgrace indeed!
IV
Mr. Hopkins remained but a short time in the office of overseer. Why his career was so short, I do not know,
but suppose he lacked the necessary severity to suit Colonel Lloyd. Mr. Hopkins was succeeded by Mr. Austin
Gore, a man possessing, in an eminent degree, all those traits of character indispensable to what is called a firstrate overseer. Mr. Gore had served Colonel Lloyd, in the capacity of overseer, upon one of the out-farms, and had
shown himself worthy of the high station of overseer upon the home or Great House Farm.
Mr. Gore was proud, ambitious, and persevering. He was artful, cruel, and obdurate. He was just the man for
such a place, and it was just the place for such a man. It afforded scope for the full exercise of all his powers, and
he seemed to be perfectly at home in it. He was one of those who could torture the slightest look, word, or
gesture, on the part of the slave, into impudence, and would treat it accordingly. There must be no answering back
to him; no explanation was allowed a slave, showing himself to have been wrongfully accused. Mr. Gore acted
fully up to the maxim laid down by slaveholders:
“It is better that a dozen slaves suffer under the lash, than that the overseer should be convicted, in the presence
of the slaves, of having been at fault.”
No matter how innocent a slave might be, it availed him nothing, when accused by Mr. Gore of any
misdemeanor. To be accused was to be convicted, and to be convicted was to be punished; the one always
following the other with immutable certainty. To escape punishment was to escape accusation; and few slaves had
the fortune to do either, under the overseership of Mr. Gore. He was just proud enough to demand the most
debasing homage of the slave, and quite servile enough to crouch, himself, at the feet of the master. He was
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ambitious enough to be contented with nothing short of the highest rank of overseers, and persevering enough to
reach the height of his ambition. He was cruel enough to inflict the severest punishment, artful enough to descend
to the lowest trickery, and obdurate enough to be insensible to the voice of a reproving conscience. He was, of all
the overseers, the most dreaded by the slaves. His presence was painful; his eye flashed confusion; and seldom
was his sharp, shrill voice heard, without producing horror and trembling in their ranks.
Mr. Gore was a grave man, and, though a young man, he indulged in no jokes, said no funny words, seldom
smiled. His words were in perfect keeping with his looks, and his looks were in perfect keeping with his words.
Overseers will sometimes indulge in a witty word, even with the slaves; not so with Mr. Gore. He spoke but to
command, and commanded but to be obeyed; he dealt sparingly with his words, and bountifully with his whip,
never using the former where the latter would answer as well. When he whipped, he seemed to do so from a sense
of duty, and feared no consequences. He did nothing reluctantly, no matter how disagreeable; always at his post,
never inconsistent. He never promised but to fulfil. He was, in a word, a man of the most inflexible firmness and
stone-like coolness.
His savage barbarity was equalled only by the consummate coolness with which he committed the grossest and
most savage deeds upon the slaves under his charge.
Mr. Gore once undertook to whip one of Colonel Lloyd’s slaves, by the name of Demby. He had given Demby
but few stripes, when, to get rid of the scourging, he ran and plunged himself into a creek, and stood there at the
depth of his shoulders, refusing to come out. Mr. Gore told him that he would give him three calls, and that, if he
did not come out at the third call, he would shoot him. The first call was given. Demby made no response, but
stood his ground. The second and third calls were given with the same result. Mr. Gore then, without consultation
or deliberation with anyone, not even giving Demby an additional call, raised his musket to his face, taking deadly
aim at his standing victim, and in an instant poor Demby was no more. His mangled body sank out of sight, and
blood and brains marked the water where he had stood.
A thrill of horror flashed through every soul upon the plantation, excepting Mr. Gore. He alone seemed cool
and collected. He was asked by Colonel Lloyd and myold master, why he resorted to this extraordinary expedient.
His reply was, (as well as I can remember,) that Demby had become unmanageable. He was setting a dangerous
example to the other slaves—one which, if suffered to pass without some such demonstration on his part, would
finally lead to the total subversion of all rule and order upon the plantation. He argued that if one slave refused to
be corrected, and escaped with his life, the other slaves would soon copy the example; the result of which would
be, the freedom of the slaves, and the enslavement of the whites.
Mr. Gore’s defence was satisfactory. He was continued in his station as overseer upon the home plantation. His
fame as an overseer went abroad. His horrid crime was not even submitted to judicial investigation. It was
committed in the presence of slaves, and they of course could neither institute a suit, nor testify against him; and
thus the guilty perpetrator of one of the bloodiest and most foul murders goes unwhipped of justice, and
uncensured by the community in which he lives.
Mr. Gore lived in St. Michael’s, Talbot county, Maryland, when I left there; and if he is still alive, he very
probably lives there now; and if so, he is now, as he was then, as highly esteemed and as much respected as
though his guilty soul had not been stained with his brother’s blood. I speak advisedly when I say this—that
killing a slave, or any colored person, in Talbot county, Maryland, is not treated as a crime, either by the courts or
the community.
Mr. Thomas Lanman, of St. Michael’s, killed two slaves, one of whom he killed with a hatchet, by knocking
his brains out. He used to boast of the commission of the awful and bloody deed. I have heard him do so
laughingly, saying, among other things, that he was the only benefactor of his country in the company, and that
when others would do as much as he had done, we should be relieved of “the d-----d niggers.”
The wife of Mr. Giles Hicks, living but a short distance from where I used to live, murdered my wife’s cousin,
a young girl between fifteen and sixteen years of age, mangling her person in the most horrible manner, breaking
her nose and breastbone with a stick, so that the poor girl expired in a few hours afterward. She was immediately
buried, but had not been in her untimely grave but a few hours before she was taken up and examined by the
coroner, who decided that she had come to her death by severe beating.
The offence for which this girl was thus murdered was this—she had been set that night to mind Mrs. Hicks’s
baby, and during the night she fell asleep, and the baby cried. She, having lost her rest for several nights previous,
did not hear the crying. They were both in the room with Mrs. Hicks. Mrs. Hicks, finding the girl slow to move,
jumped from her bed, seized an oak stick of wood by the fireplace, and with it broke the girl’s nose and
breastbone, and thus ended her life.
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I will not say that this most horrid murder produced no sensation in the community. It did produce sensation,
but not enough to bring the murderess to punishment. There was a warrant issued for her arrest, but it was never
served. Thus she escaped not only punishment, but even the pain of being arraigned before a court for her horrid
crime.
Whilst I am detailing bloody deeds which took place during my stay on Colonel Lloyd’s plantation, I will
briefly narrate another, which occurred about the same time as the murder of Demby by Mr. Gore.
Colonel Lloyd’s slaves were in the habit of spending a part of their nights and Sundays in fishing for oysters,
and in this way made up the deficiency of their scanty allowance. An old man belonging to Colonel Lloyd, while
thus engaged, happened to get beyond the limits of Colonel Lloyd’s, and on the premises of Mr. Beal Bondly. At
this trespass, Mr. Bondly took offence, and with his musket came down to the shore, and blew its deadly contents
into the poor old man.
Mr. Bondly came over to see Colonel Lloyd the next day, whether to pay him for his property, or to justify
himself in what he had done, I know not. At any rate, this whole fiendish transaction was soon hushed up. There
was very little said about it at all, and nothing done. It was a common saying, even among little white boys, that it
was worth a half-cent to kill a “nigger,” and a half-cent to bury one.
V
As to my own treatment while I lived on Colonel Lloyd’s plantation, it was very similar to that of the other
slave children. I was not old enough to work in the field, and there being little else than field work to do, I had a
great deal of leisure time. The most I had to do was to drive up the cows at evening, keep the fowls out of the
garden, keep the front yard clean, and run of errands for my old master’s daughter, Mrs. Lucretia Auld. The most
of my leisure time I spent in helping Master Daniel Lloyd in finding his birds, after he had shot them. My
connection with Master Daniel was of some advantage to me. He became quite attached to me, and was a sort of
protector of me. He would not allow the older boys to impose upon me, and would divide his cakes with me.
I was seldom whipped by my old master, and suffered little from anything else than hunger and cold. I suffered
much from hunger, but much more from cold. In hottest summer and coldest winter, I was kept almost naked—no
shoes, no stockings, no jacket, no trousers, nothing on but a coarse tow linen shirt, reaching only to my knees. I
had no bed. I must have perished with cold, but that, the coldest nights, I used to steal a bag which was used for
carrying corn to the mill. I would crawl into this bag, and there sleep on the cold, damp, clay floor, with my head
in and feet out: My feet have been so cracked with the frost, that the pen with which I am writing might be laid in
the gashes.
We were not regularly allowanced. Our food was coarse corn meal boiled. This was called mush. It was put
into a large wooden tray or trough, and set down upon the ground. The children were then called, like so many
pigs, and like so many pigs they would come and devour the mush; some with oyster shells, others with pieces of
shingle, some with naked hands, and none with spoons. He that ate fastest got most; he that was strongest secured
the best place; and few left the trough satisfied.
I was probably between seven and eight years old when I left Colonel Lloyd’s plantation. I left it with joy. I
shall never forget the ecstasy with which I received the intelligence that my old master (Anthony) had determined
to let me go to Baltimore, to live with Mr. Hugh Auld, brother to my old master’s son-in-law, Captain Thomas
Auld. I received this information about three days before my departure. They were three of the happiest days I
ever enjoyed. I spent the most part of all these three days in the creek, washing off the plantation scurf, and
preparing myself for my departure.
The pride of appearance which this would indicate was not my own. I spent the time in washing, not so much
because I wished to, but because Mrs. Lucretia had told me I must get all the dead skin off my feet and knees
before I could go to Baltimore; for the people in Baltimore were very cleanly, and would laugh at me if I looked
dirty. Besides, she was going to give me a pair of trousers, which I should not put on unless I got all the dirt off
me.
The thought of owning a pair of trousers was great indeed! It was almost a sufficient motive, not only to make
me take off what would be called by pig-drovers the mange, but the skin itself. I went at it in good earnest,
working for the first time with the hope of reward.
The ties that ordinarily bind children to their homes were all suspended in my case. I found no severe trial in
my departure. My home was charmless; it was not home to me; on parting from it, I could not feel that I was
leaving anything which I could have enjoyed by staying. My mother was dead, my grandmother lived far off, so
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that I seldom saw her. I had two sisters and one brother, that lived in the same house with me; but the early
separation of us from our mother had well nigh blotted the fact of our relationship from our memories. I looked
for home elsewhere, and was confident of finding none which I should relish less than the one which I was
leaving. If, however, I found in my new home hardship, hunger, whipping, and nakedness, I had the consolation
that I should not have escaped anyone of them by staying. Having already had more than a taste of them in the
house of my old master, and having endured them there, I very naturally inferred my ability to endure them
elsewhere, and especially at Baltimore; for I had something of the feeling about Baltimore that is expressed. in the
proverb, that “being hanged in England is preferable to dying a natural death in Ireland.”
I had the strongest desire to see Baltimore. Cousin Tom, though not fluent in speech, had inspired me with that
desire by his eloquent description of the place. I could never point out anything at the Great House, no matter how
beautiful or powerful, but that he had seen something at Baltimore far exceeding, both in beauty and strength, the
object which I pointed out to him. Even the Great House itself, with all its pictures, was far inferior to many
buildings in Baltimore. So strong was my desire, that I thought a gratification of it would fully compensate for
whatever loss of comforts I should sustain by the exchange. I left without a regret, and with the highest hopes of
future happiness.
We sailed out of Miles River for Baltimore on a Saturday morning. I remember only the day of the week, for at
that time I had no knowledge of the days of the month, nor the months of the year. On setting sail, I walked aft,
and gave to Colonel Lloyd’s plantation what I hoped would be the last look. I then placed myself in the bows of
the sloop, and there spent the remainder of the day in looking ahead, interesting myself in what was in the
distance rather than in things near by or behind.
In the afternoon of that day, we reached Annapolis, the capital of the State. We stopped but a few moments, so
that I had no time to go on shore. It was the first large town that I had ever seen, and though it would look small
compared with some of our New England factory villages, I thought it a wonderful place for its size—more
imposing even than the Great House Farm!
We arrived at Baltimore early on Sunday morning, landing at Smith’s Wharf, not far from Bowley’s Wharf. We
had on board the sloop a large flock of sheep; and after aiding in driving them to the slaughterhouse of Mr. Curtis
on Louden Slater’s Hill, I was conducted by Rich, one of the hands belonging on board of the sloop, to my new
home in Alliciana Street, near Mr. Gardner’s shipyard, on Fells Point.
Mr. and Mrs. Auld were both at home, and met me at the door with their little son Thomas, to take care of
whom I had been given. And here I saw what I had never seen before; it was a white face beaming with the most
kindly emotions; it was the face of my new mistress, Sophia Auld. I wish I could describe the rapture that flashed
through my soul as I beheld it. It was a new and strange sight to me, brightening up my pathway with the light of
happiness. Little Thomas was told, there was his Freddy—and I was told to take care of little Thomas—and thus I
entered upon the duties of my new home with the most cheering prospect ahead.
I look upon my departure from Colonel Lloyd’s plantation as one of the most interesting events of my life. It is
possible, and even quite probable, that but for the mere circumstance of being removed from that plantation to
Baltimore, I should have today, instead of being here seated by my own table, in the enjoyment of freedom and
the happiness of home, writing this Narrative, been confined in the galling chains of slavery. Going to live at
Baltimore laid the foundation, and opened the gateway, to all my subsequent prosperity. I have ever regarded it as
the first plain manifestation of that kind Providence which has ever since attended me, and marked my life with so
many favors.
I regarded the selection of myself as being somewhat remarkable. There were a number of slave children that
might have been sent from the plantation to Baltimore. There were those younger, those older, and those of the
same age. I was chosen from among them all, and was the first, last, and only choice.
I may be deemed superstitious, and even egotistical, in regarding this event as a special interposition of divine
Providence in my favor. But I should be false to the earliest sentiments of my soul, if I suppressed the opinion. I
prefer to be true to myself, even at the hazard of incuning the ridicule of others, rather than to be false, and incur
my own abhorrence. From my earliest recollection, I date the entertainment of a deep conviction that slavery
would not always be able to hold me within its foul embrace; and in the darkest hours of my career in slavery, this
living word of faith and spirit of hope departed not from me, but remained like ministering angels to cheer me
through the gloom. This good spirit was from God, and to him I offer thanksgiving and praise.
VI
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My new mistress proved to be all she appeared when I first met her at the door—a woman of the kindest heart
and finest feelings. She had never had a slave under her control previously to myself, and prior to her marriage
she had been dependent upon her own industry for a living. She was by trade a weaver; and by constant
application to her business, she had been in a good degree preserved from the blighting and dehumanizing effects
of slavery. I was utterly astonished at her goodness. I scarcely knew how to behave towards her. She was entirely
unlike any other white woman I had ever seen. I could not approach her as I was accustomed to approach other
white ladies.
My early instruction was all out of place. The crouching servility, usually so acceptable a quality in a slave, did
not answer when manifested toward her. Her favor was not gained by it; she seemed to be disturbed by it. She did
not deem it impudent or unmannerly for a slave to look her in the face. The meanest slave was put fully at ease in
her presence, and none left without feeling better for having seen her. Her face was made of heavenly smiles, and
her voice of tranquil music.
But, alas! this kind heart had but a short time to remain such. The fatal poison of irresponsible power was
already in her hands, and soon commenced its infernal work. That cheerful eye, under the influence of slavery,
soon became red with rage; that voice, made all of sweet accord, changed to one of harsh and horrid discord; and
that angelic face gave place to that of a demon.
Very soon after I went to live with Mr. and Mrs. Auld, she very kindly commenced to teach me the A,B,C.
After I had learned this, she assisted me in learning to spell words of three or four letters. Just at this point of my
progress, Mr. Auld found out what was going on, and at once forbade Mrs. Auld to instruct me further, telling her,
among other things, that it was unlawful, as well as unsafe, to teach a slave to read. To use his own words, further,
he said,
“If you give a nigger an inch, he will take an ell.\fn{ The English ell—the measurement varried—was about 45 inches. } A
nigger should know nothing but to obey his master—to do as he is told to do. Learning would spoil the best
nigger in the world. Now,” said he, “if you teach that nigger (speaking of myself) how to read, there would be no
keeping him. It would forever unfit him to be a slave. He would at once become unmanageable, and of no value to
his master. As to himself, it could do him no good, but a great deal of harm. It would make him discontented and
unhappy.”
These words sank deep into my heart, stirred up sentiments within that lay slumbering, and called into
existence an entirely new train of thought. It was a new and special revelation, explaining dark and mysterious
things, with which my youthful understanding had struggled, but struggled in vain. I now understood what had
been to me a most perplexing difficulty—to wit, the white man’s power to enslave the black man. It was a grand
achievement, and I prized it highly. From that moment, I understood the pathway from slavery to freedom. It was
just what I wanted, and I got it at a time when I the least expected it. Whilst I was saddened by the thought of
losing the aid of my kind mistress, I was gladdened by the invaluable instruction which, by the merest accident, I
had gained from my master.
Though conscious of the difficulty of learning without a teacher, I set out with high hope, and a fixed purpose,
at whatever cost of trouble, to learn how to read. The very decided manner with which he spoke, and strove to
impress his wife with the evil consequences of giving me instruction, served to convince me that he was deeply
sensible of the truths he was uttering. It gave me the best assurance that I might rely with the utmost confidence
on the results which, he said, would flow from teaching me to read.
What he most dreaded, that I most desired.
What he most loved, that I most hated.
That which to him was a great evil, to be carefully shunned, was to me a great good, to be diligently sought;
and the argument which he so warmly urged, against my learning to read, only served to inspire me with a desire
and determination to learn. In learning to read, I owe almost as much to the bitter opposition of my master, as to
the kindly aid of my mistress. I acknowledge the benefit of both.
I had resided but a short time in Baltimore before I observed a marked difference, in the treatment of slaves,
from that which I had witnessed in the country. A city slave is almost a freeman, compared with a slave on the
plantation. He is much better fed and clothed, and enjoys privileges altogether unknown to the slave on the
plantation. There is a vestige of decency, a sense of shame, that does much to curb and check those outbreaks of
atrocious cruelty so commonly enacted upon the plantation.
He is a desperate slaveholder, who will shock the humanity of his non-slaveholding neighbors with the cries of
his lacerated slave. Few are willing to incur the odium attaching to the reputation of being a cruel master; and
above all things, they would not be known as not giving a slave enough to eat. Every city slaveholder is anxious
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to have it known of him, that he feeds his slaves well; and it is due to them to say, that most of them do give their
slaves enough to eat.
There are, however, some painful exceptions to this rule. Directly opposite to us, on Philpot Street, lived Mr.
Thomas Hamilton. He owned two slaves. Their names were Henrietta and Mary. Henrietta was about twenty-two
years of age, Mary was about fourteen; and of all the mangled and emaciated creatures I ever looked upon, these
two were the most so. His heart must be harder than stone, that could look upon these unmoved. The head, neck,
and shoulders of Mary were literally cut to pieces. I have frequently felt her head, and found it nearly covered
with festering sores, caused by the lash of her cruel mistress.
I do not know that her master ever whipped her, but I have been an eye-witness to the cruelty of Mrs.
Hamilton. I used to be in Mr. Hamilton’s house nearly every day. Mrs. Hamilton used to sit in a large chair in the
middle of the room, with a heavy cowskin always by her side, and scarce an hour passed during the day but was
marked by the blood of one of these slaves. The girls seldom passed her without her saying, “Move faster, you
black gip!” at the same time giving them a blow with the cowskin over the head or shoulders, often drawing the
blood. She would then say,
“Take that, you black gip!”—continuing—“If you don’t move faster, I’ll move you!”
Added to the cruel lashings to which these slaves were subjected, they were kept nearly half-starved. They
seldom knew what it was to eat a full meal. I have seen Mary contending with the pigs for the offal thrown into
the street. So much was Mary kicked and cut to pieces, that she was oftener called “pecked” than by her name.
VII
I lived in Master Hugh’s family about seven years. During this time, I succeeded in learning to read and write.
In accomplishing this, I was compelled to resort to various stratagems. I had no regular teacher. My mistress, who
had kindly commenced to instruct me, had, in compliance with the advice and direction of her husband, not only
ceased to instruct, but had set her face against my being instructed by anyone else. It is due, however, to my
mistress to say of her, that she did not adopt this course of treatment immediately. She at first lacked the depravity
indispensable to shutting me up in mental darkness. It was at least necessary for her to have some training in the
exercise of irresponsible power, to make her equal to the task of treating me as. though I were a brute.
My mistress was, as I have said, a kind and tender-hearted woman; and in the simplicity of her soul she
commenced, when I first went to live with her, to treat me as she supposed one human being ought to treat
another. In entering upon the duties of a slaveholder, she did not seem to perceive that I sustained to her the
relation of a mere chattel, and that for her to treat me as a human being was not only wrong, but dangerously so.
Slavery proved as injurious to her as it did to me. When I went there, she was a pious, warm, and tender-hearted
woman. There was no sorrow or suffering for which she had not a tear. She had bread for the hungry, clothes for
the naked, and comfort for every mourner that came within her reach.
Slavery soon proved its ability to divest her of these heavenly qualities. Under its influence, the tender heart
became stone, and the lamblike disposition gave way to one of tiger-like fierceness. The first step in her
downward course was in her ceasing to instruct me. She now commenced to practise her husband’s precepts. She
finally became even more violent in her opposition than her husband himself. She was not satisfied with simply
doing as well as he had commanded; she seemed anxious to do better. Nothing seemed to make her more angry
than to see me with a newspaper. She seemed to think that here lay the danger. I have had her rush at me with a
face made all up of fury, and snatch from me a newspaper, in a manner that fully revealed her apprehension. She
was an apt woman; and a little experience soon demonstrated, to her satisfaction, that education and slavery were
incompatible with each other.
From this time I was most narrowly watched. If I was in a separate room any considerable length of time, I
was sure to be suspected of having a book, and was at once called to give an account of myself. All this, however,
was too late. The first step had been taken. Mistress, in teaching me the alphabet, had given me the inch, and no
precaution could prevent me from taking the ell.
The plan which I adopted, and the one by which I was most successful, was that of making friends of all the
little white boys whom I met in the street. As many of these as I could, I converted into teachers. With their kindly
aid, obtained at different times and in different places, I finally succeeded in learning to read. When I was sent of
errands, I always took my book with me, and by going one part of my errand quickly, I found time to get a lesson
before my return.
I used also to carry bread with me, enough of which was always in the house, and to which I was always
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welcome; for I was much better off in this regard than many of the poor white children in our neighborhood. This
bread I used to bestow upon the hungry little urchins, who, in return, would give me that more valuable bread of
knowledge.
I am strongly tempted to give the names of two or three of those little boys, as a testimonial of the gratitude
and affection I bear them; but prudence forbids—not that it would injure me, but it might embarrass them; for it is
almost an unpardonable offence to teach slaves to read in this Christian country. It is enough to say of the dear
little fellows, that they lived on Philpot Street, very near Durgin and Bailey’s shipyard. I used to talk this matter of
slavery over with them. I would sometimes say to them, I wished I could be as free as they would be when they
got to be men.
“You will be free as soon as you are twenty-one, but I am a slave for life! Have not I as good a right to be free
as you have?”
These words used to trouble them; they would express for me the liveliest sympathy, and console me with the
hope that something would occur by which I might be free.
I was now about twelve years old, and the thought of being a slave for life began to bear heavily upon my
heart. Just about this time, I got hold of a book entitled The Columbian Orator. Every opportunity I got, I used to
read this book.
Among much of other interesting matter, I found in it a dialogue between a master and his slave. The slave was
represented as having run away from his master three times. The dialogue represented the conversation which
took place between them, when the slave was retaken the third time. In this dialogue, the whole argument in
behalf of slavery was brought forward by the master, all of which was disposed of by the slave. The slave was
made to say some very smart as well as impressive things in reply to his master—things which had the desired
though unexpected effect; for the conversation resulted in the voluntary emancipation of the slave on the part of
the master.
In the same book, I met with one of Sheridan’s mighty speeches on and in behalf of Catholic emancipation.
These were choice documents to me. I read them over and over again with unabated interest. They gave tongue to
interesting thoughts of my own soul, which had frequently flashed through my mind, and died away for want of
utterance. The moral which I gained from the dialogue was the power of truth over the conscience of even a
slaveholder. What I got from Sheridan was a bold denunciation of slavery, and a powerful vindication of human
rights. The reading of these documents enabled me to utter my thoughts, and to meet the arguments brought
forward to sustain slavery; but while they relieved me of one difficulty, they brought on another even more
painful than the one of which I was relieved.
The more I read, the more I was led to abhor and detest my enslavers. I could regard them in no other light
than a band of successful robbers, who had left their homes, and gone to Africa, and stolen us from our homes,
and in a strange land reduced us to slavery. I loathed them as being the meanest as well as the most wicked of
men. As I read and contemplated the subject, behold! that very discontentment which Master Hugh had predicted
would follow my learning to read had already come, to torment and sting my soul to unutterable anguish. As I
writhed under it, I would at times feel that learning to read had been a curse rather than a blessing. It had given me
a view of my wretched condition, without the remedy. It opened my eyes to the horrible pit, but to no ladder upon
which to get out.
In moments of agony, I envied my fellow-slaves for their stupidity. I have often wished myself a beast. I
preferred the condition of the meanest reptile to my own. Anything, no matter what, to get rid of thinking! It was
this everlasting thinking of my condition that tormented me. There was no getting rid of it. It was pressed upon
me by every object within sight or hearing, animate or inanimate. The silver trump of freedom had roused my soul
to eternal wakefulness. Freedom now appeared, to disappear no more forever. It was heard in every sound, and
seen in every thing. It was ever present to torment me with a sense of my wretched condition. I saw nothing
without seeing it, I heard nothing without hearing it, and felt nothing without feeling it. It looked from every star,
it smiled in every calm, breathed in every wind, and moved in every storm.
I often found myself regretting my own existence, and wishing myself dead; and but for the hope of being free,
I have no doubt but that I should have killed myself, or done something for which I should have been killed.
While in this state of mind, I was eager to hear anyone speak of slavery. I was a ready listener. Every little while, I
could hear something about the abolitionists. It was some time before I found what the word meant. It was always
used in such connections as to make it an interesting word to me. If a slave ran away and succeeded in getting
clear, or if a slave killed his master, set fire to a barn, or did any thing very wrong in the mind of a slaveholder, it
was spoken of as the fruit of abolition.
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Hearing the word in this connection very often, I set about learning what it meant. The dictionary afforded me
little or no help. I found it was “the act of abolishing;” but then I did not know what was to be abolished. Here I
was perplexed. I did not dare to ask anyone about its meaning, for I was satisfied that it was something they
wanted me to know very little about. After a patient waiting, I got one of our city papers, containing an account of
the number of petitions from the north, praying for the abolition of slavery in the District of Columbia, and of the
slave trade between the States.
From this time I understood the words abolition and abolition-ist, and always drew near when that word was
spoken, expecting to hear something of importance to myself and fellow-slaves. The light broke in upon me by
degrees. I went one day down on the wharf of Mr. Waters; and seeing two Irishmen unloading a scow of stone, I
went, unasked, and helped them. When we had finished, one of them came to me and asked me if I were a slave. I
told him I was. He asked,
“Are ye a slave for life?” I told him that I was.
The good Irishman seemed to be deeply affected by the statement. He said to the other that it was a pity so fine
a little fellow as myself should be a slave for life. He said it was a shame to hold me. They both advised me to run
away to the north; that I should find friends there, and that I should be free.
I pretended not to be interested in what they said, and treated them as if I did not understand them; for I feared
they might be treacherous. White men have been known to encourage slaves to escape, and then, to get the
reward, catch them and return them to their masters. I was afraid that these seemingly good men might use me so;
but I nevertheless remembered their advice, and from that time I resolved to run away. I looked forward to a time
at which it would be safe for me to escape. I was too young to think of doing so immediately; besides, I wished to
learn how to write, as I might have occasion to write my own pass. I consoled myself with the hope that I should
one day find a good chance. Meanwhile, I would learn to write.
The idea as to how I might learn to write was suggested to me by being in Durgin and Bailey’s ship-yard, and
frequently seeing the ship carpenters, after hewing, and getting a piece of timber ready for use, write on the timber
the name of that part of the ship for which it was intended. When a piece of timber was intended for the larboard
side, it would be marked thus—“L.” When a piece was for the starboard side, it would be marked thus—“S.” A
piece for the larboard side forward, would be marked thus—“L.F.” When a piece was for starboard side forward,
it would be marked thus—“S.F.” For larboard aft, it would be marked thus—“L.A.” For starboard aft, it would be
marked thus—“S.A.”
I soon learned the names of these letters, and for what they were intended when placed upon a piece of timber
in the ship-yard. I immediately commenced copying them, and in a short time was able to make the four letters
named. After that, when I met with any boy who I knew could write, I would tell him I could write as well as he.
The next word would be,
“I don’t believe you. Let me see you try it.”
I would then make the letters which I had been so fortunate as to learn, and ask him to beat that. In this way I
got a good many lessons in writing, which it is quite possible I should never have gotten in any other way. During
this time, my copy-book was the board fence, brick wall, and pavement; my pen and ink was a lump of chalk.
With these, I learned mainly how to write.
I then commenced and continued copying the Italics in Webster’s Spelling Book, until I could make them all
without looking on the book. By this time, my little Master Thomas had gone to school, and learned how to write,
and had written over a number of copy-books. These had been brought home, and shown to some of our near
neighbors, and then laid aside. My mistress used to go to class meeting at the Wilk Street meetinghouse every
Monday afternoon, and leave me to take care of the house. When left there, I used to spend the time in writing in
the spaces left in Master Thomas’s copy-book, copying what he had written. I continued to do this until I could
write a hand very similar to that of Master Thomas. Thus, after a long, tedious effort for years, I finally succeeded
in learning how to write.
VIII
In a very short time after I went to live at Baltimore, my old master’s youngest son Richard died; and in about
three years and six months after his death, my old master, Captain Anthony, died, leaving only his son, Andrew,
and daughter, Lucretia, to share his estate. He died while on a visit to see his daughter at Hillsborough. Cut off
thus unexpectedly, he left no will as to the disposal of his property. It was therefore necessary to have a valuation
of the property, that it might be equally divided between Mrs. Lucretia and Master Andrew.
I was immediately sent for, to be valued with the other property. Here again my feelings rose up in detestation
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of slavery. I had now a new conception of my degraded condition. Prior to this, I had become, if not insensible to
my lot, at least partly so.
I left Baltimore with a young heart overborne with sadness, and a soul full of apprehension. I took passage
with Captain Rowe, in the schooner Wild Cat, and, after a sail of about twenty-four hours, I found myself near the
place of my birth. I had now been absent from it almost, if not quite, five years. I, however, remembered the place
very well. I was only about five years old when I left it, to go and live with my old master on Colonel Lloyd’s
plantation; so that I was now between ten and eleven years old.
We were all ranked together at the valuation. Men and women, old and young, married and single, were ranked
with horses, sheep, and swine. There were horses and men, cattle and women, pigs and children, all holding the
same rank in the scale of being, and were all subjected to the same narrow examination. Silvery-headed age and
sprightly youth, maids and matrons, had to undergo the same indelicate inspection. At this moment, I saw more
clearly than ever the brutalizing effects of slavery upon both slave and slaveholder.
After the valuation, then came the division. I have no language to express the high excitement and deep
anxiety which were felt among us poor slaves during this time. Our fate for life was now to be decided. We had no
more voice in that decision than the brutes among whom we were ranked. A single word from the white men was
enough—against all our wishes, prayers, and entreaties—to sunder forever the dearest friends, dearest kindred,
and strongest ties known to human beings.
In addition to the pain of separation, there was the horrid dread of falling into the hands of Master Andrew. He
was known to us all as being a most cruel wretch—a common drunkard, who had, by his reckless mismanagement
and profligate dissipation, already wasted a large portion of his father’s property. We all felt that we might as well
be sold at once to the Georgia traders, as to pass into his hands; for we knew that that would be our inevitable
condition—a condition held by us all in the utmost horror and dread.
I suffered more anxiety than most of my fellow-slaves. I had known what it was to be kindly treated; they had
known nothing of the kind. They had seen little or nothing of the world. They were in very deed men and women
of sorrow, and acquainted with grief. Their backs had been made familiar with the bloody lash, so that they had
become callous; mine was yet tender; for while at Baltimore I got few whippings, and few slaves could boast of a
kinder master and mistress than myself; and the thought of passing out of their hands into those of Master Andrew
—a man who, but a few days before, to give me a sample of his bloody disposition, took my little brother by the
throat, threw him on the ground, and with the heel of his boot stamped upon his head till the blood gushed from
his nose and ears—was well calculated to make me anxious as to my fate. After he had committed this savage
outrage upon my brother, he turned to me, and said that was the way he meant to serve me one of these days—
meaning, I suppose, when I came into his possession.
Thanks to a kind Providence, I fell to the portion of Mrs. Lucretia, and was sent immediately back to
Baltimore, to live again in the family of Master Hugh. Their joy at my return equalled their sorrow at my
departure. It was a glad day to me. I had escaped a worse than lion’s jaws. I was absent from Baltimore, for the
purpose of valuation and division, just about one month, and it seemed to have been six.
Very soon after my return to Baltimore, my mistress, Lucretia, died, leaving her husband and one child,
Amanda; and in a very short time after her death, Master Andrew died.
Now all the property of my old master, slaves included, was in the hands of strangers—strangers who had had
nothing to do with accumulating it. Not a slave was left free. All remained slaves, from the youngest to the oldest.
If any one thing in my experience, more than another, served to deepen my conviction of the infernal character of
slavery, and to fill me with unutterable loathing of slaveholders, it was their base ingratitude to my poor old
grandmother. She had served my old master faithfully from youth to old age. She had been the source of all his
wealth; she had peopled his plantation with slaves; she had become a great grandmother in his service. She had
rocked him in infancy, attended him in childhood, served him through life, and at his death wiped from his icy
brow the cold death-sweat, and closed his eyes forever.
She was nevertheless left a slave—a slave for life—a slave in the hands of strangers; and in their hands she
saw her children, her grandchildren, and her great-grandchildren, divided, like so many sheep, without being
gratified with the small privilege of a single word, as to their or her own destiny. And, to cap the climax of their
base ingratitude and fiendish barbarity, my grandmother, who was now very old, having outlived my old master
and all his children, having seen the beginning and end of all of them, and her present owners finding she was of
but little value, her frame already racked with the pains of old age, and complete helplessness fast stealing over
her once active limbs, they took her to the woods, built her a little hut, put up a little mud-chimney, and then made
her welcome to the privilege of supporting herself there in perfect loneliness; thus virtuaIly turning her out to die!
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If my poor old grandmother now lives, she lives to suffer in utter loneliness; she lives to remember and mourn
over the loss of children, the loss of grandchildren, and the loss of great-grandchildren. They are, in the language
of the slave’s poet, Whittier,
Gone, gone, sold and gone
To the rice swamp dank and lone,
Where the slave-whip ceaseless swings,
Where the noisome insect stings,
Where the fever-demon strews
Poison with the faIling dews,
Where the sickly sunbeams glare
Through the hot and misty air:
Gone, gone, sold and gone
To the rice swamp dank and lone,
From Virginia hills and waters—
Woe is me, my stolen daughters!

The hearth is desolate. The children, the unconscious children, who once sang and danced in her presence, are
gone. She gropes her way, in the darkness of age, for a drink of water. Instead of the voices of her children, she
hears by day the moans of the dove, and by night the screams of the hideous owl. All is gloom. The grave is at the
door. And now, when weighed down by the pains and aches of old age, when the head inclines to the feet, when
the beginning and ending of human existence meet, and helpless infancy and painful old age combine together—
at this time, this most needful time, the time for the exercise of that tenderness and affection which children only
can exercise towards a declining parent—my poor old grandmother, the devoted mother of twelve children, is left
all alone, in yonder little hut, before a few dim embers.
She stands—she sits—she staggers—she falls—she groans—she dies—and there are none of her children or
grandchildren present, to wipe from her wrinkled brow the cold sweat of death, or to place beneath the sod her
fallen remains. Will not a righteous God visit for these things?
*
In about two years after the death of Mrs. Lucretia, Master Thomas married his second wife. Her name was
Rowena Hamilton. She was the eldest daughter of Mr. William Hamilton. Master now lived in St. Michael’s. Not
long after his marriage, a misunderstanding took place between himself and Master Hugh; and as a means of
punishing his brother, he took me from him to live with himself at St. Michael’s. Here I underwent another most
painful separation. It, however, was not so severe as the one I dreaded at the division of property; for, during this
interval, a great change had taken place in Master Hugh and his once kind and affectionate wife. The influence of
brandy upon him, and of slavery upon her, had effected a disastrous change in the characters of both; so that, as
far as they were concerned, I thought I had little to lose by the change.
But it was not to them that I was attached. It was to those little Baltimore boys that I felt the strongest
attachment. I had received many good lessons from them, and was still receiving them, and the thought of leaving
them was painful indeed. I was leaving, too, without the hope of ever being. allowed to return. Master Thomas
had said he would never let me return again. The barrier betwixt himself and brother he considered impassable.
I then had to regret that I did not at least make the attempt to carry out my resolution to run away; for the
chances of success are tenfold greater from the city than from the country.
I sailed from Baltimore for St. Michael’s in the sloop Amanda, Captain Edward Dodson. On my passage, I paid
particular attention to the direction which the steamboats took to go to Philadelphia. I found, instead of going
down, on reaching North Point they went up the bay, in a north-easterly direction. I deemed this knowledge of the
utmost importance. My determination to run away was again revived. I resolved to wait only so long as the
offering of a favorable opportunity. When that came, I was determined to be off.
IX
I have now reached a period of my life when I can give dates. I left Baltimore, and went to live with Master
Thomas Auld, at St. Michael’s, in March, 1832.\fn{ He is now 14 or 15 years old.} It was now more than seven years
since I lived with him in the family of my old master, on Colonel Lloyd’s plantation. We of course were now
almost entire strangers to each other. He was to me a new master, and I to him a new slave. I was ignorant of his
temper and disposition; he was equally so of mine. A very short time, however, brought us into full acquaintance
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with each other. I was made acquainted with his wife not less than with himself. They were well matched, being
equally mean and cruel.
I was now, for the first time during a space of more than seven years, made to feel the painful gnawings of
hunger—something which I had not experienced before since I left Colonel Lloyd’s plantation. It went hard
enough with me then, when I could look back to no period at which I had enjoyed a sufficiency. It was tenfold
harder after living in Master Hugh’s family, where I had always had enough to eat, and of that which was good.
I have said Master Thomas was a mean man. He was so. Not to give a slave enough to eat, is regarded as the
most aggravated development of meanness even among slaveholders. The rule is, no matter how coarse the food,
only let there be enough of it. This is the theory; and in the part of Maryland from which I came, it is the general
practice—though there are many exceptions.
Master Thomas gave usenough of neither coarse nor fine food. There were four slaves of us in the kitchen—
my sister Eliza, my aunt Priscilla, Henny, and myself; and we were allowed less than a half of a bushel of corn
meal per week, and very little else, either in the shape of meat or vegetables. It was not enough for us to subsist
upon. We were therefore reduced to the wretched necessity of living at the expense of our neighbors. This we did
by begging and stealing, whichever came handy in the time of need, the one being considered as legitimate as the
other. A great many times have we poor creatures been nearly to perishing with hunger, when food in abundance
lay mouldering in the safe and smoke-house, and our three pious mistress was aware of the fact; and yet that
mistress and her husband would kneel every morning, and pray that God would bless them in basket and store!
Bad as all slaveholders are, we seldom meet one destitute of every element of character commanding respect.
My master was one of this rare sort. I do not know of one single noble act ever performed by him. The leadmg
trait m his character was meanness; and if there were any other element in his nature, it was made subject to this.
He was mean; and, like most other mean men, he lacked the ability to conceal his meanness.
Captain Auld was not born a slaveholder. He had been a poor man, master only of a Bay craft. He came into
possession of all his slaves by marriage; and of all men, adopted slaveholders are the worst. He was cruel, but
cowardly. He commanded without firmness. In the enforcement of his rules, he was at times rigid, and at times
lax. At times, he spoke to his slaves with the firmness of Napoleon and the fury of a demon; at other times, he
might well be mistaken for an inquirer who had lost his way.
He did nothing of himself. He might have passed for a lion, but for his ears. In all things noble which he
attempted, his own meanness shone most conspicuous. His airs, words, and actions, were the airs, words, and
actions of born slaveholders, and, being assumed, were awkward enough. He was not even a good imitator. He
possessed all the disposition to deceive, but wanted the power.
Having no resources within himself, he was compelled to be the copyist of many, and being such, he was
forever the victim of inconsistency; and of consequence he was an object of contempt, and was held as such even
by his slaves. The luxury of having slaves of his own to wait upon him was something new and unprepared for.
He was a slaveholder without the ability to hold slaves. He found himself incapable of managing his slaves either
by force, fear, or fraud.
We seldom called him “master;” we generally called him “Captain Auld,” and were hardly disposed to title
him at all. I doubt not that our conduct had much to do with making him appear awkward, and of consequence
fretful. Our want of reverence for him must have perplexed him greatly. He wished to have us call him master, but
lacked the firmness necessary to command us to do so. His wife used to insist upon our calling him so, but to no
purpose.
In August, 1832, my master attended a Methodist camp-meeting held in the Bay-side, Talbot County, and there
experienced religion. I indulged a faint hope that his conversion would lead him to emancipate his slaves, and
that, if he did not do this, it would, at any rate, make him more kind and humane. I was disappointed in both these
respects. It neither made him to be humane to his slaves, nor to emancipate them. If it had any effect on his
character, it made him more cruel and hateful in all his ways; for I believe him to have been a much worse man
after his conversion than before.
Prior to his conversion, he relied upon his own depravity to shield and sustain him in his savage barbarity; but
after his conversion, he found religious sanction and support for his slaveholding cruelty. He made the greatest
pretensions to piety. His house was the house of prayer. He prayed morning, noon, and night. He very soon
distinguished himself among his brethren, and was soon made a class-leader and exhorter. His activity in revivals
was great, and he proved himself an instrument in the hands of the church in converting many souls. His house
was the preachers’ home. They used to take great pleasure in coming there to put up; for while he starved us, he
stuffed them.
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We have had three or four preachers there at a time. The names of those who used to come most frequently
while I lived there, were Mr. Storks, Mr. Ewery, Mr. Humphry, and Mr. Hickey. I have also seen Mr. George
Cookman at our house. We slaves loved Mr. Cookman. We believed him to be a good man. We thought him
instrumental in getting Mr. Samuel Harrison, a very rich slaveholder, to emancipate his slaves; and by some
means got the impression that he was laboring to effect the emancipation of all the slaves. When he was at our
house, we were sure to be called in to prayers. When the others were there, we were sometimes called in and
sometimes not. Mr. Cookman took more notice of us than either of the other ministers. He could not come among
us without betraying his sympathy for us, and, stupid as we were, we had the sagacity to see it.
While I lived with my master in St. Michael’s, there was a white young man, a Mr. Wilson, who proposed to
keep a Sabbath school for the instruction of such slaves as might be disposed to learn to read the New Testament.
We met but three times, when Mr. West and Mr. Fairbanks, both class-leaders, with many others, came upon us
with sticks and other missiles, drove us off, and forbade us to meet again. Thus ended our little Sabbath school in
the pious town of St. Michael’s.
I have said my master found religious sanction for his cruelty. As an example, I will state one of many facts
going to prove the charge. I have seen him tie up a lame young woman, and whip her with a heavy cowskin upon
her naked shoulders, causing the warm red blood to drip; and, in justification of the bloody deed, he would quote
this passage of Scripture:
“He that knoweth his master’s will, and doeth it not, shall be beaten with many stripes.”
Master would keep this lacerated young woman tied up in this horrid situation four or five hours at a time. I
have known him to tie her up early in the morning, and whip her before breakfast; leave her, go to his store, return
at dinner, and whip her again, cutting her in the places already made raw with his cruel lash.
The secret of master’s cruelty toward “Henny” is found in the fact of her being almost helpless. When quite a
child, she fell into the fire, and burned herself horribly. Her hands were so burnt that she never got the use of
them. She could do very little but bear heavy burdens. She was to master a bill of expense; and as he was a mean
man, she was a constant offence to him. He seemed desirous of getting the poor girl out of existence. He gave her
away once to his sister; but, being a poor gift, she was not disposed to keep her. Finally, my benevolent master, to
use his own words, “set her adrift to take care of herself.”
Here was a recently-converted man, holding on upon the mother, and at the same time turning out her helpless
child, to starve and die! Master Thomas was one of the many pious slaveholders who hold slaves for the very
charitable purpose of taking care of them.
My master and myself had quite a number of differences. He found me unsuitable to his purpose. My city life,
he said, had had a very pernicious effect upon me. It had almost ruined me for every good purpose, and fitted me
for everything which was bad. One of my greatest faults was that of letting his horse run away, and go down to his
father-in-law’s farm, which was about five miles from St. Michael’s. I would then have to go after it. My reason
for this kind of carelessness, or carefulness, was, that I could always get something to eat when I went there.
Master William Hamilton, my master’s father-in-law, always gave his slaves enough to eat. I never left there
hungry, no matter how great the need of my speedy return. Master Thomas at length said he would stand it no
longer. I had lived with him nine months, during which time he had given me a number of severe whippings, all to
no good purpose. He resolved to put me out, as he said, to be broken; and, for this purpose, he let me for one year
to a man named Edward Covey.
Mr. Covey was a poor man, a farm-renter. He rented the place upon which he lived, as also the hands with
which he tilled it. Mr. Covey had acquired a very high reputation for breaking young slaves, and this reputation
was of immense value to him. It enabled him to get his farm tilled with much less expense to himself than he
could have had it done without such a reputation. Some slaveholders thought it not much loss to allow Mr. Covey
to have their slaves one year, for the sake of the training to which they were subjected, without any other
compensation. He could hire young help with great ease, in consequence of this reputation. Added to the natural
good qualities of Mr. Covey, he was a professor of religion—a pious soul—a member and a class-leader in the
Methodist church. All of this added weight to his reputation as a “nigger-breaker.”
I was aware of all the facts, having been made acquainted with them by a young man who had lived there. I
nevertheless made the change gladly; for I was sure of getting enough to eat, which is not the smallest
consideration to a hungry man.
X
I left Master Thomas’s house, and went to live with Mr. Covey, on the 1 st of January, 1833. I was now, for the
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first time in my life, a field hand. In my new employment, I found myself even more awkward than a country boy
appeared to be in a large city. I had been at my new home but one week before Mr. Covey gave me a very severe
whipping, cutting my back, causing the blood to run, and raising ridges on my flesh as large as my little finger.
The details of this affair are as follows: Mr. Covey sent me, very early in the morning of one of our coldest
days in the month of January, to the woods, to get a load of wood. He gave me a team of unbroken oxen. He told
me which was the in-hand ox, and which the off-hand one. He then tied the end of a large rope around the horns
of the in-hand ox, and gave me the other end of it, and told me, if the oxen started to run, that I must hold on upon
the rope.
I had never driven oxen before, and of course I was very awkward. I, however, succeeded in getting to the edge
of the woods with little difficulty; but I had got a very few rods into the woods, when the oxen took fright, and
started full tilt, carrying the cart against trees, and over stumps, in the most frightful manner. I expected every
moment that my brains would be dashed out against the trees. After running thus for a considerable distance, they
finally upset the cart, dashing it with great force against a tree, and threw themselves into a dense thicket.
How I escaped death, I do not know. There I was, entirely alone, in a thick wood, in a place new to me. My cart
was upset and shattered, my oxen were entangled among the young trees, and there was none to help me.
After a long spell of effort, I succeeded in getting my cart righted, my oxen disentangled, and again yoked to
the cart. I now proceeded with my team to the place where I had, the day before, been chopping wood, and loaded
my cart pretty heavily, thinking in this way to tame my oxen. I then proceeded on my way home. I had now
consumed one half of the day. I got out of the woods safely, and now felt out of danger. I stopped my oxen to open
the woods gate; and just as I did so, before I could get hold of my ox-rope, the oxen again started, rushed through
the gate, catching it between the wheel and the body of the cart, tearing it to pieces, and coming within a few
inches of crushing me against the gate-post.
Thus twice, in one short day, I escaped death by the merest chance. On my return, I told Mr. Covey what had
happened, and how it happened. He ordered me to return to the woods again immediately. I did so, and he
followed on after me. Just as I got into the woods, he came up and told me to stop my cart, and that he would
teach me how to trifle away my time, and break gates. He then went to a large gum-tree, and with his axe cut three
large switches, and, after trimming them up neatly with his pocket- knife, he ordered me to take off my clothes.
I made him no answer, but stood with my clothes on. He repeated his order. I still made him no answer, nor did
I move to strip myself. Upon this he rushed at me with the fierceness of a tiger, tore off my clothes, and lashed me
till he had worn out his switches, cutting me so savagely as to leave the marks visible for a long time after.
This whipping was the first of a number just like it, and for similar offences.
*
I lived with Mr. Covey one year. During the first six months, of that year, scarce a week passed without his
whipping me. I was seldom free from a sore back. My awkwardness was almost always his excuse for whipping
me. We were worked fully up to the point of endurance. Long before day we were up, our horses fed, and by the
first approach of day we were off to the field with our hoes and ploughing teams.
Mr. Covey gave us enough to eat, but scarce time to eat it. We were often less than five minutes taking our
meals. We were often in the field from the first approach of day till its last lingering ray had left us; and at savingfodder time, midnight often caught us in the field binding blades.
Covey would be out with us. The way he used to stand it, was this. He would spend the most of his afternoons
in bed. He would then come out fresh in the evening, ready to urge us on with his words, example, and frequently
with the whip. Mr. Covey was one of the few slaveholders who could and did work with his hands. He was a
hard-working man. He knew by himself just what a man or a boy could do. There was no deceiving him. His work
went on in his absence almost as well as in his presence; and he had the faculty of making us feel that he was ever
present with us.
This he did by surprising us. He seldom approached the spot where we were at work openly, if he could do it
secretly. He always aimed at taking us by surprise. Such was his cunning, that we used to call him, among
ourselves, “the snake.” When we were at work in the cornfield, he would sometimes crawl on his hands and knees
to avoid detection, and all at once he would rise nearly in our midst, and scream out,
“Ha, ha! Come, come! Dash on, dash on!”
*
This being his mode of attack, it was never safe to stop a single minute. His comings were like a thief in the
night. He appeared to us as being ever at hand. He was under every tree, behind every stump, in every bush, and
at every window, on the plantation. He would sometimes mount his horse, as if bound to St. Michael’s, a distance
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of seven miles, and in half an hour afterwards you would see him coiled up in the corner of the wood-fence,
watching every motion of the slaves. He would, for this purpose, leave his horse tied up in the woods.
Again, he would sometimes walk up to us, and give us orders as though he was upon the point of starting on a
long journey, turn his back upon us, and make as though he was going to the house to get ready; and, before he
would get half way thither, he would turn short and crawl into a fence-corner, or behind some tree, and there
watch us till the going down of the sun.
Mr. Covey’s forte consisted in his power to deceive. His life was devoted to planning and perpetrating the
grossest deceptions. Everything he possessed in the shape of learning or religion, he made conform to his
disposition to deceive. He seemed to think himself equal to deceiving the Almighty.
He would make a short prayer in the morning, and a long prayer at night; and, strange as it may seem, few men
would at times appear more devotional than he. The exercises of his family devotions were always commenced
with singing; and, as he was a very poor singer himself, the duty of raising the hymn generally came upon me. He
would read his hymn, and nod at me to commence. I would at times do so; at others, I would not.
My non-compliance would almost always produce much confusion. To show himself independent of me, he
would start and stagger through with his hymn in the most discordant manner. In this state of mind, he prayed
with more than ordinary spirit.
Poor man! such was his disposition, and success at deceiving, I do verily believe that he sometimes deceived
himself into the solemn belief, that he was a sincere worshipper of the most high God; and this, too, at a time
when he may be said to have been guilty of compelling his woman slave to commit the sin of adultery.
*
The facts in the case are these: Mr. Covey was a poor man; he was just commencing in life; he was only able to
buy one slave; and, shocking as is the fact, he bought her, as he said, for a breeder. This woman was named
Caroline. Mr. Covey bought her from Mr. Thomas Lowe, about six miles from St. Michael’s. She was a large,
able-bodied woman, about twenty years old. She had already given birth to one child, which proved her to be just
what he wanted. After buying her, he hired a married man of Mr. Samuel Harrison, to live with him one year; and
him he used to fasten up with her every night! The result was, that, at the end of the year, the miserable woman
gave birth to twins. At this result Mr. Covey seemed to be highly pleased, both with the man and the wretched
woman. Such was his joy, and. that of his wife, that nothing they could do for Caroline during her confinement
was too good, or too hard to be done. The children were regarded as being quite an addition to his wealth.
*
If at any one time of my life more than another, I was made to drink the bitterest dregs of slavery, that time was
during the first six months of my stay with Mr. Covey. We were worked in all weathers. It was never too hot or
too cold; it could never rain, blow, hail, or snow, too hard for us to work in the field. Work, work, work, was
scarcely more the order of the day than of the night. The longest days were too short for him, and the shortest
nights too long for him.
I was somewhat unmanageable when I first went there, but a few months of this discipline tamed me. Mr.
Covey succeeded in breaking me. I was broken in body, soul, and spirit. My natural elasticity was crushed, my
intellect languished, the disposition to read departed, the cheerful spark that lingered about my eye died; the dark
night of slavery closed in upon me; and behold a man transformed into a brute!
*
Sunday was my only leisure time. I spent this in a sort of beast-like stupor, between sleep and wake, under
some large tree. At times I would rise up, a flash of energetic freedom would dart through my soul, accompanied
with a faint beam of hope, that flickered for a moment, and then vanished. I sank down again, mourning over my
wretched condition. I was sometimes prompted to take my life, and that of Covey, but was prevented by a
combination of hope and fear. My sufferings on this plantation seem now like a dream rather than a stern reality.
Our house stood within a few rods of the Chesapeake Bay, whose broad bosom was ever white with sails from
every quarter of the habitable globe. Those beautiful vessels, robed in purest white, so delightful to the eye of
freemen, were to me so many shrouded ghosts, to terrify and torment me with thoughts of my wretched condition.
I have often, in the deep stillness of a summer’s Sabbath, stood all alone upon the lofty banks of that noble bay,
and traced, with saddened heart and tearful eye, the countless number of sails moving off to the mighty ocean.
The sight of these always affected me powerfully. My thoughts would compel utterance; and there, with no
audience but the Almighty, I would pour out my soul’s complaint, in my rude way, with an apostrophe to the
moving multitude of ships:
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You are loosed from your moorings, and are free; I am fast in my chains, and am a slave! You move merrily before
the gentle gale, and I sadly before the bloody whip! You are freedom’s swift-winged angels, that fly round the world; I
am confined in bands of iron! O that I were free! O, that I were on one of your gallant decks, and under your protecting
wing!
Alas! betwixt me and you, the turbid waters roll. Go on, go on. O that I could also gol Could I but swim! If I could
fly! O, why was I born a man, of whom to make a brute! The glad ship is gone; she hides in the dim distance. I am left
in the hottest hell of unending slavery. O God, save mel God, deliver me! Let me be free!
Is there any God? Why am I a slave? I will run away. I will not stand it. Get caught, or get clear, I’ll try it. I had as
well die with ague as the fever. I have only one life to lose. I had as well be killed running as die standing. Only think
of it; one hundred miles straight north, and I am freel
Try it? Yes! God helping me, I will. It cannot be that I shall live and die a slave. I will take to the water. This very
bay shall yet bear me into freedom. The steamboats steered in a north-east course from North Point. I will do the same;
and when I get to the head of the bay, I will turn my canoe adrift, and walk straight through Delaware into
Pennsylvania.
When I get there, I shall not be required to have a pass; I can travel without being disturbed. Let but the first
opportunity offer, and, come what will, I am off. Meanwhile, I will try to bear up under the yoke. I am not the only
slave in the world. Why should I fret? I can bear as much as any of them. Besides, I am but a boy, and all boys are
bound to someone. It may be that my misery in slavery will only increase my happiness when I get free. There is a
better day coming.

Thus I used to think, and thus I used to speak to myself; goaded almost to madness at one moment, and at the
next reconciling myself to my wretched lot.
XI
I have already intimated that my condition was much worse, during the first six months of my stay at Mr.
Covey’s, than in the last six. The circumstances leading to the change in Mr. Covey’s course toward me form an
epoch in my humble history.
You have seen how a man was made a slave; you shall see how a slave was made a man.
On one of the hottest days of the month of August, 1833, Bill Smith, William Hughes, a slave named Eli, and
myself, were engaged in fanning wheat. Hughes was clearing the fanned wheat from before the fan. Eli was
turning, Smith was feeding, and I was carrying wheat to the fan.
The work was simple, requiring strength rather than intellect; yet, to one entirely unused to such work, it came
very hard. About three o’clock of that day, I broke down; my strength failed me; I was seized with a violent
aching of the head, attended with extreme dizziness; I trembled in every limb. Finding what was coming, I nerved
myself up, feeling it would never do to stop work. I stood as long as I could stagger to the hopper with grain.
When I could stand no longer, I fell, and felt as if held down by an immense weight.
The fan of course stopped; everyone had his own work to do; and no one could do the work of the other, and
have his own go on at the same time.
Mr. Covey was at the house, about one hundred yards from the treading-yard where we were fanning. On
hearing the fan stop, he left immediately, and came to the spot where we were. He hastily inquired what the matter
was. Bill answered that I was sick, and there was no one to bring wheat to the fan. I had by this time crawled
away under the side of the post and rail fence by which the yard was enclosed, hoping to find relief by getting out
of the sun.
He then asked where I was. He was told by one of the hands. He came to the spot, and, after looking at me
awhile, asked me what was the matter. I told him as well as I could, for I scarce had strength to speak. He then
gave me a savage kick in the side, and told me to get up. I tried to do so, but fell back in the attempt. He gave me
another kick, and again told me to rise. I again tried, and succeeded in gaining my feet; but, stooping to get the tub
with which I was feeding the fan, I again staggered and fell.
While down in this situation, Mr. Covey took up the hickory slat with which Hughes had been striking off the
half-bushel measure, and with it gave me a heavy blow upon the head, making a large wound, and the blood ran
freely; and with this again told me to get up. I made no effort to comply, having now made up my mind to let him
do his worst.
*
In a short time after receiving this blow, my head grew better. Mr. Covey had now left me to my fate. At this
moment I resolved, for the first time, to go to my master, enter a complaint, and ask his protection. In order to do
this, I must that afternoon walk seven miles; and this, under the circumstances, was truly a severe undertaking. I
was exceedingly feeble; made so as much by the kicks and blows which I received, as by the severe fit of sickness
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to which I had been subjected. I, however, watched my chance, while Covey was looking in an opposite direction,
and started for St. Michael’s.
I succeeded in getting a considerable distance on my way to the woods, when Covey discovered me, and called
after me to come back, threatening what he would do if I did not come. I disregarded both his calls and his threats,
and made my way to the woods as fast as my feeble state would allow; and thinking I might be overhauled by him
if I kept the road, I walked through the woods, keeping far enough from the road to avoid detection, and near
enough to prevent losing my way.
I had not gone far before my little strength again failed me. I could go no farther. I fell down, and lay for a
considerable time. The blood was yet oozing from the wound on my head. For a time I thought I should bleed to
death; and think now that I should have done so, but that the blood so matted my hair as to stop the wound. After
lying there about three quarters of an hour, I nerved myself up again, and started on my way, through bogs and
briers, barefooted and bareheaded, tearing my feet sometimes at nearly every step; and after a journey of about
seven miles, occupying some five hours to perform it, I arrived at master’s store.
I then presented an appearance enough to affect any but a heart of iron. From the crown of my head to my feet,
I was covered with blood. My hair was all clotted with dust and blood; my shirt was stiff with blood. My legs and
feet were tom in sundry places with briers and thoms, and were also covered with blood. I suppose I looked like a
man who had escaped a den of wild beasts, and barely escaped them.
In this state I appeared before my master, humbly entreating him to interpose his authority for my protection. I
told him all the circumstances as well as I could, and it seemed, as I spoke, at times to affect him. He would then
walk the floor, and seek to justify Covey by saying he expected I deserved it. He asked me what I wanted. I told
him, to let me get a new home; that as sure as I lived with Mr. Covey again, I should live with but to die with him;
that Covey would surely kill me; he was in a fair way for it.
Master Thomas ridiculed the idea that there was any danger of Mr. Covey’s killing me, and said that he knew
Mr. Covey; that he was a good man, and that he could not think of taking me from him; that, should he do so, he
would lose the whole year’s wages; that I belonged to Mr. Covey for one year, and that I must go back to him,
come what might; and that I must not trouble him with any more stories, or that he would himself get hold of me.
After threatening me thus, he gave me a very large dose of salts, telling me that I might remain in St. Michael’s
that night, (it being quite late,) but that I must be off back to Mr. Covey’s early in the morning; and that if I did
not, he would get hold of me, which meant that he would whip me.
*
I remained all night, and, according to his orders, I started off to Covey’s in the morning, (Saturday morning)
wearied in body and broken in spirit. I got no supper that night, or breakfast that morning. I reached Covey’s
about nine o’clock; and just as I was getting over the fence that divided Mrs. Kemp’s fields from ours, out ran
Covey with his cowskin, to give me another whipping.
Before he could reach me, I succeeded in getting to the cornfield; and as the corn was very high, it afforded me
the means of hiding. He seemed very angry, and searched for me a long time. My behavior was altogether
unaccountable. He finally gave up the chase, thinking, I suppose, that I must come home for something to eat; he
would give himself no further trouble in looking for me.
I spent that day mostly in the woods, having the alternative before me—to go home and be whipped to death,
or stay in the woods and be starved to death.
That night, I fell in with Sandy Jenkins, a slave with whom I was somewhat acquainted. Sandy had a free wife
who lived about four miles from Mr. Covey’s; and it being Saturday, he was on his way to see her. I told him my
circumstances, and he very kindly invited me to go home with him. I went home with him, and talked this whole
matter over, and got his advice as to what course it was best for me to pursue. I found Sandy an old adviser.
He told me, with great solemnity, I must go back to Covey; but that before I went, I must go with him into
another part of the woods, where there was a certain root, which, if I would take some of it with me, carrying it
always on my right side, would render it impossible for Mr. Covey, or any other white man, to whip me. He said
he had carried it for years; and since he had done so, he had never received a blow, and never expected to while he
carried it.
I at first rejected the idea, that the simple carrying of a root in my pocket would have any such effect as he had
said, and was not disposed to take it; but Sandy impressed the necessity with much earnestness, telling me it could
do no harm, if it did no good. To please him, I at length took the root, and, according to his direction, carried it
upon my right side. This was Sunday morning.
*
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I immediately started for home; and upon entering the yard gate, out came Mr. Covey on his way to meeting.
He spoke to me very kindly, bade me drive the pigs from a lot near by, and passed on towards the church. Now,
this singular conduct of Mr. Covey really made me begin to think that there was something in the root which
Sandy had given me; and had it been on any other day than Sunday, I could have attributed the conduct to no
other cause than the influence of that root; and as it was, I was half inclined to think the root to be something
more than I at first had taken it to be.
All went well till Monday morning. On this morning, the virtue of the root was fully tested. Long before
daylight, I was called to go and rub, curry, and feed, the horses. I obeyed, and was glad to obey. But whilst thus
engaged, whilst in the act of throwing down some blades from the loft, Mr. Covey entered the stable with a long
rope; and just as I was half out of the loft, he caught hold of my legs, and was about tying me.
As soon as I found what he was up to, I gave a sudden spring, and as I did so, he holding to my legs, I was
brought sprawling on the stable floor. Mr. Covey seemed now to think he had me, and could do what he pleased;
but at this moment—from whence came the spirit I don’t know—I resolved to fight; and, suiting my action to the
resolution, I seized Covey hard by the throat; and as I did so, I rose.
He held on to me, and I to him. My resistance was so entirely unexpected, that Covey seemed taken all aback.
He trembled like a leaf. This gave me assurance, and I held him uneasy, causing the blood to run where I touched
him with the ends of my fingers.
Mr. Covey soon called out to Hughes for help. Hughes came, and, while Covey held me, attempted to tie my
right hand. While he was in the act of doing so, I watched my chance, and gave him a heavy kick close under the
ribs. This kick fairly sickened Hughes, so that he left me in the hands of Mr. Covey. This kick had the effect of not
only weakening Hughes, but Covey also.
When he saw Hughes bending over with pain, his courage quailed. He asked me if I meant to persist in my
resistance. I told him I did, come what might; that he had used me like a brute for six months, and that I was
determined to be used so no longer. With that, he strove to drag me to a stick that was lying just out of the stable
door. He meant to knock me down. But just as he was leaning over to get the stick, I seized him with both hands
by his collar, and brought him by a sudden snatch to the ground.
By this time, Bill came. Covey called upon him for assistance. Bill wanted to know what he could do. Covey
said,
“Take hold of him, take hold of him!”
Bill said his master hired him out to work, and not to help to whip me; so he left Covey and myself to fight our
own battle out.
*
We were at it for nearly two hours. Covey at length let me go, puffing and blowing at a great rate, saying that if
I had not resisted, he would not have whipped me half so much. The truth was, that he had not whipped me at all.
I considered him as getting entirely the worst end of the bargain; for he had drawn no blood from me, but I had
from him.
The whole six months afterwards, that I spent with Mr. Covey, he never laid the weight of his finger upon me
in anger. He would occasionally say, he didn’t want to get hold of me again.
“No,” thought I, “you need not; for you will come off worse than you did before.”
XII
This battle with Mr. Covey was the turning point in my career as a slave. It rekindled the few expiring embers
of freedom, and revived within me a sense of my own manhood. It recalled the departed self-confidence, and
inspired me again with a determination to be free. The gratification afforded by the triumph was a full
compensation for whatever else might follow, even death itself. He only can understand the deep satisfaction
which I experienced, who has himself repelled by force the bloody arm of slavery.
I felt as I never felt before. It was a glorious resurrection, from the tomb of slavery, to the heaven of freedom.
My long-crushed spirit rose, cowardice departed, bold defiance took its place; and I now resolved that, however
long I might remain a slave in form, the day had passed forever when I could be a slave in fact. I did not hesitate
to let it be known of me, that the white man who expected to succeed in whipping, must also succeed in killing
me.
From this time I was never again what might be called fairly whipped, though I remained a slave four years
afterwards. I had several fights, but was never whipped.
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It was for a long time a matter of surprise to me why Mr. Covey did not immediately have me taken by the
constable to the whipping-post, and there regularly whipped for the crime of raising my hand against a white man
in defence of myself. And the only explanation I can now think of does not entirely satisfy me; but such as it is, I
will give it.
Mr. Covey enjoyed the most unbounded reputation for being a first-rate overseer and negro-breaker. It was of
considerable importance to him. That reputation was at stake; and had he sent me—a boy about sixteen years old
—to the public whipping-post, his reputation would have been lost; so, to save his reputation, he suffered me to
go unpunished.
*
My term of actual service to Mr. Edward Covey ended on Christmas day, 1833. The days between Christmas
and New Year’s Day are allowed as holidays; and, accordingly, we were not required to perform any labor, more
than to feed and take care of the stock. This time we regarded as our own, by the grace of our masters; and we
therefore used or abused it nearly as we pleased. Those of us who had families at a distance, were generally
allowed to spend the whole six days in their society.
This time, however, was spent in various ways. The staid, sober, thinking and industrious ones of our number
would employ themselves in making corn-brooms, mats, horse-collars, and baskets; and another class of us would
spend the time in hunting opossums, hares, and coons. But by far the larger part engaged in such sports and
merriments as playing ball, wrestling, running foot-races, fiddling, dancing, and drinking whisky; and this latter
mode of spending the time was by far the most agreeable to the feelings of our masters.
A slave who would work during the holidays was considered by our masters as scarcely deserving them. He
was regarded as one who rejected the favor of his master. It was deemed a disgrace not to get drunk at Christmas;
and he was regarded as lazy indeed, who had not provided himself with the necessary means, during the year, to
get whisky enough to last him through Christmas.
*
From what I know of the effect of these holidays upon the slave, I believe them to be among the most effective
means in the hands of the slaveholder in keeping down the spirit of insurrection. Were the slaveholders at once to
abandon this practice, I have not the slightest doubt it would lead to an immediate insurrection among the slaves.
These holidays serve as conductors, or safety-valves, to carry off the rebellious spirit of enslaved humanity. But
for these, the slave would be forced up to the wildest desperation; and woe betide the slaveholder the day he
ventures to remove or hinder the operation of those conductors! I warn him that, in such an event, a spirit will go
forth in their midst, more to be dreaded than the most appalling earthquake.
The holidays are part and parcel of the gross fraud, wrong, and inhumanity of slavery. They are professedly a
custom established by the benevolence of the slaveholders; but I undertake to say, it is the result of selfishness,
and one of the grossest frauds committed upon the down-trodden slave. They do not give the slaves this time
because they would not like to have their work during its continuance, but because they know it would be unsafe
to deprive them of it.
This will be seen by the fact, that the slaveholders like to have their slaves spend those days just in such a
manner as to make them as glad of their ending as of their beginning. Their object seems to be, to disgust their
slaves with freedom, by plunging them into the lowest depths of dissipation. For instance, the slaveholders not
only like to see the slave drink of his own accord, but will adopt various plans to make him drunk. One plan is, to
make bets on their slaves, as to who can drink the most whisky without getting drunk; and in this way they
succeed in getting whole multitudes to drink to excess. Thus, when the slave asks for virtuous freedom, the
cunning slaveholder, knowing his ignorance, cheats him with a dose of vicious dissipation, artfully labelled with
the name of liberty.
The most of us used to drink it down, and the result was just what might be supposed: many of us were led to
think that there was little to choose between liberty and slavery. We felt, and very properly too, that we had almost
as well be slaves to man as to rum. So, when the holidays ended, we staggered up from the filth of our wallowing,
took a long breath, and marched to the field—feeling, upon the whole, rather glad to go, from what. our master
had deceived us into a belief was freedom, back to the arms of slavery. .
*
I have said that this mode of treatment is a part of the whole system of fraud and inhumanity of slavery. It is
so. The mode here adopted to disgust the slave with freedom, by allowing him to see only the abuse of it, is
carried out in other things. For instance, a slave loves molasses; he steals some. His master, in many cases, goes
off to town, and buys a large quantity; he returns, takes his whip, and commands the slave to eat the molasses,
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until the poor fellow is made sick at the very mention of it. The same mode is sometimes adopted to make the
slaves refrain from asking for more food than their regular allowance. A slave runs through his allowance, and
applies for more. His master is enraged at him; but, not willing to send him off without food, gives him more than
is necessary, and com-pels him to eat it within a given time. Then, if he complains that he cannot eat it, he is said
to be satisfied neither full nor fasting, and is whipped for being hard to please! I have an abundance of such
illustrations of the same principle, drawn from my own observation, but think the cases I have cited sufficient.
The practice is a very common one.
XIII
On the first of January, 1834, I left Mr. Covey, and went to live with Mr. William Freeland, who lived about
three miles from St. Michael’s. I soon found Mr. Freeland a very different man from Mr. Covey. Though not rich,
he was what would be called an educated southern gentleman. Mr. Covey, as I have shown, was a well-trained
negro-breaker and slave-driver. The former (slaveholder though he was) seemed to possess some regard for honor,
some reverence for justice, and some respect for humanity. The latter seemed totally insensible to all such
sentiments.
Mr. Freeland had many of the faults peculiar to slaveholders, such as being very passionate and fretful; but I
must do him the justice to say, that he was exceedingly free from those degrading vices to which Mr. Covey was
constantly addicted. The one was open and frank, and we always knew where to find him. The other was a most
artful deceiver, and could be understood only by such as were skilful enough to detect his cunningly-devised
frauds. Another advantage I gained in my new master was, he made no pretensions to, or profession of, religion;
and this, in my opinion, was truly a great advantage.
I assert most unhesitatingly, that the religion of the south is a mere covering for the most horrid crimes—a
justifier of the most appalling barbarity—a sanctifier of the most hateful frauds—and a dark shelter under, which
the darkest, foulest, grossest, and most infernal deeds of slaveholders find the strongest protection. Were I to be
again reduced to the chains of slavery, next to that enslavement, I should regard being the slave of a religious
master the greatest calamity that could befall me.
*
For of all slaveholders with whom I have ever met, religious slaveholders are the worst. I have ever found
them the meanest and basest, the most cruel and cowardly, of all others. It was my unhappy lot not only to belong
to a religious slaveholder, but to live in a community of such religionists. Very near Mr. Freeland lived the Rev.
Daniel Weeden, and in the same neighborhood lived the Rev. Rigby Hopkins. These were members and ministers
in the Reformed Methodist Church. Mr. Weeden owned, among others, a woman slave, whose name I have
forgotten. This woman’s back, for weeks, was kept literally raw, made so by the lash of this merciless, religious
wretch. He used to hire hands. His maxim was, Behave well or behave ill, it is the duty of a master occasionally to
whip a slave, to remind him of his master’s authority. Such was his theory, and such his practice.
Mr. Hopkins was even worse than Mr. Weeden. His chief boast was his ability to manage slaves. The peculiar
feature of his government was that of whipping slaves in advance of deserving it. He always managed to have one
or more of his slaves to whip every Monday morning. He did this to alarm their fears, and strike terror into those
who escaped. His plan was to whip for the smallest offences, to prevent the commission of large ones. Mr.
Hopkins could always find some excuse for whipping a slave.
It would astonish one, unaccustomed to a slaveholding life, to see with what wonderful ease a slave-holder can
find things, of which to make occasion to whip a slave. A mere look, word, or motion—a mistake, accident, or
want of power—are all matters for which a slave may be whipped at any time.
Does a slave look dissatisfied? It is said, he has the devil in him, and it must be whipped out.
Does he speak loudly when spoken to by his master? Then he is getting high-minded, and should be taken
down a button-hole lower.
Does he forget to pull off his hat at the approach of a white person? Then he is wanting in reverence, and
should be whipped for it.
Does he ever venture to vindicate his conduct, when censured for it? Then he is guilty of impudence—one of
the greatest crimes of which a slave can be guilty.
Does he ever venture to suggest a different mode of doing things from that pointed out by his master? He is
indeed presumptuous, and getting above himself; and nothing less than a flogging will do for him.
Does he, while ploughing, break a plough—or, while hoeing, break a hoe? It is owing to his carelessness, and
for it a slave must always be whipped.
228

Mr. Hopkins could always find something of this sort to justify the use of the lash, and he seldom failed to
embrace such opportunities. There was not a man in the whole county, with whom the slaves who had the getting
their own home, would not prefer to live, rather than with this Rev. Mr. Hopkins.
And yet there was not a man anywhere round, who made higher professions of religion, or was more active in
revivals—more attentive to the class, love-feast, prayer and preaching meetings, or more devotional in his family
—that prayed earlier, later, louder, and longer—than this same reverend slave-driver, Rigby Hopkins.
*
But to return to Mr. Freeland, and to my experience while in his employment. He, like Mr. Covey, gave us
enough to eat;. but, unlike Mr. Covey, he also gave us sufficient time to take our meals. He worked us hard, but
always between sunrise and sunset. He required a good deal of work to be done, but gave us good tools with
which to work. His farm was large, but he employed hands enough to work it, and with ease, compared with many
of his neighbors. My treatment, while in his employment, was heavenly, compared with what I experienced at the
hands of Mr. Edward Covey.
Mr. Freeland was himself the owner of but two slaves. Their names were Henry Harris and John Harris. The
rest of his hands he hired. These consisted of myself, Sandy Jenkins,\fn{ This is the same man who gave me the roots to
prevent my being whipped by Mr. Covey. He was “a clever soul.” We used frequently to talk about the fight with Covey, and as often as we
did so, he would claim my success as the result of the roots which he gave me. This superstition is very common among the more ignorant
slaves. A slave seldom dies but that his death is attributed to trickery. } and Handy Caldwell. Henry and John were quite

intelligent, and in a very little while after I went there, I succeeded in creating in them a strong desire to learn how
to read. This desire soon sprang up in the others also. They very soon mustered up some old spelling-books, and
nothing would do but that I must keep a Sabbath school. I agreed to do so, and accordingly devoted my Sundays
to teaching these my loved fellow-slaves how to read. Neither of them knew his letters when I went there. Some
of the slaves of the neighboring farms found what was going on, and also availed themselves of this littie
opportunity to learn to read. It was understood, among all who came, that there must be as little display about it as
possible. It was necessary to keep our religious masters at St. Michael’s unacquainted with the fact, that, instead
of spending the Sabbath in wrestling, boxing, and drinking whisky, we were trying to learn how to read the will of
God; for they had much rather see us engaged in those degrading sports, than to see us behaving like intellectual,
moral, and accountable beings.
My blood boils as I think of the bloody manner in which Messrs. Wright Fairbanks and Garrison West, both
class-leaders, in connection with many others, rushed in upon us with sticks and stones, and broke up our virtuous
little Sabbath school, at St. Michael’s—all calling themselves Christians! humble followers of the Lord Jesus
Christ! But I am again digressing.
*
I held my Sabbath school at the house of a free colored man, whose name I deem it imprudent to mention; for
should it be known, it might embarrass him greatly, though the crime of holding the school was committed ten
years ago. I had at one time over forty scholars, and those of the right sort, ardently desiring to learn. They were
of all ages, though mostly men and women. I look back to those Sundays with an amount of pleasure not to be
expressed. They were great days to my soul. The work of instructing my dear fellow-slaves was the sweetest
engagement with which I was ever blessed. We loved each other, and to leave them at the close of the Sabbath
was a severe cross indeed. When I think that these precious souls are today shut up in the prison-house of slavery,
my feelings overcome me, and I am almost ready to ask,
“Does a righteous God govern the universe? and for what does he hold the thunders in his right hand, if not to
smite the oppressor, and deliver the spoiled out of the hand of the spoiler?”
These dear souls came not to Sabbath school because it was popular to do so, nor did I teach them because it
was reputable to be thus engaged. Every moment they spent in that school, they were liable to be taken up, and
given thirty-nine lashes. They came because they wished to learn. Their minds had been starved by their cruel
masters. They had been shut up in mental darkness.
I taught them, because it was the delight of my soul to be doing something that looked like bettering the
condition of my race. I kept up my school nearly the whole year I lived with Mr. Freeland; and, beside my
Sabbath school, I devoted three evenings in the week, during the winter, to teaching the slaves at home. And I
have the happiness to know, that several of those who came to Sabbath school learned how to read; and that one,
at least, is now free through my agency.
*
The year passed off smoothly. It seemed only about half as long as the year which preceded it. I went through
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it without receiving a single blow. I will give Mr. Freeland the credit of being the best master I ever had, till I
became my own master. For the ease with which I passed the year, I was, however, somewhat indebted to the
society of my fellow-slaves. They were noble souls; they not only possessed loving hearts, but brave ones. We
were linked and interlinked with each other. I loved them with a love stronger than any thing I have experienced
since.
It is sometimes said that we slaves do not love and confide in each other. In answer to this assertion, I can say,
I never loved any or confided in any people more than my fellow-slaves, and especially those with whom I lived
at Mr. Freeland’s. I believe we would have died for each other. We never undertook to do anything, of any
importance, without a mutual consultation. We never moved separately. We were one; and as much so by our
tempers and dispositions, as by the mutual hardships to which we were necessarily subjected by our condition as
slaves.
*
At the close of the year 1834, Mr. Freeland again hired me of my master, for the year 1835. But, by this time, I
began to want to live upon free land as well as with Freeland; and I was no longer content, therefore, him or any
other slave-holder.
I began, with the commencement of the year, to prepare myself for a final struggle, which should decide my
fate one way or the other. My tendency was upward. I was fast approaching manhood, and year after year had
passed, and I was still a slave. These thoughts roused me—I must do something. I therefore resolved that 1835
should not pass without witnessing an attempt, on my part, to secure my liberty.
But I was not willing to cherish this determination alone. My fellow-slaves were dear to me. I was anxious to
have them participate with me in this, my life-giving determination. I therefore, though with great prudence,
commenced early to ascertain their views and feelings in regard to their condition, and to imbue their minds with
thoughts of freedom. I bent myself to devising ways and means for our escape, and meanwhile strove, on all
fitting occasions, to impress them with the gross fraud and inhumanity of slavery.
I went first to Henry, next to John, then to the others. I found, in them all, warm hearts and noble spirits. They
were ready to hear, and ready to act when a feasible plan should be proposed. This was what I wanted. I talked to
them of our want of manhood, if we submitted to our enslavement without at least one noble effort to be free. We
met often, and consulted frequently, and told our hopes and fears, recounted the difficulties, real and imagined,
which we should be called on to meet. At times we were almost disposed to give up, and try to content ourselves
with our wretched lot; at others, we were firm and unbending in our determination to go.
Whenever we suggested any plan, there was shrinking—the odds were fearful. Our path was beset with the
greatest obstacles; and if we succeeded in gaining the end of it, our right to be free was yet questionable—we
were yet liable to be returned to bondage. We could see no spot, this side of the ocean, where we could be free.
We knew nothing about Canada. Our knowledge of the north did not extend farther than New York; and to go
there, and be forever harassed with the frightful liability of being returned to slavery—with the certainty of being
treated tenfold worse than before—the thought was truly a horrible one, and one which it was not easy to
overcome.
The case sometimes stood thus: At every gate through which we were to pass, we saw a watchman—at every
ferry a guard—on every bridge a sentinel—and in every wood a patrol. We were hemmed in upon every side.
Here were the difficulties, real or imagined—the good to be sought, and the evil to be shunned. On the one hand,
there stood slavery, a stern reality, glaring frightfully upon us, its robes already crimsoned with the blood of
millions, and even now feasting itself greedily upon our own flesh. On the other hand, away back in the dim
distance, under the flickering light of the north star, behind some craggy hill or snow-covered mountain, stood a
doubtful freedom—half frozen—beckoning us to come and share its hospitality. This in itself was sometimes
enough to stagger us; but when we permitted ourselves to survey the road, we were frequently appalled. Upon
either side we saw grim death, assuming the most horrid shapes. Now it was starvation, causing us to eat our own
flesh; now we were contending with the waves, and were drowned; now we were overtaken, and torn to pieces by
the fangs of the terrible bloodhound. We were stung by scorpions, chased by wild beasts, bitten by snakes, and
finally, after having nearly reached the desired spot—after swimming rivers, encountering wild beasts, sleeping in
the woods, suffering hunger and nakedness—we were overtaken by our pursuers, and, in our resistance, we were
shot dead upon the spot!
I say, this picture sometimes appalled us, and made us
Rather bear those ills we had,
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Than fly to others, that we knew not of.

In coming to a fixed determination to run away, we did more than Patrick Henry, when he resolved upon
liberty or death. With us it was a doubtful liberty at most, and almost certain death if we failed. For my part, I
should prefer death to hopeless bondage.
Sandy, one of our number, gave up the notion, but still encouraged us. Our company then consisted of Henry
Harris, John Harris, Henry Bailey, Charles Roberts, and myself. Henry Bailey was my uncle, and belonged to my
master. Charles married my aunt: he belonged to my master’s father-in-law, Mr. William Hamilton.
The plan we finally concluded upon was, to get a large canoe belonging to Mr. Hamilton, and upon the
Saturday night previous to Easter holidays, paddle directly up the Chesapeake Bay. On our arrival at the head of
the bay, a distance of seventy or eighty miles from where we lived, it was our purpose to turn our canoe adrift, and
follow the guidance of the north star till we got beyond the limits of Maryland. Our reason for taking the water
route was, that we were less liable to be suspected as runaways; we hoped to be regarded as fishermen; whereas,
if we should take the land route, we should be subjected to interruptions of almost every kind. Anyone having a
white face, and being so disposed, could stop us, and subject us to examination.
*
The week before our intended start, I wrote several protections, one for each of us. As well as I can remember,
they were in the following words, to wit:
This is to certify that I, the undersigned, have given the bearer, my servant, full liberty to go to Baltimore, and spend
the Easter holidays. Written with mine own hand, &c., 1835.
WILLIAM HAMILTON,
Near St. Michael’s, in Talbot county, Maryland.

We were not going to Baltimore; but, in going up the bay, we went toward Baltimore, and these protections
were only intended to protect us while on the bay.
As the time drew near for our departure, our anxiety became more and more intense. It was truly a matter of
life and death with us. The strength of our determination was about to be fully tested. At this time, I was very
active in explaining every difficulty, removing every doubt, dispelling every fear, and inspiring all with the
firmness indispensable to success in our undertaking; assuring them that half was gained the instant we made the
move; we had talked long enough; we were now ready to move; if not now, we never should be; and if we did not
intend to move now, we had as well fold our arms, sit down, and acknowledge ourselves fit only to be slaves.
This, none of us were prepared to acknowledge. Every man stood firm; and at our last meeting, we pledged
ourselves afresh, in the most solemn manner, that, at the time appointed, we would certainly start in pursuit of
freedom. This was in the middle of the week, at the end of which we were to be off. We went, as usual, to our
several fields of labor, but with bosoms highly agitated with thoughts of our truly hazardous undertaking. We tried
to conceal our feelings as much as possible; and I think we succeeded very well.
*
After a painful waiting, the Saturday morning, whose night was to witness our departure, came. I hailed it with
joy, bring what of sadness it might. Friday night was a sleepless one for me. I probably felt more anxious than the
rest, because I was, by common consent, at the head of the whole affair. The responsibility of success or failure
lay heavily upon me. The glory of the one, and the confusion of the other, were alike mine. The first two hours of
that morning were such as I never experienced before, and hope never to again. Early in the morning, we went, as
usual, to the field. We were spreading manure; and all at once, while thus engaged, I was overwhelmed with an
indescribable feeling, in the fulness of which I turned to Sandy, who was near by, and said,
“We are betrayed!”
“Well,” said he, “that thought has this moment struck me.”
We said no more. I was never more certain of anything.
The horn was blown as usual, and we went up from the field to the house for breakfast. I went for the form,
more than for want of anything to eat that morning. Just as I got to the house, in looking out at the lane gate, I saw
four white men, with two colored men. The white men were on horseback, and the colored ones were walking
behind, as if tied. I watched them a few moments till they got up to our lane gate. Here they halted, and tied the
colored men to the gate-post. I was not yet certain as to what the matter was. In a few moments, in rode Mr.
Hamilton, with a speed betokening great excitement. He came to the door, and inquired if Master William was in.
He was told he was at the barn. Mr. Hamilton, without dismounting, rode up to the barn with extraordinary speed.
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In a few moments, he and Mr. Freeland returned to the house.
By this time, the three constables rode up, and in great haste dismounted, tied their horses, and met Master
William and Mr. Hamilton returning from the barn; and after talking awhile, they all walked up to the kitchen
door. There was no one in the kitchen but myself and John. Henry and Sandy were up at the barn. Mr. Freeland
put his head in at the door, and called me by name, saying, there were some gentlemen at the door who wished to
see me. I stepped to the door, and inquired what they wanted. They at once seized me, and, without giving me any
satisfaction, tied me lashing my hands closely together. I insisted upon knowing what the matter was. They at
length said, that they had learned I had been in a “scrape,” and that I was to be examined before my master; and if
their information proved false, I should not be hurt.
In a few moments, they succeeded in tying John. They then turned to Henry, who had by this time returned,
and commanded him to cross his hands.
“I won’t!” said Henry, in a firm tone, indicating his readiness to meet the consequences of his refusal.
“Won’t you?” said Tom Graham, the constable.
“No, I won’t!” said Henry, in a still stronger tone.
With this, two of the constables pulled out their shining pistols, and swore, by their Creator, that they would
make him cross his hands or kill him. Each cocked his pistol, and, with fingers on the trigger, walked up to Henry,
saying, at the same time, if he did not cross his hands, they would blow his damned heart out.
“Shoot me, shoot me!” said Henry; “you can’t kill me but once. Shoot, shoot—and be damned! I won’t be
tied!” This he said in a tone of loud defiance; and at the same time, with a motion as quick as lightning, he with
one single stroke dashed the pistols from the hand of each constable.
As he did this, all hands fell upon him, and, after beating him some time, they finally overpowered him, and
got him tied.
During the scuffie, I managed, I know not how, to get my pass out, and, without being discovered, put it into
the fire. We were all now tied; and just as we were to leave for Easton jail, Betsy Freeland, mother of William
Freeland, came to the door with her hands full of biscuits, and divided them between Henry and John. She then
delivered herself of a speech, to the following effect—addressing herself to me, she said,
“You devil! You yellow devil! It was you that put it into the heads of Henry and John to run away. But for you,
you long-legged mulatto devil! Henry nor John would never have thought of such a thing.”
I made no reply, and was immediately hurried off towards St. Michael’s. Just a moment previous to the scuffle
with Henry, Mr. Hamilton suggested the propriety of making a search for the protections which he had understood
Frederick had written for himself and the rest. But, just at the moment he was about carrying his proposal into
effect, his aid was needed in helping to tie Henry; and the excitement attending the scuffie caused them either to
forget, or to deem it unsafe, under the circumstances, to search. So we were not yet convicted of the intention to
run away.
When we got about half way to St. Michael’s, while the constables having us in charge were looking ahead,
Henry inquired of me what he should do with his pass. I told him to eat it with his biscuit, and own nothing; and
we passed the word around, “Own nothing;” and “Own nothing!” said we all. Our confidence in each other was
unshaken. We were resolved to succeed or fail together, after the calamity had befallen us as much as before. We
were now prepared for any thing.
*
We were to be dragged that morning fifteen miles behind horses, and then to be placed in the Easton jail. When
we reached St. Michael’s, we underwent a sort of examination. We all denied that we ever intended to run away.
We did this more to bring out the evidence against us, than from any hope of getting clear of being sold; for, as I
have said, we were ready for that. The fact was, we cared but little where we went, so we went together. Our
greatest concern was about separation. We dreaded that more than any thing this side of death. We found the
evidence against us to be the testimony of one person; our master would not tell who it was; but we came to a
unanimous decision among ourselves as to who their informant was.
We were sent off to the jail at Easton. When we got there, we were delivered up to the sheriff, Mr. Joseph
Graham, and by him placed in jail. Henry, John, and myself, were placed in one room together—Charles, and
Henry Bailey, in another. Their object in separating us was to hinder concert.
We had been in jail scarcely twenty minutes, when a swarm of slave traders, and agents for slave traders,
flocked into jail to look at us, and to ascertain if we were for sale. Such a set of beings I never saw before! I felt
myself surrounded by so many fiends from perdition. A band of pirates never looked more like their father, the
devil. They laughed and grinned over us, saying,
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“Ah, my boys! We have got you, haven’t we?”
And after taunting us in various ways, they one by one went into an examination of us, with intent to ascertain
our value. They would impudently ask us if we would not like to have them for our masters. We would make them
no answer, and leave them to find out as best they could. Then they would curse and swear at us, telling us that
they could take the devil out of us in a very little while, if we were only in their hands.
While in jail, we found ourselves in much more comfortable quarters than we expected when we went there.
We did not get much to eat, nor that which was very good; but we had a good clean room, from the windows of
which we could see what was going on in the street, which was very much better than though we had been placed
in one of the dark, damp cells. Upon the whole, we got along very well, so far as the jail and its keeper were
concerned.
*
Immediately after the holidays were over, contrary to all our expectations, Mr. Hamilton and Mr. Freeland
came up to Easton, and took Charles, the two Henrys, and John, out of jail, and carried them home, leaving me
alone. I regarded this separation as a final one. It caused me more pain than any thing else in the whole
transaction. I was ready for any thing rather than separation. I supposed that they had consulted together, and had
decided that, as I was the whole cause of the intention of the others to run away, it was hard to make the innocent
suffer with the guilty; and that they had, therefore, concluded to take the others home, and sell me, as a warning to
the others that remained. It is due to the noble Henry to say, he seemed almost as reluctant at leaving the prison as
at leaving home to come to the prison. But we knew we should, in all probability, be separated, if we were sold;
and since he was in their hands, he concluded to go peaceably home.
I was now left to my fate. I was all alone, and within the walls of a stone prison. But a few days before, and I
was full of hope. I expected to have been safe in a land of freedom; but now I was covered with gloom, sunk
down to the utmost despair. I thought the possibility of freedom was gone.
I was kept in this way about one week, at the end of which, Captain Auld, my master, to my surprise and utter
astonishment, came up, and took me out, with the intention of sending me, with a gentleman of his acquaintance,
into Alabama. But, from some cause or other, he did not send me to Alabama, but concluded to send me back to
Baltimore, to live again with his brother Hugh, and to learn a trade.
*
Thus, after an absence of three years and one month, I was once more permitted to return to my old home at.
Baltimore. My master sent me away, because there existed against me a very great prejudice in the community,
and he feared I might be killed.
In a few weeks after I went to Baltimore, Master Hugh hired me to Mr. William Gardner, an extensive
shipbuilder, on Fell’s Point. I was put there to learn how to calk. It, however, proved a very unfavorable place for
the accomplishment of this object. Mr. Gardner was engaged that spring in building two large man-of-war brigs,
professedly for the Mexican government. The vessels were to be launched in the July of that year, and in failure
thereof, Mr. Gardner was to lose a considerable sum; so that when I entered, all was hurry. There was no time to
learn anything. Every man had to do that which he knew how to do. In entering the shipyard, my orders from Mr.
Gardner were to do whatever the carpenters commanded me to do. This was placing me at the beck and call of
about seventy-five men. I was to regard all these as masters. Their word was to be my law.
My situation was a most trying one. At times I needed a dozen pair of hands. I was called a dozen ways in the
space of a single minute. Three or four voices would strike my ear at the same moment. It was:
“Fred, come help me to cant this timber here.”
“Fred, come carry this timber yonder.”
“Fred, bring that roller here.”
“Fred, go get a fresh can of water.”
“Fred, come help saw off the end of this timber.”
“Fred, go quick, and get the crowbar"
“Fred, hold on the end of this fall.”
“Fred, go to the blacksmith’s shop, and get a new punch.”
“Hurra, Fred! Run and bring me a cold chisel.”
“I say, Fred, bear a hand, and get up a fire as quick as lightning under that steam-box.”
“Halloo, nigger! come, turn this grindstone.”
“Come, come! Move, move, and bowse this timber forward.”
“I say, darky, blast your eyes, why don’t you heat up some pitch?”
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“Halloo! halloo! halloo!" (Three voices at the same time.) “Come here!—Go there!—Hold on where you are!
Damn you, if you move, I’ll knock your brains out!”
This was my school for eight months; and I might have remained there longer, but for a most horrid fight I had
with four of the white apprentices, in which my left eye was nearly knocked out, and I was horribly mangled in
other respects. The facts in the case were these:
*
Until a very little while after I went there, white and black ship-carpenters worked side by side, and no one
seemed to see any impropriety in it. All hands seemed to be very well satisfied. Many of the black carpenters were
freemen. Things seemed to be going on very well. All at once, the white carpenters knocked off, and said they
would not work with free colored workmen. Their reason for this, as alleged, was, that if free colored carpenters
were encouraged, they would soon take the trade into their own hands, and poor white men would be thrown out
of employment. They therefore felt called upon at once to put a stop to it. And, taking advantage of Mr. Gardner’s
necessities, they broke off, swearing they would work no longer, unless he would discharge his black carpenters.
Now, though this did not extend to me in form, it did reach me in fact. My fellow-apprentices very soon began
to feel it degrading to them to work with me. They began to put on airs, and talk about the “niggers” taking the
country, saying we all ought to be killed; and, being encouraged by the journeymen, they commenced making my
condition as hard as they could, by hectoring me around, and sometimes striking me. I, of course, kept the vow I
made after the fight with Mr. Covey, and struck back again, regardless of consequences; and while I kept them
from combining, I succeeded very well; for I could whip the whole of them, taking them separately.
They, however, at length combined, and came upon me, armed with sticks, stones, and heavy handspikes. One
came in front with a half brick. There was one at each side of me, and one behind me. While I was attending to
those in front, and on either side, the one behind ran up with the handspike, and struck me a heavy blow upon the
head.
It stunned me. I fell, and with this they all ran upon me, and fell to beating me with their fists. I let them lay on
for a while, gathering strength. In an instant, I gave a sudden surge, and rose to my hands and knees. Just as I did
that, one of their number gave me, with his heavy boot, a powerful kick in the left eye. My eyeball seemed to
have burst. When they saw my eye closed, and badly swollen, they left me. With this I seized the handspike, and
for a time pursued them. But here the carpenters interfered, and I thought I might as well give it up. It was
impossible to stand my hand against so many.
All this took place in sight of not less than fifty white ship-carpenters, and not one interposed a friendly word;
but some cried, “Kill the damned nigger! Kill him! Kill him! He struck a white person.”
I found my only chance for life was in flight. I succeeded in getting away without an additional blow, and
barely so; for to strike a white man is death by Lynch law—and that was the law in Mr. Gardner’s shipyard; nor is
there much of any other out of Mr. Gardner’s shipyard.
*
I went directly home, and told the story of my wrongs to Master Hugh; and I am happy to say of him,
irreligious as he was, his conduct was heavenly, compared with that of his brother Thomas under similar
circumstances. He listened attentively to my narration of the circumstances leading to the savage outrage, and
gave many proofs of his strong indignation at it. The heart of my once overkind mistress was again melted into
pity. My puffed-out eye and blood-covered face moved her to tears. She took a chair by me, washed the blood
from my face, and, with a mother’s tenderness, bound up my head, covering the wounded eye with a lean piece of
fresh beef. It was almost compensation for my suffering to witness, once more, a manifestation of kindness from
this, my once affectionate old mistress.
Master Hugh was very much enraged. He gave expression to his feelings by pouring out curses upon the heads
of those who did the deed. As soon as I got a little the better of my bruises, he took me with him to Esquire
Watson’s, on Bond Street, to see what could be done about the matter. Mr. Watson inquired who saw the assault
committed. Master Hugh told him it was done in Mr. Gardner’s shipyard, at midday, where there were a large
company of men at work.
“As to that,” he said, “the deed was done, and there was no question as to who did it.”
His answer was, he could do nothing in the case, unless some white man would come forward and testify. He
could issue no warrant on my word. If I had been killed in the presence of a thousand colored people, their
testimony combined would have been insufficient to have arrested one of the murderers.
Master Hugh, for once, was compelled to say this state of things was too bad. Of course, it was impossible to
get any white man to volunteer his testimony in my behalf, and against the white young men. Even those who
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may have sympathized with me were not prepared to do this. It required a degree of courage unknown to them to
do so; for just at that time, the slightest manifestation of humanity toward a colored person was denounced as
abolitionism, and that name subjected its bearer to frightful liabilities. The watchwords of the bloody-minded in
that region, and in those days, were, “Damn the abolitionists!” and “Damn the niggers!” There was nothing done,
and probably nothing would have been done if 1 had been killed. Such was, and such remains, the state of things
in the Christian city of Baltimore.
Master Hugh, finding he could get no redress, refused to let me go back again to Mr. Gardner. He kept me
himself, and his wife dressed my wound till I was again restored to health. He then took me into the shipyard of
which he was foreman, in the employment of Mr. Walter Price. There I was immediately set to calking, and very
soon learned the art of using my mallet and irons. In the course of one year from the time I left Mr. Gardner’s, I
was able to command the highest wages given to the most experienced calkers.
I was now of some importance to my master. I was bringing him from six to seven dollars per week. I
sometimes brought him nine dollars per week: my wages were a dollar and a half a day. After learning how to
calk, I sought my own employment, made my own contracts, and collected the money which I earned. My
pathway became much more smooth than before; my condition was now much more comfortable. When I could
get no calking to do, I did nothing.
During these leisure times, those old notions about freedom would steal over me again. When in Mr. Gardner’s
employment, I was kept in such a perpetual whirl of excitement, I could think of nothing, scarcely, but my life;
and in thinking of my life, I almost forgot my liberty. I have observed this in my experience of slavery: that
whenever my condition was improved, instead of its increasing my contentment, it only increased my desire to be
free, and set me to thinking of plans to gain my freedom. I have found that, to make a contented slave, it is
necessary to make a thoughtless one. It is necessary to darken his moral and mental vision, and, as far as possible,
to annihilate the power of reason. He must be able to detect no inconsistencies in slavery; he must be made to feel
that slavery is right; and he can be brought to that only when he ceases to be a man.
*
I was now getting, as I have said, one dollar and fifty cents per day. I contracted for it; I earned it; it was paid
to me; it was rightfully my own; yet, upon each returning Saturday night, I was compelled to deliver every cent of
that money to Master Hugh.
And why? Not because he earned it—not because he had any hand in earning it, not because I owed it to him,
nor because he possessed the slightest shadow of a right to it; but solely because he had the power to compel me
to give it up.
The right of the grim-visaged pirate upon the high seas is exactly the same.
XI
I now come to that part of my life during which I planned, and finally succeeded in making, my escape from
slavery. But before narrating any of the peculiar circumstances, I deem it proper to make known my intention not
to state all the facts connected with the transaction. My reasons for pursuing this course may be understood from
the following:
First, were I to give a minute statement of all the facts, it is not only possible, but quite probable, that others
would thereby be involved in the most embarrassing difficulties.
Secondly, such a statement would most undoubtedly induce greater vigilance on the part of slaveholders than
has existed heretofore among them; which would, of course, be the means of guarding a door whereby some dear
brother bondman might escape his galling chains. I deeply regret the necessity that impels me to suppress
anything of importance connected with my experience in slavery. It would afford me great pleasure indeed, as
well as materially add to the interest of my narrative, were I at liberty to gratify a curiosity, which I know exists in
the minds of many, by an accurate statement of all the facts pertaining to my most fortunate escape. But I must
deprive myself of this pleasure, and the curious of the gratification which such a statement would afford. I would
allow myself to suffer under the greatest imputations which evil-minded men might suggest, rather than exculpate
myself, and thereby run the hazard of closing the slightest avenue by which a brother slave might clear himself of
the chains and fetters of slavery.
*
I have never approved of the very public manner in which some of our western friends have conducted what
they call the underground railroad, but which I think, by their open declarations, has been made most
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emphatically the upperground railroad. I honor those good men and women for their noble daring, and applaud
them for willingly subjecting themselves to bloody persecution, by openly avowing their participation in the
escape of slaves. I, however, can see very little good resulting from such a course, either to themselves or the
slaves escaping; while, upon the other hand, I see and feel assured that those open declarations are a positive evil
to the slaves remaining, who are seeking to escape. They do nothing towards enlightening the slave, whilst they
do much towards enlightening the master. They stimulate him to greater watchfulness, and enhance his power to
capture his slave.
We owe something to the slave south of the line\fn{ The Mason-Dixon line.} as well as to those north of it; and in
aiding the latter on their way to freedom, we should be careful to do nothing which would be likely to hinder the
former from escaping from slavery. I would keep the merciless slaveholder profoundly ignorant of the means of
flight adopted by the slave. I would leave him to imagine himself surrounded by myriads of invisible tormentors,
ever ready to snatch from his infernal grasp his trembling prey. Let him be left to feel his way in the dark; let
darkness commensurate with his crime hover over him; and let him feel that at every step he takes, in pursuit of
the flying bondman, he is running the frightful risk of having his hot brains dashed out by an invisible agency. Let
us render the tyrant no aid; let us not hold the light by which he can trace the footprin,ts of our flying brother.
But enough of this. I will now proceed to the statement of those facts, connected with my escape, for which I
am alone responsible, and for which no one can be made to suffer but myself.
*
In the early part of the year 1838, I became quite restless. I could see no reason why I should, at the end of
each week, pour the reward of my toil into the purse of my master. When I carried to him my weekly wages, he
would, after counting the money, look me in the face with a robber-like fierceness, and ask,
“Is this all?”
He was satisfied with nothing less than the last cent. He would, however, when I made him six dollars,
sometimes give me six cents, to encourage me. It had the opposite effect. I regarded it as a sort of admission of
my right to the whole. The fact that he gave me any part of my wages was proof, to my mind, that he believed me
entitled to the whole of them. I always felt worse for having received anything; for I feared that the giving me a
few cents would ease his conscience, and make him feel himself to be a pretty honorable sort of robber. My
discontent grew upon me. I was ever on the lookout for means of escape; and, finding no direct means, I
determined to try to hire my time, with a view of getting money with which to make my escape.
In the spring of 1838, when Master Thomas came to Baltimore to purchase his spring goods, I got an
opportunity, and applied to him to allow me to hire my time. He unhesitatingly refused my request, and told me
this was another stratagem by which to escape. He told me I could go nowhere but that he could get me; and that,
in the event of my running away, he should spare no pains in his efforts to catch me. He exhorted me to content
myself, and be obedient. He told me, if I would be happy, I must lay out no plans for the future. He said, if I
behaved myself properly, he would take care of me. Indeed, he advised me to complete thoughtlessness of the
future, and taught me to depend solely upon him for happiness. He seemed to see fully the pressing necessity of
setting aside my intellectual nature, in order to contentment in slavery. But in spite of him, and even in spite of
myself, I continued to think, and to think about the injustice of my enslavement, and the means of escape.
*
About two months after this, I applied to Master Hugh for the privilege of hiring my time. He was not
acquainted with the fact that I had applied to Master Thomas, and had been refused. He too, at first, seemed
disposed to refuse; but, after some reflection, he granted me the privilege, and proposed the following terms: I
was to be allowed all my time, make all contracts with those for whom I worked, and find my own employment;
and, in return for this liberty, I was to pay him three dollars at the end of each week; find myself in calking tools,
and in board and clothing. My board was two dollars and a half per week. This, with the wear and tear of clothing
and calking tools, made my regular expenses about six dollars per week. This amount I was compelled to make
up, or relinquish the privilege of hiring my time. Rain or shine, work or no work, at the end of each week the
money must be forthcoming, or I must give up my privilege. This arrangement, it will be perceived, was
decidedly in my master’s favor. It relieved him of all need of looking after me. His money was sure. He received
all the benefits of slaveholding without its evils; while I endured all the evils of a slave, and suffered all the care
and anxiety of a freeman.
I found it a hard bargain. But, hard as it was, I thought it better than the old mode of getting along. It was a step
towards freedom to be allowed to bear the responsibilities of a freeman, and I was determined to hold on upon it. I
bent myself to the work of making money. I was ready to work at night as well as day, and by the most untiring
236

perseverance and industry, I made enough to meet my expenses, and lay up a little money every week. I went on
thus from May till August.
Master Hugh then refused to allow me to hire my time longer. The ground for his refusal was a failure on my
part, one Saturday night, to pay him for my week’s time. This failure was occasioned by my attending a camp
meeting about ten miles from Baltimore. During the week, I had entered into an engagement with a number of
young friends to start from Baltimore to the camp ground early Saturday evening; and being detained by my
employer, I was unable to get down to Master Hugh’s without disappointing the company. I knew that Master
Hugh was in no special need of the money that night. I therefore decided to go to camp meeting, and upon my
return pay him the three dollars. I stayed at the camp meeting one day longer than I intended when I left. But as
soon as I returned, I called upon him to pay him what. he corrsidered his due.
I found him very angry; he could scarce restrain his wrath. He said he had a great mind to give me a severe
whipping. He wished to know how I dared go out of the city without asking his permission. I told him I hired my
time, and while I paid him the price which he asked for it, I did not know that I was bound to ask him when and
where I should go. This reply troubled him; and, after reflecting a few moments, he turned to me, and said I
should hire my time no longer; that the next thing he should know of, I would be running away. Upon the same
plea, he told me to bring my tools and clothing home forthwith. I did so; but instead of seeking work, as I had
been accustomed to do previously to hiring my time, I spent the whole week without the perfonnance of a single
stroke of work. I did this in retaliation.
Saturday night, he called upon me as usual for my week’s wages. I told him I had no wages; I had done no
work that week. Here we were upon the point of coming to blows. He raved, and swore his detennination to get
hold of me. I did not allow myself a single word; but was resolved, if he laid the weight of his hand upon me, it
should be blow for blow. He did not strike me, but told me that he would find me in constant employment in
future. I thought the matter over during the next day, Sunday, and finally resolved upon the third day of
September, as the day upon which I would make a second attempt to secure my freedom.
*
I now had three weeks during which to prepare for my journey. Early on Monday morning, before Master
Hugh had time to make any engagement for me, I went out and got employment of Mr. Butler, at his shipyard
near the drawbridge, upon what is called the City Block, thus making it unnecessary for him to seek employment
for me. At the end of the week, I brought him between eight and nine dollars. He seemed very well pleased, and
asked why I did not do the same the week before. He little knew what my plans were. My object in working
steadily was to remove any suspicion he might entertain of my intent to run away; and in this I succeeded
admirably. I suppose he thought I was never better satisfied with my condition than at the very time during which
I was planning my escape.
The second week passed, and again I carried him my full wages; and so well pleased was he, that he gave me
twenty-five cents, (quite a large sum for a slaveholder to give a slave) and bade me to make a good use of it. I told
him I would.
Things went on without very smoothly indeed, but within there was trouble. It is impossible for me to describe
my feelings as the time of my contemplated start drew near. I had a number of warm-hearted friends in Baltimore
—friends that I loved almost as I did my life—and the thought of being separated from them forever was painful
beyond expression. It is my opinion that thousands would escape from slavery, who now remain, but for the
strong cords of affection that bind them to their friends. The thought of leaving my friends was decidedly the most
painful thought with which I had to contend. The love of them was my tender point, and shook my decision more
than all things else.
Besides the pain of separation, the dread and apprehension of a failure exceeded what I had experienced at my
first attempt. The appalling defeat I then sustained returned to torment me. I felt assured that, if I failed in this
attempt, my case would be a hopeless one—it would seal my fate as a slave forever. I could not hope to get off
with any thing less than the severest punishment, and being placed beyond the means of escape. It required no
very vivid imagination to depict the most frightful scenes through which I should have to pass, in case I failed.
The wretchedness of slavery, and the blessedness of freedom, were perpetually before me. It was life and death
with me.
But I remained firm, and, according to my resolution, on the third day of September, 1838, I left my chains,
and succeeded in reaching New York without the slightest interruption of any kind.
*
How I did so—what means I adopted, what direction I travelled, and by what mode of conveyance—I must
237

leave unexplained, for the reasons before mentioned.
I have been frequently asked how I felt when I found myself in a free State. I have never been able to answer
the question with any satisfaction to myself. It was a moment of the highest excitement I ever experienced. I
suppose I felt as one may imagine the unarmed mariner to feel when he is rescued by a friendly man-of-war from
the pursuit of a pirate. In writing to a dear friend, immediately after my arrival at New York, I said I felt like one
who had escaped a den of hungry lions. This state of mind, however, very soon subsided; and I was again seized
with a feeling of great insecurity and loneliness.
I was yet liable to be taken back, and subjected to all the tortures of slavery. This in itself was enough to damp
the ardor of my enthusiasm. But the loneliness overcame me. There I was in the midst of thousands, and yet a
perfect stranger; without home and without friends, in the midst of thousands of my own brethren—children of a
common Father, and yet I dared not to unfold to anyone of them my sad condition. I was afraid to speak to anyone
for fear of speaking to the wrong one, and thereby falling into the hands of money-loving kidnappers, whose
business it was to lie in wait for the panting fugitive, as the ferocious beasts of the forest lie in wait for their prey.
The motto which I adopted when I started from slavery was this:
“Trust no man!”
I saw in every white man an enemy, and in almost every colored man cause for distrust. It was a most painful
situation; and, to understand it, one must needs experience it, or imagine himself in similar circumstances. Let
him be a fugitive slave in a strange land—a land given up to be the hunting ground for slaveholders—whose
inhabitants are legalized kidnappers, where he is every moment subjected to the terrible liability of being seized
upon by his fellow-men, as the hideous crocodile seizes upon his prey! I say, let him place himself in my situation
—without home or friends, without money or credit, wanting shelter, and no one to give it, wanting bread, and no
money to buy it—and at the same time let him feel that he is pursued by merciless men-hunters, and in total
darkness as to what to do, where to go, or where to stay—perfectly helpless both as to the means of defence and
means of escape, in the midst of plenty, yet suffering the terrible gnawings of hunger, in the midst of houses, yet
having no home, among fellow-men, yet feeling as if in the midst of wild beasts, whose greediness to swallow up
the trembling and half-famished fugitive is only equalled by that with which the monsters of the deep swallow up
the helpless fish upon which they subsist.
I say, let him be placed in this most trying situation—the situation in which I was placed—then, and not till
then, will he fully appreciate the hardships of, and know how to sympathize with, the toil-worn and whip-scarred
fugitive slave.
*
Thank Heaven, I remained but a short time in this distressed situation. I was relieved from it by the humane
hand of Mr. David Ruggles, whose vigilance, kindness, and perseverance, I shall never forget. I am glad of an
opportunity to express, as far as words can, the love and gratitude I bear him. Mr. Ruggles is now afflicted with
blindness, and is himself in need of the same kind offices which he was once so forward in the performance of
toward others.
I had been in New York but a few days, when Mr. Ruggles sought me out, and very kindly took me to his
boarding-house at the corner of Church and Lespenard Streets. Mr. Ruggles was then very deeply engaged in the
memorable Darg case, as well as attending to a number of other fugitive slaves, devising ways and means for their
successful escape; and, though watched and hemmed in on almost every side, he seemed to be more than a match
for his enemies.
Very soon after I went to Mr. Ruggles, he wished to know of me where I wanted to go; as he deemed it unsafe
for me to remain in New York. I told him I was a calker, and should like to go where I could get work. I thought
of going to Canada; but he decided against it, and in favor of my going to New Bedford, thinking I should be able
to get work there at my trade. At this time, Anna,\fn{ She was free.} my intended wife, came on; for I wrote to her
immediately after my arrival at New York (notwithstanding my homeless, houseless, and helpless condition)
informing her of my successful flight, and wishing her to come on forthwith.
In a few days after her arrival, Mr. Ruggles called in the Rev. J. W. C. Pennington, who, in the presence of Mr.
Ruggles, Mrs. Michaels, and two or three others, performed the marriage ceremony, and gave us a certificate, of
which the following is an exact copy:This may certify, that I joined together in holy matrimony Frederick Johnson\fn{I had changed my name from
Frederick Bailey to that of Johnson.} and Anna Murray, as man and wife, in the presence of Mr. David Ruggles and
Mrs. Michaels.
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Upon receiving this certificate, and a five-dollar bill from Mr. Ruggles, I shouldered one part of our baggage,
and Anna took up the other, and we set out forthwith to take passage on board of the steamboat John W.
Richmond for Newport, on our way to New Bedford. Mr. Ruggles gave me a letter to a Mr. Shaw in Newport, and
told me, in case my money did not serve me to New Bedford, to stop in Newport and obtain further assistance; but
upon our arrival at Newport, we were so anxious to get to a place of safety, that, notwithstanding we lacked the
necessary money to pay our fare, we decided to take seats in the stage, and promise to pay when we got to New
Bedford.
We were encouraged to do this by two excellent gentlemen, residents of New Bedford, whose names I
afterward ascertained to be Joseph Ricketson and William C. Taber. They seemed at once to understand our
circumstances, and gave us such assurance of their friendliness as put us fully at ease in their presence. It was
good indeed to meet with such friends, at such a time.
Upon reaching New Bedford, we were directed to the house of Mr. Nathan Johnson, by whom we were kindly
received, and hospitably provided for. Both Mr. and Mrs. Johnson took a deep and lively interest in our welfare.
They proved themselves quite worthy of the name of abolitionists. When the stage-driver found us unable to pay
our fare, he held on upon our baggage as security for the debt. I had but to mention the fact to Mr. Johnson, and he
forthwith advanced the money.
*
We now began to feel a degree of safety, and to prepare ourselves for the duties and responsibilities of a life of
freedom. On the morning after our arrival at New Bedford, while at the breakfast-table, the question arose as to
what name I should be called by. The name given me by my mother was Frederick Augustus Washington Bailey.
I, however, had dispensed with the two middle names long before I left Maryland so that I was generally known
by the name of Frederick Bailey, I started from Baltimore bearing the name of Stanley. When I got to New York, I
again changed my name to Frederick Johnson, and thought that would be the last change. But when I got to New
Bedford, I found it necessary again to change my name.
The reason of this necessity was, that there were so many Johnsons in New Bedford, it was already quite
difficult to distinguish between them. I gave Mr. Johnson the privilege of choosing me a name, but told bim he
must not take from me the name of Frederick. I must hold on to that, to preserve a sense of my identity. Mr.
Johnson had just been reading the Lady of the Lake, and at once suggested that my name be Douglass. From that
time until now I have been called Frederick Douglass; and as I am more widely known by that name than by
either of the others, I shall continue to use it as my own.
*
I was quite disappointed at the general appearance of things in New Bedford. The impression which I had
received respecting the character and condition of the people of the north, I found to be singularly erroneous. I
had very strangely supposed, while in slavery, that few of the comforts, and scarcely any of the luxuries, of life
were enjoyed at the north, compared with what were enjoyed by the slaveholders of the south. I probably came to
this conclusion from the fact that northern people owned no slaves. I supposed that they were about upon a level
with the non-slaveholding population of the south. I knew they were exceedingly poor, and I had been accustomed
to regard their poverty as the necessary consequence of their being non-slaveholders. I had somehow imbibed the
opinion that, in the absence of slaves, there could be no wealth, and very little refinement. And upon coming to
the north, I expected to meet with a rough, hard-handed, and uncultivated population, living in the most Spartanlike simplicity, knowing nothing of the ease, luxury, pomp, and grandeur of southern slaveholders. Such being my
conjectures, anyone acquainted with the appearance of New Bedford may very readily infer how palpably I must
have seen my mistake.
In the afternoon of the day when I reached New Bedford, I visited the wharves, to take a view of the shipping.
Here I found myself surrounded with the strongest proofs of wealth. Lying at the wharves, and riding in the
stream, I saw many ships of the finest model, in the best order, and of the largest size. Upon the right and left, I
was walled in by granite warehouses of the widest dimensions, stowed to their utmost capacity with the
necessaries and comforts of life. Added to this, almost everybody seemed to be at work, but noiselessly so,
compared with what I had been accustomed to in Baltimore. There were no loud songs heard from those engaged
in loading and unloading ships. I heard no deep oaths or horrid curses on the laborer. I saw no whipping of men;
but all seemed to go smoothly on. Every man appeared to understand his work, and went at it with a sober, yet
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cheerful earnestness, which betokened the deep interest which he felt in what he was doing, as well as a sense of
his own dignity as a man.
To me this looked exceedingly strange. From the wharves I strolled around and over the town, gazing with
wonder and admiration at the splendid churches, beautiful dwellings, and finely-cultivated gardens; evincing an
amount of wealth, comfort, taste, and refinement, such as I had never seen in any part of slaveholding Maryland.
Everything looked clean, new and beautiful. I saw few or no dilapidated houses, with poverty-stricken inmates;
no half-naked children and barefooted women, such as I had been accustomed to see in Hillsborough, Easton, St.
Michael’s, and Baltimore. The people looked more able, stronger, healthier, and happier, than those of Maryland. I
was for once made glad by a view of extreme wealth, without being saddened by seeing extreme poverty.
*
But the most astonishing as well as the most interesting thing to me was the condition of the colored people, a
great many of whom, like myself, had escaped thither as a refuge from the hunters of men. I found many, who had
not been seven years out of their chains, living in finer houses, and evidently enjoying more of the comforts of
life, than the average of slaveholders in Maryland. I will venture to assert, that my friend Mr. Nathan Johnson (of
whom I can say with a grateful heart, “I was hungry, and he gave me meat; I was thirsty, and he gave me drink; I
was a stranger, and he took me in”) lived in a neater house; dined at a better table; took, paid for and read, more
newspapers; better understood the moral, religious, and political character of the nation—than nine tenths of the
slaveholders in Talbot county Maryland.
Yet Mr. Johnson was a working man. His hands were hardened by toil, and not his alone, but those also of Mrs.
Johnson. I found the colored people much more spirited than I had supposed they would be. I found among them
a determination to protect each other from the blood-thirsty kidnapper, at all hazards.
Soon after my arrival, I was told of a circumstance which illustrated their spirit. A colored man and a fugitive
slave were on unfriendly terms. The former was heard to threaten the latter with informing his master of his
whereabouts.
Straightway a meeting was called among the colored people, under the stereotyped notice, “Business of
importance!” The betrayer was invited to attend. The people came at the appointed hour, and organized the
meeting by appointing a very religious old gentleman as president, who, I believe, made a prayer, after which he
addressed the meeting as fol- lows:
“Friends, we have got him here, and I would recommend that you young men just take him outside the door,
and kill him!”
With this, a number of them bolted at him; but they were intercepted by some more timid than themselves, and
the betrayer escaped their vengeance, and has not been seen in New Bedford since. I believe there have been no
more such threats, and should there be hereafter, I doubt not that death would be the consequence.
*
I found employment, the third day after my arrival, in stowing a sloop with a load of oil. It was new, dirty, and
hard work for me; but I went at it with a glad heart and a willing hand. I was now my own master. It was a happy
moment, the rapture of which can be understood only by those who have been slaves. It was the first work, the
reward of which was to be entirely my own. There was no Master Hugh standing ready, the moment I earned the
money, to rob me of it.
I worked that day with a pleasure I had never before experienced. I was at work for myself and newly-married
wife. It was to me the starting-point of a new existence. When I got through with that job, I went in pursuit of a
job of calking; but such was the strength of prejudice against color, among the white calkers, that they refused to
work with me, and of course I could get no employment.\fn{ I am told that colored persons can now get employment at
calking in New Bedford—a result of anti-slavery effort. } Finding my trade of no immediate benefit, I threw off my calking
habiliments, and prepared myself to do any kind of work I could get to do. Mr. Johnson kindly let me have his
wood-horse and saw, and I very soon found myself plenty of work. There was no work too hard—none too dirty. I
was ready to saw wood, shovel coal, carry wood, sweep the chimney, or roll oil casks—all of which I did for
nearly three years in New Bedford, before I became known to the anti-slavery world.
*
In about four months after I went to New Bedford, there came a young man to me, and inquired if I did not
wish to take the Liberator. I told him I did; but, just having made my escape from slavery, I remarked that I was
unable to pay for it then. I, however, finally became a subscriber to it. The paper came, and I read it from week to
week with such feelings as it would be quite idle for me to attempt to describe.
The paper became my meat and my drink. My soul was set all on fire. Its sympathy for my brethren in bonds
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—its scathing denunciations of slaveholders—its faithful exposures of slavery—and its powerful attacks upon the
upholders of the institution—sent a thrill of joy through my soul, such as I had never felt before!
I had not long been a reader of the Liberator, before I got a pretty correct idea of the principles, measures and
spirit of the anti-slavery reform. I took right hold of the cause. I could do but little; but what I could, I did with a
joyful heart, and never felt happier than when in an anti-slavery meeting. I seldom had much to say at the
meetings, because what I wanted to say was said so much better by others.
But, while attending an anti-slavery convention at Nantucket, on the 11 th of August, 1841, I felt strongly moved
to speak, and was at the same time much urged to do so by Mr. William C. Coffin, a gentleman who had heard me
speak in the colored people’s meeting at New Bedford. It was a severe cross, and I took it up reluctantly. The truth
was, I felt myself a slave, and the idea of speaking to white people weighed me down. I spoke but a few moments,
when I felt a degree of freedom, and said what I desired with considerable ease.
From that time until now, I have been engaged in pleading the cause of my brethren—with what success, and
with what devotion, I leave those acquainted with my labors to decide.
136.89 Forgiveness\fn{by Lizette Woodworth Reese (1856-1935)} Huntingdon, Calvert County, Maryland, U.S.A. (F) 3
The wagon pulled slowly out of the stable yard and down into the orchard between the rows of shadowy trees.
A gate clanged. The vehicle was out on the shadowy highway and rumbling along to the market place, six good
miles away. The breaking morn held no other sounds except the beat of hoofs and the steady roll of wheels.
Mariana Dixon clicked cheerfully once or twice to her old horse.
“Get up, Dolly! Get up! Don’t go poking along.”
It was the second week in July, and all the gusts—the little breath-like gusts of midsummer—were freighted
with a hint of oncoming heat and a sense of dew-drenched, obscure, rankly growing things. They beat out of the
boughs overhead and down into the pastures on either side—dim, simple pastures that swept toward a black wall
in the west and a broken, pink-tinted one in the east. The sky was full of great and solemn stars.
“Is that you, Mariana?”
The wagon stopped. Back of the pale highway rose a formless mass, which presently began to resolve itself
into a gray phantom of a house.
“What makes you up so early, Ellen Jane?”
“I was afraid you’d slip by. I’ve got something to tell you.”
“Well, go on.”
“Mariana.”
“Well.”
“He’s come back.”
“You mean—you mean Roger Dixon?”
“Yes.”
A silence. Out there in the dark. a cock crew.
“I guess,” said Mariana, “I guess you know Jean Field came home last week.”
“Yes.” The woman in the wagon leaned out to the one in the road.
“I ain’t set eyes on hide or hair of him for eleven years, and I don’t want to, either. You can do what you
please, Ellen Jane Dixon. You’re his sister; I’m his wife. I ain’t going to take him back!” There was fury in the
words. :”Never! Neyer!”
“He’s sick, Mariana.”
“So’s Jean Field.”
“I guess there’s no use in talking to you any more,” said the woman in the road in a hushed, uncertain voice.
She began to push back into the dusk.
“Ellen Jane,” broke out Mariana, “Roger Dixon’s staying in your house. I saw him when I came from market
Tuesday.” The words poured out hot, loud, vehement. “Tell him I’ve had to work like a horse to make both ends
meet the last eleven years. Tell him there ain’t anybody in the county’s got a better farm than me. And every stick
and stone and hoe and shovel in it’s mine, and what I’ve worked for and sweated for while he’s been running up
hill and down dale and the Lord knows where. Tell him he can stay where he is if he wants to, or go back to that
woman he went away with. Tell him, Ellen Jane. Tell him.”
The wheels rolled on. And little by little the country near at hand began to take on shape and color; a bough
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was thrust out here, the corner of a roof or yard of palings there; and beyond the deserted levels, now turned a
shifting, more definite gray, the rim of the east shone a solitary yet a deeper and clearer rose.
“Get up, Dolly!” cried Mariana. The fire in her had died down, and she felt cold and sore. The tang of the herbs
in the wagon behind bit into her. She sat there rigid in the growing light.
“Mary Ann!” called a voice out of the half dark. “Mary Ann!” it called, but nearer and more familiarly than
before. “I guess that’s you ahead, ain’t it!”
Mariana drove more slowly to allow the other vehicle to come alongside. “I didn’t know you were following,
Mis’ Fox.”
“Yes, I caught up.” The voice, strained above the creaking of the wheels, had a little quavering hesitancy in it,
like that in a grieved child’s. “I don’t guess you brought that pennyroyal you promised; did you, Mary Ann?”
“No; it seems to me I’m that busy I forget everything.”
“I ain’t got a stalk, Mary Ann, and I can’t get it in my neighborhood anywheres. It’s kind of run out.”
“I’ll try and not forget it,” called Mariana.
Of a sudden she drew rein sharply in the middle of the highway. The other woman did the same.
“Mis’ Fox,” she cried, “you remember the time he went away and left me?”
There was a little pause.
“You know who I mean?” shrilled Mariana.
“Yes, I know,” quavered the other.
“It was the middle of July, like this. I never see so much fruit as I had on them apple trees that year, Mis’ Fox.”
“I remember.”
“He’s come back.”
“I know, Mary Ann.”
“He’s staying at Ellen Jane’s. I just been telling her what I thought.” The next moment she broke out,
passionately: “And I don’t know to this day what I done to make him go and leave me! I don’t, Mis’ Fox!”
The other kept silent. And in that silence the cocks could be heard crowing again. The window of a Negro
hovel back of the shadowy trees took on the gleam of running water.
“Mis’ Fox, Jean Field’s come back, too.”
“I don’t guess she had anything to do with Roger’s going away, Mary Ann.”
The other one struck in like the snap of a whip:
“They both went away the same time, and now they both come back. I can’t think anything different.”
“No, no, Mary Ann. No, no, they didn’t, they didn’t.”
“What makes you talk like that? You ’most make me believe you know.” Mariana peered at her neighbor
across the widening light.
“Well—well.” There was a pause. Then Mrs. Fox went on. “I mean if it’s her that’s keeping you from making
up to Roger, Mary Ann, why, you’re all wrong. He wasn’t her kind.”
“Make up! Make up!” cried Mariana. “I don’t know how you can talk like that. You never had my kind of
trouble, Mis’ Fox. Your man died; but that trouble’s over. Mine’s keeping on.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Fox, in a curiously changed, tight voice. “He died.” She seemed to consider the idea a
moment, as though it were a new one to her. “I guess I’ve had as much as you to go through with, Mary Ann.”
“You hadn’t Jean Field.” Mrs. Fox spoke again, still in that curious tone.
“You don’t know what I’ve had, Mary Ann.”
The wheels began to move down the shadowy road. All at once Mrs. Fox’s sunbonnet appeared around the
edge of the wagon flap.
“It wasn’t Jean Field, Mary Ann,” she almost shrieked. “It wasn’t, it wasn’t, Mary Ann, it wasn’t!”
She cracked her whip, and the vehicle sped along the highway in the long dimness beyond.
“Ain’t she funny?” said Mariana to herself. “She talks as if she knows something. She always was funny. She
will call me Mary Ann.”
She remembered, in a hard, arithmetical fashion, the especial times in which Mrs. Fox had incurred the pitying
comment of the entire countryside. When her husband lay in his last illness, she had refused the good Baptist
minister admittance to his bedchamber.
“Eli don’t know what he’s saying,” she had explained. “He’s light-headed.” This, to the decent churchgoers in
the bucolic community, was an added reason for ecclesiastical ministrations, and they quoted Scripture right and
left to prove their assertion. For if a man were not in his right mind was there not all the more need for a good,
honest, sonorous prayer to be said over him? But could it be that there were secrets in Eli’s past life—that life
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which to so many of them had been an apparent open thing—which he might let loose in his delirium? It was the
part, then, of a faithful wife to act as Susan Fox had done. But save for the fact that Eli .was a free spender, as
florid, loud-talking, jovial men will be, his living had been exemplary.
Again, when he died and Susan had absolutely forbidden any word to be said outside of the bare, direct
ceremony, the criticisms began afresh. No sermon at the burying? The farming folk felt defrauded. But since then
she had shown herself only a melancholy, pinched-looking somebody, who worked hard and said little, and held
herself somewhat aloof from the old and usual affairs—the cleanings, the visitings, and the frolicking of the
neighborhood.
But Eli had been dead these six years. Mrs. Fox’s grief must long since have worn itself out. But sin, sin like
Roger Dixon’s—the name struck at Mariana like a blow. She could have cried out with the poignancy of the
memories that came thronging to her. She saw herself as a girl, big-hipped and high-colored, a comely, common,
free creature of the garden and wind-bound field. How proud she had been at first of that name and the mere
wearing of it! Her silk wedding gown lay wrapped in tissue paper in a trunk under the low attic roof, and beside it,
folded neatly, each to itself, the simple petticoats and other muslin garments, all trimmed with knitted lace of an
oak-leaf pattern. She had walked two miles in the sun one summer’s day to borrow that pattern. She would wear
them all again, shimmering mauve and starched white, when they put her into her coffin.
No! She would climb up to the attic tomorrow and pile them into a heap and set fire to them. Let them turn, as
her girl’s paradise had done, into a handful of ashes.
And yet, some dim, fluttering thing, some pale remnant of love, of youth and the unvexed April of her years,
went with her, breath by breath and throb by throb, down the dim road. And presently a sudden warmth and
softness and yearning poured over her like a tide. There came to her another memory, one of an autumn fortnight
when Roger had lain ill of a fever in her little chamber under the eaves. It was then that his rover’s blood was
quiet, his restless spirit caught in the ancient net of home. He had let her humbly serve him.
“He’s sick, Mariana,” Ellen Jane had said a while ago.
She wondered whether her sister-in-law’s elderly fingers had more of the nurse in them than they had had of
yore.
“Sick, sick, sick,” said the wheels over and over. “Sick, sick.”
She grew wild again. A woman’s face, young, dark, and secret, floated in the half dusk before her like a star.
Another remembrance took hold of her. She heard herself reading in a numb, dumb voice the letter which she had
found one dripping morning on the kitchen table eleven years ago—the apple year. Roger had gone. She had
hated the sound of the rain in the spouts ever since. And after that, and for long, the whole countryside had turned
itself into a curious eye that watched, watched her.
“Sick, sick, sick,” said the wheels, but more faintly than before. The air seemed full of hissing sounds. She felt
as though beaten with rods. Never would she take him back! She would rather die! She struck the mare blindly.
“Get up, old girl; we’re late.” The words choked her.
And now voices began to call here and there across the pike. Other wagons, drawn out of other stable yards or
down the ruts of foggy lanes, passed by. And presently a procession of vehicles, separated one from the other by
mist-filled spaces, moved steadily southward under a pale, secret sky, not yet clear of the long brooding of the
night.
And now she was rumbling through Huntingdon—a gray, silent street, with gray, silent houses on either side. A
light shone in a window, and over a high roof stood a big, austere star. It was here that the little crippled woman
who fashioned her Sunday dresses and who, long ago, had made her wedding gown, lived in two rooms which
fronted on a yard full of tiger lilies. She half imagined that she saw the flame of that burning as she clattered by.
They bought her eggs in the small shop she was passing now. Upon a top shelf—she knew the very spot, indeed—
they kept a glass jar full of a certain red-and-white striped candy, long and crisp and flavored with spearmint.
Many a penny’s worth had she purchased when a little girl. For the old life went on from year’s end to year’s end
in Huntingdon. They made no changes, and would have stared at you with round, vague eyes at the very
suggestion of one.
These and a hundred such idle thoughts came and went in her mind in a hard, distinct fashion, although only
on the mere surface of her intellectual consciousness. And now she slackened rein, for she was come to Southern
Lane, at the end of the village, a hard piece of road, which needed careful driving, for two-thirds of it descended
into what was practically a shallow gully, and dangerous in the half-twilight.
And just then a familiar odor was blown to her across the air. There was a market’s worth of pennyroyal
growing in that hollow on the opposite side of the pike. Mariana wondered why Mrs. Fox had never discovered it
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for herself, and put it down in her mind as another instance of her neighbor’s queerness. It would take but a
minute or two on her part to gather a big handful to be deposited later on Susan’s stall in market. She climbed out
of the wagon and made her way cautiously across the dim, broken road.
“Mis’ Dixon!”
Mariana stood still. The wind flapped by; there was nothing more. She went on.
The hollow where the pennyroyal grew was a deep but open place, a few yards of savory turf, from which,
looking up, Mariana caught an unexpected glimpse of sky—narrow, indeed, but with a hint of color in it, like that
of a just-lighted candle in a large room. Southern Lane was a dead-white line winding under little black trees
toward the inscrutable, more highly colored east; but a few feet away from the pike the orchards stopped, and
there was a bare space of dark, drenched grass. Mariana pulled and pulled; her skirts, her hands, her whole self
were keen with whiffs of dewy, virginal odor.
“Mis’ Dixon!”
Across the empty stretch of grass a lonely figure came toiling toward Mariana.
“Mis’ Dixon!”
“What you want with me?” said Mariana.
“I’ve been waiting here ’most an hour. I thought likely you’d come along about now. I don’t guess you know
me, Mis’ Dixon.”
“You’re Mis’ Field.”
“I’m Jean Field’s mother.”
“What you want with me?” asked Mariana again.
“She told me to tell you that Mr. Dixon ain’t to blame for anything that happened. He never come near her.”
All the hoarded passion of years leaped up in Mariana’s next words.
“Who—who was it? Who was it, Mis’ Field?”
The bent figure of the other shrank back under the gloom of the orchard boughs. When she spoke, so slow, so
impersonal, was her voice that it was as though a ghost were speaking.
“The man who did it—if you want to know—is dead and buried. It was—Mis’ Fox’s husband.”
Mariana opened her lips, but no sound came. She swayed back and forth, a blind, dumb thing. The odor of the
pennyroyal was like a blow struck in the dark.
“Mis’ Dixon.” The ghost was speaking again. “She’s dead, she’s dead. She died last night.”
The apple trees, row after row, swam away in a surging tide of mist. They swam back again, little, black, fast.
The lane was bare.
“O God!” cried Mariana, “I’ll take him back. I’ll forgive him.”
She ran across to the wagon standing by the side of the pike, and as she ran she spilled her herbs down upon
the dew. Then she climbed into the vehicle and turned Dolly’s head toward home. It would not take her long to
reach Ellen Jane’s house.
109.190 They Can Only Hang You Once\fn{by Samuel Dashiell Hammett (1894-1961)} St. Mary (now St. Marys
City?), St. Marys County, Maryland, U.S.A. (M) 6
1
Samuel Spade said, “My name is Ronald Ames. I want to see Mr. Binnett—Mr. Timothy Binnett.”
“Mr. Binnett is resting now, sir,” the butler replied hesitantly.
“Will you find out when I can see him? It’s important.” Spade cleared his throat. “I’m—uh—just back from
Australia, and it’s about some of his properties there.”
The butler turned on his heel while saying, “I’ll see, sir,” and was going up the front stairs before he had
finished speaking.
Spade made and lit a cigarette.
The butler came downstairs again.
“I’m sorry; he can’t be disturbed now, but Mr. Wallace Binnett—Mr. Timothy’s nephew—will see you.”
Spade said, “Thanks,” and followed the butler upstairs.
Wallace Binnett was a slender, handsome, dark man of about Spade’s age—thirty-eight—who rose smiling
from a brocaded chair, said, “How do you do, Mr. Ames?” waved his hand at another chair, and sat down again.
“You’re from Australia?”
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“Got in this morning.”
“You’re a business associate of Uncle Tim’s?”
Spade smiled and shook his head. “Hardly that, but I’ve some information I think he ought to have—quick.”
Wallace Binnett looked thoughtfully at the floor, then up at Spade.
“I’ll do my best to persuade him to see you, Mr. Ames, but, frankly, I don’t know.”
Spade seemed mildly surprised. “Why?”
Binnett shrugged. “He’s peculiar sometimes. Understand, his mind seems perfectly all right, but he has the
testiness and eccentricity of an old man in ill health and—well—at times he can be difficult.”
Spade asked slowly, “He’s already refused to see me?”
“Yes.”
Spade rose from his chair. His blond satan’s face was expressionless.
Binnett raised a hand quickly.
“Wait, wait,” he said, “I’ll do what I can to make him change his mind. Perhaps if—” His dark eyes suddenly
became wary. “You’re not simply trying to sell him something, are you?”
“No.”
The wary gleam went out of Binnett’s eyes. “Well, then, I think I can—”
A young woman came in crying angrily, “Wally, that old fool has—”
She broke off with a hand to her breast when she saw Spade.
Spade and Binnett had risen together.
Binnett said suavely, “Joyce, this is Mr. Ames. My sister-in-law, Joyce Court.”
Spade bowed.
Joyce Court uttered a short, embarrassed laugh and said, “Please excuse my whirlwind entrance.”
She was a tall, blue-eyed, dark woman of twenty-four or -five with good shoulders and a strong, slim body.
Her features made up in warmth what they lacked in regularity. She wore wide-legged, blue satin pajamas.
Binnett smiled good-naturedly at her and asked:
“Now what’s all the excitement?”
Anger darkened her eyes again and she started to speak. Then she looked at Spade and said:
“But we shouldn’t bore Mr. Ames with our stupid domestic affairs. If—” She hesitated.
Spade bowed again. “Sure,” he said, “certainly.”
“I won’t be a minute,” Binnett promised, and left the room with her.
Spade went to the open doorway through which they had vanished and ,standing just inside, listened. Their
footsteps became inaudible. Nothing else could be heard.
Spade was standing there—his yellow-gray eyes dreamy—when he heard the scream. It was a woman’s
scream, high and shrill with terror. Spade was through the doorway when he heard the shot.
It was a pistol shot, magnified, reverberated by walls and ceilings.
Twenty feet from the doorway Spade found a stair case, and went up it three steps at a time. He turned to the
left. Halfway down the hallway a woman lay on her back on the floor.
Wallace Binnett knelt beside her, fondling one of her hands desperately, crying in a low, beseeching voice,
“Darling, Molly, darling!”
Joyce Court stood behind him and wrung her hands while tears streaked her cheeks.
The woman on the floor resembled Joyce Court but was older, and her face had a hardness the younger one’s
had not.
“She’s dead, she’s been killed,” Wallace Binnett said incredulously, raising his white face toward Spade.
When Binnett moved his head Spade could see the round hole in the woman’s tan dress over her heart and the
dark stain which was rapidly spreading below it.
Spade touched Joyce Court’s arm.
“Police, emergency hospital—phone,” he said.
As she ran toward the stairs he addressed Wallace Binnett: “Who did—”
A voice groaned feebly behind Spade.
He turned swiftly. Through an open doorway he could see an old man in white pajamas lying sprawled across a
rumpled bed. His head, a shoulder, an arm dangled over the edge of the bed. His other hand held his throat tightly.
He groaned again and his eyelids twitched, but did not open.
Spade lifted the old man’s head and shoulders and put them up on the pillows. The old man groaned again and
took his hand from his throat. His throat was red with half a dozen bruises. He was a gaunt man with a seamed
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face that probably exaggerated his age.
A glass of water was on a table beside the bed. Spade put water on the old man’s face and, when the old man’s
eyes twitched again, leaned down and growled softly:
“Who did it?”
The twitching eyelids went u far enough to show a narrow strip of bloodshot gray eyes. The old man spoke
painfully, putting a hand to his throat again:
“A man—he—” He coughed.
Spade made an impatient grimace. His lips almost touched the old man’s ear.
“Where’d he go?” His voice was urgent.
A gaunt hand moved weakly to indicate the rear of the house and fell back on the bed.
The butler and two frightened female servants had joined Wallace Binnett beside the dead woman in the
hallway.
“Who did it?” Spade asked them.
“Somebody look after the old man,” he growled, and went down the hallway.
At the end of the hallway was a rear staircase. He descended two flights and went through a pantry into the
kitchen. He saw nobody. The kitchen door was shut but, when he tried it, not locked. He crossed a narrow back
yard to a gate that was shut, not locked. He opened the gate. There was nobody in the narrow alley behind it.
He sighed, shut the gate, and returned to the house.
2
Spade sat comfortably slack in a deep leather chair ina room that ran across the front second story of Wallace
Binnett’s house. Thee were shelves of books and the lights were on. The window showed outer darkness weakly
diluted by a distant street lamp.
Facing Spade, Detective Sergeant Polhaus—a big, carelessly shaven florid man in dark clothes that needed
pressing—was sprawled in another chair; Lieutenant Dundy—smaller, compactly built, square-faced—stood with
legs apart, head thrust a little forward, in the center of the room.
Spade was saying:
“—and the doctor would only let me talk to the old man a couple of minutes. We can try it again when he’s
rested a little, but it doesn’t look like he knows much. He was catching a nap and he woke up with somebody’s
hands on his throat dragging him around the bed. The best he got was a one-eyed look at the fellow choking him.
A big fellow, he says, with a soft hat pulled down over his eyes, dark, needing a shave. Sounds like Tom.” Spade
nodded at Polhaus.
The detective sergeant chuckled, but Dundy said, “Go on,” curtly.
Spade grinned and went on:
“He’s pretty far gone when he hears Mrs. Binnett scream at the door. The hands go away from his throat and he
hears the shot and just before passing out he gets a flash of the big fellow heading for the rear of the house and
Mrs. Binnett tumbling down on the hall floor. He says he never saw the big fellow before.”
“What size gun was it?” Dundy asked.
“Thirty-eight. Well, nobody in the house is much more help. Wallace and his sister-in-law, Joyce, were in her
room, so they say, and didn’t see anything but the dead woman when they ran out, though they think they heard
something that could’ve been somebody running downstairs—the back stairs.
“The butler—his name’s Jarboe—was in here when he heard the scream and shot, so he says. Irene Kelly, the
maid, was down on the ground floor, so she says. The cook, Margaret Finn, was in her room—third floor back—
and didn’t even hear anything, so she says. She’s deaf as a post, so everybody else says. The back door and gate
were unlocked, but are supposed to be kept locked, so everybody says. Nobody says they were in or around the
kitchen or yard at the time.” Spade spread his hands in a gesture of finality. “That’s the crop.”
Dundy shook his head. “Not exactly,” he said. “How come you were here?”
Spade’s face brightened.
“Maybe my client killed her,” he said. “He’s Wallace’s cousin, Ira Binnett. Know him?”
Dundy shook his head. His blue eyes were hard and suspicious.
“He’s a San Francisco lawyer,” Spade said, “respectable and all that. A couple of days ago he came to me with
a story about his uncle Timothy, a miserly old skinflint, lousy with money and pretty well broken up by hard
living. He was the black sheep of the family. None of them had heard of him for years. But six or eight months
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ago he showed up in pretty bad shape every way except financially—he seems to have taken a lot of money out of
Australia—wanting to spend his last days with his only living relatives, his nephews Wallace and Ira.
“That was all right with them. ‘Only living relatives’ meant ‘only heirs’ in their language. But by and by the
nephews began to think it was better to be an heir than to be one of a couple of heirs—twice as good, in fact—and
started fiddling for the inside track with the old man. At least, that’s what Ira told me about Wallace, and I
wouldn’t be surprised if Wallace would say the same thing about Ira, though Wallace seems to be the harder up of
the two. Anyhow, the nephews fell out, and then Uncle Tim, who had been staying at Ira’s, came over here. That
was a couple of months ago, and Ira hasn’t seen Uncle Tim since, and hasn’t been able to get in touch with him by
phone or mail.
“that’s what he wanted a private detective about. He didn’t think Uncle Tim would come to any harm here—
oh, no, he went to a lot of trouble to make that clear—but he thought maybe undue pressure was being brought to
bear on the old boy, or he was being hornswoggled somehow, and at least being told lies about his loving nephew
Ira. He wanted to know what was what. I waited until today, when a boat from Australia docked, and came up
here as a Mr. Ames with some important information for Uncle Tim about his properties down there. All I wanted
was fifteen minutes alone with him.”
Slpade frowned thoughtfully. “Well. I didn’t get them. Wallace told me the old man refused to see me. I don’t
know.”
Suspicion had deepened in Dundy’s cold blue eyes.
“And where is this Ira Binnett now?” he asked.
Spade’s yellow-gray eyes were a guileless as his voice. “I wish I knew. I phoned his house and office and left
word for him to come right over, but I’m afraid—”
Knuckles knocked sharply twice on the other side of the room’s one door.
The three men in the room turned to face the door.
Dundy called, “Come in.”
The door was opened by a sunburned blond policeman whose left hand held the right wrist of a plump man of
forty or forty-five in well-fitting gray clothes. The policeman pushed the plump man into the room.
“Found him monkeying with the kitchen door,” he said.
Spade looked up and said, “Ah!” His tone expressed satisfaction. “Mr. Ira Binnett, Lieutenant Dundy, Sergeant
Polhaus.”
Ira Binnett said rapidly, “Mr. Spade, will you tell this man that—”
Dundy addressed the policeman: “All right. Good work. You can leave him.”
The policeman moved a hand vaguely toward his cap and went away.
Dundy glowered at Ira Binnett and demanded, “Well?”
Binnett looked from Dundy to Spade. “Has something—”
Spade said, “Better tell him why you were at the back door instead of the front.”
Ira Binnett suddenly blushed. He cleared his throat in embarrassment.
He said, “I—uh—I should explain. It wasn’t my fault, of course, but when Jarboe—he’s the butler—phoned
me that Uncle Tim wanted to see me he told me he’d leave the kitchen door unlocked, so Wallace wouldn’t have
to know I’d—”
“What’d he want to see you about?” Dundy asked.
“I don’t know. He didn’t say. He said it was very important.”
“Didn’t you get my message?” Spade asked.
Ira Binnett’s eyes widened. “No. What was it? Has anything happened? What is—”
Spade was moving toward the door.
“Go ahead,” he said to Dundy. “I’ll be right back.”
He shut the door carefully behind him and went up to the third floor.
The butler Jarboe was on his knees at Timothy Binnett’s door with an eye to the keyhole. On the floor beside
him was a tray holding an egg in an egg-cup, toast, a pot of coffee, china, silver, and a napkin.
Spade said, “Your toast’s going to get cold.”
Jarboe, scrambling to his feet, almost upsetting the coffeepot in his haste, his face red and sheepish,
stammered:
“I—er—beg your pardon, sir. I wanted to make sure Mr. Timothy was awake before I took this in.” He picked
up the tray. “I didn’t want to disturb his rest if—”
Spade, who had reached the door, said “Sure, sure,” and bent over to put his eye to the keyhole. When he
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straightened up he said in a mildly complaining tone. “You can’t see the bed—only a chair and part of the
window.”
The butler replied quickly, “Yes, sir, I found that out.”
Spade laughed.
The butler coughed, seemed about to say something, but did not. He hesitated, then knocked lightly on the
door.
A tired voice said, “:Come in.”
Spade asked quickly in a low voice, “Where’s Miss Court?”
“In her room, I think, sir, the second floor on the left,” the butler said.
The tired voice inside the room said petulantly, “Well, come on in.”
The butler opened the door and went in. Through the door, before the butler shut it, spade caught a glimpse of
Timothy Binnett propped up on pillows in his bed.
Spade went to the second door on the left and knocked. The door was opened almost immediately by Joyce
Court. She stood in the doorway, not smiling, not speaking.
He said, “Miss Court, when you came into the room where I was with your brother-in-law you said, ‘Wally,
that old fool has—’ Meaning Timothy?”
She stared at Spade for a moment. Then: “Yes.”
“Mind telling me what the rest of the sentence would have been?”
She said slowly, “I don’t know who you really are or why you ask, but I don’t mind telling you. It would have
been ‘sent for Ira.’ Jarboe had just told me.”
“Thanks.”
She shut the door before he had turned away.
He returned to Timothy Binnett’s door and knocked on it.
Who is it now?” the old man’s voice demanded.
Spade opened the door. The old man was sitting up in bed. Spade said, “This Jarboe was peeping through your
keyhole a few minutes ago,” and returned to the library.
Ira Binnett, seated in the chair Spade had occupied, was saying to Dundy and Polhaus, “And Wallace got
caught in the crash,\fn{The crash of the general stock market in Wall Street (1929) } like most of us, but he seems to have
juggled accounts trying to save himself. He was expelled from the Stock Exchange.”
Dundy waved a hand to indicate the room and its furnishings.
“Pretty classy layout for a man that’s busted.”
“His wife has some money,” Ira Binnett said, “and he always lived beyond his means.”
Dundy scowled at Binnett. “And you really think he and his missus weren’t on good terms?”
“I don’t think it,” Binnett replied evenly. “I know it.”
Dundy nodded. “And you know he’s got a yen for the sister-in-law, this Court?”
“I don’t know that. But I’ve heard plenty of gossip to the same effect.”
Dundy made a growling noise in his throat, then asked sharply. “How does the old man’s will read?”
“I don’t know. I don’t know whether he’s made one.” He addressed Spade, now earnestly: “I’ve told
everything I know, every single thing.”
Dundy said, “It’s not enough.” He jerked a thumb at the door. “Show him where to wait Tom, and let’s have
the widower in again.”
Big Polhaus said, “Right,” went out with Ira Binnet, and returned with Wallace Binnett, whose face was hard
and pale.
Dundy asked, “Has your uncle made a will?”
“I don’t know,” Binnett replied.
Spade put the next question, softly: “Did your wife?”
Binnett’s mouth tightened in a mirthless smile. He spoke deliberately:
“I’m going to say some things I’d rather not have to say. My wife, properly, had no money. When I got into
financial trouble some time ago I made some property over to her, to save it. She turned it into money without my
knowing about it till afterward. She paid our bills—our living expenses—out of it, but she refused to return it
tome and she assured me that in no event—whether she lived or died or we stayed together or were divorced—
would I ever be able to get hold of a penny of it. I believed her, and still do.”
“You wanted a divorce?” Dundy asked.
“Yes.”
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“Why?”
“Joyce Court?”
Binnett’s face flushed. He said stiffly, “I admire Joyce Court tremendously, but I’d’ve wanted a divorce
anyway.”
Spade said, “And you’re sure—still absolutely sure—you don’t know anybody who fits your uncle’s
description of the man who choked him?”
“Absolutely sure.”
The sound of the doorbell ringing came faintly into the room. Dundy said sourly, “That’ll do.”
Binnett went out.
Polhaus said, “That guy’s as wrong as they make them. And—”
From below came the heavy report of a pistol fired indoors. The lights went out.
In darkness the three detectives collided with one another going through the doorway into the dark hall.
Spade reached the stairs first. There was a clatter of footsteps below him, but nothing could be seen until he
reached a bend in the stairs. Then enough light came from the street through the open front door to show the dark
figure of a man standing with his back to the open door.
A flashlight clicked in Dundy’s hand—he was at Spade’s heels—and threw a glaring white beam of light on
the man’s face.
He weas Ira Binnett. He blinked in the light and pointed at something on the floor in front of him.
Dundy turned the beawm of his light down on the floor. Jarboe lay there on his face, bleeding from a bullet
hole in the back of his head.
Spade grunted softly.
Tom Polhaus came blundering down the stairs. Wallace Binnett close behind him. Joyce Court’s frightened
voice came from farther up:
“Oh, what’s happened? Wally, what’s happened?”
“Where’s the light switch?” Dundy barked.
“Inside the cellar door, under these stairs,” Wallace Binnett said. “What is it?”
Polhaus pushed past Binnett toward the cellar door.
Spade made an inarticulate sound in his throat and, pushing Wallace Binnett aside, sprang up the stairs. He
brushed past Joyce Court and went on, heedless of her startled scream. He was halfway up the stairs to the third
floor when the pistol went off up there.
He ran to Timothy Binnett’s door. The door was open. He went in.
Something hard and angular struck him above his right ear, knocking him across the room, bringing him down
on one knee. Something thumped and clattered on the floor just outside the door.
The lights came on.
On the floor, in the center of the room, Timothy Binnett lay on his back bleeding from a bullet wound in his
left forearm. His pajama jacket was torn. His eyes were shut.
Spade stood up and put a hand to his head. He scowled at the old man on the floor, at the room, at the black
automatic pistol lying on the hallway floor.
He said, “Come on, you old cutthroat. Get up and sit on a chair and I’ll see if I can stop that bleeding till the
doctor gets here.”
The man on the floor did not move.
There were footsteps in the hallway and Dundy came in, followed by the two younger Binnetts. Dundy’s face
was dark and furious.
“Kitchen door wide open,” he said in a choked voice. “They run in and out like—”
“Forget it,” Spade said. “Uncle Tim is our meat.” He paid no attention to Wallace Binnett’s gasp, to the
incredulous looks on Dundy’s and Ira Binnett’s faces. “Come on, get up,” he said to the old man on the floor, “and
tell us what it was the butler saw when he peeped through the keyhole.”
The old man did not stir.
“He killed the butler because I told him the butler had peeped,” Spade explained to Dundy. “I peeped, took but
didn’t see anything except that chair and the window, though we’d made enough racket by then to scare him back
to bed. Suppose you take the chair apart while I go over the window.
He went to the window and began to examine it carefully. He shook his head, put a hand out behind him, and
said, “Give me the flashlight.”
Dundy put the flashlight in his hand.
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Spade raised the window and leaned out, turning the light on the outside of the building. Presently he grunted
and put his other hand out, tugging at a brick a little below the sill. Presently the brick came loose. He put it on the
window sill and stuck his hand into the hole its removal h ad made. Out of the opening one at a time, he brought
an empty black pistol holster, a partially filled box of cartridges, and an unsealed manila envelope.
Holding these things in his hands, he turned to face the others.
Joyce Court came in with a basin of water and a roll of gauze and knelt beside Timothy Binnett.
Spade put the holster and cartridges on a table and opened the manila envelope. Inside were two sheets of
paper, covered on both sides with boldly penciled writing. Spade read a paragraph to himself, suddenly laughed,
and began at the beginning again, reading aloud:
I, Timothy Kieran Binnett, being sound of mind and body, do declare this to be my last will and testament. To my
dear nephews, Ira Binnett and Wallace Bourke Binnett, in recognition of the loving kindness with which they have
received me into their homes and attended my declining years, I give and bequeath, share and share alike, all my
worldly possessions of whatever kind, to wit, my carcass and the clothes I stand in.
I bequeath them, furthermore, the expense of my funeral and these memories: First, the memory of their credulity in
believing that the fifteen years I spent in Sing Sing\fn{The popular name for the Federal Correctional Instituion in
Ossining, New York.} were spent in Australia; second, the memory of their optimism in supposing that those fifteen
years had brought me great wealth, and that if I never spent any of my own money, it was because I was a miser whose
hoard they would inherit; and not because I had no money except what I shook them down for; third, for their
hopefulness in thinking that I would leave either of them anything if I had it; and, lastly, because their painful lack of
any decent sense of humor will keep them from ever seeing how funny this has all been.
Signed and sealed this—

Spade looked up to say, “There is no date, but it’s signed Timothy Kieran Binnett with flourishes.”
Ira Binnett was purple with anger.
Wallace’s face was ghastly in hits pallor and his whole body was trembling.
Joyce Court had stopped working on Timothy Binnett’s arm.
The old man sat up and opened his eyes. He looked at his nephews and began to laugh. There was in his
laughter neither hysteria nor madness: it was sane, hearty laughter, and subsided slowly.
Spade said, “All right, now you’ve had your fun. Let’s talk about the killings.”
“I know nothing more about the first one than I’ve told you,” the old man said, “and this one’s not a killing,
since I’m only—”
Wallace Binnett, still trembling violently, said painfully through his teeth:
“That’s a lie. You killed Molly. Joyce and I came out of her room when we heard Molly scream, and heard the
shot and saw her fall out of your room, and nobody came out afterward.
The old man said calmly, “Well, I’ll tell you: it was an accident. They told me there was a fellow from
Australia here to see me about some of my properties there. I knew there was something funny about that
somewhere”—he grinned—“not ever having been there. I didn’t know whether one of my dear nephews was
getting suspicious and putting up a game on me or what, but I knew that if Wally wasn’t in on it he’d certainly try
to pump the gentleman from Australia about me and maybe I’d lose one of my free boarding houses.”
He chuckled.
“So I figured I’d get in touch with Ira so I could go back to his house if things worked out bad here, and I’d try
to get rid of this Australian. Wally’s always thought I’m half-cracked”—he leered at his nephew—“and’s afraid
they’ll lug me off to a madhouse before I could make a will I his favor, or they’ll break it if I do. You see, he’s got
a pretty bad reputation, what with that Stock Exchange trouble and all, and he knows no court would appoint him
to handle my affairs if I went screwy—not as long as I’ve got another nephew”—he turned his leer on Ira
—“who’s a respectable lawyer. So now I know that rather than have me kick up a row that might wind me up in
the madhouse, he’ll chase this visitor, and I put on a show for Molly, who happened to be the nearest one to hand.
She took it too seriously, though.
“I had a gun and I did a lot of raving about being spied on by my enemies in Australia and that I was going
down and shoot this fellow. But she got too excited and tried to take the gun away from me, and the first thing I
knew it had gone off and I had to make these marks on my neck and think u; that story about the big dark man.”
He looked contemptuously at Wallace.
“I didn’t know he was covering me up. Little as I thought of him, I never though he’d be low enough to cover
up his wife’s murderer—even if he didn’t like her—just for the sake of money.”
Spade said, “Never mind that. Now about the butler?”
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“I don’t know anything about the butler,” the old man replied, looking at Spade with steady eyes.
Spade said, “You had to kill him quick, before he had time to do or say anything. So you slip down the back
stairs, open the kitchen door to fool people, go to the front door, ring the bell, shut the door, and hide in the
shadow of the cellar door under the front steps. When Jarboe answered the doorbell you shot him—the hole was
in the back of his head—pulled the light switch, just inside the cellar door, and ducked up the back stairs in the
dark and shot yourself carefully in the arm. I got up there too soon for you; so you smacked me with the gun,
chucked it through the door, and spread yourself on the floor while I was shaking pinwheels out of my noodle.”
The old man sniffed again. “You’re just—”
“Stop it,” Spade said patiently. “Don’t let’s argue. The first killing was an accident—all right. The second
couldn’t be. And it ought to be easy to show that both bullets, and the one in your arm, were fired from the same
gun. What difference does it make which killing we can prove first-degree murder on? They can only hang you
once.” He smiled pleasantly. “And they will.”
1920
152.38 Excerpt from Lady Sings The Blues: “Some Other Spring”\fn{by Billlie Holiday (1915-1959)} Baltimore,
Baltimore County, Maryland, U.S.A. (F) 5
… Don’t tell me about those pioneer chicks hitting the trail in those slip-covered wagons with the hills full of
redskins. I’m the girl who went West in 1937 with sixteen white cats, Artie Shaw and his Rolls-Royce—and the
hills were full of white crackers.
It all began one night at Clarke Monroe’s Uptown House.
Artie came in and got to talking and dreaming about his new band. He thought he needed something
sensational to give it a shove.
“Something sensational? That’s easy,” I told him. “Hire a good Negro singer.”
That did it. Artie waited for me all night at the Uptown House and put me right in his car to take me to Boston
for the opening. Georgie Auld, Tony Pastor, and Max Kaminsky were with him. Before we left, we drove over to
Mom’s and she fixed fried chicken for a 6:30 A.M. breakfast for the whole gang. The chicken knocked Artie out.
He never ate anything like she fixed it. When the chicken was gone, we piled into his car and were off.
Boston was jumping then. We were booked in Roseland. Glenn Miller was working just around the corner, and
a block away there was Chick Webb and his band with Ella Fitzgerald. Chick’s group was the best known; but we
were still better known than Miller.
The sight of sixteen men on a bandstand with a Negro girl singer had never been seen before—in Boston or
anywhere. The question of how the public would take to it had to be faced opening night at Roseland. Naturally
Sy Schribman, the owner of Roseland and a guy who did a lot for bands like Dorsey, Miner, and others, was
worried. But Artie was a guy who never thought in terms of white and colored.
“I can take care of the situation,” was his answer. “And I know Lady\fn{ Billie Holday’s knickname.} can take care
of herself.”
“As far as I’m concerned,” I told Artie, “I don’t care about sitting on the bandstand. When it comes time for
me to sing a number, you introduce me, I sing, then I’m gone.”
Artie disagreed.
“No,” he insisted. “I want you on the bandstand like Helen Forrest and Tony Pastor and everyone else.”
So that’s what I did. Everything up in Boston was straight—but the real test was coming up. We were heading
for Kentucky.
*
Kentucky is like Baltimore—it’s only on the border of being the South, which means the people there take
their Dixie stuff more seriously than the crackers farther down.
Right off, we couldn’t find a place that would rent me a room. Finally Artie got sore and picked out the biggest
hotel in town. He was determined to crack it—or he was going to sue. I tried to stop him.
“Man,” I said, “are you trying to get me killed?”
Artie had taken the band on the road for a good reason—he wanted to play to as many people as possible
before risking a New York opening. The band had enough work to do without looking for lawsuits around every
corner and doing a job for the NAACP.\fn{National Association for the Advancement of Colored People.}
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But there was no moving Artie. He’s a wild one; he has his own peculiarities but he'=’s amazing and a good cat
deep down. He'=’s not one to go back on his word. Whatever he says, Jack, you can believe that’s it. Whatever
he’d set out to do, he would believe in it. He might find he was wrong, but rather than go back on his word, he’d
suffer. That’s the way he was and that’s why I liked him, and that’s why he wouldn'’ listen to me in Kentucky. He
got eight cats out of the band and they escorted me to the registration desk at the biggest hotel in that little old
Kentucky town.
I don’t think anybody black had ever got a room there before, but the cats in the band acted like it was as
natural as breathing. I think the man at the desk figured it couldn’t be true what he thought he saw, and I couldn’t
be a Negro or nobody would act like that. I think they thought I was Spanish or something, so they gave me a nice
room and no back talk.
The cats had a little taste of triumph, so they went on from there. All eight of them waltzed into the dining
room, carrying me with them like I was the Queen Mary and they were a bunch of tugboats. We sat down, ordered
food all around and champagne, acting up like we were a sensation. And we were. After that scene I guess the
management thought they were getting off easy in letting me have a room.
It was a one-man town. And the sheriff was the man. He ran things. He was on the scene that night when we
opened in a real-life natural rock cave. The sheriff was haunting the place, letting kids in for half price. They were
selling kids whisky right under his nose. But he didn’t pay any mind to that. He was too busy dogging me.
When it came time to go on, I told Artie I didn’t want any trouble and didn’t want to sit on the bandstand.
“It just don’t make sense,” I told him. “This is the damn South.”
But Artie didn’t want to give in. He was unhappy. I was unhappy. Finally we compromised and agreed I would
come out on the stand and sit just before my numbers.
I could smell this sheriff a mile off. I told the cats in the band he was looking for trouble.
“He wants to call me nigger so bad he’s going to find a way,” I told them. And so I bet Tony Pastor, Georgie
Auld and Max Kaminsky two bucks apiece he would make it.
He did. When I came on, the sheriff walked up to the raised bandstand; Artie’s back was to the dance floor, so
he pulled Artie’s pants leg and said,
“Hey you!”
Artie turned around.
“Don’t touch me,” he hollered over the music.
But the sheriff didn’t give up so easy. I had money riding on what he would do, so I was watching him real
close. So were the cats I had the bet with. They were keeping a free eye on him. He pulled Artie’s leg again.
“Hey you,” he said.
Artie turned around.
“You want to get kicked?” he asked him.
Still the old cracker sheriff didn’t give up. Back he came again.
“Hey you,” he said. Then he turned to me and, so loud everybody could hear, he said,
“What’s Blackie going to sing?”
Artie looked like it was the end of the world—and the tour. I guess he thought I was going to break down and
have a collapse or something. But I was laughing like hell. I turned to Georgie, Tony, and Max, put my hand out,
and said,
“Come on now, give me the money.”
*
We had another big scene like this one time in St. Louis. We were scheduled to play the ballroom in one of the
biggest hotels in town. The man who hired us just leased the ballroom from the hotel. But this day, of all days,
after two months of one-nighters and a chance to sit still for three whole weeks, we were rehearsing and in
wandered this old cracker who owned the hotel, the city block, the works. He was older than God and hadn’t been
seen around there in ten years. But he picked this day to come shooting around in his wheel chair to look over his
property. Naturally, the first thing he saw was me. And the first thing he said, was,
“What’s that nigger doing there? I don’t have niggers to clean up around here.”
Artie tried to tell him I was his vocalist, but he wasn’t listening. He wasn’t saying anything but “nigger.” So I
stepped in and said,
“Man, can’t you say nothing else? I’m tired of being called nigger.” Besides, I knew I could whip him.
Tony was so sore and red in the face, I didn’t know what he might do, when this old cracker ordered Artie and
him and me and all of us out of the hotel. If you've got one of those Italian boys like Tony in your corner, they’ll
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go to hell for you and die for you. If one of those cats loves you, I’m sorry, you’ve got you a buddy-boy. So with
Tony beside me I walked up to this old cracker and stared him down.
“Listen,” I told him. “Artie Shaw has been very nice to me. I know you don’t even have niggers clean up your
hotel. But I’m a Negro or whatever you want to call me, and I’ll make you a bet. You let us open in this damn
ballroom, and if I don’t go over better than anyone else, you can throw me and Artie and all of us out. You want to
take the bet or don’t you?”
He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t want to take it. But he didn’t want to scoot off in his wheel chair either.
There were quite a few spectators on the scene, and people began saying he was a drag if he didn’t take the bet.
So he did, and we opened
I knew that night I had the future of the whole band riding on me, so I really worked. First I did I Cried for
You. Then I followed with Them There Eyes. And then I finished with a thing called What You Gonna Do When
There Ain’t No Swing? Swing was the thing then.
When I ended the number I held onto the word “ain’t,” then I held “no.” Then I held my breath, thinking the
jury was out and wondering what the verdict would be, and I sang the word “swing.” I hadn’t got the word shaped
with my mouth when people stood up whistling and hollering and screaming and clapping. There was no arguing.
I was the best, so we stayed there for six weeks instead of three.
*
It wasn’t long before the roughest days with the [Count] Basie band began to look like a breeze. I got to the
point where I hardly ever ate, slept, or went to the bathroom without having a major NAACP-type production.
Most of the cats in the band were wonderful to me, but I got so tired of scenes in crummy roadside restaurants
over getting served, I used to beg Georgie Auld, Tony Pastor, and Chuck Peterson to just let me sit in the bus and
rest—and let them bring me out something in a sack. Some places they wouldn’t even let me eat in the kitchen.
Some places they would. Sometimes it was a choice between me eating and the whole band starving. I got tired of
having a federal case over breakfast, lunch, and dinner.
One time we st6pped at a dirty little hole in the wall, and the whole band piled in. I was sitting at the counter
next to Chuck Peterson. Everybody else gets waited on and this blonde bitch waitress ignores me like I’m not
even there. Chuck called her first and then Tony Pastor got real sore.
“This is Lady Day!” He hollered at her, “Now you feed her!”
I pleaded with him not to start anything, but Tony let loose, the cats in the band started throwing things around.
When they wouldn’t serve me, the whole band pitched in and wrecked the joint. Everybody grabbed their food,
and when the bus pulled out, you could hear the old sheriff's police siren coming after us. Even Artie jumped into
that fight.
Getting a night’s sleep was a continual drag, too. We were playing big towns and little towns, proms and fairs.
A six-hundred-mile jump overnight was standard. When we got to put up at a hotel, it was usually four cats to a
room. We might finish at Scranton, Pennsylvania, at two in the morning, grab something to eat, and make
Cleveland, Ohio, by noon the next day.
The boys in the band had worked out a deal for getting two nights’ sleep for one night’s rent. We’d drive all
night, hit a town in the morning, register and turn in early, and sleep until time to go to work. When the job was
through, we’d sleep the rest of the night, clear out in the morning, and hit the road. This would work every other
day and save loot. On the $125 a week I made, that was still very important.
This would have been fine except that I had to double up with another vocalist. I don’t think she liked Negroes
much, and especially not me. She didn’t want to sleep in the same room with me. She only did because she had to.
Artie had asked me to help her to phrase her lyrics; this made her jealous.
Then once I made the mistake of telling somebody we got along fine, and to prove it I mentioned how she let
me help her phrase. This made her sore. It was true, there were some places where the management wouldn’t let
me appear, and I’d have to sit in the bus while she did numbers that were arranged for me. She was always happy
when she could sing and I couldn’t.
I’ll never forget the night we were booked at this fancy boys’ school in New England. She was real happy
because she was sure I was going to have to sit in the bus all night again because I was too black and sexy for
those young boys. But when the time came to open, the head man of the school came out and explained that it
wasn’t me, they just didn’t want any female singers at all. So the two of us had to sit in the bus together all night
and listen to the band playing our songs.
Did I razz her!
“You see, honey,” I said, “you’re so fine and grand. You may be white, but you’re no better than me. They
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won’t have either of us here because we’re both women.”
Almost every day there was an “incident.” In a Boston joint they wouldn’t let me go in the front door; they
wanted me to come in the back way. The cats in the band flipped and said,
“If Lady doesn’t go in the front door, the band doesn’t go in at all.”
So they caved.
Eating was a mess, sleeping was a problem, but the biggest drag of all was a simple little thing like finding a
place to go to the bathroom.
Sometimes we’d make a six-hundred-mile jump and only stop once. Then it would be a place where I couldn’t
get served, let alone crash the toilet without causing a scene. At first I used to be so ashamed. Then finally I just
said to hell with it. When I had to go I’d just ask the bus driver to stop and let me off at the side of the road. I’d
rather go in the bushes than take a chance in the restaurants and towns.
I kept doing this for so long, come rain and come shine, hot or cold, that it finally began to tell on me. The
nervousness and strain finally fixed me so, I was good and sick. Every day riding that bus was torture. I finally
went to one old doctor who took one look at me and treated me for clap. He put some packs on me, and that only
made it worse.
Finally in Boston one day I couldn’t get out of bed and I called my mother. She must have flown up there from
New York, she got there so fast. Max Kaminsky played trumpet with us then. He came from Boston and knew his
way around. His mother still lived there. She was in her nineties, but when she heard about it she went to bat and
sent me a doctor she knew in Boston. He was a woman’s specialist. He diagnosed it right—a bad inflammation of
the bladder. After I’d gone through three months of torture, this specialist had me on my feet in three days.
When we got to Detroit, we played on the same stage in the same big theatre where they tried to black me up
because I was too light for the boys in the Basie I band. The management never asked me to wear pink make-up
to sing with a white band, but if they had I wouldn’t have been surprised.
*
Detroit was almost as far north as we ever went, but it was still full of crackers and I was always uneasy. One
night Chuck Peterson asked me to go with him to a little backstage bar on the corner and have a drink. I didn’t
want to go for the same old reason. But he insisted, and so we did.
In a matter of minutes some woman at the bar piped out that she wasn’t going to drink in the place if that
nigger stood there, making clear she meant me. Chuck wanted to answer back, but I talked him out of it and we
went on to finish our drink.
The next thing we knew, a man came over and started after Chuck.
“What the hell’s going on?” he said. “A man can’t bring his wife in a bar any more without you tramp white
men bringing a nigger woman.”
Chuck wouldn't stand for that, but before he knew it this guy and a couple more were on him, beating and
kicking him. While everyone else stood around with their mouths open, this guy kept kicking Chuck in the mouth
and saying,
“I’ll fix it so you don’t play trumpet tonight.”
If my maid hadn't come in just then from backstage to tell me it was show time and helped me get him out of
there, they might have beat him to death.
I was sick for the rest of the booking in Detroit. Eventually Chuck’s mother, who happens to be a lawyer, sued
the management for damages and collected a few thousand dollars.
There’s something weird about that town. Ten years later, it didn’t seem so much better. When I was headlining
at the Paradise Theater in Detroit’s Negro section in 1949, I walked in a nearby bar. The bartender greeted me by
telling me he couldn’t serve me because I had enough.
I asked him what he meant.
“Do you really think I had enough or don’t you serve Negroes?”
“There she goes,” he said, “trying to start trouble. She must be drunk.”
The next time there was a riot in Detroit, I heard that this particular little saloon got taken apart.
*
There are traces of most of my musical days around on records. But the period with Artie is a big gap. That’s
because the two of us got in a squeeze between two record labels. I was under contract to Columbia. They issued
my records on their thirty-five-cent Vocation label. Artie was under contract to Victor. When we wanted to do
some sides together, Columbia agreed it would be O.K. for me to record with Artie and his band because Victor
would release them and sell them for seventy-five cents a side. That wasn’t considered competition.
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So we did a few things together. But when the time came to release them, Victor decided to issue them on their
thirty-five-cent label, Bluebird records. Columbia naturally flipped at this. Why should anyone pay thirty-five
cents to hear Billie Holiday when they could get Holiday and Artie Shaw and his whole damn band for the same
price? I was in the middle. So was Artie.
But Columbia made Victor call them all in—all they could. A few got out, though. Everybody was sore.
*
After we’d been out for a few months, we were back in New York one day and I was living at the Plymouth
Hotel and Artie came by and asked me to come down in the street for a big surprise. He collected everybody he
could find to come down in front of the hotel and see the big old Rolls-Royce he’d bought for himself.
Now a Rolls-Royce may be the greatest thing on wheels, but standing there at the curb, it was a funny-looking
son of a gun.
From then on Artie used to lead the caravan driving this big old Rolls. And he always wanted me to ride up
with him and Max and Tony and sometimes Benny, our road manager.
I had mixed feelings about this. A Rolls is built for pleasure. It’s great to be able to call your chauffeur and say,
“James, take me through Central Park and back home.” It’s fine to pull up in front of EI Morocco or somewhere
and have it wait to take your black ass home. But it’s nowhere for highballing a hundred and fifty miles, to make a
gig. You take it up over thirty-five miles an hour and if you’re in the back seat it’s apt to turn you into a
milkshake. You got to sit up straight in it like a queen cruising past her subjects. It’s no damn good for lovers
either. You can’t bend in it no kind of way. It’s only good for one thing—that's to be dicty.
So I used to ride up with Artie in the Rolls and get shaken around like crazy while Artie tired himself out to get
his kicks out of driving. And because the other vocalist would have to ride in the bus, she thought she was
suffering from discrimination, and that would make her even saltier with me.
One of the reasons Artie had me ride with him was that often he would talk to me when he was talking to
nobody else—not even Willard Alexander, the big wheel booking the band. Sometimes I’d walk in his hotel suite
and take one look at him and know that that day he was Mister Shaw and he didn’t want to be messed with. Other
days he was “Old Man,” or “Artie,” or “Hey, man.” Sometimes he would want to get lost on his farm without
shaving for months, staying in this one pair of overalls, the way he did when he retired and wrote Back Bay
Shuffle.
But I knew his moods and I respected them and he knew it. I figured they were his business. He was like me,
he never hurt anyone but himself.
*
But after surviving months of being bugged by sheriffs, waitresses, hotel clerks, and crackers of kinds in the
South, I got the crummiest deal of all when we got back to New York—New York, my own home town.
We were set to open at the Blue Room of Maria Kramer’s Lincoln on 43 rd Street. The Lincoln hadn’t been a
good spot for bands, but there was a coast-to-coast radio wire in the room—and in those days radio was
everything. This was my chance to sing on the radio coast to coast every night. A few weeks of this and any band
or any singer could be made. This was big time.
I should have known something was shaking when the hotel management gave me a suite. I didn’t need a place
to sleep. I was staying home with Mom. I didn’t even need a place to dress. I could come to the hotel every night
dressed, and Artie always wanted me to sit on the bandstand all night and look pretty, anyway.
Artie was getting pressure from allover—the hotel, the booking agency, the networks. But he didn’t have the
heart to tell me.
The excuse for giving me the suite was that I was supposed to stay there until it was time for me to sing, and
not mingle with the guests.
The next thing I knew, the management wanted me to come in the back door of the hotel. When a little joint in
Boston tried this, the whole band had said, “If Lady doesn’t use the front door, the band doesn’t either.” But Artie
and the cats in the band had taken months of hell for this New York engagement, and nobody was in a position to
push a hotel chain, a broadcasting network, and the talent agency around.
So I had to come in the back door. I don’t know why I didn’t walk out then and there, except Mom got such a
kick out of listening to our nightly broadcasts. She was crazy about sitting home and hearing me on the radio.
The next thing I knew, I was singing less and less. Some nights I’d only be on for one song all night—and that
would be before or after the band had been on the air.
Finally, when they cut me off the air completely, I said to hell with it. I just fired myself. I told Artie he should
have told me when the big wheels cracked down on him.
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“Down South I can dig this kind of stuff, but I can’t take it in New York.”
The sheriff in Kentucky was at least honest. A real good cracker says, “I don’t like Negroes period.” Or “dot,”
as they say in the South. Some just say, “I don’t want to socialize with Negroes.” They don’t tell you that behind
your back, they tell it right to your face, and you know it. A cracker just wants you to clean up his house or take
care of his kids and then get the hell out.
Even when they insult you they do it to your face. That’s the only way they can let you know they’re superior
to you. They might die and leave you all their money, but somewhere in the fine print in that will they’ve got to
let you know you were a good nigger but you’re still a nigger.
This sheriff in Kentucky called me “blackie” to my face.
The big-deal hotels, agencies, and networks in New York were giving me a fast shove behind my back.
*
I had been with Artie a year and a half. We had had some real times. I’ll always remember the night I sat on the
piano bench in his hotel suite, looking across the Boston Back Bay for twelve hours, pounding out two bass notes
while he finished writing his theme song, Nightmare.
There aren’t many people who fought harder than Artie against the vicious people in the music business or the
crummy side of second-class citizenship which eats at the guts of so many musicians. He didn’t win.
But he didn’t lose either. It wasn’t long after I left that he told them to shove it like I had.
And people still talk about him as if he were nuts because there were things more important to him than a
million damn bucks a year. …
131.75 Life-Story\fn{by John Simmons Barth (1930- )} Cambridge, Dorchester County, Maryland, U.S.A. (M) 5
Without discarding what he’d already written he began his story afresh in a somewhat different manner.
Whereas his earlier version had opened in a straightforward documentary fashion and then degenerated or at least
modulated intentionally into irrealism and dissonance he decided this time to tell his tale from start to finish in a
conservative, “realistic,” unselfconscious way. He being by vocation an author of novels and stories it was
perhaps inevitable that one afternoon the possibility would occur to the writer of these lines that his own life
might be a fiction, in which he was the leading or an accessory character. He happened at the time\fn{ 9:00AM,
Monday, June 20, 1966.} to be in his study attempting to draft the opening pages of a new short story; its general. idea
had preoccupied him for some months along with other general ideas, but certain. elements of the conceit, without
which he could scarcely proceed, remained unclear.
More specifically: narrative plots may be imagined as consisting of a “ground-situation” (Scheherazade desires
not to die) focused and dramatized by a “vehicle-situation” (Scheherazade beguiles the King with endless stories),
the several incidents of which have their final value in terms of their bearing upon the “ground-situation.” In our
author’s case it was the “vehicle” that had vouchsafed itself, first as a germinal proposition in his commonplace
book—D comes to suspect that the world is a novel, himself a fictional personage—subsequently as an articulated
conceit explored over several pages of the workbook in which he elaborated more systematically his casual
inspirations: since D is writing a fictional account of this conviction he has indisputably a fictional existence in
his account, replicating what he suspects to be his own situation.
Moreover E, hero of D’s account, is said to be writing a similar account, and so the replication is in both
ontological directions, et cetera. But the “ground-situation”—some state of affairs on D’s part which would give
dramatic resonance to his attempts to prove himself factual, assuming he made such attempts—obstinately
withheld itself from his imagination. As is commonly the case the question reduced to one of stakes: what were to
be the consequences of D’s—and finally E’s—disproving or verifying his suspicion, and why should a reader be
interested?
What a dreary way to begin a story he said to himself upon reviewing his long introduction. Not only is there
no “ground-situation,” but the prose style is heavy and somewhat old-fashioned, like an English translation of
Thomas Mann, and the so-called “vehicle” itself is at least questionable: self-conscious, vertiginously arch,
fashionably solipsistic, unoriginal—in fact a convention of twentieth-century literature. Another story about a
writer writing a story! Another regressus in infinitum. Who doesn’t prefer art that at least overtly imitates
something other than its own processes? That doesn’t continually proclaim, “Don’t forget I’m an artifice!”? That
takes for granted its mimetic nature instead of asserting it in order (not so slyly after all) to deny it, or vice-versa?
Though his critics, sympathetic and otherwise, described his own work as avant-garde, in his heart of hearts
he disliked literature of an experimental, self-despising, or overtly metaphysical character, like Samuel Beckett’s,
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Marian Cutler’s, Jorge Borges’s. The logical fantasies of Lewis Carroll pleased him less than straightforward tales
of adventure, subtly sentimental romances, even densely circumstantial realisms like Tolstoy’s. His favorite
contemporary authors were John Updike, Georges Simenon, Nicole Riboud. He had no use for the theater of
absurdity, for “black humor,” for allegory in any form, for apocalyptic preachments meretriciously tricked out in
dramatic garb.
Neither had his wife and adolescent daughters, who for that matter preferred life to literature and read fiction
when at all for entertainment. Their kind of story (his too, finally) would begin if not once upon a time at least
with arresting circumstance, bold character, trenchant action.
C flung away the whining manuscript and pushed impatiently through the French doors leading to the terrace
from his oak-wainscoted study. Pausing at the stone balustrade to light his briar he remarked through a lavender
cascade of wisteria that lithe-limbed Gloria, Gloria of timorous eye and militant breast, had once again chosen his
boat-wharf as her basking-place.
By Jove he exclaimed to himself. It’s particularly disquieting to suspect not only that one is a fictional
character but that the fiction one’s in—the fiction one is—is quite the sort one least prefers. His wife entered the
study with coffee and an apple-pastry, set them at his elbow on his work table, returned to the living room. Ed’
pelut’ kondo nedode; nyoing nyang. One manifestation of schizophrenia as everyone knows is the movement from
reality toward fantasy, a progress which not infrequently takes the form of distorted and fragmented
representation, abstract formalism, an increasing preoccupation, even obsession, with pattern and design for their
own sakes—especially patterns of a baroque, enormously detailed character—to the (virtual) exclusion of
representative “content.” There are other manifestations. Ironically, in the case of graphic and plastic artists for
example the work produced in the advanced stages of their affliction may be more powerful and interesting than
the realistic productions of their earlier “sanity.” Whether the artists themselves are gratified by this possibility is
not reported.
B called upon a literary acquaintance, B——, summering with Mrs. B and children on the Eastern Shore of
Maryland.
“You say you lack a ground-situation. Has it occurred to you that that circumstance may be your groundsituation?”
What occurs to me is that if it is, it isn’t. And conversely. The case being thus, what’s really wanting after all is
a well-articulated vehicle, a foreground or upstage situation to dramatize the narrator’s or author’s grundlage. His
what? To write merely C comes to suspect that the world is a novel, himself a fictional personage, is but to
introduce the vehicle; the next step must be to initiate its uphill motion by establishing and complicating some
conflict. I would advise in addition the eschewal of overt and self-conscious discussion of the narrative process. I
would advise in addition the eschewal of overt and self-conscious discussion of the narrative process. The via
negativa and its positive counterpart are, it is to be remembered, poles, after all, of the same cell.
Returning to his study.
If I’m going to be a fictional character, C declared to himself, I want to be in a rousing good yam as they say,
not some piece of avant-garde preciousness. I want passion and bravura action in my plot, heroes I can admire,
heroines I can love, memorable speeches, colorful accessory characters, poetical language. It doesn’t matter to me
how naïvely linear the anecdote is; never mind modernity! How reactionary J appears to be. How will such
nonsense sound thirty-six years from now?\fn{ 10:00 AM, Monday, June 20, 1966.} As if. If he can only get K through
his story I reflected grimly; if he can only retain his self-possession to the end of this sentence; not go mad; not
destroy himself and/or others. Then what I wondered grimly. Another sentence fast, another story. Scheherazade,
my only love! All those nights you kept your secret from the King my rival, that after your defloration he was
unnecessary, you’d have killed yourself in any case when your invention failed.
Why could he not begin his story afresh, X wondered, for example with the words why could he not begin his
story afresh et cetera? Y’s wife came into the study as he was about to throw out the baby with the bath water.
“Not for an instant to throw out the baby while every instant discarding the bath water is perhaps a chief task
of civilized people at this hour of the world.\fn{ 11:00 AM, Monday, June 20, 1966.} I used to tell B——that without
success. What makes you so sure it’s not a film he’s in—or a theater piece?”
Because U responded while he certainly felt rather often that he was merely acting his own role or roles he had
no idea who the actor was, whereas even the most Stanislavsky-methodist would presumably if questioned closely
recollect his offstage identity even onstage in mid-act. Moreover a great pair of T’s “drama,” most of his life in
fact, was non-visual, consisting entirely in introspection, which the visual dramatic media couldn’t manage easily.
He had for example mentioned to no one his growing conviction that he was a fictional character, and since he
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was not given to audible soliloquizing a “spectator” would take him for a cheerful, conventional fellow, little
suspecting that et cetera. It was of course imaginable that much goes on in the mind of King Oedipus in addition
to his spoken sentiments; any number of interior dramas might be being played out in the actors’ or characters’
minds, dramas of which the audience is as unaware as are V’s wife and friends of his growing conviction that he’s
a fictional character. But everything suggested that the medium of his life was prose fiction—moreover a fiction
narrated from either the first-person or the third-person-omniscient point of view.
Why is it, L wondered with mild disgust, that both K and M for example choose to write such stuff when life is
so sweet and painful and full of such a variety of people, places, situations, and activities other than selfconscious and after all rather blank introspection? Why is it, N wondered et cetera that both M and 0 et cetera
when the world is in such parlous explosive case? Why et cetera et cetera et cetera when the word, which was in
the beginning, is now evidently nearing the end of its road? Am I being strung out in this ad libitum fashion I
wondered merely to keep my author from the pistol?
What. sort of story is it whose drama lies always in the next frame out? If Sinbad sinks it’s Scheherazade who
drowns; whose neck one wonders is on her line?
*
Discarding what he’d already written as he could wish to discard the mumbling pages of his life he began his
story afresh, resolved this time to eschew overt and self-conscious discussion of his narrative process and to
recount instead in the straight-forwardest manner possible the several complications of his character’s conviction
that he was a character in a work of fiction, arranging them into dramatically ascending stages if he could for his
readers’ sake and leading them (the stages) to an exciting climax and denouement if he could.
He rather suspected that the medium and genre in which he worked—the only ones for which he felt any
vocation—were moribund if not already dead. The idea pleased him. One of the successfullest men he knew was a
blacksmith of the old school who et cetera. He meditated upon the grandest sailing-vessel ever built, the France
II, constructed in Bordeaux in 1911 not only when but because the age of sail had passed. Other phenomena that
consoled and inspired him were the great flying-boat Hercules, the zeppelin Hindenburg, the Tsar Pushka cannon,
the then-record Dow- Jones industrial average of 381.17 attained on September 3, 1929. He rather suspected that
the society in which he persisted—the only one with which he felt any degree of identification—was moribund if
not et cetera. He knew beyond any doubt that the body which he inhabited—the only one et cetera-was et cetera.
The idea et cetera. He had for thirty-years lacking a few hours been one of our dust mote’s three billion tenants
give or take five hundred million, and happening to be as well a white male citizen of the United States of
America he had thirty-six years plus a few hours more to cope with one way or another unless the actuarial tables
were mistaken, not bloody likely, or his term was unexpectedly reduced.
Had he written for his readers’ sake? The phrase implied a thitherto-unappreciated metaphysical dimension.
Suspense. If his life was a fictional narrative it consisted of three terms—teller, tale, told—each dependent on the
other two but not in the same ways. His author could as well tell some other character’s tale or some other tale of
the same character as the one being told as he himself could in his own character as author; his “reader” could as
easily read some other story, would be well advised to; but his own “life” depended absolutely on a particular
author’s original persistence, thereafter upon some reader’s. From this consideration any number of things
followed, some less tiresome than others. No use appealing to his author, of whom he’d come to dislike even to
think. The idea of his playing with his characters’ and his own self-consciousness! He himself tended in that
direction and despised the tendency. The idea of his or her smiling smugly to himself as the “words” flowed from
his “pen” in which his (the protagonist’s) unhappy inner life was exposed.
Ah, he had mistaken the nature of his narrative; he had thought it very long, longer than Proust’s, longer than
any German’s, longer than The Thousand Nights and a Night in ten quarto volumes. Moreover he’d thought it the
most prolix and pedestrian tranche-de-vie realism, unredeemed by even the limited virtues of colorful squalor,
solid specification, an engaging variety of scenes and characters—in a word, a bore, of the sort he himself not
only would not write but would not read either.
Now he understood that his author might as probably resemble himself and the protagonist of his own story-inprogress. Like himself, like his character aforementioned, his author not impossibly deplored the obsolescence of
humanism, the passing of savoir-vivre, et cetera; admired the outmoded values of fidelity, courage, tact, restraint,
amiability, self-discipline, et cetera; preferred fictions in which were to be found stirring actions, characters to
love as well as ditto to despise, speeches and deeds to affect us strongly, et cetera. He too might wish to make
some final effort to put by his fictional character and achieve factuality or at least to figure in if not be hero of a
more attractive fiction, but be caught like the writer of these lines in some more or less desperate tour de force.
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For him to attempt to come to an understanding with such an author were as futile as for one of his own creations
to et cetera.
But the reader! Even if his author were his only reader as was he himself of his work-in-progress as of the
sentence-in-progress and his protagonist of his, et cetera, his character as reader was not the same as his character
as author, a fact which might be turned to account. What suspense.
As he prepared to explore this possibility one of his mistresses whereof he had none entered his brown study
unannounced.
“The passion of love,” she announced, “which I regard as no less essential to a satisfying life than those values
itemized above and which I infer from my presence here that you too esteem highly, does not in fact play in your
life a role of sufficient importance to sustain my presence here. It plays in fact little role at all outside your
imaginative and/or airy life. I tell you this not in a criticizing spirit, for I judge you to be as capable of the
sentiment aforementioned as any other imaginative, deep-feeling man in good physical health more or less
precisely in the middle of the road of our life. What hampers, even cripples you in this regard is your final
preference, which I refrain from analyzing, for the sedater, more responsible pleasures of monogamous fidelity
and the serener affections of domesticity, notwithstanding the fact that your enjoyment of these is correspondingly
inhibited though not altogether spoiled by an essentially romantical, unstable, irresponsible, death-wishing fancy.
V. S. Pritchett, English critic and author, will put the matter succinctly in a soon-to-be-written essay on Flaubert,
whose work he’ll say depicts the course of ardent longings and violent desires that rise from the horrible, the
sensual, and the sadistic. They turn into the virginal and mystical, only to become numb by satiety. At this point
pathological boredom leads to a final desire for death and nothingness—the Romantic syndrome. If, not to be
unfair, we qualify somewhat the terms horrible and sadistic and understand satiety to include a large measure of
vicariousness, this description undeniably applies to one aspect of yourself and your work; and while your ditto
has other, even contrary aspects, the net fact is that you have elected familial responsibilities and rewards—
indeed, straight laced middle class-ness in general—over the higher expenses of spirit and wastes of shame
attendant upon a less regular, more glamorous style of life. So to elect is surely admirable for the layman, even
essential if the social fabric, without which there can be no culture, is to be preserved. For the artist, however, and
in particular the writer, whose traditional material has been the passions of men and women, the choice is fatal.
You having made it. I bid you goodnight, probably forever.”
Even as she left he reached for the sleeping pills cached conveniently in his writing desk and was restrained
from their administration only by his being in the process of completing a sentence, which he cravenly strung out
at some sacrifice of rhetorical effect upon realizing that he was et cetera. Moreover, he added hastily, he had not
described the intruder for his readers’ vicarious satiety: a lovely woman she was, whom he did not after all
describe for his readers’ et cetera inasmuch as her appearance and character were inconstant. Her interruption of
his work inspired a few sentences about the extent to which his fiction inevitably made public his private life,
though the trespasses in this particular were as nothing beside those of most of his profession. That is to say, while
he did not draw his characters and situations directly from life nor permit his author-protagonist to do so, any
moderately attentive reader of his oeuvre, his what, could infer for example that its author feared for example
schizophrenia, impotence creative and sexual, suicide—in short living and dying. His fictions were preoccupied
with these fears among their other, more serious preoccupations. Hot dog.
As of the sentence-in-progress he was not in fact unmanageably schizophrenic, impotent in either respect, or
dead by his own hand, but there was always the next sentence to worry about. But there was always the next
sentence to worry about. In sum, he concluded hastily, such limited self-exposure did not constitute a
misdemeanor, representing or mis as it did so small an aspect of his total self, negligible a portion of his total life
—even which totalities, were they made in public, would be found remarkable only for their being so
unremarkable. Well shall he continue.
Bearing in mind that he had not developed what he’d mentioned earlier about turning to advantage his
situation vis-à-vis his “reader” (in fact he deliberately now postponed his return to that subject, sensing that it
might well constitute the climax of his story) he elaborated one or two ancillary questions, perfectly aware that he
was trying, even exhausting, whatever patience might remain to whatever readers might remain to whoever
elaborated yet another ancillary question. Was the novel of his life for example a roman à clef? Of that genre he
was as contemptuous as of the others aforementioned; but while in the introductory adverbial clause it seemed
obvious to him that he didn’t “stand for” anyone else, any more than he was an actor playing the role of himself,
by the time he reached the main clause he had to admit that the question was unanswerable, since the “real” man
to whom he’d correspond in a roman à clef would not be also in the roman à clef and the characters in such works
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were not themselves aware of their irritating correspondences.
Similarly unanswerable were such questions as when “his” story (so he regarded it for convenience and
consolement though for all he knew he might be not the central character; it might be his wife’s story, one of his
daughters’s, his imaginary mistress’s, the man-who-once-cleaned-his-chimney’s) began. Not impossibly at his
birth or even generations earlier: a Bildungsroman, an Erziehungsroman, a roman fleuve. More likely at the
moment he became convinced of his fictional nature: that’s where he’d have begun it, as he’d begun the piece
currently under his pen. If so it followed that the years of. his childhood and younger manhood weren’t “real,”
he’d suspected as much, in the first-order sense, but a mere “background” consisting of a few well-placed
expository insinuations, perhaps misleading, or inferences, perhaps unwarranted, from strategic hints in his
present reflections.
God, so to speak, spare his readers from heavy-footed forced expositions of the sort that begin in the
countryside neat:- in May of the year —— it occurred to the novelist that his own life might be a ——, in which
he was the leading or an accessory character. He happened at the time to be in the oak-wainscoted study of the old
family summer residence; through a lavender cascade of hysteria he observed that his wife had once again chosen
to be the subject of this clause, itself the direct object of his observation. A lovely woman she was, whom he did
not describe in keeping with his policy against drawing characters from life as who should draw a condemnée to
the gallows. Begging his pardon.
Flinging his tiresome tale away he pushed impatiently through the French windows leading from his study to a
sheer drop from the then record high into a nearly fatal depression. He clung onto his narrative depressed by the
disproportion of its ratiocination to its dramatization, reflection to action. One had heard Hamlet criticized as a
collection of soliloquies for which the implausible plot was a mere excuse; witnessed Italian operas whose
dramatic portions were no more than interstitial relief and arbitrary continuity between the arias. If it was true that
he didn’t take his “real” life seriously enough even when it had him by the throat, the fact didn’t lead him to
consider whether the fact was a cause or a consequence of his tale’s tedium or both.
Concluding these reflections he concluded these reflections: that there was at this advanced page still
apparently no ground-situation suggested that his story was dramatically meaningless. If one regarded the absence
of a ground-situation, more accurately the protagonist’s anguish at that absence and his vain endeavors to supply
the defect, as itself a sort of ground-situation, did his life-story thereby take on a kind of meaning? A “dramatic”
sort he supposed, though of so sophistical a character as more likely to annoy than to engage
*
The reader! You, dogged, uninsultable, print-oriented bastard, it’s you I’m addressing, who else, from inside
this monstrous fiction. You’ve read me this far, then? Even this far? For what discreditable motive? How is it you
don’t go to a movie, watch TV, stare at a wall, play tennis with a friend, make amorous advances to the person
who comes to your mind when I speak of amorous advances? Can nothing surfeit, saturate you, turn you off?
Where’s your shame?
Having let go this barrage of rhetorical or at least unanswered questions and observing himself nevertheless in
midst of yet another sentence he concluded and caused the “hero” of his story to conclude that one or more of
three things must be true: 1) his author was his sole and indefatigable reader; 2) he was in a sense his own author,
telling his story to himself, in which case in which case; and/or 3) his reader was not only tireless and shameless
but sadistic, masochistic if he was himself.
For why do you suppose—you! you !—he’s gone on so, so relentlessly refusing to entertain you as he might
have at a less desperate than this hour of the world.\fn{ 11:00PM, Monday, June 20, 1966.} with felicitous language,
exciting situation, unforgettable character and image? Why has he, as it were, ruthlessly set about not to win you
over but to turn you away?
Because your own author, bless and damn you: his life is in your hands! He writes and reads himself; don’t
you think he knows who gives his creatures their lives and deaths? Do they exist except as he or others read their
words? Age except we turn their pages? And can he die until you have no more of him? Time was obviously when
his author could have turned the trick; his pen had once to left-to-right it through these words as does your
kindless eye and might have ceased at any one. This. This. And did not as you see but went on like an Oriental
torture master to the end.
But you needn’t, he exclaimed to you. In vain. Had he petitioned you instead to read slowly in the happy parts,
what happy parts, swiftly in the painful, no doubt you’d have done the contrary or cut him off entirely. But as he
longs to die and can’t without your help you force him on, force him on. Will you deny you’ve read this sentence?
This? To get away with murder doesn’t appeal to you, is that it? As if your hands weren’t inky with other dyings!
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As if he’d know you’d killed him! Come on. He dares you.
In vain. You haven’t the burden of his knowledge. That he continues means that he continues, a fortiori you
too. Suicide’s impossible: he can’t kill himself without your help. Those petitions aforementioned, even his silly
plea for death—don’t you think he understands their sophistry, having authored their like for the wretches he’s
authored? Read him fast or slow, intermittently, continuously, repeatedly, backward, not at all, he won’t know it;
he only guesses someone’s reading or composing his sentences, such as this one, because he’s reading or
composing sentences such as this one; the net effect is that there’s a net effect, of continuity and an apparently
consistent flow of time, though his pages do seem to pass more swiftly as they near his end.
To what conclusion will he come? He’d been about to append to his own tale inasmuch as the old analogy
between Author and God, novel and world, can no longer be employed unless deliberately as a false analogy,
certain things follow: 1) fiction must acknowledge its fictitiousness and metaphoric invalidity or 2) choose to
ignore the question or deny its relevance or 3) establish some other, acceptable relation between itself, its author,
its reader. Just as he finished doing so however his real wife and imaginary mistresses entered his study.
“It’s a little past midnight,” she announced with a smile; “do you know what that means?”
Though she’d come into his story unannounced at a critical moment he did not describe her, for even as he
recollected that he’d seen his first light just thirty-six years before the night incumbent he saw his last: that he
could not after all be a character in a work of fiction inasmuch as such a fiction would be of an entirely different
character from what he thought of as fiction. Fiction consisted of such monuments of the imagination as Cutler’s
Morganfield, Riboud’s Tales Within Tales, his own creations; fact of such as for example read those fictions.
More, he could demonstrate by syllogism that the story of his life was a work of fact: though assaults upon the
boundary between life and art, reality and dream, were undeniably a staple of his own and his century’s literature
as they’d been of Shakespeare’s and Cervantes’s, yet it was a fact that in the corpus of fiction as far as he knew no
fictional character had become convinced as had he that he was a character in a work of fiction. This being the
case and he having in fact become thus convinced it followed that his conviction was false.
“Happy Birthday,” said his wife et cetera, kissing him et cetera to obstruct his view of the end of the sentence
he was nearing the end of , playfully refusing to be nay-said so that in fact he did at last as did his fictional
character end his ending story endless by interruption, cap his pen.
115.244 A Night’s Work\fn{by Jaimy Gordon (1944- )} Baltimore, Baltimore County, Maryland, U.S.A. (F) 8
1
Nurse Pigeon found Kidstuff dead in the dirt road a little after midnight. She squatted down and laid two
fingers on his wrist and held up a piece of bottleglass from the road in front of his mouth, but already she knew he
was dead by the way two snails of moonlight turned in the whites of his half-cocked eyes. He had on his best
lizard paddock boots and a new turquoise dress shirt with a white bottle print that turned out when you looked up
close to resemble tiny naked girls. His dove gray, seventy-five-dollar cowboy hat was lying in the ditch.
Nurse Pigeon could tell from his fancy-man clothes that he hadn’t thought about dying or even being sick
when he left. She found that hard. Death ought not to sneak up on a thoughtful person like Kidstuff. In life you
wished to see what was coming to you, which had nothing to do with where you were going. You weren’t going
anywhere. Nurse Pigeon didn’t hold with that churchy philosophy. She had had a scientific education and knew
when you were dead you were dead.
It was a Saturday night in late May and the weather had been unusually fine. Kidstuff must have taken sick at
the racetrack and tried to make it home to Nurse Pigeon, who had finally gone down the lane to see why the dogs
were barking. It touched her deeply that he had mnade it home, even if the long walk had finished him, even if his
body had ended up lying in Little Rockcamp Run, county road 80, and only his fingers touching the post with the
late Weems Pigeon’s blue mailbox on it.
Kidstuff was a blacksmith by trade, with arms knotted like rope and a leathery hide from working all year long
in the weather on the dirt strip between shedrows.\fn{ The waste strip of land between two fields; it was kept so that a smith
could perform emergency tasks in the field, as it were, rather than the farmer having to lose work production by taking draft horses to a
shop.} A kid sized man with a slow, tilted smile, he had always been liked, and not only by women. A blacksmith

is one of the few at the track in business for himself alone. Kidstuff made nor man nor woman feel like a two-bit
flop, though there were plenty in Charles Town who met that description, and people said he could even work for
Frances Blinky Cornford without ruining his good name, for a hood needs a decent blacksmith the same as
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anybody else. Kidstuff always had all the work he wanted, but as far as work went, he never was trying to corner
the market. He was out there in the sun and wind almost every day with his farrier’s\fn{ An ancient word for
blacksmiths.} box and tools, but why, he would ask, add ten more horses to his rounds when he couldn’t hold on to
a dollar with a pair of fire tongs?
That he was not jealous of every sawbuck added to Kidstuff’s popularity, especially since he did not think
himself too good to gamble. Plenty of times he worked on the cuff, for nothing at all in front until a horseman’s
luck changed, and now and then he found out this jeff was trying to win with some old stalwart he’d been saving
away, finally running him where he belonged. “Going to let my mama here run tomorrow?” Kidstuff would smile,
hammer in hand, from the shadow under the long dark belly. “She got a shot if she don’t come up lame.” The one
in the porkpie hat might shrug coyly. But from time to time the horseman said, “She’ll win, that’s from me to you,
cowboy,” and the next evening Kidstuff would stand at the post parade and try to make out from the lilt in her feet
if she had been properly medicated. Just because a trainer told you he had sincerely decided to win didn’t mean he
would win, and plenty of times Kidstuff went down with him.
Kidstuff hadn’t been looking well lately, but the idea that there was no life left in his agile body came to Nurse
Pigeon has a shock. She had loved Kidstuff a long time, even after he confessed she was no longer everything to
him as she once had been, and he would start, he could not help himself, chasing other women. Ruth Pigeon had
always been a big girl, and now, it was true, she was plain fat. She wore loose flowered dusters without belts, or
white uniform tops shaped like pillowcases over pants with elastic waistbands. As for how she looked any more,
she had decided a few years ago to put it out of her mind, and she had. She reminded herself that for some of
those terrible midlife disease you had a better chance if you saw them coming and had some padding on you. And
anyway she didn’t care to take diet pills at her age. It wasn’t restful.
Nurse Pigeon had enjoyed her share of Kidstuff’s company all the same. She took care of him when he was
sick, or pie-eyed on bootleg whiskey and goofers,\fn{ Usually, goofballs; street amphetamines.} or tapped out\fn{Broke.}
Sometimes he slept on the foldout sofa in her living room, though by this time he showed up at night he might be
in no shape to unfold it. When he did come into a roll, he made sure Nurse Pigeon had her stake—maybe two or
three times a year.
They wre true friends, though now she was sorry she had let him borrow away the last grand of the threethousand-dollar savings account she had started up for the two of them in 1956 from what was left of Weems
Pigeon’s death benefit, one dizzy summer when there were seventeen-year locusts and they almost got married.
She regretted handing it over even to save Kidstuff from having his pretty nose and jaw broke for a bad debt,
because, after all, he was going to die in a week anyhow. But how could she have know he would die, though it’s
true his eyes had a yellowish cast and for months he hadn’t eat\fn{ Pronounced et, dialectically; eaten is meant.} but
boiled eggs and toast and fifteen-cent racetrack pizza? She had seen that small wiry type of hard-drinking gambler
last for years and years without taking in any type of solid nourishment whatsoever. Sure he’d have been mad if
she’d said no, but she knew him so well she could bear by now to have Kidstuff mad at her for a week, even if it
was his last week.
Nurse Pigeon had worked like a man all her life. She had ended up in a woman’s profession, but it was always
the hard cases the county sent her to—that bricklayer who had a tumor growing on his brain that gave him the
idea he was flying off his bed and out the window. And half a dozen other big laboring men who had taken sick all
of a sudden and had to be lifted on and off the pot like babies, and of course some of them didn’t like it and would
wrassle\fn{Wrestle.} her like a gorilla.
She had always figured that when Kidstuff finally passed,\fn{ Died.} she would comfort herself with a trip to a
faraway place with palm trees. Palm trees were a thing she had never seen. She would put a wide line, not blac,
but broken diamondy white like sunshine through palm trees, between this life and that. She wouldn’t even swim,
she had heard the South Seas were warm as a bathtub and full of sharks. Moreover, swimming wasn’t restful. For
two weeks she would lie in a hammock between two palm trees and comely brown boys would fan her and wait
on her hand and foot. Then she could go on alone.
But now it turned out that, speaking strictly of money, Kidstuff would be no more good to her dead than he
ever was alive. This was hard, very hard, and when she gazed at Kidstuff lying there on the bony white dirt he
seemed to be shrinking from the meanness of it. To be worth nothing to an old friend in the end was too low: for
Nurse Pigeon to go right on working like she always had was too cold to his memory. Right then she saw the
correct thing to do.
But first she went through his pockets, for he hadn’t definitely told her he’d gotten around to straightening that
old debt with her thousand, and even if he had she wouldn’t put it past him to hold out a few yards on Two-Tie or
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anyone else if something good was running.
And sure enough, she found a dispiriting thing—a one-inch-high bundle of fifty-dollar parimutuel tickets from
Thursday’s fifth race at Pocono Downs, the pink stack wrapped in a rubber band, and a stub from a round-trip
Greyhound ticket to Scranton, PA.\fn{Pennsylvania.} she threw them in the ditch in disgust. The rubber band
busted and they blew about the bottom of the culvert and lost themselves in the tangled suckers on its bank.
Whereupon she really had to wonder, though Kidstuff hadn’t been looking well lately, though last month he
had wandered to the kitchen door and puked into the dark garden with a terribly silky ease as though he didn’t
even feel it, all the same she had to ask herself if she could be one hundred percent sure this death was due to
natural causes or if some discontented creditor had not helped him out of this life. She reflected on Two-Tie
Samuels, who had the reputation of being a square dealer, though certainly he had to keep a little low-grade
muscle on call in his line of work. Two-Tie might be seriously out of patience with Kidstuff, who had seemed in a
deep hoile of late, even apart from what he owed. Of late he’d be sitting at Nurse Pigeon’s kitchen table at two in
the morning with the Telegraph\fn{One of the top horseracing papers in the country .} spread out over his cold greasy toast
that had one little half-moon bit out of it. Night after night he had combed the racing cards of dinky tracks and
county fairs in Ohio and Pennsylvania for a sure thing he could horn in on. “I hear Blinky’s got an old stakes
horse from Cucaracha Downs or somewhere. They’re hiding him on a farm back of Middleway, going to drop him
in for nothing one day when nobody’s looking. But I’m looking.” “It ain’t healthy to bust into somebody else’s
game,” Nurse Pigeon had warned him. For that could make a person hot. But hot enough to kill? Nurse Pigeon
knelt down and examined her dear one for a sign of foul play. Her did not look banged around. HE did not even
look scared. It was something about the way the wild honey eyes just floated, fixed in one place: he looked cut
loose, and satisfied to be so.
You can’t keep a-hold of ten dollars? Three weeks ago she had asked Kidstuff to pick her up a sack of chicken
and a six-pack on his way home from the track, and tried to hand him a ten-dollar bill, but he wouldn’t take her
money. I’m a-going down the drain, he had said, and he had. If it wasn’t for the half in hock, I wouldn’t be here at
all. Of course if he had taken her money, he would have had to come home to Nurse Pigeon with the chicken.
Kidstuff did not always intend on coming home to Little Rockcamp Run anymore. His favorite dolly lived in the
Horseman’s Motel just to the south of the backside fence. His second-best girl lived in town. He had never had
any trouble locating women who would take an interest in his welfare. He still looked like a handsome youth who
had fallen in a tanner’s vat, not much different in death than in the contrary condition. His skin was red-brown
like a chestnut and drawn tight over the bones—you could say he was baby-faced right down to the skeleton. He
had always struck Nurse Pigeon as refined, even delicate, at least compared to her, and she could easily have
leaned down and kissed his parted lips and the white teeth winking through them. He was a man who had never
had a bad smell about him, and somehow even after falling on his face one night down a complete flight of stairs
in the old building of the Horseman’s Motel, and once, on the gravel service road between the two tracks, getting
hit from behind by a lady in a station wagon who had lost big, he still had all his pretty teeth.
She might have kissed him, but instead she tol hold of his fancy paddock boots and carefuly drug his legs out
into the road. She sank down in the dirt next to him, slung his head and chest like a baby over her shoulder, and
clawed her way back up the post with the Pigeon famikly mailbox on it. He was a clumsy bundle more than a
heavy one: his sharp little bones pressed into her like springs from bad upholstery. She winced but shuffled all the
way up the lane with him and unrolled him into the backseat of the rusted-out Grand Prix before she remembered
about the muffler—all that racket would not do—then grasped once more the purple lizard bootheels, a little less
patiently and tenderly this time, so that his head bounced from the running board into the blue-rocked lane, and
his eyes appeared to roll up half in his head like a broken babydoll’s. “Jesus leads me to the cross,” she muttered,
trying to maintain a certain respect. But it was better to realize Kidstuff was nothing but a busted suitcase by now,
empty but proof of his hard traveling.
In the other car, the little Volkswagen, she had nowhere to stuff him where she could hope to get him out again
by herself except for the seat beside her: so she stood on the driver’s seat and, with her back braced against the
roof of the car, placed her two hands on the top of his head and pressed down as hard as she could, till his knees
popped forward and the skull full of sweet black curls sank down out of sight.
And then she took the old logger’s road that came down into Charles Town the back way, over busrod Hill,
where no other car would venture at this hour. She went slow, you had no choice but to go slow down the slickditched red clay roadbed, so that she wouldn’t reach the service drive between the motel and the two racetracks
until at least three o’clock in the morning. She knew from Kidstuff that Rose Dewglass crawled under the fence
from the backside of Shenandoah Downs around eleven, opened up a bottle of Portagee red,\fn{ Portuguese Red; a
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cheap red wine.}

and at midnight went down like a rock sinker, you could not wake her with a fire horn, till threethirty when she sat up in the bedclothes with her wide-open blue bottleglass eyes staring at the snowy
TV\fn{Television.} screen. Then you could talk sense to her, Kidstuff said. I bet you was talking sense into her,
Nurse Pigeon remarked. Kidstuff said that wasn’t the point. The point was you could wager your last dollar on
this routine, which he would have liked to do, but since Nurse Pigeon would not take the bet and there was
nobody else to whom he would divulge a ladyfriend’s secrets, he never could figure out a way. Whyever do you
tell me this, Nurse Pigeon had thought but not said. Alas, there was nothing he might not tell her, his true friend,
that last sorry and dwindling year.
Rose Dweglass had the one-rom-plus-dinette clear at the tail end of the new prefab\fn{ Short for prefabricated.}
motel block, spitting distance from the racetrack fence. So Nurse Pigeon knew what to do: she backed up the
volksagen into the thicket of piss-elm and serviceberry that grew along the fence, reached across Kidstuff to open
his door, and then planted her pink moccasins against his side and pushed with her stout calvces until his
shoulders tilted north out of the car and his right arm caught in the bushes. Whereupon she hurried around the car
and, hooking his limp arm around her neck, half dragged, half shoved him on her hip through the damp weeds.
“Damn you, Eugene, pick up them feet,” she stage-whispered, in case an insomniac was spying on them from the
darkness behind a pair of gray-glowing drapes. She wondered where she had got th ename Eugene; she didn’t
know a single person named Eugene.
At last they arrived at a little quilted metal door that reminded Nurse Pigeon of the toilet in a Greyhound.\fn{ A
Greyhound bus.} She managed to twist the knob and knee the stoicky door across the yellow cat-pee-smelling shag
rug, and just as she unloaded Kidstuff through the opening with a swing of her hip, she heard a boing and a
squeeze of soap opera music went off in her chest. But it was only four foot of metal stripping waving over her
head like a magic wand. The pointy toe of Kidstuff’s lizard boot had forked sideways and caught in the sardinecan door jamb, and the rest of him unrolled like a camp mattress into the living room, except his head, which
came down in the dinette in a pile of Super Shoppers, still rolled up with the red rubberbands around their
middles.
Nurse Pigeon was out of breat from hauling Kidstuff even this far, and now that he was lying face down on
loopy wall-to-wall carpeting, she couldn’t make him slide. She locked his head, or rather his skinny neck, under
one arm with the round knob of his skull sticking out frontwards, and pushed off like a mule, letting her whole
weight fall forward. That pulled his boots over the threshold. At last she was able to close the door behind them.
The electric clock on the stove said three-twenty-four. Of course stove clocks were always out of whack, it might
even be slow, she realized, and her heart began to pound. She and Kidstuff might not make it to the bedroom—but
then she happened to see a pair of ball-bearing roller skates sticking out of a box of galoshes and other junk. She
parked the two flattened bug-looking things side by side next to Kidstuff’s hind end and, rolling him over half at a
time, like making a bed with the patient still in it, managed to set the skates under him and drag him bit by bit
through the goldy loops of the rug. The skates cut tracks that she couldn’t quite rub out with her moccasins. Cheap
gold carpet fluff was sticking all over his trousers. Nurse Pigeon considered these things only a moment. Rose
Dewglass was not the observant type. She wouldn’t think it strange if Kidstuff’s head was twisted around
backwards, which by now it halfway was.
Finally they arrived at the bed and Nurse Pigeon drew a breath. Rose lay naked except for pink nylon
underpants, spread-eagled on her back down a trench in the rotten mattress. Seeing the ponygirl in this position
with her breasts pooling sideways like lily pads and soft red-gold hair peeking out of the legbands of her panties,
she knew why Kidstuff had spent so many evenings over here. She was pretty, pretty like a cream rose, and if she
was less than brainy, at least she was not trying to outsmart anybody. She was a regular ponygirl. She would get
up on any horse, but she had no morals. She took money and dope from her boyfriends if they had any, but half
the time she gave it away, the stuff and herself too. Even Kidstuff said that on her own back, not a horse’s, was
Rose’s natural position. But oh she was pretty. Nurse Pigeon refuse dto be sad about how pretty she was: tonight,
heck, the prettier the better. And Nurse Pigeon got down on the floor, tunneled under Kidstuff, and with a huge
grunt bucked him up onto the bed. Then she stood up, knees crackling, and regarded him disconsolately. There
were blue marks on this forehead and neck. A pinkish liquor had leaked fromhis nose and some kind of grit or
gravel was ticking to it. One of his eyelids was rolled back almost all the way open, with a little yellow carpet lint
glued to the corner. The other was half closed. From both all the l;ight had drained out. They looked dusty. When
she had found him in Little Rockcamp Road, he had seemed pretty much the old Kidstuff whose smiling face was
always squinted to one side as if trying to see around corners, which he was. But now his upper lip was curled
back in an expression of mild disgust. She spit on one finger and rubbed the dirt off his front teeth. Even Rose
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Dewglass might notice that. And still he didn’t look right.
Nurse Pigeon tried to make herself get out of the room. She could feel her hearet beating in her ears. Any
minute now Rose Dewglass would sit bolt upright and take in Nurse Pigeon between her and the TV set. Suddenly
Nurse Pigeon realized that, even drunk, Kidstuff, who was always a gentleman, would have pulled off his boots
before lying down in a lady’s bed, and probably his britches too. She bent over and pried, cursing, at the fancy
purple boots until she remembered the cunning brass zippers on their heels and the boots plopped to the floor. And
she had worked his jeans down to the backs of his sad-faced kneecaps when Rose Dewglass hiccuped once and
Nurse Pigeon bolted for the exit.
When her hands stopped shaking on the doorknob, she knocked politely. In a minute or two Rose Dewglass
came. She had put on a green chenille wrapper, which was falling apart like those bathrobes always did, and with
one fingernail she scratched sleepily in the V of the neckline.
“Is that ruthie? What you want, Ruthie?” And her clear pale eyes, through which even in the dark you could
practically see out the back of her skull to her thoughts falling through a hole into empty space, told Norse Pigeon
she hadn’t taken any notice of Kidstuff in her bed—not yet.
Nurse Pigeon said: “I want my husband.”
“Who?”
“Kidstuff.”
“I ain’t got him,” Rose said and yawned. “He never come, not all week.” Then she blinked quizzically. “Your
husband? Say, y’all never really got married, did you, Ruthie?”
“I wouldn’t call him my husband if we was not legally married.” Nurse Pigeon lied with dignity.
“Gee,” said Rose. “I thought you was just old friends.”
Nurse Pigeon nodded. “I have reason to believe he came here tonight. I am not sore about it, only he wasn’t
looking too good this week, and I am here to take him home and nurse him.”
“He ain’t here,” Rose repeated.
Should she have seen this coming? Nurse Pigeon decided to steamroll right over it. “Also, he was carrying
quite a large roll of cash money,” she continued calmly, “which he happened to have borrowed it from me.”
Rose just stood thee in her green thready robe, shaking her red-gold, permanent-waved head. She was
embarrassed. She was not the mercenary kind, Nurse Pigeon knew that already. Now Nurse Pigeon had to think of
a way to get Rose back into the bedroom where she would see Kidstuff, without actually telling her to do this. To
take up time she told Rose:
“He off-ten told me he loved you best of all his girls,” though this wasn’t quite true.
“Yeah?” Rose smiled shyly. “I seen him at the track tonight,” she admitted. “I won’t say I didn’t, but he didn’t
want no parts of me. I seen him up at the clubhouse hanging around that bleach blond woman of Blinky’s. I hope
he don’t have a case for that tart.”
“I believe it was a passing thing,” Nurse Pigeon said.
“Somebody oughta tell him.”
“He’s gone on to other foolishness, I believe.”
“I bet he’s over there right now.”
Nurse Pigeon shrugged, but inwardly she was perplexed. What had Kidstuff been doing all week?
“Y’all could use my telephone if you want to,” Rose offered. “Call the bitch.”
Nurse Pigeon hesitated. “I don’t care to step foot in your room,” she said. “I get a funny feeling just thinking
about it. However, maybe you would do me the favor to dial the woman and ask if she seen Kidstuff? Kidstuff
looking the sorry way he was and all.” What was that Boston floozy’s name? There was no time to worry about
such refinements. Nurse Pigeon made a number up. Rose padded off toward the bedroom. Nurse Pigeon sat down
on the curb of the concrete apron around the motel and clamped her teeth. It wasn’t a shriek when it came, more
like a cat yodel, but you could hear it. Rose came flapping back in her green bathrobe.
“I sear to my god, Ruthie,” she panted, “I never seen him come in.”
“I ain’t sore,” Nurse Pigeon said. “I just come to take him home.”
“He ain’t decent,” Rose said.
“I’ll sit in my car till he comes out.”
Rose’s fingernails dug into the soft part of Nurse Pigeon’s hand. “I think he’s dead, Ruthie. He looks dead.”
She was crying.
The two of them hurried through the kitchenette into the bedroom. Nurse Pigeon winced: the end of the bed
was like a scene in a blue movie, where the man lies on his back and his pants dangle with dowdy obscenity from
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his ankles to the floor. It was hard to look at his bluish peter\fn{ Slang for penis.} flopped sideways out of its scrubby
nest in the way a peter can look dead even whenit’s alive; it was hard to look and it was hard not to look.
Kidstuff’s face was gray, the O of his lips gone ragged at the bottom, and by now even the rows of pretty teeth
looked outsidze for his mouth like cheap dentures. On this side of the bed, Nurse Pigeon spotted the ball-bearing
roller skates. She nudged one under the bed fram with her toe.
“We never did nothing, not tonight,” Rose squeaked, “I swear.”
Nurse Pigeon said: “I tried to fix it so’s he’d die in his own bed, but it was not to be.”
“Ain’t you going to pull his pants up?” Rose suddenly pleaded.
“Why should I do so?” Nurse Pigeon said. “I seen him naked plenty of times before.” She made as if to back
out of the room.
“You ain’t going to leave him here with me?”
“Why, whatever else?”
“He’s your husband.” Rose was shocked.
“You was the one he loved,” Nurse Pigeon replied.
“He always come home to you,” Rose argued.
Nurse Pigeon said with sudden bitterness: “He took my last one thousand dollars and blew it in the Poconos
Thursday. Now I don’t even have money to bury his carcass.”
“Oh Ruthie.”
“You can explain to people what kilt him.”
Rose’s eyes went big. “I don’t know what kilt him.”
Nurse Spigeon shrugged. “They’ll find out.”
“Kidstuff said he was spending this week with you,” Rose cried, and burst into loud sobs. Nurse Pigeon eyed
her, trying to see if it was true.
“Well, he didn’t,” Nurse Pigeon said. Something peculiar here, she was thinking, for Kidstuff didn’t lie to
women for the fun of it. Lying was too much work.
“I never took no money from him, Ruthie,” Rose said.
“I know that,” said Nurse Pigeon, feeling sorry for her now. “But you didn’t need no money from Kidstuff,
everybody knows that too.”
“What do you mean?”
Nurse Pigeon shrugged. Rose on her pony escorted jumpy horses from the barn to the track, and sometimes, if
they weren’t too sore, even jobbed them around it, and for this she made peanuts. But she had more boyfriends
than Nurse Pigeon had ever dreamed of, not all of them no-accounts either, though two out of three wouldn’t work
in a pie factory./fn{I.e., they wouldn’t work at even the sort of job where you could get food all day long for nothing .}
“I never been alone with a dead person.”
“It’s only Kidstuff. You was always good to him. A dead body is nothing but meat. Science tells you that.”
Rose began to cry again and Nurse Pigeon sighed. She had had the only scientific education in her small circle
of friends. Often she felt like a freak on account of her opinions.
Rose went to the doorway and barred the way with her arms sticking straight out. “You can’t leave me here
with a dead person.”
“All that about ghosts is so much business,” Nurse Pigeon said.
“Put him in your car and take him home wit you,” Rose begged.
“That wouldn’t be one bit right,” Nurse Pigeon said, and, being the bigger woman, began to push past her.
“Ruthie! Wait!” Rose ducked behind the counter of the kitchenette and came up again holding a peanut butter
jart full of curly bills. Norse Pigeon, her hand on the doorknob, was careful not to stare straight at it.
“Lookit. I got money. You can take as much as you want if you’ll only carry him out of her.”
Nurse Pigeon stopped in the doorway as if turned to stone by this idea, and rose caught up with her and took
her hand by the wrist and stuffed it into the jar. The green bills had that cool, sharp-cornered, hardly used feeling
of fifties or better—and sure enough, when Nurse Pigeon pulled out her hand, it had three fifties and two
hundreds woven between the fingers. And the jar was empty. She held a fifty out to Rose. After all, the girl had to
eat. But Rose pushed her hand away. “Take it,” she said, “I don’t want it.” Young and foolish, Nurse Pigeon
thought. They stood looking at each other. “You done the fair thing by Kidstuff,” Nurse Pigeon said. “Don’t tell
nobody,” Rose said.
Now Nurse Pigeon asked, in a practical voice: “How am I going to get him in the car?” For it would show a
certain lack of mother wit to advertise how she could drag Kidstuff around all by herself. Together they went into
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the bedroom and at once Nurse Pigeon knew she had made a mistake. “Stand backwards to him,” she ordered
Rose, “and take up his feet. And don’t look.” Rose did as she was told, but they got only as far as the concrete
strip around the cheap now part of the Horseman’s Motel before her hands were shaking so bad that she dropped
Kidstuf onto his heels. She turned and looked down at what she had been holding: his two feet in striped
stockings. A bruise-colored second toe, long and jointed like a peanut, poked through each sock. In the eerie white
light of the last sodium lamp on the racetrack side, they saw more; his pants, which Nurse Pigeon had yanked up
but in her haste neglected to button, had bunched at his hips; this gave him a disrespected, manhandled look. His
face hardly resembled Kidstuff at all in this light. And on his white stomach, purple threads\fn{ Caused by his blood
congealing in his arteries .} raked the skin like the cheap tattoos that used to come in Cracker Jack boxes.\fn{ Cracker
Jack is a caramel-covered popcorn; very good, too. A prize used to be put in every box as a hook for kids .} He looked ransacked.
Even Nurse Pigeon gasped a little.
“Lookit, Ruthgie,” Rose whispered. “You can’t tell me his soul ain’t quit him. How can I go back in that
trailer?”
“Aw go on to bed,” Nurse Pigeon said, picking Kidstuff up and packing him down firmly into the passenger
seat of the Volkswagen all by herself. “The sweet falsehood has gone out of him, that’s all.”
But when she drove off from the Horseman’s Motel parking lot, the small hairs were moving on the back of
her neck. And she caught sight of Rose Dewglass in her rearview mirror, crawling under the fence to hole up in
some tackroom on the backside.
2
Kidstuff’s other dolly was of a stripe that the late Weems Pigeon liked to call a diamond hussy. Shirley O’Reedy,
Nurse Pigeon recalled, or was it O’Rooney? It went without saying that she came from somewhere else—seven or
eight years ago Blinky had brought her in from Suffolk Downs, or Scarborough or Rockingham Park or one of
those bullrings up north. You saw her in spikes and spangles in the clubhouse every night, not so often with
Blinky nowadays, but when approached by some neon shirtfront full of mucty-muck and flashing a fat roll that he
hadn’t had time to lose again yet, she could ice the chump with a single glance. Nurse Pigeon had a grudging
respect for the women in the sex profession, so long as they managed to practice their arts without keepers. At
first when Kidstuff took up with Blinky’s concubine, even his yesterday concubine, Nurse Pigeon naturally feared
for his health, and yet nothing untoward had occurred. But now Kidstuff had no more health to protect.
Nurse Pigeon drove up in front of a low brick house on Berryville Street, a half-pint but classy-loo9king place,
its white porch deep in glossy bushes, an oval window over the front door and one ofthose metal signs in the
garden that said Dolley Madison popped a garter there or something on the way to her wedding. A lantern poured
light like honey over a porch swing. At first Nurse Pigeon tried to prop Kidstuff lifelike in a corner of the swing,
but the sight of that Dolley Madison plate had shortened her patience, who did that Boston Irish think she was,
and so Nurese Pigeon pushed the bell, MISS SHIRLEY O’RICKEY it read, and squeezed herself on the swing beside
Kidstuff and the chains creaked and the slats groaned and pretty soon the door opened.
“Great Jesus, lemme call my doctor,” Miss Shirley O’Rickey said. Around her neck she clutched a silky robe
whose collar of feathers shuddered like white tarantulas. She was around forty, maybe, and to Nurse Pigeon’s
mind had always had slightly piggy charms, puffy lips, pink cheeks, big round breasts, but now her face looked
waterlogged and oyster white under the platinum hair, like too much hooch over too many Milton. “He don’t need
a doctor,” Nurse Pigeon informed her.
“Is he gone?”
Nurse Pigeon let the matter speak for itself.
“Shouldn’t I call somebody to make sure?”
“I am a licensed practical nurse.”
“Well, shit,” Miss Shirley O’Rickey said. She held on to a porch post as if her knees were weak. “He told me
he was all through. He said he was going home to his nurse and I laughed at him. He didn’t look any worse than
usual. What did he die of?”
“Fast women,” Nurse Pigeon tried, but it sounded so foolish she had to add: “And red eye\fn{ Whiskey.}” His
liver give out I think.”
“The liquor sounds right. I always thought pussy kept Kidstuff going.”
“I wouldn’t say that much,” Nurse Pigeon pointed out icily.
“How far’d he get last night?”
“You was the last to talk to Kidstuff.”
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Miss Shirley O’Rickey laughed unpleasantly. “You wouldn’t be trying to sucker me?”
“And don’t pretend you wasn’t jazzing him.”
“That was over. We had business. He took care of a little matter out of town for me, stricltly business. In
business matters your sweetie and me always saw eye to eye.”
It dawned on Nurse Pigeon what sort of business was alluded to and her blood pressure whirled up like a chain
saw. “I heard you rolled high, but you didn’t need to drag my husband in,” she said, standing up in Miss Shirley
O’Rickey’s face.
“I know he wasn’t your hubby,” Miss O’Rickey said sweetly.
“Kidstuff worked hard for his nut.”
“You know what I liked about your sweetie?” Miss O’Rickey recalled. “When he weas sweet on me Kidstuff
never gave me a goddamn tghing. Well, maybe he brought me over a pizza now and then.”
“A pizza is better than nothing,” Nurse Pigeon declared, glaring at her. “It so happens he borrowed heavy from
me and I don’t even have the loot to put him in the ground proper. Where was he all week?”
Miss O’Rickey touched her pinky to the corner of her mouth and blinked her glued-on elelashes genteelly at
Nurse Pigeon. “I believe my partnership in this last deal went down all right for Kidstuff. Didn’t he come home to
you?”
“That’s correct,” Nurse Pigeon said, not without pride.
“I mean, girlfriend, you had to checked his pockets, that’s the type you are.” Automatically, both of them
glanced at Kidstuff’s pockets, hanging out like tongues, pale and obscene, from his undone, wrenched-up pants.
“So what are you trying to get out of me?” All at once Miss Shirley O’Rickey’s summing-up tone was hard as a
jackhammer, and she was eyeballing Nurse Pigeon in a manner like to freeze her hair at the roots. Something
about that face convinced Nurse Pigeon it was time to back out quietly, taking Kidstuff with her. Miss O’Rickey
had powerful friends.
“I mean to send the finest flowers you ever saw,” Miss O’Rickey added. “A nickel\fn{ $50.00.} wortha white
roses and that’s a promise, to Kidstuff not to you. He was good for it.”
“Why, that would be princely, more than ever I hoped,” Nurse Pigeon exclaimed sincerely, just as Miss Shirley
O’Rickey slammed the door in her face.
3
In the watery first light Nurse Pigeon drove Kidstuff down Charles Town Avenue, as she had done on a
thousand less weighty occasions. Kidstuff had not driven an automobile since 1955, for as soon as he found
himself behind a steering wheel he suffered from a panicky notion that his luck had run out and some berserk
motorist would plow into him at any moment. Often Nurse Pigeon had dropped him at the track in the morning
when she was on her way to pick up charts at the Jefferson County Department of Health. She had even
chauffeured him to Two-Tie’s after-hours card game now and then, when they were both flush and in good humor.
Once he had won four hundred dollars at Two-Tie’s and they had driven fifty-two miles straight to Baltimore,
stayed in the McKeldin Suite of the Sheraton Belvedere Hotel and sent out for bottle beer and steamed crabs. That
was before middle age overtook them and Kidstuffs health went into decline and Nurse Pigeon’s weight rose over
170 pounds. They couldn’t indulge that way in front of each other anymore without one of them getting worried
and sad and picking a fight. And once she had driven him into town on the Fourth of July because he had a pain
deep in his nose. He had been dizzy for two days; suddenly they had each other talked into thinking it was cancer
of the brain. Nurse Pigeon used her little bit of pull with the Charles Town medical establishment to get him see
on the Fourth. Dr. Lois Pettiman had been giving a barbecue, and examined Kidstuff up in her own bedroom.
After a few minutes she came to the window and threw up the sash and stood there hollering down at Nurse
Pigeon in her car in the driveway, that it was just sinus and she ought to be ashamed of herself, a trained nurse like
she was. But that had been two years gone. When he was really dying, Kidstuff never complained at all.
Now Nurse Pigeon pulled up in front of Two-Tie’s storefront on Charles Town Avenue and peered into the
blackened-out window light from the curb. Way in the back she saw a tiny flicker: light from the backroom was
leaking through a hole in the door where the doorknob had been removed, and people were moving in front of it,
which meant they were still back there playing cards. Satisfied, she zigzagged over alleys and parking lots until
she was in a dead-end court, her bumper almost touching a fifty-gallon drum outside Two-Tie’s back door. She got
out of the Volkswagen and stood on tiptoe to see to the bottom of it—sweepings of sawdust and cigarette butts,
old Morning Telegraphs, bent up flat pizza boxes and greasy paper napkins, unopened junk mail. The drum was
about half full, loosely packed.
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This time Nurse Pigeon tried fishing Kidstuff up from the seat by the collar of his turquoise dress shirt, but she
had forgotten that the shirt with the tiny naked girls on it closed with snaps instead of buttons, and just as she had
him up in the air, the snaps popped open one after the other, his arms flew out like heavy wings and he sank back
down with his knees sideways under the dashboard. Something starless and black as stove iron settled on her then.
She knew it for a kind of doom. She had come to a place where even Kidstuff would stick and say now, but she
would ignore his imploring voice. Naturally you do not have as much to say about it as you did once, she heard
herself explain, but you will be taken care of. And in a hurry now she clutched Kidstuff around the middle and
plunged him headfirst into the trash barrel. Above the rim his feet in their two striped stockings pointed outwards
like nautical flags. Nurse Pigeon studied this sight for only a moment. Then she drove the Volkswagen from alley
to alley until she was back on Charles Town Avenue, and this time she parked in front and banged on Two-Tie’s
office door.
The clock on the Farmers and Merchants Bank said five-o-three. Through a scratch in the window blacking she
saw Two-Tie himself barge through the doorknobless door from the backroom. He was hunched over a big,
bluish, bona fide-looking pistol, but as soon as he cracked the entry and saw who it was, he let the thing hang
down by his side.
“It’s Ruith Pigeon,” he called to the back. “Kidstuff’s woman.” With one hand he fumbled a gray padlock back
onto the front door. “What’s on your mind, dear?”
Two-Tie Samuels was so-called because he had the sartorial peculiarity of wearing two bow ties at once, one
black, one striped, every day of his life. He had a high, mild peep of a voice that seemed to have been squeezed
down to nearly nothing by the short fat neck and its redundant haberdashery. Even so she could tell he was
worried to see her here by herself at this hour. It couldn’t mean anything good.
“Where’s my husband?” she asked.
*MASSACHUSETTS*
105.141 Excerpts from The Coquette; or, The History Of Eliza Wharton, A Novel Founded On Fact\fn{by
Hannah Webster Foster (1758-1840)} Salisbury, Essex County, Massachusetts, U.S.A. (F) 11
1
To Mr. T. Selby, Hampshire.
Dear Sir,\fn{This novel is constructed entirely of letters—all written by Hannah Foster, however, thus making of the entire work an
enormous literary device. Nor is there any “fact” to the matter: this is a novel, and the events narrated in it may not be supposed to have
existed in literal fact. I have reproduced a section of the book; the “letters” are arranged in the consecutive order as they appeared in the
original, with one exception (which is confined to a footnote) .}

I believe that I owe you an apology for my long silence. But my time has been much engrossed of late; and my
mind much more so. When it will be otherwise, I cannot foresee. I fear, my friend, that there is some foundation
for your suspicions respecting my beloved Eliza. What pity it is, that so fair a form, so accomplished a mind,
should be tarnished, in the smallest degree, by the follies of coquetry! If this be the fact, which I am loath\fn{ The
text has: loth.} to believe, all my regard for her shall never make me the dupe of it.
When I arrived at her residence, at New Haven, where, I told you in my last, I was soon to go, she gave me a
most cordial reception. Her whole behavior to me was correspondent with those sentiments of esteem and
affection which she modestly avowed. She permitted me to accompany her to Hartford, to restore her to her
mother, and to declare my wish to receive her again from her hand. Thus far, all was harmony and happiness. As
all my wishes were consistent with virtue and honor, she readily indulged them. She took apparent pleasure in my
company, encouraged my hopes of a future union, and listened to the tender accents of love.
But the scenes of gaiety, which invited her attention, reversed her conduct. The delightful hours of mutual
confidence, of sentimental converse, and of the interchange of refined affection were no more. Instead of these,
parties were formed, unpleasing to my taste; and every opportunity was embraced to join in diversions, in which
she knew I could not consistently take a share. I, however, acquiesced I her pleasure, though I sometimes thought
myself neglected, and even hinted it to her mother. The old lady apologized for her daughter, by alleging that she
had been absent for a long time; that her acquaintances were rejoiced at her return, and welcomed her by striving
to promote her amusement.
One of her most intimate friends was married during my stay; and she appeared deeply interested in the event.
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She spent several days in assisting her, previous to the celebration. I resided, in the mean time, at her mamma’s,
visiting her at her friend’s, where Major Sanford,\fn{ Major Peter Sanford, the seducer of Eliza Wharton, the (would be)
seductress. Mr. J. Boyer, the “author” of this “letter”, has fallen in love with Eliza, and wishes to marry her. The other characters mentioned
are their friends or relatives .} among others, was received as a guest. Mrs. Sumner acquainted me that she had

prevailed on Miss Wharton to go and spend a few weeks with her at Boston, whither she was removing; and urged
my accompanying them. I endeavored to excuse myself, as I had been absent from my people a considerable time,
and my return was now expected. But their importunity was so great, and Eliza’s declaration that it would be very
agreeable to her, so tempting, that I consented. Here I took lodgings and spent about a week, taking every
opportunity to converse with Eliza, striving to discover her real disposition towards me. I mentioned the
inconvenience of visiting her so often as I wished, and suggested my desire to enter, as soon as might be, into a
family relation. I painted, in the most alluring colors, the pleasures resulting from domestic tranquillity, mutual
confidence, and conjugal affection; and insisted on her declaring frankly whether she designed to share this
happiness with me, and when it should commence. She owned that she intended to give me her hand; but when
she should be ready, she could not yet determine. She pretended a promise from me to wait her time; to consent
that she should share the pleasures of the fashionable world, as long as she chose, &c.
I then attempted to convince her of her mistaken ideas of pleasure; that the scenes of dissipation, of which she
was so passionately fond, afforded no true enjoyment; that the adulation of the coxcomb could not give durability
to her charms, or secure the approbation of the wise and good; nor could the fashionable amusements of brilliant
assemblies, and crowded theaters furnish the mind with
That which nothing earthly gives, or can destroy,
The soul’s calm sunshine, and the heart-felt joy.

These friendly suggestions, I found, were considered as the theme of a priest; and my desire to detach her
from such empty pursuits, as the selfishness of a lover. She was even offended at my freedom; and warmly
affirmed, that no one had a right to arraign her conduct. I mentioned Major Sanford, who was then in town, and
who (though she went to places of public resort with Mr. And Mrs. Sumner) always met and gallanted her home.
She rallied me upon my jealousy, as she termed it; wished that I would attend her myself, and then she should
need no other gallant. I answered that I had rather resign that honor to another; but wished, for her sake, that he
might be a gentleman whose character would not disgrace the company with which he associated. She appeared
mortified and chagrined in the extreme. However, she studiously suppressed her emotions; and even soothed me
with the blandishments of female softness. We parted amicably. She promised to return soon, and prepare for a
compliance with my wishes. I cannot refuse to believe her! I cannot cease to love her! My heart is in her
possession. She has a perfect command of my passions. Persuasion dwells on her tongue. With all the boasted
fortitude and resolution of our sex, we are but mere machines. Let love once pervade our breaths; and its object
may mould us into any form that pleases her fancy, or even caprice.
I have just received a letter from Eliza, informing me of her return to Hartford. Tomorrow I shall set out on a
visit to the dear girl; for, my friend, notwithstanding all her foibles, she is very dear to me. Before you hear from
me again, I expect that the happy day will be fixed; the day which shall unite, in the most sacred bands, this lovely
maid, and your faithful friend,
J. Boyer
2
To Mr. T. Selby, Hampshire.
I have returned; and the day, indeed, is fixed; but O! how different from my fond expectations! It is not the day
of union, but the day of final separation; the day which divides me from my charmer; the day which breaks
asunder the bands of love; the day on which my reason assumes its empire, and triumphs over the arts of a
finished coquette! Congratulate me, my friend, that I have thus overcome my feelings, and repelled the infatuating
wiles of a deceitful girl. I would not be understood to impeach Miss Wharton’s virtue; I mean her chastity. Virtue,
in the common acceptation of the term, as applied to the sex, is confined to that particular, you know. But in my
view, this is of little importance, where all other virtues are wanting!
When I arrived at Mrs. Wharton’s, and inquired for Eliza, I was told that she had rode out; but was soon
expected home. An hour after, a phaeton stopped at the door, from which my fair one alighted, and was handed
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into the house by Major Sanford, who immediately took leave. I met her and offered my hand, which she received
with apparent tenderness.
When the family had retired after supper, and left us to talk on our particular affairs, I found the same
indecision, the same loathness to bring our courtship to a period, as formerly. Her previous excuses were renewed,
and her wishes to have a union still longer delayed, were zealously urged. She could not bear the idea of
confinement to the cares of a married life at present; and begged me to defer all solicitation on that subject to
some future day. I found my temper fire, and told her plainly, that I was not thus to be trifled with; that if her
regard for me were sincere; if she really intended to form a connection with me, she could not thus protract the
time, try my patience, and prefer every other pleasure to the rational interchange of affection, to the calm delights
of domestic life. But in vain did I argue against her false notions of happiness; in vain did I represent the
dangerous system of conduct, which she now pursued, and urged her to accept, before it was too late, the hand
and heart which were devoted to her service. That, she said, she purposed, ere long to do; and hoped amply to
reward my faithful love; but she could not fix the time this evening. She must consider a little further; and
likewise consult her mother. Is it not Major Sanford whom you wish to consult, madam? said I. She blushed, and
gave me no answer. Tell me, Eliza, I continued; tell me frankly, if he has not supplanted me in your affections; if
he be not the cause of my being thus evasively, thus cruelly treated? Major Sanford, sir, replied she, has done you
no harm. He is a particular friend of mine; a polite gentleman, and an agreeable neighbor; and therefore I treat
him with civility; but he is not so much interested in my concerns, as to alter my disposition towards any other
person. Why, said I, do you talk of friendship with a man of his character? Between his society and mine, there is
a great contrast. Such opposite pursuits and inclinations cannot be equally pleasing to the same taste. It is
therefore necessary, that you renounce the one, to enjoy the other. I will give you time to decide which. I am going
to a friend’s house to spend the night; and will call on you tomorrow, if agreeable, and converse with you further
on the matter. She bowed assent, and I retired.
The next afternoon I went as agreed; and found her mamma and her alone in the parlor. She was very pensive,
and appeared to have been in tears. The sight affected me. The idea of having treated her harshly, the evening
before, disarmed me of my resolution to insist on her decision that day. I invited her to ride with me and visit a
friend, to which she readily consented. We spent our time agreeably. I forbore\fn{ The text has: forebore.} to press her
on the subject of our future union; but strove rather to sooth her mind, and inspire her with sentiments of
tenderness towards me. I conducted her home, and returned early in the evening to my friend’s, who met me at the
door, and jocosely told me, that he expected I should now rob them of their agreeable neighbor. But, added he, we
have been apprehensive that you would be rivaled, if you delayed your visit much longer. I did not suspect a rival,
said I. Who can the happy man be? I can say nothing from personal observation, said he; but fame, of late, has
talked loudly of Major Sanford and Miss Wharton. Be not alarmed, continued he, seeing me look grave; I
presume no harm is intended; the Major is a man of gallantry, and Miss Wharton is a gay lady; but I dare say that
your connection will be happy, if it be formed. I noticed a particular emphasis on the word if; and as we were
alone, I followed him with questions, till the whole affair was developed. In informed him of my embarrassment;
and he gave me to understand that Eliza’s conduct had, for some time past, been a subject of speculation in the
town; that formerly, her character was highly esteemed; but that her intimacy with a man of Sanford’s known
libertinism, more especially as she was supposed to be engaged to another, had rendered her very censurable; that
they were often together; that wherever she went, he was sure to follow, as if by appointment; that they walked,
talked, sung and danced together in all companies; that some supposed he would marry her; others, that he only
meditated adding her name to the black catalogue of deluded wretches, whom he had already ruined!\fn{ The man
had said as much in the following previous letter: To Mr. Charles Deighton, New Haven. Well, Charles, I have been manœuvring today, a
little revengefully. That, you will say, is out of character. So baleful a passion does not easily find admission among those softer ones,
which you well know I cherish. However, I am, a mere Proteus, and can assume any shape that will best answer my purpose. I called this
forenoon, as I told you I intended, at Gen. Richman’s. I waited some time in the parlor alone, before Eliza appeared; and when she did
appear, the distant reserve of her manners, and the pensiveness of her countenance convinced me that she had been vexed, and I doubted
not but Peter Sanford was the occasion. Her wise cousin, I could have sworn, had been giving her a detail of the vices of her gallant; and
warning her against the danger of associating with him in future. Notwithstanding, I took no notice of any alteration in her behavior; but
entered with the utmost facetiousness into a conversation which I thought most to her taste. By degrees, she assumed her usual vivacity;
cheerfulness and good humor again animated her countenance. I tarried as long as decency would admit. She having intimated that they
were to dine at my friend Lawrence’s, I caught at this information, and determined to follow them, and tease \fn{Spelt in the text: teaze.}
the jealous Mrs. Richman, by playing off all the gallantry I was master of in her presence. I went, and succeeded to the utmost of my
wishes; as I read in the vexation, visible in the one, and the ease and attention displayed by the other. I believe you that I have charmed the
eye at least, of the amiable Eliza. Indeed, Charles, she is a fine girl. I think it would hurt my conscience to wound her mind or reputation.
Were I disposed to marry, I am persuaded she would make an excellent wife; but that, you know, is no part of my plan, so long as I can
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keep out of the noose. Whenever I do submit to be shackled, it must be from a necessity of mending my fortune. This girl would be far from
doing that. However, I am pleased with her acquaintance, and mean not to abuse her credulity and good nature, if I can help it. Peter
Sanford.}

I rose, and walked the room in great agitation. He apologized for his freedom; was sorry if he had wounded my
feelings; but friendship alone had induced him frankly to declare the truth, that I might guard against duplicity and
deceit. I thanked him for his kind intentions; and assured him that I should not quite the town till I had terminated
this affair, in one way or another.
I retired to bed, but sleep was a stranger to my eyes. With the dawn I rose; and after breakfast walked to Mrs.
Wharton’s, who informed me, that Eliza was in her chamber, writing to a friend, but would be down in a few
minutes. I entered into conversation with the old lady on the subject of her daughter’s conduct; hinted my
suspicions of the cause; and declared my resolution of knowing my destiny immediately. She endeavored to
extenuate, and excuse her as much as possible; but frankly owned that her behavior was mysterious; that no pains
had been wanting, on her part, to alter and rectify it; that she had remonstrated, expostulated, advised and
entreated, as often as occasion required. She hoped that my resolution would have a good effect, as she knew that
her daughter esteemed me very highly.
In this manner we conversed till the clock struck twelve; and Eliza, not appearing, I desired her mamma to
send up word that I waited to see her. The maid returned with an answer that she was indisposed, and had lain
down. Mrs. Wharton observed, that she had not slept for several nights, and complained of the head ache in the
morning. The girl added, that she would wait on Mr. Boyer in the evening. Upon this information I rose and
abruptly took my leave. I went to dine with a friend, to whom I had engaged myself the day before; but my mind
was too much agitated to enjoy either the company or the dinner. I excused myself from tarrying to tea, and
returned to Mrs. Wharton’s. On inquiry, I was told that Eliza had gone to walk in the garden; but desired that no
person might intrude on her retirement. The singularity of the request awakened my curiosity, and determined me
to follow her. I sought her, in vain, in different parts of the garden, till, going towards an arbor, almost concealed
from sight, by surrounding shrubbery, I discovered her, sitting in close conversation with Major Sanford! My
blood chilled in my veins, and I stood petrified with astonishment, at the disclosure of such baseness and deceit.
They both rose in visible confusion. I dared not trust myself to accost them. My passions were raised, and I feared
that I might say or do something unbecoming my character. I therefore gave them a look of indignation and
contempt, and retreated to the house. I traversed the parlor hastily, overwhelmed with chagrin and resentment!
Mrs. Wharton inquired the cause. I attempted to tell her, but my tongue refused utterance! While in this situation,
Eliza entered the room. She was not less discomposed than myself. She sat down at the window and wept. Her
mamma wept likewise. At length she recovered herself, in a degree, and desired me to sit down. I answered no;
and continued walking. Will you, said she, permit me to vindicate my conduct and explain my motives? Your
conduct, said I, cannot be vindicated; your motives need no explanation; they are too apparent! How, Miss
Wharton, have I merited this treatment from you? But I can bear it no longer. Your indifference to me proceeds
from an attachment to another; and forgive me, if I add, to one, who is the disgrace of his own sex, and the
destroyer of yours. I have been too long the dupe of your dissimulation and coquetry. Too long has my peace of
mind been sacrificed to the arts of a woman, whose conduct has proved her unworthy of my regard; insensible to
love, gratitude, and honor!
To you, madam, said I, turning to her mother, I acknowledge my obligations for your friendship, politeness,
and attention. I once hoped for the privilege of rocking for you the cradle of declining age. I am deprived of that
privilege; but I pray that you may never want a child, whose love and duty shall prove a source of consolation and
comfort!
Farewell! If we never meet again in this life, I hope and trust we shall in a better; where the parent’s eye shall
cease to weep for the disobedience of a child; and the lover’s heart to bleed for the infidelity of his mistress!
I turned to Eliza, and attempted to speak; but her extreme emotion softened me, and I could not command my
voice. I took her hand, and bowing, in token of an adieu, went precipitately out of the house. The residence of my
friend, with whom I lodged, was at no great distance, and thither I repaired. As I met him in the entry, I rushed by
him, and betook myself to my chamber.
The fever of resentment, and the tumult of passion began now to give place to the softer emotions of the soul. I
found myself perfectly unmanned. I gave free scope to the sensibility of my heart; and the effeminate relief of
tears materially lightened the load which oppressed me.
After this arduous struggle I went to bed; and slept more calmly than for several nights before. The next
morning I wrote a farewell letter to Eliza\fn{ Also, of course, a fiction.} (a copy of which I shall enclose to you) and
272

ordering my horse to be brought, left town immediately.
My resentment of her behavior has much assisted me in erasing her image from my breast. In this exertion I
have succeeded beyond my most sanguine expectations. The more I reflect on her temper and disposition, the
more my gratitude is enlivened towards the wise Disposer of all events, for enabling me to break asunder the
snares of the deluder. I am convinced, that the gaiety and extravagance of her taste, the frivolous levity of her
manners disqualify her for the station in which I wished to have placed her.\fn{ The wife of a minister.} These
considerations, together with that rsignation to an overruling Providence which the religion I profess, and teach,
requires me to cultivate, induce me cheerfully to adopt the following lines of an ingeious poet;
Since all the downward tracts of time,
God’s watchful eye surveys,
Oh, who so wise to choose our lot,
Or regulate our ways?
Since none can doubt his equal love,
Unmeasurably kind,
To his unerring gracious will,
Be every wish resign’d
Good, when he gives, supremely good.
Not less when he denies,
E’en crosses from his sovereign hand,
Are blessings in disguise.

J. Boyer
3
To Miss Eliza Wharton, Hartford.\fn{Enclosed in the foregoing.}
Madam,
Fearing, that my resolution may not be proof against the eloquence of those charms which have so long
commanded me, I take this method of bidding you a final adieu. I write not as a lover. That connection between us
is forever dissolved; but I address you a friend; as a friend to your happiness, to your reputation, to your temporal
and eternal welfare. I will not rehearse the innumerable instances of your imprudence and misconduct, which
have fallen under my observation. Your own heart must be your monitor! Suffice it for me to warn you against the
dangerous tendency of so dissipated a life; and to tell you that I have traced (I believe aright) the cause of your
dissimulation and indifference to me. They are an aversion to the sober, rational, frugal mode of living, to which
my profession leads; a fondness for the parade, the gaiety, not to say, the licentiousness of a station calculated to
gratify such a disposition; and a prepossession for Major Sanford, infused into your giddy mind by the frippery,
flattery and artifice of that worthless and abandoned man. Hence you preferred a connection with him, if it could
be accomplished; but a doubt, whether it could, together with the advice of your friends, who have kindly
espoused my cause, have restrained you from the avowal of your real sentiments, and led you to continue your
civilities to me. What the result of your coquetry would have been, had I waited for it, I cannot say, nor have I
now any desire or interest to know. I tear from my breast the idea which I have long cherished of future union and
happiness with you in the conjugal state. I bid a last farewell to these fond hopes, and leave you forever!
For your own sake, however, let me conjure you to review your conduct, and before you have advanced
beyond the possibility of returning to rectitude and honor, to restrain your steps from the dangerous path in which
you now tread!
Fly Major Sanford. That man is a deceiver. Trust not his professions. They are certainly insincere; or he would
not affect concealment, he would not induce you to a clandestine intercourse! Many have been the victims of his
treachery! O Eliza! add not to the number! Banish him from your society, if you wish to preserve your virtue
unsullied, your character unsuspicious! It already begins to depreciate. Snatch it from the envenomed tongue of
slander, before it receive an incurable wound!
Many faults have been visible to me; over which my affection once drew a veil. That veil is now removed;
and, acting the part of a disinterested friend, I shall mention some few of them with freedom. There is a levity in
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your manners, which is inconsistent with the solidity and docorum becoming a lady who has arrived to years of
discretion. There is also an unwarrantable extravagance betrayed in your dress. Prudence and economy are such
necessary, at least, such decent virtues, that they claim the attention of every female, whatever be her station or
her property. To these virtues you are apparently inattentive. Too large a portion of your time is devoted to the
adorning of your person.
Think not that I write thus plainly from resentment. No; it is from benevolence. I mention your foibles, not to
reproach you with them, but that you may consider their nature and effects, and renounce them.
I wish you to regard this letter as the legacy of a friend; and to improve it accordingly I shall leave town before
you receive it. O, how different are my sensations at going from what they were when I came! but I forbear
description.
Think not, Eliza, that I leave you with indifference! The conflict is great; the trial is more than I can calmly
support! Yet the consciousness of duty, affords consolation. A duty I conceive it to be, which I owe to myself; and
to the people of my charge, who are interested in my future connection.
I will not wait for an answer; my resolution is unalterably fixed. But should you hereafter be convinced of the
justice of my conduct, and become a convert to my advice, I shall be happy to hear it.
That you may have wisdom to keep you from falling, and conduct you safely through this state of trial to the
regions of immortal bliss, is the fervent prayer of your sincere friend, and humble servant, J. Boyer.
4
To Mrs. Lucy Sumner, Hartford.
The retirement of my native home is not so gloomy, since my return from Boston, as I expected, from the
contrast between them. Indeed, the customs and amusements of this place are materially altered, since the
residence of Major Sanford among us. The dull, old fashioned sobriety which formerly prevailed, is nearly
banished; and cheerfulness, vivacity, and enjoyment are substituted in its stead. Pleasure is now diffused through
all ranks of the people, especially the rich; and surely it ought to be cultivated, since the wisest of men informs us,
that “a merry heart doth good like a medicine.” As human life has many diseases, which require medicines, are we
not right in selecting the most agreeable and palatable? Major Sanford’s example has had great influence upon our
society in general; and though some of our old dons think him rather licentious; yet, for ought I can see, he is as
strict an observer of decorum, as the best of them. True, he seldom goes to church; but what of that? The Deity is
not confined to temples made with hands. He may worship him as devoutly elsewhere, if he chooses; and who has
as right to say he does not?”
His return from Boston was but a day or two after mine. He paid me an early visit and, indeed, has been very
attentive ever since. My mamma is somewhat precise in her notions of propriety; and of course, blames me for
associating so freely with him. She says, that my engagements to Mr. Boyer ought to render me more sedate; and
more indifferent to the gallantry of mere pleasure hunters, to use her phrase. But I think otherwise. If I am to
become a recluse, let me at least, enjoy those amusements, which are suited to my taste, a short time first. Why
should I refuse the polite attentions of this gentleman? They smooth the rugged path of life, and wonderfully
accelerate the lagging wheels of time.
Indeed, Lucy, he has an admirable talent for contributing to vary, and increase amusement. We have few hours
unimproved. Some new plan of pleasure and sociability is constantly courting our adoption. He lives in all the
magnificence of a prince; and why should I, who can doubtless share that magnificence if I please, forego the
advantages and indulgences it offers, merely to gratify those friends who pretend to be better judges of my
happiness than I am myself.
I have not yet told my mamma that he entertains me with the lover’s theme; or, at least, that I listen to it. Yet I
must own to you, from whom I have never concealed an action or idea, that his situation in life charms my
imagination; that the apparent fervor and sincerity of his passion affect my heart. Yet there is something extremely
problematical in his conduct. He is very urgent with me to dissolve my connection with Mr. Boyer, and engage
not to marry him without his consent, or knowledge, to say no more. He warmly applauds my wish, still longer to
enjoy the freedom and independence of a single state; and professedly adopts it for his own. While he would
disconnect me from another, he mysteriously conceals his own intentions and views. In conversation with him
yesterday, I plainly told him that his conduct was unaccountable; that if his professions and designs were
honorable he could not neglect to mention them to my mamma; that I should no longer consent to carry on a
clandestine intercourse with him; that I hourly expected Mr. Boyer, whom I esteemed, and who was the favorite of
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my friends; and that unless he acted openly in this affair before his arrival, I should give my hand to him.
He appeared thunderstruck at this declaration. All his words and actions were indicative of the most violent
emotions of mind. He entreated me to recall the sentence; for I knew not, he said, his motives for secrecy; yet he
solemnly swore that they were honorable. I replied, in the words of the poet,
Trust not to man, they are by nature cruel,
False, deceitful, treacherous and inconstant.
When a man talks of love, with caution hear him,
But if he swear, he’ll certainly deceive you.

He begged that he might know by what means he had provoked my suspicions; by what means he had forfeited
my confidence? His importunity vanquished my fortitude; and before we parted, I again promised to make him
acquainted, from time to time, with the progress of my connection with Mr. Boyer.
Now, my dear friend, I want your advice more than ever. I am inadvertently embarrassed by this man; and how
to extricate myself, I know not. I am sensible that the power is in my hands; but the disposition (shall I confess
it?) is wanting!
I know the right, and I approve it too;
I know the wrong, and yet the wrong pursue.

I have just received a card from Major Sanford, inviting me to ride this afternoon. At first I thought of
returning a negative answer; but recollecting that Mr. Boyer must soon be here, I concluded it best to embrace this
opportunity of talking further with him. I must now prepare to go; but shall not close this letter, for I intend
writing in continuation, as event occur, till this important business is decided.
*
Tuesday evening. The little tour which I mentioned to you this afternoon, was not productive of a final
determination. The same plea was repeated over and over again, without closing the cause. On my return I found
Mr. Boyer waiting to receive me. My heart beat an involuntary welcome. I received him very cordially, though
with a kind of pleasure mixed with apprehension. I must own that his conversation and manners are much better
calculated to bear the scrutinizing eye of a refined understanding and taste, than Major Sanford’s. But whether the
fancy ought not to be consulted about our settlement in life, is with me a question.
When we parted last, I had promised Mr. Boyer, to inform him positively, at this visit, when my hand should
be given. He therefore came, as he told me in the course of our conversation, with the resolution of claiming the
fulfillment of this promise.
I begged absolution; told him, that I could not possibly satisfy his claim; and sought still to evade, and put off
the important decision. He grew warm;\fn{Angry.} and affirmed that I treated him ungenerously, and made
needless delays. He even accused me of indifference towards him, and of partiality to another. Major Sanford, he
believed, was the man who robbed him of the affection which he had supposed his due. He warned me against any
intercourse with him, and insisted that I must renounce the society of one or the other immediately. He would
leave me, he said, this evening, and call tomorrow to know the result of my determination. It was late before he
bade me good night; since which I have written these particulars. It is now time to lay aside my pen, and
deliberate what course to take.
*
Wednesday evening. Last night I closed not my eyes. I rose this morning with the sun, and went into the garden
till breakfast. My mamma doubtless saw the disorder of my mind, but kindly avoided any inquiry about it. She
was affectionately attentive to me, but said nothing of my particular concerns. I mentioned not my embarrassment
to her. She had declared herself in favor of Mr. Boyer; therefore I had no expectation that she would advise
impartially. I retired to my chamber, and remained in a kind of reverie, for more than an hour; when I was roused
by the rattling of a carriage at the door. I hastened to the window, and saw Major Sanford just driving away. The
idea of his having been to converse with my mamma, gave me new sensations. A thousand perplexities occurred
to my mind relative to the part most proper for me to act in this critical situation. All these might have been
avoided, had I gone down and inquired into the matter; but this I delayed till dinner. My mamma then informed
me that Major Sanford had been with her, and inquired for me; but the she thought it unnecessary to call me, as
she presumed I had no particular business with him. I knew the motives by which she was actuated, and was
vexed at her evasions. I told her plainly, that she would never carry her point in this way; that I thought myself
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capable of conducting my own affairs; and wished her not to interfere, except by her advice, which I should
always listen to, and comply with, when I could possibly make it consistent with my inclination and interest. She
wept at my undutiful anger (of which I have severely repented since) and affectionately replied, that my happiness
was the object of her wishes and prayers; conformably to which she felt constrained freely to speak her mind,
though it incurred my displeasure. She then went through again with all the comparative circumstances and merits
of the two candidates for my favor, which have perpetually rung in my ears for months. I shed tears at the idea of
my embarrassment; and in this condition Mr. Boyer found us. He appeared to be affected by my visible disorder;
and without inquiring the cause, endeavored to dissipate it. This was kindly done. He conversed upon indifferent
subjects; and invited me to ride and take tea with your mamma, to which I readily consented. We found her at
home; and passed the time agreeably, excepting the alloy of your absence. Mr. Boyer touched lightly on the
subject of our last evening’s debate; but expatiated largely on the pleasing power of love; and hoped that we
should one day both realize and exemplify it in perfection. When we returned, he observed that it was late, and
took his leave; telling me that he should call tomorrow; and begged that I would then relieve his suspense. As I
was retiring to bed, the maid gave me a hint that Major Sanford’s servant had been here and left a letter. I turned
instantly back to my mamma, and telling her my information, demanded the letter. She hesitated, but I insisted on
having it; and seeing me resolute, she reluctantly gave it into my hand. It contained the following words:
Am I forsaken? Am I abandoned? Oh my adorable Eliza, have you sacrificed me to my rival? Have you condemned
me to perpetual banishment, without a hearing?
I came this day, to plead my cause at your feet; but was cruelly denied the privilege of seeing you! My mind is all
anarchy and confusion! My soul is harrowed up with jealousy! I will be revenged on those who separate us, if that
distracting event takes place! But it is from your lips only that I can hear my sentence! You must witness its effects! To
what lengths my despair may carry me, I know not! You are the arbitress of my fate!
Let me conjure you to meet me in your garden tomorrow at any hour you shall appoint. My servant will call for an
answer in the morning. Deny me not an interview; but have pity on your faithful Sandford.

I wrote for answer, that I would meet him tomorrow, at five o’clock in the afternoon.
I have now before me another night for consideration; and shall pass it in that employment. I purpose not to
see Mr. Boyer, till I have conversed with Major Sanford.
*
Thursday morning. The morning dawns, and ushers in the day; a day, perhaps, big with the fate of your friend!
What that fate may be is wrapped in the womb of futurity; that futurity which a kind Providence has wisely
concealed from the penetration of mortals.
After mature consideration; after revolving and re-revolving every circumstance on both sides of the question,
I have nearly determined, in compliance with the advice of my friends, and the dictates of my own judgment, to
give Mr. Boyer the preference, and with him to tread the future round of life.
As to the despair of Major Sanford, it does not much alarm me. Such violent passions are seldom so deeply
rooted, as to produce lasting effects. I just, however, keep my word, and meet him according to promise.
Mr. Boyer is below. My mamma has just sent me word that he wished to see me. My reply was that I had lain
down, which was a fact.
One o’clock. My mamma, alarmed by my indisposition, has visited my apartment. I soon convinced her that it
was but trifling, owing principally to the want of sleep; and that an airing in the garden, which I intended towards
night, would restore me.
Ten o’clock, at night. The day is past! And such a day it has been, as I hope never more to see! At the hour
appointed, I went tolerably composed and resolute into the garden. I had taken several turns, and retired into the
little arbor, where you and I have spent so many happy hours, before Major Sanford entered. When he appeared, a
consciousness of the impropriety of this clandestine intercourse suffused my cheek, and gave a coldness to my
manners. He immediately penetrated the cause, and observed that my very countenance told him he was no longer
a welcome guest to me. I asked him if he ought so to be; since his motives for seeking admission, were unworthy
of being communicated to my friends? That, he said, was not the case, but that prudence in the present instance
required a temporary concealment.
He then undertook to exculpate himself from blame, assuring me that as soon as I should discountenance the
expectations of Mr. Boyer, and discontinue the reception of his address, his intentions should be made known. He
was enlarging upon this topic, when we heard a footstep approaching us; and looking up, saw Mr. Boyer within a
few paces of the arbor. Confusion seized us both! We rose involuntarily from our seats, but were mute as statues!
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He spoke not a word, but casting a look of indignant accusation at me, a glance which penetrated my very soul,
turned on his heel, and walked hastily back to the house.
I stood a few moments, considering what course to take, though shame and regret had almost taken from me
the power of thought.
Major Sanford took my hand. I withdrew it from him. I must leave you, said I. Where will you go? said he. I
will go and try to retrieve my character. It has suffered greatly by this fatal interview.
He threw himself at my feet and exclaimed, leave me not, Eliza, I conjure you not to leave me. Let me go now,
I rejoined, or I bid you farewell forever. I flew precipitately by him, and went into the parlor, where I found Mr.
Boyer and my mamma; the one traversing the room in the greatest agitation, the other in a flood of tears! Their
appearance affected me; and I wept like an infant! When I had a little recovered myself, I begged him to sit down;
he answered, no. I then told him that however unjustifiable my conduct might appear, perhaps I might explain it to
his satisfaction, if he would hear me; that my motives were innocent, though they doubtless wore the aspect of
criminality, in his view. He sternly replied, that no palliation could avail; that my motives were sufficiently
notorious! He accused me of treating him ill, of rendering him the dupe of coquetting artifice, of having an
intrigue with Major Sanford, and declare his determination to leave me forever, as unworthy of his regard, and
incapable of love, gratitude, or honor! There was too much reason in support of his accusations for me to gainsay
them, had his impetuosity suffered me to attempt it.
But in truth I had no inclination to self defense. My natural vivacity had forsaken me; and I listened without
interrupting him to the fluency of reproachful language, which his resentment inspired. He took a very solemn and
affectionate leave of my mamma; thanking her for her politeness, and wishing her much future felicity. He
attempted to address me, I suppose somewhat in the same way; but his sensibility overcame him; and he only took
my hand, and bowing in silence, departed.
The want of rest for two long nights together, the exercise of mind, and conflict of passions, which now
tortured my breast, were too much for me to support.
When I saw that he was gone; that he had actually forsaken me, I fainted. My mamma, with the assistance of
the maid, soon restored me.
When I opened my eyes, and beheld this amiable and tender parent, watching and attending me with the most
anxious concern; without one reproachful word, without one accusing look, my reflections upon the part I had
acted, in defeating her benevolent wishes, were exquisitely afflictive! But we mutually forbore to mention the
occasion of my illness; and I complied with her advice to take some refreshment, and retire to my chamber. I am
so much fatigued by the exertions of the day, that rest is absolutely necessary; and I lay aside my pen to seek it.
Friday morning. I have had a long conversation with my mamma, which has greatly relieved my mind. She
has soothed me with the most endearing tenderness.
Mr. Atkins, with whom Mr. Boyer lodged while in town, called here this afternoon. I did not see him, but he
told my mamma that Mr. Boyer had returned home, and left a letter for me, which he had promised to convey
with his own hand. By this letter I am convinced that the die is absolutely cast, with respect to him, and that no
attempts on my part to bring about a reconciliation would be either prudent or successful. He has penetrated the
cause of my proceedings; and such is his resentment, that I am inclined not much to regret his avoiding another
interview.
As I know you are impatient to hear from me, I will now dispatch this long letter without any other addition,
than that I am your sincere friend,
Eliza Wharton.
5
To Mr. Charles Deighton, Hartford.
Well, Charles, the show is over, as we Yankees\fn{ Not capitalized in the text.} say; and the girl is my own. That is,
if I will have her. I shall take my own time for that, however. I have carried my point, and am amply revenged on
the whole posse of those dear friends of hers. She was entangled by a promise (not to marry this priest without my
knowledge) which her conscience would not let her break. Thank God, I have no conscience. If I had, I believe it
would make wretched work with me! I suppose she intended to have one or the other of us; but preferred me. I
have escaped the noose, this time, and I’ll be fairly hanged, if I ever get so near it again. For, indeed Charles, I
was seriously alarmed. I watched all their motions; and the appearances of harmony between them awakened all
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my activity and zeal. So great was my infatuation, that I verily believe I should have asked her in marriage, and
risked the consequences, rather than to have lost her!
I went to the house, while Mr. Boyer was in town, but her mamma refused to call her, or to acquaint her that I
was there. I then wrote a despairing letter, and obtained a conference with her in the garden. This was a fortunate
event for me. True, Eliza was very haughty, and resolutely insisted on an immediate declaration or rejection. And
I cannot say what would have been the result, if Mr. Boyer had not surprised us together. He gave us a pretty
harsh look and retired without speaking a word.
I endeavored to detain Eliza, but in vain. She left me on my knees, which are always ready to bend on such
occasions.
This finished the matter, it seems. I rose, and went into a near neighbor’s to observe what happened; and in
about half an hour saw Mr. Boyer come out and go to his lodgings.
This, said I to myself, is a good omen. I went home, and was informed next day, that he had mounted his horse
and departed.
I heard nothing more of her till yesterday, when I determined to know how she stood affected towards me. I
therefore paid her a visit, her mamma being luckily abroad.
She received me very placidly, and told me, on enquiry, that Mr. Boyer’s resentment at her meeting me in the
garden was so great, that he had bid her a final adieu. I congratulated myself on having no rival; hoped that her
favor would not be unbiased, and that in due time I should reap the reward of my fidelity. She begged me not to
mention the subject; said she had been perplexed by our competition and wished not to hear any thing further
about it at present. I bowed in obedience to her commands and changed the discourse.
I informed her, that I was about taking a tour to the southward; that I should be absent several months, and
trusted that on my return her embarrassments would be over.
I left her with regret. After all, Charles, she is the summum bonum of my life. I must have her some way or
other. No body else shall, I am resolved.
I am making preparations for my journey; which between you and me, is occasioned by the prospect of making
a speculation, by which I hope to mend my affairs. The voyage will at least lessen my expenses, and screen me
from the importunity of creditors till I can look about me.
Peter Sanford.
6
To Miss Eliza Wharton, New Haven.
My dear Eliza,
Through the medium of my friends at Hartford I have been informed of the progress of your affairs, as they
have transpired. The detail which my sister gave me of your separation from Mr. Boyer was painful; as I had long
contemplated a happy union between you. But still more disagreeable sensations possessed my breast, when told
that you had suffered your lively spirits to be depressed, and resigned yourself to solitude and dejection!
Why, my dear friend, should you allow this event thus to affect you? Heaven, I doubt not, has happiness still in
store for you; perhaps greater than you could have enjoyed in that connection. If the conviction of any misconduct
on your part, give you pain, dissipate it by the reflection, that unerring rectitude is not the lot of mortals, that few
are to be found who have not deviated in a greater or less degree from the maxims of prudence. Our greatest
mistakes may teach lessons which will be useful through life.
But I will not moralize. ?Come and see us; and we will talk over the matter once, and then dismiss it forever.
Do prevail on your mamma to part with you a month or two, at least. I wish you to witness how well I manage my
nursery business. You will be charmed with little Harriot. I am already enough of the mother to think her a
miniature of beauty and perfection.
How natural, and how easy the transition from one stage of life to another! Not long since, I was a gay, volatile
girl; seeking satisfaction in fashionable circles and amusements; but now I am thoroughly domesticated. All my
happiness is centered within the limits of my own walls; and I grudge every moment that calls me from the
pleasing scenes of domestic life. Not that I am so selfish as to exclude my friends from my affection or society. I
feel interested in their concerns, and enjoy their company. I must own, however, that conjugal and parental love
are the main springs of my life. The conduct of some mothers in depriving their helpless offspring of the care and
kindness which none but a mother can feel, is to me unaccountable. There are many nameless attentions which
nothing short of maternal tenderness and solicitude can pay; and for which the endearing smiles, and progressive
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improvements of the lovely babe are an ample reward.
How delightful to trace from day to day the expansion of reason and the dawnings of intelligence! Oh, how I
anticipate the time, when these faculties shall be displayed by the organs of speech; when the lisping accent shall
heighten our present pleasure, and the young idea be capable of direction “how to shoot!” General Richman is not
less interested by these enjoyments than myself. All the father beams in his eye! All the husband reigns in his
heart and pervades his every action!
Miss Lawrence is soon to be married to Mr. Laiton. I believe he is a mere fortune hunter. Indeed she has little
to recommend her to any other. Nature has not been very bountiful, either to her body or mind. Her parents have
been shamefully deficient in her education; but have secured to her what they think the chief good; not
considering that happiness is by no means the invariable attendant of wealth.
I hope this incoherent scroll will amuse, while it induces you speedily to favor us with another visit.
My best wishes attend your honored mamma, while I subscribe myself, &c.
A. Richman.
7
To Mrs. Lucy Sumner.
I am extremely depressed, my dear Lucy! The agitating scenes, through which I have lately passed, have
broken my spirits, and rendered me unfit for society.
Major Sanford has visited me, and taken his leave. He is gone to the southward on a tour of two or three
months. I declined any further conversation with him, on the subject of love. At present, I wish not to hear it
mentioned by any one.
I have received a very friendly and consolatory letter from Mrs. Richman. She invites me to spend a few
months with her; which with my mamma’s consent I shall do. I hope the change of situation and company with
dissipate the gloom which hangs over my mind.
It is a common observation, that we know not the value of a blessing but by deprivation.
This is strictly verified in my case. I was insensible of my regard for Mr. Boyer, till this fatal separation took
place. His merit and worth now appear in the brightest colors. I am convinced of that excellence which I once
slighted; and the shade of departed happiness haunts me perpetually! I am sometimes tempted to write him, and
confess my faults; to tell him the situation of my mind, and to offer him my hand. But he has precluded all hopes
of success, by the severity of his letter to me. At any rate I shall do nothing of the kind, till my return from New
Haven.
I am the more willing to leave home, as my affairs are made the town talk. My mamma persuades me to
disregard it. But how can I rise superior to “the world’s dread laugh, which scarce the firm philosopher can
scorn?”
Pray remember me to Mr. Sumner. You are happy, my friend, in the love and esteem of a worthy man; but
more happy still, in deserving them. Adieu.
Eliza Wharton. …
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259.108 Excerpt from The Stories Mother Nature Told Her Children: 1. “The Hidden Light” 2. “How The
Indian Corn Grows” 3. “Water-Lilies” 4. “The Story Of The Amber Beads” 5. “Sixty-Two Little Tadpoles”
6. “Golden-Rod And Asters” 7. “The New Life”\fn{by Jane Andrews (1833-1887)} Newburyport, Essex County,
Massachusetts, U.S.A. (F) 7
1
There were plenty of gold-green beetles in the forest. Their violet-colored cousins also held royal state there; and
scarlet or yellow, with black trimmings, was the uniform of many a gay troop that careered in splendor through the
vine-hung aisles of the hot, damp woods. But clinging to the gray bark of some tree, or lying concealed among the
damp leaves in a swamp, was the gayest and fairest of them all, if the truth be told.
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A little blackish-brown bug, dingy and hairy, not pleasant to look upon, you will say; surely not related
to such winged splendors as play in the sunlight. Yet he is true first cousin to the green and gold, or to the
royal violet; has as fair a title to a place in your regard, and will prove it, if you will only wait his time. He
is like those plain people whom we pass every day without notice, until some great trial or difficulty calls out a hidden
power within them, and they flash into greatness in some noble action, and prove their kinship to God.
We need not wait long, for, as soon as the sun has set, our dull, blackish bug unfolds his wings and reveals his
latent glory. He becomes a star, a spark from the sun’s very self. If you can prevail upon him to conde scend to
attend you, you may read or write by his light alone.
But come with me to this Indian’s hut, where instead of lamp, candle, or torch, three or four of these
luminous insects make all the dwelling bright. See the Indian hunter preparing for a journey, or a raid upon the
forest beasts, by fastening to his hands and feet the little lantern-flies that shall make the pathway light before
him.
When the Indian wants his brilliant little servants he goes out on some little hillock, waving a lighted torch and
calling them by name, “cucuie, cucuie”; and quickly they crowd around him in troops.
And here I must tell you a little Japanese story. The young lady fire-fly is courted by her many suitors, who
themselves carry no light. She is shy and reserved. She will not accept the attentions; but when so importuned that
she sees no other escape, she cries,
“Let him who really loves me, go bring me a light like my own, as a proof of his affection.” Then the daring
lovers rush blindly at the nearest fire or candle, and perish in the flame.
But to return to the Indian. Not only do his lantern-flies illuminate his path, but they go on before him,
like an advance guard, to clear the road of its infecting mosquitoes, gnats, and other troublesome insects,
which they seize and devour on the wing.
No harm would the Indian do to his little torch-bearer; for besides the service he renders, does he not embody
a portion of the sun god, the holy fire? And there are times, when, with reverent awe, these simple forest children
think they see in the cucuie the souls of their departed friends.
And now if we leave the forest and enter the gay ball-room of some tropical city, we shall find that the cucuie
is a cosmopolitan, at home alike in palace and in hut, in forest and city. Not only does he, as a wise little fouryear-old friend of mine said, “light the toads to bed,” but, restrained by invisible folds of gauze, he flutters in the
hair of the fairest ladies, and rivals those earth-stars the diamonds.
But it is hardly fair to show only the bright side, even of a cucuie, and in justice I must tell that the sugar-planters
see with dismay their little torches among the canes. For although mosquitoes and gnats will do for food in the forests
where sugar is not to be had, who would taste them when a field of cane is before you from which to choose?
2
The children came in from the field with their hands full of the soft, pale-green corn-silk. Annie had rolled hers
into a bird’s-nest, while Willie had dressed his little sister’s hair with the long, damp tresses, until she seemed more
like a mermaid, with pale-blue eyes shining out between the locks of her sea-green hair, than like our own Alice.
They brought their treasures to the mother, who sat on the doorstep of the farmhouse, under the tall old elm-tree that
had been growing there ever since her mother was a child. She praised the beauty of the bird’s-nest, and kissed the little
mermaiden to find if her lips tasted of salt water; but then she said,
“Don’t break any more of the silk, dear children, else we shall have no ears of corn in the field—none to roast before
our picnic fires, and none to dry and pop at Christmas-time next winter.”
Now, the children wondered at what their mother said, and begged that she would tell them how the silk could
make the round, full kernels of corn. And this is the story that the mother told, while they all sat on the doorstep
under the old elm.
“When your father broke up the ground with his plough, and scattered in the seed-corn, the crows were
watching from the old apple-tree, and they came down to pick up the corn; and, indeed, they did carry away a
good deal. But the days went by, the spring showers moistened the earth, and the sun shone; then the seedcorn swelled, and, bursting open, thrust out two little hands, one reaching down to hold itself firmly in the
earth, and one reaching up to the light and air. The first was never very beautiful, but certainly quite useful;
for, besides holding the corn firmly in its place, it drew up water and food for the whole plant.
“But the second spread out two long, slender green l'eaves, that waved with every breath of air, and seemed
to rejoice in every ray of sunshine. Day by day it grew taller and taller, and by and by put out new streamers
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broader and stronger, until it stood higher than Willie’s head.
“Then, at the top, came a new kind of bud, quite different from those that folded the green streamers; and
when that opened it showed a nodding flower, which swayed and bowed at the top of the stalk like the crown of
the whole plant. And yet this was not the best that the corn-plant could do; for lower down, and partly hidden,
by the leaves, it had hung out a silken tassel of pale sea-green color, like the hair of a little mermaid.
“Now, every silken thread was in truth a tiny tube, so fine that our eyes cannot see the bore of it. The
nodding flower that grew so gayly up above there was day by day ripening a golden dust called pollen; and
every grain of this pollen—and they were very small grains indeed— knew perfectly well that the silken threads
were tubes, and they felt an irresistible desire to enter the shining passages, and explore them to the very end. So
one day, when the wind was tossing the whole blossoms this way and that, the pollen-grains danced out, and,
sailing down on the soft breeze, each one crept in at the open door of a sea-green tube. Down they slid over the
shining floors; and what was their delight to find, when they reached the end, that they had all along been
expected, and for each one was a little room prepared, and sweet food for their nourishment! And from this time
they had no desire to go away, but remained each in his own place, and grew every day stronger and larger and
rounder, even as baby in the cradle there, who has nothing to do but grow.
“Side by side were their cradles, one beyond another in beautiful straight rows; and as the pollen-grains grew
daily larger, the cradles also grew for their accommodation, until they felt themselves really full of sweet, delicious
life. At last, those who lived at the tops of the rows peeped out from the opening of the dry leaves which wrapped them
all together, and saw a little boy with his father coming through the cornfield; while yet everything was beaded with
dew, and the sun was scarcely an hour high. The boy carried a basket, and the father broke from the corn-stalks the full,
firm ears of sweet corn, and heaped the basket full.”
“O mother,” cried Willie, “that was father and I! Don't you remember how we used to go out last summer every
morning before breakfast to bring in the corn? And we must have taken that very ear; for I remémber how the full
kernels lay in straight rows, side by side,just as you have told.”
Now Alice is breaking her threads of silk, and trying to see the tiny opening of the tube, and Annie thinks she
will look for the pollen-grains the very next time she goes to the cornfield.
3
The stream that crept down from the hills, three miles away, has worn a smooth bed for itself in the gravel; has
watered the farmer’s fields, and turned the wheel of the old gristmill, where the miller tends the stones that grind the
farmer’s corn. But down below here the stream has something else to do.
It has been working hard, up and away from dam to dam again. And as always in life there should be something
besides business—something beautiful and peaceful—the stream has swept round this corner, behind the wooded point
of land which hides the mill, and spread itself out in the hollow of Brown’s meadow, where farmer Brown says his
grandfather used to tell him some Indian wigwams stood when he was a boy.
The land has sunk since then, and there is something more beautiful than Indian wigwarns there now. Where the
old squaws used to sit weaving baskets, and the pappooses rolled and plyed, is now thick, black mud, in which are great
tangled roots, some of them bigger than my arm.
All winter they lie there under the ice, while the children skate over them. In the spring, when everything stirs with
new life, they, too, must wake up; so, slowly and steadily, they begin to put up long sterns to reach the surface of the
water. Chambered sterns they are, each having four passages leading up to the air, and down to the root and black
mud. The walls of these chambers are brown and slimy, and each stem bears at its top a slimy bud—slimy on the
outside, brownish-green as it pushes up through the water; for this outer coat is stout and waterproof, and can well
afford to be unpretending, since it carries something very precious wrapped up inside.
Not days, but weeks, and even months, it is working upon this hidden treasure before we shall see it. And the
July mornings have come while we wait.
Can you wake at three o’clock, children, and, while the birds are singing their very best songs, go down the
road under the elms, across the little bridge, and through the hemlock grove at the right? It is a mile to walk, and
you will not be there too early. The broad, smooth pond, that the brook has made for its holiday pleasure, is at our
feet. At its bottom are the tangled roots; on the surface, among the flat, green leaves, float those buds that have
been so long creeping towards the light.
One long, bright beam from the sun just rising smiles across the meadow, and touches the folded buds. They must,
indeed, smile back in reply; so the thick sheath unfolds, and behold: the whitest, fairest lily-cup floats on the water, and
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its golden centre smiles back to the sun with many rays.
We watched only one, but perhaps none is willing to be latest in greeting the sun, and the pond is already halfcovered with a snowy fleet of boats fit for the fairies—boats under full sail for fairy-land, laden with beauty and
fragrance.
And this is what the dark mud can send forth. This is one of Mother Nature’s hidden treasures. Perhaps she
hides something as white and beautiful in all that seems dark and ugly, if only we will wait and watch for it, and
be willing to come at the very dawn of day to look for it.
The lilies will stay with us, now that at last they are here, all through the rest of the summer, and even into the
warm, sunny days of earliest October; but it will be only a few who stay so late as that. And where have the others
gone, meanwhile? You see there are no dead lilies floating, folded and decaying, among the pads.
The stem that found its way so surely to the upper world knows not less surely the way back again; and when
its white blossom has opened for the last time, and then wrapped its green cloak about it again, not to be unfolded, the
chambered stem coils backward and carries it safely to the bottom, where its seed may ripen in the soft, dark mud, and
prepare for another summer.
4
I know a little Scotch girl: she lives among the Highlands. Her home is hardly more than a hut; her food,
broth and bread. Her father keeps sheep on the hillsides, and, instead of wearing a coat, wraps himself in his
plaid, for protection from the cold winds that drive before, them great clouds of mist and snow among the
mountains.
As for Jeanie herself (you must be careful to spell her name with an ea, for that is Scotch fashion), her yellow
hair is bound about with a little snood, her face is browned by exposure to the weather, and her hands are hardened
by work; for she helps her mother to cook and sew, to spin and weave.
One treasure little Jeanie has which many a lady would be proud to wear. It is a necklace of amber beads—
“lamour beads,” old Elsie calls them; that is the name they went by when she was young.
You have, perhaps, seen amber, and know its rich, sunshiny color, and its fragrance when rubbed; and do you also
know that rubbing will make amber attract things somewhat as a magnet does? Jeanie’s beads had all these
properties, but some others besides, wonderful and lovely;- and it is of those particularly that I wish to tell you.
Each bead has inside of it some tiny thing, incased as if it had grown in the amber, and Jeanie is never tired of
looking at, and wondering about, them. Here is one with a delicate bit of ferny moss, shut up, as it were, in a globe
of yellow light. In another is the tiniest fly, his little wings outspread and raised for flight. Again, she can show us a
bee, lodged in one bead that looks like solid honey, and a little bright-winged beetle-in another. This one holds
two slender pine-needles lying across each other, and here we see a single scale of a pine-cone. Yet another shows
an atom of an acorn-cup, fit for a fairy’s use. I wish you could see the beads, for I cannot tell you the half of their
beauty.
Now, where do you suppose they came from, and how did little Scotch Jeanie come into possession of such a
treasure?
All she knows about it is, that her grandfather—old Kenneth, who cowers now all day in the chimney-corner—
once, years ago when he was a young lad, went down upon the seashore after a great storm, hoping to help save
something from the wreck of the Goshawk that had gone ashbre during the night. There, among the slippery sea-weeds,
his foot had accidentally uncovered a clear, shining lump of amber, in which all these little creatures were embedded.
Now Kenneth loved a pretty Highland lass, and, when she promised to be his bride, he brought her a
necklace of amber beads. He had carved them himself out of his lump of amber, working carefully to save in
each bead the prettiest insect or moss, and thinking, while he toiled hour after hour, of the delight with which
he should see his bride wear them. That bride was Jeanie’s grand mother; and when she died last year, she
said,
“Let little Jeanie have my lamour beads, and keep them as long as she lives.”
But what puzzled Jeanie was, how the amber came to be on the seashore; and, most of all, how the bees and
mosses came inside of it. Should you like to know? If you would, that is one of Mother Nature’s stories, and she
will gladly tell it. Hear what she answers to our questions:
“I remember a time, long, long before you were born—long, even, before any men were living upon the earth;
then these Scotch Highlands, as you call them, where little Jeanie lives, were covered with forests. There were oaks,
poplars, beeches, and pines; and among them one kind of pine, tall and stately, from which a shining yellow gum
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flowed, just as you have seen little drops of sticky gum exude from our own pine-trees. This beautiful yellow gum was
fragrant, and, as the thousands of little insects fluttered about it in the warm sunshine, they were attracted by its pleasant
odor-perhaps, too, by its taste. Once alighted upon it, they stuck fast and could not get away, while the great yellow
drops oozing out surrounded and at last covered them entirely. So, too, wind-blown bits of moss, leaves, acorns,
cones, and little sticks were soon securely embedded in the fast-flowing gum; and, as time went by, it hardened
and hardened more and more. This is amber."
That is well told, Mother Nature; but it does not explain how Kenneth's lump of amber came to be on the
seashore. Wait, then, for the second part of the story.
“Did you ever hear that, in those very old times, the land sometimes sank down into the sea, even so
deep that the water covered the very mountain-tops? And that then, after ages, it was slowly lifted up, to
sink indeed, perhaps, yet again and again? You can hardly believe it, yet I myself was there to see, and I
remember well when the great forests of the North of Scotland—the oaks, the poplars, and the amber pines—were
lowered into the deep sea. There, lying at the bottom of the ocean, the wood and the gum hardened like stone, and
only the great storms can disturb them as they lie half buried in the sand. It was one of those great storms that
brought Kenneth’s lump of amber to land.”
If we could only walk on the bottom of the sea, what treasures we might find!
5
Look at this mass of white jelly floating in a bowl of pond water. It is clear and delicate, formed of little
globes the size of peas, held together in one rounded mass. In each globe is a black dot.
I have it all in my room, and I watch it every day. Before a week passes, the black dots have lengthened into
little fishy bodies, each lying curled in his globe of jelly, for these globes are eggs, and these dots are soon to be
little living animals; we will see of what kind.
Presently they begin to jerk backwards and forwards, and perform such simple gymnastics as the small
accommodations of the egg will allow; and at last one morning, to my delight, I find two or three of the little
things free from the egg, and swimming like so many tiny fishes in my bowl of water. How fast they come out
now; five this morning, but twenty tonight, and thrice as many tomorrow!
The next day I conclude that the remaining eggs will not hatch, for they still show only dull, dead-looking
dots; so reluctantly I throw them away, wash out my bowl, and fill it anew with pond water. But, before doing
this, I had to catch all my little family, and put them safely into a tumbler to remain during their house-cleaning.
This was hard work; but I accomplished it with the help of a teaspoon, and soon restored them to a fresh, clean
home.
It would be difficult to tell you all their history, for never did little things grow faster, or change more
wonderfully, than they.
One morning I found them all arranged round the sides of the bowl in regular mili tary ranks, as straight and
stiff as a company on dress parade. It was then that I counted them, and discovered that there were just sixty-two.
You would think, at first sight, that these sixty-two brothers and sisters were all exactly alike; but, after
watching them a while, you see that one begins to distinguish himself as stronger and more advanced than any of
the others—the captain, perhaps, of the military company. Soon he sports a pair of little feathery gills on each
side of his head, as a young officer might sport his mustache; but these gills, unlike the mustache, are for use as
well as for ornament, and serve him as breathing tubes.
How the little fellows grow! no longer a slim little fish, but quite a portly tadpole with rounded body and
long tail, but still with no expression in his blunt-nosed face, and only two black-looking pits where the
eyes are to grow.
The others are not slow to follow their captain’s example. Day after day some new little fellow shows his gills,
and begins to swim by paddling with his tail in a very stylish manner.
And now a sad thing happens to my family of sixty-two—something which would never have happened had I left
the eggs at home in their own pond; for there there are plenty of tiny water-plants, whose little leaves and stems serve
for many a delicious meal to young tadpoles. I did not feed them, not knowing what to give them, and half imagining
that they could live very well upon water only; and so it happened that one morning, when I was taking them out with a
spoon as usual, to give them fresh water, I counted only fifty. Where were the others?
At the bottom of the bowl lay a dozen little tails, and I was forced to believe that the stronger tadpoles had taken
their weaker brothers for supper.
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I didn’t like to have my family broken up in this way, and yet I didn’t at that, time know what to give them; so
the painful proceeding was not checked, and day after day my strongest tadpoles grew even stronger, and the tails of
the weaker lay at the bottom of the bowl.
The captain throve finely, had clear, bright eyes, lost his feathery gills, and showed through his thin skin that he
had a set of excellent legs folded up inside. At last, one day, he kicked out the two hind ones, and after that was
never tired of displaying his new swimming powers. The forelegs followed in due time; and when all this was done,
the tail, which he no longer needed to steer with, dropped off, and my largest tadpole became a little frog.
His brothers and sisters, such of them as were left (for, I grieve to say, he had required a great many hearty meals to
enable him to reach the frog state), followed his illustrious example as soon as they were able. And then, of course, my
little bowl of water was no suitable home for them; so away they went out into the grass, among the shallow pools, and
into the swamps. I never knew exactly where; and I am afraid that, should I meet even my progressive little
captain again, I should hardly recognize him, so grown and altered he would be. He no longer devours his
brothers, but, with a tongue as long as his body, seizes slugs and insects, and swallows them whole. In
the winter he sleeps with his brothers and sisters, with the bottom of some pond or marsh for a bed, where
they all pack themselves away, hundreds together, laid so closely that you can’t distinguish one from another.
But early in the spring you may hear their loud croaking; and when the March sun has thawed the ice from the
ponds, the mother-frogs are all very busy with their eggs, which they leave in the shallow water—round jelly-like
masses, like the one I told you of at the beginning of this story, made up of hundreds and hundreds of eggs. For
the frog mother hopes for a large family of children, and she knows, by sad experience, that no sooner are they
born than the fishes snap them up by the dozen; and even after they have found their legs, and begin to feel old, and
competent to take care of themselves, the snakes and the weasels will not hesitate to take two or three for breakfast,
if they come in the way. So you see the mother-frog has good reason for laying so many eggs.
The toads too, who, by the way, are cousins to the frogs, come down in April to lay their eggs also in the water—
long necklaces of a double row of fine transparent eggs, each one showing its black dot, which is to grow into a
tadpole, and swim about with its cousins, the frog tadpoles; while they all look so much alike that I fancy their own
mothers do not know them apart.
I once picked up a handful of them, and took them home. One grew up to be a charming little tree-toad, while
some of his companions gave good promise, by their big awkward forms, of growing by and by into great bullfrogs.
6
Do you know that flowers, as well as people, live in families? Come into the garden, and I will show you
how.
Here is a red rose: the beautiful bright-colored petals are the walls of the house—built in a circle, you see.
Next come the yellow stamens, standing also in a circle. These are the father of the household -perhaps you
would say the fathers, there are so many. They stand round the mother, who lives in the very middle, as if
they were put there to protect and take care of her. And she is the straight little pistil, standing in the midst of
all. The children are seeds, put away for the present in a green cradle at their mother’s feet, where they will
sleep and grow as babies should, until by and by they will all have opportunities to come out and build for
themselves fine rose-colored houses like that of their parents.
It is in this way that most of the flowers live; some, it is true, quite differently. For the beautiful scarlet maple
blossoms, that open so early in the spring, have the fathers on one tree, and the mothers on another, and they can
only make flying visits to each other when a high wind chooses to give them a ride.
The golden-rod and asters and some of their cousins have yet another way of living, and it is of this I must tell
you today.
You know the roadside asters, purple and white, that bloom so plenteously all through the early autumn? Each
flower is a circle of little rays, spreading on every side; but, if you should pull it to pieces to look for a family like
that of the rose, you would be sadly confused about it, for the aster’s plan of living is very different from the rose’s.
Each purple or white ray is a little home in itself; and these are all inhabited by maiden ladies, living each one alone
in the one delicately colored room of her house. But in the middle of the aster you will find a dozen or more little
families, all packed away together. Each one has its own small, yellow house; each has the father, mother, and one
child: they all live here together on the flat circle which is called a disk, and round them are built the houses
belonging to the maiden aunts, who watch and protect the whole.
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This is what we might call living in a community. People do so sometimes. Different families who like to be
near each other will take a very large house and inhabit it together; so that in one house there will be many
fathers, mothers, and children, and very likely maiden aunts and bachelor uncles besides.
Do you understand, now, how the asters live in communities? The golden-rod also lives in communities, but yet not
exactly after the aster’s plan—in smaller houses generally, and these, of course, contain fewer families. Four or five of
the maiden aunts live in yellow-walled rooms round the outside, and in the middle live fathers, mothers, and children,
as they do in the asters. But here is the difference: if the golden-rod has smaller houses, it has more of them together
upon one stem. I have never counted them, but you can, now that they are in bloom, and tell me how many.
And have you ever noticed how gracefully these great companies are arranged? For the golden-rods are like
elm-trees in their forms. Some grow in one single, tall plume, bending over a little at the top; some in a double or
triple plume, so that the nodding heads may bend on each side. But the largest are like the great Etruscan elms,
many branches rising gracefully from the main stem and curving over on every side, like those tall glass vases
which, I dare say, you have all seen.
Do not forget, when you are looking at these golden plumes, that each one, as it tosses in the wind, is rocking
its hundreds of little dwellings, with the fathers, mothers, babies, and all.
When you go out for golden-rod and asters, you will find also the great purple thistle, one of those cousins who has
adopted the same plan of living. It is so prickly that I advise you not to attempt breaking it off, but only with your
finger-tips push softly down into the purple tassel; and if the thistle is ripe, as I think it will be in these autumn days,
you will feel a bed of softest down under the spreading purple top. A little gentle pushing will set the down all astir,
and I can show you how the children are about to take leave of the home where they were born and brought up. Each
seed child has a downy wing with which it can fly, and also cling, as you will see, if we set them loose, and the wind
blows them on to your woollen frock. They are hardy children, and not afraid of anything: they venture out into the
world fearlessly, and presume to plant themselves and prepare to build wherever they choose, without regard to the
rights of the farmer’s ploughed field or your mother’s nicely laid out garden.
More of the community flowers are the immortelles, and in spring the dandelions. Examine them, and tell me
how they build their houses, and what sort of families they have; how the children go away; when the house is
broken up; and what becomes of the fathers, mothers, and aunts.
7
It is May—almost the end of May, indeed, and the Mayflowers have finished thefr blooming for this year. It is
growing too warm for those delicate violets and hepaticas that dare brave even March winds, and can bear snow better
than summer heats.
Down at the edge of the pond the tall water-grasses and rushes are tossing their heads a little in the wind, and
swinging a little, lightly and lazily, with the motion of the water. But the water is almost clear and still this
morning, scarcely rippled, and in its beautiful, broad mirror reflects the chestnut-trees on the bank, and the little
points of land that run out from the shore and give foothold to the old pines, standing guard day and night,
summer and winter, to watch up the pond and down.
Do you think now that you know how the pond looks in the sunshine of this May morning?
If we come close to the edge where the rushes are growing, and look down through the clear water, we shall see
some uncouth and clumsy black bugs crawling upon the bottom of the pond. They have six legs, and are covered with
a coat of armor, laid plate over plate. It looks hard and horny, and the insect himself has a dull, heavy way with him,
and might be called very stupid, were it not for his eagerness in catching and eating every little fly and mosquito that
comes within his reach. His eyes grow fierce and almost bright, and he seizes his prey with open mouth, and eats all
day long, if he can find any thing suited to his taste.
I am afraid you will think he is not very interesting, and will not care to make his acquaintance. But, let me tell
you, something very wonderful is about to happen to him. If you stay and watch patiently, you will see what I saw
once, and have never forgotten.
Here he is crawling in mud under the water this May morning. Out over the pond shoot the flat water-boatmen,
and the water-spiders dance and skip as if the pond were a floor of glass; while here and there skims a blue
dragon-fly, with his fine, firm wings that look like the thinnest gauze, but are really wondrously strong, for all
their delicate appearance.
The dull, black bug sees all these bright, agile insects, and, for the first time in his life, he feels discontented
with his own low place in the mud. A longing creeps through him that is quite different from the customary longing
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for mosquitoes and flies.
“I will creep up the stem of this rush,” he thinks, “and perhaps, when I reach the surface of the water, I can dart
like the little flat boatmen, or, better than all, shoot through the air like the blue-winged dragon-fly.”
But, as he crawls toilsomely up the slippery stem, the feeling that he has no wings like the dragon-fly makes him
discouraged and almost despairing. At last, however, with much labor he has reached the surface, has crept out of the
water, and, clinging to the green stem, feels the spring air and sunshine all about him. Now let him take passage with
the boatmen, or ask some of the little spiders to dance. Why doesn’t he begin to enjoy himself?
Alas! see his sad disappointment. After all this toil, after passing some splendid chances of good breakfasts on
the way up, and spending all his strength on this one exploit, he finds the fresh air suffocating him. And a most
strange and terrible feeling comes over him, as his coat-of-mail, which until now was always kept wet, shrinks,
and seems even cracking off while the warm air dries it.
“Oh,” thinks the poor bug, “I must die! It was folly in me to crawl up here. The mud and the water were good
enough for my brothers, and good enough for me too, had I only known it; and now I am too weak, and feel too
strangely, to attempt going down again the way I came up.”
See how uneasy he grows, feeling about in doubt and dismay, for a darkness is coming over his eyes. It is the black
helmet, a part of his coat-of-mail: it has broken off at the top, and is falling down over his face. A minute more, and it
drops below his chin, and what is his astonishment to find that, as his old face breaks away, a new one comes in its
place, larger, much more beautiful, and having two of the most admirable eyes!—two, I say, because they look like
two, but each of them is made up of hundreds of little eyes. They stand out globe-like on each side of his head, and
look about over a world unknown and wonderful to the dull, black bug who lived in the mud. The sky seems bluer,
the sunshine brighter, and the nodding grass and flowers more gay and graceful. Now he lifts this new head to see
more of the great world, and behold! as he moves he is drawing himself out of the old suit of armor.
From two neat little cases at its sides come two pairs of wings, folded up like fans, and put away here to be ready
for use when the right time should come; still half folded they are, and must be carefully spread open and smoothed
for use. And while he trembles with surprise, see how with every movement he is escaping from the old armor. He
draws from their sheaths fine legs, longer and far more beautifully made and colored than the old, and a slender body
that was packed away like a spyglass, and is now drawn slowly out, one part after another. At last the dark coat-ofmail dangles empty from the rushes, and above it sits a dragon-fly with great, wondering eyes, long, slender body, and
two pairs of delicate, gauzy wings, fine and firm as the very ones he had been watching but an hour ago.
The poor black bug who thought he was dying was only passing out of his old life to be born into a higher
one; and see how much brighter and more beautiful it is!
And now shall I tell you how, months ago, the mother dragon-fly dropped into the water her tiny eggs,
which lay there in the mud, and by and by hatched out the dark, crawling bugs? They are so unlike the mother
that she does not know them for her children, and, flying over the pond, looks down through the water where
they, crawl among the rushes, and has not a single word to say to them, until, in due time, they find their way
up to the air, and pass into the new winged life.
If you will go to some pond when spring is ending or summer beginning, and find among the water-grasses
such an insect as I have told you of, you may see all this for yourselves; and you will say with me, dear children,
that nothing you have ever known is more wonderful.
107.116 A Capillary Crime\fn{by Francis David Millet (1846-1912)} Mattapoisett, Plymouth County, Massachusetts,
U.S.A. (M) 8
Near the summit of the hill in the Quartier Montmartre,\fn{ The Montmartrer District.} Paris, is a little street in
which the grass grows between the paving-stones, as in the avenues of some dead old Italian city. Tall buildings
border it for about one third its length, and the walls of tiny gardens, belonging to houses on adjacent streets,
occupy the rest of its extent. It is a populous thoroughfare, but no wheels pass through it, for the very good reason
that near the upper end it suddenly takes a short turn, and shoots up the hill at an incline too steep for a horse to
climb. The regular morning refuse cart, and on rare occasions a public carriage, venture a short distance into the
lower part of the street, and even these, on wet, slippery days, do not pass the door of the first house. Scarcely two
minutes’ walk from the busy exterior boulevards, this little corner of the great city is as quiet as a village nearly all
day long. Early in the morning the sidewalks clatter with the shoes of workmen hurrying down to their work,
children scamper along playing hid-and-seek in the doorways on their way to school, and then follows as long
silence, broken only by the glazier with his shrill cry, “Vi-i-itrier!” or the farmer with his “A la crème, fromage à
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la crème!” In the late summer afternoons the women bring their babies out and sit on the doorsteps, as the Italians
do, gossiping across the street, and watching the urchins pitch sous against the curb-stone, or draw schoolboy
hieroglyphics on the garden walls. There is a musical quiet in this little street. Birds sing merrily in the stunted
trees of the shady gardens, the familiar calls of hens and chickens and the shrill crows of the cock come from
every enclosure, and all the while is heard the deep and continuous note of the rumble of the city down below. At
night the street is lighted by two lanterns swung on ropes between opposite houses; and the flickering, dim light,
sending uncertain shadows upon the blank walls and the towering façades, gives the place a weird and fantastic
aspect.
Montmartre is full of these curious highways. Quite distinct from the rest of the city by reason of its elevated
position, few or no modern improvements have changed its character, and a large extent of it remains today much
the same as it was fifty years ago.
It is perhaps the cheapest quarter of the city. Rents are low, and the necessities and commodities of life are
proportionately cheaper than in other parts of the town. This fact, and the situation of the quarter affords for
unobstructed view of the sky, have always attracted artists, and many cozy studios are hidden away in the maze of
housetops there. On the little street I have just described are several large windows indicating unmistakably the
profession of those occupying the apartments.
Late one dark and stormy evening a gate creaked and an automatic bell sounded at the entrance to one of the
little gardens half-way up the street. A young woman came out into the light of the swinging lantern, and hurried
down the sidewalk. Her unnaturally quick and spasmodic movements showed she was anxious to get away from
the neighborhood as quickly as possible. Her instinctive avoidance of the bad places in the sidewalk gave
evidence of her familiarity with the locality. In a few moments she had left the tortuous narrow side street that led
down the hill, and stood upon the brilliantly lighted boulevard. Pausing for an instant only, she rapidly crossed the
street, and soon stood beside the fountain in the Place Pigalle. Here she watched for a moment the surface of the
water, ruffled by the gusts of wind and beaten by the fierce raindrops. Suddenly she turned and hurried away
down the Rue Pigalle, across to the Rue Blanche, and was shortly lost in the crowd that was pouring out of the
doorway of the skating-rink.
The little street on the hill remained deserted and desolate. The lights in the windows went out one by one. The
wind gusts swayed the lanterns to and fro, creaking the rusty pulleys and rattling the glass in the iron frames. Now
and then a gate was blown backward and forward with a dull sound, a shutter slammed, and between the surges of
the wind could be heard the spurting\fn{The text has: spirting.} of the stream from the spouts and the rush of the
water in the gutters. Towards midnight a single workman staggered up the street from the cheap cabaret kept in
the wood-and-charcoal shop on the corner. A little later a sergent de ville, wrapped in a cloak, passed slowly up
the sidewalk, until he came to a spot where the asphalt was worn away, and thee was a great pool of muddy water.
There he stopped, turned around, and strode down the street again. The melancholy music of the storm went on.
Suddenly, towards morning, there was a dull, prolonged report like the sound of a distant blast of rocks. The
great studio window over the little garden flashed red for an instant, then grew black again, and all was still. Away
up on the opposite side of the street a window was opened, a head thrust out, and, meeting the drenching rain, was
quickly withdrawn. A hand and bare arm were pushed through the half-open window, feeling for the fastening of
the shutter. In an adjoining house a light was seen in the window, and it continued to burn. Then the mournful
music of the tempest went on as before.
Shortly after daybreak the same young woman who had fled so hastily the evening before, slowly and with
difficulty mounted the hill. Her clothes were saturated with the rain, and clung to her form as the violent wind
caught her and sent her staggering along. Her bonnet was out of shape and beaten down around her ears, and her
dark hair was matted on her forehead. Her face was haggard, and her eyes were large and full of a strange gleam.
She was evidently of Southern\fn{Southern European.} birth, for her features had the sculpturesque regularity of the
Italian, and her skin, though pallid and bloodless, was still deep in tone. She hesitated at the garden gate for a
while, then opened it, entered, and shut it behind her, the automatic bell tinkling loudly. No one appearing at the
door, she opened and shut the gate again to ring the bell. A second and third time she rang in the same way, and
without any response from the house. At last, hearing no sound, she crossed the garden, tried the house door, and,
finding it unlocked, opened it and went in. Shortly afterwards a frightened cry was heard in the studio, and a
moment later the girl came out of the house, her haggard face white with fear. Clutching her hands together with a
nervous motion, she hastened down the street. A half-hour later a femme de ménage\fn{Charwoman.} opened the
gate, passed through the garden, and tried her key in the door. Finding it unlocked, she simply said, “Perhaps he’s
gone out,” and went into the kitchen and began to prepare breakfast. Before the water boiled the gate opened
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sharply, and three persons entered; first, the martial figure of a sergent de ville; second, a tall, blond young man in
a brown velveteen coat and waistcoat and light trousers; and, lastly, the girl, still trembling and panting. The
sergent carefully locked the gate onb the inside, taking the key with him, and, followed by the young man, entered
the house, paused in the kitchen for a few rapid words with the femme de ménage, and then went up into the
studio. The girl crouched down upon the stone step by the gate and hid her face.
The studio was of irregular shape, having curious projections and corners, and one third of the ceiling lower
than the rest. The alcove formed by this drop in the ceiling was bout the size of an ordinary bedchamber. The
drawn curtain of the large side window shut out so much of the dim daylight that the whole studio was in twilight.
In the farther corner of the deep alcove was a low divan, filling the recess between a quaint staircase which led
into the attic and the wall opposite the window. This divan served as a bed, and on it, half covered with the
bedclothes, lay a man stretched on his back, with his face turned towards the window. The left arm hung over the
edge of the divan, and the hand, turned inertly under the wrist, rested on the floor. There was the unmistakable
pallor of death on the face, visible even in the uncertain gloom. The sergent quickly lowered the curtain, letting in
a flood of cold, gray light. Then great blood-stains were seen on the pillow, and on the neck and shoulders of the
shirt. Beside the bed stood, like a grim guard of the dead body, the rigid and angular figure of a manikin dressed
in Turkish costume. Between the manikin and the window lay on the floor a large flint-lock pistol. Near the
window stood an easel, with a large canvas turned away from the light.
The two men paused in the middle of the studio, and looked at the spectacle without speaking. Then the young
man rushed to the divan, and caught the arm that hung over the side, but dropped it instantly again.
“Touch nothing. Do not touch a single object,” commanded the sergent, sternly. Then he approached the body
himself, put his hand on the face, and said, “He is dead.” Taking the young man by the arm, he led him out of the
room, carefully locking the door behind him. In the kitchen he wrote a few words on a leaf torn from his
notebook, gave it to the femme de ménage with a hasty direction, checked her avalanche of questions with a
single, significant gesture, led the way into the garden, unlocked the gate, and half pushed her into the street.
He stood quietly watching the crouching figure of the young girl for some time, then stooping over her, raised
her, half forcibly, half gently, to her feet, and pointed out that the place where she saw was wet and muddy. Then
he made a few commonplace remarks about the weather. In a short time the femme de ménage returned,
breathless, accompanied by two more officers, one of them a lieutenant.
Sit was curious to see the instantaneous transformation of the little street when the femme de ménage and the
two policemen entered the gate. Windows were opened and heads thrust out on all sides. It was impossible to say
where the people came from, but in a very short time the street was blocked with a crowd that gathered around the
gate. Those on the sidewalk struggled to get a peep through the gate, while those in the street stared fixedly at the
studio window. One of two tried to force the gate open, but a sergent de ville, posted inside, pushed the bolts in
place. The femme de ménage, who had managed to get a glimpse of the scene in the studio, sat weeping
dramatically at the kitchen window.
The lieutenant and the sergent who first came went from one room to another, examining everything with care,
to see if there had been a robbery. In the studio they scrutinized every inch of the room, even to the dust-covered
stairway that led to the little attic over the alcove. Then, after a hasty examination of the corpse, they mounted the
stairway that led from the entry to the roof, and searched for fresh scratches on the lead-covered promenade there.
Apparently satisfied with the completeness of their search, they remained awhile there, looking at the slated roof,
and at the hawthorn-tree which stretched two or three strong branches almost up to the iron railing of the balcony.
The lieutenant then, with great deliberation, took down in his notebook the exact situation in the studio,
measuring carefully the distance of the pistol from the body, noting the angle of the wound (for the ball had gone
through the head just over the ear), taking account of many things that would have escaped the attention of the
ordinary observer. When this was finished, he sent away one of the sergents, who shortly returned with two men
bearing a stretcher, or rather a rusty black bier. The men were conducted to the studio, and there, with businesslike
haste, they placed the body on the bier, strapped it firmly there, covered it with a soiled and much-worn black
cloth, and with the aid of the officers carried it down the stairs and out of the house into the garden. The girl, who
had remained standing where the sergent had placed her, sank down again on the stone steps at the sight of the
black bier and its burden, and hid her face in her hands. There was a momentary gleam of something like
satisfaction in the eye of the sergent who stood beside her.
The lieutenant, who had remained to put seals on the door of the studio, on the door which led out upon the
promenade, and upon all the windows of the upper stories, came out of the house, followed by the young man in
the velveteen coat, and the weeping femme de ménage. The lieutenant had a bundle in his arms a foot and a half
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long, done up in a newspaper. He gave the sergent at the gate a brief order, then went out into the street, clearing
the sidewalk of the crowd. The body was next borne out, and the young man and the two women, followed by one
of the sergents, presented themselves to the eyes of the curious multitude. Without delay the two bearers marched
off down the street at a rapid pace, the heavy burden shaking with the rhythm of their step. The little procession of
officers and prisoners, accompanied by the whole of the great crowd, followed the bier to the prefecture. There a
preliminary examination of the two women and the young man was held, and they were all detained as witnesses.
The body was carried to the morgue.
It would be tedious to describe in detail the different processes of law which to our Anglo-Saxon eyes appear
but empty and useless indignities heaped upon the defenseless dead. Neither would it be an attractive task to give
a minute account of the meager funeral ceremonies which the friends of the dead artist conducted, after they had
succeeded in getting possession of the body for burial. The grave was dug in the cemetery of Montmartre, and the
few simple tributes of friendship placed on the mound were lost among the flashing filigree emblems and gaudy
wreaths which adorned the surrounding tombstones.
The theories which were advanced by the three officers who had examined the premises were distinguished by
some invention and ingenuity. From carefully collected information concerning the intimate life and whole history
of the three persons kept as witnesses, the officers constructed each his separate romance about the motives for
the crime and the manner in which it was committed. The lieutenant had quite a voluminous biography of each
character.
Concerning Charles Mandel, the dead artist, it was found that he was a native of Styria, in Austria; that his
parents and all his relatives were exceedingly poor; that he had worked his way up from a place as a farmer’s boy
to a position as attendant in the baths at Gastein, and thence he had found his way to Munich, and to the School of
Fine Arts there. He had taken a good rank in the Academy, and after several years’ study, supporting himself
meanwhile on a small government subsidy and by the sale of pen-and-ink sketches, he began to paint pictures.
When he had saved money enough he came to Paris, where he had lived about eighteen months. His character
was unimpeachable. He lived quietly, and rarely went out of the quarter; was never seen a the balls in the old
windmill on the summit of Montmartre, nor did he frequent the Elisée Montymartre, the skating rink, the Crique
Fernando, nor any other place of amusement in the neighborhood. The little Café du Rat Mort, in the Place
Pigalle, was the only café he visited, and in this he was accustomed to pass an hour or two every evening in
company with his friend, the sculptor Paul Benner. He was not known to have any enemies, there was no
suspicion that he was connected with the Internationalists,\fn{ Anarchist activity is meant.} and the only reason he had
been remarked at all as an individual was because he spoke French badly, and always conversed in German with
his friend Benner.
The information concerning the latter was a great deal more accurate and precise. A great deal of it, however,
was irrelevant. He was born in Strasburg, in 1849, and began the study of his profession there. He came to Paris
when he was twenty years old, and entered the Académie des Beaux Arts. After he had finished the course he set
up his studio in Montmartre, and had already exhibited successful works in three salons. He had a great many
friends in the city, and was well spoken of by all who knew him. The only thing that could possibly be urged
against him was the fact that he seemed very little disturbed at the idea of being a Prussian subject.\fn{ Strasburg was
occupied by Prussia from 1870-1918. It had only been part of France since 1681, when Louis XIV suddenly seized it during a time of
peace. Before that—indeed, since 923—it had been part of the German Holy Roman Empire .} But he was consistently

cosmopolitan, as his intimate friendship with the Austrian and his equally close relations with fellow-students in
the Beux Arts abundantly proved.
The inquiries about the girl were, judging from the frequent gaps in the history as written in the lieutenant’s
notebook, conducted with difficulty, and with only partial success. She was a Corsican, and was generally called
Rose Blanche, the translation of her Corsican name, Rosina Bianchi By the artists she was facetiously called La
Rose Blanche, partly because of her hair and complexion, which were of the darkest Southern hue, and partly for
the sake of the grammatical harmony of the name thus altered. Nothing in particular was found out about her early
life. She herself declared she was born in a small village in the mountains of Corsica, and that her father, mother,
and several brothers and sisters were still living there. She had come to Paris as a model just before the
siege,\fn{During the Franco-Prussian War of 1870.} having first begun to pose in Marseilles, whither she had gone from
Corsica to live with an aunt. This aunt had married a crockery merchant, and was a respectable member of the
community. From her was gleaned some notion of the family. It was of genuine Corsican stock, and they all had
the violent passions which are the common characteristic of that people. Rosinas, while in Marseilles, had been
quiet and proper enough except when she had been, as her aunt described, un peu toquee. At long intervals it
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seemed that she became highly sensitive and excitable. She would on these occasions fly into a mad rage at a
trifle, and when she grew calmer would sob and weep for a while, and end by remaining sullen and morose for
hours, sometimes for days. Her aunt had opposed her going to Paris, prophesying all sorts of evil. She had never
seen her since her departure, and had only heard from her twice or three times since she had left Marseilles.
Thee was scarcely a better-known model in Paris than La Rose Blanche. She was not one of those choice
favorites who are engaged for months and sometimes for a year in advance at double prices, but she was in great
demand, especially among sculptors. Her head was Italian enough to serve as a model for the costume pictures of
the Campagna peasants, but she was much more picturesque as a Spanish girl, and her employment among the
painters was chiefly with those who painted Spanish or Eastern subjects. The sculptors found in her form a certain
girlishness which h ad not disappeared with age, and although she was twenty-five years old, she had the lithe,
slender figure of a girl of seventeen. There was something of the faun in the accents of her limbs, and she was
active, wiry, and muscular. The artists connected the peculiarities of her figure with the characteristics of her
disposition, and often said to her, “What a hand and arm for a stiletto!” “Yes,” she would answer, with a glittering
eye; “and it isn’t afraid to hold one either!” Every one had noticed her violent temper, and some of those who wee
best acquainted with her confessed to the feeling that it was like playing with gunpowder to have much to do with
her. When she was in good spirits, she was soft-mannered and amiable; but when roused in the least, she became
like a fury. She had frequently posed in the ateliers,\fn{Studios.} and then she had been treated with great respect
by the students. For the past year she had served often as a model for Benner in the execution of his statue Diana
Surprised At Her Bath, and when she was not at work with him was generally in Mandel’s studio, where she
posed for a figure in a picture from the history of Hungary, an event in one of the Turkish invasions. With the
exception of the report of her eccentricities of temper, nothing had counted against her. Even this was partly
counter-balanced by the testimony of many to whom she had been both kind and useful. As far as her moral
character went, some had said, with an expressive shrug of the shoulders, “she’s a model, and like all the rest of
them.” Others had declared that she was undoubtedly honest and virtuous. No one knew anything—at least no one
confessed to any positive knowledge—of her suspected transgressions.
The poor femme de ménage, whose life had been hitherto without an event worth the attention of the police,
did not escape the most rigid scrutiny. Her history was sifted out as carefully as that of the other three. She was
married to a second husband, and the mother of a boy of eighteen, who was salesman in one of the large drygoods shops. Her husband, besides the duties of concierge\fn{Caretaker.} in the house where they lived—an
occupation which paid for the rent of the rooms they occupied—managed to make a trifle at his trade of tailor,
repairing and turning old garments, and on rare occasions making a new coat or a pair of trousers for an old
customer. He was also employed as a supernumerary in the Grand Opera, a duty which obliged him to attend the
theater often, to the serious interruption of his home occupations. He could not well give up the place in the
theater, for his salary was just enough, with the rest he earned, to make both ends meet. The wife was obliged to
be at home so much, to fill her husband’s place in the care of the great house, that she could only manage to do
very little outside work. The families in the house were all working people, and consequently could not afford the
luxury of assistance in the kitchen. She therefore found a place as femme de ménage with some family in the
vicinity. For some time she had been in the employ of the dead artist, and was particularly satisfied with the place,
first because she could choose her own hours, and then because she had very little to do, and was paid as much as
if she took care of a family—twenty francs a month. One circumstance excited the suspicion of the police. She
had been gone nearly the whole afternoon of the day before the murder. When she returned at dark her husband
noticed that she was heated and confused, and asked her where she had been. She refused to tell him, painfully
trying to make the refusal palatable by jokes. And the police with little difficulty found out exactly what she had
been doing for the three or four hours in question. She had been to the Cemetery of Montmartre. She had been
seen by the keepers there busy near a grave on the third side avenue to the left, about a quarter way up the slope.
They had observed her digging up the two small flowering shrubs she had planted there years before, and had
constantly tended. These shrubs she had wrapped up in an old colored shirt, and had carried them away. Further, a
neighbor of the dead artist in the little street on Montmartre deposed that late in the afternoon of the day before
the tragedy she had seen the femme de ménage enter the gate of the studio garden, bearing an irregular-shaped
bundle of considerable size. The police, on visiting the garden, found the two shrubs described by the keepers of
the cemetery freshly planted in the little central plot.
Then for the first time they questioned the femme de ménage herself, and she confessed, with an abundance of
tears, that her only daughter had died five years previous, and that she had been buried in the Cimetière
Montmartre, and the grave had been purchased for the period of five years. The term was to expire within a few
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days, and the poor woman, unable to pay for a further lease of ground, was obliged to give up her claim to the
grave. She could not bear to lose the shrubs, for they were souvenirs of her dead child, who cultivated them when
very small plants in flower-pots on the balcony. The mother had dug them up in the cemetery, and transplanted
them in the garden of the house where she worked, having no garden-plot of her own. She intended the next day
to tell the artist what she had done, and to get his permission to let the shrubs flourish there. She had refused to
explain her absence to her husband because the girl had been dead a year when she married him, and he had
sometimes reproached her for spending her time in the cemetery. As it was not his child, he could not be expected
to care for it; and the poor mother, not having the courage to ask for money to renew the lease of the grave, kept
her own counsel about the matter.
The examination of the witnesses, and the investigation of their personal history, threw but little light upon the
exact state of the relations which existed between the painter and La Rose Blanche. The neighbors had overheard
at various times loud talking in the studio, and occasionally some violent language that sounded very much like a
quarrel. One or two of the shrewd ones, especially an old woman who sold vegetables from a little handcart on the
corner, volunteered their opinion that the model was in love with the artist. The withered and blear-eyed old
huckster gave as reason for her opinion that the model had generally stayed long after painting hours, and was
unusually prompt in the morning. But there was quite as much proof that Mandel did not care for the model as
that she was enamored of him. He never watched for her in the morning, never came to the door with her; treated
her always, as far as was noticed by any one who had seen them together, as if on the most formal terms with her.
In the Café du Rat Mort it was found that La Rose Blanche had often come in during the evening, sometimes in
fine costume and elaborate toilet, and had placed herself at the table where Mandel and Benner seat. The latter
always appeared glad to see her, and joked and chatted with her, while Mandel was evidently annoyed by her
presence, and did not try very hard to conceal his feelings.
An almost inquisitorial examination of Benner elicited the fact that his friend had confided to him that the
model tormented him with her attentions, and so thrust herself upon him that he was at a loss what to do about it.
He had thought seriously of giving up the picture he was at work on, so that she might have no excuse for coming
to his studio. The same examination drew out the confession that he was in love with La Rose Blanche himself,
and had been for some time.
Now the most plausible theory of the three officers was apparently well enough supported the fact to warrant a
most careful investigation. This theory was based chiefly on the common French axiom that a woman is at the
bottom of every piece of mischief. The strongest suspicion pointed towards La Rose Blanche, and no motive but
that of jealousy could be assigned for the deed. It was necessary, then, to find some cause for jealousy before this
theory could be accepted. Mandel was, as the study of his character had proved to the officers, of a quiet and
peaceable disposition, and not in the habit of frequenting society. Although, like most young men, he spent part of
his time in the café, he was more disposed to stay at home than to join in any time-killing amusement. After the
most diligent search, the officers only succeeded in finding one girl besides La Rose Blanche who had been at all
on friendly terms with the artist. She was a model who had posed for a picture he painted while he occupied a
studio in Rue Monsieur le Prince, in the Latin Quarter. But it was also found out that La Rose Blanche had never
seen Mandel until long after the picture was finished and the model dismissed. In this way the investigation went
on with all possible ingenuity and most wearisome deliberation. No effort was more fruitful than the one just
described. Every clue which promised to lead to the slightest knowledge of the life of the artist or the character of
the model was followed out persistently, doggedly, and often even cruelly. Thus months passed.
Benner had been discharged from custody after his first long and trying examination. Unable to work, he
wandered around the city in an aimless way. He could not help having a faint yet agonizing glimmer of hope that
he might meet with a solution of the mystery of his friend’s death. This solution would, he was sure, prove La
Rose Blanche innocent. His unfinished statue in the clay, moistened only at irregular intervals, cracked and
shrunk, and gradually fell to pieces. Dust settled in his studio, and his modeling tolls rusted where they lay. At
first he had tried to work, and, summoning another model, he had uncovered the clay. But he only spoiled what he
touched, and after a short time he threw down his tools and walked away.
La Rose Blanche languished in the house of detention. Benner gradually began to lose courage, and perhaps
even his faith wavered a little. When he learned that in the course of examination the sleepy concierge of the
house where the model lived had testified that she was absent all night at the time of the tragedy, Benner felt
convinced that circumstances had combined to convict the girl. Her explanation had been most unsatisfactory. She
had quarreled with the artist because he told her he was annoyed by her. She did not remember what she said or
did; she only knew that she left the house in a great passion, and walked the streets all night in the rain. Her
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passion gave way to her affection for the artist, and as soon as it was light she went to the studio to ask him to
forgive her. She found him dead.
It was the apathy of La Rose Blanche quite as much as her inability to prove herself innocent that caused the
increasing uneasiness in Benner’s mind. Not that he believed her for a moment guilty, but he knew that she was
convicting herself with fatal rapidity. He, knowing her character, could understand how she could walk the strets
all night in the storm. He, in the warmth of his passion for her, had often fought with the weather for the relief the
struggle afforded him. Love-madness is nothing new, and the model’s actions were only one phase of it. At the
little Café du Rat Mort, Benner now spent all his evenings, and on some days part of the afternoon. He grew to be
one of the fixtures of the establishment. The habitués\fn{Frequent customers.} of the place had ceased to talk about
him, and no longer pointed him out to the newcomers as the friend of the dead artist. The self-consciousness,
which in the beginning was painful to him, gradually wore away, and he almost forgot himself at times in
connection with the tragedy, and only kept constantly a dull sense of waiting—waiting for he knew not what.
Evening after evening he sat at the little corner table of the front room of the café, smoking cigarettes, playing
with the curious long-handled spoons, and occasionally sipping coffee or a glass of beer. The two tables between
his seat and the window on the street changed occupants many times during the evening, and the newspapers grew
sticky, fumbled, and worn at the hands of the frequent readers. The opposite side of this room of the café was
filled by a long counter, covered on top with shining zinc, and divided into several compartments, on the highest
of which stood the water carafes and a filter. Behind this counter sat Madame Lépic, the wife of the proprietor,
placidly knitting from morning until midnight. When the street door opened she raised her eyes and greeted the
comer with a hospitable smile; then her face resumed its normal expression of contentment. By carefully watching
her it could be discovered that she had a habit of quickly glancing out from under her eyebrows and taking in the
whole interior of the café in a flash of her dark little eye. Just beyond the end of the counter a partition,
wainscoted as high as a man’s shoulder and with glass above, divided the café into two rooms. From where she
sat Madame Lépic could overlook the four tables in the inner room as well as the three in the front. Her habit of
constant watchfulness was cultivated, of course, by the necessity of keeping run of the two tired-looking waiters,
who, like the rest of their class, had the weakness of being tempted by the abundance of money which passed
through their hands. The police had already approached Madame Lépic, and she had given her testimony in regard
to the actions of the model with the two young men. The Police would not have been Parisian if they had not
engaged Madame to keep an eye on Benner. If he had not been too much occupied with his own thoughts, he
might have detected her watching him constantly and persistently, even after he had ceased to be interesting in the
eyes of the old habitués of the café.
It was a long four months after that terrible morning when Benner seat, late one afternoon, in the café brooding
as usual. Before him on the stained marble slab stood a glass of water, a tall goblet and long spoon with twisted
handle, and a porcelain match-holder half full of matches. Bent over the table, Benner was absentmindedly
arranging bits of matches on the slab, something in the shape of a guillotine. There were few people in the café.
The click of the dominoes in the back room, an occasional word from one of the players, and the snap, snap, of
Madame Lépic’s needles alone broke the quiet of the interior. As Benner seat watching the outline of the
guillotine he had formed of broken matches, he saw one of the corner pieces straighten out, and thus destroy the
symmetry of the arrangement. This was a piece which had been bent at right angles and only half broken off.
Without paying particular attention to the occurrence, he took up the bit, threw it on the floor, and pt another one,
similarly broken, in its place. In a few moments this straightened out also, and this time the movement attracted
Benner’s curiosity. Throwing it aside, he replaced it by a fresh piece, and this repeated the movement of the first
two. Now his curiosity was excited in earnest, and his face and figure expressed such unusual interest that the
sharp glitter was visible under Madame Lépic’s eyebrows, and her knitting went on only spasmodically. A fourth,
fifth, and sixth piece was put in place on the corner of the little guillotine, and as the last one was moving in the
same way as the first one did, Benner perceived that the water spilled on the table trickled down to where the
broken match was placed. He took another match, as if to break it, but before the brittle wood snapped, his face lit
up with a sudden expression of surprise and joy, and he started to his feet so violently as to nearly throw the
marble slab from the iron legs. The click of the dominoes ceased, faces were seen at the glass of the partition, and
Madame Lépic fairly stared, forgetting for once her rôle of disinterested knitter.
Without stopping to pay, without seeming to see anybody or anything, Benner strode nervously and quickly out
of the café. When he was gone, Madame Lèpic touched her bell, one of the drowsy waiters came, received a
whispered order, and went out of the front door hatless. A few moments later, even before Benner had disappeared
along the boulevard in the direction of his studio, a neatly dressed man came out of the police station near the café
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and walked in the same direction the sculptor had taken. After Benner had entered the porte-cochère\fn{Carriage
entrance.} of the great building where his studio was, the police agent went into the concierge’s little office near the
door, and sat there as if he were at home. In a few moments a nervous step was heard on the asphalt of the
courtyard, and the agent had only time to withdreaw into the gloom of the corner behind the stove when Benner
passed out again, looking neither to the right nor the left. He was evidently much excited, and clutched rather than
held a small parcel in his hand. The agent followed him a short distance behind, and, meeting a sergent de ville,
paused to say a word to him. As Benner climbed on the top of an Odéon omnibus, the agent took a seat inside.
Benner had not reached the interior boulevard before his studio was searched.
It was now nearly six o’clock, and the omnibus was crowded all the way across the city. As soon as the foot of
the Rue des Beaux Arts was reached, Benner hurriedly descended, without waiting to stop the omnibus, and ran to
the Academy. Here he sought the concierge, asked him a few questions, and then walked quickly away to the east
side of the Luxembourg Gardens, where he rang the bell at the door of a house. He asked the servant who
answered the bell if Professor Brunin was at home, and was evidently chagrined at being told he was absent and
would return for an hour or two. Entering the nearest café, he called for pen and paper, and wrote three pages
rapidly, but legibly. By this time he had grown calmer in mind, not losing, however, the physical spring which his
first excitement had induced. When his letter was finished he put it in an envelope, addressed it, and left it at the
professor’s house. This done, he walked rapidly across the Luxembourg Gardens to the Odéon, took an omnibus,
accompanied as before by the agent, and at the end of the route, in the Place Pigalle, he descended, hastened to his
studio, and did not come out again that evening. The great window was lighted all night long, and the agent in the
entry could hear sawing, hammering, and filing at intervals, as he listed at the door every hour or two.
The gray morning broke, and Benner was still at his work. As the daylight dimmed the light of the lamp, he
seemed not to notice it, but continued bent over his table, where various blocks, pieces of sheet brass, and a few
tools were scattered promiscuously about. A piece of brown paper lay on the floor with what appeared to be a
glove. On the corner of the table was a rude imitation of a human hand made of wood, hinged so that the fingers
would move. This was not of recent construction; but on a small drawing-board, over which Benner was leaning,
was fixed a curious piece of mechanism which he was adjusting, having apparently just put it in working order.
He had joined together five pieces of oak wood, about three quarters of an inch wide and half an inch thick,
arranged according to their length. The joints had been cut in the shape of quarter-circles, like the middle hinge of
a carpenter’s rule. After these were fitted to each other, a saw-cut was made in each one, and a piece of sheet brass
inserted which joined the concave to the convex end. Two rivets on one end and one on the other, serving as a
pivot, completed the hinge. The joints were so arranged that, when opened to the greatest extent, the five pieces
composing the whole made a straight line. The longest piece of wood was fastened at the middle and outer end by
screws, which held it firmly to the drawing-board. The shortest piece, on the opposite end of the line, had attached
to it on the under side a pointed bit of brass like an index. As morning broke, Benner was engaged in fixing a bit
of an ivory meter measure, which is marked to millimeters, underneath this index point. After this scale was
securely fastened in its place the mechanism was evidently completed, for he straightened up, looked at his work
from a distance, then bent over it again, and gently tried the joints, watching with some satisfaction the index as it
moved along the scale. While preoccupied with this study, a sudden knock at the door caused him to start like a
guilty man. He threw open the door almost tragically. It was only the concierge, who brought him a letter. He tore
it open, and read it and re-read it with eagerness; then went to the table and carefully measured several times the
whole length of the mechanism, from the inner screw of the longest piece to the end of the shortest. He then began
to calculate and to cipher on the edge of the drawing-board. The letter read as follows:
Monsieur,
En fait de renseignements sur la dilatation du bois je ne connais que ceux donnés par M. Reynaud dans son traité
d’architecture, vol. I., pages 84 à 87 de la 2d êdition.
Il en résulte quie:
Les bois verts se dilatent beaucoupo plus que ceux purgés de sève.
Que le chêne se dilate tantôt plus tantôt moins que la sapin, mais plus que le noyer.
Que dans les conditions ordinaires, c’est a dire, avec les variations hygro-métriques de l’air seulement, le
coefficient de dilation atteint au plus 0.018. d’ou résulte qu’une lanche de 0.20 deviendrait 0.2036.
Qu’en plongeant dans l’eau pendant longtemps une planche primitivement très sèche, le coefficient de dilatation
peut atteindre 0.0375, ce que donneerait pour la planche de 0.20, 0.2075.
Peut-être vous trouverez d’autres renseignements dans le traité de charpente du Colonel Emy, ou dans celui de
menuiserie de Roubo.
Recevez, Monsieur, l’assurance de mes sentiments distingués.
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P. Brunin.

A few days later there was gathered in a small room in the prefecture quite a knot of advocates and police
officers. They were soon joined by Benner himself, accompanied by a short, stout gentleman with eyeglasses.
Besides the ordinary furniture of the room, there was a washtub, a pail of water, a manikin, and the drawing-board
with the mechanism on it. The entrance of the judge put a stop to the buzz of conversation, and when he took a
seat on the low platform the rest of the company placed themselves on the benches in front. The judge, after a few
preliminary remarks on the subject of the mystery of Montmartre, said that there had lately been developed such a
new and surprising theory to account for the death of the artist that he had consented to give a hearing to the
explanation of the theory. Benner then arose and made the following statement:
“In the Café du Rat Mort, a few days ago, I noticed a peculiar movement in a broken match as it lay on the
table before me. At first my curiosity was excited only to a moderate degree, but shortly this inexplicable motion
interested me so that I experimented until I found the cause of it. At the same moment there flashed into my mind
what I had learned long ago at school about capillary force, and the solution of the mystery of my friend’s death
was at once plain to me. Hurrying to my studio, I cut off the hand of my manikin, and carried it to the Academy of
Fine Arts to show it to Professor Brunin, of the Architectural Department, and ask his assistance. Finding him
neither there nor at his house, I wrote him a note and left it for him. All that night I worked constructing a working
model of a manikin’s finger, and the next morning I received a letter from Professor Brunin which gave me the
data I was in search of—the facts in regard to the expansion of wood when moistened. I should read that letter
here, but Professor Brunin is present, and will explain the phenomenon. My theory is very simple. My friend
Charles Mandel was shot by his own manikin. There are witnesses enough to prove that the pistol had been loaded
for a long time, and that Mandel had often tried in vain to draw the charge. It is also well known that the pistol
was cocked when it was in the manikin’s belt, for on the half-completed picture it was so painted by Mandel on
the last day of his life. Furthermore, the position of the right index finger of the manikin can also be plainly seen
in the picture; for the artist, not having a model to hold the weapon, had roughly rubbed in the angular fingers of
the lay figure, preparatory to finishing the hand from life. The pistol then, being loaded and cocked, needed but
the pressure of the finger to discharge it. That pressure was given by the rain on the night of the death of my
friend. The lieutenant will find, on reference to his notebook, that on the morning when he examined the studio
there had been quite a serious leak in the ceiling, and that the water had fallen directly on the manikin. He will
find also in his notes the exact position of the manikin in reference to the divan on which the corpse lay. Now, it is
clear that when the wrist of the manikin was bent, and the index finger was placed on the trigger of the pistol,
only a very slight motion of the whole was necessary to give the pressure required to fire a pistol. The weapon
was braced against the inside of the thumb of the hand, and thus held firmly there as it stuck in the belt ready to be
drawn and fired. When the water first fell from the ceiling, it soaked the covering of the wrist and hand, and
swelled the wrist joint so that it became absolutely immovable. Next the moisture extended to the tip of the
fingers, the hand being held somewhat downward. In the manikin we have here, the exact construction of the
fingers and the movement of the joints of the hand and wrist can be plainly seen. In my working model I have
imitated the mechanism of one finger, so arranging it that the least deflection of the finger from the straight line
will be measured on a scale of millimeters. The joints are so constructed that any elongation of the pieces of wood
will curve the line of joints away from the straight line which I have drawn on the board. I propose to experiment
with this model so as to make it perfectly plain that my friend’s death was accidental. If the experiment were tried
on the manikin, and with a flint-lock pistol, it would doubtless fail ninety-nine cases out of a hundred. In the
accident which caused my friend’s death everything happened to be perfectly adjusted. If my model works, of
course the manikin might have worked in exactly the same way.”
The lieutenant gave his explanation of the position in which the body was found, and added that he had
calculated at the time that the shot must have been fired from the direction of the manikin, and from about the
height of its waist. He found I his notes the statement that the roof had leaked, and the manikin was wet.
Furthermore, the pistol was found jst where the recoil would have thrown it backward out of the manikin’s hand.
He ended by declaring that the theory just advanced was new to him then, and that he was convinced of its
probability by the manner in which it harmonized with the conditions of the tragedy.
The professor proceeded next to give a full account of the expansion of wood by moisture, and went into the
study of the whole phenomenon of capillary force. He was somewhat verbose in his statement, probably because
he, like other regular lecturers, had been accustomed to spread a very little fact over a great deal of time. His
closing argument in favor of the theory set forth by Benner was this: “In the ancient quarries wedges of wood
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were driven into holes in the rock, water was poured on the wedges, and the wood, expanding, split the solid
mass. Capillary force is irresistible. It was this force which caused the deplorable accident which Mr. Benner has
so ingeniously and logically explained.”
At the command of the judge the sculptor proceeded with his experiment. He simply\fn{ The text has: simpily.}
fastened the drawing-board with the mechanism to the bottom of the inside of the tub by means of screws. When
it was in place it was covered by about an inch of water. The lieutenant then recorded on his notebook the time of
day and the position of the index, and every one present made mental note of it. It was necessary, in order to give
the wood sufficient time to swell, to leave it in the water for four or five hours. Consequently the judge adjourned
the sitting until the afternoon at four o’clock. The room was locked and put in charge of the lieutenant and two
men.
When the same company assembled at the appointed hour the door was opened b the lieutenant, and the judge,
with genuine human curiosity, stepped up to the tub, looked into it, and gave an exclamation of surprise. The
others approached and looked in. The lieutenant announced, almost triumphantly, that the index had moved seven
millimeters—enough to have fired a cannon. The judge turned to the excited company and said, simply,
“Messieurs, it was a capillary crime.”
109.203 The Sunday Menace\fn{by Robert Charles Benchley (1889-1945)} Worcester, Worcester County,
Massachusetts, U.S.A. (M) 2
I am not a gloomy man by nature, nor am I easily depressed. I always say that, no matter how much it looks as
if the sun were never going to stop shining and no matter how long the birds carry on their seemingly incessant
chatter, there is always a good sleet storm just around the corner and a sniffly head cold in store for those who will
only look for it. You can’t keep Old Stepmother Nature down for long.
But I frankly see no way out of the problem of Sunday afternoon. For centuries Sunday afternoon has been Old
Nell’s Curse among the days of the week. Sunday morning may be cherry enough, with its extra cup of coffee and
litter of Sunday newspapers, but there is always hanging over it the ominous threat of 3:00 p.m., when the sun
gets around to the back windows and Life stops dead in its tracks. No matter where you are—in China, on the
high seas, or in a bird’s nest—about three o’clock in the afternoon a pall descends over all the world and people
everywhere start trying to think of something to do. You might as well try to think of something to do in the death
house at Sing Sing,\fn{The popular for the Federal maximum correctional facility at Ossining, New York .} name however,
because , even if you do it, where does it get you? It is still Sunday afternoon.
The Blue Jeebs begin to drift in along about dessert at Sunday dinner. The last three or four spoonfuls of ice
cream somehow lost their flavor and you begin crumbling up your cake instead of eating it. By the time you have
finished coffee there is a definite premonition that before long, maybe in forty or fifty minutes, you will be told
some bad news, probably involving the death of several favorite people, maybe even yourself. This feeling gives
way to one of resignation. What is there to live for, anyway? At this point, your dessert begins to disagree with
you.
On leaving the dining room and wandering aimlessly into the living room (living room indeed; there will be
precious little living done in that room this afternoon), everyone begins to yawn. The drifts of Sunday papers on
the floor which looked so cozy before dinner now are just depressing reminders of the transitory nature of human
life. Uncle Ben makes for the sofa and promptly drops off into an unattractive doze. The children start quarreling
among themselves and finally involved the grownups in what threatens to be a rather nasty brawl.
“Why don’t you go out and play?” someone asks.
“Play what?” is their retort, and a good one, too.
This brings up the whole question of what to do and there is a halfhearted attempt at thinking on the part of the
more vivacious members of the party. Somebody goes to the window and looks out. He goes back to his chair, and
somebody else wanders over to another window and looks out there, pressing the nose against the pane and
breathing absentmindedly against the glass. This has practically no effect on the situation.
In an attempt to start conversation, a garrulous one says, “Heigh-ho!” This falls flat, and there is a long silence
while you look through the pile of newspapers to see if you missed anything in the morning’s perusal. You even
read the ship news and the book advertisements.
“This life of Susan B. Anthony looks as if it might be a pretty good book,” you say.
“What makes you think so?” queries Ed crossly. Ed came out to dinner because he was alone in town, and now
wishes he hadn’t. He is already thinking up an excuse to get an early train back.
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There being no good reason why you think that the life of Susan B. Anthony might be interesting, you say
nothing. You didn’t really think that it might be interesting, anyway.
A walk is suggested, resulting in groans from the rest of the group. The idea of bridge arouses only two out of
the necessary four to anything resembling enthusiasm. The time for the arrival of Bad News is rapidly
approaching and by now it is pretty fairly certain to involve death. The sun strikes in through the window and
younotice that the green chair needs reupholstering. The rug doesn’t look any too good, either. There would be no
sense in getting a lot of new furniture when everyone is going to be dead before long, anyway.
It is a funny thing about the sunshine on a Sunday afternoon. On other days it is just sunshine and quite cheery
in its middle-class way. But on Sunday afternoon it takes on a penetrating harshness which does nothing but show
up the furniture. It doesn’t make any difference where you are. You may be hanging around the Busy Bee lunch in
Hong Kong or polishing brass on a yacht in the North Sea; you may be out tramping across the estate of one of
the vice-presidents of a big trust company or teaching Indians to read in Arizona. The Sunday afternoon sunlight
makes you dissatisfied with everything it hits. It has got to be stopped.
When the automobile came in it looked as if the Sunday afternoon problem was solved. You could climb in at
the back door of the old steamer and puff out into the country, where at least you couldn’t hear people playing
“Narcissus” on the Piano several houses away. (People several houses away are always playing “Narcissus” on
the piano on Sunday afternoons. If there is one sound that is typical of Sunday afternoon, it is that of a piano
being played several houses away.) It is true, of course, that even out in the country, miles away from everything,
you could always tell that it was Sunday afternoon by the strange behavior of the birds, but you could at least pick
out an open field and turn somersaults (first taking the small change out of your pockets), or you could run head
on into; a large oak, causing insensibility. At least, you could in the early days of automobiling.
But, as soon as everybody got automobiles, the first thing they did naturally was to try to run away from
Sunday afternoon, with the result that every country road within a hundred miles of any city has now taken the
place of the old-time county fair, without the pleasure of the cattle and the jam exhibits. Today the only difference
between Sunday afternoon in the city and Sunday afternoon in the country is that, in the country, you don’t know
the people who are on your lap.
Aside from the unpleasantness of being crowded in with a lot of strangers on a country road and not knowing
what to talk about during the long hours while the automobiles are waiting to move ahead, there is the actual
danger of an epidemic. Supposing someone took a child out riding in the country on Sunday and while they were
jammed in line with hundreds of thousands of other pleasure-riders the child came down with tonsillitis. There she
would be, a carrier of disease, in contact with at least two-thirds of the population, giving off germs right and left
and perhaps starting an epidemic which would sweep the country before the crowds could get back to their homes
and gargle. Subways and crowded tenements have long been recognized as breeding grounds for afflictions of the
nose and throat. Are country roads on Sunday afternoons to be left entirely without official regulation?
I really have no remedy for Sunday afternoon, at least none that I have any confidence in. The only one that
might work would be to set fire to the house along about 1:30 p.m. If the fire were nursed along, it would cause
sufficient excitement to make you forget what day it was, at least until it was time to turn on the lights for the
evening. Or you might go down into the cellar right after dinner and take the furnace apart, promising yourself to
have it put together again by suppertime. Here, at least, the sunlight couldn’t get at you. Or you could rent a
diver’s suit and go to the nearest body of water and spend the afternoon tottering about under the surface, picking
sea anemone and old bits of wreckage.
The method which I myself have tried with considerable success and little expense, however, is to buy a small
quantity of Veronal at the nearest druggist’s, put it slyly in my coffee on Saturday night, and then bundle off to
bed. When you wake up on Monday morning you may not feel crisp, but Sunday will be over.
And that, I take it, is what we are after.
1920
136.137 Down In The Reeds By The River\fn{by Victoria Lincoln (1904-1981)} Fall River, Bristol County,
Massachusetts, U.S.A. (F) 8
Why are we never prepared, why do all the books and all the wisdom of our friends avail us nothing in the
final event? How many deathbed scenes we have read, how many stories of young love, of marital infidelity, of
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cherished ambition fulfilled or defeated? There is nothing that can happen to us that has not happened again and
again, that we have not read over a thousand times, closely, carefully, accurately recorded; before we are fully
launched on life, the story of the human heart has been opened for us again and again with all the patience and
skill of the human mind. But the event, when it comes, is never anything like the description; it is strange,
infinitely strange and new, and we stand helpless before it and realize that the words of another convey nothing,
nothing.
And still we cannot believe that personal life is, in its essence, incommunicable. We, too, having lived the
moment, are impelled to convey it; to speak the words so honest in intent, so false in the final effect. Now, after so
many years, I want to tell you about Mr. deRocca, although it is a queer story—not a story at all, really, only an
incident in the life of a young girl—simply to show that it was not what you would have expected. It was not like
the books or the whispered. ugly confidence that you remember from your school days; it was quite, quite
different. I want to tell you, although I know from the outset that I shall fail, as we all fail.
But now that I come up to it, I hesitate. It should have been evil, frightening, all wrong; of course it should. It
should have been the repellent accident that can queer an emotional development for years to come. And still,
when it was happening, it was not like that at all.
I was fourteen, a wiry, red-headed, unimaginative little tomboy, fond of sand-lot baseball. My parents were
dead, killed in an accident a year before, and I lived with an aunt and uncle in Braeburn Heights, a suburb of a
small city in Kansas. Bereft, rudely transplanted from the life I had known—a happy-go-lucky life in the brown
hills of California—I was lonely beyond words. I had grown up in the careless warmth of love, and for my Aunt
Elsa’s genuine, if worried, kindness I could feel nothing but ingratitude. The house was strange, the neighboring
children were strange, with their neat, pretty bedrooms, their queer talk of dates, and formals, and going steady. I
felt dry and hard and empty inside myself, day after day. I used to take my bicycle and ride out into the country,
but the country was strange, too, and ugly to my eyes, all flat and dull.
And then, one day, I found White Creek Row.
It was the town’s Hooverville,\fn{ So-called after Herbert Clark Hoover (1874-1964), President of the United States (19291933), whose fundamental economic policies and domestic economic inertia during the initial phases of the Great Depression were
perceived by a substantial majority of the country as having both caused and deepened the financial and social catastrophe of the 1930’s .}

a row of shanties between the creek and the railroad, little huts like the playhouse that I had built back in the hills
with the children of our Mexican gardener—a tragic, shocking, sordid shantytown, as I see it now. But to my
enchanted eyes it was romantic and delightful and, more than that, comprehensible, as my aunt’s house in
Braeburn Heights was not.
It was in White Creek Row that, unknown to Aunt Elsa, I made my first real friends in Kansas. The squatters in
the row were shy of me at first, as I was shy of the people in Braeburn Heights. My decent clothes, my bicycle,
made me alien, an object for suspicion and resentment. And still, somehow or other, I managed to scrape an
acquaintance with Posy Moreno, an acquaintance that grew into love.
She was a gentle creature with a mop of soft black curls piled high on her head and a womanliness, at sixteen,
that made me feel, for the first time, glad that I, too, was growing near to womanhood. She lived in the last shanty
in the row with her little brother Manuel, and next door was Mrs. Grimes, her self-appointed duenna. She was
very proud of Mrs. Grimes’ watchfulness.
“Me, I’m never chasing with the feller,” she used to say, “but if I was to chase with the feller, Mrs. Grimes
she’s knock me down, you bet. She’s not let anybody get fresh with Posy Moreno.”
“I wouldn’t want anyone bossing me like that,” I said once. And Posy, lifting her head in the pride of her
womanhood, replied,
“You not need. You just a kid.”
But as we became better acquainted she treated me less and less like a kid. Through our long afternoons on the
creek bank, listening to her conversation, I would sit spellbound, infinitely flattered that she considered me a girl
and not a child, feeling within myself a new softening, a shy preening, a tremulousness delicious and unfamiliar.
Besides Posy and Manuel, the only other child on the row was Chuck Hansen, who was twelve. I liked him,
too, and I used to let him ride my bicycle while Posy and I talked. I could never hear enough about life in the row,
and the people who lived in it. They had everything, I used to tell myself, everything that anybody could want, for
I was too young to understand the need for security, for dignity. They had everything, and they had got it all free
—even a church.
Mrs. Grimes had wanted the church, and Mr. deRocca, who had been a carpenter in Italy, had built it for her,
although he was a freethinker and had accompanied every hammer blow, so Posy told me, with a lot of bad talk
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about religion being made up by rich people to keep poor people quiet. How I wished I might have been there to
see him, sitting on the roof, pounding down the shingles that were made from flattened tin cans, with his delicate,
hard little old hands, and shouting all the time,
“Opium of the people. You getta pie in a sky when you die!”
The church even had a piano, with a good many keys that still sounded, nice and loud, if not true, and Mrs.
Grimes played gospel hymns on it by ear.
Mr. de Rocca would not go to the prayer meetings. He lived in the best shanty in the row, and in his front yard
was a beautiful American flag laid out in bits of broken brick and slate and white stones. I admired it intensely
and used to stop before his house, the better to enjoy it, but Posy would shy off and draw me away, throwing up
her head with a sort of wild-pony elegance.
“Better we’re not hanging around here,” she would say. “Mr. deRocca, he’s liking the girl.”
I did not understand. Would anyone so old want a wife as young as Posy, I wondered. It must be that, I
decided, when Posy told me that Mrs. Grimes had not let Mr. deRocca help with the building of Posy’s shack. I
supposed they thought it would not be fair to encourage him. But I saw no reason why the caution should also
apply to me. I was charmed by the little I had managed to see of Mr. deRocca. He seemed to be a very clever, very
nice old man.
*
And now I come to my story, and it is hard to tell. It is hard to tell because I should have been so different.
Perhaps there were undertones that I have forgotten. That is likely, for the memory has a curiously clear and
classic air, quite unlike life as I have since found it—the nymph and the old satyr frozen in attitudes of timeless
innocence under the box elders by the creek bank, the sacred grove where liquid Peneus was flowing and all dark
Tempe lay. And still, still, I remember it like that. If there was fear, if there was guilt, they came later.
One afternoon, Chuck Hansen met me on the cinder track, looking wistful.
“I don’t guess you’ll want to stay today, Connie,” he said. “Mrs. Grimes and Posy, they went uptown.” He
rubbed the handle bars of my bicycle with his hands, hard, as if he were fondling a horse.
“Guess you won’t have much to stick around for,” he said humbly.
How nice he was, I thought, never teasing.
“Well, listen, Chuck,” I said. “I’m tired, a little. I’ll go down and walk around a while and sit on the creek
bank.”
His grin made me feel warm and pleasant. I began to saunter along the front of the row. Mr. deRocca was
sitting on a packing case by his door, eating an onion. His face, lifted to the sky, wore the blank, peaceful
expression of one enjoying the quiet of a village street after a procession has passed, the look of remembering in
quietness.
I came along very slowly, watching Mr. deRocca from the corners of my eyes. He wore a plaid flannel shirt,
ragged and, of course, unironed, but fairly clean, and the neck was unbuttoned. I noticed how the flesh under his
chin was firm and didn’t hang down in wattles, and the cords in his neck didn’t stick out. He looked harder and
nicer than other old men.
How old was he, really? About fifty, I should guess now, looking back; maybe a little less. But if I had known
it then, it would not have changed my picture of him at all. Fifty to eighty in those days were all of a piece in my
mind. Mr. deRocca was an old man. And he was nice. As I came very close, I realized with a sudden throb of
excitement that he had been watching me all along, just as I had been watching him. Watching me and waiting for
the moment to speak, just as I had been, with him. I turned, pretending to have seen him for the first time. I smiled
at him. The white teeth gleamed in the thin, brown face; the elegant, small, brown paw that held the onion
described a vast semicircle of greeting.
“Hi, kid,” he said. “Look-a for da Posy? She’s-a not home.”
I did not answer. I had realized, quite abruptly, that it was the sight of him sitting down there below me, fully
as much as Chuck’s longing hands rubbing the handle bars, that made up my mind for me up there on the
embankment, and I turned shy, hoping that he would not guess it.
“I always like to look at that flag, Mr. deRocca,” I said.
“Come on in-a yard,” he said. “Look-a good. It’s-a pretty, hey?”
We stood together, eyeing the charming sight in a sort of shared pride. He pulled out another packing case
from the corner of the house and waved me to it with the flattering charm of a courtier.
“Please to sit,” he said. “’Scusa.” He went in the house for a second and returned, extending his hand with the
same grave courtesy.
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“You like-a onion?”
I looked at it dubiously. Father had disliked salads, saying firmly that hay was for God-damned Frenchmen,
and Aunt Elsa’s were of the pineapple, cream cheese, and mayonnaise school. Raw onions were new to me, and
alarming. But it was so lovely, being treated like a lady, that I could not disappoint him.
I took it and bit into it gingerly. The sharp, pungent, biting juice ran over my tongue, the firm, fleshy layers
crunched between my teeth in a stinging, breathtaking ecstasy of delicious pain.
“Oh!” I cried in sincere delight. “It’s good!” Then, with the snobbery of the young guest who does not wish his
host to think him ignorant of the wines he is offered, I added,
“It’s one of the best onions I ever ate.”
“Sure,” he said proudly. “Sure, you bet it’s-a good, it’s-a fine. I grow.”
I regarded him happily, rejoicing in his kingly acceptance of the compliment, so unlike the mincing, genteel
self-depreciation which, of all the mannered compulsions of the Heights, I found most unfamiliar and most
dismal. I went on with my compliments, sincerely, but also eager for the continuing pleasure of his openness.
“You have a wonderful house,” I said. “The church is wonderful, too. You’re a fine carpenter.”
His eyes glowed and he swayed his head from side to side, like someone keeping time to music.
“You bet I’m a good,” he replied. “I’m-a learn in-a Old Country, work-a slow, take-a pain, think for the job, for
look-a pretty, not think for hurry up, get-a money. I’m-a good like nobody’s business.”
“I should think you’d get lots of jobs,” I said, “and be rich.”
He shrugged.
“Bad-a time,” he said. “Everywhere bad-a time. Smart-a man everywhere hungry, no work. Someday come-a
good time.”
He finished the onion and wiped his thin lips on the backs of his neat little fingers.
“Someday, different time, all be good, not grab-a, grab-a, be man and man together, not dog and dog. First a
big fight, maybe, then all be good.”
I remembered something we had studied in social science. I leaned forward, trying to look intelligent and
grown up.
“You mean a revolution?” I said. “Are you a Communist, Mr. deRocca?”
“Pah!” he replied. “Not!” He spat to one side, to emphasize his attitude. Then, with a flashing, all-embracing
smile: “Lots good in de Comunista, lots smart. I read, I like, good. Only all-a time boss, boss. Boss so bad like we
got here, now. I’m-a no like all-a time boss. I am Anarchista, me.”
“What's that?” I asked.
“Everyone’s treat everyone else right. No push around, no boss. People no got-a lot of stuff, grab-a, grab-a. No
law, no boss, everyone-a same. Treat-a them right, they treat-a you right. All good.”
It sounded lovely.
“What do you call that? Anarchista? I guess I’m Anarchista, too,” I said.
He threw both arms wide, embracing me in the universal fellowship.
“That’s-a fine. You smart-a kid.”
Master and disciple, we sat happily together in the blissful country of utopian anarchy, regarding the flag of
America spread out at our feet with absent, gently admiring eyes. Gradually, the conversation took a personal
turn.
“You name a Constansia?”
“Constance.”
“Pretty name,” he said. “Pretty name for pretty girl. Nice when a pretty girl have a pretty name.”
No one had told me I was pretty since my mother died. I was grateful to him, but unbelieving.
“I have awful red hair,” I said.
“Pretty,” he said. “Pretty hair, pretty eye, pretty shape. How old?”
“Going on fifteen.” He smiled, as if I could not possibly have been a nicer age, as if it were a peculiar grace
and wisdom in me to be going on fifteen.
“Last year, da little kid,” he said. “Next year, da woman, look at da fella, think for da fella. Now she not know
what she think—that right?”
I was deeply struck with the truth of his words. It was what I had been feeling in my inarticulate way all the
time I was sitting with Posy on the creek bank, admiring her womanly young beauty, listening to her sternly
virtuous, so very sex-conscious conversation, hoping that she did not still think of me as just a little kid.
I looked earnestly at Mr. deRocca sitting on his packing case, as if I could discover in the glowing, friendly
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eyes the source of his remarkable understanding. He was old, but I thought suddenly that he was handsome, as
handsome as my father had been. His features were so sharp and delicate, his body so fine-boned, the shoulders so
narrow, compared with the Mexicans with whom I unconsciously classed him. A fleeting wonder passed through
my mind if all Italians were like him, so little and handsome and wise.
He held out his hand toward me, palm up and slightly cupped, almost as if he were coaxing a tame bird with
seed.
“That right?” he said again, quite soft.
I was surprised at my voice when I answered. It was unfamiliar -low and a little unsteady.
“That’s right,” I said.
He stood up, smiling more than ever.
“Come on down a creek bank,” he said. “I show you where I gott-a good catfish net. Other guy wait to fish,
watch, work. Me, I sit and they come.”
Thinking back, remembering, I wonder for the first time if he spoke in any conscious analogy. I do not believe
that he did.
*
I followed Mr. deRocca trustfully down the creek bank, under the box-elder trees. At the water’s edge, he
turned and looked at me, and I saw the changed look in his eyes. It was as if the door had opened and I were
looking upon a landscape that was both strange and familiar. 1 glanced around me, and 1 saw that the box elders
grew thick where we stood, that we were in a place that was private, sheltered from the eyes of the world.
Suddenly, 1 understood everything that Posy had said. I knew what she meant when she said,
“He’s liking the girl.”
“Show me the net,” I said nervously. His eyes smiled at me, reassuring, his voice quieted me.
“Pretty soon,” he said. “Right down here.” But he made no move toward going on. Instead, he put out a lean,
brown paw and touched my head.
“Pretty,” he said. “Pretty hair.”
His hand slipped down my back and around my waist, the fingers firm and hard against me, warm through my
cotton dress. And again he paused, his eyes still smiling with that same gentle reassurance. He was old at the
game, I see now, and grown wise in method, wise and patient. If he had hurried, if he had let me see his eagerness,
I should have been terribly frightened, I should have run away crying. I should have run away full of fear and
hate, and the fear and hate would have lived in me a long time.
But he stood, smiling at me, until I was used to his arm, his hand, feeling it not as a sexual advance but as
warm, human affection in my body that was aching for human affection, for the demonstrative love on which I
had thrived through a warm, loving childhood. He was quiet until I felt my fear dissolve in gratitude for the
kindness of his arm, his firm, affectionate hand.
It was easy, then, for him to turn me against him, to hold me firm and close, stroking my hair, firm and close
against him, waiting till his accustomed, patient hands should tell him that I was rea4y for more. I knew that I
must be doing something bad, and still I could not feel that it was bad yet, not yet. And his slowness made me
confident that I was free to decide if it was really bad, that he would let me go quickly the minute I thought it had
begun to be bad. It still did not seem bad when he kissed me, or when his kissing changed and made me feel all
soft and strange inside, or when his hands began to describe all the differences that the year had made in my body,
and to tell me silently that they were beauties, richness, a bounty of which to be proud.
Once he made a little motion to draw me down in the thick grass, and I had the sense to be frightened, but he
felt it at once and waited, and I waited, too, sure that I would know when I should run away, growing softer and
stranger by the moment, forgetting everything outside me. I was wholly lost when I heard Posy’s shrill voice
calling my name, and heard her pushing through the branches down the creek bank.
Mr. deRocca let me go and dropped to his knees at the water’s edge.
“Like-a this,” he said. “I’m-a tie right here, da fish swim right in. Some net, hey?”
He looked over his shoulder and saw Posy. She was white and out of breath.
“Connie!” she cried. “I don’t know where you are. I’m scaring.” She snatched at my hand, too relieved, too
wrought up, to look at my revealing face.
“Come along outa here,” she said. Then, remembering her manners,
“Hello, Mr. deRocca.” She yanked me back to the row.
“You crazy,” she scolded me. “What you think, you go down there with deRocca? I’m telling you he’s liking
the girl.”
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“You said I was just a kid. That’s what you said,” I repeated.
“I know,” she said. “Well, I’m crazy. Just as soon Chuck he tell me you down here, I’m knowing I’m crazy.
You no kid, not for looks. No more. Was a little while ago, now no more. Mother of God, I’m scaring.”
She paused, momentarily suspicious.
“What you going down in there with deRocca for?”
“He said he was going to show me his catfish net.”
“Ha, I bet! You poor kid, you got no sense. What he say? He talk dirty?”
“No,” I replied with perfect truth. “He talked just as nice as you and Mrs. Grimes.”
“Thanks God,” said Posy, over and over again. “Thanks God.”
In the unpleasant shock of nearly being caught out, all the new feeling that I had learned—the lovely, soft,
flowing, flowering openness—was driven back in me, and the present moment closed above it so completely that
the afternoon might have been lived years before, or not at all, by anything I felt in myself. Instead, I was troubled
by an unwilling anger against Posy, as if she were making a disproportionate fuss.
Something of this she must have felt, or perhaps she now decided that my unwary innocence had been scolded
long enough, for she took my hand, smiling again, as if, for her, too, the incident had suddenly dropped away out
of sight.
“Come now,” she said. “Is early yet, you don’t got to going home, come now down to the house. We don’t say
nothing from this to Mrs. Grimes.”
“No, Posy, no, I’ve got to get home,” I said.
*
All the way home, I pedaled hard, as if I were very late—so hard that there was no room in me for anything
else. Even before I saw the letters lying on the hall rug, where they had fallen, from the mail slit in the door, I
could tell from the silence that the house was empty. I stood in the sun that poured in at the open doorway,
absorbing gratefully the quality of an empty house. I had not realized at all, as I forced myself home, faster and
faster, how I would need. once I had got there, to be alone. I shut my eyes and sighed heavily, feeling the silence,
the aloneness all through me like a merciful, unexpected blessing.
What had happened that afternoon, what had really happened? It wasn’t only that I had let Mr. deRocca kiss
me and touch me like that. It was something that had happened in me. There was something in me—and in the
world, too—that I had never known was there before, something powerful and lovely, something powerful and
new.
I stood there alone in the quiet house, in the sunshine, with my eyes closed.
“I wish,” I thought slowly, “that Posy hadn’t come. I wish …”
Suddenly, I knew that I had begun to be bad right there in Mr. deRocca’s front yard, before we had ever gone
down to the creek. I knew that I had been bad all along, terribly bad. Fear and guilt rose in me like a storm,
shaking my body until my teeth chattered and I had to sit on the bottom step of the stairs and lean against the wa;;
to hold myself still.
“If Posy knew,” I thought, “if she knew about me, if she knew what I did, I’d die. I should die, I’d die.”
Aunt Elsa found me like that when she came in a few minutes later.
“Why, Connie!” she cried. “What is it, dear? You’re sick.”
“I got a chill,” I said. “Just right now.”
“Let me hang up my coat, dear,” she said, “and I’ll get you right into bed. Why, you poor baby!”
I let her help me up the stairs. I clung to her motherly warmth all the way, hungry for it, like a child that has
been lost and found again.
“Oh, Aunt Elsa,” I cried. “I’m so glad you’re home.” And her gentle voice soothed me again and again.
“There, dear, there. You’re going to be all right. There, poor little girl. Aunt Elsa’ll put you to bed. Yes, she
will. Of course she will.”
In the complex agony of the moment, I was broken wide open. She’s real, too, I thought in slow wonder; Aunt
Elsa is real, too. She was my mother’s sister. I caught at her light, smooth dress, hiding my face in it. She smelled
nice, clean and fresh with a light perfume. I let my head fall against her shoulder, and it was soft and firm,
comforting, comforting.
“Oh, Aunt Elsa,” I cried, wondering because it was true, because it had not been true before, at all, and now it
was wholly true. “Aunt Elsa, I love you.”
*
That is the story, and that is all. When I woke in the morning, the ecstasy and the shame alike were gone. I had
301

shut my mind upon them, as I had learned earlier to shut it upon grief and loss.
Oddly enough—for the defense mechanism seldom works that way—I still liked Mr. deRocca. Apparently, his
attempted seduction had been quite impersonal, for, as I used to pass his yard, walking up the row to Posy’s house
in the warm, dusty August afternoons, he would always wave his little paw at me and say, “Hi ya, kid,” amiably,
but with no attempt to detain me.
For my own part, I always felt a tingling as I passed him; not enough to be unpleasant—just a sort of shy,
quickening self-consciousness. It made me avoid his face as I replied,
“Hello, Mr. deRocca.”
My voice, as I spoke, was always a rifle breathless. I told myself that it was funny how I hardly remembered
that afternoon by the creek at all. But as I passed his house, I always stood up straight and moved slowly, and tried
to look grown up.
137.90 The New Snobbism\fn{by Joseph Russell Lynes, Jr. (1910-1991)} Great Barrington, Berkshire County,
Massachusetts, U.S.A. (M) 6
There was a time not long ago when a snob was a snob and as easy to recognize as a cock pheasant. In the days
when Ward McAllister was the arbiter of Newport society and when there were precisely four hundred souls in
New York worth knowing and only “nobodies” lived west of the Alleghenies, snobbishness was a nice clean-cut
business that made careers for otherwise unoccupied women and gave purpose to otherwise barren lives. In those
days the social order was stratified as tidily as the terracing of an Italian garden, and a man could take his snobs or
leave them. But now the social snob, while not extinct, has gone underground (except for professionals such as
head waiters and metropolitan-hotel room clerks), and snobbery has emerged in a whole new set of guises, for it is
as indigenous to man’s nature as ambition and a great deal easier to exercise.
Snobbery has assumed so many guises, in fact, that it is, I believe, time that someone attempt to impose order
on what is at best a confused situation. There are a few basic categories of snobs that seem to include most of the
more common species that one is likely to encounter, or, indeed, to be. None of these categories is new; there have
always been, I presume, snobs of every sort; but now that the preeminence of the social variety has been
submerged in a wave of political and economic egalitarianism, and now that we find ourselves in an era in which
the social scientists believe that it is somehow good for us to be ticketed and classified, let us sort out the most
common practitioners of the sneer.
The Intellectual Snob is of such distinguished lineage and comes from such established precedent that he is
dignified by a mention in Webster’s (“one who repels the advances of those whom he regards as his inferiors; as,
an intellectual snob”). The other categories are less well known and less well documented. For convenience, let us
call them the Regional Snobs, the Moral Snobs, the Sensual Snobs, the Emotional Snobs, the Physical Snobs, the
Occupational Snobs, and, finally, the Reverse Snobs or Antisnob Snobs. Before we examine these, we should be
aware that economic and social boundaries, while they may occasionally serve as guide ropes, are on the whole
unimportant in considering the various forms of condescension and the various attitudes of superiority that
distinguish the true snob from the merely vain man, woman, or child. Snobbishness, as we will use the word,
implies both an upward and a downward movement—a scramble upward to emulate or outdo those whose
position excels one’s own, and a look downward on (or sometimes straight through) those less happily endowed
than one’s self. The true snob never rests; there is always a higher goal to attain, and there are, by the same token,
always more and more people to look down upon. The snob is almost by definition insecure in his social (in the
larger sense) relationships, and he resorts to snobbishness as a means of massaging his ego. Since scarcely anyone
is so secure that his ego does not sometimes need a certain amount of external manipulation, there is scarcely
anyone who isn’t a snob of some sort. As a matter of fact the gods of the Greeks and the Romans were frightful
snobs, morally, physically, and emotionally, and it is not uncommon for civilized peoples to worship snobbery. It
is the Christian religion that promoted the virtue of humility for us, and of all the virtues it is the most difficult to
come by. Let us not, then, be snobbish about snobs—at least not yet.
It is not my intention to apply the scientific method to the definition of the categories which we shall examine,
though each species will be seen to have its subspecies and each subspecies to have many variants. I mean this to
be suggestive, merely a sketch that will enable the reader to glimpse the vast possibilities that a methodical study
of snobs by a diligent social scientist might uncover.
*
Our first category is the Regional Snobs, commonly known in the South as Virginians, in the West as
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Californians, and in the East as Bostonians. This, however, should be recognized for what it is, a mere
colloquialism. The Regional Snob can come from anywhere, and is readily distinguished by his patronizing
attitude toward anywhere else. He lets it be known that there is no place to match the seat of his origin; indeed, he
seems surprised or amused that people in other places are so much like people. The Asturians who live in the
north of Spain, for example, look with special distaste on the citizens of the neighboring province, Galicia, and
they have a saying that “a Galician is the animal that most closely resembles a human being.” In Texas it is said
that you should never ask a man where he comes from.
“If he’s a Texan,” they say, ‘he’ll tell you. If he’s not don’t embarrass him.”
These are not as extreme cases as they might seem. It was. recorded a decade ago that a boy who lived on
Martha’s Vineyard, an island off the Massachusetts coast, was assigned the problem in school of writing a
composition about the then Duce of Italy. His paper started with the sentence:
“Mussolini is an off-islander.”
But let us consider more common types of Regional Snobs. In Vermont, for example, the Regional Snob is
generally called a “native” to distinguish him from the group known as “summer people.” The aloofness of the
Vermont native, a man proud of his thrift, of the bleakness of his winters, and especially of the fact that he has
managed to squeeze a living out of rocky hillsides and out of “summer people,” has a special laconic quality that
is guaranteed to freeze the marrow of, say, a Texan. This kind of Regional snobbism is of the We’ve had it tougher
than anybody variety, and is the opposite of the California type which is of the We know how to live better than
you do kind, or of the Gracious Living types found in the South, notably in Virginia, in South Carolina, and in the
New Orleans vicinity.
These types are, more or less, Area Snobs and should be distinguished from the local or home-town varieties
which demonstrate certain cultural patterns quite different from those found in general geographical areas. The
local snob does not even in many cases recognize his home town as anything very special; his vision may be
myopic to the extent of permitting everything beyond the end of his particular street to go out of focus. “The other
side of the tracks” is a phrase less frequently heard than it was a generation or so ago. We live in an age of
“developments”—real estate developments, housing developments, community developments—of “projects” and
of subdivisions, and the railroad tracks have lost some of their social significance in this age of busses and
automobiles. So we have subdivision dwellers looking down upon development dwellers, and development
dwellers turning their heads away from project dwellers, and project dwellers scornful of tenement dwellers. But
the genuine home-town snob is rather more special than any of these.
Boston is too well known for its special brand of provincial hauteur to need discussion here, but the New York
brand is less well documented and will serve to demonstrate one of the extreme forms of local snobbism. This is
the Cultural Capital variety, or Anything or anybody of any interest comes here kind, that makes the New Yorker
when visiting in any other city assume an air of condescension that has both an overhead spin and a reverse twist.
“You know,” the New Yorkers will say when visiting a city in the Middle West, “I think it’s really terribly
interesting out here.”
It is a wonder that so few New Yorkers get their throats cut in what they think of as (but do not call) “the
provinces.” In its most advanced forms Cultural Capital Snobbism will bend all the way over backward and touch
its heels with its hair with some such observation as:
“I think New Yorkers are the most provincial people in the world, don’t you?”
The born and bred New Yorker is rare (or at least thinks of himself as rare), and in general the New Yorker by
adoption is the more virulent of the species.
At the other end of the scale we find Small Town Snobbism: the I have lived here longer than anyone type vies
with the type who makes much of the fact that only people who rub elbows with the members of a small
community really understand the meaning of life. This latter type, like the Cultural Capital Snob, is usually a
member of the community by adoption, having fled from the city in order to discover what he calls “real values.”
Sometimes the members of this group are summer people gone native who retain certain characteristic attributes
of their type such as station wagons, and dress themselves in more elaborately rural costumes (blue jeans, checked
wool shirts, even straw hats) than any genuinely rural inhabitant would consider proper or necessary. Another
variant of this species is the ex-urbanite who buys a farm in order to “get next to the soil.” These might be called
the Eternal Verities Snobs, Back to the Land Division, and are very likely to be authors.
Before we proceed to our next category, there is one offshoot of the Regional Snobs which bears brief mention:
The World Is My Home species, made up of people who pride themselves on the fact that they are as much at
home in Shepheard’s Hotel in Cairo as in the Casino at Monte Carlo or in the Ritz Bar in Paris or in the Pump
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Room in Chicago or in less expensive saloons in any of these places. The members of this category like to think
of themselves as “the international set” and are frequently remittance men, decayed nobility, career diplomats,
overseas representatives (and their wives) of American industries, wealthy divorcees, or rich refugees. They
regard every international problem or crisis chiefly as a personal inconvenience, and every visa in their passports
as a mark of sophistication. The natives of any place they visit have no other function but to serve them, and their
technique for insulting waiters is unsurpassed. Although the world is their home, they are in one sense the most
provincial snobs of all, for their real world consists of a few thousand wanderers and their horizons are limited to
the chips on the table, the bottles on the bar, and the crystals in the chandeliers of hotel dining rooms, and when
out of doors they darken their little world with sun glasses. They have an unmitigated scorn for all tourists and are
ashamed and embarrassed by their compatriots who travel abroad.
It is probable that as the world grows smaller, Regional Snobbism will increase. It is a logical antidote to
political efforts to make man love his neighbor.
*
Like the Regional Snobs, the number of Moral Snobs is legion and they love their neighbors no more dearly.
Oscar Wilde, a really accomplished snob, said that
“Morality is simply the attitude we adopt toward people we personally dislike.”
But the Moral Snob carries it further than that; his snobbishness extends to people he doesn’t even know.
Morality is both a public and a private matter, to be sure, and it is characteristic of the Moral Snob to put a good
deal of ornamental fretwork on his public façade and let the private places of his personality be slovenly. To call
him a hypocrite would be to attribute vices to his virtues; he is not so positive a character as that. He does not
necessarily want to get away with anything, but he is always quite sure that everyone else does, or would if he
didn’t keep a sharp eye on them.
In our day there are two main categories of Moral Snobs—the Religious Snobs and the Tolerance Snobs. In
mentioning the former, I am aware that I am on delicate ground, but the Religious Snobs are identified with no
particular sect or creed, and the true believer is rarely, if ever, snobbish about it. The only thing that they seem to
have in common is the conviction that those who disapprove of their faith or the methods by which they try to
spread it are “bigots.”
Sometimes opposed to the Religious Snob and sometimes allied with him is the Tolerance Snob, a species of
comparatively recent origin. It should be noted that he turns the tables on the Religious Snob for lack of tolerance
toward disbelievers and backsliders, and in such cases he often calls the Religious Snob a “bigot.” The bigot is a
most useful foil to the Tolerance Snob. But whether he is at loggerheads with the Religious Snob or not, the I am
more tolerant than anybody Snob has a special predilection for getting his name printed on the letterheads of
societies for the prevention and furthering of things.
In contrast with the Moral Snobs are the Sensual Snobs who take special pride in being able to wrest more
pleasure per cell from the flesh than anyone else. In this general category which is even more elastic than I mean
to make it we find the Food and Drink, the Sex, the Indolence, and the Health and Hygiene Snobs.
The Food and Drink species is almost too common to require more than a passing word. In Food the Herb
Snobs while somewhat old-fashioned still persist; but this species, I believe, is less in the ascendancy now than
the Pot Luck Snobs, Casserole Division, or the This is something I just threw together at the last minute species.
The mussels-snails-brains-and-garlic group continues to operate, especially in areas where mussels, snails, brains,
and garlic are still considered somewhat outrageous, and the Plain American Food Group (“If you want a good
cup of coffee and a decent hamburger, eat in a diner”) flourishes in metropolitan areas where good foreign
cooking is commonplace.
The Foreign Food Snob often can be identified by his attitude of frustration. The “little place” that he
discovered and which used to be so good has always just recently gone to pot.
“You know how it is,” he says. “The frogs legs Provençal used to be superb, but now the place has got popular,
and the food isn’t fit to eat any more.”
The Drink Snobs are, of all categories, the easiest to identify since the rules are so well established. They insist
that their whisky be bonded; they know what proof it is; and they drink it neat or “on the rocks;” their Scotch is
“V.O.” or “V.V.O.;” their martinis are as dry as almost no vermouth can make them (in restaurants where they
suspect the martinis may be somewhat amber in hue they order Gibsons and remove the onions); and they always
nod at the waiter after looking at the date on a bottle of wine. Only the genuine connoisseur has the self-assurance
to send back a bottle of wine. Some Drink Snobs take special pride in the amount they can consume and not show
it; others take special pride in having a worse hangover than anybody ever had before.
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The Sex Snobs have been adequately documented by the Physiology Department of Indiana University. It may,
however, be interesting to note that the publication of Dr. Kinsey’s first volume, Sexual Behavior in the Human
Male, produced two new manifestations of the Sex Snob: first, those of the I could tell Kinsey a thing or two
variety; and second, the species that insisted that the excitement about the book was all nonsense:
“Why I’ve known that for years.”
The attitude of the British toward the Kinsey Report reveals an interesting provincialism. I was told by Dr.
Kinsey that in general the reaction of the British professional and, if I may be permitted the phrase, the lay press,
was:
“No doubt this is all very true about Americans, but we are not interested. The British don’t behave like that.”
The Indolence Snobs, on the other hand, have been epitomized by an Englishman, Cyril Connolly, in his book,
The Unquiet Grave.
“Others merely live,” he wrote; “I vegetate.”
An interesting counterpart to Mr. Connolly’s form of snobbism is to be found in those who make a great show
of doing nothing, of sleeping late, of lying in the sun, of always having time to amuse themselves and their
friends, and who at the same time produce a great deal of work. These are the people who express their superiority
by saying, “I just tossed off this novel in my spare time,” or, “I just thought of this new international trade
combine over a game of canasta in Miami one evening.”
The Health and Hygiene Snobs may more properly belong with the Moral Snobs than with the Sensual Snobs.
There is no denying, however, that there is sensual pleasure in the subjugation of the flesh, and that this is part of
the routine behavior of the Health and Hygiene Snob. It is a far stronger motive than mere laziness that keeps a
man or woman horizontal in the hot sun for a few hours in order to turn first red and then brown; it is certainly not
morality that sends men and women to gymnasiums to reduce one portion of the anatomy and exaggerate another;
nor is it laziness that makes them diet, abstain from (or at least be ostentatiously moderate about) liquor, and get
to bed at what they call “a reasonable hour.” It is the delight of being able to look down upon those who, to use
their phrase, “don’t take proper care of themselves.” Sex, of course, enters strongly into this, but then so does a
feeling of moral superiority. I have no doubt that the social scientists will in time be able to isolate the Health and
Hygiene Snob from the Moral Snob.
While we are on the subject of the body, let us not overlook the Physical Prowess Snobs, more common among
males than among females but by no means limited to one sex. The Physical Prowess Snob is not necessarily an
expert athlete; indeed he is likely not to be. It is the mediocre tennis player, for example, hitting everything hard if
inaccurately, who is lofty about the player who may be able to beat him merely by getting the ball back.
No matter what you may think of the Sensual Snobs, it cannot be denied that, unlike the Moral Snobs, they are
a great pleasure to themselves.
*
Since the emotions carry us rapidly in dangerous directions and soon lead us to the darkest corners of man’s
nature, we must proceed to the dissection of the Emotional Snobs with caution. This is the I feel things more
deeply than anybody variety, and there is likely to be at least one in every family.
Probably the largest single subdivision of this category is the Love Snob, a type which finds its roots among
adolescents, who since they are having their first encounter with sexual love, believe that no one has ever been so
in love before. Their intolerance of their juniors is matched only by their scorn for their elders, and this can set a
pattern for adult love that is difficult to break. The so-called “great lovers” do not, I believe, belong in the Love
Snob category but rather in that of the Sex Snob. It was surely not about the intensity of his emotions that Don
Giovanni, with his list of 1,100 ladies, was vain.
The Mother Love Snob, or I give my all for my children type, is not uncommon among women who are not
Sex Snobs, and it is probable that the second volume of the Kinsey Report may shed some light on this. The Filial
Love Snob, or Mom Snob, is not in my experience nearly so common as English authors, such as Geoffrey Gorer,
or Americans, such as Philip Wylie, contend that it is. That is not to say that the exploitation of Mom Snobbery by
the florists once a year has not given it at least a seasonal boost.
The Marital and/or Soul Mate Snobs are not rare, though they are particularly tiresome because they are, by the
very nature of their snobbery, raised to a higher power. Since it takes two to make Soul Mates, they are twice as
tiresome as other snobs.
The Popularity Snobs also belong in the Emotional group; in a sense they are everybody’s Soul Mate. To use
their own vernacular, they have a “way with people” and can ”get along with anybody.” Theirs is the hauteur of
affable condescension, and traditionally the species is common among traveling salesmen, Rotarians, public
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relations counselors, and politicians, though it would be a mistake not to recognize the far wider ramifications of
this type wherever we meet them. Mass demonstrations of Popularity Snobbism are known as conventions. The
typical member of this species rarely uses the form “mister” in addressing anyone, no matter how brief or
perfunctory the acquaintance. He is strictly a first-name man, and has little respect for anyone’s dignity or privacy.
He assumes that everybody loves him, and he reasons that there is no privacy in a public love affair.
By contrast the Unpopularity Snob, or Nobody can get along with me type, takes two principal forms. The first
is an imperious and often petulant species who by dint of the loftiness of his position or intellect makes much of
the fact that he can’t be bothered with boors and idiots. He works with his door closed; he throws all second-class
mail into the wastebasket without opening it; and he never seems to be able to remember anyone’s name, or if he
does, he mispronounces it. When you meet him, he says “hello,” but looks past you, as though you were
obstructing his view. The second is the sensitive, or I’m too special, type who is “misunderstood” by crass and
materialistic people. This species is likely to gravitate in the general direction of the arts and crafts and sooner or
later to metropolitan areas.
*
Somewhere between the Emotional Snobs and the Intellectual Snobs are the Sensitivity or Taste Snobs—those
who are scornful of any whose aesthetic antennae they consider less receptive than their own. It is customary, I
believe, to classify the Art Snobs, the Literary Snobs, and the Musical Snobs with the Intellectual Snobs, but it
seems to me that they belong in a limbo between the Emotional and the Intellectual categories, with plenty of
latitude to permit them to jump either way. Furthermore the matter of taste comprehends more than just the arts
(and, as we shall see, includes certain other vagaries of man’s predilection for lording it over man). But let us take
the arts first.
To categorize the Art Snobs into all of their many subdivisions would be an intricate and, I am afraid, tiresome
business. We would, for example, have to consider the various shadings that range all the way from the
Traditionalist or Permanent Value Snobs to the Modem or I always keep an open mind group. There are, however,
a few basic behavior patterns that betray the Art Snob at any level. In a gallery he can be observed to stand back
from a picture at some distance, his head cocked slightly to one side, and then after a rather long period of gazing
(during which he may occasionally squint his eyes) he will approach to within a few inches of the picture and
examine the brushwork; he will then return to his former distant position, give the picture another glance, and
walk away. The Art Snob can be recognized in the home (i.e. your home) by the quick look he gives the pictures
on your walls, quick but penetrating, as though he were undressing them. This is followed either by complete and
obviously pained silence or by a comment such as,
“That’s really a very pleasant little water color you have there.” In his own house his manner is also slightly
deprecating. If you admire a print on his wall, he is likely to say,
“I’m glad you like it. It’s really not bad considering it is such a late impression.” Or if he is in the uppermost
reaches of Art Snobs and owns an “old master” which you admire, he will say,
“Of course Berenson lists it as a Barna da Sienna, but I’ve never satisfied myself that it isn’t from the hand of
one of his pupils.”
The Literary Snob has not only read the book you are reading but takes pleasure in telling you the names of all
the earlier and more obscure books by the same author, and why each one was superior to the better known one
that has come to your attention.
Musical Snobs are in general of two sorts—Classical Snobs and Jazz Snobs. The former can sometimes be
identified at concerts because they keep their eyes closed. This can for obvious reasons be misleading, but if
closed eyes are accompanied by a regular movement of the hands in time with the music, it is clear that the
listener is beating time to himself. This is characteristic of the lowest orders of Classical Snob. If he has a score of
the music which he follows while it is being played, he may be a professional musician looking for subtleties of
interpretation; he may, on the other hand, merely be a higher order of Classical Snob. The surest way to identify
the Classical Snob is to see whether he comes back after the intermission or not; if he stays only for the more
difficult or abstruse part of the program and ignores the more popular portion, he is either a snob or a professional
critic, or possibly both.
Musical Snobs, Jazz Division, beat time not with their hands but with their feet. They do not talk about records
or recordings but about specific choruses, solo passages, or “breaks.” They know the dates and numbers of
original pressings and occasionally they collect never-played records much the way some book collectors prefer
rare copies with uncut pages. They are well grounded in the brand of jazz they refer to as “authentic” (New
Orleans, Memphis, Chicago) and they are extremely partisan about what they consider to be “advanced”
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(Progressive Jazz, Bebop, or even Dixieland). There are some overtones of social and racial snobbery in the way
Jazz Snobs identify themselves with jazz musicians.
Also among the Taste Snobs are to be found the Clothes Snobs, both male and female. In this instance the
female is a good deal more interesting and varied than the male, for while the male “sharp dressers” are snobs of a
sort, there is only one male Dress Snob who needs to arrest our attention: the Conservative-press Snob. The
buttons on the sleeves of his jacket actually unbutton. There is no padding on his shoulders. The collar of his shirt
is a little too high for him, so that it bulges and wrinkles slightly, and it buttons down. He cares deeply about good
leather and good tweed, but most of all he cares about being conspicuously inconspicuous.
The female Dress Snobs offer a far more complicated range of types and it requires some temerity on the part
of a man to broach this subject at all. In general, however, women seem to fall into the following categories of
sartorial superiority:
(1) The Underdressed Snob, who wouldn’t be caught dead at a cocktail party in a cocktail dress, and a similar
type, the next on our list,
(2) The Basic Dress Snob, who believes that she has so much personality that she can get away anywhere in a
simple black (“basic”) dress and one piece of “heirloom” jewelry.
(3) The Good Quality Snob, or wearer of muted tweeds, cut almost exactly the same from year to year, often
with a hat of the same material. This type is native to the Boston North Shore, the Chicago North Shore, the North
Shore of Long Island, to Westchester County, the Philadelphia Main Line, the Peninsula Area of San Francisco,
etc. It rides horses and is rare in Southern California, except for Pasadena.
(4) The Band Box Snob—common among professional fashion models and among other young women trying
to make their way in the big city. They look as though they had just stepped out of Vogue or Mademoiselle. They
are never ahead of fashion, but they are screamingly up to date.
(5) The Dowdy, or Who the hell cares about fashion, Snob.
(6) The Personal Style, or I know more about my type than the experts, Snob. This final type considers her taste
to be above the whims of mere fashion. She is so chic that she believes that it is un-chic to be merely fashionable.
Good taste is everyone’s prerogative (no one willingly confesses to bad taste), and so nearly everyone is a
Taste Snob of one sort or another, and often of many sorts at the same time.
*
Our next category, the Occupational or Job Snobs, are of two sorts: those who are snobbish about the kind of
occupation by which they live, and those who are snobbish about how they perform in their occupation. Few
women, for example, are snobbish about being housekeepers; many are snobbish about the way they keep house.
Many men, on the other hand, are snobbish about the positions they hold and less snobbish about how they
perform in them. But first let’s take the women.
The woman whose dearest ambition is an absolutely well ordered and efficiently run house looks down upon
the woman who firmly believes that it is nonsense to spend so much time over the household that there is not time
for what she calls “life.” She in turn looks down upon the whole-souled housekeeper. It boils down to a conflict
between two aphorisms—“cleanliness is next to godliness” and “a little dirt never hurt anybody”—which, if we
weren’t careful, would lead us back to our discussion of Moral Snobs. Of course both of these types are looked
upon with scorn by the female Career Snob who manages with overbearing aplomb both a job and a household.
The hierarchy within which men work is quite different, and makes quite different demands. The professional
man feels somewhat lordly toward the businessman or “money grubber” and considers him lacking in sensibility
and intellectual curiosity and near-sighted to the point of seeing nothing beyond the sales chart but the golf course
or the bridge table. He is likely to blame the world’s ills on the businessman’s greed and lack of cultural
understanding. The businessman, on the other hand, thinks of many professional men as “dreamers” and
“idealists” or even as “pantywaists.” This applies especially to artists, writers, actors, musicians, scholars, and
editors. The businessman is less likely to be snobbish about physicians, lawyers, and engineers because he
considers them, like himself, to be “practical” men. His most unlimited scorn is for bureaucrats who “have never
met a payroll.”
Performance on the job is less likely to matter than position, as I have said, but there is the Efficiency Snob
whose pose is primarily one of crispness. He answers the phone by barking just his last name; he is inclined to
have rows of buttons on his telephone or desk and almost no papers. His memoranda are brief to the point of
being curt, he considers the word “please” something that has no place among desks and typewriters, and he
wants things done “soonest.” He thinks of himself as a “trouble shooter” and makes lists of possible troubles to
shoot. As each one is shot, it is crossed off the list with a firm black line. Accomplishment is measured by the
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number of black lines, and everyone who doesn’t measure up to his particular standards of efficiency is
“hopeless.” The reverse of this type, also common, is the man who lives behind a mess of papers, pencils, and
paper clips and “can never find anything” and yet manages to get out the work.
The results produced by the Efficiency Snob and the Inefficiency Snob are just about the same.
Performance off the job often reveals the Manual Dexterity Snob who can do complicated mechanical things
with his hands and who considers all who can’t to be fumbling idiots, and the opposite of this, the All-Thumbs
Snob, commonly found among women. Men who are all thumbs are sometimes reticent about it; women rarely
are.
We have noted as we went along that almost every kind of snobbism has its opposite; the Moral Snob contrasts
with the Sensual Snob, the Manual Dexterity Snob with the All-Thumbs Snob, the Efficiency Snob with the
Inefficiency Snob, and so on. But these contrasting sources of the sneer should not be confused with our final
category, the Reverse Snob or Anti-snob Snob. This is the snob who finds snobbery so distasteful that he (or she)
is extremely snobbish about nearly everybody since nearly everybody is a snob about something. This is the man
who tries so hard to be “natural,” so hard to be “just folks,” so hard to avoid having anyone else think he is a snob,
that he plays a game which (if I may be forgiven for being a Language Snob for a moment) is faux naïve.
He would not, for example, ever be caught using a foreign phrase, as I have, lest it be thought pretentious even
when it serves better than any other he can think of to convey its meaning. Or if he is forced to use it (or even a
foreign name, let’s say) he Americanizes its pronunciation lest anyone think him upstage. He makes much of the
fact that simple, uneducated people are wiser and nicer than sophisticated and educated people, even wise and
nice educated people. He plays down his own education and accomplishments with an elaborate display of
modesty and is likely to introduce a very erudite and perceptive observation with the phrase,
“Of course I know so little about this I have no right to an opinion,” or,
“I know this is probably stupid of me, but …”
Of all the snobs the Reverse Snob is probably the most snobbish; he is so sure of himself that he intentionally
puts other people in a position where they have to play his game or feel like snobs themselves. The false
simplicity of the Reverse Snob stands in direct and glaring contrast to the genuinely modest man.
By and large it is only the very great who are not snobbish at all. They are the ones who are modest about their
accomplishments because they have devoted their lives to achieving some kind of understanding and so have
developed a deep tolerance for ignorance. By the same token the serious professionals in any field are not likely
to be snobbish about other serious professionals, whether they are doctors or actors or writers or mechanics or
businessmen or masons or even, let it be said, housekeepers. As we noted at the outset, it is those who are unsure
of themselves and are seeking security in their social relationships who have provided us with this incomplete list
of Snobs.
It will not have escaped the reader (and so I might as well admit it) that this cursory attempt to classify and
define snobs is an example not only of Intellectual Snobbism but of Moral, Sensual, Occupational, Political,
Emotional, and above all of Reverse or Anti-snob Snobbism. I am sure there is no greater snob than a snob who
thinks he can define a snob.
136.34 Fox And Swan\fn{by John Clarke l’Heureux (1934- )} South Hadley, Hampshire County, Massachusetts,
U.S.A. (M) 7
It seemed the cold would never let up. For over a week the temperature had been below freezing and for most
of that time it had hovered around zero. Francis hated cold weather, his long stringy body responding to it with
unmanly shivers. Nor could he afford the winter coat he needed.
Christ, will it never end, he asked himself, and he pulled his scarf tighter. It was a long striped scarf worn like a
college student’s—outside the jacket, hanging down in front and in back—even though he knew he was too old
for that sort of thing.
A girl turned to stare. A winter hippie, a rarity, she wore an enormous black cloak with silk frogging and fur
buttons. Over this her blond hair hung in ropes almost to her waist. She squinted at him through tinted granny
glasses.
“Groovy beard,” she said, raising her hands to her face. “You look like a fox, man.” And then she added,
“Sexy!”
He smiled at her. In Harvard Square you could expect anything. He felt at home here, anonymous.
Francis Xavier Madden, Stud, he said to himself and shook his head a little at the mockery.
It was not altogether mockery, however, even though he himself was oblivious to his looks. His beard had
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made the difference. Because he had no money to throw away on haircuts, he wore his hair long, the thick straight
copper turning a ruddy brown at his mouth and chin, with a strand of gold here and there. His beard emphasized
his heavy lips and his curiously protruding teeth in such a way that girls—at least the ones he met in Harvard
Square—found him unusually attractive. They often stared at him, many even spoke. Still, he was always
astonished whenever anyone referred to him as sexy. Sex had never been one of his major concerns.
A sexy fox, he thought. A nice image. He had spent the entire afternoon turning over in his mind ideas for a
story about a fox and swans. He had not thought of introducing sex. A sexy fox.
He recited the clipping once again.
At Southampton, fish were caught and frozen in the ice, their heads jutting out. Starving seabirds swooped down to
peck at them. And swans froze in a river at Christchurch, Hampshire, their legs trapped in ice. Foxes glided across to
devour them.

He had found it in the morning Globe and, for some reason he could not specify, he was deeply moved by it. In
the human reaction to such inhuman cold there must be a story, he told himself. By the end of the afternoon he
had the beginnings of a plot. A woman, a perfect Catholic, would be on her way to perform a “charity” and
thereby wreck a reputation. She would pause at a little footbridge over the river—Christchurch River, since the
story was to be heavily ironic—and would watch while a fox crept from among the trees and devoured the trapped
swan. She would then continue on her way as purposeful and righteous as before. Or perhaps she would be
changed by what she saw?
No, people never were. He wondered if the “Christchurch” part might be too much. Well, he would work that
out later.
He passed the Coop and deliberately looked the other way. No sense checking out overcoats he couldn’t afford.
That would only set in motion his endless mental book-balancing: possible income measured against definite
expenses. He had not realized about money. Well, first sex, then money. You’ve got to have priorities.
If only he could sell the story. Christ, if only he could write it. He told himself to stop worrying, it wasn’t
healthy. Besides, this story was going to write itself. He had begun it with ease, and would have liked to continue
writing but Caryl was expecting him and she needed … well, at least he could read her the first page, which she
would like, and tomorrow he could begin work with, with what? With … He paused, waiting for a car to turn out
of Church Street.
“Cold, sweet Christ, it’s cold,” he said aloud.
“It’s too cold even to snow.” The girl in the cloak had followed and stopped with him now at the street corner.
She was hopping from foot to foot to keep warm.
“At first I thought you were a young guy.”
“So did I. At first.”
“But you aren’t. Funny, you got a groovy beard.”
He smiled, and immediately wished he hadn’t. He knew she would ask for a quarter.
“Got a quarter?” She squinted at him with little pig eyes. They were pink. Or perhaps it was the glasses that
made them look pink.
What’s the use, he thought. A gust of wind swept around the corner as he tugged at his glove. He could feel the
ice seeping up his arm and spreading across his chest. He wanted to cry.
“Here,” he said, dropping the quarter into her red mitten. He could never refuse anything he was asked for.
“You’re a groove,” she said. “See ya.” She did a strange little pirouette that made her cloak billow out and then
swirl, snug, around her body. She returned to her position at the Coop.
It would be something to tell Caryl. She would enjoy it, but then she enjoyed everything about him, most of all
sleeping with him. What a crazy situation, he thought.
*
The crazy situation had begun normally enough a year earlier when they were graduate students at Harvard.
Caryl Henderson was a tall plain girl who at twenty-eight decided her chances of marriage were slender and
that if she wanted to have any kind of fulfilling life, she had better set about making it herself. And so, once she
was accepted at Harvard, she quit her teaching job at Cambridge High and entered the Ph.D. program in English.
She had resolved upon intellectual happiness, the doors to other kinds being closed to her.
Francis Madden had long since chosen his vocation when he came to Harvard. He was a Jesuit. After three
years studying theology, in the year he was to be ordained, he began to ask himself—as he often had before but
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this time with peculiar insistence—if this were what he really wanted to do with his life. Too many of his Jesuit
friends had been ordained to the priesthood only to leave and get married within a year or two. Not that route for
him. And so he postponed his ordination and, after a great deal of ecclesiastical maneuvering, arranged to work
for his Ph.D. at Harvard while making up his mind about the priesthood.
Caryl and Francis became friends by the accident of sharing classes. She was in her fourth year of studies but,
as teaching assistant to Professor Barker, she regularly attended his lectures. Neither Caryl nor Francis was in love
with the other, nor with anyone else for that matter, nor did they think of falling in love. They were just friends,
older than their fellow students, and they shared common interests. The difference was that Francis hated graduate
studies and Caryl loved them.
At the end of his first year, then, Francis decided to quit school altogether and, almost as an afterthought, to
quit the Jesuits as well. The academic game had brought home to him a truth he had only half suspected: all his
life he had done what other people thought he should do, whether or not it was the right thing for him. He had
begun work on a Ph.D. not because he wanted it but because in the Jesuit Order a Ph.D. was the only criterion for
intellectual acceptability. For similar reasons—because it was in itself a good and difficult thing to do and because
Catholic families could aspire to no more blessed state than having a son who was a priest—he had very nearly
been ordained. Now, realizing what his motives had been, he turned his back on both and walked out free, he was
sure, into a whole new life.
Caryl was delighted that he had found his freedom, she said, delighted that he could now spend all his time
writing. She was in fact more delighted than she could reasonably explain to herself. She was a devout Catholic
and a plain woman and he was practically a priest; it had never occurred to her until now that during their frequent
lunches and their walks through Cambridge Common she might be falling in love. She had cut her hair, it is true,
and wore it in a soft halo about her face where before she had pulled it back into a tight little bun. And that
because he had once admired that girl on television, Mary Tyler Moore,\fn{ American actress (1936- ) .} or somebody.
And she had begun to wear lipstick, too, which he liked. But that wasn’t the same as falling in love, she told
herself.
Just before he left the Jesuits Francis sold his first short story to The New Yorker. Having never before
published anything, he was more elated by the acceptance than by the money and so it meant little to him that
Superiors let him keep the five hundred dollars and bettered their gesture by giving him two hundred more. When
he phoned Caryl with his good news, she cried with pleasure. She had good news as well—she had just passed her
comprehensive exams and could now begin work on her dissertation—but with a tact that was as natural to her as
giving, she postponed telling him until later. She invited him to dinner to celebrate.
“A coming-out party,” he said.
“A recognition party,” she said.
The dinner was an unqualified success. Caryl was not a good cook and, having the wisdom to recognize her
own shortcomings, had concentrated her efforts on preparing a few simple dishes well; she served him steak and
baked potatoes and a colorful display of fresh vegetables. Francis had thought to bring wine, a good Pinot Noir he
would not be able to afford in the future. And she always had Scotch on hand. Furthermore Woolf remained in the
bathroom during dinner. (Woolf—at first called Virginia until his true sex had made itself known—was a dingy
alley cat Caryl had adopted for the purpose, she said, of destroying her furniture. Woolf resented newcomers and
generally sulked in the bathroom when company came.)
They laughed a great deal and toasted Francis’ story and The New Yorker and the story again. They drank more
than they were accustomed to, feeling adventurous and successful what with her Ph.D. exams completed and his
writing career begun.
After dinner Francis read his story aloud, as later he was to read everything aloud to Caryl. It was less a story
than a slightly fictionalized reminiscence of his days in the novitiate, but it had a certain amount of action and
made some telling points about how the religious life shapes a man’s character.
Caryl was enchanted.
They toasted the story again and, when they were about to toast The New Yorker, Francis kissed her instead. It
was a light kiss on the mouth, but he lingered there a moment and was astonished to feel Caryl’s lips part and her
arms slip away from him and tighten around his neck. He felt it was time to loosen his hold on her but she seemed
content where she was and so, rather than appear rude, he began to explore her teeth with his tongue. He began to
feel feverish.
“No one kisses like you,” she said, gasping, as she pulled her mouth away and clung even tighter to him.
He smiled to himself. Never having done this before, he was glad he had done it right. Then he reflected that
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perhaps she had never done it before either, so how would she know? Somehow, he found that encouraging. He
turned off the lamp.
“I don’t know what I'm supposed to do," she said. "Just tell me what to do."
They slumped in each other’s arms. Pushing the pillows about and nudging hips and knees, they managed
finally to get into a semi-reclining position. They kissed again and then once more. Francis began to discover that
a certain finesse was required, force and enthusiasm being insufficient to sustain the sweetness of the pleasure.
“It’s like a symphony,” she said, and he laughed loudly until the couch, which at night doubled as her bed,
shook with his laughter. He was pleased with his newly discovered expertise.
“Stop it,” she said. “You’re laughing at me.”
“No, I’m laughing at me.” He kissed her lightly on the neck. “Biology is fun.”
He removed his tie and his shirt, he explained, because it was too warm. He drained his glass while he was up.
“I’m a little drunk,” he confided. She said nothing, only slipped her hand beneath his T-shirt, and felt his body
grow tense.
“What?” He didn’t answer.
“Shouldn’t I do that?” She began to remove her hand just as he slipped his own under her sweater and began to
caress her breasts. She unhooked her brassiere for him.
What in God’s name am I doing, he thought, but even as he thought it, he got out of bed and began to remove
his trousers.
“What are you doing?”
“Don’t worry, I won’t hurt you, I promise. I’m just going to hang these on the chair. They’re my best suit and I
don’t want to get them wrinkled.”
Francis folded the trousers neatly and was about to place them over a chair back when Woolf, who had been
curled comfortably in the seat, arched his back enormously and hissed. The cat sprang from the chair and
disappeared into the little kitchen.
“Damn cat scared the hell out of me.”
He turned and found that she had removed her skirt and sweater. She was sitting on the edge of the bed,
looking at him, trusting him absolutely. Though she had always been unusually modest, she felt no embarrassment
whatsoever with him. She did not think of that then, but she would later.
“Woolf is jealous,” she said.
Francis felt suddenly awkward. He took her hands in his own and she began to rise just as he began to ease
himself onto the couch. They collided and, in her attempt to sit down again and in his to stand, they plopped to the
couch in a tangle of arms and legs, Francis rapping his head soundly against the window frame.
“Ouch,” he said, his confusion localized for the moment. “I banged my head.”
“It’s the window frame.”
“I know it’s the window frame.”
She rubbed the back of his head which he lowered to her breasts, incredibly white and smooth, just as he had
imagined breasts would be, though until then he had never imagined Caryl’s. It’s like a novel, he thought, and
kissed her breasts the way they did in novels. He moved closer to her, his knee between her legs, his right arm a
clumsy lump under her shoulders. There seemed to be an awful lot of arms and legs around.
From his study of moral and pastoral theology, Francis knew a great deal about sexual play. Books, however,
differ considerably from experience and, as he slipped off her panties, he was totally confused as to what went
where. Caryl had not had the benefit of theological training and so she lay there, passive and grateful.
“Move this leg here,” he whispered.
But as Caryl moved her leg and Francis edged closer to her, Woolf with a terrible hissing sound sprang from
the desk onto the bed.
“Christ!” Francis was terrified. Recovering, he reared back to push the cat from the bed, but as he did, his arm
caught the window curtains and pulled. They came tumbling down on the bed, the curtain rods with them. Woolf
screamed and tried to bolt, but he was trapped in the curtains and his struggles only entangled them all further.
What an idiot I am, he thought, wrestling his feet to the floor where at once he tripped on the cat and landed on
his hands and knees. Caryl’s delighted laughter made him feel even more foolish. He vowed this would never
happen again.
Caryl spent the next day waiting for him to return. The experience had been the most beautiful of her life,
except for the funny part, but even that was good. Everything with Francis was good. That morning, as she did
every morning, she received Communion, having first considered that her catechism said last night was sinful and
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having reconsidered that her catechism was wrong. Love is good and beautiful, she told herself, and she could not
in conscience confess what they had done as sinful. Sin had no part in this whatsoever. She waited for him, then,
to return in the evening.
Francis had stumbled home confused, and a little pleased with what he took for his sexual prowess. The next
morning however he went to confession, resolving to see Caryl that same evening to explain that if this ever
happened again, they would no longer be able to see one another. That day was a Jesuit feast, however, and when
Francis arrived at Caryl’s apartment he had already had three Scotches, two wines, and a brandy. His opinion of
himself had improved measurably and he was feeling very consciously male. He kissed her as she opened the
door.
It was exactly one hour and seventeen minutes later that, in bed once more, he eased his body away from hers.
They had found the act of love easy and natural, once Francis had put his textbook knowledge aside, and they had
rejoiced in it. They lay there, smiling at one another. It was only much later that night that the possibility of
Caryl’s being pregnant occurred to them.
For the next two weeks they lived in a state of continual panic. Papers came from Rome dispensing Francis
from his vows and freeing him from all obligations to the Society of Jesus, but Francis scarcely noticed them. He
moved from Jesuit life to the life of a layman without noticing what was happening to him. His entire
consciousness, like Caryl’s, was focused on one event: her next period.
He would marry her, he thought, and legitimize the baby. She would have to drop her dissertation, or at least
hide out in the late days of her pregnancy. He would have to get a job. That took care of his writing career, God
damn it.
She wanted more than anything to marry him, but not in this way, not with the knowledge that if he had to give
up his writing, he would always resent her. She wanted him to be free to write and free, if he chose, to marry her.
But what about the baby?
The two weeks passed, a psychiatric study in guilt and responsibility for the two of them, and then—just when
they had all but named the baby and provided for its education—they found she was not pregnant. Terrified at
their new freedom, they celebrated her period with dinner at Barney’s. Afterward, they returned to her apartment
where she wanted to make love again, but Francis would not.
“Can’t we just go to bed and lie there together?”
He frowned and said nothing,
“We won’t do anything bad. It isn’t as if we would do something bad.”
He was about to ask her if she realized he had a vow of chastity when he himself realized he had one no longer.
So instead he told her,
“We can’t. You know what will happen.”
“We won’t have … you know … intercourse. I hate that word. It’s the most beautiful thing in the world and
they call it that awful word. But we won’t do that.”
She pleaded. She was like a child asking for a candy cigarette.
“It isn’t intercourse that makes it a sin. It’s the whole thing. It’s what you’re saying about your feeling for the
other person when you go to bed together. It means you give yourself to that person and to no other. No other at
all.”
He was trying to remember his theology, the carefully elaborated reasons which demonstrated even to the
unbeliever exactly why premarital sex was sinful. Hearing himself now, he was not convinced.
"”Well, you aren’t giving yourself to anyone but me.”
She did not see the problem.
“But I can’t. I can’t stand the guilt the next morning. And in confession they’ll just tell me I have to break off.
That’s what they always do.”
“I don’t feel guilty at all. I feel wonderful And I don’t tell it in confession. I would if I thought it was wrong.
But I don’t. Not if we don’t have intercourse.”
And so that night they went to bed together and did not have intercourse. Francis, who had roamed her body
and enjoyed emissions three times, dutifully went off to confession the next morning. Caryl, however, was blessed
with an astonishing dispensation of conscience, or so it seemed to Francis, and she rose bright and holy, ready for
Mass and Communion.
Their relations continued in much this way throughout the summer. As Francis’ love for her had changed Caryl
into an attractive woman, his physical affection for her made her a free one. Her years and years of strict Catholic
upbringing fell away in that one night. She was liberated. She had always given away things she owned but now
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she was able to give herself and she gave lavishly. Surprisingly, her sense of freedom extended beyond herself
and, where she had wished for nothing better than to marry Francis, she now wished his happiness above all else.
It was this selflessness, though he would never have guessed it, which made him most uneasy.
Francis, on the other hand, felt daily more constricted, more obliged. The Catholic training, the involuted
mental discipline of the Jesuits, which he had happily and with ease cast off in his first love for Caryl, returned to
him now and possessed him completely. He was haunted by a sense of sin he had not known in years. He felt he
should break off with Caryl, but she was all he had, and he was not sure that perhaps he might love her almost as
much as she loved him. Still, he felt obliged to visit her often and to call each day, and this worried him. It seemed
to deny his freedom. And when he was with her they would invariably begin kissing and petting and then that
would mean another guilty morning and a trip to the confessional.
By this time he was rotating priests, but they all told him the same thing: unless he planned marriage, he
should end the relationship. Furthermore, she seemed oblivious to his maddening need for something more than
just being naked in bed with her. This, he thought, is what they really mean by the frustration of a faculty. He had
left the Jesuits for freedom to be himself and he was being something he could not even recognize. He had quit
graduate studies to write and he spent most of his time worrying about not writing. Summer passed this way and
now much of the winter.
*
It was, he thought, a crazy situation. He pulled his scarf tighter as he left the Cambridge Common and
approached her apartment. It seemed the cold would never let up.
“Sweet, hello,” she said, stepping into his arms. It amazed him how beautiful she had become.
He held her tightly, half aware of her breasts warm against him, half aware of the door still open at his back. I
can never enjoy anything, he thought.
“Hello, hello,” she whispered. It was what they said nights when they slept together.
“Hi.” He whispered the expected response and closed the door. “Wow, it’s cold.”
“Sit. I’ll make you a drink.” She caressed his beard for a moment before she disappeared into the little kitchen.
“Hey, you know, there was this girl who asked me for a quarter, followed me actually. She had funny little pig
eyes and a wild cape—”
“That’s Magdalena,” she said from the kitchen. “Don’t you know her? She makes a fortune in the Square.”
“Magdalena?”
“Her name’s not really Magdalena. It’s Margaret Ann or something, but she fancies Magdalena so everybody
calls her that.”
“How do you know her? How do you know all that?”
He was vaguely offended. He had hoped to please her with his description.
“Oh, I know a few things.” Handing him the drink, she posed for a minute with one hand on her hip and her
breasts thrust forward, a new thing with her, a thing that annoyed him since he found her breasts distracting
enough anyway. He pretended not to notice.
“Well, tell me about your writing,” she said, suspecting she had annoyed him. “Did you write today?”
She gave him her total attention; for her nobody, nothing else, existed at that moment. He was so beautiful, so
perfect. He sipped his drink.
“Good Scotch,” he said. He could not afford good Scotch himself, his seven hundred dollars having been
consumed by rent for his shabby two rooms on Green Street and by restaurants he could not afford and gifts he
should not have given. But he was learning all that slowly.
“You did write, I can tell. You’re like a cheshire. You’re like poor old Woolfykins when he had caught a
mouse.” She had had Woolf put away once it became clear that he and Francis were incompatible.
“Tell me. Read it to me.”
“It’s kinda good, I think.” His readings always required a spoken introduction. “I think I’m really on to
something.”
He recited the news clipping about the cold on Christchurch River, the fish and the seabirds, the swan and the
fox. He told her that there would be a woman, a very particular kind of woman, who would witness the murder
and then go away unchanged. Or maybe it should be a priest; he wasn’t sure. And the tone would be heavily
ironic, light on the surface but deep irony.
“Read it,” she said. He wrote better than he explained and she wanted very much to like the story.
“You don’t like the plot?”
“Read it.”
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“You don’t like something. I can tell.”
As it happened, she did have reservations about the story. He had never been to England and there were no
swans at Harvard. Besides, why so artificial a contrivance? But she refused to let herself think about these things.
“I love it. Read it.”
“O.K.” He cleared his throat, sipped his drink, cleared his throat again.
She was a perfect Catholic. In nineteen sixty-eight few Catholics were perfect, but she was perfect. She went to
Mass every Sunday of course—which everybody did—but besides that she talked to Lutherans about religion and
organized card parties for the Passionist retreats and staged, at considerable expense to her nerves and to her family,
fashion shows for the benefit of the Stigmatine Fathers. She was a perfect Catholic at a time when few Catholic women
were.

He looked up, dissatisfied at the writing. It had seemed to work before, but now it seemed all wrong.
“You don’t like it, do you,” he said.
“Frank, I love it. I like the ‘at great expense to her nerves and to her family.’ That’s really good.”
“What is it that you don’t like? Is it the Catholic business?”
“Well, you might eventually want to write about something else.” She spoke apologetically. “You do keep
returning to that over and over.”
“I happen to be Catholic, is all. And I don’t like screwing around unless I’m getting married.”
“Read the rest of the story, Frank.” She had never argued with him, knowing somehow that she must be in the
wrong.
“It isn’t that I don’t love you.”
He wondered if he did love her. She was lovely and intelligent and utterly selfless. And those fabulous breasts.
Marrying her was not the problem; feeling he had to was the problem. Or did he imagine it? “It isn’t that.”
“What is it?” She asked the question simply. It was not a challenge.
“It’s … I mean … you want to marry me.” He waited.
“Don’t you?”
“Yes, I want to marry you. But only if you want to marry me. I want you to be as free and happy as I am.”
“Free! Christ, this is impossible.” He stood. and looked around for his jacket. “I’m going to go, Caryl. I’ll
come back some time. I shouldn’t have come tonight. It was a bad idea, the whole thing. I’m preoccupied, I guess,
with that goddamned story.”
He brushed his lips against hers and left. The wind across the Common cut his face and neck. Francis tugged at
his scarf, but that did no good. The cold would never end, he thought.
And what on earth had propelled them into such an incredible argument? Who had first mentioned marriage?
He tried to reconstruct the scene. She hadn’t liked the story because of something about the swans. Had she
actually said that or was she just thinking it? No, she hadn’t said it. But he knew, he knew. He could change the
swan to a fish and the fox to a seabird; that would be more plausible. And he could locate the story on the Charles
instead of Christchurch River. What had come over her anyway? Why should he feel so obliged to her? Trapped,
almost.
“Got a quarter?” Magdalena squinted up at him, not smiling, merely making her request.
“Why? Why should I give you a quarter?” Francis was amazed at the sound of his own voice; it was raw with
hatred.
“I need bread, man.”
“Why don’t you go work for it instead of pestering people in the street? What makes you think the whole
world owes you a living just because you’ve got the brass to ask for it? Who the hell do you think you are,
anyhow?”
“Look, man, I do my thing. You do your thing, right? I ask for a quarter, you don’t want to give a quarter, so
say no. Who needs a speech?”
She stood there, having somehow confounded him with her logic, while he strode angrily away, not to Green
Street but to the Charles.
“Sexy beard,” she said. “He’s a fox.”
His anger made him forget the cold and he walked rapidly down Boylston Street to the Anderson Bridge. He
did not know why. He glided out on the ice, easing himself along gingerly at first, and then walking firmly once
he discovered it was safe. He had not known that rivers freeze.
Only after he had walked half the distance to the Weeks Bridge did he become conscious of what he was
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doing; he was searching for a fish frozen in the ice, “their heads jutting out,” he recited. But that was absurd.
What on earth would a fish be doing with its head out of water? Still, in the story it would be a wonderful Christ
symbol.
He smiled to himself. She was right, he thought.
When he reached the Weeks Bridge, he left the ice. With a feeling that he was shouldering the inevitable, he
retraced his steps to Harvard Square where he waited impatiently for Magdalena to make her appearance. He
looked in the newspaper store, but she was not there, nor was she in the theater lobby. She was probably home by
now, doing her thing. It was too cold to wait any longer.
He set off quickly up Boylston Street. At the corner of Church, he paused. There was an ash can standing next
to a mailbox. He took out the folded page of his story, dropped it in the ash can, and then for no particular reason
took it out of the ash can and dropped it into the mailbox. The gesture would be something to tell Caryl.
He shivered in the unnatural cold as he crossed the Cambridge Common.
166.40 Excerpt from Caucasia\fn{by Danzy Senna (1970- )} Boston, Suffolk County, Massachusetts, U.S.A. (F) 10
Before I ever saw myself, I saw my sister. When I was still too small for mirrors, I saw her as the reflection
that proved my own existence. Back then, I was content to see only Cole, three years older than me, and imagine
that her face—cinnamon-skinned, curly-haired, serious—was my own. It was her face above me always, waving
toys at me, cooing at me, whispering to me, pinching me when she was angry and I was the easiest target. That
face was me and I was that face and that was how the story went.
In those days, I rotated around Cole. Everything was her. I obeyed her, performed for her, followed her, studied
her the way little sisters do. We were rarely far apart. We even spoke our own langauge. Cole insists that it began
before I was born, when I was just a translucent ball in my mother’s womb. Cole would lean her high forehead
down to the pale balloon of our mother’s belly and tell me secrets with her three-year-old gibberish genius, all the
while using her finger to trace a kind of invisible hieroglyphics against our mother’s swollen flesh. Cole believed
I must be lonely in there, frightened of the dark, and that her voice and scribblings would soothe me.
Later we perfected the language in our attic bedroom in the brownstone on Columbus Avenue. Up there, amid
the dust and stuffed animals, Cole whispered stories, one-liners, riddles to me to help me fall asleep. It was a
complicated language, impossible for outsiders to pick up—no verb tenses, no pronouns, just words floating
outside time and space without owner or direction. Attempting to understand our chatter, my mother said, was like
trying to eavesdrop on someone sleeptalking, when the words are still untranslated from their dream state—
achingly familiar, but just beyond one’s grasp.
My father described the language as a “high-speed patois.” Cole and I just called it “Elemeno,” after our
favorite letters in the alphabet.
My grandmother wanted us to see a child psychiatrist. She said it was my mother’s fault, for teaching us at
home, in isolation, around the dyslexic kids, who were my mother’s specialty. My grandmother said we must have
spent too much time around those “backwards children” and that was why we spoke in tongues. My father also
blamed my mother for raising us in that kind of chaos. He said we were suffering from a “profound indifference”
to the world around us. My mother said they both were full of shit, and left Cole and me alone in the little world
we had created.
Our world was the attic. Up there, we performed for each other with the costumes that were stuffed in a trunk
at the end of the bed. The attic had a crooked and creaking floor, a slanted roof so low that grownups had to hunch
over when they came up there to visit, and a half-moon window that looked out onto Columbus Avenue. Across
the street sat a red brick housing project, and beyond that, we could just glimpse the tip of the Prudential. I had
some vague understanding that beyond our window, outside the attic, lay danger—the world, Boston, and all the
problems that came with the city. When Cole and I were alone in our attic, speaking Elemeno and making cities
out of stuffed animals, it seemed that the outside world was as far away as Timbuktu—some place that could
never touch us. We were the inside, the secret and fun and make-believe, and that was where I wanted to stay.
I don't know when, exactly, all that began to change. I guess it happened gradually, the way bad things usually
do. The summer before I turned eight, the outside world seemed to bear in on us with a new force. It was 1975,
and Boston was a battleground. My mother and her friends spent hours huddled around the kitchen table, talking
about the trouble out there. Forced integration. Roxbury. South Boston. Separate but not quite equal. God made
the Irish number one. A fight, a fight, a nigger and a white …
*
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One evening, Cole and I lay side-by-side on our big brass bed after dinner Our bellies were full, and the
swelter of the day still stuck to us. We lay with our heads toward the foot of the bed, our legs in the air, as we
rubbed our feet against the cool white surface of the wall, leaving black smears from the dirt on our soles. We
could hear our parents fighting through the heating vent. Muted obscenities. You pompous prick. You fat white
mammy. We were trying to block them out with talk of Elemeno. Cole was explaining to me that it wasn’t just a
language, but a place and a people as well. I had heard this before, but it never failed to entertain me, her
description of the land I hoped to visit some day. We whispered questions and answers to each other like calls to
prayer. shimbala matamba caressi nicolta fo mo capsala. The Elemenos, she said, could turn not just from black
to white, but from brown to yellow to purple to green, and back again. She said they were a shifting people,
constantly changing their form, color, pattero, in a quest for invisibility. According to her, their changing routine
was a serious matter, less a game of make-believe than a fight for the survival of their species. The Elemenos
could turn deep green in the bushes, beige in the sand, or blank white in the snow, and their power lay precisely in
their ability to disappear into any surrounding. As she spoke, a new question—a doubt—flashed through my
mind. Something didn’t make sense. What was the point of surviving if you had to disappear? I said it aloud—
peta marika vandersa?—but just then the door to our room flew open.
It was our mother. She wore a flowered muumuu from Zayres and her blond hair piled into a loose bun. Lately
she’d been acting funny. She was distracted, spending hours on end in the basement. I didn’t really understand
what went on down there. It was a grown-up land, where my mother held her hushed Sunday meetings with her
friends. They would disappear from noon till just before dinner time, and Cole and I were absolutely forbidden, at
all times, to go near them. Cole thought they must be smoking pot. I thought it was where my mother hid our
Christmas presents. Whatever the case, the door was locked and there was no way around it.
Our mother stood still for a moment in the doorway, arms folded across her chest.
“Kiddos, get up. Change into something a little nicer. Your father wants to take you to your aunt Dot’s house.”
“What for?” Cole asked, already up and heading toward the closet.
My mother crossed the room. She was a big woman, in both directions, and looked like a giant as she stepped
over our toys, hunching low so her head wouldn’t hit the ceiling. She stared out the window with a grim
expression.
“Dot’s going away. Far away. And she wants to say good-bye.”
I sat up with a start, feeling a twinge of panic. Dot was my father’s younger sister and my favorite grown-up.
She was two shades darker than my father, a cool, rich brown verging on black, with no breasts to speak of, long
legs, and a gap between her two front teeth. She liked to dress like a boy, in overalls or low-slung blue jeans, and
wore her hair in a short, neat natural. Her real name was Dorothy, but her mother had shortened it when Dot was
just a girl.
Dot was the only relative we knew on our father’s side of the family. The grandmother on that side remained a
mystery to me. We always referred to her as Nana, to distinguish her from our white one, who was always
Grandma. Nana had died when I was still a baby and Cole was three. Cole claims to remember her. She says Nana
taught her, at that young age, to have an appreciation for coffee (she would give it to Cole with a dollop of
sweetened condensed milk, so it was like coffee ice cream). I was jealous of those memories. All I had was Dot,
and now she was leaving.
“She’s going to India,” my mother explained, still frowning at the street. “To the mountains, to stay with some
religious guru of hers. Probably a bunch of nuts. I doubt it’ll last long, but it’s not clear. She claims she’s gone for
good. Anyway, hurry up. Your father’s already outside.”
I asked my mother why she wasn’t coming. She didn’t go to many parties anymore. She said she didn’t have
time for boogying. She had rallies to attend, and dyslexic students to teach, and secret meetings in the basement.
But this party seemed different. Important, from the sounds of it. I knew she liked Dot and would want to say
good-bye. I stood beside her and followed her gaze to the street, where my father’s orange Volvo sat parked.
“You should come,” I said. She looked tense and shook her head.
“No, baby. I’ve already said my good-bye to Dotty. Besides, there are gonna be people there I don’t want to
see. Now hurry the hell up. You’re late.” Before we kissed her good-bye, she mumbled:
“Tell that bastard to have you home before midnight.”
My father wasn’t alone. Beside him in the passenger seat was his sidekick, Ronnie Parkman, a strikingly
handsome man with high cheekbones and deep-set eyes.
*
We clambered into the back of the car. As we rolled toward Roxbury, my father and Ronnie talked politics in
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the front. Earth, Wind, and Fire crooned from the radio, and my father tapped his hand to the beat against the
steering wheel. You’re a shining star, No matter who you are, shining bright to see, what you can truly be . . .
My father always spoke differently around Ronnie. He would switch into slang, peppering his sentences with
words like “cat” and “man” and “cool.” Whenever my mother heard him talking that way, she would laugh and
say it was his “jive turkey act.” In the past year, he had discovered Black Pride (just a few years later than
everyone else), and my mother said he was trying to purge himself of his “honkified past.”
As we made our way down Humboldt Avenue, my father glanced over his shoulder, smiling at us.
“Birdie, Cole, do your papa a favor,” he said. “Yell, ‘Ngawa, Ngawa, Black, Black Powah!’ at those two cats
on the corner.” He pointed to two young men who stood in front of a barbershop, and muttered to Ronnie,
“Check them out. Nypical tiggers, wasting their lives away.” Ronnie chuckled and repeated my father’s phrase.
“‘Nypical tiggers.’ Deck, man, you’re crazy.”
Cole and I stuck our heads out the window and mimicked the chant at the corner men, who raised their fists in
a half-serious salute. I thought it was fun, my head being hit by the wind of the moving car.
“Ngawa, Ngawa, Black, Black Powah!” we yelled again in unison, this time at a neat, churchgoing old lady
with salt-and-pepper hair. She stopped in her path and scowled at us as we passed by. My father tried to stifle his
laughter and ordered us to sit down. He explained to his friend,
“Dot’s flaky. Always has been, always will be. Ever since we were little kids she’s had her head in the clouds.
This latest silliness doesn’t surprise me one damn bit.” Ronnie sighed.
“Yeah, Dotty sure knows how to pick them.”
My father went on, more insistent than usual. He seemed to be trying to get a reaction out of Ronnie.
“She sleeps with these white boys, then acts surprised when they don’t take her home for dinner. I told her,
these ofays just want their thirty minutes of difference.”
I was pretty sure “ofay” meant white, and without really thinking, I piped from the back seat,
“Isn’t Mum ofay?”
I heard Cole snicker into her hand beside me. My father threw me a sharp look.
“Yeah, but that’s different.”
“How?”
He sighed, about to launch into a long explanation, when Ronnie began I to laugh, low and softly, beside him.
“Kids are too smart for their own good. Always gotta watch your back.”
My father broke into laughter, too, and forgot to answer my question.
*
Dot lived the border of Roxbury and Jamaica Plain in a large communal household that grew all of its own
vegetables and marijuana in the backyard and was governed by a Hindu philosophy. Usually, no one was allowed
to wear shoes beyond the front door. But tonight must have been extra special, because when Dot opened the
door, I saw she wore high white platforms and a tight, bright-yellow minidress. Around her head she had tied an
orange-and-purple African cloth that made her look regal. She smelled smoky, foreign already, as she wrapped
Cole and me in her arms. She held us away from her then, to examine us.
“If it isn’t the terrible twosome. Give your auntie a kiss. Look at you two, so grown. Hot damn, Cole, check
you out.” She spun Cole around in her hands, then said to my father with a wink,
“Watch out there, big daddy. She’s gonna be a heartbreaker.”
Dot hugged my father and his friend then, and kissed them both on each cheek. She seemed unable to stop
smiling, full of possibility, as she led us into the dim crowded house, where people lounged around the main room
in a swirl of colors, conversation, and smoke. I heard my father whisper to Ronnie,
“Check it out. Welcome to the land of miscegenation.”
On the couch, a man with a frizzy brown beard and glasses was giving a back rub to a petite dark-skinned
woman, while a Puerto Rican wearing a Red Sox cap backward sat beside them, rolling a joint. A red-haired
woman sat cross-legged on the couch, nursing a baby at her bare breast, while an small Indian man sat before her
on the floor, waving his arms in excited conversation. My father and Ronnie went into a corner to get beers, then
stood perched, watching the crowd with critical stares, whispering to each other from time to time. I stood by the
doorjamb watching, transfixed, light-headed from the haze of reefer fumes that sifted toward me.
When I reached beside me for Cole's hand, I felt only air. I was alone.
This was always happening to me, in grocery stores, in movie theaters, in crowds. I would wander off,
mesmerized by the sight of some oddity—a burned man’s face, a dog with three legs, a Bible-thumping evangelist
whom everyone else ignored. My mother said that one of these days she was going to get me a leash. Cole was
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usually the one to find me, on the verge of tears, having realized the danger of my folly.
Cole and Dot had wandered off somewhere. They probably assumed I was close behind. I went down the long
hallway in search of them.
The house once had belonged to a family of Hasidic Jews. They had fled Roxbury when it began to change
colors, and the building had sat empty and rotting for years until Dot and her motley crew took it upon themselves
to restore it. They had been slowly reconstructing the house through lazy Saturdays of hammering, sanding, and
painting. But still it had the feeling of a half-finished funhouse. All the floors tilted at an angle, and someone had
painted a mural on the long first floor, a row of blissful Indian faces—the disciples of Ramakrishna—women and
men with glazed eyes and knowing smiles. The painting was unfinished, and the last disciple, a young woman,
was eyebrowless. The mural always had frightened me a bit, and that night I felt a chill as I traced the shape of
Ramakrishna’s nose with the tip of my finger before moving on through the house.
There were mysteries to be uncovered behind the closed doors that lined the hall, and I turned my attention to
the first door, which was open a crack. Angry voices carried out into the hallway. I peeked in. A couple sat on the
bed. The woman, a thin white girl with strawberry-blond hair and freckles, was crying. The man wore his hair in a
wide, light-brown afro with a headband splitting it in half. He sat beside the girl and said into the air,
“You just don’t understand. I was trying to help a sister out.” The girl didn’t seem to be listening.
“You fucked her, didn’t you?” she hissed. Her makeup was smeared and bright like a clown’s, and snot was
running down into her lips.
“Julie, don’t ask questions if you don’t want the answers,” he told her, shaking his head and looking at the
floor.
“You motherfuckers are all alike! All alike!”
She started putting on her jacket, and her eye caught mine. I stopped breathing, ready to run. But she just
sniffled and began sobbing all over again. I wondered why she couldn’t see me, and felt a thrill of anonymity,
invisibility, all of a sudden. I wandered away, wondering what else I might find.
I went on like that for a few more rooms, in one finding nothing but clothes strewn across an unmade bed, in
another finding four grownups giggling madly as they passed a bong around. I was beginning to get bored and to
worry where Cole was, when I reached the door at the end of the hall.
*
It was sealed tight. I had to push hard to open it, but finally it gave. The light inside was dim, and the room
smelled of sweat and cigarette smoke. Books lined the walls, and a desk sat at the far end. It was a strangely
conservative room, which stood out from the ethnic and ragtag decor of the rest of the house. It looked somber,
like the library in my grandmother’s house. But here, a group of men with their backs to me were bent around the
desk in an excited huddle, whispering, and letting out little hoots of laughter. I suspected that it was a private
meeting and that I should leave. But I wanted to test whether I was really invisible. It was a feeling that thrilled
me even as it scared me. I was curious about what all the men were looking at. I opened the door just a little
farther, but it let out a loud creak, and one of the men with his back toward me turned in a violent motion.
I had seen him before, though I couldn’t place where. Then I remembered. He had come knocking at our door
one night a few weeks before. My father had been spending the night away, at a friend’s house in Roxbury, but my
mother had been at home. I had found them out on the porch together, smoking and laughing, when I carne to ask
my mother for ice cream. I remember thinking he looked almost like a white man, barely a trace of black at all,
except for his tight reddish-brown curls. He had smiled at me and winked and said to my mother,
“That your little girl?”
Now he was kneeling in front of me, staring at me with gray-blue eyes, and I stood still as stone under his
gaze. He smiled, and I saw that his teeth were crooked and crowded so that they folded over one another. He had a
reddish fuzz over his lip.
“Hey, girl, whatcha lookin’ at?”
I shrugged and moved to turn away. But I felt his hand squeezing into my arm-tight. A voice behind him said,
“Redbone, man, get rid of that little girl.” But the man turned toward them, still clutching my arm, and said,
laughing,
“Nigga, this ain’t no ordinary little girl. This be Sandy Lee’s little girl. Ain’t that right?”
I frowned at him. His slang was awkward and twisted. It didn’t seem to come naturally to him. Even I could
see that. It reminded me of an old black-and-white plantation movie my father had forced Cole and me to watch
one Sunday afternoon. The slave characters in it had been played by white actors who wore some kind of pancake
makeup on their faces. My father had laughed whenever they spoke in their strained dialect. Redbone sounded as
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if he had graduated from the same school of acting. I glanced over his head at the group. They were blocking my
view to the desk. He laughed.
“Girl, you wanna see what’s on the desk?”
I stared at him for a moment. I was aching to see, but hesitated, instead looking at one of the men, a friend of
my father’s, who smiled softly at me, as if he felt sorry for me.
“Yeah, let me see,” I said, knowing I would get in trouble for this one, but too curious to care.
Redbone picked me up in his arms in one swift motion. He smelled like sweat, and there were yellow stains,
like piss in snow, creeping out from his underarms. He hauled me over to the desk.
I looked down to see two large rifles, black and shiny, cradled on top of a couple of pillows. They looked like
twin sleeping dogs lying there. Redbone whispered in my ear,
“You know what those be?”
“Guns.” I leaned forward in his arms to touch one, but he held me back.
“Naw, you don’t want to get too close, baby girl. I’d have to teach you how to use it first.” One of the men
said,
“Redbone, why you showing her this, man? Isn’t this a security risk?”
But Redbone was still staring at me. I was trying to hold my breath, trying not to smell him.
“This little girl ain’t no security risk, brotha. We gotta raise our children to know how to fight. There’s a war
going on. We can’t be raisin’ no sissies. We got pigs in the White House and pigs patrolling the street. Know what
I’m sayin’, Birdie Lee?”
I tried to squirm out of his arms. Something about the way he had said my name felt wrong. Too familiar. The
other men looked uncomfortable. Just then the door swung open, letting in a burst of joyful chatter from the party.
We all turned to see who it was.
My father stepped in with Ronnie. They were laughing and carrying beers. He froze when he saw Redbone
holding me.
I yelled, “Papa! Over here!” and put out my arms toward him.
But he didn’t move. He was staring at Redbone with a thin-lipped smile. Everyone was quiet as he slowly
handed Ronnie his beer bottle. Then his voice came out:
“What the ruck do you think you’re doing holding my daughter over those guns?”
Redbone laughed again, a strained, unhappy laugh, his voice breaking. But he put me down, and I ran over to
my father, turning now to stare back at Redbone with my hands on my hips.
“Deck, man, don’t be getting’ like that. She came in here on her own free will, and I just showin’ her what we
was doin’.” He paused, and a queer, rather miserable smile came over his face as he said,
“Maybe you need to get your head out of them books and put some action behind them high-falutin’ theories of
yours.”
But my father was leaning over Redbone then, standing so close to him, towering over him, though they were
the same height.
“Don’t tell me ’bout the revolution, you fake-ass half-breed motherfucker.” The other men crowded around,
pulling them apart, laughing nervously, saying,
“C’mon, y’all, we’re brothers, ain’t no need to fight.”
“This ain’t no brother. Where did this fool come from, anyway? Can someone tell me that? He shows up a
month ago actin’ like he been a revolutionary all his life. But no one knows where you came from, Red, do they?”
my father bellowed.
Redbone’s voice was different now, nasal. He was no longer speaking in his butchered slang as he said,
“Deck, watch your step. Don’t get black and proud on me. You’re the one with the white daughter.”
There was a lot of pushing and yelling. Without thinking I grabbed the leg next to me and said,
“Stop it! He’s gonna kill Papa!”
But Redbone didn’t get very far. The men held them safely apart and talked to them in smooth, calming voices.
I realized I was clutching Ronme’s leg. He leaned down to my level and smiled, putting his hand on my head.
“Bird, no one’s gonna hurt your papa. I’ll make sure of it. Now, why don’t you go find your sister and your
aunt Dot? I think they’re in the kitchen.”
I nodded and turned to go. Behind me, my father’s voice:
“If I ever see you near my wife again, I swear, man, it’s all over.”
I gave one last glance to my father holding his hands in the air and backing away from Redbone, who was
looking over his shoulder at me with a pained grin.
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*
Outside of the room I ran down the hall toward the yellow light of the kitchen. Dot sat at the table, smoking,
while Cole sat beside her, chopping greens. A woman with bleach-blond hair, darkening at the roots, stood at the
stove, singing in a low, Spanish accent. Dot said to me,
“Where you been, girl?” Then she looked at Cole and said,
“This sister of yours is always wandering off. You need to keep a better eye on her.” She stroked my hair.
“Your father’s been lookin’ for you. He wants you and Cole to perform some dance he taught you.” Cole piped
in,
“‘Member, Birdie? He wants us to do the Bump for everybody.”
Dot's smile faded when she looked into my eyes.
“What is it, Birdie, baby? Did someone bother you out there?”
I hesitated and looked over at Cole, who had stopped chopping and held the knife in midair. Dot shook me
roughly by the shoulders, and my head jiggled loosely like my Sasha doll’s.
“Why you look so funny, Bird? Did someone bother you?”
I shook my head no. Dot hugged me to her bony body and said,
“Hey there, now. I didn’t mean to shake you. But you tell me if anyone hurts you. You hear me?”
I started to speak, to tell them what had happened, but the words caught in my throat. It seemed secret, what I
had just seen, and so I said only,
“All right. Let’s go rehearse.”
Cole and I did the Bump to Roller Coaster before a group of swaying, grinning grownups, who stood jingling
their glasses and shouting out encouragement to us. My father had taught us how to do the dance one silly
afternoon in the fading light of our kitchen, but now he stood in the back of the crowd, barely watching our
performance, his head cocked to the right side as if weighed down by too much information.
In the car ride home that night, as Cole dozed with her head against the glass, I watched the streetlights fly by
and tried to eavesdrop on my father and Ronnie, but their words were swallowed by the smooth bullshitting
baritone of Barry White.
*
I had thought the incident with Redbone was bad. But the real battle began as soon as we got home. I lay
huddled next to Cole, twisting one of her curls around my finger. We both were quiet, frowning at the ceiling,
listening intently to our parents’ muffled shrieks and curses, which came floating up to us from the kitchen.
“Redbone’s full of shit!” I heard my father say, his voice tight and indignant. “I mean, Sandy, you’ve got to be
crazy letting that madman into your little group.”
“Fuck off, Deck. All right? ’Cause your ass sure isn’t helping out with the cause. I mean, there’s a war out
there. A fucking war. Not just overseas, but right in your own backyard. Shit, Deck. The FBI is trying to destroy
everything we’ve fought for. And all you can think about are the origins of the word ‘Negro.’”
Cole claimed to remember the good times between my parents. But I didn’t. Seemed like they were always
breaking up to make up. After their big fights, they usually got back together with a little ritual: Al Green, a bottle
of red wine, and a carton of Chinese noodles. Sometimes they would read aloud to each other from one of their
favorite writers, Camus\fn{Albert Camus (1913-1960) French author, born in Algeria. } or Richard Wright.\fn{American author
(1908-1960), born in Mississippi.} Other times they would just stand in the living room, lights off, swaying to the soul
music, kissing, and whispering to each other secrets Cole and I would never know.
Even when they were getting along, their union seemed fragile, on the verge of ending. I never heard them say
“I love you” to each other. Instead, they said, “I miss you,” when they were lying beside each other in bed, or
when they walked hand in hand along the banks of the Charles River.
“I miss you,” they would say, and overhearing this, I didn’t understand how you could miss something that was
right beside you. Lately, though, they didn’t even talk about missing each other. And their fighting had only
intensified. As my mother fell deeper into Boston politics, my father went deeper into his book and his ideas about
race. Cole said she bet they were going to get a divorce. She said everybody’s parents did at some point.
Sometimes I wondered if it were my fault. I knew their marriage had begun to sour at about the same time as
my birth. They couldn’t even agree on a name for me, which is how I ended up Birdie. My sister had been born
when they still got along. They named her Colette, after the French writer,\fn{ Sidonie Gabrielle aka Collette (1873- )
French author.} though everyone shortened it to Cole. But when I was born, my father wanted to call me Patrice, as
in Lumumba,\fn{Patrice Lumumba, murdered in 1961, the first leader of Congo/Kinshasa upon its independence from Belgium. } the
Congolese liberator; my mother wanted to name me Jesse, after her great-grandmother, a white suffragette. Cole
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just called me Birdie—she had wanted a parakeet for her birthday and instead got me. For a while, I answered to
all three names with a schizophrenic zeal. But in the end, even my parents grew tired of the confusion and called
me Birdie, though my birth certificate still reads, “Baby Lee,” like the gravestone of some stillborn child.
Now their words reached us in starts and stops, parts of the conversa- tion missing, so we had to fill in the
blanks ourselves. Earlier, at the party and in the car afterward, I hadn’t had a chance to tell Cole what had
happened with Redbone. So here, in bed, I whispered to her in Elemeno across the blue darkness of our room. She
listened stern1y. I told her how I had believed I was invisible until I reached that last room. I told her about
Redbone’s teeth, how they crossed over one another so it looked like he had double rows. I told her about the
guns, and about my father’s last words to Redbone: “If I ever see you near my wife again …”
When I was finished with my story, I felt a little guilty. If I hadn’t been snooping, Papa never would have
gotten in the fight. Cole just took my hand and said jasmu billa woola. Never spy alone. Downstairs, their fighting
continued. My father was shouting,
“I’ve had enough of your antics. It’s got to come to an end. I mean, this is insane, what you’re running here.
The visitors have got to stop.”
It always came back to the visitors. They’d been coming for more than a year now. They stayed in the guest
room on the second floor. They were a mysterious lot—a steady stream of strangers, hunched and tired, who
showed up on the doorstep of our big crumbling brownstone at odd hours of the night. International exiles and
just plain old Americans. Cole and I didn’t really understand why these people needed to stay with us. We knew
only what our mother told us. That they were wanted by the pigs, the Feds, the motherfuckers in the big house,
and that they had nowhere else to go.
Some stayed just a night, others a few weeks or months, before fleeing into the night to the next hiding spot,
leaving behind only their thank-you notes and sometimes a piece of them that they had forgotten: a tube of
lipstick, a blond pageboy wig, a dog-eared book with notes scribbled in the margins, a comb with missing teeth, a
T-shirt with the faded words “Free Angela”\fn{ A reference to Angelia Davis (1944- ) an agitator for equal justice under the
law, and of some prominence in the 1960’s; she teaches somewhere in California. } across the front, a tarnished silver bracelet
from Ghana. When Cole and I came across these objects—found in the back of a closet or under the cushions of
the sofa—we always insisted on keeping them hidden in the trunk at the bottom of our bed, buried beneath a pile
of costumes, our only proof that those people had existed.
There was an Iranian poet who got drunk one night at a party my mother gave. Cole and I had fallen asleep on
the floor in the television room, and he stumbled over our half-sleeping bodies, thinking we were the rug. A gaunt
Irish nationalist who held a fund-raising campaign out of our living room. And the most mysterious of all, an
emaciated American girl named Sarah Lou, a vegan who never let us in her room and could make her stomach
“talk” on command for Cole’s and my entertainment. Sarah Lou vanished one morning after a three-week stay,
leaving only a note to my mother on the kitchen table saying,
“Thanks for everything. By the way. Your husband’s an asshole.”
Our last visitor had been a black South Mrican named Lucas. A thin, bespectacled man, Lucas had stayed with
us most of the spring. He was quiet, polite, and excessively neat, and dressed awkwardly in too-tight polyester
shirts and high-water pants. He had left behind a daughter my age in Cape Town, and maybe because of that he
took a special liking to me. He taught me how to suck marrow out of a chicken bone, and brought Cole and me a
package of Wrigley’s spearmint gum each evening after his day of university research. After dinner, Cole and I
would smack the gum loudly before the light of the television, chewing each piece until the flavor was gone.
Lucas had been taken away one night by men in suits who said they were immigration authorities, but who my
mother told us were “fascist murderers, monsters.” My mother had stood cussing at their car on the front steps to
our house, while my father had tried to call friends at The Boston Globe to help. But Lucas had gone as quickly as
he had come, leaving a room smelling of foreign cigarette smoke, a framed picture of his daughter, and a plastic
pink lighter with the word “Pretoria” across it. After he left, I pocketed the lighter, not willing to share it even
with Cole. I lit it each night in bed, hypnotized by the blue flame, until eventually the lighter fluid ran out.
*
Our room had turned a deep, dark blue as the street light sifted through our little window. Their voices still
came strong through the heating vent. My father was getting nasty, the way he sometimes did. I heard him laugh
and call my mother a “walking, talking marshmallow.”
I knew my mother was fat. At least that’s what everyone said. Her very own mother in Cambridge once called
her a “whale of flesh” and found every opportunity to comment on her size. But I had never really seen my
mother that way—just as big and solid, with a rope of blond hair swinging between.her broad shoulders.
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He was on a roll now, in the middle of one of his monologues. He said she was ten years too late to be storing
radicals, that she never knew when to stop. Didn’t know when to stop eating. Didn’t know when to stop drinking.
And she damn sure didn’t know when to stop this game of cops and robbers. The movement, he bellowed, had
shifted gears, and she was still living in another time, another era, not realizing everyone else had moved on to
other tactics or had dropped out of dropping out.
My mother replied that intellectuals like him were parlor-pink creeps who never really practiced what they
preached. At least, she bellowed at him, she was trying to do something to change the world, not just writing
about it.
It was true that my mother had always been the practical one. Driving through Boston was like taking a tour of
my mother’s accomplishments: a community health clinic she had helped to found; a breakfast program for poor
kids; and a mural that spanned a whole block, depicting the brightly colored faces of revolutionaries, with the
words of some Puerto Rican poet below. My mother liked to tell Cole and me that politics weren’t complicated.
They were simple. People, she said, deserved four basic things: food, love, shelter, and a good education.
Everything else was extra.
But for my father, politics were more complicated. He was obsessed with theories about race and white
hypocrisy, and seemed to see my mother’s activism as a distraction. My mother said that my father was paralyzed
with “the weight of his intellect.
“That’s the tragedy of your father,” she had told us one night. “He thinks too much to be of much use to
anybody.”
That night there was the sound of flesh hitting flesh, cries and shrieks and doors slamming. The house seemed
to shake with their combined rage at each other. I whispered to Cole: tempa mi walla stu. This is their worst ever.
The last thing I heard before falling asleep was glass breaking, something hard and porcelain splitting into a
thousand pieces.
*
A cold drop hit my forehead. It was the next morning, and Cole was leaning over me, her hair wet, shiny
ringlets, water clinging to the ends. She was serious, upset about something. It was in her eyes. She held my face
in her hands, and her curls lightly tickled my cheek. shugaray musunka dalo. Papa is leaving. They’re splitting up
for real this time.
A pale strip of light fell across the wood floor. In the distance, I could hear something sharp and angry—the
same sound I had fallen asleep to the night before.
I followed Cole to the half-moon window. Outside, the asphalt already shimmered with the heat. My mother
and father looked small and toylike from our window. I was surprised and relieved to see them both standing.
Nobody had died during the night. My mother stood on the steps, hands on hips, watching my father stuff a
garbage bag into his rust-colored Volvo. They moved their mouths, but from up so high, I couldn’t make out their
words. I was barefoot and wore only my mother’s T-shirt, which hung down past my knees. Cole said,
“I’m going down there. I’m going to find out what it’s about.” She glanced at me out of the corner of her eye,
then sighed.
“Yeah, yeah, you can come too. But only if you’re quiet. They can’t see us watching. If they do, we’re not
gonna find out anything. We’re spies. Got it?”
She wore slippers, her glasses (her eyes were already weak at eleven, making her seem more serious than she
actually was), and a blue silk kimono from Chinatown. I put on my Dr. Scholls and grabbed her hand. Their
voices grew louder as we descended each flight, until the cool morning air hit our faces.
My father was in the middle of a speech. His wire-rimmed glasses had caught the glare of the sun, and they
glimmered, shielding his eyes, making it impossible for us to read his expression. My mother stood facing him on
the cracked bottom step. She had her back to us, so I couldn’t see her face. She still wore the flowered muumuu.
She held something balled in her fist and appeared to be on the verge of throwing it at him.
I listened to my father speak. It was never clear exactly to whom his words were directed. They were difficult
words, and they seemed to rise above the person before him, as if aimed toward the sky rather than at anything on
earth.
“It’s a law of physics,” he was saying now. “People can’t ever truly get away from where they came from. And
you, Ms. Sandra Lodge”—he pro- nounced her maiden name with. a venomovs clarity—“need to go back to
Cambridge.”
Even then I knew that this was a sore spot for my mother. Cambridge was where she had grown up, the
daughter of a Harvard professor and a socialite wife, both the decendants of old Boston families. Her father had
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died before I was born. He was the only one in the whole Lodge clan that she spoke of with any real affection.
Her mother still lived in Cambridge in the family house on Fayerweather Street, guarded by weeping willows and
an ancient barking bloodhound named Gory. We didn’t see much of her, and I knew that whenever we did, my
mother grew depressed and angry. My father liked to call my grandmother, jokingly, “the last of a noble line,”
referring to her heritage, which she never let us forget. But my mother called her “the last, thank God, of an evil
line” and drove us there only on special occasions.
My father went on taunting my mother:
“You belong in the Square, just where I found you, Sandy, no matter how much you try to fight it. You’re a
Harvard girl at heart.” He paused to light up a cigarette, then continued, changing the tone of his voice slightly:
“And I need to go to Roxbury. Find me a strong black woman. A sistah. No more of this crazy white-girl shit.”
I saw my mother clench her fist around the object in her hand. She forced a harsh sound in her throat,
something like a laugh.
“Oh my God. Since when do you talk that way? ‘A sistah.’ Don’t blacken your speech around me. I know
where you come from. You can’t fool me."
My father ignored her and continued putting his stuff away with a methodical concentration. He had been
trying to grow an afro, and it was crooked that morning. He was ordinarily so meticulous in his appearance, and
the sleep-molded slant to his hair told me something serious was going on. He had changed since last night and
was dressed casually, blue jeans and a faded B. U.\fn{ Boston University} T-shirt. Cole leaned over and said,
“You think we should try to go with him?” I shook my head.
“No way. He’ll be back. This is just an act.”
Really, I wasn’t sure he’d be back. But I knew I didn’t want to go with him. He was so distracted all the time. I
thought my mother was more fun, even if she did act wild on occasion.
She was acting pretty wild now, ranting, pacing up and down the sidewalk with her fist still balled at her side.
She was in the middle of her own speech:
“Let me tell you something, Mister Esteemed Professor of Bullshit. If you think you know everything, then
explain this. How can you talk about Black Power and leave your two daughters with their white mother? Tell me
that. If I’m such a ‘crazy white girl,’ how am I going to raise these two?”
He shrugged.
“We’ve been through this already, Sandy. I’m taking them on weekends. And besides, they’re going to the
school in Roxbury.”
I had heard mention of a school in Roxbury before, but wasn’t sure what it was all about. Cole and I had never
been to real school. Only my mother’s school, inbetween the dyslexic kids who came to be tutored in the
afternoons. My mother said she wanted to keep us safe from the racism and violence of the world. She said she
could teach us better at home, and prided herself that Cole and I were well above the reading and math levels for
our ages.
In the beginning, when my parents still got along, my father had agreed that we should be taught at home. He
had even contributed to some of our lesson plans. He liked to joke to his friends that Cole and I were going to be
proof that race mixing produced superior minds, the way a mutt is always more intelligent than a purebred dog.
(My mother agreed with this theory of his. She said that’s why Wasps\fn{ White Anglo-Saxon Protestants.} were such a
stupid race; like golden retrievers, she said, Wasps were experiencing the effects of too much inbreeding.)
It was only recently that my father had decided that we should go to a real school—that my mother’s lessons
weren’t adequate. And he had picked this school in Roxbury, where some of his new friends sent their kids. He
hadn’t even consulted my mother first, had just come home one day and announced that this was where we were
going. Now my mother stopped in her tracks and turned to him.
“Jesus, you’ve got nerve. If you think some Black Power school‘s gonna make up for your absence, it won’t.”
With that, she threw the object that was in her hand—a sock—and as it sailed through the air, I could see it was
mine. A red sock with blue polka dots. It grazed his head, then rolled beneath his car. I thought of running to fetch
it, but I knew it was against the rules.
My father stared at the sock for a moment with clear disgust, then clicked shut the trunk to his Volvo before
walking around to the front of the car, jingling his keys. My mother watched him start up the engine, her arms
hanging loosely so that she looked bewildered, like a girl.
“Come off it, Deck. I mean, I guess the school makes some sense with Cole. But Birdie? Look at her
sometime, really look at her. Try to see beyond yourself and your goddamn history books. She looks like a little
Sicilian.”
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Sicilian. I didn’t know what it meant. Only that it sounded dirty off my mother’s tongue. I could feel Cole
beside me, studying me, struggling to see something on my face, something she had never seen before. I stuck my
tongue out at her, trying to make her laugh, but she looked sad, worried, and turned back to my father, who was
starting up the motor of the old Volvo. Soul music from his car floated in the air around us. He spoke slowly,
softly, to my mother now, so I had to strain to hear him.
“I know what my daughter looks like, thank you. Maybe you need to cut this naïve, color-blind posturing. In a
country as racist as this, you’re either black or you’re white. And no daughter of mine is going to pass.”
He revved the engine of the car, and before he cruised away he shouted out his window:
“You should really take a look at my book again. It explains everything.”
He was referring to his last book—Wonders oj the Visible World—which was about the fate of black people in
an integrated society. He tried to read it aloud to Cole a few times, but she always began to rub her eyes and
whine that she wanted to go play.
Nothing drove my mother more crazy than when he mentioned the book. During his research for it, he had
given Cole and me a sort of racial IQ test using building blocks, questionnaires, and different-colored dolls. I was
three at the time, and those dolls were the only part of the test I really remembered. Some of them were black,
some of them were white; the rest were soiled and ripped stuffed animals he had found at the Salvation Army. He
had us play with them in our bedroom, while he sat nearby, his lanky form squeezed into our child-sized blue
plastic chair, watching us intently and scribbling notes on a little pad. He had devoted several pages of the book to
the results of that test, referring to Cole as “Subject A” and me as “Subject B.”
My mother had been infuriated, but Cole and I had thought the tests were fun. We got new toys out of it, as
well as his attention, uninterrupted, for hours on end.
He was supposed to be working on a new book. This one also would be about race, he had told us one night
over dinner at Friendly’s, but it would be bigger, better, more groundbreaking than the first. He had said it would
cover not just America, but the whole wide world. Cole and I had asked if we could do more experiments. He had
only laughed and said,
“Don’t worry. You’ll be in there.”
*
But he was gone now, his car just a distant speck of rust in the distance. Cole was squeezing my hand tightly,
and I could feel a slight moisture between us, though I couldn’t tell whose sweat it was.
My mother stood for a moment, watching his car, and I couldn’t see her expression, only that her shoulders
were hunched angrily forward. Finally she turned around toward the house and blinked in surprise at the sight of
us staring at her from the steps.
Cole was the only one to mourn after my father left. She stood frozen for several minutes, watching the street
even after his car was out of sight. After we had gone inside, she cried into her cereal bowl, dripping fat hot tears
and heaving in shivers, while my mother swept the floor obsessively and, with her eyes averted, talked in a high,
quavering voice about how often we would still see him, how close Roxbury really was. I patted my sister’s hand,
whispering consolations in Elemeno, wishing all the while that I could muster up some tears too. But I couldn’t,
for I felt a secret relief at seeing him go, a tinge of hope that he might take their fighting with him.
That night I looked at myself in the steamy bathroom mirror while I brushed my teeth, the white toothpaste
foaming onto my hand, making me look like a rabid dog, and I tried to think what Sicilian meant by reading my
own face. I glanced at my sister’s reflection behind me. She was also brushing her teeth, only neatly. Her hair was
curly and mine was straight, and I figured that this fact must have had something to do with the fighting and the
way the eyes of strangers flickered surprise, sometimes amusement, sometimes disbelief, when my mother
introduced us as sisters. …
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1
An old man had an only son, a fine promising lad, who had come to that age which is thought by the
Chippewas to be most proper to make the long and final fast, that is to secure through life a guardian spirit, on
whom future prosperity or adversity is to depend, and who forms and establishes the character of the faster to
great or ignoble deeds.
This old man was ambitious that his son should surpass all others in whatever was deemed most wise and great
amongst his tribe. And to fulfil his wishes, he thought it necessary that his son must fast a much longer time than
any of those persons known for their great power or wisdom, whose fame he envied.
He therefore directed his son to prepare with great ceremony, for the important event. After he had been.in the
sweating lodge and bath several times, he ordered him to lie down upon a clean mat, in the little lodge expressly
prepared for him, telling him, at the same time to bear himself like a man, and that at the expiration of twelve
days, he should receive food, and the blessing of his father.
The lad carefully observed this injunction, laying with his face covered with perfect composure, awaiting those
happy visitations which were to seal his good or ill fortune. His father visited him every morning regularly to
encourage him to perseverance, expatiating at full length on the renown and honor that would attend him through
life, if he accomplished the full term prescribed. To these admonitions the boy never answered, but lay without the
least sign of unwillingness till the ninth day, when he addressed his father:
“My father, my dreams are ominous of evil! May I break my fast now, and at a more propitious time, make a
new fast?” The father answered:
“My son, you know not what you ask! If you get up now, all your glory will depart. Wait patiently a little
longer. You have but three days yet to accomplish what I desire. You know, it is for your own good.”
The son assented, and covering himself closer, he lay till the eleventh day, when he repeated his request to his
father. The same answer was given him, by the old man, adding, that the next day he would himself prepare his
first meal, and bring it to him. The boy remained silent, but lay like a skeleton. No one would have known he was
living but by the gentle heaving of his breast.
The next morning the father, elate at having gained his end, prepared a repast for his son, and hastened to set it
before him. On coming to the door, he was surprized to hear his son talking to himself. He stooped to listen, and
looking through a small aperture, was more astonished when he beheld his son painted with vermillion on his
breast, and in the act of finishing his work by laying on the paint as far as his hand could reach on his shoulders,
saying at the same time:
“My father has ruined me, as a man; he would not listen to my request; he will now be the loser. I shall be
forever happy in my new state, for I have been obedient to my parent; he alone will be the sufferer; for the Spirit
is a just one, though not propitious to me. He has shown me pity, and now I must go.”
At that moment the old man broke in, exclaiming,
“My son! my son! do not leave me!”
But his son with the quickness of a bird had flown up to the top of the lodge, and perched on the highest pole, a
beautiful robin red-breast. He looked down on his father with pity beaming in his eyes, and told him, that he
should always love to be near men’s dwellings, that he should always be seen happy and contented by the
constant cheerfulness and pleasure he would display, that he would still cheer his father by his songs, which
would be some consolation to him for the loss of the glory he had expected, and that, although no longer a man,
he should ever be the harbinger of peace and joy to the human race.
2
There was a village full of Indians, and a noted belle or muh muh daw go qua was living there. A noted beau or
muh muh daw go, nin nie was there also. He and another young man went to court this young woman, and laid
down beside her, when she scratched the face of the handsome beau. He went home and would not rise till the
family prepared to depart, and he would not then arise.
They then left him, as he felt ashamed to be seen even by his own relations. It was winter, and the young man,
his rival, who was his cousin, tried all he could to persuade him to go with the family, for it was now winter, but
to no purpose, till the whole village had decamped and had gone away.
He then rose and gathered all the bits of clothing, and ornaments of beads and other things, that had been left.
He then made a coat and leggins of the same, nicely trimmed with the beads, and the suit was fine and complete.
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After making a pair of moccasins, nicely trimmed, he also made a bow and arrows.
He then collected the dirt of the village, and filled the garments he had made, so as to appear as a man, and put
the bow and arrows in its hands, and it came to life. He then desired the dirt image to follow him to the camp of
those who had left him, who thinking him dead by this time, were surprized to see him. One of the neighbors took
in the dirt-man and entertained him.
The belle saw them come and immediately fell in love with him.
The family that took him in made a large fire to warm him, as it was winter. The image said to one of the
children, “sit between me and the fire, it is too hot,” and the child did so, but all smelt the dirt. Some said, “some
one has trod on, and brought in dirt.” The master of the family said to the child sitting in front of the guest, “get
away from before our guest, you keep the heat from him.” The boy answered saying, “he told me to sit between
him and the fire.”
In the meantime, the belle wished the stranger would visit her. The image went to his master, and they went out
to different lodges, the image going as directed to the belle’s. Towards morning, the image said to the young
woman (as he had succeeded) “I must now go away,” but she said,
“I will go with you.” He said “it is too far.” She answered,
“It is not so far but that I can go with you.”
He first went to the lodge where he was entertained, and then to his master, and told him of all that had
happened, and that he was going off with her. The young man thought it a pity she had treated him so, and how
sadly she would be punished.
*
They went off, she following behind. He left her a great way behind, but she continued to follow him. When
the sun rose high, she found one of his mittens and picked it up, but to her astonishment, found it full of dirt. She,
however took it up and wiped it, and going on further, she found the other mitten in the same condition. She
thought, “fie!! why does he do so,” thinking he dirtied in them.
She kept finding different articles of his dress, on the way all day, in the same condition. He kept ahead of her
till towards evening, when the snow was like water, having melted by the heat of the day. No signs of her husband
appearing, after having collected all the clothes that held him together, she began to cry, not knowing where to go,
as their track was lost, on account of the snow’s melting.
She kept crying Moowis has led me astray, and she kept singing and crying Moowis nin ge won e win ig, ne
won e win.\fn{“Moowis, you have led me astray; you are leading me astray.”}
3
In an early age of the world, when there were fewer inhabitants in the earth than there now are, there lived an
Indian, who had a wife and two children, in a remote situation. Buried in the solitude of the forest, it was not often
that he saw anyone, out of the circle of his own family. Such a situation seemed favorable for his pursuits; and his
life passed on in uninterrupted happiness, till he discovered a wanton disposition in his wife.
This woman secretly cherished a passion for a young man whom she accidentally met in the woods, and she
lost no opportunity of courting his approaches. She even planned the death of her husband, who, she justly
concluded, would put her to death, should he discover her infidelity. But this design was frustrated by the
alertness of the husband, who having cause to suspect her, determined to watch narrowly, to ascertain the truth,
before he should come to a determination how to act.
He followed her silently one day, at a distance, and hid himself behind a tree. He soon beheld a tall, handsome
man approach his wife, and lead her away.
He was now convinced of her crime, and thought of killing her, the moment she returned. In the meantime he
went home, and pondered on his situation. At last he came to the determination of leaving her forever, thinking
that her own conscience would, in the end, punish her sufficiently; and relying on her maternal feelings, to take
care of the two boys, whom he determined to leave behind.
When the wife returned, she was disappointed in not finding her husband, having concerted a plan to dispatch
him. When she saw that day after day passed, and he did not return, she at last guessed the true cause of his
absence. She then returned to her paramour, leaving the two helpless boys behind, telling them that she was going
a short distance, and would return; but determined never to see them more.
*
The children thus abandoned, soon made way with the food that was left in the lodge, and were compelled to
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quit it, in search of more. The eldest boy possessed much intrepidity, as well as great tenderness for his little
brother, frequently carrying him when he became weary, and gathering all the wild fruit he saw. Thus they went
deeper into the forest, soon losing all traces of their former habitation, till they were completely lost in the
labyrinths of the wilderness.
The elder boy fortunately had a knife, with which he made a bow and arrows, and was thus enabled to kill a
few birds for himself and brother. In this way they lived some time, still pressing on, they knew not whither.
At last they saw an opening through the woods, and were shortly after delighted to find themselves on the
borders of a broad lake. Here the elder boy busied himself in picking the seed pods of the wild rose. In the
meanwhile the younger, amused himself by shooting some arrows into the sand, one of which happened to fall
into the lake.
The elder brother, not willing to lose his time in making another, waded into the water to reach it. Just as he
was about to grasp the arrow, a canoe passed by him with the rapidity of lightning. An old man, sitting in the
centre, seized the affrighted youth, and placed him in the canoe. In vain the boy addressed him:
“My grandfather”\fn{A term of respect for old people.} “pray take my little brother also. Alone, I cannot go with
you; he will starve if I leave him.”
The old magician (for such was his real character) laughed at him. Then giving his canoe a slap, and
commanding it to go, it glided through the water with inconceivable swiftness. In a few minutes they reached the
habitation of Mishosha, standing on an island in the centre of the lake. Here he lived, with his two daughters, the
terror of all the surrounding country. Leading the young man up to the lodge:
“Here my eldest daughter,” said he, “I have brought a young man who shall become your husband.”
The youth saw surprize depicted in the countenance of the daughter, but she made no reply, seeming thereby to
acquiesce in the commands of her father. In the evening he overheard the daughters in conversation.
“There again,” said the elder daughter, “our father has brought another victim, under the pretence of giving me
a husband. When will his enmity to the human race cease; or when shall we be spared witnessing such scenes of
vice and wickedness, as we are daily compelled to behold?”
When the old magician was asleep, the youth told the elder daughter how he had been carried off, arid
compelled to leave his helpless brother on the shore. She told him to get up and take her father’s canoe, and using
the charm he had observed, it would carry him quickly to his brother; that he could carry him food, prepare a
lodge for him, and return by morning.
He did in everything as he had been directed, and after providing for the subsistence of his brother, told him
that in a short time he should come for him. Then returning to the enchanted island, resumed his place in the lodge
before the magician awoke.
Once during the night Mishosha awoke, and not seeing his son in law, asked his eldest daughter what had
become of him. She replied that he had merely stepped out, and would be back soon. This satisfied him. In the
morning, finding the young. man in the lodge, his suspicions were completely lulled.
“I see, my daughter, you have told me the truth.” As soon as the sun rose, Mishosha thus addressed the young
man.
“Come, my son, I have a mind to gather gulls eggs. I am acquainted with an island where there are great
quantities; and I wish your aid in gathering them.”
The young man, saw no reasonable excuse, and getting into the canoe, the magician gave it a slap, and bidding
it go, in an instant they were at the island. They found the shore covered with gulls eggs, and the island
surrounded with birds of this kind.
“Go, my son,” said the old man, “and gather them, while I remain in the canoe.” But the young man was no
sooner ashore than Mishosha pushed his canoe a little from land and exclaimed:
“Listen ye gulls: you have long expected something from me. I now give you an offering. Fly down, and
devour him.” Then striking his canoe, left the young man to his fate.
The birds immediately came in clouds around their victim, darkening all the air with their numbers. But the
youth, seizing the first that came near him, and drawing his knife, cut off its head, and immediately skinning the
bird, hung the feathers as a trophy on his breast.
“Thus,” he exclaimed, “will I treat every one of you who approaches me. Forbear, therefore, and listen to my
words. It is not for you to eat human food. You have been given by the Great Spirit as food for man. Neither is it
in the power of that old magician to do you any good. Take me on your beaks and carry me to his lodge, and you
shall see that I am not ungrateful.”
The gulls obeyed, collecting in a cloud for him to rest upon, and quickly flew to the lodge, where they arrived
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before the magician. The daughters were surprized at his return, but Mishösha conducted as if nothing
extraordinary had taken place.
On the following day he again addressed the youth.
“Come, my son,” said he. “I will take you to an island covered with the most beautiful pebbles, looking like
silver. I wish you to assist me in gathering some of them. They will make handsome ornaments, and are possessed
of great virtues.”
Entering the canoe, the magician made use of his charm, and they were carried, in a few moments, to a solitary
bay in an island, where there was a smooth sandy beach. The young man went ashore as usual.
“A little further, a little further,” cried the old man. “Up on that rock you will get some finer ones.” Then
pushing his canoe from land,
“Come thou great king of fishes,” cried he, “you have long expected an offering from me. Come, and eat the
stranger I have put ashore on your island.”
So saying, he commanded his canoe to return, and was soon out of sight. Immediately a monstrous fish shoved
his long snout from the water, moving partially on the beach, and opening wide his jaws to receive his victim.
“When,” exclaimed the young man, drawing his knife, and placing himself in a threatening attitude, “when did
you ever taste human food? Have a care of yourself. You were given by the Great Spirit to man, and if you, or any
of your tribes, taste human flesh, you will fall sick and die. Listen not to the words of that wicked old man, but
carry me back to his island, in return for which, I shall present you a piece of red cloth.”
The fish complied, raising his back out of water to allow the young man to get on. Then taking his way through
the lake, landed his charge safely at the island, before the return of the magician. The daughters were still more
surprized to see him thus escaped a second time, from the arts of their father. But the old man maintained his
taciturnity. He could not, however, help saying to himself.
“What manner of boy is this, who ever escapes from my power? His spirit shall not however save him. I will
entrap him tomorrow. Ha! ha! ha!” The next day the magician addressed the young man as follows:
“Come, my son,” said he, “you must go with me to procure some young eagles. I wish to tame them. I have
discovered an island where they exist in great abundance.”
When they had reached the island, Mishosha led him inland till they came to the foot of a tall pine, upon which
the nests were.
“Now, my son,” said he, “climb up this tree, and bring down the birds.” The young man obeyed, and when he
had with great effort, got up near the nests—
“Now,” exclaimed the magician, addressing the tree, “stretch yourself up, and be very tall.”
The tree rose up at the command.
“Listen ye eagles,” continued the old man, “you have long expected a gift from me. I now present you this boy
who has had the presumption to molest your young. Stretch forth your claws, and seize him.”
So saying he left the young man to his fate, and returned. But the intrepid youth, drawing his knife, and cutting
off the head of the first eagle that menaced him, raised his voice and exclaimed:
“Thus will I deal with all who come near me. What right have you, ye ravenous birds, to eat living flesh? Is it
because that old cowardly old magician has bid you do so? He is an old woman. He can neither do you good nor
harm. See, I have already slain one of your number. Respect my bravery, and carry me back to the lodge of the old
man, that I may show you how I shall treat him.”
The eagles, pleased with the spirit of the young man, assented, and clustering around him, formed a seat with
their backs, and flew towards the enchanted Island. As they crossed the water they passed the magician lying half
asleep in his canoe and treated him with great indignity.
The return of the young man was hailed with joy by the daughters, but excited the ire of the magician, who
taxed his wits for some new mode of ridding hiffi6elf of a youth so powerfully aided by his spirit. He therefore
invited him to go a-hunting. Taking his canoe, they proceeded to an island, and built a lodge to shelter themselves
during the night. In the meantime, the magician caused a deep fall of snow and a storm of wind with severe cold.
According to custom the young man pulled off his moccasins and leggons, and hung them before the fire. After
he had gone to sleep, the magician, watching his opportunity, got up, and taking one moccasin and one leggon,
threw them into the fire. He then went to sleep. In the morning, stretching himself as he arose, and uttering an
exclamation of surprize, he exclaimed,
“My son, what has become of your moccasin and leggon? I believe this is the moon in which fire attracts, and I
fear they have been drawn in.”
The young man suspected the true cause of his loss, and rightly attributed it, to a design of the magician to
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freeze him to death on their march. But he maintained the strictest silence, and drawing his blanket over his head,
thus communed with himself.
“I have full faith in my spirit, who has preserved me thus far, and I do not fear that he will now forsake me.
Great is the power of my Manito; and he shall prevail against this wicked old enemy of mankind.”
Then drawing on the remaining moccasin and leggon, he took a coal from the fire and invoking his spirit to
give it efficacy, blackened the foot and leg as far as the lost garment usually reached. Then rising announced
himself ready for the march. In vain the magician led him through snow and over morasses, hoping to see the lad
sink at every moment. But in this he was disappointed, and they, for the first time returned home together.
*
Taking courage from this the young man now determined to try his own power, having previously consulted
with the daughters. They all agreed that the life the old man led was detestable, and that whoever would rid the
world of him, would entitle himself to the thanks of the human race. On the following day the young man thus
addressed the magician.
“My grandfather, I have often gone with you on perilous excursions, and never murmured. I must now request
that you will accompany me, I wish to visit my little brother, and to bring him home with me.”
They accordingly went on a visit to the mainland and found the little lad in the spot where he had been left.
After taking him into the canoe, the young man again addressed the magician:
“My grandfather, will you go and cut me a few of those red willows on the bank. I wish to prepare some
smoking mixture.”
“Certainly, my son,” replied the old man. “What you wish, is not very hard. Ha! ha! ha! do you think me too
old to get up there?”
No sooner was the magician ashore, than the young man placing himself in the proper position, struck the
canoe and repeated the charm N’chimaun Pall. And immediately the canoe flew through the water on its passage
to the island. It was evening when the two brothers arrived; but the elder daughter informed the young man, that
unless he sat up and watched the canoe and kept his hand upon it, such was the power of their father it would slip
off and return to him. The young man watched faithfully till near the dawn of day, when he could no longer resist
the drowsiness which oppressed him and suffered himself to nod, for a moment. In an instant the canoe slipped
off, and sought its master, who soon returned in high glee:
“Ha! ha! ha! my son,” said he; “you thought to play me a trick; it was very clever; but you see I am too old for
you.”
A short time after, the youth again addressed the magician:
“My grandfather, I wish to try my skill in hunting. It is said there is plenty of game on an island not far off and
I have to request that you will take me there in your canoe.”
They accordingly spent the day in hunting, and night coming on, they put up a temporary lodge. When the
magician had sunk into a profound sleep, the young man got up, and taking a moccasin and leggon of Mishosha’s
from the place where they hung before the fire, threw them in; thus retaliating the artifice before played upon
himself. He had discovered by some secret means, that the foot and leg were the only assailable parts of the
magician’s body; which could not be guarded by the spirits who served him and treated him with great indignity.
The return of the young man was hailed with joy by the daughters. He then besought his Manito, to cause a
storm of snow, with cold wind and icy sleet, and then laid himself down beside the old man. Consternation was
depicted in the countenance of the latter, when he awoke in the morning and found his moccasin and leggon
missing.
“I believe, my grandfather,” said the young man, “that this is the moon in which fire attracts, and I fear your
clothes have been drawn in.” Then rising and bidding the old man follow, he began the morning’s hunt, frequently
he turned his head to see how Mishosha kept up. He saw him faultering at every step and almost benumbed with
cold. But encouraged him to follow, saying we shall soon be through and reach the shore. But still leading him
round about ways; to let the frost take complete effect.
At length the old man reached the brink of the island, where the woods are succeeded by a border of smooth
sand. But he could go no further his legs became stiff; and refused all motion, and he found himself fixed to the
spot, but he still kept stretching out his arms and swinging his body to and fro. Every moment he found the
numbness creeping higher he felt his legs growing downwards like roots, the feathers on his head turned to leaves,
and in a few seconds he stood a tall and stiff sycamore, leaning towards the water.
The young man getting into the canoe, and pronouncing the charm, was soon transported to the island, where
he related his victory to the daughters. They applauded the deed, agreed to put on mortal shapes, become wives to
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the young men, and forever quit the enchanted island. They immediately passed over to the mainland, where they
lived in happiness and peace.
4
It was a fine summer evening; the sun was scarcely an hour high—its departing rays beamed through the
foliage of the tall, stately elms that skirted the little green knoll, on which a solitary Indian lodge stood. The deep
silence that reigned in this sequestered and romantic spot, seemed to most of the inmates of that lonely hut, like
the long sleep of death, that was now evidently fast sealing the eyes of the head of this poor family. His low
breathing was answered by the sighs of his disconsolate wife and their children. Two of the latter were almost
grown up, one was yet a mere child.
These were the only human beings near the dying man. The door of the lodge was thrown open to admit the
refreshing breeze of the lake, on the banks of which it stood; and as the cool air fanned the head of the poor man,
he felt a momentary return of strength, and raising himself a little, he thus addressed his weeping family:
“I leave you—thou, who hast been my partner in life, but you will not stay long behind me—you shall soon
join me in the happy land of Spirits. Therefore you have not long to suffer in this world. But oh! my children, my
poor children! you have just commenced life, and mark me, unkindness, and ingratitude, and every wickedness is
in the scene before you. I left my kindred and my tribe, because I found what I have just warned you of. I have
contented myself with the company of your mother and yourselves, for many years, and you will find my motives
for separating from the haunts of men, were solicitude and anxiety to preserve you from the bad examples you
would inevitably have followed. But I shall die content, if you, my children promise me, to cherish each other,
and on no account to forsake your youngest brother; of him I give you both particular charge.” The man became
exhausted, and taking a hand to each of his eldest children, he continued:
“My daughter! never forsake your little brother. My son, never forsake your little brother.”
“Never, never!” they both exclaimed.
“Never-never!” repeated the father and expired.
*
The poor man died happy, because he thought his commands would be obeyed. The sun sank below the trees,
and left a golden sky behind, which the family were wont to admire, but no one heeded it now. The lodge that was
so still an hour before, was now filled with low and unavailing lamentations.
Time wore heavily away—five long moons had passed and the sixth was nearly full, when the mother also
died. In her last moments she pressed the fulfilment of their promise to their departed father. They readily
renewed their promise, because they were yet free from any selfish motive.
*
The winter passed away, and the beauties of spring cheered the drooping spirits of the bereft little family. The
girl, being the eldest, dictated to her brothers, and seemed to feel a tender and sisterly affection for the youngest,
who was rather sickly and delicate. The other boy soon showed symptoms of restlessness, and addressed the sister
as follows:
“My sister, are we always to live as if there were no other human beings in the world? Must I deprive myself
the pleasure of associating with my own kind? I shall seek the villages of men; I have determined, and you cannot
prevent me.” The girl replied:
“My brother, I do not say no to what you desire. We were not prohibited the society of our fellow mortals, but
we were told to cherish each other, and that we should do nothing independent of each other—that neither
pleasure nor pain ought ever to separate us, particularly from our helpless brother. If we follow our separate
gratifications, it will surely make us forget him whom we are alike bound to support.”
The young man made no answer, but taking his bow and arrows left the lodge, and never returned.
*
Many moons had come and gone, after the young man’s departure, and still the girl administered to the wants
of her younger brother. At length, however, she began to be weary of her solitude, and of her charge. Years, which
added to her strength and capability of directing the affairs of the household, also brought with them the desire of
society, and made her solitude irksome. But in meditating a change of life, she thought only for herself, and
cruelly sought to abandon her little brother, as her elder brother had done before.
One day after she had collected all the provisions she had set apart for emergencies, and brought a quantity of
wood to the door, she said to her brother.
“My brother, you must not stray far from the lodge. I am going to seek our brother: I shall soon be back.”
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Then taking her bundle, she set off, in search of habitations. She soon found them, and was so much taken up
with the pleasures and amusements of society, that all affection for her brother was obliterated. She accepted a
proposal of marriage, and after that, never more thought of the helpless relative she had abandoned.
In the meantime the elder brother had also married, and settled on the shores of the same lake, which contained
the bones of his parents, and the abode of his forsaken brother.
*
As soon as the little boy had eaten all the food left by his sister, he was obliged to pick berries and dig up roots.
Winter came on, and the poor child was exposed to all its rigors. He was obliged to quit the lodge in search of
food, without a shelter. Sometimes he passed the night in the clefts of old trees, and eat the refuse meats of the
wolves. The latter soon became his only resource, and he became so fearless of these animals, that he would sit
close to them whilst they devoured their prey, and the animals themselves seemed to pity his condition, and would
always leave something.
Thus he lived, as it were, on the bounty of fierce wolves until spring. As soon as the lake was free from ice, he
followed his new found friends and companions to the shore. It happened his brother was fishing in his canoe in
the lake, a considerable distance out, when he thought he heard the cry of a child, and wondered how any could
exist on so bleak a part of the shore. He listened again more attentively, and distinctly heard the cry repeated. He
made for shore as quick as possible, and as he approached land, discovered and recognized his little brother, and
heard him singing in a plaintive voice—
Neesya, neesya, shyegwuh gushuh!
Ween ne myeengunish!
ne myeengunish!\fn{My brother, my brother, I am now turning into a Wolf!—I am turning into a Wolf.}

At the termination of his song, he howled like a Wolf, and the young man was still more astonished, when, on
getting nearer shore, he perceived his poor brother half turned into that animal. He however, leapt on shore and
strove to catch him in his arms, and soothingly said,
“My brother, my brother, come to me.”
But the boy eluded his grasp, and fled, still singing as he fled, “I am turning into a wolf!—I am turning into a
wolf,” and howling in the intervals.
The elder brother, conscience struck, and feeling his brotherly affection returning with redoubled force,
exclaimed in great anguish,
“My brother, my brother, come to me.”
But the nearer he approached the child, the more rapidly his transformation went on, until he changed into a
perfect wolf—still singing and howling, and naming his brother and sister alternately in his song, as he fled into
the woods, until his change was complete.
At last he said, “I am a wolf,” and bounded out of sight.
*
The young man felt the bitterness of remorse all his days, and the sister, when she heard of the fate of the little
boy whom she had so cruelly left,and whom both she and her brother had solemnly promised to foster and protect,
wept bitterly; and never ceased to mourn until she died.
5
The daughter of Mongazida, was the pride of her parents, and their only child. Beauty sat upon her lips, and
life and animation marked all her motions. Fourteen summers had witnessed the growth of her stature, and the
unfolding of her charms, and each spring, as it came around, had beheld her, in her happy simplicity, reveling
amid the wild flowers of her native valley.
There was no valley so sweet as the valley of Taquiemenon. There, she listened to the earliest notes of the wild
birds, who returned from the south, to enliven the forests after the repose ef winter; and there, also, she had
prepared her bower of branches, and fasted to obtain a guardian spirit, to conduct her through life, according to
the belief and customs of her people. Sweet valley of the Taquimenon, thou didst bless her with the charms of thy
fragrance, causing the most profound sensations of pleasure. There, she first beheld that little angel, who in the
shape of a small white bird, of purest plumage, assumed to be her guardian spirit, in cot and wood, through sun
and storm, for the remainder of her days. Happy were her slumbers in this delightful visitation, and happy her
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awakening, as she hasted back, with fawn-like fleetness, to her parents’ lodge, with one more charm—one more
pleasing recollection—one more tie to bind her fancy and her heart to the sweet valley of the Taquiemenon.
Beautiful valley of soft repose! there, she had first learned to know the sweet face of nature, and seen the river
leap and laugh in foam, from the rocks, and then pursue its sylvan course through the green leafed forest. Sweet
enthusiast of nature! wild gazer of the woods! There, too, were the sacred graves of her forefathers, and there, she
hoped, when the Great Spirit should summon her to depart, her friends would lay her simply bark-encased body,
under the shady foliage in a spot she loved.
It was early in the Strawberry Moon.\fn{ June.} The white coat of winter was remembered for its having
lingered on many spots, which were secluded from the sun’s influence. But the flowers of the forest were now in
bloom, and the birds had revisited the valley. There was a soft and balmy air, and life and animation seemed to be
newly bestowed upon the whole face of the earth. The robin and the mamaitwa came back to sing, and the
murmuring of waters, in the little glens and by-vallies, rose, like pleasing music on the ear, and denoted the time
for the opening of buds, and the springing of flowers.
Never had the scene appeared more attractive to her eye.
“Oh,” she exclaimed, “that it were ever spring! that I could ever live and revel in the wild beauties of my
native valley-the sweet valley of the Taquiemenon.”
*
But while all nature rejoiced, there was a deep gloom gathering over the brows of Mongazida. Whispers of the
sign of an enemy on the lofty shores of the Pictured Rocks, had reached his ears. He thought of the haughty air of
the audacious tribe of the Outagamies, who, but a few moons before, invaded the country, and had been baffled in
their design. He thought of the bitter feuds of the border bands, yet pleased himself in his own seclusion far from
the war path of the enemy, where, for the space of fifteen winters, there had not a hostile footprint been seen.
While he lay on his couch, pondering on these things, sleep ensued, and he fancied himself to be the leader of a
hostile band, who broke from the ambush, at the earliest dawn, and carried death and desolation to a slumbering
village.
Shocked at the catastrophe, he awoke. The dream alarmed him. He remembered that birds of ill omen had
crossed his path, the day before.
”Had it been my enemies, the Daktas,” said he to his wife, “I should have feared no evil, but to dream of
raising the war club against the Outagamies, my own blood kindred, and with whom we have been long in peace,
bodes me sure disaster. Some hostile foot is, even now, on the track. Some evil bird has flown over my lodge. I
will no longer abide here. Had I sons to stand by my side, most freely would I meet the foe; but, single-handed,
with no one but thee to bury me, if I am slain, and my tender Miscodeed to witness my fall, and become their
prey, it were madness to abide. And this day, even before the sun is at the zenith, will I quit the peaceful valley I
love-the sweet valley of the Taquimenon.”
In haste, they took their morning’s meal, and made their preparations to leave a scene, so loved and cherished,
but loved and cherished by none more than the gentle and enthusiastic Miscodeed. She was indeed a precious wild
flower. But while they yet sat around their lodge-fire, the instinctive sagacity of that trusty friend of the Red
Hunter, the household dog, betokened approaching evil, at first, by restlessness and low murmurs, and then
breaking into a loud bark, as he flew out of the door.
It was a daring war party of the treacherous Mendawakantons from the Mississippi. A volley of arrows
followed, piercing the thin barks, which hung, like tapestry, around the lodge, and sealing in death at the same
instant, the lips of both father and mother.
*
“Oh, bird of my dreams,” cried Miscodeed, “my beautiful white wing!—my angel of promise! save me from
the hands of my cruel enemies.”
So saying, she sunk, lifeless, into the ground.
With loud yells and rapid footsteps the foe entered. Conspicuous, in front, stood the eldest son of a warrior,
who had been killed by the Chippewas in the great battle of the falls of the river St. Croix. His brows were painted
red, and his spear poised. But the work of death was soon finished. There lay, motionless, the husband and the
wife alike beyond the influence of hope or fear, hate or harm. But no other human form appeared; and the eye of
the savage leader rolled in disappointment around, as he viewed the spot where Miscodeed, his meditated victim,
had sunk into the earth.
A small and beautiful white bird, was seen to fly from the top of the lodge. It was the guardian spirit of
Miscodeed. The knife and the tomahawk were cheated of their prey—her guardian angel had saved her from
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being the slave of her enemy.
But the sanguinary rites of war were quickly performed; the scalps of the hunter and his wife, were torn away,
and with hurry and fear, the enemy was soon on his way to his native land.
When the friends of the slaughtered family, visited the silent lodge, where welcome had so often greeted them,
all they saw on the ground where the maid of Taquimenon had fallen, was a modest little white flower, bordered
with pink border which was at once destined to be her emblem.
6
Once upon a time a poor Indian, with his wife and several children lived alone and apart from the tribe. It was
on the first indications of spring that his eldest son had arrived at that age when it is thought necessary for youth
to fast, to see what kind of spirit would be his guide and guardian through life; accordingly, a little lodge was
made for him, as customary on such occasions, some distance from the parents’ lodge. The father was a poor man
and not very expert, either in hunting or fishing: barely getting enough for the use of his family, day by day; he
was contented and happy, and always thankful to the Great Spirit, for all the comforts, little as they were; he was
an humble, peaceable man.
His eldest son, of whom we are to speak in particular, had always been a thoughtful, quiet, pensive boy from
infancy: he was always ready to assist with his parents, without murmuring—kind and gentle to his brothers and
sisters; he was very much beloved by the whole family. The parents felt anxious about the fast and hoped it would
be propitious.
After the lad had prepared himself and entered the lodge, the few first days of the fast, he amused himself by
walking in the woods and on the mountains, examining the early plants and flowers, and as he observed all nature
in its progress of reanimation, he sighed and wished to know all about how they first came, how they grew
without the help of man and every thing else; about their being useful to mankind &c. After a few days he
confined himself to his little lodge, thinking how he could be helpful to his poor fellow creatures; he thought how
precarious, the exertions of his poor father were, in order to sustain his family, and thought if there could be no
other means of support, than that of fishing and hunting; and a great many other ideas came into his mind; such
as, who is the author, the maker of all I see? So beautiful, so silent, and yet perceptible in its operations!
“There must be a Great Spirit,” he said to himself “who has made all things and who takes care of all! I must
try to find out who it is; perhaps in my visions I shall find out who he is, and he may show me pity and teach me
to be like him, bountiful and good—for a good spirit he must be, who bestows such beautiful things for the use of
man.”
On the third day he became weak and faint, and kept his bed and fancied he saw a man come down from the
sky, advancing toward him, very gaily and richly dressed, having on a great many blankets of the same color, only
slight shades of difference, some were deep green and others lighter; he was very handsome, having fine waving
feathers on his head. When he came near he said,
“I am sent to you, my friend by that Great Spirit who made all things in the sky and on the earth, the same
great one you thought must exist, from what you observed the other day. He has seen and known your motives in
your fasting now. He sees it is to do good to your fellow creatures, and you did not think of yourself. You seek not
for grandeur or praise from your fellows, but their good, and the great spirit is pleased with your fasting and in
consequence 1 am sent to instruct you to do your kindred good, as you feel most anxious about that.”
*
He thus told the lad to arise and prepare himself to wrestle with him as it would be only by his courage and
perseverance, as well as strength, that he could hope to succeed in his wish to do and get good for mankind.
The lad knew he was weak in body, but he felt strong in mind and at once rose from his bed determining to die
rather than fail in his most ardent wish to do good for mankind and he commenced wrestling with the handsome
stranger and was almost exhausted but he would not give up till the stranger said,
“My friend it is enough for once; 1 will come again and try you.” And smiling on him encouragingly he
ascended, in the same direction he came from.
The stranger came the next day at the same hour, and they wrestled as at first and though the lad was weaker
from want of food, this day more than the day previous, he would not give way till the stranger again spoke as
before and left him, saying in addition:
“Tomorrow will be your last trial; be strong my friend and try to vanquish me, for that is the only way you can
do good and get food for yourself and others.”
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The lad felt encouraged from this and determined on the morrow, rather to die than be vanquished. The
stranger appeared again at the usual time and said,
“My friend this is the last struggle between us—three days I have wrestled with you; weak as you are, you
have behaved manfully and you seem to struggle more for others than for yourself, and therefore I hope you will
prevail.” And they continued their combat; the poor youth was very faint in body; but grew stronger in mind
determined not to give up the contest but with his life.
After the usual time of struggle, the stranger acknowledged himself conquered and the strife ceased and for the
first time he entered the lodge of the youth, and sitting down beside him he began to instruct him, in what manner
he should take advantage of his having prevailed against him.
“Now,” said the stranger, “tomorrow is the seventh day of your fasting. Your father will give you food to
strengthen you and as it is the last day of trial, you will prevail. I know it, and now tell you what you must do for
the good of mankind, as well as for your family. Tomorrow,” he continued “I shall meet you for the last time, and
when you have knocked me down, clean the earth of weeds and roots and make the earth very soft and bury me in
the spot, thus prepared, and come occasionally to see where you shall place me. Be careful never to let the grass
or weeds grow on the hillock where I am laid and once in the month cover me anew with fresh earth. If you
follow my instructions you will do good to your fellow creatures by telling them and teaching them, what I now
tell you.” And shaking hands with the lad, he disappeared.
In the morning the youth’s father came with some slight refreshments, saying,
“My son, you have fasted long enough; if the great spirit will do you good, he will do it now. It is seven long
days since you tasted any thing and you must not sacrifice your life, as that would be displeasing to the master of
life.”
The youth requested his father to wait till sundown, as he did not wish to break his fast till he had
accomplished his vision.
“Very well, my son,” said the father, “I shall wait till you feel inclined to eat.” At the usual hour the handsome
stranger appeared and said,
“You have not availed yourself of earthly strength, but so much the more you have strength given you from
him you trust in, to enable you to succeed against me.” So saying he continued,
“You have already conquered me, and when I fall, bury me as I directed and observe all the directions I gave
you and never feel xxxxxx xx xxxx xxxx\fn{ An illegible passage in the manuscript used by Parker for this edition. Elsewhere he
has used this indication for single words, but it has been possible to infer from the structure of the sentence what was meant, and I have
made the necessary insertions. Rogers has also reproduced some of these stories as solid blocks of texts, and I have broken them in the
interests of greater clarity. Rogers himself notes that as with her manuscript for ‘The Little Spirit’ (below) this manuscript is all one
paragraph and roughly, lightly punctuated, noticeably not intended as a final draft. JJS must have expected HRS [Parker’s abbreviations
for Schoolcraft and her husband] to take care of paragraphing and punctuation. Indeed, Shearman [whose MSS Parker uses, in the absence
of one from JJS] does not always write punctuation marks clearly, so that in transcribing his manuscript I sometimes defer to what makes
sense in context; which is what I have done in my editing throughout; with the additional concern that the tales must be as machinereadable as possible. In addition, though I have left all the words as Parker renders them, one I have changed: in the story about the origin
of corn, I have rendered the corn-spirit “handsome” as opposed to Parker’s “beautiful,” on the grounds that the spirit is male, and men are
handsome, whereas it is women that are beautiful: H } the weeds and grass from my grave and then you will have your

vision and benefit your fellow creatures.”
*
Accordingly, they began to wrestle, and the youth felt strengthened more than usual, and prevailed against his
adversary. As soon as he found he had slain the stranger, he selected a beautiful spot to bury him. It was a shallow
vale, where the sun shone daily and the dew descended nightly—and he observed everything he had been directed
to do, about the body, for the stranger had told him not to fear killing him, as he would come to life again, and that
it was only through his death for a little while, that any good would come.
The youth did all that was directed of him by his friend and felt deeply anxious about the result of his
obedience, but determined to watch carefully when his friend would come to life again as he had predicted. He
then went home and took sparingly of his father’s kind meal, and finished his fast. All spring he attended the
grave of his friend, and carefully weeded the spot he was buried in. The lad never told what had occurred, till one
day the father followed him, to the place he so often went to. This was after a long absence.
To their mutual surprise, they beheld a strange plant, several feet high and light hair as it were floating in the
air at their tops, and large oval clusters on the sides of the stalks. The lad shouted,
“It is my friend and the friend of all mankind. None need ever depend alone upon hunting and fishing, as long
as there is Mondaumin to live and grow from the ground.” He pulled an ear of corn and gave it to his father and
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said,
“See Father, this is what I fasted for and the Great Spirit of all flesh has listened to my wish; henceforth men
need not depend alone upon the chase and the produce of the waters, for by careful attention to this plant, they
will have plenty to eat, whilst the world lasts.”
He then told his father what the handsome stranger had told him before in their convrsation, that his blankets
must be taken off, and his feathers pulled away, before he could be of any use to man, and when both were done,
they returned home, roasted the ear of corn, and felt thankful to the master of life, who so mercifully provides for
his creatures.
So corn came into the world for the good of mankind and since that time, through the instruction of the little
boy, all the Indians have endeavored to get corn for their families.
7
Three cranberries were living in a lodge together. One was green, one white, and one red. They were sisters.
There was snow on the ground, and as the men were absent, they felt afraid and began to say to each other, “what
shall we do if the wolf comes.”
“I,” said the green one, “will climb up a shingoup tree.”
“I,” said the white one, “will hide myself in the kettle of boiled hominy.”
“And I,” said the red one, “will conceal myself under the snow.”
Presently the Wolves came, and each one did as she had said. But only one of the three had judged wisely. The
Wolves immediately ran to the kettle and ate up the corn and with it the white Cranberry. The red one was
trampled to pieces by their feet, and her blood spotted the snow.
But she, who had climbed the thick spruce tree escaped notice, and was saved.
8
There was once a little boy, remarkable for the smallness of his stature. He was living alone with his sister
older than himself. They were orphans, and they lived in a beautiful spot on the lake shore. Many large rocks were
scattered around their habitation. The boy never grew larger as he advanced in years.
One day in winter, he asked his sister to make him a ball to play with along shore on the clear ice. She made
one for him but cautioned him not to go too far. Off he went in high glee, throwing his ball before him and
running after it at full speed and he went as fast as his ball. At last his ball flew to a great distance. He followed it
as fast as he could.
After he had run for some time, he saw four dark substances on the ice straight before him. When he came up
to the spot he was surprised to see four large, tall men lying on the ice spearing fish. When he went up to them,
the nearest looked up and in turn was surprised to see such a diminutive being, and turning to his brothers, he
said,
“Tia! look, see what a little fellow is here!”
After they had all looked a moment, they resumed their position, covered their heads intent in searching for
fish. The boy thought to himself, they imagine me too insignificant for common courtesy because they are tall and
large. I shall teach them notwithstanding, that I am not to be treated so lightly.
After they were covered up the boy saw they had each a large trout lying beside them. He slyly took the one
nearest him and placing his fingers in the gills and tossing his ball before him ran off at full speed. When the man
to whom the fish belonged looked up, he saw his trout sliding away as if of itself at a great rate, the boy being so
small he was not distinguished from the fish. He addressed his brothers and said,
“See how that tiny boy has stolen my fish; what a shame it is he should do so.”
The boy reached home, and told his sister to go out and get the fish he had brought home. She exclaimed,
“Where could you have got it? 1 hope you have not stolen it.”
“O! no,” he replied, “I found it on the ice.”
“How,” persisted the sister, “could you have got it there?”
“No matter,” said the boy, “go and cook it.” He disdained to answer her again, but thought he would one day
show her how to appreciate him.
She went to the place he left it and there indeed she found a monstrous trout. She did as she was bid and
cooked it for that day’s consumption.
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Next morning he went off again as at first. When he came near the large men, who fished every day, he threw
his ball with such force that it rolled into the ice-hole of the man of whom he had stolen the day before. As he
happened to raise himself at the time, the boy said,
“Nejee, pray hand me my ball.”
“No indeed,” answered the man, “I shall not,” and thrust the ball under the ice.
The boy took hold of his arm and broke it in two in a moment and threw him to one side and picked up his ball
which had bounded back from under the ice and tossed it as usual before him. Outstripping its speed, he got home
and remained within till the next morning.
The man whose arm he had broken hallooed out to his brothers and told them his case and deplored his fate.
They hurried to their brother, and as loud as they could roar threatened vengeance on the morrow, knowing the
boy’s speed that they could not overtake him and he was near out of sight; yet he heard their threats and awaited
their coming in perfect indifference.
*
The four brothers the next morning prepared to take their revenge. Their old mother begged them not to go.
“Better,” said she, “one only should suffer, than that all should perish, for he must be a Monedo, or he could
not perform such feats.” But her sons would not listen and taking their wounded brother along, started for the
boy’s lodge having learnt that he lived at the place of rocks.
The boy’s sister thought she heard the noise of snow-shoes on the crusted snow at a distance. Advancing, she
saw the large, tall men coming straight to their lodge, or rather cave for they lived in a large rock. She ran in with
great fear and told her brother the fact. He said,
“Why do you mind them? Give me something to eat.”
“How can you think of eating at such a time?” she replied.
“Do as 1 request you, and be quick.”
She then gave him his dish, which was a large misquadace shell and he commenced eating. Just then the men
came to the door and were about lifting the curtain placed there when the boy-man turned his dish upside down
and immediately the door was closed with a stone.
The men tried hard with their clubs to crack it; at length they succeeded in making a slight opening. When one
of them peeped in with one eye, the boy-man shot his arrow into his eye and brain and he dropped down dead.
The others not knowing what had happened to their brother did the same, and all fell in like manner. Their
curiosity was so great to see what the boy was about so they all shared the same fate.
After they were killed the boy-man told his sister to go out and see them; she opened the door but feared they
were not dead and entered back again hastily and told her fears to her brother. He went out and hacked them in
small pieces saying,
“Henceforth let no man be larger than you are now.”
So men became of the present size.
*
When spring came on the boy-man said to his sister,
“Make me a new set of arrows and bow.”
She obeyed, as he never did anything himself of a nature that required manual labour. Though he provided for
their sustenance, after she made them she again cautioned him not to shoot into the lake; but disregardless of all
admonition, he on purpose shot his arrow into the lake, and waded some distance till he got into deep water and
paddled about for his arrow so as to attract the attention of his sister. She came in haste to the shore calling him to
return, but instead of minding her he called out,
“Mamisquangeguna, benauwaconzheshin,” that is, “You of the red fins, come and swallow me.”
Immediately that monstrous fish came and swallowed him; and seeing his sister standing on the shore in
despair he hallooed out to her,
“Mezushkezinance!”
She wondered what he meant, but on reflection she thought it must be an old mockisin. She accordingly tied
the old mockisin to a string and fastened it to a tree. The fish said to the boy-man, under water,
“What is that floating?” The boy-man, said to the fish,
“Go, take hold of it, swallow it as fast as you can.”
The fish darted towards the old shoe and swallowed it. The boy-man laughed in himself, but said nothing, till
the fish was fairly caught. He then took hold of the line and began to pull himself and fish to shore. The sister,
who was watching, was surprised to see so large a fish, and hauling it ashore she took her knife and commenced
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cutting it open. When she heard her brother’s voice inside of the fish, saying, “Make haste and release me from
this nasty place,” his sister was in such haste that she almost hit his head with her knife, but succeeded in making
an opening large enough for her brother to get out. When he was fairly out, he told his sister to cut up the fish and
dry it as it would last a long time for their sustenance, and said to her, never, never more to doubt his ability in any
way.
9
An old man was sitting alone in his lodge, by the side of a frozen stream. It was the close of winter, and his fire
was almost out. He appeared very old and very desolate. His locks were white with age, and he trembled at every
joint. Day after day passed in solitude, and he heard nothing but the sounds of the tempest, sweeping before it in
the new-fallen snow.
One day, as his fire was just dying, a handsome young man approached and entered his dwelling. His cheeks
were red with the blood of youth, his eyes sparkled with animation, and a smile played upon his lips. He walked
with a light and quick step. His forehead was bound round with a wreath of sweet grass, in the place of a warrior’s
frontlet, and he carried a bunch of flowers in his hand.
“Ah, my son,” said the old man, “I am happy to see you. Come in. Come, tell me of your adventures, and what
strange lands you have been to see. Let us pass the night together. I will tell you of my prowess and exploits, and
what I can perform. You shall do the same. And we will amuse ourselves.”
He then drew from his sack a curiously-wrought antique pipe, and having filled it with tobacco, rendered mild
by an admixture of certain leaves, handed it to his guest. When this ceremony was concluded, they began to
speak.
“I blow my breath,” said the old man, “and the streams stand still. The water becomes stiff and hard as clear
stone.”
“I breathe,” said the young man, “and flowers spring up all over the plains.”
“I shake my locks,” retorted the old man, “and snow covers the land. The leaves fall from the trees at my
command and my breath blows them away. The birds get up from the water, and fly to a distant land. The animals
hide themselves from my breath, and the very ground becomes as hard as flint.”
“I shake my ringlets,” rejoined the young man, “and warm showers of soft rain fall upon the earth, like the
eyes of children first opening in the morning. My voice recalls the birds. The warmth of my breath unlocks the
streams. Music fills the groves, wherever I walk, and all nature rejoices.”
*
At length the sun began to rise. A gentle warmth came over the place. The tongue of the old man became
silent. The robin and bluebird began to sing on the top of the lodge. The stream began to murmur by the door, and
the fragrance of growing herbs and flowers came softly on the vernal breeze.
Daylight fully revealed to the young man the character of his entertainer. When he looked upon him, he had the
white visage of ice of Peboan. Streams began to flow from his eyes. As the sun increased, he gradually grew less
and less in stature, and anon had melted completely away. Nothing remaines on the place of his lodge fire but the
miskodeed, a small white flower, with a pink border, which is one of the earliest species in a northern Spring.
199.164 Excerpt from Apache\fn{by Will Levington Comfort (1878-1932)} Kalamazoo, Kalamazoo County, Michigan,
U.S.A. (M) 8
1
Two days’ sun to the east of the copper mines was the Big River. Mangus Colorado’s people were attracted that
way in large numbers in the spring months to renew their acquaintance with other than drinking water. Camp
smoke and body grime were well enough in the cold season, but became rancid when the sun was well turned
northward. Heads of small children and most of the adults were infested by this time with life that became
aggressive in the balmy air.\fn{ This is a book of historical fiction, of one Mangus Colorado—of whose early life very little of fact is
in fact known—who was born about 1793 near some old copper mines on the Mimbres River, in what is now Grant County, New Mexico,
and who grew to be a renowned Apache warrior. Comfort referrs to him by a contraction of his non-warrior boy-name; but I think that is to
do him a disservice—for man is already in boy, from his inception—and so I have replaced that with his warrior name, which translates
into English as “Red Sleeve”. Comfort also has a curious habit of capitalizing “Copper Mines;” and I have disenfranchised these words of
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their unwonted notoriety:H}

Rio Grande mud was great medicine for this. The squaws covered the heads of the young ones in a thick pack
of mud, making them sit still in the sun until the cast cracked. It was interesting to see the denizens caught for
keeps in the inside of the broken pieces of the mud cap.
The Apache is not a fish eater, but there were feasts of duck and brant. It was boy business to get these—no
wasting of arrows, either. In the river bottoms grew a big gourd. The pith was not good to eat, but the shells made
handy vessels. When the birds were on the river, the boys strung the gourds together and let them float down
stream among the favorite feeding-places of the waterfowl. At first the birds were restless and took wing, but after
a few days, they became used to the queer bobbing, and in due time paid no attention. Nor did they later notice the
slight alteration in the gourds, peek-holes and the like, nor the boys beneath them with bags weighted with stones,
pulling the birds under from time to time.
Mangus Colorado did not get much chance at this; gourds rarely grew big enough for that head. But he could
swim all day, and lengthening out as he was, much swimming took up the slack. Lost Pony, one of his
companions, was good at this silent duck hunting, and another companion called Black Knife, the son of Soldado
Fiero, was exceptional in all matters of the kind. At reading trail and at antelope stalking, Black Knife had no rival
for his age. On all fours, covered in deerskin with head and antlers attached, he had actually been shot at from the
far side of a grazing herd.
This was a real honor. Antelope was no fool like waterfowl. You couldn’t get among them in their own dress,
but with a lot of practice and patience one could get close, and have time to sink three or four arrows, before the
herd was off for the day.
Another way of stalking antelope for a set of shots was for one boy to skirt the herd at a distance, keeping
under cover, all except a long lance with a fluttering pennon on top. The deer became absorbed to drooling over
this, but kept their distance. It was far more easy than usual at such times for others to stalk within range from the
opposite side.
On the way between the copper mines and the Rio Grande was the hill of the hot springs—Ojo Caliente, it was
later called by the Mexicans. Older people of the tribe thought highly of coming here to boil out after the chill had
left the air. The squaws had to be driven off, they liked it so well. This was a place of conference also; head men
and medicine men sitting for hours waiting for those thoughts which come best when the sweat is flowing freely.
Mangus Colorado would sit in the steam as long as he was permitted to remain.
In the high country to the north there was big timber and springs and waterfalls where the heat of midsummer
was tempered, and there was much tanning and venison-jerking to be done and baskets to weave. While squaws
managed these affairs, the men hunted, leaving the bears alone, since the Apache has a truce with the bear.
Sometimes the boys were allowed to go along; but mainly they went on excursions by themselves.
In the time of great heat, there was Spinning Falls to go to. Its uppermost cup was far up on the mountainside.
Here the water bounced into a huge smooth basin and one could sit in the spray until chilled to the bone and then
step out onto a dry cleft and know what it meant to be brought back to life by the sun on the rocks.
Boys looked into bear business for clues to the honey hives. This was the main store of sweet, and greatly
desired for pinole which is a flour made of mesquite beans and acorns. To come into camp with deer sacks heavy
with crushed comb—eyes flamed from the smudges, bodies welted with stings and stomachs loathly sick from the
incidental debauch—was a real way to acquire merit.
Then along the smaller streams were the arrow canes and lance wood, and mulberry branches for bows, and
stones already rounded for metates. Much time was spent in the manufacturing of all these. The squall of a
wildcat put them on duty at once. The best possible quiver of arrows was made of the wildcat’s pelt, with the tail
hanging down.
To the west of the copper mines was one of the chief treasures of the Mimbrenos, one of the best proofs of
their stand-in with Usen, the Creator. This was the incomparable grazing lands which kept the horses pinked-up
like grain. No forage anywhere like grama grass. An- other band of Apaches lodged in the Chihuicahui
Mountains, grazed their animals on it from the west, but were not nearly so well off in other ways.
Mangus Colorado often overheard the warriors discussing the habitats of the other wings of the tribe—the
Mescaleros east of the Big River where the land flattened out and became all alike and the water was unfit to
drink; the Coyoteros to the northwest where the dust rose like smoke around them when they travelled; the
Navajos who sat freezing in snow and ice half the year and spent the other half weaving blankets to live through
until spinning time again. The Jicarillos and their country were similarly discussed; the Tontos and Pinals, and
others, not Apache, with more consuming scorn. There is no derision like that of the Mimbreno Apache, when he
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speaks the words “farmer” or “sheep-herder,” and these words were connected variously with the Pimas, Navajos,
Maricopas, Yumas and Opatas. By all means the Mimbrenos were well off. The country of the copper mines had
been the stronghold of their fathers. There was none like it elsewhere.
2
Mangus Colorado was not given particularly to boy friendships, being a listener of elders always, but there was
Lost Pony, the son of a highly respected tribesman, and Black Knife, whose father, Soldado Fiero, was a chief,
second only to Juan Jose in the counsels of the tribe. With these two, Mangus Colorado’s education was
conducted one summer under the tutelage of a lame Apache, a younger brother of Soldado Fiero, called Kaibendigo, Foot and a Half, or Half-Foot, whose prowess was all in the head.
Half-Foot was in the medicine lodge much of the time working with sickness and advice to others, with old
Ne-pot-on-je, the Bear Watcher, and Wano-boono, Calico Turkey. He had been spoiled as a boy by a falling horse.
His heel was drawn up and stiffened so that only the forward part of the imprint of his right foot showed. He was
very ugly, like the whole Soldado Fiero household, but an Apache in every link of the spine.
There were great lessons in stealth and background identification and motionless sitting.
Rise-from-the-grass-is synonym for Apache in his own concept. To rise from the grass was a prevailing art; to
surprise another within three or four feet, a form of play from babyhood. The one surprised or taken off his guard
is in disgrace. The quail is past master in this profession and to the Apache one of the most approved forms of bird
life. It is not only a matter of sitting still, but of thinking still, of emptying the mind. If you do not wish your
adversary to know your plan, you must not even think it when he is near until the instant of coup. This is a far
deeper fold of the game than a mere motionless huddling against a rock. It has to do with the science of
invisibility mentioned in high medicine lore.
Frequently Mangus Colorado with other Apache youths was taken to the pasture lands and ordered to hunt
cover at signal. The neatness and dispatch of the competitors were judged by experts. Again they were released by
signal to plant themselves among the boulders or yucca butts—or vanish into any cover or background the land
held. They used gray blankets at times or covered themselves with dirt.
Rise-from-the-grass. Tloh-ka-dih-nadidah-hae. Many trips that summer with the limping one for teacher and
guide. He was never a friend. Like all Apaches, the three boys were taught from the very beginning how not to get
lost. Nothing brings down the ninny-cry upon a boy’s head so quickly as to lose his way. They were taken out
moonless nights and released to find camp. In coming to a strange ridge, they were told to stop and study it from a
distance; then from half-way, finally from close-up. It was literally photographed on the brain. There were
warriors among the Mimbrenos who could not be lost in all the land between the Rio Grande and the Colorado
and who could find practically all the springs and water holes in the vast terrain.
One day five miles from the copper mines, Half-Foot and the three boys came upon cougar-tracks. This is
another master at hiding himself in the scenery.
“When he go by here?” Half-Foot asked.
“Last night.” This was granted.
“Where he sit now?”
Mangus Colorado pointed to the thick green strip low in the distance. It was far ahead, but water was there and
Half-Foot led the way. Either he granted that Mangus Colorado was right or was taking pains to show him up. It
was well known that the cougar, though not liking water more than any other cat, appreciates the big trees only
found near water, except in high country. Dense shade at midday for the cougar family.
Whatever Half-Foot saw, he made no effort to find tracks on the way. They cut straight for the river bank
where the cougar prints were seen again. Now they silently traced these to a large tree. One thing to find a cougar
tree; quite another to find himself or herself up in the dark of the leaves, stretched out still as the limb itself, head
cocked to one side and squinting so his eyes would not shine out and betray. You didn’t really see a cougar after
all; you somehow became aware of him in the mind at last and then his outer silhouette appeared. A minute
afterward you wondered how your eyes could have missed so long. Black Knife was a devil for finding the cougar
on the branch. It was he who gave the first sign. Half-Foot may have seen before this, or may not. Anyway he said
nothing until the beast was pointed out.
“Cougar run and hide all day from Indian, but when he sees death he no more run. Cougar slow die, no fear;
take Indian boy with him to die too; take two boys if he can. Shoot straight, so he come down all in heap, no
longer see.”
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This was straight Apache philosophy and readily understood. The Apache himself keeps death from his body
as long as possible; there are no suicides, but when the end is unescapable from mortal wound, there is nothing to
lose and no fear in the world. The fighting death is then the thing.
So the three considered carefully and released their arrows together. Down came the squalling, sprawling cat,
not done-for, but three arrows in his chest, and nothing left but his own swift-striking paralysis to fight. Half-Foot
showed them which arrow had done best and why. It was Mangus Colorado’s, and he was awarded the pelt.
3
Boys and horses. Boys from ten to seventeen did most of the tribal herding. They were never apart from
horses. To be without the smell of horses would mean not only that they had not ridden, but that they had not
eaten. Apacheria was south of bison ranges; they had no sheep save as novelty from occasional forages among the
Navajos. They raised no grain or fruits or cattle. Wild horses did not come to them. The few ranges of
incomparable grama grass were walled off by vast waterless tracts of thorn and rock. Spring was the time for
replenishing raids therefore, not only for mounts, but for food stock.
Boys were not taught to ride. There were no horses too bad to try out, too vicious not to be contained in the
combined knowledge of a group. The reata was an inspired extension of their thin arms; the beast itself an
auxiliary of narrow knees. What they lacked in strength they accomplished in agility. What one did not think of in
the way of ingenious deviltry, the group mind spawned. In a herd of a hundred fresh ponies, there were no secrets
of speed or stamina unfathomed in a week. With their backs turned they could designate any animal, a gesture and
a guttural. Anatomy was an open book. In the case of a bad fall, it was mainly the horse that broke himself; the
boys came to the ground standing. Once useless, the horse was on the grill while still hot and his hide staked out.
Nor was his blood spilled on the ground, nor his viscera left to the birds.
They ran horses, broke them until the beasts had no will, but only a sweating horror at their approach. HalfFoot showed them how to make a horse kill himself; how to make him do an added mile at top speed, after he is
ready to quit. He diagrammed the best cuts of meat; the quickest cuts to take from a fallen horse when time
presses on the warpath. He initiated them in the endless craft of stealing horses—how to study a herd to ascertain
the leader, how to hold the rest together through him single-handed. One of their great games was stealing horses
from each other; all the ways of doing this were closely inquired into and practised in preparation for work on
corrals of the Nakai-yes (Mexicans) later.
Half-Foot told the story of a great coup his brother Soldado Fiero had pulled off when he was making a name
for himself. There was a Mexican corral full of valuable horses, but kept under lock and special night guard. That
corral was a veritable stockade, no chance of breaking in; the posts parted the best of rope saws. Soldado Fiero,
then a young brave without lasting name, climbed the wall in the night and hid among the horses until daybreak.
A dozen vaqueros stood outside ready to reata their mounts when the big gates were opened, and Soldado,
clinging to the side of the leader of the herd, straightened up the instant he passed forth into the open and gave a
series of whoops that made the horses forget breakfast and all else until they were twenty miles away in the hands
of Apache herders. He had run off the whole corral-full single handed by conquering the will of the king horse.
Such matters were not readily forgotten.
4
Early one morning Mangus Colorado, Lost Pony and Black Knife had no sooner sat up than they were
blindfolded. This did not disturb them; they knew it to be an incident of training. Half-Foot led them out of camp
and finally gave the word for them to uncover their heads.
They were moving out toward the grass lands and presently struck a man-party trail. In dry season, grass that
has been trampled does not “come back,” but gradually toasts down, finally to dust. Half-Foot paused over a small
bedded patch aside from the trail they were on, and told them to read what they could.
The boys pressed about, careful not to disturb the body mold. It was too small for a cow or pony. There was
positively no detectable odor. The three heads bent long and low. Delicately at last Black Knife’s hand moved
among the grass stems and picked out a small matted tuft of brown fur. This he smelled with fine discrimination.
“Huh—how you know that?” asked Half-Foot.
“Feel-smell-see. This is because he scratched.”
“When did he make bed here?”
They tested the withered stems and compared the fresher stems of the standing grass. Three decisions were
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imparted privately to Half-Foot, each to the effect that the dog had lain on this spot two days ago.
The trail was continued. They had been blindfolded, so they could have no means of knowing the nature of the
party and if it were still out from camp. This was a day’s work; they followed for miles and hours, frequently
pausing for close examination.
It was a trick trail. A great variety of signs were there—bent twigs; broken sticks; misplaced stones. It passed
ovet grass land, gravel beds and through mesquite screens. It crossed other trails and an arroyo with water in the
bottom. It circled back to camp and then opened up, the members of the party taking different directions to their
teepees. It was late in the afternoon when the boys reached the place where they had taken their blinders off in the
morning. They had not yet broken their fast.
Mangus Colorado’s head and senses had been in intense occupation for many hours. He reported eight people
in the party—three braves, three squaws; one boy with moccasin on one foot and Mexican boot on the other; one
little one barefoot, either boy or girl. Also three ponies and two dogs. One of the ponies was a mare. The trail was
made yesterday afternoon and evening; at least, the party did not reach the arroyo until afternoon. Party made sign
of being gone three days, but did not carry out the word. Two squaws kneeled to drink at edge of water. Cattle
trail crossed Apache trail on the far bank of the arroyo—five or six cattle from Mimbreno range. Antelope trail
crossed at bend—back of Indian party toward copper mines. Antelope trail cold—two, three days. Party left sign
of going deeper into grass lands, but did not carry out sign. Left sign of being in need of aid and for supports to
follow, but returned instead. Left sign of bad news and again that expedition was successfulMangus Colorado’s report was not considered full nor in the least extraordinary. It was no better than Lost
Pony’s and not so good as Black Knife’s, who had discerned that there were but seven Mimbrenos in the party and
not eight; two squaws instead of three. He accounted for this by saying that the boy had gone barefoot part of the
way, while the smaller squaw had put on the Mexican boot. Even Black Knife did not know whether the littlest
foot was that of boy or girl, but he was more explicit about the game-trail. This was his specialty, as it was the
specialty of Soldado Fiero, his father, who had brought these readings to a point of sorcery.
Black Knife was right about there being seven in the party instead of eight. All three had faultlessly deduced
the presence of the dogs and ponies, also that one of the latter was a mare. The way she had stood in certain
functioning proved that.
The trail showed best at the arroyo. It was here that the boys determined beyond doubt that the party passed
there yesterday, and in the afternoon, because the displacement had not dried enough to show the effect of a full
day’s sun, or even exposure to midday sun of one day. It was here also that the squaws were finally isolated. Knee
marks were visible where they bent to drink. The male Apache rarely kneels to drink. He places his hands in the
water, so as to leave no sign but the tips of his moccasins, and often blurs these. His knees are also narrower. The
narrow sharp heel of one cast-off Mexican boot alternately worn by the boy and a smaller squaw was the feature
of the day. Black Knife gained merit in working that out. He was making a name for himself literally.
The other messages were matter of exact knowledge. Stones have their weathered side and earthy side. They
naturally fall heavy-side-down or settle to that position in heavy rains. A disturbed stone is at once a lithograph.
Out of place it is as obvious as a misplaced letter on a printed page. Overturned, it signifies indifferent success of
an expedition; partly turned over, bad news, disaster. A stone on end leaning against another is a call for aid. A line
of stones heavy side down, as naturally, reports success—these but a few details of the code.
Animal manure is one of the chief points studied in determining the nature of that which has made the trail. Its
degree of dryness is one of the best tests of the time elapsed since the transit. By its composition the direction a
party has come from is determined, because of the Apache’s marvelous knowledge of his habitat. Bunch grass,
bear grass, buffalo grass, all tell of districts. Mangus Colorado knew the cattle belonged to the Mimbreno range
because the trail showed the waste of grama grass alone. Corn would have told of a Mexican party.
Mangus Colorado was not disturbed upon being informed that Black Knife excelled him in this critical day’s
work. Black Knife was always reading, following, losing himself in the writing of men and animals. Mangus
Colorado was given to thinking about other things. He was the listener; he put two and two together. He could
forget himself in his own thoughts as Black Knife forgot himself in signs on the ground. . His rime was not yet.
5
One day when the main body of the Mimbrenos was at the Big River, couriers reached them from those behind
at the Copper Mines with word that a big party of Spaniards and Nakai-yes had come up from Chihuahua
prepared to stay. Also others were coming. Mangus Colorado stood near Solqado Fiero when the message was
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delivered. The Apache leader had the look of one snake-bitten. Juan Jose was back in camp, and had evidently not
driven the interlopers away at their first appearance.
Mangus Colorado felt weighty affairs impending. Over all was a mighty curiosity to see the strangers. He had
seen Nakai-yes, but never one of the pale Spaniards, the holders of great lands and authority in the country below.
Black Knife was at hand, with the same look of his father. This meant war to Mangus Colorado’s idea, and life
now took on its essential meaning.
Juan Jose was found to be dealing with the strangers. He had taken their presents. His eyes were wildly bright
with their firewater like one who had come into sudden sense of his own unparalleled importance, with
undreamed of riches at his disposal. He explained that the Spaniards wanted nothing but “cobre”; that they had no
intention of overrunning the country but merely to pack “cobre” from the mountains and send it back to their
country with mules; that the mules coming back from their country would bring many presents for the Indians—
blankets, maize, beads, ornaments of white iron, knives, wines, coffee.
Later, pesh-e-gar, the rifle, would be placed in Apache hands, making the Mimbreno indisputably superior to
all people. The Spaniards would establish their “cobre” camp in one place and keep to it; also they would travel
with their mule trains over one route only into the southeast, and one other into the southwest.
“The Mimbreno will still be lord of his land,” Juan Jose said, “and these people will bring in everything
desired.”
There were many who agreed with him, and others who resented intrusion in any form, at any price. There
were older Mimbrenos, Ne-pot-on-je and Wano-boono chief among them, who hinted that these things all had
been tried before; that Spaniards had come and nothing was the same afterward, the integration of the Mimbrenos
broken; that it had become necessary to drive out the Spaniards with great loss of braves. Many of the younger
Indians wanted the change; and these stayed with Juan Jose at the old camp in the copper mines; others preferred
privacy and the older order, and these established a base at the Warm Springs eastward under Soldado Fiero.
Mangus Colorado’s people were among those who stayed.
All these things happened gradually. There would be weeks, even months, of waiting for a single train, which
the Spaniards called their “conductas.” A garrison of Mexican soldiers was established at Janos, several days’ sun
to the south. The mining camp itself became a Mexican village—Santa Rita del Cobrean, outpost of Janos, with
senoritas, stores, miners’ families coming in and making their buildings of clay. A big three-cornered presidio was
also built. The Mimbreno stronghold at the copper mines became no stronghold at all.
Finally a Spanish priest came and a little mission was built for him in Santa Rita. He did not stay there, for it
was said he was also the Medicine Padre of the old stone church in Janos, and this was merely to be one of his
visitas. When he came to Santa Rita del Cobre, however, it did not suffice for him to remain among the miners in
the village. Very soon he climbed to the Mimbreno camp to tarry there, and even turned his mule one day toward
the inner camp of Soldado Fiero, making his signs and talking of peace. His purpose, he said, was to cement
friendship and understanding between two kinds of men, who were the same, not one above the other, in the sight
of God.
No Mexican would have gone alone to the inner camp. Mangus Colorado followed at a distance. The white
Medicine Padre was unafraid. He saw no need apparently to protect himself. He said he was protected. He was
not afraid of sickness, which all Mimbrenos shunned. Mangus Colorado followed and listened to his talk. He
knew how ugly Soldado Fiero’s people were.
Always the Padre talked. It seemed to matter little to him that no Mimbrenos knew what he said. He had
dealings with the sky and the sun. He shortened himself to his knees on the ground, which no Mimbreno would do
if he were afraid. He raised his arms to the sky with shut eyes and issuing talk. The Mexicans took off their hats
when he came near, and bobbed their heads, keeping their faces to him.
Big Medicine, past doubt. The Mimbreno medicine men resented all this. Old Ne-pot-on-je talked long against
it and Wano-boono egged him on. These two were highly held by all Mimbrenos. Mangus Colorado did much of
his listening by the fire of their medicine lodge. Ne-pot-on-je chose wisdom as a youth, rather than war, and went
to the bear to get it. His name signified as much, Bear Watcher. The squaws said that it was not the bear, but
Wano-boono (Calico Turkey) that was the source of Ne-pot-on-je’s wisdom, but braves do not listen to squaws.
Though not man and wife, these two hunted in couple about their devious medicine affairs. They were not so
inclined to send Mangus Colorado about his business, as other medicine people, and too well established to live in
the fear of being spied upon. Indeed they predicted that Mangus Colorado would end up in the deeps of sorcery
and stand behind the throne of his people, rather than in the center of it, the latter requiring little wisdom.
Mangus Colorado never wearied of looking at Calico Turkey. As a little girl, she had been mauled and mangled
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by a mountain lion, the skin of her face and arms was seamed and streaked as if put back hurriedly. Also she had
once been captive in a Nakai-yes village far to the south, and while there had contracted that sickness which
leaves deep pits upon the flesh. Yet she could whirl like a leaf and spring to her feet from flat sitting and dance
until the eyeballs of all others who tried to keep up were on the point of bursting from their sockets. Also she
talked the language of the Nakai-yes long before the miners came to Santa Rita del Cobre.
6
Of all Apaches who listened to the words of Father Font, one with great head, long arms and saddle-bowed
legs came most often and was most apt to stay after others were gone. The priest learned Apache at first much
faster than Mangus Colorado learned Spanish, but this was not so afterward when the young Mimbreno set his
mind to task.
One thing which Mangus Colorado gradually learned in his visits to Santa Rita was the value of money. No
Apache ever learned this before to the same degree. Hunger taught him. His great thick trunk of a body had
always hunger in it like a young hound. His tastes taught him, for he had learned to like many things to eat and
drink—chili dishes, tortillas, vinos, coffee. Waiting was one means to get these things—sitting around looking at
the places where they were. Dogs know this way. They sit and watch a door when the smells are coming out, but
it is a hard and slow way.
Begging was a way, but it was harder still. There was that in the Apache which made it easier for him to turn
his back when things were being passed than to hold out his hand as Mexican beggars did. A fierce, swift
stiffening of pride that put out the hunger for a time as water puts out fire.
Stealing was a way—the old good way, but the Mexicans let one know that they knew the next time one came,
and besides the Medicine Padre was averse to stealing, talked much against it.
Another way was to bring into Santa Rita skins, baskets, mesquite beans, wild honey, horses, cattle, and trade
these for the things in the village. But it was slow work and much had to be given for little to those who sat in
their shops and had nothing else to do but make trade from morning until night. Besides, when one brought in
horses or cattle many questions were asked; it was really simpler to eat the meat of the animals than to carry it a
great distance.
There was still another way. This was to work in the village with the tools of the Mexicans—to hoe and dig
holes, but two or three hours of this would not do. One was supposed to do it all day and again the next day, and
this brought upon one the silence of the men of his own people and the laughter of the squaws.
Still money was a powerful thing; a little of it always surprised Mangus Colorado at what it could do. A circle
of it in the palm of the hand was as heavy as the hindquarters of a mule. But money took much thinking to get,
and all the ways of getting it had to be gone over again and again to be understood. Mangus Colorado tried all
these ways, and thought of them all, one after another, from which it is to be seen that there was hunger in his
head as well as in his belly.
Stealing was simplest and best, but the Medicine Padre did not like that.
There were reasons why Mangus Colorado continued to listen. He learned to speak the language; he learned
the life of the village; he was fed for listening, and though he became at times very tired in the head, two or three
weeks later at most he wanted to go back. Much of the Padre’s talk was worthless, but some of it was the talk of
men. To hear that one had to hear other things, for instance, of one born of a virgin.
Nothing to stir an Apache in that. The Mimbreno tradition ran somewhat the same—of a virgin who had every
reason for being wanted by men, but who would take none of them. Alone in the sun and alone in the night was
her idea. And one day at the time of a great drought she was lying on a rock when a drop of dew fell upon her, and
she had a son, unlike any other son, who made himself listened to for many years and whose mistakes were never
found out.
The son of the Padre’s virgin, on the contrary, was found out. Moreover, he was not great enough to save
himself from being tortured on a cross. A cross was familiar. Mangus Colorado could put two and two together. A
cross and the sahuara were not unlike. Torture and the giant cactus were always with one. Besides, that which the
Padre talked of happened very long ago.
But as a price for hearing what one wanted to hear, one listened to all the Padre had to say. Always the price to
pay, but other things were good. Through the years, matters like these began to be familiar:
”Listen, Mangus Colorado. You are to be a good Indian, and have power for good among your people. You are
to be a bridge between your people and my people. This, you must learn first—that we are not all the same. If one
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of us does wrong, do not blame us all. And this remember always—that I will not change toward you or your
people—that I am here to be one thing to you—to stand when others change and keep your faith. If one man
breaks faith with you, do not blame us all. Wait till I break faith with you.”
This was patiently and powerfully impressed. It was a part of the day’s labor in the fold. It would appear that
Father Font already recognized in Mangus Colorado an outstanding Apache and was building protection for his
own people later by establishing a bond between the village and this “future great”; yet the Padre was doubtless
capable of building in a principle for its own sake. Perhaps he also knew that this could only be done in the case
of an Apache in the transition period of boyhood, before the tribal fixation of character settled. But even he did
not know how set and persistent was the racial inheritance of the Apache breed, nor how it “threw back” in the
man, in spite of boyhood innovations.
Mangus Colorado’s head was getting even bigger. He was living up to his name of just sitting there, but much
that the Padre said was merely words:
“Listen, Mangus Colorado—there is a light! I have seen that light. It is not a shaded light that shines one way.
It is like a fire in an open place sending its light all ways. No wind can blow out that light; no water can wet it.
And this is the nature of that light—that looking out from it, one can see all ways—into days not come as well as
days that are lived, into things undone as well as those accomplished, into the future as well as the past …”
All of which was part of the price to be paid. Anyone knew there were winds and rains that put out fires—any
fires; that looking out of the firelight one could see little or nothing in any direction, but that looking from the
dark one could see far and truly. But always after much squaw talk came moments of man talk:
“… and in that light, I see great wanderings, great distances, terrible hunts of men, the scorpion on the ground,
the eagle gone from the air—and you, Mangus Colorado, with arm raised in the midst of many tribes—an arm red
with blood to the elbow …”
That was good. It stirred heatedly among the inert masses of tissue in the great dim head. It was the inception
of his name, no less. The rest did not stand up with it, did not portend so much:
“But this need not be, Mangus Colorado. It is but one side and you may choose the other. It need not be, if you
remember you are a bridge; a bridge between two people that they may become brothers. It need not be, if you
remember that some of us are good, some are evil; that we are not all one. Choose the good, be true to the good.
Oh, be faithful, my son, and may God help me to be faithful to you to the end—help me to see it in times of
darkness, as I see it now in that light.”
Because the Padre impressed upon him many times the thought of the bridge, Don-Ha came to ponder upon it
alone. The thought was not acceptable.
“A bridge,” he grunted, staring into the fire, “a bridge to walk on—huh—no walk on me!”
A rock standing high in the land was far more to his liking than a bridge. And the red arm raised above many
tribes—that was acceptable.
Words meant little or nothing of themselves, except when they mounted to picture—making power, but years
of words began to mean something, and years of consistent friendship on the part of the Medicine Padre meant
much. There were times when Juan Jose “went bad” even to Santa Rita, and drove off horses and cattle from the
corrals surrounding the town; times when the Mexicans in turn would have called out the soldiers from the sleepy
barracks at Janos, to run out the Apaches from the mines except for the intervention of the priest. Once Mangus
Colorado heard him tell his own people, the Nakai-yes:
“The Indians are but children, if we can be fathers. Be patient—do not strike or be angry. They will come and
go and bring equivalent for that which they take. But if we cannot be good fathers—they cannot be other than
devil’s children.”
And that is why Juan Jose, fresh from depredations elsewhere, stalked into the Copper camp of Santa Rita and
grunted his wish for mescal, tobaho and cafe.
7
Mangus Colorado was the tallest man in Juan Jose’s wing of the Mimbrenos, and still growing. One day while
stalking antelope, a doe first to sense alarm, hopped out of the feeding circle, and fell with an arrow on either side.
One was from Lost Pony, the other from Mangus Colorado’s bow. This they took for a sign of fellowship. As they
rode in with strips of venison hanging from their saddles, Lost Pony imparted the information that his sister
Parah-dee-ah-tran was just about ready to take a husband; that the news presently would be circulated.
Private information like this was as clean-grained evidence of respect as one young man could show another.
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Mangus Colorado accepted the tribute and said he would think it over.
This he did. The more he thought the more the idea of taking the girl grew and drove other thoughts from his
mind. Before now he had looked upon Lost Pony’s sister, but without opening to her in sudden infatuation as the
Apache recognize it. He realized that she had been put into his head by her brother. Still the result was much the
same.
The name Parah-dee-ah-tran means one without cares in this world, of contented disposition. The single word
“Placid” expresses it as well as any. Mangus Colorado had wrestled with her sometime before—a boy and girl
tussle in the evening when the young Apaches were at play like animals. It was just a moment. She was cool and
weak, her laughter unturbulent. She slid out of his hands. He would have forgotten it entirely had not Lost Pony
spoken this thing.
Placid’s readiness was announced. Mangus Colorado went over to her father’s teepee and sat with other young
men in the evening. This diminished and angered him. He did not feel that he should go into the running with
other swains. He hardly saw Placid that night. She was in her high hour; she had come into her light. She had her
bells on; also tinsel, beads, bracelets. They were beating the oxhide for her behind the teepee. She commanded the
situation—her parents like shadows merely in their own lodge. She was supposed not to know her own mind. She
looked no boy in the face; she laughed and moved among them. Mangus Colorado drank tizwin and grew uglier.
That was the night of the ninya (virgin) dance in Placid’s honor. Many Mimbreno girls attended her. Old
Calico Turkey put on the tribal robe of beaded buckskin with paintings of bright red and blue dye upon it. There
were also faded symbols of dark red made from the dried blood of a beef-heart. Around a big fire, the girls
gathered in a hollow square with Placid in the center. They closed upon her with a weird sing-song chant; then
drew back and shaded their eyes with their hands looking into the night-sky for lovers of their own; they closed in
upon her again, breathed and sung with their lips close to Placid’s body, until she was folded within folds of her
kind, and all the watching braves were excited.
Then old Calico Turkey sang alone. In the height of her song she plucked a brand from the fire and thrust it
into Placid’s hand. It was Placid’s work then to keep this alive as long as possible, but it did not prosper in her
languid handling. It burned a little, but the flames were outward bound. It flickered and went dark at half-way. All
heads nodded then and a murmur was heard above the crackling of the fire. Placid’s life-line as thus read was
brief.
Mangus Colorado left at last. It happened just then that Placid was apart from the others. She touched his hand,
put something in it; no object. Her hand was cool, glidy, narrow; it lay open against his palm; afterward it was as
if it were still there. It lasted like a bee-sting. …
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I got another barber that comes over from Carterville and helps me out Saturdays, but the rest of the time I can
get along all right alone. You can see for yourself that this ain’t no New York City and besides that, the most of
the boys works all day and don’t have no leisure to drop in here and get themselves prettied up.
You’re a newcomer, ain’t you? I thought I hadn’t see you round before. I hope you like it good enough to stay.
As I say, we ain’t no New York City or Chicago, but we have pretty good times. Not as good, though, since Jim
Kendall got killed. When he was alive, him and Hod Meyers used to keep this town in an uproar. I bet they was
more laughin’ done here than any town its size in America.
Jim was comical, and Hod was pretty near a match for him. Since Jim’s gone, Hod tries to hold his end up just
the same as ever, but it’s tough goin’ when you ain’t got nobody to kind of work with.
They used to be plenty fin in her Saturdays. This place is jam-packet Saturdays, from four o’clock on. Jim and
Hod would show up right after their supper, round six o’clock. Jim would set himself down in that big chair,
nearest the blue spittoon. Whoever had been settin’ in that chair, why they’d get up when Jim come in and give it
to him.
You’d of thought it was a reserved seat like they have sometimes in a theayter. Hod would generally always
stand or walk up and down, or some Saturdays, of course, he’d be settin’ in this chair part of the time, getting’ a
haircut.
Well, Jim would set there a w’ile without openin’ his mouth only to spit, and then finally he’d say to me,
‘Whitey’—my right name, that is, my right first name, is Dick, but everybody round here calls me Whitey—Jim
would say, ‘Whitey, your nose looks like a rosebud tonight. You must have been drinkin’ some of your aw de
cologne.”
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So I’d say, ‘No, Jim, but you look like you’d been drinkin’ somethin’ of that kind or somethin’ worse.’
Jim would have to laugh at that, but the he’d speak up and say, ‘No, I ain’t had nothin’ to drink, but that ain’t
sayin’ I wouldn’t like somethin’. I wouldn’t even mind if it was wood alcohol.’
Then Hod mMyers would say, ‘Neither would your wife.’ That would set everybody to laughin’ because Jim
and his wife wasn’t on very good terms. She’d of divorced him only they wasn’t no chance to get alimony and she
didn’t have no way to take care of herself and the kids. She couldn’t never understand Jim. He was kind of rough,
but a good fella at heart.
Him and Hod had all kinds of sport with Milt Sheppard. I don’t suppose you’ve seen Milt. Well, he’s got an
Adam’s apple that looks more like a mushmelon. So I’d be shavin’ Milt and when I’d start to shave down here on
his neck, Hod would holler, ‘Hey, Whitey, wait a minute! Before you cut into it, let’s make a up a pool and see
who can guess closest to the number of seeds.’
And Jim would say, ‘If Milt hadn’t of been so hoggish, he’d of ordered a half a cantaloupe instead of a whole
one and it might not of stuck in his throat.’
All the boys would roar at this and Milt himself would force a smile, though the joke was on him. Jim certainly
was a card!
There’s his shavin’ mug, settin’ on the shelf, right next to Charley Vail’s. ‘Charles M. Vail.’ That’s the druggist.
He comes in regular for his shave, three times a week. And Jim’s is the cup next to Charley’s. ‘James H. Kendall.’
Jim won’t need no shavin’ mug no more, but I’ll leave it there just the same for old time’s sake. Jim certainly was
a character!
Years ago, Jim used to travel for a canned-goods concern over in Carterville. They sold canned goods. Jim had
the whole northern half of the State and was on the road five days out of every week. He’d drop in here Saturdays
and tell his experiences for that week. It was rich.
I guess he paid more attention to playin’ jokes than makin’ sales. Finally the concern let him out and he come
right home here and told everybody he’d been fired instead of sayin’; he ‘d resigned like most fellas would of.
It was a Saturday and the shop was full and Jim got up out of that chair and says, ‘Gentlemen, I got an
important announcement to make. I been fired from my job.’
Well, they asked him if he was in earnest and he said he was and nobody could think of nothin’ to say till Jim
finally broke the ice himself. He says, ‘I been sellin’ canned goods and now I’m canned goods myself.’
You see, the concern he’d been workin’ for was a factory that made canned goods. Over in Carterville. And
now Jim said he was canned himself. He was certainly a card!
Jim had a great trick hat he used to play w’ile he was travelin’. For instance, he’d be ridin’ on a train and
they’d come to some little town like, well, like, we’ll say, like Benton. Jim would look out the train window and
read the signs on the stores.
For instance, they’d be a sign, ‘Henry Smith, Dry Goods.’ Well, Jim would write down the name and the name
of the town and when he got to wherever he was goin’ he’d mail back a postal card to Henry Smith at Benton and
not sign no name to it, but he'’ write on the card, well, somethin’ like, ‘Ask your wife about that book agent that
spent the afternoon last week,’ of ‘Ask your Missus who kept her from getting’ lonesome the last time you was in
Carterville.’ And he’d sign the card, ‘A Friend.’
Of course, he never knew what really come of none of these jokes, but he could picture what probably
happened and that was enough.
Jim didn’t work very steady after he lost his position with the Carterville people. What he did earn, doin’ odd
jobs round town, why he spent pretty near all of it on gin and his family might of starved if the stores hadn’t of
carried them along. Jim’s wife tried her hand as dressmakin’, but they ain’t nobody goin’ to get rich makin’
dresses in this town.
As I say, she’d of divorced Jim, only she seen that she couldn’t support herself and the kids and she was
always hopin’ that some day Jim would cut out his habits and give her more than two or three dollars a week.
They was a time when she would go to whoever he was workin’ for and ask them to give her his wages, but
after she done this once or twice, he beat her to it by borrowin’ most of his pay in advance. He told it all round
town, how he had outfoxed his Missus. He certainly was a caution!
But he wasn’t satisfied with just outwittin’ her. He was sore the way she had acted, tryin’ to grab off his pay.
And he made up his mind he’d get even. Well, he waited tillEvans’s Circus was advertised to come to town, Then
he told his wife and two kiddies that he was goin’ to take them to the circus. The day of the circus, he told them he
would get the tickets and meet them outside the entrance to the tent.
Well, he didn’t have no intentions of bein’ there or buyin’ tickets or nothin’. He got full of gin and laid round
346

Wright’s poolroom all day. His wife and the kids waited and waited and of course he didn’t show up. His wife
didn’t have a dime with her, or nowhere else, I guess. So she finally had to tell the kids it was all off and they
cried like they wasn’t never goin’ to stop.
Well, it seems, w’ile they was cryin’, Doc Stair came along and he asked what was the matter, but Mrs.
Kendall was stubborn and wouldn’t tell him, but the kids told him and he insisted on takin’ them and their mother
in the show. Jim found this out afterwards and it was one reason why he had it in for Doc Stair.
Doc Stair came here about a year and a half ago. He’s a mighty handsome young fella and his clothes always
look like he has them made to order. He goes to Detroit two or three times a year and w’ile he’s there he must
have a tailor take his measure and then make him a suit to order. They cost pretty near twice as much, but they fit
a whole lot better than if you just bought them in a store.
For a w’ile everybody was wonderin’ why a young doctor like Doc Stair should come to a town like this
where we already got old Doc Gamble and Doc Foote that’s both been here for years and all the practice in town
was always divided between the two of them.
Then they was a story got round that Doc Stair’s gal had throwed him over, a gal up in the Northern Peninsula
somewheres, and the reason he come here was to hide himself away and forget it. He said himself that he thought
they wasn’t nothin’ like general practice in a place like ours to fit a man to be a good all-round doctor. And that’s
why he’d came.
Anyways, it wasn’t long before he was makin’ enough to live on, though they tell me that he never dunned
nobody for what they owed him, and the folks here certainly has got the owin’ habit, even in my business. If I had
all that was comin’ to me for just shaves alone, I could go to Carterville and put up at the Mercer for a week and
see a different picture every night. For instance, they’s old George Purdy—but I guess I shouldn’t ought to be
gossipin’.
Well, last year, our Coroner died, died of the flu. Ken Beatty, that was his name. He was the Coroner. So they
had to choose another man to be Coroner in his place and they picked Doc Stair. He laughed at first and said he
didn’t want it, but they made him take it. It ain’t no job that anybody would fight for and what a man makes out of
it in a year would just about buy seeds for their garden. Doc’s the kind, though, that can’t say no to nothin’ if you
keep at him long enough.
But I was goin’ to tell you about a poor boy we got here in town—Paul Dickson. He fell out of a tree when he
was about ten years old. Lit on his head and it done somethin’ to him and he ain’t never been right. No harm in
him, but just silly. Jim Kendall used to call him cuckoo; that’s a name Jim had for anybody that was off their head,
only he called people’s head their bean. That was another of his gags, callin’ head bean and callin’ crazy people
cuckoo. Only poor Paul ain’t crazy, but just silly.
You can imagine that Jim used to have all kinds of fun with Paul. He’d send him to the White Front Garage for
a left-handed monkey wrench. Of course they ain’t no such a thing as a left-handed monkey wrench.
And once we had a kind of a fair here and they was a baseball game between the fats and the leans and before
the game started Jim called Paul over and sent him way down to Schrader’s hardware store to get a key for the
pitcher’s box.
They wasn’t nothin’ in the way of gags that Jim couldn’t think up, when he put his mind to it.
Poor Paul was always kind of suspicious of people, maybe on account of how Jim had kept foolin’ him. Paul
wouldn’t have much to do with anybody only his own mother and Doc Stair and a girl here in town named Julie
Gregg. That is, she ain’t a girl no more, but pretty near thirty or over.
When Doc first came to town, Paul seemed to feel like here was a real friend and he hung round Doc’s office
most the w’ile; the only time he wasn’t here was when he’d go home to eat or sleep or when he seen Julie Gregg
doin’ her shoppin’.
When he looked out Doc’s window and seen her, he’d run downstairs and join her and tag along with her to
the different stores. The poor boy was crazy about Julie and she always treated him mighty nice and made him
feel like he was welcome, though of course it wasn’t nothin’ but pity on her side.
Doc done all he could to improve Paul’s mind and he told me once that he really thought the boy was getting’
better, that they was times when he was as bright and sensible as anybody else.
But I was goin’ to tell you about Julie Gregg. Old Man Gregg was in the lumber business, but got to drinkin’
and lost the most of his money and when he died, he didn’t leave nothin’ but the house and just enough insurance
for the girl to skimp along on.
Her mother was a kind of a half invalid and didn’t hardly ever leave the house. Julie wanted to sell the place
and move somewheres else after the old man died, but the mother said she was born here and would die here. It
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was tough on Julie, as the young people round this town—well, she’s too good for them.
She’s been away to school and Chicago and New York and different places and they ain’t no subject she can’t
talk on, where you take the rest of the young folks here and you mention anything to them outside of Gloria
Swanson or Tommy Meighan and they think you’re delirious. Did you see Gloria in Wages of Virtue? You missed
somethin’!
Well, Doc Stair hadn’t been here more than a week when he come in one day to get shaved and I recognized
who he was as he had been pointed out to me, so I told him about my old lady. She’s been ailin’ for a couple years
and either Doc Gamble or Doc Foote, neither one, seemed to be helpin’ her. So he said he would come out and see
her, but if she was able to get out herself, it would be better to bring her to his office where he could make a
completer examination.
So I took her to his office and w’ile I was waitin’ for her in the reception room, in come Julie Gregg. When
somebody comes in Doc Stair’s office, they’s a bell that rings in his inside office so as he can tell they’s
somebody to see him.
So he left my old lady inside and come out to the front office and that’s the first time him and Julie met and I
guess it was what they call love at first sight. But it wasn’t fifty-fifty. This young fella was the slickest-lookin’
fella she’d ever seen in this town and she went wild over him. To him she was just a young lady that wanted to
see the doctor.
She’d came on about the same business I had. Her mother had been doctorin’ for years with Doc Gamble and
Doc Foote and without no results. So she’d heard they was a new doc in town and decided to give him a try. He
promised to call and see her mother that same day.
I said a minute ago that it was love at first sight on her part. I’m not only judgin’ by how she acted afterwards
but how she looked at him that first day in his office. I ain’t no mind reader, but it was wrote all over her face that
she was gone.
Now Jim Kendall, besides bein’ a jokesmith and a pretty good drinker, well, Jim was quite a lady-killer. I guess
he run pretty wild durin’ the time he was on the road for them Carterville people, and besides that, he’d had a
couple little affairs of the heart right here in town. As I say, his wife could of divorced him, only she couldn’t.
But Jim was like the majority of men, and women, too, I guess. He wanted what he couldn’t get. He wanted
Julie Gregg and worked his head off tryin’ to land her. Only he’d of said bean instead of head.
Well, Jim’s habits and his jokes didn’t appeal to Julie and of course he was a married man, so he didn’t have no
more chance than, well, than a rabbit. That’s an expression of Jim’s himself. When somebody didn’t have no
chance to get elected or somethin’, Jim would always say they didn’t have no more chance than a rabbit.
He didn’t make no bones about how he felt. Right in here, more than once, in front of the whole crowd, he said
he was stuck on Julie and anybody that could get her for him was welcome to his house and his wife and kids
included. But she wouldn’t have nothin’ to do with him; wouldn’t even speak to him on the street. He finally seen
he wasn’t getting’ nowheres with his usual line so he decided to try the rough stuff. He went right up to her house
one evenin’ and when she opened the door he forced his way in and grabbed her. But she broke loose and before
he could stop her, she run in the next room and locked the door and phoned to Joe Barnes. Joe’s the marshal. Jim
could hear who she was phonin’ to and he beat it before Joe got there.
Joe was an old friend of Julie’s pa. Joe went to Jim the next day and told him what would happen if he ever
done it again.
I don’t know how the news of this little affair leaked out. Chances is that Joe Bartnes told his wife and she told
somebody else’s wife and they told their husband. Anyways, it did leak out and Hod Meyers had the nerve to kid
Jim about it, right here in this shop. Jim didn’t deny nothin’ and kind of laughed it off and said for us all to wait;
that lots of people had tried to make a monkey out of him but he always got even.
Meanw’ile everybody in town was wise to Julie’s bein’ wild mad over the Doc. I don’t suppose she had any
idear how her face changed when him and her was together; of course she couldn’t of, or she’d of kept away from
him. And she didn’t know that we was all noticin’ how many times she made excuses to go up to his office or pass
it on the other side of the street and look up in his window to see if he was there. I felt sorry for her and so did
most other people.
Hod Meyers kept rubbin’ it into Jim about how the Doc had cut him out. Jim didn’t pay no attention to the
kiddin’ and you could see he was plannin’ one of his jokes.
One trick Jim had was the knack of changin’ his voice. He could make you think he was a girl talkin’ and he
could mimic any man’s voice. To show you how good he was along this line, I’ll tell you the joke he played on
me once.
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You know, in most towns of any size, when a man is dead and needs a shave, why the barber that shaves him
soaks him five dollars for the job; that is, he don’t soak him, but whoever ordered the shave. I just charge three
dollars because personally I don’t mind much shavin’ a dead person. They lay a whole lot stiller than live
customers. The only thing is that you don’t feel like talkin’ to them and you get kind of lonesome.
Well, about the coldest day we ever had here, two years ago last winter, the phone rung at the house w’ile I was
home to dinner and I answered the phone and it was a woman’s voice and she said she was Mrs. John Scott and
her husband was dead and would I come out and shave him.
Old John had always been a good customer of mine. But they live seven miles out in the country, on the
Streeter road. Still I didn’t see how I could say no.
So I said I would be there, but would have to come in a jitney and it might cost three or four dollars besides the
price of the shave. So she, or the voice, it said that was all right, so I got Frank Abbott to drive me out to the place
and when I got there, who should open the door but old John himself! He wasn’t no more dead than, well, than a
rabbit.
It didn’t take no private detective to figure out who had played me this little joke. Nobody could of thought it
up but Jim Kendall. He certainly was a card!
I tell you this incident just to show you how he cold disguise his voice and make you believe it was somebody
else talkin’. I’d of swore it was Mrs. Scott had called me. Anyways, some woman.
Well, Jim waited till he had Doc Stair’s voice down pat; then he went after revenge. He called Julie up on a
night when he knew Doc was over in Carterville. She never questioned but what it was Doc’s voice. Jim said he
must see her that night; he couldn’t wait no longer to tell her somethin’. She was all excited and told him to come
to the house. But he said he was expectin’ an important long-distance call and wouldn’t she please forge her
manners for once and come to his office. He said they couldn’t nothin’ hurt her and nobody would see her and he
just must talk to her a little w’ile. Well, poor Julie fell for it.
Doc always keeps a night-light I his office, so it looked to Julie like they was somebody there.
Meanw’ile Jim Kendall had went to Wright’s poolroom, where they was a whole gang amusin’ themselves.
The most of them had drank plenty of gin, and they was a rough bunch even when sober. They was always strong
for Jim’s jokes and when he told them to come with him and see some fun they gave up their card games and pool
games and followed along.
Doc’s office is on the second floor. Right outside this door they’s a flight of stairs leadin’ to the floor above.
Jim and his gang hid in the dark behind these stairs.
Well, Julie come up to Doc’s door and rung the bell and they was nothin’ doin’. She rung it again and she rung
it seven or eight times. Then she tried the door and found it locked. Then Jim made some kind of a noise and she
heard it and waited a minute, and then she says, ‘Is that you, Ralph?” Ralph is Doc’s first name.
They was no answer and it must of come to her all of a sudden that she’d been bunked. She pretty near fell
downstairs and the whole gang after her. They chased her all the way home, hollerin’, ‘Is that you, Ralph?’ and
‘Oh, Ralphie, dear, is that you?’ Jim says he couldn’t holler it himself, as he was laughin’ too hard.
Poor Julie! She didn’t show up here on Main Stret for a long, long time afterward.
And of course Jim and his gang told everybody in town, everybody but Doc Stair. They was scared to tell him,
and he might of never knowed only for Paul Dickson. The poor cuckoo, as Jim called him, he was here in the
shop one night when Jim was still gloatin’ yet over what he’d done to Julie. And Paul took in as much of it as he
could understand and he run to Doc with the story.
It’s a cinch Doc went up in the air and swore he’d make Jim suffer. But it was a kind of a delicate thing,
because if it got out that he had beat Jim up, Julie was bound to hear of it and then she’d know that Doc knew and
of course knowin’ that he knew would make it wore for her than ever. He was goin’ to do somethin’, but it took a
lot of figurin’.
Well, it was a couple days later when Jim was here in the shop again, and so was the cuckoo. Jim was goin’
duck-shootin’ the next day and had came in lookin’ for Hod Meyers to go with him. I happened to know that Hod
had went over to Carterville and wouldn’t be home till the end of the week. So Jim said he hated to go alone and
he guessed he would call it off. Then poor Paul spoke up and said if Jim would take him he would go along. Jim
thought a w’ile and then he said, well, he guessed a half-wit was better than nothin’.
I suppose he was plottin’ to get Paul out in the boat and play some joke on him, like pushin’ him in the water.
Anyways, he said Paul could go. He asked him had he ever shot a duck and Paul said no, he’d never even had a
gun in his hands. So Jim said he could set in the boat and watch him and if he behaved himself, he might lend him
his gun for a couple of shots. They made a date to meet in the mornin’ and that’s the last I seen of Jim alive.
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Next mornin’, I hadn’t been open more than ten minutes when Doc Stair come in. He looked kind of nervous.
He asked he had I seen Paul Dickson. I said no, but I knew where he was, out duck-shootin’ with Jim Kendall. So
Doc says that’s what he had heard, and he couldn’t understand it because Paul had told him he wouldn’t never
have no more to do with Jim as long as he lived.
He said Paul had told him about the joke Jim had played on Julie. He said Paul had asked him what he thought
of the joke and the Doc had told him that anybody that would do a thing like that ought not to be let live.
I said it had been a kind of a raw thing, but Jim just couldn’t resist no kind of a joke, no matter how raw. I said
I thought he was all right at heart, but just bubblin’ over with mischief. Doc turned and walked out.
At noon he got a phone call fom old John Scott. The lake where Jim and Paul had went shootin’ is on John’s
place. Paul had come runnin’ up to the house a few minutes before and said they’d been an accident. Jim had shot
a few ducks and give the gun to Paul and told him to try his luck. Paul hadn’t never handled a gun and he was
nervous. He was shanin’ so hard that he couldn’t control the gun. He let fire and Jim sunk back in the boat, dead.
Doc Stair, bein’ the Coroner, jumped in Frank Abbott’s flivver and rushed out to Scott’s farm. Paul and old
John was down on the shore of the lake. Paul had rowed the boat to shore, but they’d left the body in it, waitin’ for
Doc to come.
Doc examined the body and said they might as well fetch it back to town. They was no use leavin’ it there or
callin’ a jury, as it was a plain case of accidental shootin’.
Personally I wouldn’t never leave a person shoot a gun in the same boat I was in unless I was sure they knew
sometin’ about guns. Jim was a sucker to leave a new beginner have his gun, let alone a half-wit. It probably
served Jim right, what he got. But still we miss him round here. He certainly was a card!
Comb it wet or dry?
108.192 Old Man Minick\fn{by Edna Ferber (1887-1968)} Kalamazoo, Kalamazoo County, Michigan, U.S.A. (F) 9
1
His wife had always spoiled him outrageously. No doubt of that. Take, for examples, the matter of the pillows
merely. Old man Minick slept nigh. That is, he thought he slept high. He liked two plump pillows on his side of
the great, wide, old-fashioned cherry bed. He wold sink into them with a vast grunting and sighing and puffing
expressive of nerves and muscles relaxed and gratified. But in the morning there was always one pillow on the
floor. He had thrown it there. Always, in the morning, there it lay, its plump white cheek turned reproachfully up
at him from the side of the bed. Ma Minick knew this, naturally, after forty years of the cherry bed. But she never
begrudged him that extra pillow. Each morning, when she arose, she picked it up on her way to shut the window.
Each morning the bed was made up with two pillows on his side of it, as usual.
Then there was the window. Ma Minick liked it open wide. Old man Minick, who rather prided himself on his
modernism (he called it being up to date) was distrustful of the night air. In the folds of its sable mantle lurked a
swarm of dread things—colds, clammy miasmas, fevers.
“Night air’s just like any other air,” Ma Minick would say, with some asperity. Ma Minick was no worm; and
as modern as he. So when they went to bed the window would be open wide. They would lie there, the two old
ones, talking comfortably about commonplace things. The kind of talk that goes on between a man and a woman
who have lived together in wholesome peace (spiced with occasional wholesome bickerings) for more than forty
years.
“Remind me to see Gerson tomorrow about that lock on the basement door. The paper’s full of burglars.”
“If I think of it.” She never failed to.
“George and Nettie haven’t been over in a week now.”
“Oh, well, young folks … Did you stop in and pay that Koritz the fifty cents for pressing your suit?”
“By golly, I forgot again! First thing in the morning.”
A sniff. “Just smell the Yards.” It was Chicago.\fn{ Chicago is famous for its stockyards.}
“Wind must be from the west.”
Sleep came with reluctant feet, but they wooed her patiently. And presently she settled down between them and
they slept lightly. Usually, some time during the night, he awoke, slid cautiously and with infinite stealth from
beneath the covers and closed the wide-flung window to within a bare two inches of the sill. Almost invariably
she heard him; but she was a wise old woman; a philosopher of parts. She knew better than to allow a window to
shatter the peace of their marital felicity. As she lay there, smiling a little grimly in the dark and giving no sign of
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being awake, she thought, “Oh, well, I guess a closed window won’t kill me either.”
Still, sometimes, just to punish him a little, and to prove that she was nobody’s fool, she would wait until he
had dropped off to sleep again and then she, too, would achieve a stealthy trip to the window and would raise it
slowly, carefully, inch by inch.
“How did that window come to be open?” he would say in the morning, being a poor dissembler.
“Window? Why, it’s just the way it was when we went to bed.” And she would stoop to pick up the pillow that
lay on the floor.
There was little or no talk of death between this comfortable, active, sound-appearing man of almost seventy
and this plump capable woman of sixty-six. But as always, between husband and wife, it was understood
wordlessly (and without reason) that old man Minick would go first. Not that either of them had the slightest
intention of going. In fact, when it happened they were planning to spend the winter in California and perhaps live
there indefinitely if they liked it and didn’t get too lonesome for George and Nettie, and the Chicago smoke, and
Chicago noise, and Chicago smells and rush and dirt. Still, the solid sum paid yearly in insurance premiums
showed clearly that he meant to leave her in comfort and security. Besides, the world is full of widows. Everyone
sees that. But how many widowers? Few. Widows there are by the thousands; living alone; living in hotels; living
with married daughters and sons-in-law or married sons and daughters-in-law. But of widowers in a like situation
there are bewilderingly few. And why this should be no one knows.
So, then. The California trip never materialized. And the year that followed never was quite clear in old man
Minick’s dazed mind. In the first place, it was the year in which stocks tumbled and broke their backs. Gilt-edged
securities showed themselves as tinsel. Old man Minick had retired from active business just one year before,
meaning to live comfortably on the fruit of a half-century’s toil. He now saw that fruit rotting all about him. There
was in it hardly enough nourishment to sustain them. Then came the day when Ma Minick went downtown to see
Matthews about that pain right here and came home looking shriveled, talking shrilly about nothing, and evading
Pa’s eyes. Followed months that were just a jumble of agony, X-rays, hope, despair, morphia, nothingness.
After it was all over: “But I was going first,” old man Minick said, dazedly.
The old house on Ellis near Thirty-ninth was sold for what it wold bring. George, who knew Chicago realestate if any one did, said they might as well get what they could. Things would only go lower. You’ll see. And
nobody’s going to have any money for years. Besides, look at the neighborhood!
Old man Minick said George was right. He said everybody was right. You would hardly have recognized in
this shrunken figure and wattled face the spruce and dressy old man whom Ma Minick used to spoil so
delightfully. “You know best, George. You know best.” He who used to stand up to George until Ma Minick was
moved to say, “Now, Pa, you don’t know everything.”
After Matthews’ bills, and the hospital, and the nurses and the medicines and the thousand and one things were
paid there was left exactly five hundred dollars a year.
“You’re going to make yhou home with us, Father,” George and Nettie said. Alma, too, said this would be the
best. Alma, the married daughter, lived in Seattle. “Though you know Ferd and I would be only too glad to have
you.”
Seattle! The ends of the earth. Oh, no. No! he protested, every fiber of his old frame clinging to the
accustomed. Seattle, at seventy! He turned piteous eyes on his son George and his daughter-in-law Nettie. “You’re
going to make your home with us, Father,” they reassured him. He clung to them gratefully. After it was over
Alma went home to her husband and their children.
So now he lived with George and Nettie in the five-room flat on South Park Avenue, just across from
Washington Park. And there was no extra pillow on the floor.
Nettie hadn’t said he couldn’t have the extra pillow. He had told her he used two and she had given him two
the first week. But every morning she had found a pillow cast on the floor.
“I thought you used two pillows, Father.”
“I do.”
“But there’s always one on the floor when I make the bed in the morning. You always throw one on the floor.
You only sleep on one pillow, really.”
“I use two pillows.”
But the second week there was one pillow. He tossed and turned a good deal there in his bedroom off the
kitchen. But he got used to it in time. Not used to it, exactly, but—well—
The bedroom off the kitchen wasn’t as menial as it sounds. It was really rather cosy. The five-room flat held
living room, front bedroom, dining room, kitchen, and maid’s room. The room off the kitchen was intended as a
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maid’s room but Nettie had no maid. George’s business had suffered with the rest. George and Nettie had said, “I
wish there was a front room for you, Father. You could have ours and we’d move back here, only this room’s too
small for twin beds and the dressing table and the chiffonier.” They had meant it—or meant to mean it.
“This is fine,” old man Minick had said. “This is good enough for anybody.” There was a narrow white enamel
bed and a tiny dresser and a table. Nettie had made gay cretonne covers and spreads and put a little reading lamp
on the table and arranged his things. Ma Minick’s picture on the dresser with her mouth sort of pursed to make it
look small. It wasn’t a recent picture. Nettie and George had had it framed for him as a surprise. They had often
urged her to have her picture taken, but she had dreaded it. Old man Minick didn’t think much of that photograph,
though he never said so. He needed no photograph of Ma Minick. He had a dozen of them; a gallery of them;
thousands of them. Lying on his one pillow he could take them out and look at them one by one as they passed in
review, smiling, serious, chiding, praising, there in the dark. He needed no picture on his dresser.
A handsome girl, Nettie, and a good girl. He thought of her as a girl, though she was well past thirty. George
and Nettie had married late. This was only the third year of their marriage. Alma, the daughter, had married
young, but George had stayed on, unwed, in the old house on Ellis until he was thirty-six and all Ma Minick’s
friends’ daughters had had a try at him in vain. The old people had urged him to marry, but it had been wonderful
to have him around the house, just the same. Somebody young around the house. Not that George had stayed
around very much. But when he was there you knew he was there. He whistled while dressing. He sang in the
bath. He roared down the stairway, “Ma, where’s my clean shirts?” The telephone rang for him. Ma Minick
prepared special dishes for him. The servant girl said, “Oh, now, Mr. George, look what you’ve done! Gone and
spilled the grease all over my clean kitchen floor!” and wiped it up adoringly while George laughed and gobbled
his bit of food filched from pot or frying pan.
They had been a little surprised about Nettie. George was in the bond business and she worked for the same
firm. A plump, handsome, eye-glassed woman with fine fresh coloring, a clear skin that old man Minick called
appetizing, and a great coil of smooth dark hair. She wore plain tailored things and understood the bond business
in a way that might have led you to think hers a masculine mind if she hadn’t been so feminine, too, in her
manner. Old man Minick had liked her better than Ma Minick had.
Netie had called him Pop and joked with him and almost flirted with him in a doughterly sort of way. He liked
to squeeze her plump arm and pinch her soft cheek between thumb and forefinger. She would laugh up at him and
pat his shoulder and that shoulder would straighten spryly and he would waggle his head doggishly.
“Look out there, George!” the others in the room would say. “Your dad’ll cut you out. First thing you know
you’ll lose your girl, that’s all.”
Nettie would smile. Her teeth were white and strong and even. Old man Minick would laugh and wink,
immensely pleased and flattered. “We understand each other, don’t we, Pop?” Nettie would say.
During the first years of their married life Nettie stayed home. She fussed happily about her little flat, gave
parties, went to parties, played bridge. She seemed to love the ease, the relaxation, the small luxuries. She and
George were very much in love. Before her marriage she had lived in a boarding house on Michigan Avenue. At
mention of it now she puckered up her face. She did not attempt to conceal her fondness for these five rooms of
hers, so neat, so quiet, so bright, so cosy. Over-stuffed velvet in the living room, with silk lamp-shades, and small
tables holding books and magazines and little boxes containing cigarettes or hard candies. Very modern. A gatelegged table in the dining room. Carmel-colored walnut in the bedroom, rich and dark and smooth. She loved it.
An orderly woman. Everything in its place. Before eleven o’clock the little apartment was shining, spotless;
cushions plumped, crumbs brushed, vegetables in cold water. The telephone. “Hello! … Oh, hello, Bess! Oh,
hours ago … Not a thing … Well, if George is willing … I’ll call him up and ask him. We haven’s seen a show in
two weeks. I’ll call you back within the next half hour … No, I haven’t done my marketing yet … Yes, and have
dinner downtown. Meet at seven.”
Into this orderly smooth-running mechanism was catapulted a bewildered old man. She nbo longer called him
Pop. He never dreamed of squeezing the plump arm or pinching the smooth cheek. She called him Father.
Sometimes George’s Father. Sometimes, when she was telephoning, thee came to him—“George’s father’s living
with us now, you know. I can’t.”
They were very kind to him, Nettie and George., “No just you sit right down here, Father. What do you want to
go poking off into your own room for?”
He remembered that in the last year Nettie had said something about going back to work. There wasn’t enough
to do around the house to keep her busy. She was sick of afternoon parties. Sew and eat, that’s all, and gossip, or
play bridge. Besides, look at the money. Business was awful. The two old people had resented this idea as muc as
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George had—more, in fact. They were scandalized.
“Young foks nowdays!” shaking their heads. “Young folks nowdays. What are they thinking of! In my day
when you got married you had babies.”
George and Nettie had had no babies. At first Nettie had said, “I’m so happy. I just want a chance to rest. I’ve
been working since I was seventeen. I just want to rest, first.” One year. Two years. Three. And now Pa Minick.
Ma Minick, in the old house on Ellis Avenue, had kept a loose sort of larder; not lavish, but plentiful. They
both ate a great deal as old people are likely to do. Old man Minick, especially, had liked to nibble. A handful of
raisins from the box on the shelf. A couple of nuts from the dish on the sideboard. A bit of candy rolled beneath
the tongue. At dinner (sometimes, towards the last, even at noon-time) a plate of steaming soup, hot, revivifying,
stimulating. Plenty of this and plenty of that. “What’s the matter, Jo? You’re not eating.” But he was, amply. Ma
Minick had liked to see him eat too much. She was wrong, of course.
But at Nettie’s things were different. Hers was a sufficient but stern ménage. So many mouths to feed; just so
many lamb chops. Nettie knew about calories and vitamins and mysterious things like that, and talked about them.
So many calories in this. So many calories in that. He never was quite clear in his mind about these things said to
be lurking in his food. He had always thought of spinach as spinach, chops as chops. But to Nettie they were
calories. They lunched together, these two. George was, of course, downtown. For herself Nettie would have one
of those feminine pick-up lunches; a dab of apple sauce, a cup of tea, and a slice of cold toast left from breakfast.
This she would eat while old man Minick guiltily supped up his cup of warmed-over broth, or his coddled egg.
She always pressed upon him any bit of cold meat that was left from the night before, or any remnants of
vegetable or spaghetti. Often there was quite a little fleet of saucers and sauce plates grouped about his main plate.
Into these he dipped and swooped uncomfortably, and yet with a relish. Sometimes, when he had finished, he
would look about, furtively.
“What’ll you have, Father? Can I get you something?”
“Nothing, Nettie, nothing. I’m doing fine.” She had finished the last of her wooden toast and was waiting for
him, kindly.
Still, this balanced and scientific fare seemed to agree with him. As the winter went on he seemed actually to
have regained most of his former hardiness and vigor. A handsome old boy he was, ruddy, hale, with the zest of a
juicy old apple, slightly withered but still sappy. It should be mentioned that he had a dimple in his cheek which
flashed unexpectedly when he smiled. It gave him a roguish—almost boyish—effect most appealing to the
beholder. Especially the feminine beholder. Much of his spoiling at the hands of Ma Minick had doubtless been
due to this mere depression of the skin.
Spring was to bring a new and welcome source of enrichment into his life. But these first six months of his
residence with George and Nettie were hard. No spoiling there. He missed being made much of. He got kindness,
but he needed love. Then, too, he was rather a gabby old man. He liked to hold forth. In the old house on Ellis
there had been visiting back and forth between men and women of his own age, and Ma’s. At these gatherings he
had waxed oratorical or argumentative, and they had heard him, some in agreement, some in disagreement, but
always respectfully, whether he prated of real estate or social depravity; prohibition or European exchange.
“Let me tell you, here and now, something’s got to be done before you can get a country back on a sound
financial basis. Why, take Russia alone, why …” Or: “Young people nowdays! They don’t know what respect
means. I tell you there’s got to be a change and there will be, and it’s the older generation that’s got to bring it
about. What do they know of hardship! What do they know about work—real work. Most of ’em’s never done a
real day’s work in their life. All they think of is dancing and gambling and drinking. Look at the way they dress!
Look at …”
Ad lib.
“That’s so,” the others would agree. “I was saying only yesterday …”
Then, too, until a year or two before, he had taken active part in business. He had retired only at the urging of
Ma and the children. They said he ought to rest and play and enjoy himself
Now, as his strength and good spirits gradually returned he began to go downtown, mornings. He would dress,
carefully, though a little shakily. He had always shaved himself and he kept this up. All in all, during the day, he
occupied the bathroom literally for hours, and this annoyed Nettie to the point of frenzy, though she said nothing.
He liked the white cheerfulness of the little tiled room. He puddled about in the water endlessly. Snorted and
splashed and snuffled and blew. He was one of those audible washers who emerge dripping and whose ablutions
are distributed impartially over ceiling, walls, and floor.
Nettie, at the closed door: “Father, are you all right?”
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Splash! Prrf! “Yes. Sure. I’m all right.”
“Well, I didn’t know. You’ve been in there so long.”
He was a neat old man, but there was likely to be a spot or so on his vest or his coat lapel, or his tie. Ma used
to remove these, on or off him, as the occasion demanded, rubbing carefully and scolding a little, making a
chiding sound between tongue and teeth indicative of great impatience of his carelessness. He had rather enjoyed
these sounds, and this rubbing and scratching on the cloth with the fingernail and a moistened rag. They indicated
that someone cared. Cared about the way he looked. Had pride in him. Loved him. Nettie never removed spots.
Though infrequently she said, “Father, just leave that suit out, will you? I’ll send it to the cleaner’s with George’s.
The man’s coming tomorrow morning.” He would look down at himself, hastily, and attack a spot here and there
with a futile fingernail.
His morning toilette completed, he would make for the Fifty-first Street L. Seated in the train he would assume
an air of importance and testy haste; glance out of the window; look at his watch. You got the impression of a
handsome and well-preserved old gentleman on his way downtown to consummate a shrewd business deal. He
had been familiar with Chicago’s downtown for fifty years and he cold remember when State Street was a treeshaded cottage district. The noise an rush and clangor of the Loop had long been familiar to him. But now he
seemed to find the downtown trip arduous, even hazardous. The roar of the elevated trains, the hoarse hoots of the
motor horns, the clang of the street cars, the bedlam that is Chicago’s downtown district bewildered him,
frightened him almost. He would skip across the street like a harried hare, just missing a motor truck’s nose and
all unconscious of the stream of invective directed at him by his charioteer. “Heh! Whatcha! … Look!”—
Sometimes a policeman came to his aid, or attempted to, but he resented this proffered help.
“Say, look here, my lad,” he wold say to the tall, tired, and not at all burly (standing on one’s feet directing
traffic at Wabash and Madison for eight hours a day does not make for burliness) policeman, “I’ve been coming
downtown since long before you were born. You don’t need to help me. I’m no jay from the country.”
He visited the Stock Exchange. This depressed him. Stocks were lower than ever and still going down. His five
hundred a year was safe, but the rest seemed doomed for his lifetime, at least. He would drop in at George’s
office. George’s office was pleasantly filled with dapper, neat young men and (surprisingly enough) dapper, slim
young women, seated at desks in the big light-flooded room. At one corner of each desk stood a polished metal
placard on a little standard, and bearing the name of the desk’s occupant, Mr. Owens. Mr. Satterlee. Mr. James.
Miss Rauch. Mr. Minick.
“Hello, Father,” Mr. Minick would say, looking annoyed. “What’s bringing you down?”
“Oh, nothing. Nothing. Just had a little business to tend to over at the Exchange. Thought I’d drop in. How’s
business?”
“Rotten.”
“I should think it was!” Old man Minick would agree. “I—should—think—it—was! Hm.”
George wished he wouldn’t. He couldn’t have it, that’s all. Old man Minick would stroll over to the desk
marked Satterlee, or Owens, or James. These brisk young men would toss an upward glance at him and
concentrate again on the sheets and files before them. Old man Minick would stand, balancing from heel to tone
and blowing out his breath a little. He looked a bit yellow and granulated and wavering, there in the cruel morning
light of the big plate glass windows. Or perhaps it was the contrast he presented with these slim, slick young
salesmen.
“Well, h’are you today, Mr.—uh—Satterlee? What’s the good word?”
Mr. Satterlee would not glance up this time. “I’m pretty well. Can’t complain.”
“Good. Good.”
“Anything I can do for you?”
“No-o-o. No. Not a thing. Just dropped in to see my son a minute.”
“I see.” Not unkindly. Then, as old man Minick still stood there, balancing, Mr. Satterlee would glance up
again, frowning a little. “Your son’s desk is over there, I believe. Yes.”
George and Nettie had a bedtime conference about these visits and Nettie told him, gently, that the bond house
head objected to friends and relatives dropping in. It was against office rules. It had been so when she was
employed there. Strictly business. She herself had gone there only once since her marriage.
Well, that was all right. Business was like that now-days. Rush and grab and no time for anything.
The winter was a hard one, with a record snowfall and intense cold. He stayed indoors for days together. A
woman of his own age in like position could have occupied herself usefully and happily. She could have hemmed
a sash-curtain; knitted or crocheted; tidied a room; taken a hand in the cooking or preparing of food; ripped an old
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gown; made over a new one; indulged in an occasional afternoon festivity with women of her own years. But for
old man Minick there were no small tasks. There was nothing he could do to make his place in the household
justifiable. He wasn’t even particularly good at those small jobs of hammering, or painting, or general “fixing.”
Nettie cold drive a nail more swiftly, more surely than he. “Now, Father, don’t you bother. I’ll do it. Just you go
and sit down. Isn’t it time for your afternoon nap?”
He waxed a little surly. “Nap! I just got up. I don’t want to sleep my life away.”
George and Nettie frequently had guests in the evening. They played bridge, or poker, or talked.
“Come in, Father,” George would say. “Come in. You all know Dad, don’t you, folks?” He would sit down,
uncertainly. At first he had attempted to expound, as had been his wont in the old house on Ellis. “I want to say,
here and now, that this country’s got to …” But they went on, heedless of him. They interrupted or refused,
politely, to listen. So he sat in the room, yet no part of it. The young people’s talk swirled and eddied all about
him. He was utterly lost in it. Now and then Nettie or George would turn to him and with raised voice (he was not
at all deaf and prided himself on it) would shout, “It’s about this or that, Father. He was saying …”
When the group roared with laughter at a sally from one of them he would smile uncertainly but amiably,
glancing from one to the other in complete ignorance of what had passed, but not resenting it. He took to sitting
more and more in his kitchen bedroom, smoking a comforting pipe and reading and re-reading the evening paper.
During that winter he and Canary, the Negro washwoman, became quite good friends. She washed down in the
basement once a week but came up to the kitchen for her massive lunch. A walrus-waisted black woman, with a
rich throaty voice, a rolling eye, and a kindly heart. He actually waited for her appearance above the laundry
stairs.
“Weh, how’s Mist’ Minick today! Ah nev’ did see a gemun spry’s you ah fo’ yo’ age. No, suh! Nev’ did.”
At this rare praise he would straighten his shoulders and waggle his head. “I’m worth any ten of these young
sprats today.” Canary would throw back her head in a loud and companionable guffaw.
Nettie would appear at the kitchen swinging door. “Canary’s having her lunch, Father. Don’t you want to come
into the front room with me? We’ll have our lunch in another half-hour.”
He followed her obediently enough. Nettie thought of him as a troublesome and rather pathetic child—a child
who would never grow up. If she attributed any thoughts to that fine old head they were ambling thoughts,
bordering, perhaps, on senility. Little did she know how expertly this old one surveyed her and how ruthlessly he
passed judgment. She never suspected the thoughts that formed in the active brain.
He knew about women. He had married a woman. He had had children by her. He looked at this woman—his
son’s wife—moving about her little five-room flat. She had theories about children. He had heard her expound
them. You didn’t have them except under such and such circumstances. It wasn’t fair otherwise. Plenty of money
for their education. Well. He and his wife had had three children. Paul, the second, had died at thirteen. A blow,
that had been. They had not always planned for the coming of the three but they always had found a way,
afterward. You managed, somehow, once the little wrinkled red ball had fought its way into the world. You
manage. You managed. Look at George! Yet when he was born, thirty-nine years ago, Pa and Ma Minick had been
hard put to it.
Sitting there, while Nettie dismissed him as negligible, he saw her clearly, grimly. He looked at her. She was
plump, but not too short, with a generous width between the hips; a broad full bosom, but firm; round arms and
quick slim legs; a fine sturdy throat. The curve between arm and breast made a graceful, gracious line … Working
in a bond office … Working in a bond office … There was nothing in the Bible about working in a bond office.
Here was a woman built for child-bearing.
She thought him senile, negligible.
In March Nettie had in a sewing woman for a week. She had her two or three times a year. A hawk-faced
woman of about forty-nine, with a blue-bottle figure and a rapacious eye. She sewed in the dining room and there
was a pleasant hum of machine and snip of scissors and murmur of conversation and rustle of silky stuff; and hot
savory dishes for lunch. She and old man Minick became great friends. She even let him take out bastings. This
when Nettie had gone out from two to four, between fittings.
He chuckled and waggled his head. “I expect to be paid regular assistant’s wages for this,” he said.
“I guess you don’t need any wages, Mr. Minick,” the woman said. “IU guess you’re pretty well fixed.”
“Oh, well, I can’t complain.” (Five hundred a year.)
“Complain”! I should say not! If I was to complain it’d be different. Work all day to keep myself; and nobody
to come home to at night.”
“Widow, ma’am?”
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“Since I was twenty. Work, work, that’s all I’ve had. And lonesome! I suppose you don’t know what lonesome
is.”
“Oh, don’t I1” slipped from him. He had dropped the bastings.
The sewing woman flashed a look at him from the cold hard eye. “Well, maybe you do. I suppose living here
like this, with sons and daughters, ain’t so grant, for all your money. Now me, I’ve always managed to keep my
own little place that I cold call home, to come back to. It’s only two rooms, and nothing to rave about, but it’s
home. Evenings I just cook and fuss around. Nobody to fuss for, but I fuss, anyway. Cooking, that’s what I love to
do. Plenty of good food, that’s what folks need to keep their strength up.” Nettie’s lunch that day had been rather
scant.
She was there a week. In Nettie’s absence she talked against her. He protested, but weakly. Did she give him
egg-noggs?” Milk? Hot toddy? Soup? Plenty of good rich gravy and meat and puddings? Well! That’s what folks
needed when they weren’t so young any more. Not that he looked old. My, no. Sprier than many young boys, and
handsomer than his own son if she did say so.
He fed on it, hungrily. The third day she was flashing meaning glances at him across the luncheon table. The
fourth she pressed his foot beneath the table. The fifth, during Nettie’s afternoon absence, she got up, ostensibly to
look for a bit of cloth which she needed for sewing, and, passing him, laid a caressing hand on his shoulder. Laid
it there and pressed his shoulder ever so little. He looked up, startled. The glances across the luncheon had largely
passed over his head; the foot beneath the table might have been an accident. But this—this was unmistakable. He
stood up, a little shakily. She caught his hand. The hawk-like face was close to his.
“You need somebody to love you,” she said. “Somebody to do for you, and love you.” The hawk face came
nearer. He leaned a little toward it. But between it and his face was Ma Minick’s face, plump, patient, quizzical,
kindly. His head came back sharply. He threw the woman’s hot hand from him.
“Woman!” he cried. “Jezebel!”
The front door slammed. Nettie. The woman flew to her sewing. Old man Minick, shaking, went into his
kitchen bedroom.
“Well,” said Nettie, depositing her bundles on the dining room table, “did you finish that faggoting? Why, you
haven’t done so very much, have you!”
“I ain’t feeling so good,” said the woman. “That lunch didn’t agree with me.”
“Why, it was a good plain lunch. I don’t see—”
“Oh, it was plain enough, all right.”
Next day she did not come to finish her work. Sick, she telephoned. Nettie called it an outrage. She finished
the sewing herself, though she hated sewing. Pa Minick said nothing, but there was a light in his eye. Now and
then he chuckled, to Nettie’s infinite annoyance, though she said nothing.
“Wanted to marry me!” he said to himself, chuckling. “Wanted to marry me! The old rip!”
2
At the end of April, Pa Minick discovered Washington Park, and the Club, and his whole life was from that day
transformed.
He had taken advantage of the early spring sunshine to take a walk, at Nettie’s suggestion.
“Why don’t you go into the Park, Father? It’s really warm out. And the sun’s lovely. Do you good.”
He had put on his heaviest shirt, and a muffler, and George’s old red sweater with a great white “C” on its
front, emblem of George’s athletic prowess at the University of Chicago; and over all, his greatcoat. He had taken
warm mittens and his cane with the greyhound’s head handle, carved. So equipped he had ambled uninterestedly
over to the Park across the way. And there he had found new life.
New life in old life. For the Park was full of old men. Old men like himself, with greyhound’s-head canes, and
mufflers and somebody’s sweater worn beneath their greatcoats. They wore arctics, though the weather was fine.
The skin of their hands and cheek-bones was glazed and had a tight look though it lay in fine little folds. There
were splotches of brown on the backs of their hands, and on the temples and forehead. Their heavy gray or brown
socks made comfortable folds above their ankles. From that April morning until winter drew on the Park saw old
man Minick daily. Not only daily but by the day. Except for his means, and a brief hour for his after-luncheon nap,
he spent all his time there.
For in the Park old man Minick and all the old men gathered there found a Forum—a safety valve—a means of
expression. It did not take him long to discover that the Park was divided into two distinct sets of old men. There
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were the old men who lived with their married sons and daughters-in-law or married daughters and sons-in-law.
Then there were the old men who lived in the Grant Home for Aged Gentlemen. You saw its fine red-brick façade
through the trees at the edge of the Park.
And the slogan of these first was:
“My son and my da’ter they wouldn’t want me to live in any public Home. No, siree! They want me right there
with them. In their own home. That’s the kind of son and daughter I’ve got!”
The slogan of the second was:
“I wouldn’t live with any son or daughter. Independent. That’s me. My own boss. Nobody to tell me what I can
do and what I can’t. Treat you like a child. I’m my own boss! Pay my own good money and get my keep for it.”
The first group, strangely enough, was likely to be spotted of vest and a little frayed as to collar. You saw them
going on errands for their daughters-in-law. A loaf of bread. Spool of white No. 100. They took their small
grandchildren to the duck pond and between the two toddlers hand in hand—the old an infirm and the infantile
and infirm—was hard to tell which led which.
The second group was shiny as to shoes, spotless as to linen, dapper as to clothes. They had no small errands.
Theirs was a magnificent leisure. And their was magnificent conversation. The question they discussed and settled
there in the Park—these old men—were not international merely. They were cosmic in scope.
The War? Peace? Disarmament? China? Free love? Mere conversational bubbles to be tossed in the air and
disposed of in a burst of foam. Strong meat for old man Minick who had so long been fed on pap. But he soon got
used to it. Between four and five in the afternoon, in a spot known as Under The Willows, the meeting took the
form of a club—an open forum. A certain group made up of Socialists, Free Thinkers, parlor anarchists,
bolshevists, had for years drifted there for talk. Old man Minick learned high-sounding phrases. “The Masters …
democracy … toil of the man for the good of the few … the ruling class … free speech … the People …”
The strong-minded ones held forth. The weaker ones drifted about on the outskirts, sometimes clinging to the
moist and sticky paw of a round-eyed grandchild. Earlier in the day—at eleven o’clock, say—the talk was not so
general nor so inclusive. The old men were likely to drift into groups of two or three or four. They sat on sunbathed benches and their conversation was likely to be rather smutty at times, for all they looked so mild and
patriarchal and desiccated. They paid scant heed to the white-haired old women who, like themselves, were
sunning in the park. They watched the young women switch by, with appreciative glances at their trim figures and
slim ankles. The day of the short skirt was a grand time for them. They chuckled among themselves and made
wicked comment. One saw only white-haired, placid, tremulous old men, but their minds still worked with
belated masculinity like naughty small boys talking behind the barn.
Old man Minick early achieved a certain leadership in the common talk. He had always liked to hold forth.
This last year had been one of almost unendurable bottling up. At first he had timidly sought the less assertive
ones of his kind. Mild old men who sat in rockers in the pavilion waiting for lunch time. Their conversation
irritated him. They remarked on everything that passed before their eyes.
“There’s a boat. Fella with a boat.”
A silence. Then, heavily: “Yeh.”
Five minutes.
“Look at those people laying on the grass. Shouldn’t think it was warm enough for that .. Now they’re getting
up.”
A group of equestrians passed along the bridle path on the opposite side of the lagoon. They made a frieze
against the delicate spring greenery. The coats of the women were scarlet, vivid green, arresting, stimulating.
“Riders.”
“Yes.”
“Good weather for riding.”
A man was fishing near by. “Good weather for fishing.”
“Yes.”
“Wonder what time it is, anyway.” From a pocket, deep-buried, came forth a great gold blob of a watch. “I’ve
got one minute to eleven.”
Old man Minick dragged forth a heavy globe. “Mm. I’ve got eleven.”
“Little fast, I guess.”
Old man Minick shook off this conversation impatiently. This wasn’t conversation. This was oral death, though
he did not put it thus. He joined the other men. They were discussing Spiritualism. He listened, ventured an
opinion, was heard respectfully and then combated mercilessly. He rose to the verbal fight, and won it.
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“Let’s see,” said one of the old men. “You’re not living at the Grant Home, are you?”
“No,” old man Minick made reply, proudly. “I live with my son and his wife. They wouldn’t have it any other
way.”
“Hm. Like to be independent myself.”
“Lonesome, ain’t it? Over there?”
“Lonesome! Say, Mr.—what’d you say your name was? Minick? Mine’s Hughes—I never was lonesome in
my life ’cept for six months when I lived with my daughter and her husband and their five children. Yes, sir.
That’s what I call lonesome, in an eight-room flat.”
George and Nettie said, “It’s doing you good, Father, being out in the air so much.” His eyes were brighter, his
figure straighter, his color better. It was that day he had held forth so eloquently on the emigration question. He
had to read a lot—papers and magazines and one thing and another—to keep up. He devoured all the books and
pamphlets about bond issues and national finances brought home by George. In the Park he was considered an
authority on bonds and banking. He and a retired real-estate man named Mowry sometimes debated a single
question for weeks. George and Nettie, believed, thought he ambled to the Park and spent senile hours with his
drooling old friends discussing nothing amiably and witlessly. This while he was eating strong meat, drinking
strong drink.
Summer sped. Was past. Autumn held a new dread for old man Minick. When winter came where should he
go? Where should he go? Not back to the five-room flat all day, and the little back bedroom, and nothingness. In
his mind there rang a childish old song they used to sing at school. A silly song:
Where do all the birdies go?
I know. I know.

But he didn’t know. He was terror-stricken. October came and went. With the first of November the Park
became impossible, even at noon, and with two overcoats and the sweater. The first frost was a black frost for
him. He scanned the heavens daily for rain or snow. There was a cigar store and billiard room on the corner across
the boulevard and there he sometimes went, with a few of his Park cronies, to stand behind the players’ chairs and
watch them at pinochle or rum. But this was a dull business Besides, the Grant men never came there. They had
card rooms of their own.
He turned away from this smoky little den on a drab November day, sick at heart. The winter. He tried to face
it, and at what he saw he shrank and was afraid.
He reached the apartment and went around to the rear, dutifully. His rubbers were wet and muddy and Nettie’s
living-room carpet was a fashionable gray. The back door was unlocked. It was Canary’s day downstairs, he
remembered. He took off his rubbers in the kitchen and passed into the dining room. Voices. Nettie had company.
Some friends, probably, for tea. He turned to go to his room, but stopped at hearing his own name. Father Minick.
Father Minick. Nettie’s voice.
“Of course, if it weren’t for Father Minick I would have. But how can we as long as he lives with us? There
isn’t room. And we can’t afford a bigger place now, with rents what they are. This way it wouldn’t be fair to the
child. We’ve talked it over, George and I. Don’t you suppose? But not as long as Father Minick is with us. I don’t
mean we’d use the maid’s room for a—for the—if we had a baby. But I’d have to have someone in to help, then,
and we’d have to have that extra room.”
He stood there in the dining room, quiet. Quiet. His body felt queerly remote and numb, but his mind was
working frenziedly. Clearly, too, in spite of the frenzy. Death. That was the first thought. Death. It would be easy.
But he didn’t want to die. Strange, but he didn’t want to die. He liked Life. The Park, the trees, the Club, the talk,
the whole show … Nettie was a good girl … The old must make way for the young. They had the right to be born
… Maybe it was just another excuse. Almost four years married. Why not three years ago? … The right to live.
The right to live …
He turned, stealthily, stealthily, and went back into the kitchen, put on his rubbers, stole out into the darkening
November afternoon.
In an h our he was back. He entered at the front door this time, ringing the bell. He had never had a key. As if
he were a child they would not trust him with one. Nettie’s women friends were just leaving. In the air you
smelled a mingling of perfume, and tea, and cakes, and powder. He sniffed it, sensitively.
“How do you do, Mr. Minick!” they said. “How are you! Well, you certainly look it. And how do you manage
these gloomy days?”
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He smiled genially, taking off his greatcoat and revealing the red sweater with the big white “C” on it. “I
manage. I manage.” He puffed out his cheeks. “I’m busy moving.”
“Moving!” Nettie’s startled eyes flew to his, held them. “Moving, Father?”
“Old folks must make way for the young,” he said, gaily. “That’s the law of life. Yes, sir! New ones. New
ones.”
Nettie’s face was scarlet. “Father, what in the world—”
“I signed over at the Grant Home today. Move in next week.” The women looked at her, smiling. Old man
Minick came over to her and patted her plump arm. Then he pinched her smooth cheek with a quizzical thumb
and forefinger. Pinched it and shook it ever so little.
“I don’t know what you mean,” said Nettie, out of breath.
“Yes, you do,” said old man Minick, and while his tone was light and jesting there was in his old face
something stern, something menacing. “Yes, you do.”
3
When he entered the Grant Home a group of them was seated about the fireplace in the main hall. A neat,
ruddy, septuagenarian circle. They greeted him casually, with delicacy of feeling, as if he were merely
approaching them at their bench in the Park.
“Say, Minick, look here. Mowry here says China ought to have been included in the four-power treaty. He says
—”
Old man Minick cleared his throat. “You take China, now,” he said, “with her vast and practically, you might
say, virgin country, why—”
An apple-cheeked maid in a black dress and a white apron stopped before him. He paused.
“Housekeeper says for me to tell you your room’s all ready, if you’d like to look at it now.”
“Minute. Minute, my child.” He waved her aside with the air of one who pays five hundred a year for
independence and freedom. The girl turned to go. “Uh—young lady! Young lady!” She looked at him. “Tell the
housekeeper two pillows, please. Two pillows on my bed. Be sure.”
“Yes, sir. Two pillows. Yes, sir. I’ll be sure.”
131.120 Mrs. Drainger’s Veil\fn{by Howard Mumford Jones (1892-1980)} Saginaw, Saginaw County, Michigan,
U.S.A. (M) 11
If the house had been merely shabby I doubt whether I would have been interested. Every residence section
has its shabby houses, monuments to departed aspirations, falling into slow decay in the midst of weedy yards,
sometimes uninhabited and sometimes sheltering one or two members of the family who apparently have been
left, like the ancient furniture, to be forgotten. The paint cracks and peels, the windows fall into impossible angles
or are boarded up, the porches sag, the chimneys lose a brick or two and come in time to look like stumps of teeth.
By and by the whole structure seems to sink into the grass under the burden of its neglect, and only a faint
tenacity, a melancholy inertia keeps it from crumbling altogether. Then suddenly the inhabitants die, the neighbors
awake to a sudden sense of change, and that is all.
The Drainger house was such a house, but it was more. It was mysterious, uncommunicative. In the midst of
the commonplace residence block, with its white cottages, its monotonous lawns and uninteresting gardens, the
contrast was startling, secretive, contemptuous. The tall grass waved ironically at the neat grass plots which
flanked it. the great untrimmed elms sent branches to beat against the decaying shingles, or downward into the
faces of passers-by, with patrician indifference to the law. They had, indeed, the air of ragged retainers, haughty
and starving, and yet crowding about the house as if to hide the poverty of their master from the eyes of the
vulgar. City ordinances required the laying of cement walks; the rotting boardwalk in front of the Drainger
mansion was already treacherous, and no one complained.
The building itself was extraordinary. Built in the days when Crosby had been a lumber town and building
material had consequently been cheap, its pretensions were immense. A tall, six-sided tower occupied two-thirds
of the front, an elaborate affair, crowned by rusty ironwork in lieu of battlements. Windows were inserted at
appropriate intervals, suggesting a donjon keep or a page from Walter Scott. The heavy brown shutters were never
opened. There was a grim angularity to the deep porch below, a military cut to the bare front door which added to
the forbidding character of the place. Behind this imposing front the rest of the building lay like the parts of a
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castle, each portion a little lower than the preceding. There were four of these sections, like four platforms, their
flat roofs crowned with further rusty ironwork. The windows were infrequent and all barred, and a massive elm to
the east of the house threw over them a gloomy and impenetrable shade. Although the whole building had been
painted brown, time and the weather had combined to make it almost black, the only patch of color being the rich
green of the mossy shingles on the roof of the porch.
I had first noticed the Drainger house because of its oddity. Then I was impressed by its air of speechless and
implacable resentment. So far as I could observe it was empty; no foot disturbed the rank grass or troubled the
dismal porches. The windows were never thrown open to the sunlight. The front door, in the month I had spent in
Crosby, remained locked. I had once observed a grocery wagon standing in front of the house, but this, I assumed,
was because the driver wished to leave his horse in the shade.
Proceeding homeward one night to my cousin’s, Mark Jedfrey, with whom I was spending the summer, I was
startled, when I came in front of the Drainger place, to see a light in the front window of the tower on the ground
floor. It was moonlight, and the heavy shadows sculptured the old mansion into fantastic shapes, revealing a
barred window inscrutably facing the moon, carving the top of the house into gargoyles of light and throwing the
porch into Egyptian darkness. The light through the shutter of the window was therefore as unexpected as a stab. I
paused without knowing it. Apparently I was observed; there was a light sound of footsteps from the invisible
porch and the creaking, followed by the shutting, of the front door. Immediately afterwards the light was
extinguished.
The person who had been on the porch had moved so quickly and so quietly, and the street, drenched in the
July moonlight, seemed so still, that I wondered a moment later whether to credit my senses. At any rate, it was
not my business, I concluded, to stand staring at a strange house at one o’clock in the morning, and I resumed my
walk home.
A week later, a change in the routine of my daily life made me a regular visitant in the neighborhood. Twice a
day I passed the Drainger house. In the morning it seemed to resist the genial sunlight, drawing its hedge of shade
trees closer about it and remaining impervious to all suggestions of warmth. And on my return from the office in
the evening it was as sealed, as autumnal as ever. The pleasant sounds of human intercourse, the chatting of
women on the steps or the whirr of lawn-mowers should, I fancied, at least unshutter a window or burst open a
frigid door.
But the warm impulses of neighborhood life, like the cries of the boys at their evening game of baseball, broke
unheeded against that cliff-like impassivity. No one stirred within; no one, not even the paper boy, dared to cut
across the front yard; and a pile of yellowing bills on the front steps testified to the unavailing temerity of
advertisers.
There was nothing to show I had not dreamed the episode of the light, as I had begun to think of it. I could
have made inquiries—Helen, Mark’s wife, knows everybody—but I did not. I could have consulted the directory.
But I preferred to keep the house to myself. I had a secret sense of proprietorship (I am, I suppose, a romantic and
imaginative soul) and I preferred that the mystery should come to me. My alert devotion must, I , I thought, have
its reward. Indeed, my daily walks to and from my work took on the character of a silent duel between the
expressionless walls and my expressionless face, and I was not going to be beaten in taciturnity.
One Friday morning, well into August, I was surprised and curious to see a woman standing under the elms in
the front of the Drainger mansion. The neighborhood was, for the moment, deserted. I concealed my eagerness
under a mask of impassivity. I thought myself masterly as, pretending an interest in nothing, I yet watched the
place out of the tail of my eye. Imagine my increasing surprise to observe that as I approached, the person in
question came slowly down to the junction of her walk with the sidewalk, so that, as I drew near we were face to
face.
“You are Mr. Gillingham?” she asked.
I stopped mechanically and raised my hat. I visit Crosby regularly, where I am well known, so that I was not
surprised to be thus accosted by one who was a stranger to me. She was about forty, obviously a spinster, and clad
in a costume not merely out-of-date, but so far out-of-date as to possess a false air of theatricalism. I can best
describe her (I am not clever in matters of dress) by saying that, with the exception that she was not wearing a
hoopskirt, she appeared to have stepped out of Godey’s Lady’s Book. A Paisley shawl was wrapped tightly around
her head, although the morning was warm, and its subdued brilliance clashed oddly with the faded lemon of her
dress. Her face was small, the features regular, but her complexion was more than sallow, it was yellow, the
yellow of dying grass and sunless places. A spot of rouge glared on either cheek, and, with her eyes, which were
black and brilliant, gave her face the look of fever. Her dark hair, 'just visible under the shawl, deepened the hectic
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quality of her features, although, as a matter of fact, she was not ill.
“You are a lawyer?” she continued, her brilliant eyes searching my face, I thought with some boldness, and
without waiting for an answer she said, “Come,” and walked abruptly toward the house.
I followed her. On the porch we paused; my companion turned and searched the street, which was still empty, a
fact which seemed to increase her satisfaction, and without giving me a glance, unlocked the front door with a key
which she was carrying.
*
She led me into the house and through two of the rooms into a third before we paused. The transition from
sunlight to darkness had been too rapid for my eyes, so that, for some moments I could only stand ridiculously in
the middle of the room. I was conscious of the presence of a third person—intensely conscious—and exceedingly
uncomfortable. My conductor busied herself pushing forward a chair which, fortunately, she placed under the
shuttered window. To this I stumbled.
“You are a lawyer?” asked a voice from the darkness.
I was startled. The voice sprang from the corner I was facing as though it were a live thing that had seized
upon me. It was the voice of a woman, of great age apparently, and yet it possessed a fierce, biting energy that no
amount of years could weaken.
“This is Mr. Gillingham,” said my conductor with, I thought, a shade of asperity. “Of course he’s a lawyer.”
To this there succeeded a silence, broken only by the sibilant drawing in of the younger woman’s breath.
“I am indeed a lawyer,” I said at length. “In what way can I be of service?”
“We see no one,” said the imperious voice abruptly. “You must therefore pardon the manner in which I have
had you called in.”
I was now able to discern something through the gloom. 'The speaker sat in extreme shadow. Her dress was a
blur in the darkness, faintly outlining her person, which seemed to be of medium height, though in the great chair
she looked shrunken and huddled together. Her eyes, faint pints of light, were steadfastly fixed on mine, but her
face was, I thought, in such deep shadow that I could not make it out.
But the concentration points, so to speak, were not her eyes, but her hands. They lay in her lap motionless, and
yet they were extraordinarily alive. Even in that light their emaciated condition testified to her extreme age; but
they were not decrepit, they seemed to glow with a steady light, an inward and consuming energy.
“You may leave us, Emily,” said the voice, and Emily, who had been hovering with what I somehow felt to be
a hint of malice, unwillingly withdrew. The other closed her eyes until the shutting of the door assured us of
privacy.
“I am dying,” she began suddenly in her strange, impersonal manner. “Do not interrupt me,” she added coldly
as I was about to utter some inanity. “I desire to be certain of one thing—while there is time, namely, that my
wishes respecting the disposition of my body shall be respected—in every particular.”
Her manner indicated nothing out of the ordinary. She might have been speaking of the merest commonplace.
“You are a lawyer. How can I so arrange that the directions I will leave must be carried out after my death?”
“Ordinarily,” I managed to stammer, “directions in such matters when given to the heirs, have the binding
force—”
There was a second’s pause.
“That is not what I wish,” continued the inflexible voice. “I wish to compel attention to my instructions.”
“A provision can be inserted in your will,” I said at length, “which would make the inheritance of your
property conditional upon the fulfillment of your wishes.”
She seemed to consider this. Her hands moved slightly in her lap.
“And if those conditions were not fulfilled?”
“Your estate would go elsewhere as you might direct.”
There was prolonged pause. Her eyes disappeared, and try as I would, I could not distinguish her face. Her
hands shifted, and she spoke.
“Step to the door and call my daughter. I am Mrs. Drainger.”
I might have been the servant. I arose and groped my way toward the door, She neither offered me any
direction as to its location, nor commented upon the gloom in which I hesitated.
I reached the door and, opening it, was about to call, when I was aware of Miss Drainger's presence; she
seemed to have materialized, a pale specter, out of the dusk, and I was again conscious of vague malice.
“Your mother wished me to call you,” I said, holding the door open.
Her strange eyes searched mine for a brief moment as she entered the room. Suddenly Miss Drainger, poised in
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the gloom over her mother’s chair, seemed to my startled sense like a monstrous pallid moth. The impression,
though momentary, was none the less vivid. I felt choked, uncomfortable. An instant only, and Mrs. Drainger’s
voice recalled me to my senses. She gave directions for the bringing of a box containing some documents she
wished. Miss Drainger said nothing, but turned abruptly, gave me another sidelong glance and left the room.
In the time she was absent neither of us spoke. The strange woman in the corner shrank, it seemed to me,
deeper into the dusk, until only her extraordinary hands remained; and I sat in my uncomfortable and ancient
chair, the little streaks of sunlight from the blind making odd patterns on my legs and hands.
The return of the daughter with a tin box which she placed in my hands was followed by an extraordinary
moment. I became, if I did not deceive myself, increasingly conscious of a silent struggle going on between the
two. Mrs. Drainger, in her biting, inflexible voice, again requested her daughter to leave us. Emily demurred and
in the interval that followed I had a sense of crisis. Nay, I fancied more; upon hearing Emily’s brief protest Mrs.
Drainger slowly clenched her hands, and the movement was as though she were steadily bending her daughter’s
will to her purpose. At length, with the same sibilant intaking of the breath I had observed before, Emily turned
and swept through the door, her face unusually yellow, the little spots of rouge on her cheeks burning suddenly.
The box she had given me contained a will made by Mrs. Drainger, together with a few securities totaling no
great value; and other less important documents. This will she now directed me to modify so that the inheritance
of the property upon her death would be conditional upon the fulfillment by the heir of certain conditions which
she said she would indicate in writing.
I asked why those conditions could not now be indicated.
“You are all alike,” she said bitterly, “All alike in your curiosity. I prefer to put them in writing.”
I assured her of the inviolability of her confidence and rose.
“Stay,” she commanded. “If that girl asks you any impertinent questions send her to me.”
Her hands moved quickly as she spoke. The concentration of her voice alarmed me so that I could think of
nothing to say. I bowed and withdrew. It was only when 1 was once outside the room that I recalled, curiously
enough, at no time during my interview had I seen Mrs. Drainger’s face,
Miss Emily was not visible. I was about to search for the street door when, in her usual extraordinary manner,
she appeared out of the gloom.
“What did she want?” she demanded, almost fiercely, her eyes holding me as though they were hands.
I explained as best I could why I could not tell her.
“Humph!” she ejaculated, and without further speech led me to the door.
“There will be fees, I suppose,” she said contemptuously, staring at her hand upon the doorknob. “Do not
expect much. You are the only person who has entered this house for a year.”
I was embarrassed how to reply.
“Poverty is like contagion. People flee from it,” she added with a mirthless laugh, and opened the door.
I bade her farewell. She stared at me, a shrewd look in her black eyes, but said nothing. The instant I was on
the porch the door was shut and locked behind me.
*
On my way to Jedfrey’s office I could not shake off my unfavorable impression of Miss Dramger. I assured
myself again and again that the oddity of their manner of life was sufficient reason for her peculiarities, and yet
the same picture of her kept recurring to my mind—a vision of her flitting to and fro in that great house like a
monstrous evil moth. I imagined her pale face with its spots of rouge and her lemon dress so unlike any costume I
had ever seen. I pictured her materializing, as I phrased it, out of the shadows; hovering expectantly (I knew not
why) over the gaunt form in the great chair by the window; or peering out of the unopened shutters as she moved
from room to room. I positively grew ashamed of myself for my fancies. .
The following morning a square, yellowed envelope (everything about that place seemed to lack freshness),
addressed in the fine, regular hand of a generation ago, caught my eye in the heap of mail, and putting aside more
important matters, I at once opened it. The note was from Mrs. Drainger, evidently written in her own hand, and
contained the provision I was to insert in the wilt. It was sufficiently queer. She desired that upon her death no one
should venture to see her face, which would be covered, she wrote, by a thick veil, and she was particularly
anxious that her daughter Emily should respect her wishes. Otherwise her property was to go elsewhere.
The energy and clarity exhibited by the old lady on the previous day forbade any notion that this preposterous
idea sprang from a mind touched by the infirmities of age, and yet her stipulation was so peculiar, so irrational
that I pondered long over my duty in the case. What Mrs. Drainger wanted was, in one sense, absurdly simple—
merely the revision of her will, scarcely more than the retyping of that simple document; but .I was conscious of a
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deeper demand; as though, to the support of her desires, she had called in my person upon the assurance, even the
majesty of the law. I could not justify her breaking of what I instinctively took to be a determined habit of
seclusion except by postulating deeper issues than I saw on the surface. There was no reason why I should not
revise the document and be done with it; queerer provisions have been made in other wills. Yet, to make the
inheritance conditional upon so strange a request might be unfair to Miss Drainger. It was true, I distrusted her;
but that was not to the point, and this provision was one that she would have every natural incentive to break.
A further thought occurred—there might be other children not known to me who would expect some share in
the modest estate; finding the property willed to Emily upon so tenuous a provision, they might easily charge that
that provision had been broken, when proof and disproof would be equally difficult, and Mrs. Drainger’s wish that
her companion (despite her singular testament) be her sole heir would then not be met. The will simply provided
that, should Emily forfeit her right to the property the estate should go to a local charity; no mention was made of
other children; but this silence did not disprove. their existence.
I was too well aware of the ease with which so singular a document could be attacked in court, not to be
uneasy. I resolved finally again to consult my client (if the name could attach to so imperious a lady) and briefly
announcing my absence to Mark Jedfrey, I sought the Drainger residence.
The old house looked as deathlike as ever. It seemed incredible that human existence could be possible within
its sunless walls. Indeed, my persistent efforts at the rusty bell-handle produced only a feeble echo, and the roundeyed interest of a group of urchins, who volunteered, after a time, that nobody lived there. I was beginning to
agree with them when a key was turned in the lock and the weatherbeaten door yielded a few cautious inches.
Miss Emily looked out at me.
“It’s you,” she said ungraciously, and seemed rather to hope that I would disappear as at the uttering of a
charm.
“I wish to see your mother,” I said.
She hesitated. At length, opening the door scarcely enough to admit me, she bade me enter, and disappeared.
The house was as dismal as ever.
“Come in here,” she said, appearing after her usual sudden fashion in a dim doorway and looking more like a
wraith than ever. Her eyes burned me as I walked cautiously into the other room. It was one I had not seen, but
Mrs. Drainger was seated, as before, in the obscurest corner, a blur of white in which her pale hands looked like
pallid lumps of flame. I faced my invisible client. .
“I have come about the will,” I began, and was immediately conscious of Miss Emily’s voracious interest. The
opening was, as I recognized too late, scarcely diplomatic.
“Will?” said the daughter in a harsh voice. “You are making a will? You—you—” She looked enormously tall
and unpleasant as she spoke.
“Yes, my dear,” responded Mrs. Drainger dryly.
“You? You?” continued the daughter rapidly. ‘After all these years? It is incredible. It is incredible.”
She laughed unpleasantly with closed eyes. Then, conscious that she was betraying emotions not meant for me,
she turned. to my chair.
“You will understand that the information is something of a shock for a daughter. My mother’s condition—”
“Mrs. Drainger,” I ventured to interrupt, “wishes merely to make certain changes in an instrument already
drawn up.”
I was conscious of a stir, whether of gratitude or of resentment, from the darkened corner. Emily seemed
momentarily bewildered.
“You frightened me,” she said at length with a frankness palpably false.
“I quite understand,” I retorted, the sham being, I thought, tolerably obvious. “And now if your mother and I”
She took the hint.
“I will leave you,” she said.
It was evident I had not won her gratitude. As the door closed behind her I heard a low sound from Mrs.
Drainger. .
“I am afraid—afraid,” she murmured weakly, I think, forgetting my presence; and then, as if suddenly
conscious of a slip:
“Old women, Mr. Gillingham, have their fancies. Death seems at times uncomfortably close.”
1 murmured some polite deprecation, but I was sure it was not death that frightened her. Drawing from my
pocket her letter and the copy of the will I bad prepared I explained as best I could why I had come. I was
tolerably confused. I could not question her entire sanity, and as I did not wish in any way to hint at what I felt
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concerning Emily I soon involved myself in a veritable dust of legal pedantry. Finally I asked whether there were
other children. Mrs. Drainger heard me out in ironic silence.
“I have no others,” she admitted at length, and added after a second, “Thank heaven!”
“There remains only one other matter,” I said. “The provisions of your will are such that unless she knows
them in advance Miss Emily will almost inevitably forfeit the inheritance.”
“I am aware of that,” said the voice, and the pale hands moved imperceptibly. “I am quite well aware of what I
am doing, Mr. Gillingham, and I repeat, my daughter is riot to ask impertinent questions.”
I bowed, somewhat ruffled. I added that it would be necessary to witness her signature in the usual manner.
She seemed surprised to learn that two persons were necessary, and remained silent.
“Call Emily,” she directed.
“Emily will not do,” I objected, “since she is a possible beneficiary.”
“I am aware,” she responded coldly. “Call Emily.”
Emily, being summoned, was directed to procure the presence of a Mrs. Mueller, living near by, who
occasionally helped with the work. She seemed unusually tractable and departed on her errand without comment.
For some three or four minutes Mrs. Drainger did not speak. I could not, of course, see her face; but once or
twice her hands shifted in her lap, and I thought she was perturbed. My own conversational efforts had been so
uniformly unfortunate that I concluded to remain silent.
“You will see an old, worn woman,” she said musingly. “But it does not matter.”
The entrance of Miss Emily followed by that of a stout, comfortable German woman prevented the necessity
of a. reply. I explained what was wanted; Emily assisted me in making it clear to Mrs. Mueller, and then withdrew
to the door, where she assumed an attitude of disinterestedness—too obviously assumed it, I thought.
It became necessary to have more light, and Emily went to the window and opened the shutter. I turned to
where Mrs. Drainger sat, the will in my left hand, my fountain pen in the other, and in that attitude I hesitated for
a brief moment of incredulity. I thought I was looking at a woman without a head.
A second's glance showed how mistaken I was. The thin, emaciated figure, clad like her daughter’s, in a
fashion long forgotten, was, as I had surmised, somewhat shrunken by age. Her strange hands, loosely held in her
lap, were wrinkled with a thousand wrinkles like crumpled parchment, and yet, even in that crueler light, they
conveyed the impression of power. They seemed like antennae wherewith their owner touched and tested the
outer world. As I sought the reason for this impression I saw that the face and head were entirely wrapped in the
thick folds of a black veil, which was so arranged that the eyes alone were visible. These seemed to swim up
faintly as from the bottom of a well.
My imperceptible pause of surprise drew from Emily that sudden intaking of breath I have before remarked,
and I could not but feel that she intended, as I felt, a subtle sarcasm in the sound. Accordingly I made no
comment, secured Mrs. Drainger’s signature without difficulty, then that of Mrs. Mueller (who, during the whole
procedure, uttered no word), and added my own with as natural an air as I could manage. Miss Emily led Mrs.
Mueller away and I offered the completed document to Mrs. Drainger.
“Keep it,” she said with some feebleness and then, more loudly, “I will take care. Keep it. Make her call for it
when it is time. Now let her come to me.”
My search for the daughter necessitated my going through the several rooms, so that I had a tolerable notion of
the house. Miss Emily’s inheritance would not be great, although the lot was itself valuable. The furniture was all
old and of just that antiquity which lacks value without acquiring charm. I remarked a vast whatnot in one corner;
one table promised well, and there were one or two realty fine engravings; but for the most part the upholstered
chairs were shabby, the tables and desks old and cracked, and the carpets of a faded elegance. The kitchen into
which I passed was notably bleak, and the decrepit wood stove seemed never to have held a fire.
Miss Drainger came in the back entrance as I entered the kitchen. Her face was paler than I had ever seen it.
She confronted me silently. .
“If you are through,” she said bitingly, “I will let you out the front door.”
I observed mildly that her mother wanted her and accompanied her into the sitting room. I hesitated how best
to broach the matter I had in mind without giving offense, and resolved, unfortunately, on a deliberate lie.
“My fee has been paid,” I said, awkwardly enough.
She searched my face. I affected to be busy with my hat.
“I see,” she commented with a short, cynical laugh. “Sometimes it is done that way, sometimes in ways less
pleasant. We are quite used to it. I suppose I had better thank you.”
I felt my face flush scarlet.
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“It is not necessary,” I faltered and was grateful to get out of the house without further blunders.
I filled my lungs with the sweet August morning in positive relief, feeling that I had been in the land of the
dead.
*
I had no further contact with the Draingers for some days. Indeed, the whole curious episode was beginning to
fade in my mind when, some three weeks later, a dinner that Helen was giving recalled my experience and added
fresh interest to my relations with them. I sat next to one of those conventionally pretty women who require only
the surface of one’s attention, and I was preparing to be bored for the rest of the evening when I caught a chance
remark of Isobel Allyn’s. Mrs. Allyn (everybody calls her Isobel) was talking across the table to Dr. Fawcett.
“You’ve lost your mysterious veiled lady,” she said.
“Yes,” said Fawcett. Fawcett is a good fellow, about forty-five, and inclined to be reticent.
“Veiled lady?” shrilled some feminine nonentity, much to Fawcett’s distaste. “How thrilling! Do tell us about
it!”
“There is nothing to tell,” growled Fawcett. Isobel, however, is not easily swept aside.
“Oh, yes, there is,” she persisted. “Dr. Fawcett has for years had a mysterious patient whose face, whenever he
visits her, remains obstinately invisible. Now, without revealing her features, the lady has had the bad taste to
die.”
I leaned forward.
“Is it Mrs. Drainger, Fawcett?” He turned to me with mingled relief and inquiry.
“Yes. How did you know?” I promised myself something later and remained vague.
“I had heard of her,” I said. His eyes questioned mine.
“Everyone must have heard of her but me,” came the same irritating voice. “Aren’t you going to tell us?”
“Merely a patient of mine,” said Fawcett impolitely. “She has just died—at an advanced age.”
It was cruel, but justified. Isobel was penitent.
“I am sorry,” she said prettily, and Helen hastily introduced the subject of automobiles, concerning which she
knows very little. .
I sought out Fawcett on the porch after dinner.
“About Mrs. Drainger,” he said. “How did you know?”
“I am, I suppose, her lawyer—or was, rather,” I explained. “I have her will.”
“I thought soulless corporations and bloated bondholders were more your line.”
“They are,” I said, and briefly recounted how I had come to be, Mrs. Drainger’s attorney. Fawcett’s cigar
glowed in the dark. His wicker chair creaked as he shifted his weight. ..
“The daughter is a curious creature,” he observed slowly, “something uncanny about her, even devilish.
Somehow I picture her striding up and down the shabby rooms like a lioness. The town has grown, the
neighborhood changed, and I don’t believe either of them was aware of it. They lived absolutely in the past. So far
as I could see they hated each other—not, you understand, with any petty, feminine spite, but splendidly, like
elemental beings. I never went into the house without feeling that hot, suppressed atmosphere of hate. And yet
there they were, tied together, as absolutely alone as though they had been left on a deserted island.
“Tied together—I fancy that’s it. Emily could, of course, have gone away. And yet I have a queer fancy, too,
that so long as Mrs. Drainger wore her veil the girl could not leave; that if she had once uncovered her face the tie
between them would have been broken. The old lady knew that, certainly, and I think Emily knew it, too, and I
fancy she must have tried again and again to lift the covering from her mother’s face. But Mrs. Drainger—she
was will incarnate—was always just too much for her.”
I told him about the provisions of her will.
“Ah,” he said, “it is even clearer now. My theory is right. The veil was, as it were, the symbol that held them
together. But now, I wonder, does the will represent the old lady’s revenge, or her forgiveness?”
“We shall know shortly,” I interjected. Fawcett nodded in the dark.
“Captain Drainger built the house,” he continued inconsequentially, “back in the forties\fn{The 1840’s.} for
himself and his young bride, and, though it looks bleak enough now, it was for the Crosby of those days a
mansion of the first class. The captain, the tradition is, was a wild, obstinate fellow with black hair and brilliant
eyes (I fancy Emily has much of her father in her), and nobody was greatly surprised, when the war broke out, to
have him at first lukewarm, and then avowedly a Confederate. Of course he might as well have professed atheism
or free love in this locality—he might better have blown his brains out—which he practically did, anyway. Public
sentiment forced him out of the state and over Mason and Dixon’s line, and he entered the rebel army as a cavalry
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captain, and deliberately (we heard) got himself killed. Of course the Drainger fortune, fair enough for those days,
went to pieces at once.
“Mrs. Drainger immediately adopted the policy of complete seclusion she was to follow ever after. When the
captain left, it was said they would not speak; at any rate, she broke off her friendships, refused herself to callers,
and saw nobody. Her condition served her as an excuse, but everybody knew, I guess, the real reason why she
kept to herself. There, alone with an old servant who died a year or so later, she walked the floor of that mockery
of a house, or sat brooding over the coming of the child. It must have been pleasant! Emily was born just before
we heard of the captain’s death.
“One or two of her nearest friends tried to comfort her, but she would see no one except the doctor—who, by
the way, was my father. I have inherited the Draingers, you see.”
Fawcett’s cigar was out, but he did not light another.
“My mother, from whom I got all this, said there was something magnificent in the way Mrs. Drainger
suffered, in the way she resented any intrusion upon her self-imposed solitude. My mother was a courageous
woman, but she said she was positively frightened when Mrs. Drainger, a tall, fair woman with straight, level
eyes, came to the door in answer to her knock.
“‘You may go back, Lucy Fawcett,’ she said. ‘A rebel has no friends,’ and shut the door in my mother’s
mortified face.
“At first there was some grumbling and ill-natured talk, but it soon ceased. People who knew her family (she
was a Merion) saw pretty clearly that Mrs. Drainger’s heart had, for most purposes, stopped beating when the
captain found the bullet he was looking for, and tumbled from his horse. What was left was the magnificent shell
of a woman in that great shell of a house—that, and the child. I can picture her sitting upright in some great chair
by the shuttered window, peering out at the rank grass and the elm trees, or else wandering, always majestic, from
room to room with her baby in her arms, listening to the. silence. She cut herself off from the world of the living
as though she had been buried, and she tried to bring up Emily as though they were in the land of the dead.
“Emily was, of course, her only friend, her only companion, her only link with life. Tragically enough; she was
to fail her. She grew up, a solitary, imperious child, I imagine much as she is now. She strikes me as being one of
those unfortunate natures who are as old at twelve as they ever will be. Mother hinted at terrible scenes between
the woman, like a tragedy queen, and her baby, the child stormily demanding to be like other children, the mother
stonily listening and never bending her ways. The will of the mother—I grow fanciful—was like ice-cold metal,
the child was hot with life, and the result was passionate rebellions, followed by long weeks of sullen silence. And
always Mrs. Drainger hugged her isolation and hugged her child to that isolation because she was her father’s
daughter. How or on what they lived, nobody knows.
“You understand,” Fawcett interposed, “that this is mainly conjecture. They were long before my day then. I
am merely putting together what I heard and my own inferences from what I have seen. And it seems to me,
looking back, that Mrs. Drainger set, as it were, when the captain died, into that terrible fixed mold she was to
wear ever after, and the lonely child with the brilliant black eyes was not merely fighting solitude, she was beating
her passionate little fists against the granite of her mother’s nature. And I fancy that at an early age (she was very
mature, mind), Emily came to hate her mother quite earnestly and conscientiously, and, so to speak, without
meanness or malice.
“Of course it was impossible to keep the girl totally confined. She did not, it is true, go to school, but she went
out more or less, and in a queer, unnatural way she made friends. That was later, however. She never went to
parties, since her mother would not give any, and she was proud—all the Draingers are proud. And she had no
playmates. Until she was a young woman, so far as human intercourse was concerned, Emily might as well have
had the plague in the house.
“But she went out as she grew older. For instance, she went to church, not, I fancy, because she had any need
of religion, but because it was a place she could go without embarrassment or comment.”
There was a moment of silence as though Fawcett was pondering how to continue, and I heard the blur of
voices from the hall and prayed that nobody would come.
“We lived across the street from them in those days,” he resumed, “and I was a young cub from the medical
school, home only at vacations. I really don’t know all that happened. Indeed, it seems to me that I have known
the Draingers only by flashes at any time. They were always wrapped in mysterious human differences, and even
when you saw her on the street some of that surcharged atmosphere of silence seemed to color Emily’s face. She
had grown up then. Her clothes were quite orthodox, and she was handsome as a leopard is handsome, but always
she struck me as haunted by a vague fear, a fear of the house, perhaps, and of her mother’s power to rule her. I
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used to fancy, watching her return to their somber dwelling, that she was drawn back as to a spider’s web by the
fascination of its tragic silences. The story of her life is like a strange book read by lightning, with many leaves
turned over unseen between the flashes.”
“You were in love with her!” I cried.
“No,” he said slowly. “I might have been, but I was not. You are right, though, in guessing there was love in
her story, only it was not I, it was Charlie Brede who, so to speak, sprang the trap. She got to know him at church.
Charles was an honest, ordinary, likable boy with a face like a Greek god and a streak of the most unaccountable
perversity. His obstinacy was at once intense and wild. That made him interesting and, though there was no
greatness behind it, any woman would have loved his face. Don’t imagine, furthermore, because I have supposed
they met at church, that he was narrowly pious. Everybody went to church in those days—there was nowhere else
to go. Charlie was, in short, an ordinary, well-behaved youngster, except that his face hinted at possibilities he
couldn’t have fulfilled, and except for his dash of narrow rebellion. I don’t see how, to such a stormy creature as
Emily, he could have been bearable.
“The affair had got well along when I came home in the spring. At first, I gathered from the talk, Emily had
met him only away from the house (it was not home), at church or downtown, or in such ways as she could
unsuspiciously contrive. Then somehow Charlie suspected something queer and insisted, in one of his obstinate
fits, on his duty to call. I know this because they stood for a long time under the trees in front of our house,
Charles’s voice booming up through the scented darkness as he argued. Emily put him off with various feminine
subterfuges—she was, I remember, rather magnificent in her despairing diplomacy—and I thought for a while she
would succeed. Then I heard Brede’s voice, wrathful and sullen, with a quality of finality.
“‘If you are ashamed of me—” he said, and walked off.
“It was the one statement she could not outwit. Emily stood for a moment, then—I can imagine with what
terrific surrender of pride—ran after him.
“‘Charlie, Charlie!’ she called. He stopped. She came up to him. There was a low murmur of voices, and I
thought she was crying.
“‘Tuesday, then,’ he said, and kissed her.
“Emily waited until he was well away, and in the moonlight I could see her raise her hands to her head in a
gesture that might have been despair, that might have been puzzlement. Then she crossed the street into the
blackness of their porch.
“Did she love him? I don’t know. Do you?”
The question hung motionless in the air. Fawcett lit another cigar.
“One would have expected something regal about the man Emily Drainger should choose. You agree with me,
I suspect, that site is—or was—leonine, terrific. Perhaps she was deceived by his face. Perhaps, after the manner
of lovers, she found splendid lights and vistas in the Charlie Brede the rest of us considered rather ordinary. Or
perhaps, since she had lived her solitary life so long, pestered and haunted by her mother, any pair of lips would
have awakened in her the same powerful and primitive impulses. He was her man, and she wanted him, and she
was not to get him. I have even thought that she did not love him at all: that she was quite willing to feign a
passion in order to escape from that terrible mother with her eyes forever focused on her tragedy, her mother, and
that gaunt, grim house. I am superstitious about that house. Nothing good can come out of it. It warped Mrs.
Drainger out of all semblance to human nature, and it was warping Emily, and Mrs. Drainger was somehow the
presiding genius, the central heart of that sinister fascination.
“Charlie called that Tuesday night, I know, because I stayed home to see. I was quite unashamed in doing so.
He had, I must say, courage. But he did not see Emily. There were two chairs on the porch, and, to the enormous
surprise of the neighborhood, which had not seen Mrs. Drainger for years, she occupied one of those chairs and
Charlie the other, and, after a fashion, they conversed. I could not hear what they said, but there was in Mrs.
Drainger’s calm, in her placid acceptance of the situation, a quality of danger. I had an impulse to cry out. She
made me think of a steel instrument ready to close. And, as Charlie had an obstinate streak in him, it became
fairly evident that we were witnessing a duel—a duel for the possession of Emily Drainger. Mute obstinacy was
pitted against will, and Emily, enchained and chafing, was permitted only to stand by.
“Considered from Mrs. Drainger’s point of view, she was not, I suppose, so hideously unfair. One does not
shut off the last ray of light from the prisoner’s dungeon or grudge clothing to a naked man. And her daughter
was, as I have intimated, her only link with the living. Hers was the selfishness of narrow hunger, if you will, of
an almost literal nakedness. And yet one cannot live alone with the dead for twenty years and remain sane. Since
Mrs. Drainger’s life was to Mrs. Drainger entirely normal, she could not, in the nature of the case, imagine what
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she was condemning Emily to. The mother thought of Brede, I fancy, as of some spiritual calamity that would rob
her of half her soul, and she brought to the issue her one power—her power of breaking people’s wills, and fought
him as fiercely as she would have fought the devil.
“Charlie called again Friday and had again the pleasure of Mrs. Drainger’s society. He called again next week;
this time both Emily and Mrs. Drainger entertained him. The result was, I imagine, even more unsatisfactory—
what Mrs. Drainger wanted. If it had not been so terrific, it would have been funny. Some of us, indeed, took to
making wagers on the contest. He called repeatedly. Whether he saw Emily or not, there was always Mrs.
Drainger.
“It is not her mere presence, mind, that was disconcerting. The old lady was somehow sinister in her silent
intensity, in her subtle power of infiltration. Emily seemed, so far as I could see, thoroughly cowed. Strain as she
would at her leash, the keeper held her, and the tedious pattern of their struggling conversation concealed bright
chains. This, Mrs. Drainger seemed to say, is what you are coming to. And Charlie would look appealingly at
Emily, and she at him, and they both looked at the imperturbable monster of a woman, and on Charlie’s lips the
desperate proposals to go somewhere, to do something, to get out of it, died before he could utter them. Only
mute obstinacy held him there. Mrs. Drainger, if she could not prevent his coming, could at least hold Emily
dumb.
“It lasted some four weeks. At length—what was bound to happen—the weakest snapped. A week went by, and
Charlie did not come. Emily haunted the porch in an ironic appearance of freedom. Mrs. Drainger, in some subtle
way, knew that she had won, that the girl was eternally hers. Emily’s face was pitifully white: she was suffering.
Was it love? Or was it her passionate hatred of the prison that held her, the guardian that kept her helpless?
“Then, one evening, Charlie came up the street. He looked unwell, as though the contest of wills had somehow
broken him. He walked straight to the porch where Emily sat. She rose to meet him—I think she was trembling.
“‘Good-bye,’ he said, and held out his hand.
“Apparently she did not ask why he had failed her, or where he was going, or how he came so abruptly to bid
her farewell. She took his hand for a moment, and, with the other, steadied herself against the chair, and so they
stood looking at each other. There must have been queer lights in their eyes—desire baffled in some strange way,
wounded pride, and an eating, mortal sickness. Charlie’s hand dropped, he ran down the walk, crossed the street
straight toward me so that I saw his white face, and walked away.
“We never saw him again. Emily stood watching him, perhaps hoping that he would look back. If he did there
was still a possibility. But he did not, and she heard, I suppose, the iron gates clang to. She went abruptly into the
house. An hour later I saw her go out, and after an interval, return.”
*
The story lay between us like a damp mist. Fawcett seemed to have forgotten me, but my silence clung to him
with mute tenacity.
“What I should know,” his voice rumbled on, “I don’t know—that is, of course, the scene between the two
afterwards. When Emily Drainger returned to her house that night something awful happened. What it was, she
alone now knows. But the next flash I had of their history came three or four years later—when I had taken up my
father’s practice after his death. I have said the Draingers. were an inheritance; he had been. called in to see Mrs.
Dramger several times and on those times had seen what I saw later, but I had been away. I could not question
him and he was, above everything, scrupulously exact in keeping the confidences of his patients—even with me.
At any rate, I was called in to see Mrs. Drainger as my father’s son. I saw for the first time that her face was
entirely shrouded in the thick black veil she wore ever after; and the wearing of that veil dates, I think, from the
night that Charlie Brede and Emily Drainger looked with baffled wonder into each other’s eyes.
“Imagine living with the thing. Imagine the torture of patience, the fixity of will required to keep it eternally
on. Do you know how bandages feel after a time? Think of shrouding your head for twenty years. But think also
of the slow stealthiness with which the mute reproach of that shrouded face would creep into your nerves if you
had to live with it; think of the imaginative persistency which saw, in this covering of the features, not merely just
the tie that would hold Emily to her forever, but the tedious process of revenge for an injury not known to us, for
some monstrous moment between the two that only the dull walls of the house could hear.
“Think, too, of the ingenuity of that symbol. Its very helplessness forbade to Emily the exultation of
revilement. Good Heavens! It is bad enough to be tied by your own weakness to a face that you hate, but to be
chained forever to that thing—to rise up with it and lie down with it, to talk to it, to insult it, to listen to it, and yet
never see your sarcasms strike home! Think of hating a black veil for twenty years!
“Emily, of course, had changed. She met me at the door as she met you. She was a shell burned out by one
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fierce moment of fire. Something had toppled in her and collapsed, and only by the pitiless and continual irony of
her silence could she hide her inward loathing. With me she was proud and acid, but in her mother’s room,
whither she led me, her silence was like a frightened, defensive covering which might, at any moment, be stripped
from her, leaving her indecently, almost physically bare. Her pride, in sum, was broken, but not her hatred. That
smoldered where before it had flamed.
“Mrs. Drainger had some minor complaint, I have forgotten what. Emily followed me into the room where she
sat—she seems to me always to have been sitting with patient intensity in some corner of that house. I recall the
stab of surprise with which I searched the shadowy room for the austere and beautiful face of the Mrs. Drainger
we knew, and how, in my confusion, I could see nothing but her hands. Emily mocked me with her eyes, but did
not speak. Then I saw.
“I remember I asked Mrs. Drainger, for some reason, to remove the veil. I was raw in those days. Emily
stiffened behind me and, I thought, started to speak, but the rigid silence of Mrs. Drainger was never broken. Her
very speechlessness rebuked me. I prescribed for her and got out of the house.
“If you will believe me, Gillingham,” Fawcett went on with a change of voice, “I have visited that house for
twenty years and during that time Mrs. Drainger, so far as I know, has never divested herself of her veil. I got that
much out of Emily. But I could get no more. She seemed to freeze when I sought after reasons. I do not know
what she had done, but I do know that the wearing of that black mantle represented to them that flaming crisis in
their relationship when Emily lost forever her one hope of escape.
“I have watched them for twenty years. Twenty years—think of it! They were like two granite rocks, clashed
once together, and thereafter frozen into immobility. They have never changed. All pretense of affection had
dropped from them—even before me. There was only naked hate. Year after weary year, seeing no one, never
going anywhere, they have rasped and worn each other merely by being what they are.
“And now the ultimate ingenuity, the last refinement of unhappiness! The veil, I say, is a symbol of their
shuddering cohesion which death would normally destroy. But the will of this woman, as it triumphed over life,
she has made to triumph over death: if Emily removes the veil she becomes, with her lack of training, her useless
equipment, a helpless beggar; if she does not remove it, if she never sees her mother’s face, she will be tormented
by memory, bound forever, as she was in life, to a blank and inscrutable shawl. Is it forgiveness—or justice,
mercy or revenge?”
Fawcett broke off as a swirl of guests flooded the coolness of the porch.
“I will tell you what happens,” I said when I could.”
“Do,” he returned. “And you must take precautions.”
*
On my way to the office next morning, it suddenly dawned on me what Fawcett meant. How, in truth, was I to
ascertain whether the singular provision of Mrs. Drainger’s will had or had not been met? Fawcett had not, he
said, been present at the death; and even if he had been, there must elapse a considerable time in which Emily
would necessarily be alone with her mother’s body. The more I pondered, the more puzzled I grew. It seemed
grotesque that Mrs. Drainger should have overlooked this situation. Moreover, I was naturally curious. Fawcett’s
narrative justified me in all I had thought, but it had not given a motive for the veil, nor for the tenacity with
which Mrs. Drainger clung to it.
The house looked unchanged as I turned into the street on which it faced. Death was, it said, of so little
consequence to the walls which had immured and conquered life itself. There was in the very lack of change a
great irony. A barren device of crepe on the door, one lower window partly open—that was all. The very papers
yellowing before the door had not been swept away.
Mrs. Mueller, the woman who had witnessed the signing of the will, was standing on the steps that led to the
street. If my relations with the Draingers had been odd, they were to conclude as strangely. The woman was
apparently expecting me, and her manner testified to recent terror.
“What do you want?” I asked.
“She told me,” Mrs. Mueller said, “to get you.” Her haunted look and the solemn glance she gave me testified
that she was as real to her as though Mrs. Drainger had not for twenty-four hours been dead.
“She told me if a certain thing happened I was to call you.”
Suddenly I saw. That tremendous woman was reaching at me over the very boundaries of life.
“I don’t like it,” continued Mrs. Mueller with an indescribable accent of fear and a sidelong look at me for
support. “I don’t like it. But she said the day before she died, she said, ‘If Miss Emily uncovers my face when I
am dead, you are to tell Mr. Gillingham,’ she said. And she made me promise to watch.”
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She seemed to want to tell me something she could not put in words.
“It is terrible,” she went on in a vague, haunted manner, “what I saw.”
“What?”
“She was always a queer woman. ‘If Miss Emily uncovers my face,’ she said, ‘you are to call Mr. Gillingham.’
And she made me watch. I didn’t want to. So when she died I came right over.”
“How did you know when to come?”
“I don’t know,” she answered helplessly. “I just came. She told me Miss Emily was not to see me, but I was to
watch. It is terrible.”
We were at the door. I had a sudden distaste for the woman though she was quite simply honest, and, as it
were, the helpless and unconscious spy that Mrs. Drainger, in her grave, had set upon her daughter. I was anxious
to get it over with.
“You will see,” she said again and brought me into the house.
Her terror was beginning to affect me. She was quite unable to tell me what she had seen, but her whole
manner expressed a dazed horror, not so much of some concrete fear as of the ghastly position in which she found
herself. She led me to the door of the room in which I had last seen Mrs. Drainger alive, but no inducement could
make her come in, nor could I get from her anything more explicit. Poor soul! I do not wonder at her terror.
The room was as before. The shuttered windows admitted only faint bars and pencils of light. The dim chairs
and shadowy tables were discernible, but, as if they yielded precedence to death, the most solid object in the
obscurity was the coffin in which Mrs. Drainger’s body lay. I advanced to it. The mistress of this ill-fated mansion
seemed to have grown larger in death; her body was no longer shrunken and her folded hands still retained faintly
their peculiar luminous quality. I could see in the shadow that around her face there was no longer the black
mantle, but the face puzzled me—I could not make it out, and, opening the shutter, I let in the light. I stepped
again to the side of the coffin.
Could this be the queenly beauty of whom Fawcett had spoken? For, where the features should have been there
was, naked to the light, only a shapeless, contorted mass of flesh in which, the twisted eyelids being closed, there
seemed to my horrified gaze no decent trace of human resemblance!
I turned half-sick from the sight. Emily Drainger, tall, pallid. yellow, her great eyes burning with an evil glow,
her lemon dress an unhealthy splotch in the doorway, stood regarding me.
“The will—the will!” she cried. “She thought she could stop me, but she could not!”
“Who—what has done this?” I pointed involuntarily to her mother’s face.
She seemed to expand before my eyes with evil triumph.
“I—I,” she cried at length, her black eyes holding me as I stood, weak and faint, clinging unconsciously to the
coffin for support. “Twenty years ago!”
“But”—she laughed hysterically and came to look at the shapeless, brutalized face—“I never knew, until she
died, that it was done so well!!”
1920
148.56 Fugue For Harmonica\fn{by Allan Seager (1906-1968)} Adrian, Lenawee County, Michigan, U.S.A. (M) 2
Every afternoon they came up to the village green to wait the unemployed, a few men sagging limply against
the wall of a barn, with large soft hands, caps on their heads, and their necks swathed in scarves knotted and held
sometimes with brummagem\fn{Cheap and worthless.} pins. They spoke little, watching the vapors lift or sink on the
Downs, and hearing, before the cottage across the road, an old man’s parrot squawking in the sun, a gray bird with
a red crest. Or, to escape the sudden rains, they sat on the bench beneath the big elm on the green, watching for
the newsboys to bring the Mail, which would tell them if their horse had won the four-thirty at Newmarket and
their shilling bets turned into five; or they waited until the pub, the Greyhound, should open at six.
From the green they could just see the large botany cross of limestone in the churchyard, gray against the
yews, a memorial with a graven base, bearing the legend, For God, King, and Country. It was erected by small
subscriptions in the village to commemorate the bravery, and the deaths, of their friends with whom they had gone
out to war. Few of the unemployed ever looked at it, because there was always the mist to watch above the distant
summit of the Downs and the parrot’s curses to listen to.
Jack Haines was unemployed, living on twenty-eight shillings a week dole, and supporting his wife and his
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son, Cyril. He never went to the green to wait out the day, but in fine weather dug in a small garden patch, or if it
rained, stayed in his cottage teaching his five-year-old Cyril how to play the mouth-organ.
Out of such a dole you would not expect much of a house. There are two willows in front, a flagged walk, and
the garden beside it. The cottage itself has a thatched roof, and in summer there is wistaria climbing up the side.
There are also rats in the thatch that will face a terrier down, and in one room, the bricks of the floor are laid on
the earth which spurts up mud in wet weather.
The pump is outside, and there is a fireplace in one room only. On the mantel are cigarette cards with pictures
of fish, flowers, and racehorses on them.
“I was on him when he won the Autumn Cup at Newbury,” Jack says, pointing to Loosestrife, a handsome bay
horse. “Won a fiver. Coo, I didn’t half have a night out.”
Tea at the Haines’s is bread, bacon dripping, and a poached egg, but if you are a guest Jack’s wife will buy
three of the baker’s best little cakes—“Get down, Cyril, there’s none for you. Shame on you.”—with icing colored
violet, red, and a brilliant malachite. After tea, Jack offers a twopenny packet of Woodbines to smoke.
When Cyril has played the newest piece he has learned on the mouth-organ, Jack will tell, while his wife
smiles a set and patient smile, of the high point in his life. This is not the three years he was a company runner in
France, and often carried sacks of Mills bombs in the open when the support trenches were blown, but the halcyon
evening that he won the South Berks shove-halfpenny championship.
“On the Bell board at Wantage ’twas. Landlord had it polished till it shone like glass.”
The recital takes an hour, with gestures, while Cyril squeaks on the mouth-organ, and as a climax, Jack brings
out from under the bed a huge photograph of himself, looking very sheepish, with a huge cup.
“We had to sell it. Only fetched seven and six. Man at the jeweler’s said it was lead.”
It had been very bad with Jack before Cyril was born and while he was a baby too young to talk. There had
been no work much since the War, and until Cyril began to ask questions and to run about, Jack had gone every
day to the village green with the rest of the workless. They had not talked against the Government nor about the
War nor their officers. They simply had not talked, but leaned and sat in apathy, waiting for the day to go over
their heads, sunshine or mist.
But when Cyril began to grow a little bit, Jack could see that he was very bright and quick. If he saw the baker
with the back of his wagon full of fresh loaves, he wanted to see how bread was made, and often on rainy days
they watched the baker, with flour in his hair and eyebrows, moulding the dough and putting it in pans for the
ovens. Or when they passed a farmer working in a garden, Cyril had to know why he dug, what he planted, and
how it grew.
Jack started his, own garden at that time, and Cyril helped him. And once a gentleman gave Jack three huge
trees to cut down on his estate, and told him he could have the wood to sell in return for the cutting down. Jack
borrowed a long, two-handed saw, and Cyril was just large enough to guide one handle and keep it from wiggling.
At night Cyril walked into the cottage, struck his cap on his thigh to shake out the sawdust and shouted, “What’s
for tea?” in the same manner as his father.
Every evening at six Jack and Cyril came along by the row of pollards to the pub. Jack is very tall and Cyril
came up to the middle of his thigh. But Jack never walked slowly so the boy could keep up, and Cyril never hung
on to his father’s coat. He trotted breathlessly beside, gasping, “Yes, Dad,” to Jack’s remarks.
When they got to the doorway of the Greyhound, George, the landlord, standing with his hand on the lintel
waiting for custom, would say, “Hello, artful,” to Jack, and always, “Yer sprouting up like a weed,” to Cyril. Jack
and Cyril answered, “Evening, George,” together. Then the three would go in, and the landlord would draw a pint
of ale for Jack and give Cyril a chocolate biscuit.
As champion of the district, Jack always took the shove-half-penny board into the sitting-room, a small
chamber with piano and aspidistra, and on the wall a picture of the landlord’s son in uniform at Poona. The
barroom is too small to play in, because the bar itself and the four barrels behind it, two of ale and two of beer, the
domino table and the space before the dart board take up the room. The sitting-room is usually reserved for
occasional transient gentry and the wives of the men in the bar, who sit in chairs around the walls, gossiping and
drinking stout in small bottles, and when they laugh they hold their hands genteelly up before their mouths.
If no one would play Jack at shovers, he would take on Cyril, whose chin just reached over the table top. There
were no concessions. Jack was quite as polite when Cyril made a good shot, and as scornful of a bad as he was
with a man. When Jack got another partner, Cyril sat in an armchair gravely watching the game.
He was a fat little boy with cheeks the color of raw liver and he kept his cap on indoors like his father. He
would comment, “Well done, Dad,” or “Bad luck, Dobbin,” impartially. When he thought Jack was not looking,
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he climbed down from the chair and nipped a drink out of his father’s pint. If Jack caught him, he would shout,
“Stay outa me beer, me son, or I’ll smack your head.”
Often Jack would take Cyril on the bike to the more distant pubs, as far as the Fox at Steventon or the Noah’s
Ark, and Cyril would sit on the bar singing while Jack played the mouth-organ, with the farmers and workingmen joining in the choruses. Occasionally Cyril got drunk from too many nips into his father’s pint, and the
women of the neighborhood often said that they were going in a body to Mrs. Haines to speak sharply to her
about her dear little boy drinking in public-houses.
They should have spoken, even though Jack would have cursed them out of the place for meddling, for one
day Jack noticed that Cyril looked too fat. It was three days later that he saw it was not fat round the boy’s chin
but a swelling. The backs of his hands were puffed. He put the child to bed, where he sang songs and jumped
about for a week. He did not feel any sickness, but the swelling grew until his legs were as big around as a quart
pot.
At last, with the rustic’s fear of all officials, Jack called the charity nurse, who packed Cyril off to hospital in
Wantage, and when Jack came to see his son the first time, the matron, an old woman in a hooded cap, told him it
was Cyril’s kidneys, and that it was very serious. When Jack told his wife, she suggested timidly,
“Perhaps you shouldn’t have fed him beer.” A bewildered man, seeing his little mainstay broken, and knowing
no way to answer but in anger, he said,
“Don’t speak to me of that. He shall have beer if he wants it. Gallons of it.”
Every day for weeks that spring Jack rode his bike the five .miles to Wantage, where King Alfred was born,
and stopped at the confectioner’s in the market place by Alfred’s statue to buy chocolate biscuits to take his son,
as if he would wheedle him back to life with songs and little gifts. And every night he was in the bar at the
Greyhound drinking old beer, black and musty, because it was strong and he could sleep if he drank enough. One
day the matron met him at the door of the ward, and whispered:
“He’s very bad. He won’t last the day out. I’m sorry, Mr. Haines. He was a dear little boy.” And, Jack, turning
his cap around in his hands, could only answer,
“Yes, madam.”
He entered the ward softly, a long room full of bedridden old women with iron-gray braids, who began to nod
and whisper when they saw him. In the corner was Cyril in a crib. When he heard his father’s step, he rolled back
his head so he could see under his swollen eyelids.
“Hello, Dad,” he said weakly.
Jack talked to him very cheerfully and rapidly a long time telling over all the things they would do together as
soon as he was well again. A terrier, certainly, and perhaps a little bike of his own, and Newbury for the races. As
if he were begging the child a favor, Jack spoke, and then pulled out the mouth-organ and wiped it on his trouser
leg.
“What’ll it be, me son?”
“The Old Rustic Bridge by the Mill,” whispered Cyril.
Jack played it, making one hand flutter at the end of the mouth-organ to give expression, and some of the old
women sang in cracked voices. He asked Cyril again, and one of the women said, with false encouragement,
“Play Gandhi, so Cyril can sing it.”
Jack played the tune, and Cyril’s lips moved with the words:
Gandhi, Gandhi, they’re coming after you.
When they catch you, they’ll give you a month or two.
They’ll bind you up with wire
And tickle your Black Maria,
And you’ll look sweet upon the seat
Of a bicycle built for two.

“Now what, Cyril?” Jack said.
But Cyril had closed his eyes and turned his head away. Jack said,
“Tell me a song to play fer ye, son.”
Cyril did not answer.
“Tell me a song, son,” Jack said again, and the tears ran down his cheeks.
“Tell me a song, Cyril, tell me a song.”
The old women had begun to cry noisily.
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“A song, son.”
*
The day after the funeral, the little group of idle men on the green saw Jack coming towards them along the
road, head down, walking hard. As he passed, one called,
“Where be going, then, Jack?” Jack stopped short, and looked up startled.
“Why—no place, Tom. There be no place I’m going.” And he looked at the barn, plastered with advertising
posters, and the line of men sagged against it in the sun, and he turned slowly with resignation and leaned against
the barn.
“Too bad about the little chap,” one said. Jack answered,
“Aye.”
And, after an hour or two of staring at the grass, with the cackling of the gray, caged parrot in his ears, Jack
took from his pocket the mouth-organ and threw it into the ditch.
134.61 Main Street Morning\fn{by Natalie Levin M. Petesch (1924- )} Detroit, Wayne County, Michigan, U.S.A. (F)
6
You have come all this way to find out the truth about yourself, not the self you have carefully devised for over
thirty-one years, but the self which split involuntarily into chromosomes, giving you his dark, curled hair but not
her fern-green eyes—those mutual gifts which existed before you did, and which subsequently She gave away as
if their love had not existed and therefore you, Marie, did not exist either.
A long search and a longer doubt have brought you to this ridiculous point, where you watch through your
binoculars like a would-be assassin as She (Cecilia Roche née Cecilia Niall) goes to work, the woman who once
either hated you or loved you, or both, but could not have been indifferent. She is about to leave Sears Roebuck
where she is employed during the evening hours in Drapes & Fabrics, Custom-made. She has gone in just now
only to collect her check or perhaps to exchange a few words with her fellow employees and emerges, clutching
her handbag. She does not trouble to straighten her skirt: perhaps she is indifferent to such matters. A few doors
down on Main Street, she pauses at the window of a shoe store where they are offering (you recall) two pairs for
five dollars: you wonder if that means she still has no money: for long ago you decided that it was money and
only money which could have wrenched you away from her, sobbing. Yes, sobbing: you will not have it any other
way.
You’d be the first to admit that this is a crazy way for you to spend your vacation. Cooped up in a room of the
Manor Hotel, facing Main Street. Of course, every small town in the U.S. has its Main Street, but only this one
has Cecilia Niall Roche in it. She has lived here for thirty years, ever since World War Two, as her generation
refers to it—as if World War Three were already included in their plans. She (naturally) has had other children,
though none of them could look like you, with that share of your genetic inheritance which belongs to Jules
Blaine. Natural though it may be, the fact wrenches from you a spasm of loneliness, reminding you how quickly
one’s pendulum swings from being glorious Prince Hal to Falstaff snuffling in his bed. The moral of this
comparison, Marie, you admonish yourself, is that a woman who plans to spy on her own mother ought to remain
calm and not drink too much coffee. Already you’re too nervous to handle the binoculars, which bear the sweating
imprint of your fingers. But at least since you bought the binoculars you’ve been able to see her face, clearly
framed like an antique portrait, and you accept the fact that she is (as they say) “lovely.” (Suddenly you become
“lovelier” to yourself.)
It’s a round saucer of a face, with smooth puffed-out cheeks, precisely the sort of face you would smile at for
its Campbell Soup innocence, if she were someone else. If you were to meet that cherubic face at a party, would
you ever imagine that she had lain in a ward, labored thirty-eight hours, and finally given birth to a nameless little
gnome (yourself)? That, carefully adjusting her mask, she had gone back to Duluth, Boise, Davenport, Sheboygan
—back to this very Main Street, the home of her fathers: absolved, pardoned, excused, by all except the main
character of this drama, yourself? Nobody has yet asked your pardon.
Adjusting the binoculars like a telescopic sight, you think: suppose you were now to take the elevator down,
walk out the revolving door, and trap her as she emerges from, say, the bakery, and walking toward her, in face to
face confrontation you say:
“Mother? …”
You practice it a moment, repeating in various inflections:
QUESTION: Mother?
373

EXCLAMATION; SHOCK OF RECOGNITION: Mother!!!!
SARDONIC: Motherrr!
EXPLETIVE: Mother!
You turn away from the window, understanding very well that what you’ve tried to do is destroy your feelings.
Good: you’ve destroyed them, Marie, how clever of you—now what are you going to do with the bits and pieces?
You get up from your aching knees (you should have placed a pillow in front of the window, but you were too
nervous and you forgot). You decide to go out—to actually see her. You’ll follow her, till you catch her
metaphorically in the till. You’ll then inform her she’s under citizen’s arrest. J’accuse,\fn{“I accuse,” after the title of
the newspaper column by Emile Zola in the Dryfus Affair in France.} Cecilia Niall Roche …
So you go down the hall which smells like a subway urinal: it’s that roach killer they use, an invisible fluid
which destroys the nervous system, they paint it along the baseboards. In the elevator the elevator operator (no
orange-eyed electronic robots in Main Street) looks warily down at his feet: you’re a stranger here, he can tell
that, but he doesn’t want to be nosy, you’ve paid for your privacy and there’ve been no big-city habits, no men in
your room, no strange activities—unless the long silences during which you are on your knees at the window
waiting for Her to come out have seemed to him portentous. It is a small local hotel where people know each
other and are friendly; there’s no protocol of deliberate silences separating Each from the Other, as in big cities.
Still, you feel he’d like to penetrate your mystery.
Not my mystery, you defend yourself sardonically; my life is a dull and open secret: her mystery. But you think
your bitterness may show on your face, so quickly you cross over the uneven step (he doesn’t even say tonelessly,
“Watch your step”—here on Main Street they don’t warn you every time of what’s right before your eyes).
Out in the sun you’re momentarily blinded. You’ve left your binoculars upstairs and for a moment you panic,
as if without those defensive shields you’ll not be able to bear the evidence of your eyes. Out here on the street—
so quiet one wonders where all the population explosion that demographers murmur about has exploded to—there
is no possibility you will lose sight of her. There she is, walking very slowly this Monday morning. Well, if she’s
not, in a hurry, neither are you. You have the advantage this time, there’s no programmed period of gestation, after
which you must “show,” willie-nillie. Now you may show and be damned. The woman ahead of you is a bit
shorter and stouter than the one you spied upon from the window: you take that in as though it’s merely one more
response to a random sample you’re doing on Main Street.
She’s gone into a Rexall’s. Although it’s still early (10:30 A.M.) the three or four booths in the small drug store
are already filled except for the one nearest the cash register and lunch counter: she takes it. Across the aisle from
her sits an old man, alone and unshaven. He’s spread himself around the booth with a newspaper borrowed from
the rack, looking as much at ease as if he were in the neighborhood library. She checks the time with the red and
black electric clock above the lunch counter which reads, instead of the hours: SUN R I S E B REA D.
As for you, Marie, nearly a third of your face covered by wide sunglasses, you head for the lunch counter, your
back turned to her. Actually, you see her quite clearly in the round sign facing you which has a mirror finish and a
Bicentennial sticker glued like a bull’s eye at the center, offering you Homemade Apple Pie. You promptly order
pie and coffee, although you can see the bakery label on the pan, and you know it will be too sweet and taste not
at all of apples. Still, it’s something to shut your mouth on while waiting for the person she is waiting for.
You’ve not long to wait—they’re punctual on Main Street, with no subway hang-ups or traffic jams to slow
them down—there she is. Her appointment is with no Jules Blaine, of course, no dashing young lover in khaki,
but only another middle-aged woman like herself (wearing—somewhat to your surprise—real Indian moccasins
such as are popular in the Southwest). Her house dress, however, is predictable—a pale blue cotton with some sort
of trimming at the sleeves, a starched strand of which is coming loose near the rounded forearm.
No matter: she’s smiling a warm greeting and already they’re into something you can’t share, you’ve no idea
what they’re talking about. The occasional clink of money, the ring of the cash register or an eruption of news
from a small radio on the counter chops up their conversation into secret semaphores and codes: you have to
strain to hear them.
The woman in blue greets Cecilia with a sort of calm delight. You’re somehow shocked to hear Her addressed
so personally yet casually—rather like the tu instead of the vous coming from a street vendor once as you browsed
among the bookstalls along the Seine. It had frightened you, as though someone had meant to insult you: it had in
fact been only a boy about ten years old, selling plastic replicas of Notre Dame and Sacre Coeur: he’d stared at
you, challengingly, enjoying his own insolence. Still, you’d bought one, pretending not to understand his
rudeness.
Already Cecilia’s begun to pull out some snapshots she’s taken somewhere, and her friend of course thinks
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they’re wonderful pictures. She even says it:
“These are just wonderful.”
“Neil took them. We said he shouldn’t have to take pictures at his own wedding, but he insisted. He wanted
some done by himself. He said he was the best wedding photographer in the State, he wasn’t going to start
married life by letting somebody else take pictures of his own wife!”
The woman in blue erupted into a delighted, mischievous laugh.
“But Sandy, he’s not at his own wedding!”
Sandy! Somehow you’d never thought of that. But peering into the mirror across from you, you imagine you
do see a few faint freckles along the nose, rather like the vein of cinnamon deep in your apple pie. Well: so her
hair has not always been corn-colored but rather (you now embellish the antique photo in your mind), a desert
color, a sunset color, something Jules would certainly have preferred to his own coarse black hair cropped close
by the Army so that one saw the pale olive skin against the hair, curling like knotholes.
“ … so exciting, I thought I’d never make it … and not to cost me anything either.”
“And what about? …”
Her friend looks at her tentatively. Sandy glances around to see if anyone is listening, sees only the rounded
indifference of your back, hunched addictively over the apple pie. You hardly notice that in your excitement you
have spilled hot coffee over your hand.
“Oh, I guess they’ll be all right.” Then defensively, “He might have done a lot worse, I guess. He might have
married …” Her voice lowered, Sandy whispers the unmentionable. Then her tone changes.
“But it’ll work out, I’m sure. Besides, it’s their affair, not mine … Why don’t you take these and show them to
Phil? I’ve got to do some more errands …”
She glances again at the red and black clock on the wall. Yourself, you have difficulty with the clock: it reads
to you like a concrete poem:
BREAD
READ
AD
Or, if you blur your eyes a second, DAD, or D EAD.
Sandy’s friend murmurs something like “not losing a son but gaining a daughter.” You strain your ears, you
think you hear her say she knows what it’s like to lose a daughter, but it must be your imagination, you can’t pin
the words down, Sandy’s voice disappears into a kind of murmuring protest or enumeration, you’re not sure
which. Finally you hear it “ … getting used to it, you know … daughters-in-law and one grandson.”
You now experience a totally irrational pride in your sex. But that she does actually have such an Item as a
grandson is a bit of a shock to you: it puts her in danger of getting lost again just when you've “found” her, as if
she could suddenly disappear at that point where the parallel lines between past and future meet.
And now you’re experiencing something else. Somehow the fact of her grandson is wrapped up like those
Japanese origami, a design within a design, with the fact that you will soon be thirty-two years old. You feel
suddenly hollow and wasted, as if the long struggle to resist entrapment by your own body (as Sandy was
entrapped) has put you exactly there and nowhere else.
But now here she is: bright-yellow hair, and around her eyes criss-crosses, like those on your apple pie: lines
so deeply slashed into the cheeks they might have been deliberately grooved there, as on some carefully crafted
mask of clay about to be fired in the kiln. You try to imagine what she looked like back then—when you were
presenting her with that historic moral choice: reject and survive or accept and be damned. In your now-corrected
script of the Forties you see Sandy was “titian-haired” You even enjoy the cliché which at other times would have
struck you as laughable.
In your new script Sandy is meeting her lover, your father Jules Blaine, in New York. She has told her parents
that she is “taking a holiday” from the government office on Main Street (where several months ago she met Jules
Blaine, who came to inquire about a friend of his who is missing in action …) Part of Sandy’s work at the big
government office is typing up casualty reports: it’s a job that fills her mind with nightmares, and when Jules
enters her office she already sees him as a casualty of the war.
But she has come to New York to be with him, with Jules. Where did she discover the cunning, the duplicity,
during The Biggest War on Earth to escape from Main Street to do this? Impossible for you, in the Present, to
understand how she managed it. Although for a while you helped run a radio program in New York, and have
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written television commercials, you’ve never had to make your audience understand why they should purchase
cars, curtains, cough syrups … all you had to do was invent a catchy slogan, retain their attention.
Thus, it’s difficult for you to imagine what she is saying to Jules as they climb the Fifth Avenue bus. You
understand the feeling though: it’s summer, they’re sitting on “top-of-New York,” looking down. There is a slight
breeze as they head cross-town toward Riverside. Her hair is not coarse and curled into knotholes like yours, like
Jules, but soft and curved around the ears like the mouth of a cream pitcher (they call it a “page boy”). Jules is
singing something from Oklahoma. If you listen carefully, you can almost hear his voice: People will say we’re in
lo-ove …
There are tears in Sandy’s eyes, perhaps of joy?—no, of grief, because Jules is going down South before being
shipped overseas.
“No,” he says, he “doesn’t know which ‘Theater.’”\fn{ Meaning “European” or “Pacific” theater; of the war.}
They smile bitterly at the word theater. She begs: won’t she be able to be with him again before they send him
away? (Sitting in the drug store you almost urge them on: yes, yes, they must see each other!)
All is quickly decided—ecstatically, spontaneously, as if no lovers in time of war had ever thought of it before.
. . She will join him in a week. Not a word to Sandy’s parents waiting on Main Street of course: so far as they
know she will still be in New York, visiting Sandy’s best friend.
“Will Melissa cover for you?” asks Jules.
She nods; they are utterly delighted with the conspiracy (oh what a joy it is to fool one’s parents, isn’t it? isn’t
it? isn’t it?). They are as ecstatic as if there were not yet to be endured in this war a Battle of the Bulge, an Iwo
Jima, an Okinawa.
They are on their way to Melissa’s apartment: during the summer Melissa’s family are not there, they are at the
Cape, only Sandy is there with Jules—hour after hour, whenever he can escape to her. After which he returns to
the barracks, where he becomes again the property of the State. He and Sandy have a special arrangement for
calls, so that when the phone rings it can only be him: to the rest of the world the occupants are permanently out
of town. In a city of seven million Sandy recognizes only one person. When one evening while they are
celebrating Jules’ nineteenth birthday at Rockefeller Center they run into some of Jules’ relatives, they brazen it
out. Jules makes up a story on the spot: he is good at making up stories, as Sandy, obviously, is not.
Indeed Sandy is having trouble right now explaining to her friend in the booth how she feels about it all—
about her daughter-in-law, or her former daughter-in-law, it’s not clear which. “. . . It breaks my heart, though, to
see …” and she goes on. It has something to do with the way her grandson is being treated or not treated, loved or
not loved, ignored or spoiled or both. He’s being deprived of something, that’s obvious. And Sandy’s grief is as
keen as if it were her own child being singled out by fate for unjustifiable suffering. (You pause to wonder: is
there justifiable suffering?) But no, what Sandy is protesting is not her grandson’s suffering but her son’s, his
loneliness … You decide it must be the older son, not Neil, since Neil is the boy from whose wedding she’s just
returned.
While Sandy’s present life continues under your ear like a pizzicato, you suck at the rim of your now-empty
cup and gaze sideways at the clock which seems to your blurred vision to be reading the hour of DEAD. You
continue to watch Sandy and Jules descend the Fifth Avenue bus. They are now returning to Melissa Levin’s
Riverside apartment. Again, there’s an elevator—not much different from the one on Main Street—and they’re
going up, up, up: with your coffee cup in hand you are transfixed by the vision, which blurs as she steps quickly
into the apartment. As they shut the door in your face, you can feel the melting of their bones.
*
It’s been a long cup of coffee and you know you’re beginning to look out of place, a young unmarried woman
like you, having no job to go to on a Monday morning on Main Street. But you’re afraid to get up, afraid your
body will reveal how like a shuttlecock it’s been tossed between two women, both of them Sandy. You now
notice, with a combination of relief and panic, that Sandy’s friend has gotten up to leave. That leaves you and her
alone (at least from your point of view). Now would be the moment, the sweet and catastrophic moment to say …
to say …
Instantly you destroy your impulse by a rescuing gesture of absurdity—to say: Mother come home. All is
forgiven. Love, Marie.
Fortunately for you Sandy has decided it’s time to hurry on to her appointment. For a few moments you’re too
weak to move, you’ll have to let her leave without you. But a faint grind of electricity from the B REA D clock
reminds you that if you lose sight of her now you won’t see her again till she goes back to work; and there you
will be able to observe her only as she measures the fabrics, snipping away at yards of muslin, corduroy or denim
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like one of the Three Fates cutting away lives.
So, leaving some money on the counter, you hurry out to the opposite side of Main Street. Ah, there she is,
going into the local bank. So: she lives in the “real” world after all, complete with savings, mortgages, escrows
and overdrawn accounts. You follow her inside. The bank is surprisingly crowded for such a small town and
there’re only two windows open for service. It’s obvious that people are just as busy with banks in Main Street as
everywhere in America … and what’s this? Sandy is buying a U.S. Savings Bond for someone’s birthday, for the
grandson whose neglect she was protesting at the drug store.
You now get into a parallel line, ostensibly to cash a traveler’s check and to get some small change for the
parking meter. While waiting in line your mind wanders: waiting is for you (and for Sandy) one of the more
draining rituals in our still unpredictable technology. It was to avoid Waiting that Sandy got on that train to the
army base in Carolina (S.). You glance down at the modest hemline which presently hides her legs, and you
contrast it with her appearance on that train in August of 1944. She is going to meet Jules, where she will sit in the
sweltering heat (there is no air conditioning) for twenty-eight hours, the perspiration trickling down her back,
while the train crawls along with its fantastic overload of servicemen (by this time next year the lists will be in the
thousands who will never return).
It is the first train Sandy could get to—as the blue carbon share of her ticket assures her—CAROLINA (S.).
There are no seats. All night long Sandy and about six other people sit on the suitcases piled between the cars,
guarding their feet as the coupled trains grind again and again to a halt. At these stops a few teenagers called
Soldiers climb down, their duffel bags on their shoulders. Always they have this dazed look, as if they do not
recognize the town they have come to visit.
Eventually Sandy’s train does arrive in Carolina S., late in the afternoon. She is faint with sleeplessness and
from the shock of the heat, which is something she has never experienced on Main Street. Jules cannot get away
in time to meet her, so there she stands, feeling exhausted and lightheaded but also enjoying an odd excitement at
the sight of a mule standing at the train station, its cart loaded with bales of hay. It stands patiently, only its ears
flick in protest whenever there’s a whoosh of steam from the locomotive (no diesel on this ancient train, though
we are not only a year away from Hiroshima).
Sandy takes a cab to the hotel Jules has instructed her to go to. She showers and changes her clothes, but she is
too restless either to sleep or read (there is no radio in her room), so she goes out to the street. In spite of her
fatigue and her awe at the sun which glowers down like some wrathful Jehovah making good His threat of
destruction by fire, she strolls down their Main Street which is only a few blocks from the hotel. She is filled with
a romantic curiosity about the town, which is exciting to her because Jules, “lives” there. She presently notices a
line of black people, extending all the way around the corner: they are waiting at the Colored entrance to see a
film with Cary Grant. At the front of the movie house there is another ticket taker, sitting idly, waiting for the First
Show to begin.
Sandy does not wish to wander far from the hotel: what if Jules should arrive early and not find her? She
begins—somewhat reluctantly, as she is enjoying her first stroll in a Southern town—to trace her steps. She is
rewarded for her small sacrifice, because as the hotel comes again into view she sees Jules standing outside,
obviously looking up and down the street for a slender girl with bare legs and honey-colored hair. They are at
once in each other’s arms: through the khaki shirt Sandy can feel the warm sweat of Jules’ body.
*
The bank teller now holds the U.S. Savings Bond tentatively above her typewriter and asks Sandy,
“Who should I make it out to?” Sandy replies,
“Make it out to Jules B. Roche II.”
Jules? You can scarcely believe the effrontery of it. What a cunning hypocrite, to name her firstborn son for
her lover—to have this perpetual reminder of her love which is at the same time her fault, her fault, her most
grievous fault … She has managed, apparently, to repress the memory of how she tried to destroy everyone and
everything associated with Jules Blaine. How in late March of 1945 she rode out to the Armbruster farm, which is
about four miles south of Main Street: that is as far as the municipal bus line will go.
*
March 1945
The bus driver looks at Sandy oddly as she descends—a girl of eighteen, with no shopping bags, no suitcase,
no boots or scarf or gloves, nor (he glances down) stockings. And it is snowing, sleeting; a bruising March wind
whips about the pools of water left by the boots of previous passengers standing at the driver’s change box. He
looks again, confirming his first impression: the girl steps down one step at a time, bearing the heavy weight of
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her curving belly against herself as she grips the edge of the doorway, she makes her way clumsily out of the bus:
the driver peers out the window on his side to see where she might be going. He sees only a weathered cow shed
for somebody who may have a dairy animal or two and a water pump nobody uses any more. The old Armbruster
farm house is still in use, though he does not presently see any smoke from their chimney: he has the impression
that the Armbrusters are away visiting folks in Canada.
The driver watches while the girl, whose honey-colored hair seems to be darkening as it becomes wet with
sleet, makes her way to the farmhouse as if she knows where she’s going and why. Certainly she must know the
Armbrusters: she has a key and opens the front door easily. The driver is tempted to shrug away the incident, but
the curve of the belly haunts him all the way back to the garage where he places a tentative call to the police. Not
wanting to be nosy or cruel, “but not everyone who looks like a nut is crazy,” he apologizes.
In the farmhouse Sandy does not bother to light a lamp or turn on the heat. Instead she goes methodically to
the linen closet where she knows she will find all the sheets, dishtowels, bath towels and face cloths (she has been
here many times, baby-sitting for the Armbrusters), and begins very expertly to lay the bath towels across the
window sills, blocking out the air. She even admires the colorful towels, their creamy texture, towels which the
Armbrusters received as a wedding present and which have lasted a decade: now they’re soft and flannel-like,
suited for swaddling bands …
Every window plugged, Sandy now lays the folded sheets at the base of the doors, sealing up all drafts: the
sheets are very white and glint in the semi-darkness like the eyes of animals. She is beginning to feel cold and at
the same time somewhat feverish: yet it is not boring, this final domestic chore, there is even a tidiness about it:
she opens the gas jets neatly so that their tiny porcelain arms all extend parallel to one another. Then she goes to a
rocking chair where almost at once she achieves a slow rhythmical rock; the wood creaks slightly, gradually
shading to a hum like a lullaby, to which she falls quietly asleep …
When the screaming sirens stop in front of the farmhouse and the firemen smash the windows Sandy is
sleeping soundly, her body soft, yielding to unconsciousness. At once she is carried out, given oxygen.
*
Well: she has made an attempt to get rid of you, Marie, and of herself too. But it’s useless. After that fiasco,
you grow and grow visibly, invincibly, for good or evil—until at last God repents of his wrath and washes you out
with her blood.
You’re glad you don’t remember the trauma of your birth. It’s bad enough reliving her trauma at the Home for
Unwed Mothers. There’s no such place on Main Street, they don’t have unwed mothers on Main Street, so to
spare Sandy the pain of neighborly curiosity, Sandy is shipped off to a benevolent institution in Philadelphia,
where two months after her failure at the Armbruster farm, you, Marie, are born. Once in a sociology class you
took part in a panel, along with three other undergraduates, on The Unwed Mother. Eventually all four of you
decided it would be an excellent idea to visit the local hospital, where you taped interviews with the women there,
who made surprisingly fierce statements about the right to keep their child.
Sandy’s opinion on this subject, however, is not being asked. Instead, now that she has carried “full term,” she
has been lying all night covered by a coarse army blanket, her hands on her belly, her eyes closed. She is praying,
praying, praying. For this ordeal to be over. For the wisdom and the strength to know what to do. For some word
from Jules who is hidden away somewhere in Iwo Jima, hidden so well that he will never be found except by
Japanese children looking for relics of the victorious invading army.
Finally a nun enters the room; it is dawn; she pulls the curtains apart, and smiles at Sandy. Impossible to know
whether her cruelty is intentional when she says what she says to all her girls every morning,
“And how are you feeling today?”
*
At last you have gotten through the line: it has taken, it seems to you, an incredibly long time. But this is a
small town; what would have been a quick and businesslike affair in any other place is here a social event. You
clutch your change, pocket the money from your traveler’s check and move slowly toward the door.
“Put his father’s name on it too, please,” says Sandy. “Jules B. Roche. I mean, not his mother’s name. His
mother—”
“Yes, I know,” the teller says sadly. “It nearly broke my heart to hear it. Like your son got to be a father and a
widower both at once. Like God didn’t know which way to treat him, hardly.”
Sandy bows her head, pulls out a handkerchief which she doesn’t need but uses to conceal her pain at hearing
her life counted out by the teller like so much small change.
The teller goes to type up the U.S. Bond while you loiter nearby, looking over some information about how the
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government is now insuring your savings up to $40,000.
Sandy now puts her grandson’s gift into her handbag: you hear that he is six, going on seven, and the teller
adds:
“Well, you tell him ‘Happy Birthday’ for me, will you?”
Sandy is perceptibly happier now that her list of woes, like the plagues of Egypt, have been named and
numbered and she is momentarily free to forget them, including the one she will never forget and cannot share
with anyone—not with the teller, nor with her husband, nor with her sons, nor with anybody but you, Marie. Who
now share her sorrow as she leaves by the electronic door.
Outdoors she stands again in the August sun, squinting at the clock which is suitably cloistered in a church
steeple. She feels the need to move quickly now, as the moment she has been planning for has arrived, and she
must hurry to meet it. Ah … you see at once to whom she is hurrying. It is Jules B. Roche II, descending now
from a bus, holding a sheet of paper on which you can see as he waves it at her whorled circles of dark blue finger
paint.
“It’s a storm! A storm!” he informs her. Diffident, anxious to assure the artist that his success is clear and
striking, she says simply,
“Oh what a beautiful painting!”
You now apprehend that for Sandy love is always terminal, always something for her life to be lost in …
Overcome by her failure to express her perfect admiration for his painting, she swoops down, capsizes the artist in
her arms, covers him with kisses.
“Did you have a nice day?” she asks at last: respectfully.
Your knees are weak as you lean against the freshly painted red, white and blue fire hydrant. Your impulse is to
run toward them crying out, me too! me too! You can now taste your own long denial; you want to run and tell her
all about your thirty-one years without her and have her cry out with absolving certainty: Oh what a beautiful
daughter you are! have her insist with incontrovertible passion: Oh what a beautiful life you have!
Which will give you the courage to go on, to go back into the ugliness of your century where life begins with
television commercials and ends with nursing homes. But, as they pass you, Jules is trying to guess what they will
do together to celebrate his birthday and Sandy is laughing.
Laughing.
It is the first time in all your imagined scripts that you have heard her laugh and it is real laughter, not
something you have projected onto invented memories. Hearing it now for the first time, you lean weakly against
the fire hydrant, standing aside to let them pass.
148.58 Stealing Cars\fn{by Theodore Weesner (1935- )} Flint, Genesee County, Michigan, U.S.A. (M) 13
Alex Housman was driving a Buick Riviera. The Buick, coppertone, white sidewalls, was the model of the
year, a ’59, although the 1960 models were already out. The upholstery in the car was black, the windshield was
tinted a thin color of motor oil. The Buick’s heater was issuing a stale and odorous warmth, but Alex remained
chilled. He had walked several blocks through snow and slush to the car, wearing neither hat nor gloves nor
rubbers. The steering wheel was icy in his hands, and he felt icy within, throughout his veins and bones. Alex was
sixteen; the Buick was his fourteenth car.
The storm was early to Michigan’s Thumb. It was not yet November. The previous day had been predictably
autumn, drizzling all day, leaves still hanging apple-colored overhead among the city’s black wires, and lying
soggy underfoot. But by evening a chilling breeze had begun moving through the city, blowing over the wide
bypasses and outerdrives. In the morning the snow covering was overall. It was five or six inches deep, as wet as
a blanket soaked in water, as gray and full in the sky as smoke from the city’s automobile factories.
A cigarette Alex had not wanted so early in the morning was wedged in the teeth of the ashtray drawer. He
could not remember having lighted it, and he thought to snuff it out, but made no move to do so. The dry smoke
reached over the dashboard like a girl’s hair in water. Taking the cigarette up, discovering either weakness or
nervousness in his fingers, he drew his lungs full and replaced it in the teeth of the drawer. The smoke seemed to
burn his eyes from within. He squinted as they watered, and shivered. Before him the windshield wipers slapped
back and forth quietly, slapping the melting snow to streams trailing to the sides. The view was on again, off
again.
He saw that he was heading out of town. He had crossed a line somewhere and now he was no longer going in
the direction of Central High School, he was going away. There was little traffic on his side of the street but on the
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other side crept a double line of cars and buses. Their headlights sparkled by, in the gray and white of the storm.
Glimpsing himself going in the wrong direction once again, on an edge of consciousness, he turned to the radio to
search for music. Before long, still turning the dial, he was not listening to the stations. Soon he removed his
hand. Driving. On the thought alone, the tediousness of driving raised its head.
He drove on. He pressed the accelerator and the heavy Buick moved out faster. He had switched license plates
the first niglht he took the Buick, but he had been driving it ten or twelve days now, too long, he knew, to keep a
car so easily identified. He knew he should trade the Buick for a Chevrolet, if only to save on gas money. He
knew it every day, but he did not trade it. His father left him a dollar bill on their kitchen table each morning for
his lunch and bus fare, and he suffered through giving up the dollar (for gas, never oil; regular, never ethyl) as he
suffered through other things he had given up, other things he was leaving undone.
Alex had been driving to the country schools since September. He had discovered the first one by accident,
merely driving one day when he should have been in his own; thereafter he searched them out intentionally.. In
easy fantasies, imagining he was the owner of the car, he drove around the corners and fronts of the strange
schools in the movements of their lunch hours, to let himself be seen. Riding a copper-tone stallion. He returned
to one school or another for several days running, picking out a girl and looking at her, and looking for her, and
partially following her, returning to the same place the next day to watch for her to appear, almost never speaking
or approaching. Then, frightened by the 4-H football types in threes and fours who always began to stare at him
and say things to each other, he went on to another school, to mushing and Linden and Grand Blanc and Atlas and
Montrose. They were schools only an eighth or a tenth the size of his city high school—two or three hundred
students versus three thousand—but there had been a wonder and excitement those fall days of discovering that
the students were, incredibly, always fifteen and sixteen and seventeen, with the same recognizable bodies and
backs and leg lengths and postures, except, when they turned, for their faces. Their faces were different: unknown
and unknowing. He drove among them, and walked among them. He intentionally parked his Chevrolet Bel Air or
his Buick Riviera under their eyes, left the car and reentered the car under their eyes, able to see himself in these
moments as he imagined he was seen by them, as a figure from a movie, a stranger, some newcomer come to
town, some new cock of the walk with a new car, with a plume of city hair.
Fifteen miles from the city he took the familiar ramp off the highway and continued right on the road to
Shiawassee. Within a half-mile he passed the side road down which Eugenia Rodgers lived, down which she had
walked several times to meet him, for she was not allowed to have boys pick her up at her house.
His brother, Howard, also lived in this direction. Howard, who was three years younger, lived with their
mother and her second husband some twenty-five miles from the city, where they operated a lakeside tavern. Alex
did not know where they lived, but he knew where the tavern was. He was thinking of Howard, now, trying to call
up images of him, trying to make the images stand still as he drove. What would Howard think if he saw him in
the Buick? The thought of seeing Howard, of actually seeing him, made Alex shudder.
He leaned closer over the steering wheel, to concentrate on the on-again, off-again view presented by the
wipers. In the weeks that he had been driving to Shiawassee he had thought of Howard a few times, but he had
never considered going there, to Lake Nepessing. Nor did he plan on going there now. What he saw of himself he
did not wish his brother to see. He had not seen Howard since a day late in the summer, three years before, when
their mother, a stranger—they had not seen her in five or six years—came and took Howard away in her car,
carrying his possessions, his clothes, in cardboard boxes. It was a miserable thing to remember, and shuddering
again, Alex admitted to himself only that it had been a bad time, a bad week, and looked away upon thinking
about it. But the idea of seeing Howard became more pleasant, and he let it have its pleasant way, let it occupy
him, and drove on, with no intention of going there.
Eugenia Rodgers was his age, sixteen, although he had told her he was nineteen. Nineteen seemed a proud age
to his mind; sixteen possessed no such quality. He had met Eugenia, or picked her up, several weeks before, and
now, even if it was no more tllan nine-thirty or ten and she would be in school, her town and her country school
were a place to drive to, a place to believe he was headed for, rather than the lake beyond, rather than nowhere.
If he saw Eugenia he might apologize, after a fashion. He had picked her up at school two days before, during
her lunch hour, and when they had driven into the country, to a lake, and the lunch hour was ending, he had
refused to take her back. It had been autumn then, two days ago. They had gone, as they had several times before,
to a lakeside park which was deserted in October. She wanted to go back, because if she missed again, the teacher
was going to call her mother again, and her mother, who had remarried not long ago, was going to confine her.
But he had refused to take her back, not when she begged, not when she let him feel her breasts, not when she
became angry and started walking. He followed her with the car, and stopped before her on the shoulder of the
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road, watching her through the rearview mirror as she bent forward to begin running, pressing the accelerator as
she came close. He convinced her twice more that he was stopping to pick her up, and left both times. The next
time he stopped, she walked past the car and did not look at him, and he let her walk perhaps a quarter of a mile
before he went after her again. When she finally got into the car, it was nearly two o’clock. She sat still and said
nothing, and he looked at her now and then as he drove. In town, when he stopped at a corner, she left the car,
slammed the door, and he had not seen her since. He felt like a fool, remembering, but he knew if he told her
some story. that he had killed someone, had hit them with the car, or that he had killed his father, that she would
listen, and would not believe him, but would, in her way, forgive.
He decided to go ahead and drive to Lake Nepessing. He did not care now; he felt he could talk to Howard
somehow. What did it matter what he said, what they said, what they did not say? The idea of actually seeing
Howard swept through him and from the tinted interior of the car, in the surrounding whiteness, he began to
fantasize that there had been a catastrophe, that a war had come home, that he and Howard were two who were
lost and all they needed in the world was to find each other, that with their ratlike cunning they would survive,
they would effect a new life. Automobiles, schools, families, all would vanish. They would effect life itself.
*
Lake Nepessing was both a lake and a village, east on a winding road off the highway, north of Shiawassee. By
the time he was on the road and undeniably headed for the village, his resolve had faded some, but not enough to
make him turn back. The tavern was several miles past the village. He passed houses here and there along the
winding road, then there were houses along both sides, and then a sign:
LAKE NEPESSING
SPEED LIMIT
25 MPH

He drove slowly, beginning to feel nervous again. Driving through the town he noticed a woman leaving a car,
keeping her head down as she stepped over to the sidewalk, and he wondered if she might be his mother. He
wondered, given all the times he had walked on sidewalks in the city, if she had ever passed him? Had she known
she was passing him? It did not matter if she did; he felt neither love nor hate for her. If he felt anything it was a
distant curiosity. He did not want to talk to her; but he’d like to see her to look her over without being seen.
The tavern had not opened yet. The front windows were dark and there were no cars or tire marks in the
parking lot in front. The neon sign LAKEVIEW TAVERN was unlighted and hardly visible inside one of the
windows, although some small neon beer signs along the windowsill were lighted, Blatz and Falstaff, red and yellow. He had all but stopped on the highway, and now he pulled over, into the parking lot. He sat in the car with the
motor running and looked around. He felt as nervous as he had the first time he took it car. Then, as if climbing
further into the thin branches of a tree, he opened the door, and left the motor running, stepped out into the snow
and damp air. He heard a car coming on the highway behind him, and stood still, without looking, as it passed.
At the dark glass of the tavern he held his hands like blinders. He had never seen the inside of the tavern.
Empty of people it looked disappointingly worn and threadbare. The lights over a shuffieboard were out, but
behind the bar, among mirrors and bottles and glasses, a Miller’s Highlife clock was lighted. It was twenty-three
minutes after ten, the second hand revolving. For no reason, he tapped the window lightly with his fingers.
However loud the tapping seemed, no one appeared, nothing happened. There was his reflection in the dark glass,
in the gray air, and it occurred to him that the figure he saw was lost in some way he could not understand.
Against the rising of nervousness he walked around the end of the tavern, stepping through the unmarked
slush, along a driveway which led down behind the building to a boat launching ramp. A T-shaped dock was in the
water, and an old red gas pump stood on the bank. A rowboat was in the water, moving slightly, lifting a little
toward shore and out again on a slack rope. On the dock he looked down into the water; it was more green here
than black. Crouching to see better, he felt the snow fall on the back of his neck. The sky reflected its gray colors
on the surface, and as he leaned forward his face and shoulders reflected darkly. The shreds of snow parachuted
onto the water, shriveled gray and disappeared; his mind was ranging off as if in judgment of things the size of the
universe, and of himself, but of nothing he could see in particular.
Turning his neck down, looking directly into his reflection, he found he could see through his face into the
water. He worked his reflection like a flashlight to reveal the bottom. It was still autumn down there, brown and
green, the sand blond, the moss hair wavering black from green stones, from the dock piles. Two nearly
translucent fish, no deeper or longer than a finger, hovered unconcerned. A slight seizure came turning into his
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stomach and he leaned over all the more, bent his head between his knees to tighten his stomach against it. He
glimpsed the sweep of his trouble and it was so wide and unknown, his face began trembling while his mind told
him nothing.
*
An hour later he had driven back to Shiawassee. It was a town of five or six blocks of stores, with a movie
theater and new parking meters, and with the streetlights lighted under the dark sky. The high school was on Main
Street, set back from the street, with two dairy bars directly opposite. The two floors of school windows in the
brick building were lighted, the same diamond color through the storm as car headlights. He saw a woman
teacher’s back close to a window on the second floor. He parked where he always parked to wait for Eugenia,
where he could see the door of her school. He did not know what he was going to do and did not think much
about it; it was not a new problem.
He sat in the car a long time, smoking and looking around. Then he yawned, yawned within the yawn, and
deflated into himself. His eyes watered from exhaustion; they itched and he rubbed them. He had not known he
was so tired. He considered lying over on his side in the front seat, to sleep, but did not. It was dangerous,.
inviting to strolling policemen. Still he slumped in the seat, and his head bobbed; he was waiting .for Eugenia
Rodgers to come out, and not waiting for her either, but merely waiting.
He heard no bells ring, but at last, as he was watching, the main door opened and two boys came out. Then a
girl came out, alone, and he was not sure at first that it was her. He looked at the door again, which did not close
all the way as one student after another kept it swinging open. Then he looked at the girl again and realized it was
her. She walked with her face down against the snow, without a hat, her coat collar turned up and her shoulders
high against her neck.
The coat: she was wearing the coat he had given her. It had been in the back seat of one car or another, a lady’s
camel’s-hair-coat with a small chain sewn inside the collar. He had forgotten the coat. It was too large for her, too
long, and she walked with her hands drawn into the sleeves. He imagined her fulled and ratted sweater, her
thickness of lipstick, the odors of her neck and hair, her large and firm breasts, and he felt aroused to see her. If he
touched the horn for the slightest beep he knew she would look over at him, and she would turn away from her
bearing across the street and walk to the car as she had before, without looking at. him on the way. In the car she
might pause before looking at him; she might ask for a cigarette and conceal herself with a search for matches, or
she might ask for a light and conceal herself in a search for a cigarette, or she might close her eyes and lean over
to kiss his ear, to use her tongue, or in their game of profanity she might say you son of a bitch and smile her shy
and uncertain smile.
He did not touch the horn. He watched her walk along. She, like himself, had not worn boots. He knew she
was on her way to one of the dairy bars, and he thought of taking her off somewhere to buy her some warm
hamburgers. She usually bought cigarettes with the few coins she scraped or stole from her mother, and she loved
hamburgers and French fries. But he watched her pass from view, like a thin song, and was relieved when it was
over.
He drove through the students who were too concerned with the snow, or too sure of their world to look for
cars, although they seemed to see the Buick’s brushing fenders and headlights as he inched among them. Passing
the dim windows of the dairy bar he glanced to see if she might see him, and he saw bodies and faces inside the
glass, and the gold-flecked backside of one of the pinball machines. He imagined she had seen him; he had never
driven away like this from anyone and it gave him a little strength, as if something were finally passing, finally
ending.
For a moment, driving through Shiawassee, he saw a clarity in his life, or a determination. His troubles seemed
for the moment to focus away. If they did not actually catch him driving a car, how could they prove it? With the
cars recovered, would they care? It was a soothing idea; it seemed an easy road to follow. If he could begin, if he
drove back to the city, and parked the car, and walked to school—
It seemed that if he could begin, if he could stay calm, he could follow the road to its end, and there, where it
stood waiting, he could secretly step into a new idea of himself.
*
He parked the Buick three blocks from the school, where he had parked the day before, and walked back. The
snow was turning to rain by now and the leather of his shoes was quickly soaked black. He had thought to clear
the car of evidence, to wipe away fingerprints and to empty the ashtray, but for no clear reason he simply parked it
and let it stand. About ten minutes remained in the lunch hour, and as he walked back, the feeling of drawing
nearer to the school moved through him with the air of a wind rising and falling, rising again.
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Within the warmth of the heavy double door, he foolishly stomped his feet on the link-metal mat, splashing the
water the mat lay in on his pants legs. He walked on into the first floor corridor. In spite of all else there was a
faint feeling of coming home after having been away. Here was the tile floor, the familiar hallways lined with dark
green lockers, the whiskey-colored varnished molding, the globes hanging from the ceiling. Except for two girls
walking away on the right, the corridor was empty. Far off, also to the right, music was playing, record music
from the noon-hour dance in the girls’ gym, which because he had never learned how to dance. he had avoided.
His locker was to the left, in the basement near his homeroom. He walked along. Going down the stairs to the
basement, he met his homeroom teacher, Mr. Hewitt, coming up. Mr. Hewitt, besides teaching history, was the
varsity baseball coach, and a quiet man, neither popular nor unpopular. He nodded lightly at Alex as they passed,
then, behind him, Alex heard Mr. Hewitt say,
“Alex, were you here this morning?” Pausing, Alex said,
“No.”
“Where were you?”
Rather than condemnation there was some kindness in the man’s voice, and Alex, stopped on the steps, was
affected and weakened by it. He found it hard to look up at Mr. Hewi.tt, who stood waiting. At last, glancing up,
Alex said,
“I’m back to school now.” Mr. Hewitt was amused.
“You’re back. Good. I;’m glad to hear that. Where have you been?”
“Nowhere,” Alex said. “Just messing around.” He stood where he was, looking down again, knowing that Mr.
Hewitt was standing there looking at him.
“You have a minute?” Mr. Hewitt said. “I’d like to talk with you.”
Alex hunched his shoulders, to say yes, and walked along slightly to the rear of the teacher. They went past
Alex’s locker, and into the homeroom, and Alex still found it hard to look up. It seemed if he did, something like
whimpering would spread from his chest to his throat. He glanced up enough to see that a girl was sitting at a desk
in the homeroom, reading, and looked away as Mr. Hewitt said to her,
“Would you excuse us a minute, please?” She did not quite understand, and Mr. Hewitt added after a pause,
“We’d like to have a talk in private for a minute.”
“Oh,” she said. Alex heard her gather her things and heard Mr. Hewitt step over to close the door behind her.
Mr. Hewitt said,
“Sit down.”
Alex sat down, looking ahead to look away. He saw the bottom half of Mr. Hewitt move to a seat on a desktop.
Mr. Hewitt said,
“You’ve gotten yourself into some kind of dilemma, haven’t you? Can you tell me what’s happened?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” Alex said quickly.
“Why are you so upset?” Mr. Hewitt said.
Alex hunched his shoulders and lips again, as if not knowing, or not wanting to say.
“Something at home?”
“Nah,” Alex said.
“I know you’ve missed a lot of school lately. What have you been doing? I’m not going to punish you or
anything. Perhaps I can help.”
“Ah, just a lot of bad things,” Alex said. But his voice failed to work clearly—it rose at the end—and he
continued to look ahead at nothing, angry with his voice, with himself.
“What kind of bad things? You mean skipping school?”
“No.”
“What, exactly? Can you tell me? You feel free to tell me?”
Unable to speak and unable to look, Alex hunched his shoulders again—he didn’t know. He felt his lower lip
reaching out. Someone opened the door and came walking in. Alex’s view to the door was blocked and he did not
look anyway, but Mr. Hewitt said, impatiently,
“Please wait outside and close the door.” After a pause, almost in a whisper, Mr. Hewitt said,
“Serious bad things?”
Alex nodded once. He did not look up. He knew Mr. Hewitt was studying him and, in his pause, that Mr.
Hewitt believed him. For a moment neither of them spoke or moved. Then Mr. Hewitt said,
“I’m afraid the class is about to start. But I want you to do me a favor—I want you to come back this afternoon
after school—immediately after—will you do that?”
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Alex moved his shoulders again and more or less nodded that he would. He stood up as Mr. Hewitt stood up,
but he still could not look at the man. He walked over toward the door without looking back, and heard Mr.
Hewitt say behind him,
“Don’t get too worried now. It'll work itself out.”
Alex said nothing; before him through the glass half of the door he saw faces on top of and beside each other,
beginning to separate and back off before he touched the doorknob. He stepped through them without looking at a
face, saw bodies before him in the thickening corridor, and heard someone whisper, “What’s going on?” The bell,
ringing suddenly, startled him.
At his locker, facing the wall and holding his lock in his hand, he tried to tell himself the numbers. They
floated close but he could not quite catch them. He fingered the lock’s black face, and beside him, someone said,
“Hey, what was that all about?”
Alex turned and looked at the boy beside his shoulder but could not think of his name, however familiar his
face.
“What?” he said to the boy.
The boy spoke again, but Alex’s mind was hearing Mr. Hewitt again and he did not hear the boy. Alex turned
his back on him, as if to conceal the working of his combination, and the boy's hand fell on his shoulder.
“Hey,” the boy said, and Alex, not looking back, suddenly, violently, whipped his shoulder to shake off the
hand. The hand did not return. Nor did Alex look back. He continued staring down, hardly seeing the lock cupped
in his hand.
In a moment he knew, decided in the knowing, that he was not going to the afternoon classes. What was he
doing here? How could he have thought of coming to school? Sitting at a desk, sitting there, sitting there, sitting
there. He closed his eyes for a moment, still facing the wall. But he could not see what he seemed to have been
trying to see. At last he let the lock drop and turned to leave, making his way as calmly as he could through the
confusion of corridor movement, aiming for the side door on the landing. fifty feet away, aiming for the gray and
cold air outside.
Moving down the steps, walking away, he felt the school itself was watching his back, and he felt diminished
being watched. He hurried along. Some relief came when he made it around a corner and out of sight of the
buildings. His feet were so wet by now they were squishing water inside his shoes. He thought of going home, to
undress and put on dry clothes, but he would have to wait until his father had left for work. He walked on. Water
was dripping from his hair, down his neck and down his forehead, and from his sideburns. Clear water was
gathering in the slush over the sidewalk, small pools in the nickel-colored foot marks. He walked along at a good
pace, thinking he had never been so wet, but it was not until he was among the stores and buildings of downtown
that it occurred to him that he had left the Buick behind. He had forgotten it completely. Not sure if it was funny
or crazy, he tried again, without success, to laugh at himself.
In the men’s room of the Fox Theater he used paper towels to wipe his hair and neck and face. Downstairs at
the curtained aisle entrance he removed his coat and walked in. An orange-tinted advertisement for a dry cleaner
was on the screen, but the lights were not yet completely dark. Perhaps fifteen people were scattered about the
cavern, and he took a seat as removed from any of them as possible, on the right, the second seat in, opening his
coat over the back of the third seat to dry. He never felt at ease until a theater was completely dark—the worst
moment was when a movie ended and the lights came on, a moment he usually avoided by turning to watch the
end as he walked up the hill of the aisle, slipping out and away before the lights came on. Now, his timing was
lucky. Just as he slouched down into the cushioned seat, to conceal himself, the remaining overhead lights
dimmed to darkness and Previews of Coming Attractions was fanning over the screen.
When the telephone rang, Alex was asleep on the couch in the living room. He was in his underwear, wrapped
in an old Indian blanket he and his father kept on the couch, his clothes on the floor beside him where he had
pulled them off. The only light in the room came from the opened door to the bathroom, off the living room at the
end of a short hallway.
In the blur of his sleep—it had been short, but long enough to thicken his response—he made his way into the
kitchen to the phone, and took up the receiver. As he answered, holding his forehead with his other hand, someone
began half whispering in a hurry, and it was a moment before he realized it was Eugenia Rodgers. She was in a
state of some kind, but he hardly had voice enough yet for talking and asked no questions. And even when he
began to understand what had happened and why she had called, he did not want to appear frightened, and said
little. More or less whispering, because she was whispering, he said, “Oh,” and “They found the coat?” She
carried on like a child herself, no longer bluffing, saying something about hating her stepfather for his promise not
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to tell if she told and about his telling just the same.
He stood, cold in his underwear, and closed his eyes for a moment. Then he opened them. The call seemed to
have taken place in a dream from which he was now awakening. Off in the dream Eugenia Rodgers said she had
told them “everything” and they had “called the police.”
Stepping over to feel the wall for the light switch, he discovered that his hand was weak. The fluorescent lights
came faltering on. He squinted. By the wall clock it was nine or ten minutes after ten. The day was refusing to die.
He stood still a moment, not knowing what to do. He remembered the call again as if he had already forgotten.
They found the coat. He was thinking she should have said they found her wearing the coat, and he was thinking
he should have thanked her for calling—he had not—and he should have apologized for the other day. A yawn
took him then, journeyed him a second or two to the tip of his head, made his eyes water with exhaustion. He
exhaled to nearly collapsing, envisioned the blue-uniformed police, and felt far too tired to fight, or to run, or to
think, felt no more than a thought away from anything.
In the bathroom he looked at himself in the mirror. Except that he had no need of shaving, there was a
resemblance to his father when his father got up from sleeping after he’d been drinking. His hair, extra thick like
his father’s hair, was pressed high on the right, as were the veins on the side of his face. He felt another, stranger
resemblance on the inside—felt gummed and swollen—and he was beginning to tremble. He tried to decide what
to do. Should he run or should he stay? The idea of running, out in the rain, hitchhiking, taking another car, was
like something from a movie. He had no energy to think about it. It only meant more trouble, more fear. He would
stay. His decision was easy. Whatever might happen, he would stay.
He sat on the toilet stool as a place to sit. With his elbows on his knees he rested his eye sockets and head on
the heels of his hands. He had not forgotten the call, but still he kept remembering. His father. The thought of his
father was different now. It made his heart wince somewhat. He knew at last what his father would feel. He would
not feel anger, he would have no strong words. His father would feel as he felt now.
He drew bath water. He did not like baths and usually did his bathing at school in the showers. But he had not
showered for several days, and besides, a bath was away to get warm, to wake up. He drew the tub half-full,
wadded his underclothes and laid them on the floor, and stepped into the water. He did not wash at first, but lay
soaking. The telephone call kept returning to his thoughts, like something he could still not quite remember, or
believe, or forget. Of all the places of disclosure—his teachers, the basketball team, Mr. Hewitt, students—only
one made him shudder now, his father.
The police? Would they actually come here, rap on the door, take him away? Were they coming here now? He
moved along more quickly on the idea, not to be caught in the tub, to be dressed. He wondered if the police would
be impressed with his ingenuity of switching license plates, siphoning gas, impressed with his cooperative
answers, impressed with him? How could such an intelligent young man, a fine young man, a basketball player,
get into such a mess? No, he thought, they would not see it that way.
In his bedroom he put on clean underwear and socks, and a pair of clean khaki pants, and for its little flair of
style, his only white shirt. He had grown some since his father gave him money to buy the shirt, together with a
tie and a jacket. They were for his ninth grade graduation dance, which he walked to, dateless, to spend the
evening in the corner with some other boys who did not know how to dance, telling jokes, less angered or nervous
in their presence, leaving the corner only once, when everyone circled around Miss Long, the music teacher,
dancing with Mr. Fulton, the metal-shop teacher.
Before the mirror, he combed his hair. He looked better now; he was shiny-faced, combed, in a clean shirt.
Something was over; he felt lean. And he began to feel hungry. He had drunk water and pop, but he could not
remember having eaten all day. The feeling of hunger was pleasant, but tenuous, and he tried to sustain it. He tried
to believe that something was in fact over.
He fixed an elaborate meal: bacon and eggs, chopped onion and green pepper in the eggs, scrambled, rye bread
toasted, cold milk. It was the only meal Alex knew how to cook for himself, and his dinner was usually a choice
between this and a slab of rubbery cheese on dry bread, or peanut butter, stuffing the sandwich home on his way
back down the stairs and down the driveway, clearing his throat somewhere along the way with a bottle of pop.
He ate until he remembered again. He had eaten a little more than half. As he remembered, his stomach filled
and his appetite immediately disappeared. He sat at the table, holding his fork aloft, and a moment later he was
hurrying to the bathroom. He stood several minutes over the toilet, bending as if to work a snake from his throat,
resting his hand against the wall, and bending again. He placed his hand against the wall again finally, trying to
even his breath. He believed it now. Sitting on the stool, his stomach cramping but with nothing there to be
released, he shivered with goose bumps. He felt as able as a six-year-ald; he was afraid.
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By the clock in the kitchen it was ten minutes to twelve. His father was out of work by now. But his father
seldom came home before twelve-thirty, or one, or sometime in the night after the bars closed at two-thirty. He
had no thought of telling his father, but like a child alone in a house, he longed for his father to be there.
There were the dirty dishes. They had a pact of always washing their dishes and wiping the table and counter.
It was only when things went bad for his father that the dishes began to stack—a mess which started at the start of
heavy weekend drinking, so Alex failed as well and the sink soon filled with dishes and cloudy water and bits of
egg and bread and cigarette butts floating. When the drinking ended, the kitchen was cleaned. It might be shining
some afternoon when Alex came home from school, peace floating comfortably throughout the apartment. Or they
might do the job together on a weekend morning, washing the dishes and scalding them with water from the tea
kettle, cleaning the refrigerator, mopping the floor, beginning another string of fixing separate meals, washing a
separate set of dishes, one leaving it clean for the other.
He left the mess. In the living room he looked down at Chevrolet Avenue from the window, thinking of the
police, thinking it might be better if they came first, or at the same time, to counter his having to face his father.
He was in the kitchen again when he heard someone outside. It was still no more than twenty to one, and if it
was his father, he was probably sober. He heard the several sounds, the car, the car door slamming, and in a
moment, footsteps on the stairway, coming up. He stepped from the kitchen, and reentered as his father was
coming through the door. His father looked pleased to see him, and spoke quietly, saying, “You’re still up,” as he
was closing the door.
The sweep of cold air he had admitted passed over the room. Alex felt chilled anyway. His father placed his
lunch bucket on the table and removed his coat, a blue denim fingertip-length workcoat. He was clearly sober, and
in a calm mood. He rubbed his hands together.
“Whatcha doing up so late? Schoolwork?” Alex nodded.
“Why so glum, chum? Everything okay?”
“Sure.”
His father was turning back his cuffs. The odor he carried of the factory was following now over the kitchen,
an odor of oil, of machines. He turned to the sink to wash his hands. He wore a khaki shirt, from the army, and
blue denim work pants. Alex thought to tell him now, to say, when he turned back, that something was wrong, that
he had done something awful, that he was in trouble.
But he did not. Always before when he wanted something, some dollars, or permission, or a baseball glove or a
white shirt and tie, he approached his father when he was drinking, when he was flushed with love or generosity
or something. It was different when he was sober. Drying his hands, his father said,
“You hungry? How about some bacon and eggs?”
“I already ate.”
His father was at the refrigerator, removing the carton of eggs and the bacon. Alex began picking up his dirty
dishes, but his father said,
“Don’t worry about those, I’ll do them with mine.”
“I guess I’ll go to bed,” Alex said.
“You tired?”
“Oh, a little.”
For a moment then, as his father was working at the counter, neither of them spoke. Then Alex said,
“I guess I’ll go to bed then.”
“Sure you won’t have a bite to eat?” His father was looking at him now.
“No, I’m pretty tired,” Alex said, looking away from looking at his father. He paused a moment, aware that his
father was watching him, and then he walked from the kitchen, saying no more.
In his bedroom, not turning on his light, he sat on the edge of his bed to remove his socks, and when they were
off, he still sat on the bed. At last, standing, he removed his shirt and pants. He knew his father knew something
was wrong, and he knew this was the time to talk to him, but he still could not do it.
Then his father came to the door. Alex was turning his covers down, straightening the pillow of his unmade
bed. His father half-whispered from the doorway,
“You going to bed now?”
“Yes.”
“Well—okay. You have yourself a good sleep now, son.”
“I will.”
“Good night now.”
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“Good night.” Still his father paused. Then he said,
“You want your door closed?”
“Okay.”
“Good night now, son. Have a good sleep.” His father closed the door softly, as if not to disturb something.
Pushing in between his old sheets, pulling up his covers, Alex lay on his side and kept his eyes open. In a
moment he recognized the sound of the rain on his window, and then he could see more clearly the light which
came around his shade from the lights in the street outside. His place in bed grew a little warmer and it was almost
comfortable lying there, more comfortable than otherwise, he knew, with his father there, and sober, and a little
worried about him. Nor could he help seeing the reversal of things. The misery was usually in those outer rooms,
the old records playing, perhaps a sudden smashing of something, a dish, a cup, a fist against a wall or door, or a
sudden laugh, or perhaps the throwing open of his bedroom door and the black silhouette of his father in the harsh
light of the doorway—son, hey son, old pal, wake up a minute—perhaps nothing but the music and his father’s
silent presence through the night.
*
He was arrested the next day, but not until school had nearly ended. With no more than five minutes remaining
in his last class, geometry, a girl from the principal’s office entered the room with a white slip of paper.
It had been a day of questions and answers, of failures to answer. In homeroom that morning, Mr. Hewitt had
leaned over his desk and whispered,
“What happened to you yesterday? I looked for you.”
“I guess I forgot,” Alex had whispered back. “Everything’s okay now.”
Mr. Hewitt had looked at him as he straightened up, as if asking with his eyebrows if Alex was sure, and Alex
had signaled with a small nod that he was.
During lunch hour he had walked past the parked Buick. It stood as he had left it, but looking somehow larger.
He did not turn his eyes to it as he passed, but looked ahead, as if both he and the car were being watched. He
circled the block so as not to pass it again, and this time he crossed the street and entered the lunchroom on the
corner. It was filled with bodies and noise, cigarette smoke layering toward the ceiling, the juke box playing.
Entering, not knowing just where to go or stand, he overheard someone say something about the noon-hour dance
being about to start, and something grated within him, as always.
He recognized the girl entering the room as one who worked in the principal’s office. When the teacher, Mrs.
Scholls, read the note and looked in his direction, he was not surprised. But he may have been stunned in a way,
for he could not quite recall afterward how the next minute or two passed. Mrs. Scholls came to his desk and said
softly, “You’re to report to the principal’s office,” and as if transferred by magic, a moment later he was in front of
the wooden counter in the office where four or five girls and women were working at desks. He knew Mr.
Spencer’s office was to the left, but as a girl looked at him for his question, he said, his voice quite clear,
“I’m supposed to see the principal.”
The girl directed him, but he hardly heard her words. In an outer office, a lady at a desk said from a distance,
“Alex Housman?” and he nodded that he was.
He stopped at the doorway to the principal’s office. He had never been here before. Mr. Spencer, from his desk,
and two men, standing, in suits and unbuttoned topcoats, had their faces turned to the door. Alex had never met
Mr. Spencer, but the man said,
“Come in, Alex.”
He took two or three steps into the office, and Mr. Spencer rose and came around his desk as if to shake hands,
but stepped past him to close the door. One of the men was walking over to him, reaching inside his topcoat to
remove his wallet, which he flopped open. Alex glimpsed an intricate gold badge, some blue on it, then it was
gone. Mr. Spencer was behind his desk again, standing, although Alex had not seen him return. The man
introduced himself, Lieutenant Somebody, and the other man, Detective Somebody, but Alex did not listen
carefully enough to register their names. He saw their faces looking at him. The lieutenant said,
“I guess you know why we’re here?”
“Yes,” Alex said. A moment later they were in the corridor, and the first students, the fast-walkers, were
already in motion, although Alex had not heard the first bell ring. But classroom doors were open, or opening,
classes were on their feet, and the day was ending.
They had to go to the basement for Alex to get his coat from his locker. Both detectives walked with him. He
laid his books on the shell and slipped his coat on, and locked up again. When they returned the way they had
come, the corridor had thickened to a slow herding. Alex was not between the two men—both were on his right—
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but he noticed passing students glancing from him to them and back again, and he tried then to walk without
looking into faces. Just before they reached the outside door, the men both slipped on porkpie rain hats. The man
who had done the talking, the lieutenant, held the door for them, and when he came up he was on the other side so
Alex was in the middle. He thought for the first time to run; it was one thing he could somehow do well.
Their car was parked in the no-parking space where the sidewalk met the street, half blocking the way over to
the bus stops and lunchrooms. It was a black car, unmarked except for a small antenna coming from the roof. The
mass of students was passing around the car as water passes around a dock pile. The lieutenant opened the rear
door for Alex, and when he had stepped in and sat down, the door was slammed behind him. The lieutenant took
the seat in front of him, and the other detective, a younger man, went around to the driver’s side. The car was
dirty, cigarette ashes all around, the floor ribbed metal without carpet; the motor was as noisy and loose as a
truck’s motor. They nosed through the flow of students in a J-turn, and headed downtown.
He spent several hours in the police station, from about three-thirty until eight or eight-thirty, getting stranded
somehow in a shift change and in the dinner hour. A man finally came from the first office, folded handcuffs
hanging from his belt, catching Alex smoking, and said,
“That’s all right—don’t put it out. Come on in.”
The man was conversational. He asked Alex how he was doing, how was school, and who was going to win
the Pontiac game, and he asked many questions about full name and date of birth and address, and then if Alex
had a girl friend, and what he wanted to be when he grew up. Alex cooperated. He said he sort of had a girl friend,
but that he did not know what he wanted to be when he grew up. They talked about drafting and apprenticeships
in the factories and the General Motors Institute of Technology, and at last the man said,
“What about the cars? Let's talk about them. When did you take the first one?”
“You mean the exact date?”
“Sure. Do you remember it?”
“Well, it was Friday. The first Friday in September. After school started."
“What was the car?”
“It was a Chevrolet, a Bel Air. Green, two-door/”
“You got a good memory. Where did you find it? How long did you keep it? Where did you leave it?”
“I just kept it one night. I found it out at Lakeside Park, and I left it down on East Kearsley Street, about two in
the morning.”
“Who was with you?”
“Nobody.”
“Come on. Was was with you?”
“Nobody.”
“You took these cars alone?”
“Yes.” The man eyed him. Then he said,
“Okay—keep your memory going. What was the next car. All the details.”
Alex’s memory remained clear. He could remember all but the numbers of the license-plates he had switched.
He talked for about an hour, told of smashing one car into a parked truck, and of trading the spare tire of another
for three dollars in gas, up to and including the copper-tone Buick Riviera, telling where they could pick it up.
When he finished, the man said,
“Go on.”
“That’s it,” Alex said.
“You sure?”
“Yes.” The man took up a sheet of paper.
“What about the Olds Eighty-eight you took on September twenty-seventh? Why’d you leave that off the list?”
“I didn’t take it,” Alex said.
“Let’s see your wallet.”
Alex laid his wallet on the desk. The man picked it up and looked through it.
“This your phone number?” he said. \
“Must be.”
“Who’s home?”
“Nobody.”
“Your mother’s not home? She work?”
“I just live with my father.”
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“Aah so. Where’s he?”
“At work.”
“Where?”
“Chevie.”
“What shift does he work?”
“Second.”
“You and your old man get along okay?”
“Sure.” The man was shaking his head, looking at him.
“Why?” he said. “It makes no sense.”
Alex said nothing; he knew no answer. The man, rising, said,
“What you doing in a mess like this? You nuts? Don’t you know this is for real?”
Alex said nothing.
“Well, let’s go,” the man said. “I’m gonna have to put you in the detention home.”
Alex was taken to another part of the police station. He was left sitting on a bench, not far from the main door
and opposite the complaint desk, a moon-shaped counter with openings like those at a bank. He was waiting for
the ID Clerk to come on duty. The blue-shirted policemen behind the counter paid little attention to him, much
less than he paid to them. He listened to their radio and telephone conversations and orders and questions. He
smoked. He stood up several times to relieve the numb pain growing on his tailbone from sitting, and he stepped
over several times to press a swig of water from a cooler. The fact that he was waiting to be taken to the detention
home floated over his thoughts as coolly as an impending basketball game, or an impending fight between others.
He did not quite believe it.
At last a young man came hurrying in, wearing civilian clothes, popular, for it seemed all the policemen behind
the counter called out something—Hey, DJ, where the hell you been? DJ, how’s duck hunting? Hey, old Murphy’s
hot after your ass. And, among them: You got a customer there.
The young man was already past Alex but he looked back and said,
“Be with you in a minute.”
He went on through a door and lights came on all along the upper half of a milk-colored, glass wall. Alex saw
the young man’s shadow move across the room, then disappear. Ten minutes later he opened the door and said,
“Okay, let’s go.”
Alex was photographed in an alcove marked with heights—look to the right, flash, chin up, flash—and his
fingers were separated, rolled over an ink pad and then over a white card. The young man moved very fast. He
wore a white shirt and tie, but with his sleeves rolled above his elbows, a cigarette behind one ear. He asked
questions and clicked at a typewriter as Alex answered, spun the card out, and Alex was soon left sitting at
another bench, within the ID room this time, to wait.
Two men passed through while he sat there, each accompanied by a uniformed policeman—one a tough,
mean-looking man of about thirty who had been in a fight, little more than his eyebrow showing from one eye,
and blood on his face, neck, and shirt, the other an egg-shaped old man dressed in a mismatched coat and tie and
pants. Later Alex heard DJ on the phone—
“Where the hell is Watt? I got a prisoner over here. No, no, juvenile.”
Alex sat smoking, reaching out to throw matches and flick ashes into a metal wastebasket beside a desk. In
time a uniformed policeman walked in, with a card in his hand.
“Housman?” he said to Alex. Alex nodded.
“Let’s take a ride,” he said.
Alex rose. He put out his cigarette against the inside of the wastebasket.
Outside it was dark. They went down to the garage in one of the elevators, and out into the cold air. It was
shivering cold to Alex, for all this time he had not removed his coat. Nor had he eaten, had barely eaten all day,
but he was not hungry. He did not know the time. He felt it must have been past eight, perhaps close to nine. He
and the policeman walked across a low-ceilinged garage, and, coming to a marked police cruiser, the policeman
told him to get in front. They pulled out from under the building and across the lighted parking lot. Alex sat with
his hands in his coat pockets, still shivering. The policeman said almost nothing. It had been raining, but the rain
had stopped and there were only wet spots left, with traces of snow in the gutters.
They drove through the city, for a time in the direction of Alex’s house, then turning east. They passed close to
the factories along the river where his father worked, and must have been working at the time. Some ten minutes
later, in the country, going along a dark, paved road, the policeman suddenly put on his blinker—it flashed green
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on the dashboard—then braked and turned to enter a long driveway. The buildings were there, but they were
poorly lighted and just visible in the sweep of headlights. Alex saw the brick to the right, with blacker spaces in
tile receding darkness where the windows must have been. He could not see how high the brick went, for there
were small outdoor lights on the corners of the building, and blackness above. To the left, in a glimpse, the
headlights flashed over part of a wire fence about eight feet high. The policeman said, “Let’s go,” and Alex
realized the man had automatically disliked him.
The policeman came around from the driyer’s side, leaving the motor running, tall with his hat and his leather
gear squeaking, and walking beside Alex to a door. Alex could see now that the building went on perhaps another
hundred feet, that the other end was not lighted and disappeared in darkness. He glanced up and saw that the
building was even higher than he had imagined, not two stories but three, perhaps four. From the darkness
overhead, not very loud in the stillness, a Negro voice said,
“Hey, you new man—poleece catch yo ass?” Laughter, barely audible, came from within.
The policeman said nothing. At the doorway he pressed a button and they stood waiting. A faint clicking came
from inside the door, then it opened and a man was standing there. The policeman handed the card he had carried
to the man. He said,
“Here's a new one for you.” The man, who was short, said,
“Give you any trouble?”
“No,” said the policeman.
The policeman did not go in. The man nodded for Alex to enter, and Alex stepped inside. The man said
something to the policeman and then closed the door. It caught cleanly and locked, a heavy door.
*
In the corridor the man told Alex to walk ahead. Alex walked ahead of him to where the corridor ended, where
the door on the left was made of metal. With a key extracted from a ring on his belt, the man unlocked the door,
reached in to switch on another light, and said,
“Up you go.”
Alex went up a circular metal stairway ahead of the man. Overhead somewhere he thought he heard
something, voices, or the creaking of beds, within the sound of their footsteps on the metal. At the top, at a
landing, there was another metal door, one with a hole about four inches wide in the center. The light switch here
was on the outside. The man flipped the switch and looked in before he unlocked the door. Alex entered first. It
was another corridor, not much wider than the door itself, lined with doors on one side some six or seven feet
apart. Both walls were marked the full length with initials and messages and drawings dug and scratched into the
white plaster. Two or three caged lights along the runway were lighted. The man closed the door behind him
before he continued. Alex felt the sense now of confinement, of being cornered.
“Go on,” the man said.
Each door along the way had a hole like that in the main door, with numbers stenciled over the holes, several
of the numbers rubbed and scratched as if from within, all marked from without, but still readable.
“Right here,” the man said. It was number 11. Alex stood waiting while the man found another key to unlock
the door. He pushed it open but did not go in himself.
“In you go,” he said.
Alex stepped into the room. For just a moment, from the light around his shadow, he saw more marked walls, a
cot, a commode against the wall. The door was pulled shut at once behind him and there was only the circle of
light from the hole in the door. Then the door was being locked, the key was working, and he turned to look back.
There was nothing to see but the hole. A moment later he heard the door at the other end of the runway being
opened. Immediately he was in full darkness, although he had not heard the click of the light switch. The sound of
footsteps on the metal stairway followed, then, fainter, the opening, closing, and locking of the door at the bottom
of the stairs.
He realized the room had a window. Someone spoke then, calmly and soft.
“Hey man, what you in for?”
Alex looked toward the door again, but did not answer. Someone else said,
“Hey, how you like the service in this hotel?” A high-pitched hee-hee-hee followed, and other laughter, but it
set- tled quickly.
Alex stood waiting, listening. He thought he also heard the sound of steady breathing, someone asleep. There
was also a light hissing sound of steam.
The lighter shape of the window was visible now, and he stepped over to it. The window was not barred, but it
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was covered on the outside with heavy mesh wire. The wire crossed at right angles in squares of about an inch,
and was not quite as thick as a pencil.
There was little to see, except that it must have been the back of the building, away from the road. There were
no lights. Nor did he see any stars visible in the dark sky. But then, far off, perhaps a mile away, he saw lights
which seemed to come from a house.
He stood by the window. He was not very tired; it could not be much later than nine-thirty. He could see the
shape of the cot now but he had no feeling to lie down. He stood quite a long time this way, thinking but barely
following his thoughts. The excitement of being in jail, the notoriety, had already faded away. He thought he had
been here about an hour, but was not sure. It may have been no more than fifteen minutes. He stood thinking,
thinking naturally of himself, scanning his life as if to see what it was that had brought him here, and unable at the
same time to see anything very clearly.
He wondered if there was any talk of him at the football game over in the city, any talk of his being here, of the
detectives taking him from school. Probably not, for not many would know where he had been taken, and if they
did, it did not much matter. He remembered the years he had sold popcorn at the stadium, for both football and
baseball games. He had made one cent of each ten he collected, and on a good night, besides his admission, he
made about two dollars. He worked at the stadium until he went to high school; he quit because he wanted to join
the spectators sitting in the stands.
Right now his father was probably working at Plant 4, across the river from the lighted stadium. From there as
well as from their apartment, the big plays and the touchdowns could be heard. He wondered if his father, hearing
the crowd tonight, would think of him and think he was there. Or would his father know by now? He doubted it.
He doubted the police would have notified him at the factory. His father would probably go home and find the
apartment empty and think he was out late. Would he think he was at a party, a dance? It was something they
never talked about.
Football games; he had always felt depressed during and after football games. He never liked to simply go
back home, and he was afraid to go to the dances. He usually left in the general crowded movement and walked
along into town, along with the lines of cars moving bumper to bumper, the policeman waving red flashlights. But
in town the procession soon passed. The people who stopped there were always older people who parked and
disappeared into the cocktail bars, and he continued walking along, looking in store windows, never in a mood at
those times to go to a late movie, sometimes trying to pick up stray girls at bus stops, inviting them to milk
shakes, or to walk, but with little luck. Usually, before long, he shot a few games of pool somewhere and walked
home again. It was only that first night, and the nights after, when he had a car, that he did not go home early.
He shivered. The air around the window made it seem colder. The fear, and then the excitement, and then the
calm he had felt since being locked up, were gone now, replaced by a small sickness of self-pity. The warmth of
work and life in a factory seemed now all the richness one wanted to ask for under the sun. Life in school, with
books and dreams and romance—it seemed the private, far-off world of the privileged, lying safe over there,
sleeping well now after a night out.
He remembered the night at Lakeside Park, when he had stood looking as he stood now, and shivering, without
being cold. He stood at the edge of the dark gymnasium floor that night, and all the time he was there he hardly
moved a foot. The backboards had been raised, unseen in the overhead darkness, to make room for the dance, and
colored lights, reds and greens, blues and violets, revolved overhead, over all, over his face where he stood, over
the shadowed bodies of those dancing on the floor. Music was furnished by musicians from his school he had not
known were musicians. He had taken two buses, the second to the end of the line, and walked another three
quarters of a mile to get there; it was the first time he had ever gone to a school dance. And he thought he had
been the last to have the back of his hand stamped at the door—where two girls had to check his name in a book
to be sure he was from Central High School—but after a time the victorious football team came in and a brief
uproar passed through the hall-dark room. He still did not move. The uproar settled quickly, was absorbed
quickly, as if by the darkness, and the music, and the dancers continued to dance, and he stood watching.
Occasionally, passing, the brighter red or yellow light caught someone’s upturned face, and when it caught his
own, he stiffened and did not change his expression.
He did not stay long. When he left, on his way to the door, sidestepping politely through the dancers, he had to
pause once to let a couple not looking avoid bumping into him. He smiled lightly over this, as if over something
cute, something youthful, but if they had bumped into him, and if he had had a knife, he would have ripped their
throats with it. Out in the parking lot, he took his first car, a Chevrolet Bel Air with keys hanging in the ignition.
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131.18 The Courtship Of Widow Sobcek\fn{by Joanna Higgins (1945- )} Alpena, Alpena County, Michigan,
U.S.A. (F) 8
Warmed by his feather-tick, John Jielewicz lay in bed and studied the ceiling. What day was it? Then he knew,
and time began once more. Saturday; overcast and dull. It looked like snow. He got up quickly, made coffee, and
set to work. After washing his cup and saucer, he mopped the linoleum in the kitchen and bathroom, dusted the
spools of his furniture, and vacuumed the rose-patterned rugs of his living room. Then he rinsed out his opalescent
glass spittoon in the basement. His housecleaning finished for the week, he filled the bathtub, threw in his long
underwear and shirt, and lowered himself into the hot water. The day was half gone.
Steam clouded the mirror, and late afternoon light illumined pale swans and lily pads floating on turquoise
wallpaper. He considered the week. On Monday he’d spaded the garden, and on Tuesday he’d chopped wood.
He’d worked at Chet’s on Wednesday and Thursday, making Polish sausage and pickled bologna. Then on Friday,
but what had he done on Friday? The stoker? No. The garage? No. The car? The yard? No. What then? How could
he forget in just one day? The stoker? No. The basement, the stoker, the coal? Yes, the coal! He’d taken the
Plymouth to Townsend’s and ordered a ton of coal. Then he’d come home, checked the coal bin, and swept the
basement.
It was good to think of the work ahead. Soon Chet would be getting big Christmas orders for smoked hams and
sausages, and he would be busy. Years of working with casings in icy water and handling cold meats had twisted
his hands, and they ached with changes in the weather. He held them beneath the hot water. Next to his thin legs,
as white and veined as church marble, his hands looked like gnarled stumps. But they were good hands, he
thought, hard-working hands. And he’d done his share of work in his time—the lumber camps, the farm, the store.
What else was there besides work? People sometimes said:
“That John Jielewicz. He sure knows how to work!”
That made him pull back his narrow shoulders and walk proudly.
“Pa,” his daughter had said on one of her Sunday night visits, “move in with us.” Casting her eyes around the
big rooms, she’d said,
“Why all this work, Pa? You don’t need so much work at your age. And for what? Who sees it?” Removing his
pipe, he’d said,
“I see it.” Then he’d leaned over his chair to spit into the spittoon, defying all the ranch houses on the south
side of town.
The bath water was getting tepid and uncomfortable; he added more hot water, soaped himself with a bar of
Fels Naptha, and ducked his head twice under the water. Then he soaped the underwear and the shirt, rinsed them,
and pulled the plug.
Later, dressed in clean clothes, his hair parted in the center and combed flat down like feathers, he cleaned the
tub and hung his washing on a line running between plum trees in back. Then it was time for confession.
Driving to church in his Plymouth, he took stock. Anger? Yes. Cursing? Yes. Lying? No, never. Any of the
others? For years he’d confessed his sins to Monsignor Gapzinski, and the old priest knew him by name.
“John,” he’d said once, before giving the absolution, “you’re a strong, good man, but think about Our Lord’s
words, ‘Everyone who exalts himself shall be humbled.’”
Later, in a dim pew, he’d made his penance of one rosary but hadn’t bothered about the words. When he’d
finished the last decade of the rosary and blessed himself, he rose and walked proudly past lines of people still
waiting to confess.
That night, the lines seemed much slower. After a long wait, he finally entered the coffin-like box, and when
the panel slid open before his eyes, began his confession in Polish. But an unfamiliar voice interrupted and asked
if he could speak English. Startled, he asked,
“Where is Monsignor?”
“He’s ill,” the unfamiliar voice whispered. “Please pray for him. I’m Father Jim, and I’ll be filling in for a
while.”
How could it be? he wondered. Monsignor sick? Such a good man, too. The unfamiliar voice again interrupted,
asking him to begin his confession in English, if he could.
“I was angry this week,” he said. “I cursed.”
He stopped and waited for the priest’s response. His eyes adjusting to the darkness, he could just make out a
black crucifix and a hearing aid device on the wall before him. After some time, the priest said,
“And is that all?”
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When he didn’t speak, the priest went into a lengthy sermon. His voice rising above a whisper, he talked of
flames of love and flames of anger; he talked of charity and God’s love. The words ran together, and, unable to
keep up with their flow, he lost interest and thought instead of what he would do after Mass the next day. The
Lord’s Day was not for work, he knew, but a little raking couldn’t be called work. He’d raked his own leaves
several times, but leaves from neighbors’ yards were always blowing into his. He would do a little raking; then
maybe he would put another coat of varnish on the woodwork in the archway. He liked wood to be shiny.
The priest broke into his reverie.
“And do you understand the nature of your penance, then?”
“Excuse me?” he said in Polish.
“English, please,” the priest said loudly.
“I’m sorry. I don’t hear you.” The priest raised his voice even more.
“Instead of regular penance, which implies punishment,” he said, “I would like you to try thinking—all this
coming week—of God’s love for you. Whenever you can, think of His goodness and of the goodness of life. Do
this when you feel anger or when you wish to curse. Do you understand?”
Astonished and confused, he couldn’t speak.
“Good,” said the priest, after a moment. He gave the absolution, the Latin rushing like water. Then the small
wooden panel slid shut, and he was finished.
Outside the confessional, he thought people stared at him; he lowered his eyes. Lights burned only near the
confessional, and farther up the nave he could kneel in half-light. He took his usual pew and out of habit began his
rosary. But blessing himself with the metallic cross, he suddenly remembered that it wasn’t his penance. What
was it, then? Something about love when he felt like cursing. No, that wasn’t it. It was something about God and
love, flames and cursing. He couldn’t get it right. Now how do you like that? he said to himself, feeling anger
grow. To make matters worse, his stomach started acting up, burning and heaving.
He turned around to survey the waiting lines. People were standing as if frozen in the aisles. He looked to the
front of the church; the statues, in shadow, seemed miles away. The sanctuary lamp burned red. He was angry now
and unsettled; he didn’t feel like a new man. It was the priest’s fault. The priest had ruined it, and he wouldn’t be
able to receive Communion tomorrow. I’m not about to stand in line all over again, he told himself. I might as
well work tomorrow, then, and be hanged for it.
After a supper of lard on bread, cold sausage, and coffee diluted with milk, he rocked in his dimly lit living
room. Smoking his pipe and spitting into the clean spittoon, he mulled over the priest’s words—the few he
remembered. They seemed like clues or pieces of a puzzle, and he wished he’d listened better. Flames, he said to
himself. Flames and love, whatever that meant. Well, he knew about flames, that’s for sure. As if it happened the
day before, he saw his white-eyed team of horses rearing up against a sky black as hell with smoke. Half-mad
himself, he’d fought the crazed beasts to a standstill while Masha got things into the wagon. He knew about
flames. But flames and love and how it tied together with cursing, he couldn’t figure out.
Cursing, he thought. Now there was his failing. He’d never forgotten the time a storm caught him plowing.
The steel-blue sky cracked apart in a dozen places, and the horses lunged, toppling the plow. Straddling a furrow
of stony earth, he’d cursed the lightning and the horses, the plow and the field. He’d called on a hundred demons.
It seemed he could touch one of the bolts, so close they came, snaking into the earth. The air stank with sulfur. He
got the plow unhitched and ran with the horses while rain made rivers of the furrows. In the house Masha, pale as
death, was running from room to room, dipping her fingers in a jar of holy water and sprinkling the walls, the
floors, the babies. Still cursing, he’d stood dripping wet in the kitchen, while rain blew in the open windows and
glasses .rattled in the cupboards. Masha had run into the kitchen and sprinkled water on him.
Just then a stream of light poured in one window and out the other, burning the very air. It had snaked across
the entire kitchen, missing them by inches. Masha, her hand held out as if paralyzed, water still dripping from her
fingers, had only said,
“See, John? See what your cursing brings?”
For a long time after that, he hadn’t dared to curse. How could anything like that be connected with love? he
wondered. The new priest must be a little touched.
Masha had been a little touched, too. She’d been a good woman, a good worker, but too holy. Once, she came
back from the village and went straight into the parlor without saying a word. There, she lit a candle before the
statue of the Virgin and then sat, still as a stone, before that little flame. He’d called her and had even asked if she
was sick. But there she sat, pale as death. She wouldn’t answer him; she wouldn’t even look at him. She held a
rosary in her lap, but her fingers didn’t move over the beads. The parlor grew darker and colder as the day lost its
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light, and the candle burned more brightly in that dimness. It cast shadows over the Virgin’s mantle, and it seemed
the figure was moving. Frightened, he left her alone in the room. Finally, long after the candle had guttered out,
Masha appeared in the kitchen. He was making pancakes, and flour dusted the planks under the table.
“John,” she said, scared as a child. “I seen her.”
“Who?”
“The Virgin.”
“No.”
“Oh yes. On the timber cut going to the church.”
He was quiet, afraid of what more she might say.
“She was so bright, I fell down and covered my face. I cried because she was so beautiful, so beautiful.”
He hadn’t liked it one bit. People would say she was touched, and it wouldn’t look good. But he’d been
surprised when just the opposite happened. People started saying she was a saint. That made him proud of her
even though he didn’t think she was a saint. She was just a woman. Couldn’t they see that?
As he smoked and waited for bedtime, he looked around the room. His oval wedding picture, his plant in the
alcove, his clock, all were sunk in shadow. Shadows blurred the shape of his wife’s rocker at the end of the double
living room. Sometimes, depending on the play of shadows, it seemed the rocker moved, as if brushed by a wind.
“Sleep, Masha, sleep,” he would say then.
When the clock on the closed gramophone struck ten times, he rapped his pipe against the spittoon and
abandoned the living room to darkness. His back resting on a pad of sheepskin, his thin body covered by a heavy
feather-tick, he too slept. Outside, the underwear stiffened and moved on the line like a ghost in a frost-blasted
garden.
That night he slept badly, and all the next day unfinished business plagued him. At Mass he’d sat in the pew,
like a bump on a log, he thought, while everybody else went to Communion. By the time his daughter came for
her visit, his stomach was good and sour.
“So, Pa,” she said. “What did you do today?” She wore a Sunday dress too tight about the waist.
“Do?” he said irritably. One leg made a sharp angle over the hassock. “There’s always something to do around
here.” The smell of fresh varnish still hung in the air.
“Pa, come live with us. We’d like you to.” She motioned at the lofty ceilings, the corners. “There’s just too
much work here.”
She’s lying, he thought. How could they want him? His stomach turned, and a sour liquid rose in his throat.
“Son of a bitch!” he said in Polish. “I need my powders.”
He left her alone in the living room. When he returned from the bathroom, she said,
“Pa, go see a doctor with that stomach of yours. ‘Powders!’ What are these ‘powders’ you get at Wiesneski’s?
Go see a real doctor.”
In one sharp Polish sentence he cast all doctors into the flames of hell. Then he took his pipe and calmly
rocked while his daughter struggled into her coat.
“At least,” she said, standing, “why not sell and get something smaller, maybe closer to us?”
“Bah,” he said, and spat into the spittoon. Then she was gone, and he heard her old Hudson start up in the
driveway. In the quiet he smoked and rocked and studied his plant. Masha was the one who could grow plants, he
thought. She could make sticks grow, while he had to fight the damned soil for each and every potato. He’d been
waiting for a long time now for those bright blue and orange flowers promised in the catalogue. It’ll be a cold day
in hell, he thought. Behind the plant, the radiators hissed. It’s too damned dry in here, he decided, and went to the
kitchen for water.
After watering the plant and filling the cake pans set on the radiators for humidity, he had time for another
smoke. Letting his thoughts go where they would, he remembered old Mr. Smigelski. Once Mrs. Raniszewski had
said after church,
“Merry Christmas, Mr. Smigelski!” Bowing, the crazy fool shouted,
“Ass to me, ass to you!”
How she’d looked when he said that! Every time he saw Smigelski after church, he was tempted to say, “Ass
to me, ass to you, you crazy fool!” He said the words as they were intended: As to me, as to you. Now what did
that mean? Whatever happens to me, let it happen to you? Or, what you say to me, let me say to you? That must
be it. The crazy fool! He laughed just thinking about it.
When the clock chimed ten times, he rapped his pipe on the spittoon and rose from the rocker. Before turning
off the floor lamp, he saw that his lace curtains were getting yellow. It was time to take them to the Widow
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Sobcek.
But he forgot about the curtains during the week; there was too much other work to think about. The stoker
clogged somehow, and he had to crawl around in the dust, fixing it. Then four shingles blew off the roof, and he
dragged out his wooden ladder from the garage. Extended its full thirty-five feet, it was just long enough to reach
the north gable. Up he went, hand over hand, with shingles, hammer, and nails in cloth bag at his side. The ladder
was springy; wind puffed his jacket and blew in his face. If it should slip, he thought, imagining the old ladder
sliding sideways across the clapboard, sending him and his damned shingles all to hell. But it didn’t slip, and he
finished the job. Only when he was back down on the frozen ground did he feel his legs trembling. Dragging the
ladder back into the garage, he was proud of himself. It’d been a job worth doing.
On Saturday, he remembered the curtains. After his housecleaning and his bath, he pulled a straight-back chair
to the radiators. Standing on the chair, he freed the curtain rods, pulled off the stiff panels, and let them fall into a
wicker basket.
“Damn it to hell,” he said at the dust. “Pfoo!”
He got down and surveyed the bare windows. They looked empty, like Mrs. Kranak’s windows during Lent.
She took down her curtains on Ash Wednesday and didn’t put them back up until Holy Saturday. Her empty, dark
windows reminded him of something; he wasn’t sure just what; but it wasn’t good. How could she stand it all
those weeks? On Easter Sunday he was relieved to see her white curtains against the wavering panes of glass.
Looking at his own windows, he saw he would have to wash them on Monday. The stained-glass pieces at the top
were dusty and dull; the windowpanes were streaked and murky. Before leaving for the Widow’s, he had to wash
dust from his hands.
Turning his green Plymouth off First Avenue, he drove into a neighborhood of plain houses, fenced gardens,
and small yards. No stained glass in the windows; no fancy fretwork on the gables. All was simple and neat and
stark in the late afternoon light. The bare yards had a wintry look, and children in winter jackets and caps played
in old piles of leaves.
He drove slowly over broken concrete, conscious of his sour stomach. It was churning and heaving. That
morning he’d put a spoonful of butter into his coffee and taken an extra measure of the powders, but nothing did
the trick. He had a sudden thought, as jarring as a glimpse of a snake disappearing in a rock pile. What if this is
some great sickness? The thought shook him, but gripping the steering wheel he told himself: No, by God. Not
yet. Not John Jielewicz!
Scowling, he parked his Plymouth on gravel in front of the Widow’s house. The streets had no curbs in her
neighborhood. His scowl deepened when he recognized, parked just ahead, the shiny beast of a car that always
reminded him of a hearse. It belonged to Mrs. Stanley, a divorced woman with black hair and red fingernails.
“Czarownica!” he said, lifting his basket from the back seat. She was a proud, mean witch, and it bothered him
to think the Widow washed the woman’s curtains. He would never do that.
There was room for only one at a time on the narrow sidewalk, and he had to wait for Mrs. Stanley to pass. She
carried white curtains over one arm, a white veil over the black fur of her coat. As she passed, hairs on the coat
rose, like a dog’s, and caught the light. He scowled, but she ignored him. His stomach heaved and fluttered.
Waiting on the porch, he looked over the Widow’s yard. Bare maple limbs interlocked above raked grass, and
mounds of leaves were heaped over the garden. Low gray clouds in the west reflected pale colors. Earlier every
day now, he said to himself, thinking of the sunset.
A small woman wearing a bib apron over a flower-print dress opened the door.
“Mr. Jielewicz,” she said, “good to see you.” She held the door for him, then closed it. Inside, she wiped steam
from her glasses. “How are you?” He set his basket near a drying frame holding a stretched curtain and thought of
the black coat and of his stomach.
“I’m no good,” he said. “No damned good.”
He looked around the small kitchen. As always, the Widow’s linoleum was polished, and the windows were
steamed by washing and cooking. In one window she had hung three glass shelves of African violets, and he
could see, behind the purple flowers, a gloomy December sky.
“I will sit awhile and rest,” he told her.
“That’s good,” she said. “Sit. I will rest, too.”
But holding the back of a kitchen chair for support, she made her way to the stove. There, a bowl and plate had
been warming, and she poured kvass and cut two pieces of bread from a loaf cooling on the cupboard. Slowly, she
moved between stove and table, carrying the bowl before her like an offering. She made a second trip for the plate
of bread and a spoon.
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“Eat, Mr. Jielewicz,” she said. “Eat and feel better.”
He stirred the rich brown soup, with its raisins and prunes and kloski like small clouds. When did he last have
kvass like that? he wondered. Steam rose from the bowl. Masha, he thought. Masha had made kvass like that. Ten
years in March, then. Taking a blue handkerchief from his pocket, he wiped his brow and very quickly his eyes.
When he finished the soup, he looked up. The Widow was watching him.
“It’s good,” he said. “It settled my stomach.”
“Have more,” she said. Both hands on the arms of her chair, she slowly lifted herself up. Her legs were
wrapped in layers of support stockings, as thick as children’s winter leggings.
“Sit,” he said, getting up. “I can wait on myself.”
While he finished the second bowl of kvass, the Widow began attaching a curtain to a drying frame, carefully
inserting small pins through the lace to preserve its design.
“Do you get tired doing that every day?” he asked.
“Oh,” she said, “yes and no. Some days, when my legs hurt, yes. Today, no.” Then she gathered a curtain from
the basket and, holding up one end, let it fall between them.
“Each so different, so beautiful,” she said, “that I don’t get so tired.”
Through the white lace he saw a young girl. Like … but he blocked the thought. Startled, he felt blood rush to
his face. Then she let the curtain fall into the basket, and the Widow Sobcek appeared again, gray hair and glasses,
the house dress and thick stockings. Behind the African violets, the sky was growing darker; it was time to leave.
He sighed as he put four dollar bills on the oilcloth. She took two of the bills, tucked them into her apron pocket,
then pushed the remaining bills toward him.
“Take,” she said, as she always did when he overpaid. “Take. I don’t need.”
Driving from the Widow’s in the December dusk, he saw that it would snow. All was still and cold and gray. In
time for evening confession, he drove down side streets and took stock. Anger? Yes. When? He remembered: that
fool of a priest, the penance left undone. Now what? The Plymouth slowed and came to a stop in the middle of a
block. He would get worked up, he thought, going back to that priest. He waited for his stomach to start acting up,
but it was strangely quiet. Should he go home or should he try it again? On the windshield flakes of snow
appeared, hanging there like the Widow’s white lace. So beautiful, she’d said. He thought of the priest’s words—
the clues he’d tried to figure out. The Plymouth began to roll forward. He turned on the windshield wipers, and
the stone-gray road appeared under the headlights. At the intersection of First and Maple, he turned right, toward
the church.
*
It was nearly a year later when his daughter said, on a Sunday evening,
“Oh, Pa, everyone’s talking about you. It’s awful.”
He heard sleet at the windowpanes, a low whispering sound. He leaned over his chair and spat into the
spittoon. He drew on his pipe before speaking. Then he said,
“Plotka!”
“No,” she said. “Not gossip. They’re right to talk. It’s crazy, that’s what it is. Here you are running over there
every week with curtains! Everyone’s laughing, but I don’t think it’s so funny. I think it’s—”
“Not every week.”
“No, but you know what I mean. Every month, then. Just as bad. Don’t look at me like that. I’m not the one to
blame. People are saying a lot of things. They’re saying that … that you don’t know what you’re doing. Oh, Pa!”
He thought over the words. Well, maybe it was crazy. What would she think if he told her about the lace? Ever
since the Widow held the lace curtain in the air between them, he’d been seeing lace everywhere. When he
cleaned out the stoker, the clinkers looked like lace. So did the ice when he chopped it off the sidewalks.
Everywhere lace! At first it’d bothered him and he worried, but then he got used to the idea and began to look at
things to see how close they came to the Widow’s lace. He was surprised. Sugar in the sugar bowl, the stars at
night, even the thorny hedge at his property line. One day while cutting the grass, he saw light coming through
little openings in the hedge, and right away he thought: Lace! Shadows of tree limbs on grass, car tracks on snow,
birds flying through the air—all reminded him of lace. So did the feathery tops of new carrots and even the
rougher edges of cabbage and potato plants.
It was crazy! One day he made a list of all the things that reminded him of the lace curtain, and he was
astounded to find over fifty items. He put the list away in his safe, but added to it every week. Crazy? Well, what
of it? He wanted to laugh. Lace everywhere! He would make a joke, and she would laugh, too.
“Ass to me, ass to you,” he said, thinking of Mr. Smigelski. He laughed, showing brown stubs of teeth.
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But she was alarmed, and her eyes flew from him to the oval wedding picture to the alcove.
“Oh, Pa,” she said, “cut out this silliness! Act your age.”
The problem was, he thought, he didn’t feel his age; he wanted to be foolish.
“If I acted my age,” he said, “I’d be dead!”
He laughed. At the rate he was going, he would probably find lace in the grave as well!
“Pa,” she said thoughtfully, “what did you do with your plant?”
She was looking at the empty space in the alcove where his plant on its pedestal had been for years. The alcove
looked larger, he thought, without the plant, and the curtains showed better. Should he tell her? It was last Holy
Thursday, he remembered, when he’d taken the plant to the Widow’s. How she’d laughed when she opened the
door.
“There’s a plant growing out of your head, Mr. Jielewicz,” she’d said. He must have looked foolish, with those
big gray-green leaves, like rabbit ears, hiding his face.
“Now what are you smiling about?” his daughter was saying. “You won’t tell me where you took the plant, but
I know! I thought I saw it at the Widow’s when I took my curtains there, and I was right. Only I didn’t know it
could have such nice flowers. Think what you’re doing, Pa. Think of Mama, for heaven’s sake.”
She blew her nose in a Kleenex.
“Oh dear,” she said, putting the wad of tissue in her purse. “I have to get home. John has a cold, and I’m
getting it. One thing after another. If you moved in with us, like we wanted you to, none of this would be
happening.” She got her arms into heavy coat sleeves.
How old was she now? he wondered, studying his daughter. She didn’t look like the little girl who’d tangled
rolls of string at the store and drew pictures on pink butcher paper. He looked to the wedding picture on the
shadowy wall. They’d stood so still, so straight, facing the big camera: Masha, young, thin, unsmiling; himself
solemn as a minister and thin as a rail in his new suit. Standing and buttoning her coat, she said,
“For heaven’s sake, Pa, at your age, you don’t want to be marrying again.”
So, he thought. So. He saw the Widow in her house dress and felt slippers. A poor woman. He thought of his
old safe in his bedroom closet, hidden behind his black suits. His name was printed in gold letters over the
combination, but the light in the closet was too dim for it to show. When he opened his safe to get money or to
add to his list, he had to use a flashlight. Then he thought: John. Who is John? That is my name. He remembered.
John was his grandson, a boy he seldom saw, a little boy—small and pale and weak. He wondered why his
daughter always left the boy at home when she visited. Not seeing the husband didn’t bother him, but he would
like to see the boy now and then. He looked at Masha’s rocker, but it was still.
I should marry again, he thought, and leave them nothing. His stomach began a faint stir. The plotki! He drew
in on the pipe and exhaled a great cloud of smoke. That’s what they're worried about. She’s speaking for the
others. He thought of his two sons and daughter who lived in other states and only visited at Christmas. Then they
talked about the bad roads and how the town was going to the dogs. He should marry! The idea was pleasing; how
they would worry then!
But something intervened. He saw the Widow’s rough hand pushing the dollar bills toward him.
Take, she’d said. Take. I don’t need.
His daughter tied a wool kerchief under her chin and slipped on gloves.
“Well, I’m going, Pa,” she said. “Don’t forget about dinner at our house next week. You said you would
come.”
She’s tired, he thought. He saw her small house on its barren lot—all clutter and light. No comfortable
shadows or large rooms. He didn’t like going there. But there was something he wanted to do. What was it? The
oilcloth. Yes, what else? The dollar bills. Yes.
“Wait,” he told his daughter. “Wait just a minute.”
He left her in the living room as the clock was striking nine-thirty, and returned several minutes later. Dangling
car keys from a gloved hand, she stood near Masha’s rocker.
“You know, Pa, we still have to talk over this other thing.”
“Never mind that,” he said. “Give this to the boy. Give this to John.”
Startled, she took the unsealed envelope and with gloved hands opened it.
“Pa!” she said, as she lifted out a thick packet of bills. “What is this craziness? What’s the matter with you!”
She tried to push the envelope and bills into his hands, but he stepped back.
“Take,” he said. “It’s for the boy. For school. For anything.”
“Oh, Pa!”
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In a moment he was encircling her heavy bulk with his bony arms.
“Never mind,” he said. “Never mind.”
Only when she moved back, wiping her eyes, did he notice the bunch of lace at her neck. Gathered with a
black velvet ribbon, it fanned out like the top of a carrot.
*
Holding a bag of salt in one hand, he let go of the ice-coated porch rail, and his feet took to the sky. That’s how
he explained it to his daughter at the hospital.
“I saw every kind of star,” he told her.
“Never mind stars,” she said. “You could have broken your back. Then what?”
But he was too tired to answer; his eyelids shut of their own accord, and he saw stars whirling about his head.
He dozed. When he opened his eyes, she was still there.
“I’m going home,” he said.
“You can’t! What do you want to do, Pa? Fall again?”
He wanted to tell her they had no right keeping him in the hospital when he wanted to go home, but the words
wouldn’t come. Instead, he dozed and saw a big black hearse slowly backing up to an open door. He was on a
cart, rolling toward the car’s dark cave. Terrified, he opened his eyes.
“I’m going home,” he said, struggling to rise. “I have … things to do.”
She was beside the bed, holding him back.
“Pa! You’re not supposed to move. Your ribs are all cracked. Look, here’s your lunch. And the nurse!”
“Well, Mr. Jielewicz,” the nurse said. “Full of pep, are you? The doctor was right. They don’t make ’em like
you any more!”
“I hope not,” Eleanor said to herself, but he heard.
It seemed his hair was standing up like a shock of hay, so he brushed at it with a stiff, bandaged hand. Shame,
shame, he thought, to be lying here like a baby while strangers walked around the bed looking at him. A young
girl wearing a dress of pink stripes swung a narrow table over the bed and set a tray of food on it. He looked at the
colors: green, yellow, brown, something red on the side. It looked like his workbench in the basement, where he
cleaned his paintbrushes.
“I’m not eating,” he said. “I’m going home.” He closed his eyes.
“Pa!”
“Don’t worry, Mrs. Kirchner,” he heard the nurse say. “If he won’t eat now, he’ll be good and hungry later.”
His eyes still closed, he saw himself getting up, putting on his underwear, pants, and shirt, starting the
Plymouth and driving home. Then he would … but what day was it? Was it still Wednesday?
“What day is it?” he asked his daughter, as if from a great distance.
“What did you say, Pa? I can’t hear you.”
“Day,” he said. “What day?”
“Day? Oh! It’s Saturday.”
Saturday! He struggled to put the week back together. On Monday he had … but he couldn’t remember that far
back. Tuesday, then. On Tuesday he … he worked at Chet’s. That's right. It was raining when he drove home.
Then it got cold. The next day everything was ice. The trees, the bushes, and the utility wires. The steps and the
side of the house. Sunlight was everywhere. Icy tree limbs shone like glass against the blue sky. So bright. So, so
bright. He dozed again.
When he awoke, the Widow was there, placing a bowl of kvass on the table where the tray of food had been.
“I see in the paper about your fall, so I come,” she said. “Eat, Mr. Jielewicz. Eat and feel better.”
Was he dreaming? But no, steam rose like incense from the bowl, and he could smell the rich soup. His eyes
burned. Suddenly he remembered what he’d seen just before the dark. Sunlight on polished steps. And near the
edge, where icicles dripped from the roof, designs as fine as flowers. Lace. Then his legs flew from under him,
and pellets of salt rose in the air like confetti.
*
One week later, he awoke from a nap and knew it was long after lunch time. A tray of cold food sat on the bed
table. The Widow hadn’t come; something was wrong. All that week she’d come, bringing him good food: kvass
and ham, chicken and dumplings, pierogi and apple pie. He watched the doorway and imagined her walking in,
wearing the baboushka and long gray coat, the galoshes. The doorway remained empty.
That Monday the doctor had checked him and said he could go home if he promised to be careful. He’d
thought a bit and asked the doctor if he could perhaps stay a day or two longer.
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“Why?” the doctor wanted to know. Then he’d lied.
“A little pain yet,” he’d said, avoiding the doctor’s eyes.
“What time is it?” he asked the girl in pink stripes who brought him a glass of juice.
She looked at her wristwatch.
“Three-thirty,” she said. “Why? Expecting company?” She laughed, straightened the blankets, then took away
the untouched food.
He waited, every minute expecting the Widow to appear in her baboushka, coat, and galoshes. The curtain
soon made a long shadow on his bed, and then he knew she wouldn’t come. It was too late. He was wide awake
now; something nagged him. What was it? The Widow shuffling into the room. Yes. What else? Her long gray
coat and the heavy boots. Yes. And? Then he knew. Dear God, he said to himself, let me burn forever in hell if I
have done a bad thing!
He swung his legs out from under the sheet and blanket; when his bare feet touched the cold tile, he was
chilled. He stood, feeling sore all over, but he walked to the closet and found his clothing. He recognized the shirt;
he’d been wearing it when he fell. It was so long ago, he thought. He undid the white hospital gown and let it fall
to the floor. Then he pulled his underwear up over the bandages. He dressed quickly. Hurry, hurry, hurry, he said
to himself, tangling his shoelaces. He looked at the other bed, prepared to lie, but his roommate slept, tubes
feeding his arms.
At the doorway he waited for the corridor to clear. He saw nurses talking together at the desk near the elevator;
pretending he was just a visitor, he walked to the elevator and turned his back to them. Doors mysteriously
opened, and he stepped into the bright cubicle. Free, he thought, pressing buttons. Down, down he went, his heart
pounding and his stomach fluttering.
In the mild air outside, he saw a taxi waiting, as if for him. A taxi! He’d never hired a taxi. Did he have any
money? Dear God! He rifled his pockets and found two dollar bills in his pants. Waving the bills in the air, he
pounded on the window, startling the driver. He shouted the Widow’s address. The driver got out and walked
around the car to open the back door.
“Well, hop in, then,” he said.
Holding his side, he climbed into the back seat. Hurry, hurry, hurry, he said to himself.
“Nice day,” the driver said, starting up a loud clock on the dashboard. “Looks like spring will get here yet.”
They were off. He looked out the window and saw puddles of water in the gutters and black-crusted snow
banks in yards. Already the grass seemed green where snow had melted. Hurry, hurry, hurry, he said to himself.
When the driver came to open the door for him, the clock on the dashboard had stopped ticking.
“That’ll be one dollar and fifty cents.”
“Take,” he said, thrusting the bills at the man. He rushed up the narrow walk.
At the Widow’s door he knocked, but there was no answer. He tried the door, and it opened. Stepping inside,
he heard her voice coming from the living room. She was lying like a fallen bird, her legs covered with a thick
woolen blanket. What had he done! Dear God in heaven, he said to himself, strike me dead. Bury me in ashes!
“Mr. Jielewicz!” she said. “What are you doing here?”
His side ached, and he couldn’t find breath to speak. Finally, he was able to say,
“What is the matter, little lady?”
“Oh,” she said, “my legs got tired. Not so bad, but everyone wants clean curtains for Easter, and I can’t walk
so good now.”
She sat up and turned on a table light.
“Mrs. Stanley came today and says she needs her curtains no later than tomorrow. Now, no curtains.”
That witch, he thought, seeing the woman in her black coat. What does she need with clean curtains! Under his
bandages everything hurt and burned.
“Tomorrow, I will be better,” the Widow said, as if she believed it.
He looked at the thick stockings and the felt slippers and knew what he’d done. Dear God in heaven! She’d
walked to the hospital all those days.
“Where are the curtains?”
“Oh no, Mr. Jielewicz. You can’t do them!”
“Tell me how.”
*
In a room off the kitchen he knelt, ignoring a great pain in his side, and plunged his bandaged hands into a
washtub of hot water. Steam rose when he lifted a curtain into the air. Water poured off the material, and light
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from the setting sun made rainbows all over the soapy lace.
“Dear God!” he cried, seeing once again the Widow’s face behind the veil.
In his joy, he nearly upset the tub.
148.29 Quilting On The Rebound\fn{by Terry L. McMillan (1951- )} Port Huron, St. Clair County, Michigan,
U.S.A. (F) 8
Five years ago, I did something I swore I’d never do—went out with someone I worked with. We worked for a
large insurance company in L.A. Richard was a senior examiner and I was a chief underwriter. The first year, we
kept it a secret, and not because we were afraid of jeopardizing our jobs. Richard was twenty-six and I was thirtyfour. By the second year, everybody knew it anyway and nobody seemed to care. We’d been going out for three
years when I realized that this relationship was going nowhere. I probably could’ve dated him for the rest of my
life and he’d have been satisfied. Richard had had a long reputation for being a Don Juan of sorts, until he met
me. I cooled his heels. His name was also rather ironic, because he looked like a black Richard Gere. The fact that
I was older than he was made him feel powerful in a sense, and he believed that he could do for me what men my
own age apparently couldn’t.
But that wasn’t true. He was a challenge. I wanted to see if I could make his head and heart turn 360 degrees,
and I did. I blew his young mind in bed, but he also charmed me into loving him until I didn’t care how old he
was.
Richard thought I was exotic because I have slanted eyes, high cheekbones, and full lips. Even though my
mother is Japanese and my dad is black, I inherited most of his traits. My complexion is dark, my hair is nappy,
and I’m five-six. I explained to Richard that I was proud of both of my heritages, but he has insisted on thinking
of me as being mostly Japanese. Why, I don’t know. I grew up in a black neighborhood in L.A., went to Dorsey
High School—which was predominantly black, Asian, and Hispanic—and most of my friends are black. I’ve
never even considered going out with anyone other than black men.
My mother, I’m glad to say, is not the stereotypical passive Japanese wife either. She’s been the head nurse in
Kaiser’s cardiovascular unit for over twenty years, and my dad has his own landscaping business, even though he
should’ve retired years ago. My mother liked Richard and his age didn’t bother her, but she believed that if a man
loved you he should marry you. Simple as that. On the other hand, my dad didn’t care who I married just as long
as it was soon. I’ll be the first to admit that I was a spoiled-rotten brat because my mother had had three
miscarriages before she finally had me and I was used to getting everything I wanted. Richard was no exception.
“Give him the ultimatum,” my mother had said, if he didn’t propose by my thirty-eighth birthday.
But I didn’t have to. I got pregnant. We were having dinner at an Italian restaurant when I told him.
“You want to get married, don’t you?” he’d said.
“Do you?” I asked. He was picking through his salad and then he jabbed his fork into a tomato.
“Why not, we were headed in that direction anyway, weren’t we?”
He did not eat his tomato but laid his fork down on the side of the plate. I swallowed a spoonful of my clam
chowder, then asked,
“Were we?”
“You know the answer to that. But hell, now’s as good a time as any. We’re both making good money, and
sometimes all a man needs is a little incentive.” He didn’t look at me when he said this, and his voice was
strained.
“Look,” he said, “I’ve had a pretty shitty day, haggling with one of the adjusters, so forgive me if I don’t
appear to be boiling over with excitement. I am happy about this. Believe me, I am,” he said, and picked up a
single piece of lettuce with a different fork and put it into his mouth.
*
My parents were thrilled when I told them, but my mother was nevertheless suspicious.
“Funny how this baby pop up, isn’t it?” she’d said.
“What … (to come)
“You know exactly what I mean. I hope baby doesn’t backfire.”
I ignored what she’d just said.
“Will you help me make my dress?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said, “but we must hurry.”
*
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My parents—who are far from well off—went all out for this wedding. My mother didn’t want anyone to
know I was pregnant, and to be honest, I didn’t either. The age difference was enough to handle as it was. Close to
three hundred people had been invited, and my parents had spent an astronomical amount of money to rent a
country club in Marina Del Rey.
“At your age,” my dad had said, “I hope you’ll only be doing this once.”
Richard’s parents insisted on taking care of the caterer and the liquor, and my parents didn’t object. I paid for
the cake.
About a month before the Big Day, I was meeting Richard at the jeweler because he’d picked out my ring and
wanted to make sure I liked it. He was so excited, he sounded like a little boy. It was beautiful, but I told him he
didn’t have to spend four thousand dollars on my wedding ring.
“You’re worth it,” he’d said and kissed me on the cheek. When we got to the parking lot, he opened my door
and stood there staring at me.
“Four more weeks,” he said, “and you’ll be my wife.”
He didn’t smile when he said it, but closed the door and walked around to the driver’s side and got in. He’d
driven four whole blocks without saying a word and his knuckles were almost white because of how tight he was
holding the steering wheel.
“Is something wrong, Richard?” I asked him.
“What would make you think that?” he said. Then he laid on the horn because someone in front of us hadn’t
moved and the light had just barely turned green.
“Richard, we don’t have to go through with this, you know.”
“I know we don’t have to, but it’s the right thing to do, and I’m going to do it. So don’t worry, we’ll be happy.”
But I was worried.
*
I’d been doing some shopping at the Beverly Center when I started getting these stomach cramps while I was
going up the escalator, so I decided to sit down. I walked over to one of the little outside cafés and I felt
something lock inside my stomach, so I pulled out a chair. Moments later my skirt felt like it was wet. I got up
and looked at the chair and saw a small red puddle. I sat back down and started crying. I didn’t know what to do.
Then a punkish-looking girl came over and asked if I was okay.
“I’m pregnant, and I’ve just bled all over this chair,” I said.
“Can I do something for you? Do you want me to call an ambulance?” She was popping chewing gum and I
wanted to snatch it out of her mouth.
By this time at least four other women had gathered around me. The punkish-looking girl told them about my
condition. One of the women said,
“Look, let’s get her to the rest room. She’s probably having a miscarriage.”
Two of the women helped me up and all four of them formed a circle around me, then slowly led me to the
ladies’ room. I told them that I wasn’t in any pain, but they were still worried. I closed the stall door, pulled down
two toilet seat covers, and sat down. I felt as if I had to go, so I pushed. Something plopped out of me and it made
a splash. I was afraid to get up but I got up and looked at this large dark mass that looked like liver. I put my hand
over my mouth because I knew that was my baby.
“Are you okay in there?”
I went to open my mouth, but the joint in my jawbone clicked and my mouth wouldn't move.
“Are you okay in there, miss?”
I wanted to answer, but I couldn't.
“Miss!” I heard her banging on the door. I felt my mouth loosen.
“It’s gone,” I said. “It’s gone.”
“Honey, open the door,” someone said, but I couldn’t move. Then I heard myself say,
“I think I need a sanitary pad.” I was staring into the toilet when I felt a hand hit my leg.
“Here, are you sure you’re okay in there?”
“Yes,” I said. Then I flushed the toilet with my foot and watched my future disappear. I put the pad on and
reached inside my shopping bag, pulled out a Raiders sweatshirt I’d bought for Richard, and tied it around my
waist. When I came out, all of the women were waiting for me.
“Would you like us to call your husband? Where are you parked? Do you feel light-headed, dizzy?”
“No, I’m fine, really, and thank you so much for your concern. I appreciate it, but I feel okay.”
I drove home in a daze and when I opened the door to my condo, I was glad I lived alone. I sat on the couch
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from one o’clock to four o’clock without moving. When I finally got up, it felt as if I’d only been there for five
minutes.
*
I didn’t tell Richard. I didn’t tell anybody. I bled for three days before I went to see my doctor. He scolded me
because I’d gotten some kind of an infection and had to be prescribed antibiotics, then he sent me to the outpatient
clinic, where I had to have a D & C.
Two weeks later, I had a surprise shower and got engugh gifts to fill the housewares department at Bullock’s.
One of my old girlfriends, Gloria, came all the way from Phoenix, and I hadn’t seen her in three years. I hardly
recognized her, she was as big as a hguse.
“You don’t know how lucky you are, girl,” she’d said to me. “I wish I could be here for the wedding but Tarik
is having his sixteenth birthday party and I am not leaving a bunch of teenagers alone in my house. Besides, I’d
probably have a heart attack watching you or anybody else walk down an aisle in white. Come to think of it, I
can’t even remember the last time I went to a wedding.”
“Me either,” I said.
“I know you’re gonna try to get pregnant in a hurry, right?” she asked, holding out her wrist with the watch on
it.
I tried to smile.
“I’m going to work on it,” I said.
“Well, who knows?” Gloria said, laughing. “Maybe one day you’ll be coming to my wedding. We may both be
in wheelchairs, but you never know.”
“I’ll be there,” I said.
*
All Richard said when he saw the gifts was, “What are we going to do with all this stuff? Where are we going
to put it?”
“It depends on where we’re going to live,” I said, which we hadn’t even talked about. My condo was big
engugh and so was his apartment.
“It doesn’t matter to me, but I think we should wait a while before buying a house. A house is a big investment,
you know. Thirty years.” He gave me a quick 1ook.
“Are you getting cold feet?” I blurted out.
“No, I’m not getting cold feet. It’s just that in two weeks we’re going to be man and wife, and it takes a little
getting used to the idea, that’s all.”
“Are you having doubts about the idea of it?”
“No.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m sure,” he said.
*
I didn’t stop bleeding, so I took some vacation time to relax and finish my dress. I worked on it day and night
and was doing all the beadwork by hand. My mother was spending all her free time at my place trying to make
sure everything was happening on schedule. A week before the Big Day I was trying on my gown for the
hundredth time when the phone rang. I thought it might be Richard, since he hadn’t called me in almost fortyeight hours, and when I finally called him and left a message, he still hadn’t returned my call. My father said this
was normal.
“Hello,” I said.
“I think you should talk to Richard.” It was his mother.
“About what?” I asked.
“He’s not feeling very well,” was all she said.
“What’s wrong with him?”
“I don’t know for sure. I think it’s his stomach.”
“Is he sick?”
“I don’t know. Call him.”
“I did call him but he hasn’t returned my call.”
“Keep trying,” she said.
So I called him at work, but his secretary said he wasn’t there. I called him at home and he wasn’t there either,
so I left another message and for the next three hours I was a wreck, waiting to hear from him. I knew something
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was wrong.
I gave myself a facial, a manicure, and a pedicure and watched Oprah Winfrey while I waited by the phone. It
didn’t ring. My mother was downstairs hemming one of the bridesmaid’s dresses. I went down to get myself a
glass of wine.
“How you feeling, Marilyn Monroe?” she asked.
“What do you mean, how am I feeling? I’m feeling fine.”
“All I meant was you awful lucky with no morning sickness or anything, but I must say, hormones changing
because you getting awfully irritating.”
“I’m sorry, Ma.”
“It’s okay. I had jitters too.”
I went back upstairs and closed my bedroom door, then went into my bathroom. I put the wineglass on the side
of the bathtub and decided to take a bubble bath in spite of the bleeding. I must have poured half a bottle of
Secreti in. The water was too hot but I got in anyway. Call, dammit, call. Just then the phone rang and scared me
half to death. I was hyperventilating and couldn’t say much except, “Hold on a minute,” while I caught my breath.
“Marilyn?” Richard was saying. “Marilyn?” But before I had a chance to answer he blurted out what must
have been on his mind all along.
“Please don’t be mad at me, but I can’t do this. I’m not ready. I wanted to do the right thing, but I’m only
twenty-nine years old. I’ve got my whole life ahead of me. I’m not ready be a father yet. I’m not ready to be
anybody’s husband either, and I’m scared. Everything is happening too fast. I know you think I’m being a coward,
and you’re probably right. But I’ve been having nightmares, Marilyn. Do you hear me, nightmares about being
imprisoned. I haven’t been able to sleep through the night. I doze off and wake up dripping wet. And my stomach.
It’s in knots. Believe me, Marilyn, it’s not that I don’t love you because I do. It’s not that I don’t care about the
baby, because I do. I just can’t do this right now. I can’t make this kind of commitment right now. I’m sorry.
Marilyn? Marilyn, are you still there?”
I dropped the portable phone in the bathtub and got out. My mother heard me screaming and came tearing into
the room.
“What happened?”
I was dripping wet and ripping the pearls off my dress but somehow I managed to tell her.
“He come to his senses,” she said. “This happen a lot. He just got cold feet, but give him day or two. He not
mean it.”
*
Three days went by and he didn’t call. My mother stayed with me and did everything she could to console me,
but by that time I’d already flushed the ring down the toilet.
“I hope you don’t lose baby behind this,” she said.
“I’ve already lost the baby,” I said.
“What?”
“A month ago.”
Her mouth was wide open. She found the sofa with her hand and sat down.
“Marilyn,” she said and let out an exasperated sigh.
“I couldn’t tell anybody.”
“Why not tell somebody? Why not me, your mother?”
“Because I was too scared.”
“Scared of what?”
“That Richard might change his mind.”
“Man love you, dead baby not change his mind.”
“I was going to tell him after we got married.”
“I not raise you to be dishonest.”
“No man in the world worth lying about something likje this. How could you?”
“I don’t know.”
“I told you it backfire, didn’t I?”
*
For weeks I couldn’t eat or sleep. At first, all I did was think about what was wrong with me. I was too old. For
him. No. He didn’t care about my age. It was the gap in my teeth, or my slight overbite, from all those years I
used to suck my thumb. But he never mentioned anything about it and I was really the only one who seemed to
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notice. I was flat-chested. I had cellulite. My ass was square instead of round. I wasn’t exciting as I used to be in
bed. No. I was still good in bed, that much I did know. I couldn’t cook. I was a terrible housekeeper. That was it.
If you couldn’t cook and keep a clean house, what kind of wife would you make?
I had to make myself stop thinking about my infinite flaws, so I started quilting again. I was astonished at how
radiant the colors were that I was choosing, how unconventional and wild the patterns were. Without even
realizing it, I was fusing Japanese and African motifs and was quite excited by the results. My mother was
worried about me, even though I had actually stopped bleeding for two whole weeks. Under the circumstances,
she thought that my obsession with quilting was not normal, so she forced me to go to the doctor. He gave me
some kind of an antidepressant, which I refused to take. I told him I was not depressed, I was simply hurt.
Besides, a pill wasn’t any antidote or consolation for heartache.
I began to patronize just about every fabric store in downtown Los Angeles, and while I listened to the
humming of my machine, and concentrated on designs that I couldn’t believe I was creating, it occurred to me
that I wasn’t suffering from heartache at all. I actually felt this incredible sense of relief. As if I didn’t have to
anticipate anything else happening that was outside of my control. And when I did grieve, it was always because I
had lost a child, not a future husband.
*
I also heard my mother all day long on my phone, lying about some tragedy that had happened and apologizing
for any inconvenience it may have caused. And I watched her, bent over at the dining room table, writing
hundreds of thank-you notes to the people she was returning gifts to. She even signed my name. My father wanted
to kill Richard.
“He was too young, and he wasn’t good enough for you anyway,” he said. “This is really a blessing in
disguise.”
I took a leave of absence from my job because there was no way in hell I could face those people, and the
thought of looking at Richard infuriated me. I was not angry at him for not marrying me, I was angry at him for
not being honest, for the way he handled it all. He even had the nerve to come over without calling. I had opened
the door but wouldn’t let him inside. He was nothing but a little pipsqueak. A handsome, five-foot-seven-inch
pipsqueak.
“Marilyn, look, we need to talk.”
“About what?”
“Us. The baby.”
“There is no baby.”
“What do you mean, there’s no baby?”
“It died.”
“You mean you got rid of it?”
“No, I lost it.”
“I’m sorry, Marilyn,” he said and put his head down. How touching, I thought. “This is all my fault.”
“It’s not your fault, Richard.”
“Look. Can I come in?”
“For what?”
“I want to talk. I need to talk to you.”
“About what?”
“About us.”
“Us?”
“Yes, us. I don’t want it to be over between us. I just need more time, that’s all.”
“Time for what?”
“To make sure this is what I want to do.”
“Take all the time you need,” I said and slammed the door in his face. He rang the buzzer again, but I just told
him to get lost and leave me alone.
I went upstairs and sat at my sewing machine. I turned the light on, then picked up a piece of purple and terracotta cloth. I slid it under the pressure foot and dropped it. I pressed down on the pedal and watched the needle
zigzag. The stitches were too loose so I tightened the tension.
Richard is going to be the last in a series of mistakes I’ve made when it comes to picking a man. I’ve picked
the wrong one too many times, like a bad habit that’s too hard to break. I haven’t had the best of luck when it
comes to keeping them either, and to be honest, Richard was the one who lasted the longest.
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When I got to the end of the fabric, I pulled the top and bobbin threads together and cut them on the thread
cutter. Then I bent down and picked up two different pieces. They were black and purple.
I always want what I can’t have or what I’m not supposed to have. So what did I do? Created a pattern of
choosing men that I knew would be a challenge. Richard’s was his age. But the others—all of them from Alex to
William—were all afraid of something: namely, committing to one woman. All I wanted to do was seduce them
hard enough—emotionally, mentally, and physically—so they wouldn’t even be aware that they were committing
to anything. I just wanted them to crave me, and no one else but me. I wanted to be their healthiest addiction. But
it was a lot harder to do than I thought. What I found out was that men are a hard nut to crack.
But some of them weren’t. When I was in my late twenties, early thirties—before I got serious and realized I
wanted a long-term relationship—I’d had at least twenty different men fall in love with me, but of course these
were the ones I didn't want. They were the ones who after a few dates or one rousing night in bed, ordained
themselves my “man” or were too quick to want to marry me, and even some considered me their "property:'
When it was clear that I was dealing with a different species of man, a hungry element, before I got in too deep,
I'd tell them almost immediately that I hope they wouldn't mind my being bisexual or my being unfaithful because
I was in no hurry to settle down with one man, or that I had a tendency of always falling for my man's friends.
Could they tolerate that? I even went so far as to tell them that I hoped having herpes wouldn't cause a problem,
that I wasn't really all that trustworthy because I was a habitual liar, and that if they wanted the whole truth they
should find themselves another woman. I told them that I didn’t even think I was good enough for them, and they
should do themselves a favor, find a woman who’s truly worthy of having such a terrific man.
I had it down to a science, but by the time I met Richard, I was tired of lying and conniving. I was sick of the
games. I was whipped, really, and allowed myself to relax and be vulnerable because I knew I was getting old.
*
When Gloria called to see how my honeymoon went, I told her the truth about everything. She couldn’t believe
it.
“Well, I thought I’d heard ’em all, but this one takes the cake. How you holding up?”
“I’m hanging in there.”
“This is what makes you want to castrate a man.”
“Not really, Gloria.”
“I know. But you know what I mean. Some of them have a lot of nerve, I swear they do. But really, Marilyn,
how are you feeling for real, baby?”
“I’m getting my period every other week, but I’m quilting again, which is a good sign.”
“First of all, take your behind back to that doctor and find out why you’re still bleeding like this. And, honey,
making quilts is no consolation for a broken heart. It sounds like you could use some Rand R. Why don’t you
come visit me for a few days?”
I looked around my room, which had piles and piles of cloth and half-sewn quilts, from where I’d changed my
mind. Hundreds of different-colored threads were all over the carpet, and the satin stitch I was trying out wasn’t
giving me the effect I thought it would. I could use a break, I thought I could.
“You know what?” I said. “I think I will.”
“Good, and bring me one of those tacky quilts. I don’t have anything to snuggle up with in the winter, and
contrary to popular belief, it does get cold here come December.”
*
I liked Phoenix and Tempe, but I fell in love with Scottsdale. Not only was it beautiful but I couldn’t believe
how inexpensive it was to live in the entire area, which was all referred to as the Valley. I have to thank Gloria for
being such a lifesaver. She took me to her beauty salon and gave me a whole new look. She chopped off my hair,
and one of the guys in her shop showed me how to put on my makeup in a way that would further enhance what
assets he insisted I had.
We drove to Tucson, to Canyon Ranch for what started out as a simple Spa Renewal Day. But we ended up
spending three glorious days and had the works. I had an herbal wrap, where they wrapped my entire body in hot
thin linen that had been steamed. Then they rolled me up in flannel blankets and put a cold washcloth on my
forehead. I sweated in the dark for a half hour. Gloria didn’t do this because she said she was claustrophobic and
didn’t want to be wrapped up in anything where she couldn’t move. I had a deep-muscle and shiatsu massage on
two different days.
We steamed. We Jacuzzied. We both had a mud facial, and then this thing called aromatherapy—where they
put distilled essences from flowers and herbs on your face and you look like a different person when they finish.
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On the last day, we got this Persian Body Polish where they actually buffed our skin with crushed pearl creams,
sprayed us with some kind of herbal spray, then used an electric brush to make us tingle. We had our hands and
feet moisturized and put in heated gloves and booties, and by the time we left, we couldn’t believe we were the
same women.
In Phoenix, Gloria took me to yet another resort where we listened to live music. We went to see a stupid
movie and I actually laughed. Then we went on a two-day shopping spree and I charged whatever I felt like. I
even bought her son a pair of eighty-dollar sneakers, and I’d only seen him twice in my life.
I felt like I’d gotten my spirit back, so when I got home, I told my parents I’d had it with the smog, the traffic,
the gangs, and L.A. in general. My mother said, “You cannot run from heartache,” but I told her I wasn’t running
from anything. I put my condo on the market, and in less than a month it sold for four times what I paid for it. I
moved in with my mother and father, asked for a job transfer for health reasons, and when it came through, three
months later, I moved to Scottsdale.
The town house I bought feels like a house. It’s twice the size of the one I had and cost less than half of what I
originally spent. My complex is pretty standard for Scottsdale. It has two pools and four tennis courts. It also has
vaulted ceilings, wall-to-wall carpet, two fireplaces, and a garden bathtub with a Jacuzzi in it. The kitchen has an
island in the center and I’ve got a l80-degree view of Phoenix and mountains. It also has three bedrooms. One I
sleep in, one I use for sewing, and the other is for guests.
I made close to forty thousand dollars after I sold my condo, so I sent four to my parents because the money
they’d put down for the wedding was nonrefundable. They really couldn’t afford that kind of loss. The rest I put in
an IRA and CDs until I could figure out something better to do with it.
I hated my new job. I had to accept a lower-level position and less money, which didn’t bother me all that
much at first. The office, however, was much smaller and full of rednecks who couldn’t stand the thought of a
black woman working over them. I was combing the classifieds, looking for a comparable job, but the job market
in Phoenix is nothing close to what it is in L.A.
But thank God Gloria’s got a big mouth. She’d been boasting to all of her clients about my quilts, had even
hung the one I’d given her on the wall at the shop, and the next thing I know I’m getting so many orders I
couldn’t keep up with them. That’s when she asked me why didn’t I consider opening my own shop? That never
would’ve occurred to me, but what did I have to lose?
She introduced me to Bernadine, a friend of hers who was an accountant. Bernadine in turn introduced me to a
good lawyer, and he helped me draw up all the papers. Over the next four months, she helped me devise what
turned out to be a strong marketing and advertising plan. I rented an 800-square-foot space in the same shopping
center where Gloria’s shop is, and opened Quiltworks, Etc.
It wasn’t long before I realized I needed to get some help, so I hired two seamstresses. They took a lot of the
strain off of me, and I was able to take some jewelry-making classes and even started selling small pieces in the
shop. Gloria gave me this tacky T-shirt for my thirty-ninth birthday, which gave me the idea to experiment with
making them. Because I go overboard in everything I do, I went out and spent a fortune on every color of metallic
and acrylic fabric paint they made. I bought one hundred 100-percent cotton heavy-duty men’s T-shirts and
discovered other uses for sponges, plastic, spray bottles, rolling pins, lace, and even old envelopes. I was having a
great time because I’d never felt this kind of excitement and gratification doing anything until now.
*
I’d been living here a year when I found out that Richard had married another woman who worked in our
office. I wanted to hate him, but I didn’t. I wanted to be angry, but I wasn’t. I didn’t feel anything toward him, but
I sent him a quilt and a wedding card to congratulate him, just because.
To be honest, I’ve been so busy with my shop, I haven’t even thought about men. I don’t even miss having sex
unless I really just think about it. My libido must be evaporating, because when I do think about it, I just make
quilts or jewelry or paint T-shirts and the feeling goes away. Some of my best ideas come at these moments.
Basically, I’m doing everything I can to make Marilyn feel good. And at thirty-nine years old my body needs
tightening, so I joined a health club and started working out three to four times a week. Once in a while, I babysit
for Bernadine, and it breaks my heart when I think about the fact that I don’t have a child of my own. Sometimes,
Gloria and I go out to hear some music. I frequent most of the major art galleries, go to just about every football
and basketball game at Arizona State, and see at least one movie a week.
I am rarely bored. Which is why I’ve decided that at this point in my life, I really don’t care if I ever get
married. I’ve learned that I don’t need a man in order to survive, that a man is nothing but an intrusion, and they
require too much energy. I don’t think they’re worth it. Besides, they have too much power, and from what I’ve
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seen, they always seem to abuse it. The one thing I do have is power over my own life. I like it this way, and I’m
not about to give it up for something that may not last.
The one thing I do want is to have a baby. Someone I could love who would love me back with no strings
attached. But at thirty-nine, I know my days are numbered. I’d be willing to do it alone, if that’s the only way I
can have one. But right now, my life is almost full. It’s fun, it’s secure, and it’s safe. About the only thing I’m
concerned about these days is whether or not it’s time to branch out into leather.
*MINNESOTA*
149.16 1. The War Maiden 2. The Singing Spirit: Two Short Stories\fn{by Ohiyesa aka Charles Alexander Eastman
(1858-1938)} “near Redwood Falls,” Redwood County, Minnesota, U.S.A. (M) 7
1
The old man, Smoky Day, was for many years the best known storyteller and historian of his tribe. He it was
who told me the story of the War Maiden. In the old days it was unusual but not unheard of for a woman to go
upon the war-path—perhaps a young girl, the last of her line, or a widow whose well-loved husband had fallen on
the field—and there could be no greater incentive to feats of desperate daring on the part of the warriors.
“A long time ago,” said old Smoky Day, “the Unkpapa and the Cut-Head bands of Sioux united their camps
upon a vast prairie east of the Minnie Wakan (now called Devil’s Lake). It was midsummer, and the people shared
in the happiness of every living thing. We had food in abundance, for bison in countless numbers overspread the
plain.
“The tipi village was laid out in two great rings, and all was in readiness for the midsummer entertainments.
There were ball games, feasts, and dances every day and late into the night. You have heard of the festivities of
those days; there are none like them now,” said the old man, and he sighed heavily as he laid down the red pipe
which was to be passed from hand to hand during the recital.
“The head chief of the Unkpapas then was Tamakoche (His-country). He was in his time a notable warrior, a
hunter, and a feast-maker, much beloved by his people. He was the father of three sons, but he was so anxious to
make them warriors of great reputation that they had all, despising danger, been killed in battle.
“The chief had also a very pretty daughter, whose name was Makatah. Since all his sons were slain he had
placed his affections solely upon the girl, and she grew up listening to the praises of the brave deeds of her
brothers, which her father never tired of chanting when they were together in the lodge. At times Makatah was
called upon to dance to the “Strong-heart” songs. Thus even as a child she loved the thought of war, although she
was the prettiest and most modest maiden in the two tribes.
“As she grew into womanhood she became the belle of her father’s village, and her beauty and spirit were
talked of even among the neighboring bands of Sioux. But it appeared that Makatah did not care to marry. She
had only two ambitions. One was to prove to her father that, though only a maid, she had the heart of a warrior.
The other was to visit the graves of her brothers—that is, the country of the enemy.
“At this pleasant reunion of two kindred peoples one of the principal events was the Feast of Virgins, given by
Makatah. All young maidens of virtue and good repute were invited to be present, but woe to her who should dare
to pollute the sacred feast! If her right to be there were challenged by any it meant a public disgrace. The two
arrows and the red stone upon which the virgins took their oath of chastity were especially prepared for the
occasion. Every girl was beautifully dressed, for at that time the white doeskin gowns, with a profusion of fringes
and colored embroidery, were the gala attire of the Sioux maidens. Red paint was added, and ornaments of furs
and wampum.
“Many youths eagerly surveyed the maiden gathering, at which the daughter of Tamakoche outshone all the
rest. Several eligible warriors now pressed their suits at the chieftain’s lodge, and among them were one or two
whom he would have gladly called son-in-law; but no! Makatah would not listen to words of courtship. She had
vowed, she said, to the spirits of her three brothers—each of whom fell in the country of the Crows—that she
would see that country before she became a wife.
“Red Horn, who was something of a leader among the young men, was a persistent and determined suitor. He
had urged every influential friend of his and hers to persuade her to listen to him. His presents were more valuable
than those of anyone else. He even made use of his father’s position as a leading chief of the Cut-Head band to
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force a decision in his favor; and while the maiden remained indifferent her father seemed inclined to countenance
this young man’s pretensions.
“She had many other lovers, as I have said,” the old man added, “and among them was one Little Eagle, an
orphan and a poor young man, unknown and unproved as a warrior. He was so insignificant that nobody thought
much about him, and if Makatah regarded him with any favor the matter was her secret, for it is certain that she
did not openly encourage him.
“One day it was reported in the village that their neighbors, the Cut-Head Sioux, would organize a great attack
upon the Crows at the mouth of the Redwater, a tributary of the Missouri. Makatah immediately inquired of her
male cousins whether any of them expected to join the war-party.
“‘Three of us will go,’ they replied.
“‘Then,’ said the girl, ‘I beg that you will allow me to go with you! I have a good horse, and I shall not
handicap you in battle. I only ask your protection in camp as your kinswoman and a maid of the war-party.’
“‘If our uncle Tamakoche sanctions your going,’ they replied, ‘we shall be proud to have our cousin with us, to
inspire us to brave deeds!’
“The maiden now sought her father and asked his permission to accompany the war-party.
“‘I wish,’ said she, ‘to visit the graves of my brothers! I shall carry with me their war-bonnets and their
weapons, to give to certain young men on the eve of battle, according to the ancient custom. Long ago I resolved
to do this, and the time is now come.’
“The chief was at this time well advanced in years, and had been sitting quite alone in his lodge, thinking upon
the days of his youth, when he was noted for daring and success in battle. In silence he listened as he filled his
pipe, and seemed to meditate while he smoked the fragrant tobacco. At last he spoke with tears in his eyes.
“‘Daughter, I am an old man! My heart beats in my throat, and my old eyes cannot keep back the tears. My
three sons, on whom I had placed all my hopes, are gone to a far country! You are the only child left to my old
age, and you, too, are brave—as brave as any of your brothers. If you go I fear that you may not return to me; yet
I cannot refuse you my permission!’
“The old man began to chant a war song, and some of his people, hearing him, came in to learn what was in his
mind. He told them all, and immediately many young men volunteered for the war-party, in order to have the
honor of going with the daughter of their chief.
“Several of Makatah’s suitors were among them, and each watched eagerly for an opportunity to ride at her
side. At night she pitched her little tipi within the circle of her cousins’ campfires, and there she slept without fear.
Courteous youths brought to her every morning and evening fresh venison for her repast. Yet there was no
courting, for all attentions paid to a maiden when on the war-path must be those of a brother to a sister, and all
must be equally received by her.
“Two days later, when the two parties of Sioux met on the plains, the maiden’s presence was heralded
throughout the camp, as an inspiration to the young and untried warriors of both bands to distinguish themselves
in the field. It is true that some of the older men considered it unwise to allow Makatah to accompany the warparty.
“‘The girl,’ said they to one another, ‘is very ambitious as well as brave. She will surely risk her own life in
battle, which will make the young men desperate, and we shall lose many of them!’
“Nevertheless they loved her and her father; therefore they did not protest openly.
“On the third day the Sioux scouts returned with the word that the Crows were camping, as had been supposed,
at the confluence of the Redwater and the Missouri rivers. It was a great camp. All the Crow tribe were there, they
said, with their thousands of fine horses.
“There was excitement in the Sioux camp, and all of the head men immediately met in council. It was
determined to make the attack early on the following morning, just as the sun came over the hills. The councilors
agreed that in honor of the great chief, her father, as well as in recognition of her own courage, Makatah should be
permitted to lead the charge at the outset, but that she must drop behind as they neared the enemy. The maiden,
who had one of the fleetest ponies in that part of the country, had no intention of falling back, but she did not tell
anyone what was in her mind.
“That evening every warrior sang his war song, and announced the particular war charm or ‘medicine’ of his
clan, according to the custom. The youths were vying with one another in brave tales of what they would do on
the morrow. The voice of Red Horn was loud among the boasters, for he was known to be a vain youth, although
truly not without reputation. Little Eagle, who was also of the company, remained modestly silent, as indeed
became one without experience in the field. In the midst of the clamor there fell a silence.
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“‘Hush! Hush!’ they whispered. ‘Look, look! The War Maiden comes!’
“All eyes were turned upon Makatah, who rode her fine buckskin steed with a single lariat. He held his head
proudly, and his saddle was heavy with fringes and gay with colored embroidery. The maiden was attired in her
best and wore her own father’s war-bonnet, while she carried in her hands two which had belonged to two of her
dead brothers. Singing in a clear voice the songs of her clan, she completed the circle, according to custom, before
she singled out one of the young braves for special honor by giving him the bonnet which she held in her right
hand. She then crossed over to the Cut-Heads, and presented the other bonnet to one of their young men. She was
very handsome; even the old men’s blood was stirred by her brave appearance!
“At daybreak the two war-parties of the Sioux, mounted on their best horses, stood side by side, ready for the
word to charge. All of the warriors were painted for the battle—prepared for death—their nearly nude bodies
decorated with their individual war-totems. Their well-filled quivers were fastened to their sides, and each tightly
grasped his oaken bow.
“The young man with the finest voice had been chosen to give the signal—a single high-pitched yell. This was
an imitation of the one long howl of the gray wolf before he makes the attack. It was an ancient custom of our
people.
“‘Woo-o-o-o!’—at last it came! As the sound ceased a shrill war whoop from five hundred throats burst forth
in chorus, and at the same instant Makatah, upon her splendid buckskin pony, shot far out upon the plain, like an
arrow as it leaves the bow. It was a glorious sight! No man has ever looked upon the like again!”
The eyes of the old man sparkled as he spoke, and his bent shoulders straightened.
“The white doeskin gown of the War Maiden,” he continued, “was trimmed with elk’s teeth and tails of
ermine. Her long black hair hung loose, bound only with a strip of otter skin, and with her eagle-feather warbonnet floated far behind. In her hand she held a long coup-staff decorated with eagle feathers. Thus she went
forth in advance of them all!
“War cries of men and screams of terrified women and children were borne upon the clear morning air as our
warriors neared the Crow camp. The charge was made over a wide plain, and the Crows came yelling from their
lodges, fully armed, to meet the attacking party. In spite of the surprise they easily held their own, and even began
to press us hard, as their number was much greater than that of the Sioux.
“The fight was a long and hard one. Toward the end of the day the enemy made a countercharge. By that time
many of our ponies had fallen or were exhausted. The Sioux retreated, and the slaughter was great. The Cut-Heads
fled womanlike, but the people of Tamakoche fought gallantly to the very last.
“Makatah remained with her father’s people. Many cried out to her, ‘Go back! Go back!’ but she paid no
attention. She carried no weapon throughout the day—nothing but her coup-staff—but by her presence and her
cries of encouragement or praise she urged on the men to deeds of desperate valor.
“Finally, however, the Sioux braves were hotly pursued and the retreat became general. Now at last Makatah
tried to follow, but her pony was tired, and the maiden fell farther and farther behind. Many of her lovers passed
her silently, intent upon saving their own lives. Only a few still remained behind, fighting desperately to cover the
retreat, when Red Horn came up with the girl. His pony was still fresh. He might have put her up behind him and
carried her to safety, but he did not even look at her as he galloped by.
“Makatah did not call out, but she could not help looking after him. He had declared his love for her more
loudly than any of the others, and she now gave herself up to die.
“Presently another overtook the maiden. It was Little Eagle, unhurt and smiling.
“‘Take my horse!’ he said to her. ‘I shall remain here and fight!’
“The maiden looked at him and shook her head, but he sprang off and lifted her upon his horse. He struck him
a smart blow upon the flank that sent him at full speed in the direction of the Sioux encampment. Then he seized
the exhausted buckskin by the lariat, and turned back to join the rear guard.
“That little group still withstood in some fashion the all but irresistible onset of the Crows. When their
comrade came back to them, leading the War Maiden’s pony, they were inspired to fresh endeavor, and though
few in numbers they made a countercharge with such fury that the Crows in their turn were forced to retreat!
“The Sioux got fresh mounts and returned to the field, and by sunset the day was won! Little Eagle was among
the first who rode straight through the Crow camp, causing terror and consternation. It was afterward remembered
that he looked unlike his former self and was scarcely recognized by the warriors for the modest youth they had
so little regarded.
“It was this famous battle which drove that warlike nation, the Crows, to go away from the Missouri and to
make their home up the Yellowstone River and in the Bighorn country. But many of our men fell, and among
409

them the brave Little Eagle!
“The sun was almost over the hills when the Sioux gathered about their campfires, recounting the honors won
in battle, and naming the brave dead. Then came the singing of dirges and weeping for the slain! The sadness of
loss was mingled with exultation.
“Hush! Listen! The singing and wailing have ceased suddenly at both camps. There is one voice coming
around the circle of campfires. It is the voice of a woman! Stripped of all her ornaments, her dress shorn of its
fringes, her ankles bare, her hair cropped close to her neck, leading a pony with mane and tail cut short, she is
mourning as widows mourn. It is Makatah!
“Publicly, with many tears, she declared herself the widow of the brave Little Eagle, although she had never
been his wife! He it was, she said with truth, who had saved her people’s honor and her life at the cost of his own.
He was a true man!
“‘Ho, ho!’ was the response from many of the old warriors; but the young men, the lovers of Makatah, were
surprised and sat in silence.
“The War Maiden lived to be a very old woman, but she remained true to her vow. She never accepted a
husband; and all her lifetime she was known as the widow of the brave Little Eagle.”
2
“Ho my steed, we must climb one more hill! My reputation depends upon my report!”
Anookasan addressed his pony as if he were a human companion, urged on like himself by human need and
human ambition. And yet in his heart he had very little hope of sighting any buffalo in that region at just that time
of the year.
The Yankton Sioux were ordinarily the most farsighted of their people in selecting a winter camp, but this year
the late fall had caught them rather far east of the Missouri bottoms, their favorite camping ground. The upper Jim
River, called by the Sioux the River of Gray Woods, was usually bare of large game at that season. Their store of
jerked buffalo meat did not hold out as they had hoped, and by March it became an urgent necessity to send out
scouts for buffalo.
The old men at the tiyo tipi\fn{Council lodge.} held a long council. It was decided to select ten of their bravest
and hardiest young men to explore the country within three days’ journey of their camp.
“Anookasan, uyeyo-o-o, woo, woo!”
Thus the ten men were summoned to the council lodge early in the evening to receive their commission.
Anookasan was the first called and first to cross the circle of the tipis. A young man of some thirty years, of the
original Native type, his massive form was wrapped in a fine buffalo robe with the hair inside. He wore a stately
eagle feather in his scalp-lock, but no paint about his face.
As he entered the lodge all the inmates greeted him with marked respect, and he was given the place of honor.
When all were seated the great drum was struck and a song sung by four deep-chested men. This was the prelude
to a peculiar ceremony.
A large red pipe, which had been filled and laid carefully upon the central hearth, was now taken up by an old
man, whose face was painted red. First he held it to the ground with the words:
“Great Mother, partake of this!” Then he held it toward the sky, saying:
“Great Father, smoke this!”
Finally he lighted it, took four puffs, pointing it to the four corners of the earth in turn, and lastly presented it to
Anookasan. This was the oath of office, administered by the chief of the council lodge. The other nine were
similarly commissioned, and all accepted the appointment.
It was no light task that was thus religiously enjoined upon these ten men. It meant at the least several days and
nights of wandering in search of signs of the wily buffalo. It was a public duty, and a personal one as well; one
that must involve untold hardship; and if overtaken by storm the messengers were in peril of death!
Anookasan returned to his tipi with some misgiving. His old charger, which had so often carried him to
victory, was not so strong as he had been in his prime. As his master approached the lodge the old horse
welcomed him with a gentle whinny. He was always tethered near by, ready for any emergency.
“Ah, Wakan! We are once more called upon to do duty! We shall set out before daybreak.”
As he spoke, he pushed nearer a few strips of the poplar bark, which was oats to the Indian pony of the olden
time.
Anookasan had his extra pair of buffalo-skin moccasins with the hair inside, and his scanty provisions of dried
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meat neatly done up in a small packet and fastened to his saddle. With his companions he started northward, up
the River of the Gray Woods, five on the east side and a like number on the west.
The party had separated each morning, so as to cover as much ground as possible, having agreed to return at
night to the river. It was now the third day; their food was all but gone, their steeds much worn, and the signs
seemed to indicate a storm. Yet the hunger of their friends and their own pride impelled them to persist, for out of
many young men they had been chosen, therefore they must prove themselves equal to the occasion.
The sun, now well toward the western horizon, cast over snow-covered plains a purplish light. No living
creature was in sight and the quest seemed hopeless, but Anookasan was not one to accept defeat.
“There may be an outlook from yonder hill which will turn failure into success,” he thought, as he dug his
heels into the sides of his faithful nag. At the same time he started a “Strong-heart” song to keep his courage up!
At the summit of the ascent he paused and gazed steadily before him. At the foot of the next coteau he beheld a
strip of black. He strained his eyes to look, for the sun had already set behind the hilltops. It was a great herd of
buffalo, he thought, which was grazing on the foothills. “Hi, hi, uncheedah! Hi, hi, tunkasheedah!” he was about
to exclaim in gratitude, when, looking more closely, he discovered his mistake. The dark patch was only timber.
His horse could not carry him any farther, so he got off and ran behind him toward the river. At dusk he hailed his
compamons.
“Ho, what success?” one cried.
“Not a sign of even a lone bull,” replied another.
“Yet I saw a gray wolf going north this evening. His direction is propitious,” remarked Anookasan, as he led
the others down the slope and into the heavy timber. The river just here made a sharp turn, forming a densely
wooded semicircle, in the shelter of a high bluff.
The braves were all downhearted because of their ill-luck, and only the sanguine spirit of Anookasan kept them
from utter discouragement. Their slight repast had been taken and each man had provided himself with abundance
of dry grass and twigs for a bed. They had built a temporary wigwam of the same material, in the center of which
there was a generous fire. Each man stretched himself out upon his robe in the glow of it. Anookasan filled the red
pipe, and, having lighted it, he took one or two hasty puffs and held it up to the moon, which was scarcely visible
behind the cold clouds.
“Great Mother, partake of this smoke! May I eat meat tomorrow!” he exclaimed with solemnity. Having
uttered this prayer, he handed the pipe to the man nearest him. For a time they all smoked in silence, then came a
distant call.
“Ah, it is Shunkmanito, the wolf! There is something cheering in his voice tonight,” declared Anookasan.
“Yes, I am sure he is telling us not to be discouraged. You know that the wolf is one of our best friends in trouble.
Many a one has been guided back to his home by him in a blizzard, or led to game when in desperate need. My
friends, let us not turn back in the morning; let us go north one more day!”
No one answered immediately, and again silence reigned, while one by one they pulled the reluctant whiffs of
smoke through the long stem of the calumet.
“What is that?” said one of the men, and all listened intently to catch the delicate sound. They were familiar
with all the noises of the night and voices of the forest, but this was not like any of them.
“It sounds like the song of a mosquito, and one might forget while he listens that this is not midsummer,” said
one.
“I hear also the medicine man’s single drumbeat,” suggested another.
“There is a tradition,” remarked Anookasan, “that many years ago a party of hunters went up the river on a
scout like this of ours. They never returned. Afterward, in the summer, their bones were found near the home of a
strange creature, said to be a little man, but he had hair all over him. The Isantees call him Chanotedah. Our old
men give him the name Oglugechana. This singular being is said to be no larger than a newborn babe. He speaks
an unknown tongue.
“The home of Oglugechana is usually a hollow stump, around which all of the nearest trees are felled by
lightning. There is an open spot in the deep woods wherever he dwells. His weapons are the plumes of various
birds. Great numbers of these variegated feathers are to be found in the deserted lodge of the little man.
“It is told by the old men that Oglugechana has a weird music by which he sometimes bewitches lone travelers.
He leads them hither and thither about his place until they have lost their senses. Then he speaks to them. He may
make of them great war prophets or medicine men, but his commands are hard to fulfill. If anyone sees him and
comes away before he is bewildered, the man dies as soon as he smells the campfire, or when he enters his home
his nearest relative dies suddenly.”
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The warrior who related this legend assumed the air of one who narrates authentic history, and his listeners
appeared to be seriously impressed. What we call the supernatural was as real to them as any part of their lives.
“This thing does not stop to breathe at all. His music seems to go on endlessly,” said one, with considerable
uneasiness.
“It comes from the heavy timber north of us, under the high cliff,” reported a warrior who had stepped outside
of the rude temporary structure to inform himself more clearly of the direction of the sound.
“Anookasan, you are our leader—tell us what we should do! We will follow you. I believe we ought to leave
this spot immediately. This is perhaps the spirit of some dead enemy,” suggested another.
Meanwhile, the red pipe was refilled and sent around the circle to calm their disturbed spirits. When the
calumet returned at last to the one addressed, he took it in a preoccupied manner, and spoke between labored pulls
on the stem.
“I am just like yourselves—nothing more than flesh—with a spirit that is as ready to leave me as water to run
from a punctured water bag! When we think thus, we are awake. Let us rather think upon the brave deeds of our
ancestors! This singing spirit has a gentle voice; I am ready to follow and learn if it be an enemy or no. Let us all
be found together next summer if need be!”
“Ho, ho, ho!” was the full-throated response.
“All put on your war paint,” suggested Anookasan. “Have your knives and arrows ready!”
They did so, and all stole silently through the black forest in the direction of the mysterious sound. Clearer and
clearer it came through the frosty air, but it was a foreign sound to the savage ear. Now it seemed to them almost
like a distant waterfall, then it recalled the low hum of summer insects and the drowsy drone of the bumblebee.
Thump, thump, thump! Was the regular accompaniment.
Nearer and nearer to the cliff they came, deeper into the wild heart of the woods. At last out of the gray,
formless night a dark shape appeared! It looked to them like a huge buffalo bull standing motionless in the forest,
and from his throat there apparently proceeded the thump of the medicine drum, and the song of the beguiling
spirit!
All of a sudden a spark went up into the air. As they continued to approach, there became visible a deep glow
about the middle of the dark object. Whatever it was, they had never heard of anything like it in all their lives!
Anookasan was a little in advance of his companions, and it was he who finally discovered a wall of logs laid
one upon another. Halfway up there seemed to be stretched a parfleche,\fn{Rawhide.} from which a dim light
emanated. He still thought of Oglugechana, who dwells within a hollow tree, and determined to surprise and if
possible to overpower this wonder-working old man.
All now took their knives in their hands and advanced with their leader to the attack upon the log hut.
“Wa-wa-wa-wa, woo, woo!” they cried. Zip, zip! Went the parfleche door and window, and they all rushed in!
There sat a man upon a roughly hewn stool. He was attired in wolfskins and wore a foxskin cap upon his head.
The larger portion of his face was clothed with natural fur. A rudely made cedar fiddle was tucked under his furred
chin. Supporting it with his left hand, he sawed it vigorously with a bow that was not unlike an Indian boy’s
miniature weapon, while his moccasined left foot came down upon the sod floor in time with the music. When the
shrill war whoop came, and the door and window were cut in strips by the knives of the Indians, he did not even
cease playing, but instinctively he closed his eyes, so as not to behold the horror of his own end.
*
It was long ago, upon the rolling prairie south of the Devil’s Lake, that a motley body of hunters gathered near
a mighty herd of the bison, in the Moon of Falling Leaves. These were the first generation of the Canadian mixedbloods, who sprang up in such numbers as to form almost a new people. These semi-wild Americans soon became
a necessity to the Hudson Bay Company, as they were the greatest hunters of bison, and made more use of this
wonderful animal than even their aboriginal ancestors.
A curious race of people this, in their makeup and their customs! Their shaggy black hair was allowed to grow
long, reaching to their broad shoulders, then cut off abruptly, making their heads look like a thatched house. Their
dark faces were in most cases well covered with hair, their teeth large and white, and their eyes usually liquid
black, although occasionally one had a tiger-brown or cold-gray eye. Their costume was a buckskin shirt with
abundance of fringes, buckskin pantaloons with short leggins, a gay sash, and a cap of fox fur. Their arms
consisted of flintlock guns, hatchets, and butcher knives. Their ponies were small but as hardy as themselves.
As these men gathered in the neighborhood of an immense herd of buffalo, they busied themselves in adjusting
the girths of their beautifully beaded pillowlike saddles. Among them there were exceptional riders and hunters. It
was said that few could equal Antoine Michaud in feats of riding into and through the herd. There he stood, all
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alone, the observed of many others. It was his habit to give several Indian yells when the onset began, so as to
ensure a successful hunt.
In this instance, Antoine gave his usual whoops, and when they had almost reached the herd, he lifted his
flintlock over his head and plunged into the black moving mass. With a sound like the distant rumbling of
thunder, those tens of thousands of buffalo hooves were pounding the earth in retreat.
Thus Antoine disappeared! His wild steed dashed into the midst of the vast herd. Fortunately for him, the
animals kept clear of him; but alas!, the gap through which he had entered instantly closed again. He yelled
frantically to secure an outlet, but without effect. He had tied a red bandanna around his head to keep the hair off
his face, and he now took this off and swung it crazily about him to scatter the buffalo, but it availed him nothing.
With such a mighty herd in flight, the speed could not be great; therefore the “Bois Brule” settled himself to
the situation, allowing his pony to canter along slowly to save his strength. It required much tact and presence of
mind to keep an open space, for the few paces of obstruction behind had gradually grown into a mile.
The mighty host moved continually southward, walking and running alternately. As the sun neared the western
horizon, it fired the sky above them, and all the distant hills and prairies were in the glow of it, but im.mediately
about them was a thick cloud of dust, and the ground appeared like a fire-swept plain.
Suddenly Antoine was aware of a tremendous push from behind. The animals smelled the cool water of a
spring which formed a large bog in the midst of the plain. This solitary pond or marsh was a watering place for
the wild animals. All pushed and edged toward it; it was impossible for anyone to withstand the combined
strength of so many.
Antoine and his steed were in imminent danger of being pushed into the mire and trampled upon, but a mere
chance brought them upon solid ground. As they were crowded across the marsh, his pony drank heartily, and he,
for the first time, let go his bridle, put his two palms together for a dipper, and drank greedily of the bitter water.
He had not eaten since early morning, so he now pulled up some bulrushes and ate of the tender bulbs, while the
pony grazed as best he could on the tops of the tall grass.
It was now dark. The night was well-nigh intolerable for Antoine. The buffalo were about him in countless
numbers, regarding him with vicious glances. It was only by reason of the natural offensiveness of man that they
gave him any space. The bellowing of the bulls became general, and there was a marked uneasiness on the part of
the herd. This was a sign of approaching storm, therefore the unfortunate hunter had this additional cause for
anxiety.
Upon the western horizon were seen some flashes of lightning. The cloud which had been a mere speck upon
the horizon had now increased to large proportions. Suddenly the wind came, and lightning flashes became more
frequent, showing the ungainly forms of the animals like strange monsters in the white light. The colossal herd
was again in violent motion. It was a blind rush for shelter, and no heed was paid to buffalo wallows or even deep
gulches. All was in the deepest of darkness. There seemed to be groaning in heaven and earth—millions of hooves
and throats roaring in unison!
As a shipwrecked man clings to a mere fragment of wood, so Antoine, although almost exhausted with fatigue,
still stuck to the back of his equally plucky pony. Death was imminent for them both. As the mad rush continued,
every flash displayed heaps of bison in death struggle under the hooves of their companIons. From time to time
Antoine crossed himself and whispered a prayer to the Virgin, and again he spoke to his horse after the fashion of
an Indian:
“Be brave, be strong, my horse! If we survive this trial, you shall have great honor!”
The stampede continued until they reached the bottom lands, and, like a rushing stream, their course was
turned aside by the steep bank of a creek or small river. Then they moved more slowly in wide sweeps or circles,
until the storm ceased, and the exhausted hunter, still in his saddle, took some snatches of sleep.
When he awoke and looked about him again it was morning. The herd had entered the strip of timber which
lay on both sides of the river, and it was here that Antoine conceived his first distinct hope of saving himself.
“Waw, waw, waw!” was the hoarse cry that came to his ears, apparently from a human being in distress.
Antoine strained his eyes and craned his neck to see who it could be. Through an opening in the branches ahead
he perceived a large grizzly bear, lying along an inclined limb and hugging it desperately to maintain his position.
The herd had now thoroughly pervaded the timber, and the bear was likewise hemmed in. He had taken to his
unaccustomed refuge after making a brave stand against several bulls, one of which lay dead near by, while he
himself was bleeding from many wounds.
Antoine had been assiduously looking for a friendly tree, by means of which he hoped to effect his escape
from captivity by the army of bison. His horse, by chance, made his way directly under the very box elder that
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was sustaining the bear and there was a convenient branch just within his reach. The Bois Brule was not then in an
aggressive mood, and he saw at a glance that the occupant of the tree would not interfere with him. They were, in
fact, companions in distress. Antoine tried to give a war whoop as he sprang desperately from the pony’s back and
seized the cross limb with both his hands.
The hunter dangled in the air for a minute that to him seemed a year. Then he gathered up all the strength that
was in him, and with one grand effort he pulled himself up on the limb. If he had failed in this, he would have
fallen to the ground under the hooves of the buffalo, and [been] at their mercy.
After he had adjusted his seat as comfortably as he could, Antoine surveyed the situation. He had at least
escaped from sudden and certain death. It grieved him that he had been forced to abandon his horse, and he had
no idea how far he had come nor any means of returning to his friends, who had, no doubt, given him up for lost.
His immediate needs were rest and food.
Accordingly he selected a fat cow and emptied into her sides one barrel of his gun, which had been slung
across his chest. He went on shooting until he had killed many fat cows, greatly to the discomfiture of his
neighbor, the bear, while the bison vainly struggled among themselves to keep the fatal spot clear.
By the middle of the afternoon the main body of the herd had passed, and Antoine was sure that his captivity
had at last come to an end. Then he swung himself from his limb to the ground, and walked stiffly to the carcass
of the nearest cow, which he dressed and prepared himself a meal. But first he took a piece of liver on a long pole
to the bear!
Antoine finally decided to settle in the recesses of the heavy timber for the winter, as he was on foot and alone,
and not able to travel any great distance. He jerked the meat of all the animals he had killed, and prepared their
skins for bedding and clothing. The Bois Brule and Ami, as he called the bear, soon became necessary to one
another. The former considered the bear very good company, and the latter had learned that man’s business, after
all, is not to kill every animal he meets. He had been fed and kindly treated, when helpless from his wounds, and
this he could not forget.
Antoine was soon busy erecting a small log hut, while the other partner kept a sharp lookout, and, after his
hurts were healed, often brought in some small game. The two had a perfect understanding without many words;
at least, the speech was all upon one side! In his leisure moments Antoine had occupied himself with whittling out
a rude fiddle of cedarwood, strung with the guts of a wild cat that he had killed. Every evening that winter he
would sit down after supper and play all the old familiar pieces, varied with improvisations of his own. At first,
the music and the incessant pounding time with his foot annoyed the bear. At times, too, the Canadian would call
out the figures for the dance.
All this Ami became accustomed to in time, and even showed no small interest in the buzzing of the little cedar
box. Not infrequently, he was out in the evening, and the human partner was left alone. It chanced, quite
fortunately, that the bear was absent on the night that the red folk rudely invaded the lonely hut.
*
The calmness of the strange being had stayed their hands. They had never before seen a man of other race than
their own!
“Is this Chanotedah? Is he man, or beast?” the warriors asked one another.
“Ho, wake up, koda!” exclaimed Anookasan. “Maybe he is of the porcupine tribe, ashamed to look at us!”
At this moment they spied the haunch of venison which swung from a cross-stick over a fine bed of coals, in
front of the rude mud chimney.
“Ho, koda has something to eat! Sit down, sit down!” they shouted to one another.
Now Antoine opened his eyes for the first time upon his unlooked-for guests. They were a haggard and
hungry-looking set. Anookasan extended his hand, and Antoine gave it a hearty shake. He set his fiddle against
the wall and began to cut up the smoking venison into generous pieces and place it before them. All ate like
famished men, while the firelight intensified the red paint upon their wild and warlike faces.
When he had satisfied his first hunger, Anookasan spoke in signs.
“Friend, we have never before heard a song like that of your little cedar box! We had supposed it to be a spirit,
or some harmful thing, hence our attack upon it. We never saw any people of your sort. What is your tribe?”
Antoine explained his plight in the same manner, and the two soon came to an understanding. The Canadian
told the starving hunters of a buffalo herd a little way to the north, and one of their number was dispatched
homeward with the news. In two days the entire band reached Antoine’s place. The Bois Brule was treated with
kindness and honor, and the tribe gave him a wife. Suffice it to say that Antoine lived and died among the
Yanktons at a good old age; but Ami could not brook the invasion upon their hermit life. He was never seen after
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that first evening.
108.176 Young Man Axelbrod\fn{by Harry Sinclair Lewis (1885-1951)} Saux Centre, Stearns County, Minnesota,
U.S.A. (M) 7
1
The cottonwood is a tree of a slovenly and plebeian habit. Its wooly wisps turn gray the lawns and engender
neighborhood hostilities about our town. Yet it is a mighty tree, a refuge and an inspiration; the sun flickers in its
towering foliage, whence the tattoo of locusts enlivens our dusty summer afternoons. From the wheat country out
to the sagebrush plains between the buttes and the Yellowstone it is the cottonwood that keeps a little grateful
shade for sweating homesteaders.
In Joralemon we call Knute Axelbrod “Old Cottonwood.” As a matter of fact, the name was derived not so
much from the quality of the man as from the wide grove about his gaunt white house and red barn. He made a
comely row of trees on each side of the country road, so that a humble, daily sort of a man, driving beneath them
in his lumber wagon, might fancy himself lord of a private avenue.
And at sixty-five Knute was like one of his own cottonwoods, his roots deep in the soil, his trunk weathered by
rain and blizzard and baking August noons, his crown spread to the wide horizon of day and the enormous sky of
a prairie night.
This immigrant was an American even in speech. Save for a weakness about his j’s and w’s, he spoke the
twangy Yankee English of the land. He was the more American because in his native Scandinavia he had dreamed
of America as a land of light. Always through disillusion and weariness he beheld America as the world’s nursery
for justice, for broad, fair towns, and eager talk; and always he kept a young sol that dared to desire beauty.
As a lad Knute Axelbrod had wished to be a famous scholar, to learn the ease of foreign tongues, the romance
of history, to unfold in the graciousness of wise books. When he first came to America he worked in a sawmill all
day and studied all evening. He mastered enough book-learning to teach district school for two terms; then, when
he was only eighteen, a great-hearted pity for faded little Lena Wesselius moved him to marry her. Gay enough,
doubtless, was their hike by prairie schooner to new farmlands, but Knute was promptly caught in a net of poverty
and family. From eighteen to fifty-eight he was always snatching children away from death or the farm away from
mortgages.
He had to be content—and generously content he was—with the second-hand glory of his children’s success
and, for himself, with pilfered hours of reading—that reading of big, thick dismal volumes of history and
economics which the lone mature learner chooses. Without ever losing his desire for strange cities and the dignity
of towers he stuck to his farm. He acquired a half-section, free from debt, fertile, well-stocked, adorned with a
cement silo, a chicken-run, a new windmill. He became comfortable, secure, and then he was ready, ti seemed, to
die; for at sixty-three his work was done, and he was unneeded and alone.
His wife was dead. His sons had scattered afar, one a dentist in Fargo, another a farmer in the Golden Valley.
He had turned over his farm to his daughter and son-in-law. They had begged him to live with them, but Knute
refused.
“No,” he said, “you must learn to stand on your own feet. I vill not give you the farm. You pay me four
hundred dollars a year rent, and I live on that and vatch you from my hill.”
2
On a rise beside the lone cottonwood which he loved best of all his trees Knute built a tar-paper shack, and
here he “bached\fn{Bachelored.} it”; cooked his meals, made his bed, sometimes sat in the sun, read many books
from the Joralemon library, and began to feel that he was free of the yoke of citizenship which he had borne all his
life.
For hours at a time he sat on a backless kitchen chair before the shack, a wide-shouldered man, white-bearded,
motionless; a seer despite his grotesquely baggy trousers, his collarless shirt. He looked across the miles of
stubble to the steeple of the Jackrabbit Forks church and meditated upon the uses of life. At first he could not
break the rigidity of habit. He rose at five, found work in cleaning his cabin and cultivating his garden, had dinner
exactly at twelve, and went to bed by afterglow. But little by little he discovered that he could be irregular without
being arrested. He stayed abed till seven or even eight. He got a large, deliberate, tortoise-shell cat, and played
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games with it; let it lap milk upon the table, called it the Princess, and confided to it that he had a “sneaking idee”
that men were fools to work so hard. Around this coatless old man, his stained waistcoat flapping about a huge
torso, in a shanty of rumpled bed and pine table covered with sheets of food-daubed newspaper, hovered all the
passionate aspiration of youth and the dreams of ancient beauty.
He began to take long walks by night. In his necessitous life night had ever been a period of heavy slumber in
close rooms. Now he discovered the mystery of the dark; saw the prairies wide-flung and misty beneath the moon,
heard the voices of grass and cottonwoods and drowsy birds. He tramped for miles. His boots were dew-soaked,
but he did not heed. He stopped upon hillocks, shyly threw wide his arms, and stood worshiping the naked,
slumbering land.
These excursions he tried to keep secret, but they were bruited abroad. Neighbors, good, decent fellows with
no sense of walking in the dew at night, when they were returning late from town, drunk, lashing their horses and
flinging whisky bottles from racing democrat wagons, saw him, and they spread the tidings that Old Cottonwood
was “getting nutty since he give up his farm to that son-in-law of his and retired. Seen the old codger wandering
around at midnight. Wish I had his chance to sleep. Wouldn’t catch me out in the night air.”
Any rural community from Todd Center to Seringapatam is resentful of any person who varies from its
standard, and is morbidly fascinated by any hint of madness. The countryside began to spy on Knute Axelbrod, to
ask him questions, and to stare from the road at his shack. He was sensitively aware of it, and inclined to be surly
to inquisitive acquaintances. Doubtless that was the beginning of his great pilgrimage.
As a part of the general wild license of his new life—really, he once roared at that startled cat, the Princess:
“By gollies! I ain’t going to brush my teeth tonight. All my life I’ve brushed ’em, and alvays vanted to skp a time
vunce”—Knute took considerable pleasure in degenerating in his taste in scholarship. He wilfully declined to
finish The Conquest of Mexico ,and began to read light novels borrowed from the Joralemon library. So he
rediscovered the lands of dancing and light wines, which all his life he had desired. Some economics and history
he did read, but every evening he would stretch out in his buffalo-horn chair, his feet on the cot and the Princess
in his lap, and invade Zenda or fall in love with Trilby.
Among the novels he chanced upon a highly optimistic story of Yale in which a worthy young man “earned his
way through” college, stroked the crew, won Phi Beta Kappa, and had the most entertaining, yet moral,
conversations on or adjacent to “the dear old fence.”
As a result of this chronicle, at about three o’clock one morning, when Knute Axelbrod was sixty-four years of
age, he decided that he would go to college. All his life he had wanted to. Why not do it?
When he awoke he was not so sure about it as when he had gone to sleep. He saw himself as ridiculous, a
ponderous, oldish man among clean-limbed youths, like a dusty cottonwood among silver birches. But for months
he wrestled and played with that idea of a great pilgrimage to the Mount of Muses; for he really supposed college
to be that sort of place. He believed that all college students, except for the wealthy idlers, burned to acquire
learning. He pictured Harvard and Yale and Princeton\fn{ And Brown.} as ancient groves set with marble temples,
before which large groups of Grecian youths talked gently about astronomy and good government. In his picture
they never cut classes or ate.
With a longing for music and books and graciousness such as the most ambitious boy cold never comprehend,
this thick-faced farmer dedicated himself to beauty, and defied the unconquerable power of approaching old age.
He sent for college catalogues and school books, and diligently began to prepare himself for college.
He found Latin irregular verbs and the whimsicalities of algebra fiendish. They had nothing to do with actual
life as he had lived it. But he mastered them; he studied twelve hours a day, as once he had plodded through
eighteen yours a day in the hayfield. With history and English literature he had comparatively little trouble;
already he knew much of them from his recreative reading. From German neighbors he had picked up enough
Plattdeutsch to make German easy. The trick of study began to come back to him from his small school teaching
of forty-five years before. He began to believe that he could really put it through. He kept assuring himself that in
college, with rare and sympathetic instructors to help him, thee would not be this baffling search, this nervous
strain.
But the unreality of the things he studied did disillusion him, and he tired of his new game. He kept it up
chiefly because all his life he had kept up onerous labor without any taste for it. Toward the autumn of the second
year of his eccentric life he no longer believed that he would ever go to college.
Then a busy little grocer stopped him on the street in Joralemon and quizzed him about his studies, to the
delight of the informal club which always loafs at the corner of the hotel.
Knute was silent, but dangerously angry. He remembered just in time how he had once laid wrathful hands
416

upon a hired man, and somehow the man’s collar bone had been broken. He turned away and walked home, seven
miles, still boiling. He picked up the Princess, with her mewing on his shoulder, tramped out again to enjoy the
sunset.
He stopped at a reedy slough. He gazed at a hopping plover without seeing it. Suddenly he cried:
“I am going to college. It opens next veek. I t’ink that I can pass the examinations.”
Two days later he had moved the Princess and his sticks of furniture to his son-in-law’s house, had bought a
new slouch hat, a celluloid collar and a solemn suit of black, had wrestled with God in prayer through all of a starclad night, and had taken the train for Minneapolis, on the way to New Haven.
While he stare out of the car window Knute was warning himself that the millionaires’ sons would make fun of
him. Perhaps they would haze him. He bade himself avoid all these sons of Belial and cleave to his own people,
those who “earned their way through.”
At Chicago he was afraid with a great fear of the lightning flashes that the swift crowds made on his retina, the
batteries of ranked motor cars that charged at him. He prayed, and ran for his train to New York. He came at last
to New Haven.
Not with gibing rudeness, but with politely quizzical eyebrows, Yale received him, led him through entrance
examinations, which, after sweaty plowing with the pen, he barely passed, and found for him a roommate. The
roommate was a large-browed soft white grub named Ray Gribble, who had been teaching school in New England
and seemed chiefly to desire college training so that he might make more money as a teacher. Ray Gribble was a
hustler; he instantly got work tutoring the awkward son of a steel man, and for board he waited on table.
He was Knute’s chief acquaintance. Knute tried to fool himself into thinking he liked the grub, but Ray
couldn’t keep his damp hands off the old man’s soul. He had the skill of a professional exhorter of young me in
finding out Knute’s motives, and when he discovered that Knute had a hidden desire to sip at gay, polite literature,
Ray said in a shocked way:
“Strikes me a man like you, that’s getting old, ought to be thinking more about saving your soul than about all
these frills. You leave this poetry and stuff to these foreigners and artists, and you stick to Latin and math. and the
Bible. I tell you, I’ve taught school, and I’ve learned by experience.”
With Ray Gribble, Knute lived grubbily, an existence of torn comforters and smelly lamp, of lexicons and
logarithm tables. No leisurely loafing by fireplaces was theirs. They roomed in West Divinity, where gather the
theologues, the lesser sort of law students, a whimsical genius or two, and a horde of unplaced freshmen and
“scrub seniors.”
Knute was shockingly disappointed, but he stuck to his room because outside of it he was afraid. He was a
grotesque figure, and he knew it, a white-polled giant squeezed into a small seat in a classroom, listening to
instructors younger than his own sons. Once he tried to sit on the fence. No one but “ringers” sat on the fence any
more, and at the sight of him trying to look athletic and young, two upper-class men snickered, and he sneaked
away.
He came to hate Ray Gribble and his voluble companions of the submerged tenth of the class, the hewers of
tutorial wood. It is doubtless safer to mock the flag than to question that best-established tradition of our
democracy—that those who “earn their way through” college are necessarily stronger, braver, sand more assured
of success than the weaklings who talk by the fire. Every college story presents such a moral. But tremblingly the
historian submits that Knute discovered that waiting on table did not make lads more heroic than did football or
happy loafing. Fine fellows, cheerful and fearless, were many of the boys who “earned their way,” and able to talk
to richer classmates without fawning; but just as many of them assumed an abject respectability as the most
convenient pose. They were pickers up of unconsidered trifles; they toadied to the classmates whom they tutored;
they wriggled before the faculty committee on scholarships; they looked pious at Dwight Hall prayer-meetings to
make an impression on the serious minded; and they drank one glass of beer at Jake’s to show the light minded
that they meant nothing offensive by their piety. In revenge for cringing to the insolent athletes whom they
tutored, they would, when safe among their own kind, yammer about the “lack of democracy of college today.”
Not that they were so indiscreet as to do anything about it. They lacked the stuff of really rebellious souls. Knute
listened to them and marveled. They sounded like young hired men talking behind his barn at harvest time.
This submerged tenth hated the dilettantes of the class even more than they hated the bloods. Against one
Gilbert Washburn, a rich esthete with more manner than any freshman ought to have, they raged righteously. They
spoke of seriousness and industry till Knute, who might once have desired to know lads like Washburn, felt
ashamed of himself as a wicked, wasteful old man.
Humbly though he sought, h e found no inspiration and no comradeship. He was the freak of the class, and
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aside from the submerged tenth, his classmates were afraid of being “queered” by being seen with him.
As he was still powerful, one who could take up a barrel of pork on his knees, he tried to find friendship
among the athletes. He sat at Yale Field, watching the football tryouts, and tried to get acquainted with the
candidates. They stared at him and answered his questioned grudgingly—beefy youths who in their simplehearted way showed that they considered him lain crazy.
The place itself began to lose the haze of magic through which he had first see it. Earth is earth, whether one
sees it in Camelot or Joralemon or on the Yale campus—or possibly even in the Harvard yard! The buildings
ceased to be temples to Knute; they became structures of brick or stone, filled with young men who lounged at
windows and watched him amusedly as he tried to slip by.
The Gargantuan hall of Commons became a tri-daily horror because at the table where he dined were two
youths who, having uncommonly penetrating minds, discerned that Knute had a beard, and courageously told the
world about it. One of them, named Atchison, was a superior person, very industrious and scholarly, glib in
mathematics and manners. He despised Knute’s lack of definite purpose in coming to college. The other was a
play-boy, a wit and a stealer of street signs, who had a wonderful sense for a subtle jest; and his references to
Knute’s beard shook the table with jocund mirth three times a day. So these youths of gentle birth drove the
shambling, wistful old man away from Commons, and thereafter he ate at the lunch counter at the Black Cat.
Lacking the stimulus of friendship, it was the harder for Knute to keep up the strain of studying the long
assignments. What had been a week’s pleasant reading in his shack was now thrown at him as a day’s task. But he
would not have minded the toil if he could have found one as young as himself. They were all so dreadfully old,
the money-earners, the serious laborers at athletics, the instructors who worried over their life work of putting
marks in class-record books.
Then, on a sore, bruised day, Knute did meet one who was young.
Knute had heard that the professor who was the idol of the college had berated the too-earnest lads in his
Browning class, and insisted that they read Alice in Wonderland. Knute floundered dustily about in a second-had
bookshop till he found an “Alice,” and he brought it home to read over his lunch of a hot-dog sandwich.
Something in the grave absurdity of the book appealed to him, and he was chuckling over it when Ray Gribble
came into the room and glanced at the reader.
“Huh!” said Mr. Gribble.
“That’s a fine, funny book,” said Knute.
“Huh! Alice in Wonderland! I’ve heard of it. Silly nonsense. Why don’t you read something really fine, like
Shakespeare or Paradise Lost?”
“Vell—” said Knute, all he could find to say.
With Ray Gribble’s glassy eye on him, he could no longer roll and roar with the book. He wondered if indeed
he ought not to be reading Milton’s pompous anthropological misconceptions. He went unhappily out to an early
history class, ably conducted by Blevins, Ph.D.
Knute admired Blevins, Ph.D. He was so tubbed and eye-glassed and terribly right. But most of Blevins’ lambs
did not like Blevins. They said he was a “crank.” They read newspapers in his class and covertly kicked one
another.
In the smug, plastered classroom, his arm leaning heavily on the board tablet-arm of his chair, Knute tried not
to miss one of Blevins’ sardonic proofs that the correct date of the second marriage of Themistocles was two years
and seven days later than the date assigned by that illiterate ass, Frutari of Padua. Knute admired young Blevins’
performance, and he felt virtuous in application to these hard, unnonsensical facts.
He became aware that certain lewd fellows of the lesser sort were playing poker just behind him. His prairietrained ears caught whispers of “Two to dole,” and “Raise you two beans.” Knute revolved, and frowned upon
these mockers of sound learning. As he turned back he was aware that the offenders were chuckling, and
continuing their game. He saw the Blevins, Ph.D., perceived that something was wrong; he frowned, but he said
nothing. Knute sat in meditation. He saw Blevins as merely a boy. He was sorry for him. He would do the boy a
good turn.
When class was over he hung about Blevins’ desk till the other students had clattered out. He rumbled:
“Say, Professor, you’re a fine fellow. I do something for you. If any of the boys make themselves a nuisance,
you yust call on me, and I spank the son of a guns."
Blevins, Ph.D., spake in a manner of culture and nastiness:
“Thanks so much, Axelbrod, but I don’t fancy that will ever be necessary. I am supposed to be a reasonably
good disciplinarian. Good day. Oh, one moment. There’s something I’ve been wishing to speak to you about. I do
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wish you wouldn’t try quite so hard to show off whenever I call on you during quizzes. You answer at such
needless length, and you smile as though there were something highly amusing about me. I’m quite willing to
have you regard me as a humorous figure, privately, but there are certain classroom conventions, you know,
certain little conventions."
“Why, Professor!” wailed Knute, “I never make fun of you! I didn’t know I smile. If I do, I guess it’s yust
because I am so glad when my stupid old head gets the lesson good.”
“Well, well, that’s very gratifying, I’m sure. And if you will be a little more careful—”
Blevins, Ph.D., smiled a toothy, frozen smile, and trotted off to the Graduates’ Club, to be witty about old
Knute and his way of saying “yust,” while in the deserted classroom Knute sat chill, an old man and doomed.
Through the windows came the light of Indian summer; clean, boyish cries rose from the campus. But the lover of
autumn smoothed his baggy sleeve, stared at the blackboard, and there saw only the gray of October stubble about
his distant shack. As he pictured the college watching him, secretly making fun of him and his smile, he was now
faint and ashamed, now bull-angry. He was lonely for his cat, his fine chair of buffalo horns, the sunny doorstep
of his shack, and the understanding land. He had been in college for about one month.
Before he left the classroom he stepped behind the instructor’s desk and looked at an imaginary class.
“I might have stood there as a prof if I could have come earlier,” he said softly to himself.
Calmed by the liquid autumn gold that flowed through the streets, he walked out Whitney Avenue toward the
butte-like hill of East Rock. He observed the caress of the light upon the scarped rock, heard the delicate music of
leaves, breathed in air pregnant with tales of old New England. He exulted: “’Could write poetry now if I yust—if
I yust could write poetry!”
He climbed to the top of East Rock, whence he could see the Yale buildings like the towers of Oxford, and see
Long Island Sound, and the white glare of Long Island beyond the water. He marveled that Axelbrod of the
cottonwood country was looking across an arm of the Atlantic to New York state. He noticed a freshman on a
bench at the edge of the rock, and he became irritated. The freshman was Gilbert Washburn, the snot, the
dilettante, of whom Ray Bribble had once said: “That guy is the disgrace of the class. He doesn’t go out for
anything, high stand or Dwight Hall or anything else. Thinks he’s so doggone much better than the rest of the
fellows that he doesn’t associate with anybody. Thinks he’s literary, they say, and yet he doesn’t even heel the
‘Lit,’ like the regular literary fellows! Got no time for a loafing, mooning snob like that.”
As Knute stared at the unaware Gil, whose profile was fine in outline against the sky, he was terrifically
public-spirited and disapproving and that sort of moral thing. Though Gil was much too well dressed, he seemed
moodily discontented.
“What he needs is to vork in a threshing crew and sleep in the hay,” grumbled Knute almost in the virtuous
manner of Gribble. “Then he vould know when he vas vell off, and not look like he had the earache. Pff!” Gil
Washburn rose, trailed toward Knute, glanced at him, sat down on Knute’s bench.
“Grerat view!” he said. His smile was eager.
That smile symbolized to Knute all the art of life he had come to college to find. HE tumbled out of his moral
attitude with ludicrous haste, and every wrinkle of his weathered face creased deep as he answered:
“Yes: I t’ink the Acropolis must be like this here.”
“Say, look here, Axelbrod; I’ve been thinking about you.”
“Yas?”
“We ought to know each other. We two are the class scandal. We came here to dream, and these busy little
goats like Atchison and Giblets, or whatever your roommate’s name is, think we’re fools not to go out for marks.
You may not agree with me, but I’ve decided that you and I are precisely alike.”
“What makes you t’ink I come here to dream?” bristled Knute.
“Oh, I used to sit near youat Commons and hear you try to quell old Atchison whenever he got busy discussing
the reasons for coming to college. That old, moth-eaten topic! I wonder if Cain and Abel didn’t discuss it at the
Eden Agricultural College. You know, Abel the mark-grabber, very pious and high stand, and Cain wanting to
read poetry.”
“Yes,” said Knute, “and I guess Prof. Adam say, ‘Cain, don’t you read this poetry; it von’t help you in
algebry.’”
“Of course. Say, wonder if you’d like to look at this volume of Musset\fn{ Louis Charles Afred de Musset (1810-1857),
French poet, playwright and novelist, and one of the leading figures in the French Romantic movement .} I was sentimental enough
to lug up here today. Picked it up when I was abroad last year.”
From his pocket Gil drew such a book as Knute had never seen before, a slender volume, in a strange
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language, bound in hand-tooled crushed levant, an effeminate bibelot over which the prairie farmer gasped with
luxurious pleasure. The book almost vanished in his big hands. With a timid forefinger he stroked the levant, ran
through the leaves.
“I can’t read it, but that’s the kind of book I alvays t’ought there must be some like it,” he sighed.
“Listen!” cried Gil. “Ysaÿe\fn{ Eugène Ysaÿe (1858-1931), Belgian violinist, conductor and composer. In 1894 he visited the
United States; and from 1918-1922 he was conductor at Cincinnati, Ohio .} is playing up at Hartford tonight. Het’s go hear him.
We’ll trolley up. Tried to get some of the fellows to come, but they thought I was a nut.”
What an Ysaÿe was, Knute Axelbrod had no notion; but “Sure!” he boomed.
When they got to Hartford they found that between them they had just enough money to get dinner, hear Ysaÿe
from gallery seats, and return only as far as Meriden. At Meriden Gil suggested:
“Let’s walk back to New Haven, then. Can you make it?”
Knute had no knowledge as to whether it was four miles or forty back to the campus, but “Sure!” he said. For
the last few months he had been noticing that, despite his bulk, he had to be careful, but tonight he could have
flown.
In the music of Ysaÿe, the first real musician he had ever heard, Knute had found all the incredible things of
which he had slowly been reading in William Morris and Idylls of the King. Tall knights he had beheld, and slim
princesses in white samite, the misty gates of forlorn towns, and the glory of the chivalry that never was.
They did walk, roaring down the road beneath the Ocboter moon, stopping to steal applew and to exclaim over
silvered hills, taking a puerile and very natural joy in chasing a profane dog. It was Gil who talked, and Knute
who listened, for the most part; but Knute was lured into tales of the pioneer days, of blizzards, of harvesting, and
of the first flame of the green wheat. Regarding the Atchisons and Gribbles of the class both of them were
youthfully bitter and supercilious. But they were not bitter long, for they were atavisms tonight. They were
wandering minstrels, Gilbert the troubadour with his man-at-arms.
They reached the campus at about five in the morning. Fumbling for words that would express his feeling,
Knute stammered:
“Vell, it vas fine. I go to bed now and I dream about—”
“Bed? Rats! Never believe in winding up a party when it’s going strong. Too few good parties. Besides, it’s
only the shank of the evening. Besides, we’re hungry. Besides—oh, besides! Wait here a second. I’m going up to
my room to get some money, and we’ll have some eats. Wait! Please do!”
Knute would have waited all night. He had lived almost seventy years and traveled fifteen hundred miles and
endured Ray Gribble to find Gil Washburn.
Policemen wondered to see the celluloid-collared old man and the expensive-looking boy rolling arm in arm
down Chapel Street in search of a restaurant suitable to poets. They were all closed.
“The Ghetto will be awake by now,” said Gil. “We’ll go buy some eats and take ’em up to my room. I’ve got
some tea there.”
Knute shouldered through dark streets beside him as naturally as though he had always been a nighthawk, with
an aversion to anything as rustic as beds. Down on Oak Street, a place of low shops, smoky lights and alley
mouths, they found the slum already astir. Gil contrived to purchase boxed biscuits, cream cheese, chicken-loaf, a
bottle of cream. While Gil was chaffering, Knute stared out into the street milkily lighted by wavering gas and the
first feebleness of coming day; he gazed upon Kosher signs and advertisements in Russian letters, shawled
women and bearded rabbis; and as he looked he gathered contentment which he could never lose. He had traveled
abroad tonight.
3
The room of Gil Washburn was all the useless, pleasant things Knute wanted it to be. There was more of Gil’s
Paris days in it than of his freshmanhood: Persian rugs, a silver tea service, etchings, and books. Knute Axelbrod
of the tar-paper shack and piggy farmyards gazed in satisfaction. Vast bearded, sunk in an easy chair, he clucked
amiably while Gil lighted a fire.
Over supper they spoke of great men and heroic ideals. It was good talk, and not unspiced with lively
references to Gribble and Atchison and Blevins, all asleep now in their correct beds. Gil read snatches of
Stevenson and Anatole France; then at last he read his own poetry.
It does not matter whether that poetry was good or bad. To Knute it was a miracle to find one who actually
wrote it.
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The talk grew slow, and they began to yawn. Knute was sensitive to the lowered key of their Indian-summer
madness, and he hastily rose. As he said good-by he felt as though he had but to sleep a little while and return to
this unending night of romance.
But he came out of the dormitory upon day. It was six-thirty of the morning, with a still, hard light upon redbrick walls.
“I can go to his room plenty times now; I find my friend,” Knute said. He held tight the volume of Musset,
which Gil had begged him to take.
As he started to walk the few steps to West Divinity Knute felt very tired. By daylight the adventure seemed
more and more incredible.
As he entered the dormitory he sighed heavily:
“Age and youth, I guess they can’t team together long.” As he mounted the stairs he said: “If I saw the boy
again, he vould get tired of me. I tell him all I got to say.” And as he opened his door, he added: “This is what I
come to college for—this one night. I go avay before I spoil it.”
He wrote a note to Gil, and began to pack his telescope. He did not even wake Ray Gribble, sonorously
sleeping in the stale air.
At five that afternoon, on the day coach of a westbound train, an old man sat smiling. A lasting content was in
his eyes, and in his hands a small book in French.
51.134 Snow White And The Seven Dwarfs\fn{by Wanda Gág (1893-1946)} New Ulm, Brown County, Minnesota,
U.S.A. (F) 5
Once upon a time, in the middle of winter, the snowflakes were falling like feathers from the sky. At a castle
window framed in ebony sat a young Queen working at her embroidery, and as she was stitching away and gazing
at the snowflakes now and then, she pricked her finger and three little drops of blood fell down upon the snow.
And because the red color looked so beautiful there on the snow she thought to herself:
“Oh, if I only had a little child as white as snow, as rosy red as blood, and with hair as ebon black as the window frame!”
Soon after this a baby girl was born to her—a little Princess with hair of ebon black, cheeks and lips of rosy
red, and a skin so fine and fair that she was called Snow White. But when the child was born the Queen died.
After a year had passed, the King married a second time. His new wife, who was now Queen, was very
beautiful but haughty and proud and vain—indeed, her only wish in life was to be the fairest in the land. She had
a mirror, a magic one, and when she looked in it she would say:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and the mirror would reply:
Oh Queen, thou art the fairest in the land.

With this the Queen was well content for she knew that her mirror always spoke the truth.
The years flowed on, and all this time Snow White was growing up—and growing more beautiful each year
besides. When she was seven years old she was fair as the day, and there came a time when the Queen stood in
front of her mirror and said:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and this time the mirror answered:
Queen, thou art of beauty rare
But Snow White with ebon hair
Is a thousand times more fair.

At this the Queen became alarmed and turned green and yellow with envy. And whenever she saw Snow White
after that, her heart turned upside down within her—that was how much she hated the innocent child for her
421

beauty. These envious feelings grew like weeds in the heart of the Queen until she had no peace by day or by
night. At last she could bear it no longer. She sent for a royal huntsman and told him to take the child into the
woods and do away with her.
“And bring me a token,” she added, “so that I may be sure you’ve obeyed me.”
So the huntsman called Snow White and led her into the woods but before he could harm her, she burst into
tears and said:
“Oh please, dear hunter, have mercy! If you will let me go, I’ll gladly wander away, far away into the
wildwood and I’ll never come back again.”
The huntsman was glad enough to help the sweet innocent girl, so he said:
“Well, run away then, poor child, and may the beasts of the wood have mercy on you.”
As a token he brought back the heart of a wild boar, and the wicked Queen thought it was Snow White’s. She
had it cooked and ate it, I am sorry to say, with salt and great relish.
*
Little Snow White wandered off into the depths of the wildwood. Above her were leaves and leaves and leaves,
about her the trunks of hundreds of trees, and she didn’t know what to do. She began to run, over jagged stones
and through thorny thickets. She passed many wild animals on the way, but they did not hurt her. She ran all day,
through woods and woods and over seven high high hills. At last, just at sunset, she came upon a tiny hut in a
wooded glen. The door was open and there was no one at home, so she thought she would stay and rest herself a
little.
She went in and looked around. Everything I was very small inside, but as neat and charming as could be, and
very very clean. At one end of the room stood a table decked in white, and on it were seven little plates, seven
little knives and forks and spoons, and seven little goblets. In front of the table, each in its place, were seven little
chairs; and at the far side of the room were seven beds, one beside the other, all made up with cover- lets as pure
and white as plum blossoms.
Snow White was hungry and thirsty, so she took from each little plate a bit of vegetable and a bite of bread,
and from each little goblet a sip of sweet wine. She had become very tired, too, from all her running, and felt like
taking a nap. She tried one bed after another but found it hard to choose the one which really suited her.
The first little bed was too hard. The second little bed was too soft. The third little bed was too short. The
fourth little bed was too narrow. The fifth little bed was too flat. The sixth little bed was too fluffy. But the seventh
little bed was just right so she lay down in it and was soon fast asleep.
After the sun had set behind the seventh hilltop and darkness had crept into the room, the masters of the little
hut came home—they were seven little dwarfs who dug all day and hacked away at the hills, in search of gems
and gold. They lit their seven little lights and saw right away that someone had been there, for things were not
quite the same as they had left them in the morning.
Said the first little dwarf, “Who’s been sitting in my chair?”
Said the second little dwarf, “Who’s been eating from my plate?”
Said the third, “Who’s been nibbling at my bread?”
Said the fourth, “Who’s been tasting my vegetables?”
Said the fifth, “Who’s been eating with my fork?”
And the sixth, “Who’s been cutting with my knife?”
And the seventh, “Who’s been drinking from my little goblet?”
Now the first little dwarf turned around, and saw a hollow in his bed and said, “Someone’s been sleeping in my
bed.”
And the second little dwarf looked at his bed and said, “Someone’s been sleeping in mine too. It’s rumpled.”
And the third said, “In mine too, it's all humped up and crumpled.”
And the fourth said, “In mine too. It’s full of wrinkles.”
And the fifth said, “And mine. It’s full of crinkles.”
And the sixth said, “Mine too. It’s all tumbled up and jumbled.”
But the seventh cried, “Well, someone’s been sleeping in my bed, and here she is!”
The others came crowding around, murmuring and whispering in wonderment at the sight.
“Ei! Ei!” they said, “how beautiful is this child!”
They brought their tiny lights and held them high, and looked and looked and looked. So pleased were they
with their new little guest that they did not even wake her, but let her sleep in the bed all night. The seventh dwarf
now had no bed, to be sure, but he slept with his comrades, one hour with each in turn until the night was over.
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In the morning when Snow White awoke and saw seven little men tiptoeing about the room, she was frightened, but not for long. She soon saw that they were friendly little folk, so she sat up in bed and smiled at them.
Now that she was awake and well rested, she looked more lovely than ever, with her rosy cheeks and big black
eyes. The seven little dwarfs circled round her in new admiration and awe, and said:
“What is your name, dear child?”
“They call me Snow White,” said she.
“And how did you find your way to our little home?” asked the dwarfs. So she told them her story.
All seven stood around and listened, nodding their heads and stroking their long long beards, and then they
said:
“Do you think you could be our little housekeeper—cook and knit and sew for us, make up our beds and wash
our little clothes? If you will keep everything tidy and home-like, you can stay with us, and you shall want for
nothing in the world.”
“Oh yes, with all my heart!” cried Snow White.
*
So there she stayed, and washed and sewed and knitted, and kept house for the kindly little men. Every day the
seven dwarfs went off to one of the seven hills to dig for gems and gold. Each evening after sunset they returned,
and then their supper had to be all ready and laid out on the table. But every morning before they left they would
warn Snow White about the Queen.
“We don’t trust her,” they said. “One of these days she’ll find out that you are here. So be careful, child, and
don’t let anyone into the house.”
The dwarfs were right. One day the Queen, just to make sure, stood in front of her mirror and said:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and the mirror replied:
Thou are very fair, O Queen,
But the fairest ever seen
Dwells within the wooded glen
With the seven little men.

The Queen turned green with fury when she heard this, for now she knew that the huntsman had deceived her,
and that Snow White was still alive.
Day and night she sat and pondered, and wondered what to do, for as long as she was not the fairest in the
land, her jealous heart gave her no rest. At last she thought out a plan: she dyed her face and dressed herself to
look like a peddler woman. She did it so well that no one would have known her, and then, with a basketful of
strings and laces, she made her way over the seven hills to the home of the seven dwarfs. When she reached it she
knocked at the little door and cried:
“Fine wares for sale! Fine wares for sale!”
Snow White peeped out of the window and said:
“Good day, my dear woman, what have you there in your basket?”
“Good wares! Fine wares!” said the woman. “Strings, cords and laces, of all kinds and colors,” and she held up
a loop of gaily colored bodice laces.
Snow White was entranced with the gaudy trifle and she thought to herself, “The dwarfs were only afraid of
the wicked Queen, but surely there can be no harm in letting this honest woman into the house.” So she opened
the door and bought the showy laces.
“Child,” said the woman as she entered the little room, “what a sight you are with that loose bodice! Come, let
me fix you up with your new laces, so you'll look neat and trim for once.”
Snow White, who suspected nothing, stood up to have the new gay laces put into her bodice, but the woman
worked quickly and laced her up so tightly that Snow White lost her breath and sank to the floor.
“Now!” cried the Queen as she cast a last look at the motionless child, “now you have been the fairest in the
land!”
Luckily this happened just as the sun was sinking behind the seventh hill, so it was not long before the dwarfs
came trudging home from work. When they saw their dear little Snow White lying there, not moving, not talking,
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they were deeply alarmed. They lifted her up, and when they saw how tightly she was laced, they hurriedly cut the
cords in two. And in that moment Snow White caught her breath again, opened her eyes, and all was well once
more.
When the dwarfs heard what had happened they said:
“That was no peddler woman, Snow White; that was the wicked Queen. So please beware, dear child, and let
no one into the house while we’re gone.”
By this time the Queen had reached her home, so she rushed to her mirror and said:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and to her dismay it answered as before:
Thou art very fair, O Queen,
But the fairest ever seen
Dwells within the wooded glen
With the seven little men.

At this the Queen’s fury knew no bounds and she said:
“But now, my pretty one—now I’ll think up something which will be the end of you!”
And soon she was very busy.
You will not be surprised, I am sure, when I tell you that this wicked creature was skilled in the arts of
witchcraft; and with the help of these arts she now worked out her second scheme. She fashioned a comb—a
beautiful golden comb, but a poisonous one. Then, disguising herself as a different old woman, she crossed the
seven hills to the home of the seven dwarfs. When she reached it she knocked at the door and cried as before,
“Good wares for sale! Fine wares! For sale! For sale!”
Snow White peeped out of the window but this time she said:
“You may as well go on your way, good woman. I am not allowed to let anyone in.”
“Very welll,” said the old woman. “You needn’t let me in, but surely there can be no harm in looking at my
wares,” and she held up the glittering poisonous comb.
Snow White was so charmed by it that she forgot all about the dwarfs’ waming and opened the door. The old
woman stepped inside and said in honeyed tones:
“Why don’t you try it on right now, my little rabbit? Look, I’ll show you how it should be worn!”
Poor Snow White, innocent and trusting, stood there with sparkling eyes as the woman thrust the comb into her
ebon hair. But as soon as the comb touched her head, the poison began to work, and Snow White sank to the floor
unconscious.
“You paragon of beauty!” muttered the Queen. “That will do for you, I think.”
She hurried away just as the sun was sinking behind the seventh hill, and a few minutes later the dwarfs came
trudging home from work. When they saw Snow White lying there on the floor, they knew at once that the Queen
had been there again. Quickly they searched, and soon enough they found the glittering poisonous comb which
was still fastened in the girl’s black. hair. But at the very moment that they pulled it out, the poison lost its power
and Snow White opened her eyes and sat up, as well as ever before.
When she told the seven dwarfs what had happened, they looked very solemn and said, “You can see, Snow
White, it was not an old woman who came, but the wicked Queen in disguise. So please, dear child, beware! Buy
nothing from anyone and let no one, no one at all, into the house while we’re gone!”
And Snow White promised. By this time the Queen had reached her home and there she stood in front of her
mirror and said:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and the mirror answered as before:
Thou are very fair, O Queen,
But the fairest ever seen
Dwells within the wooded glen
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With the seven little men.

When she heard this, the Queen trembled with rage and disappointment.
“I must, I will be the fairest in the land!” she cried, and away she went to a lonely secret chamber where no one
ever came. There, by means of her wicked witchery, she fashioned an apple. A very beautiful apple it was, so
waxy white and rosy red that it made one’s, mouth water to look at it. But it was far from being as good as it
looked, for it was so artfully made that half of it—the rosiest half—was full of poison.
When the Queen had finished this apple she put it into a basket with some ordinary apples, and disguised
herself as a peasant-wife. She crossed the seven hills to the home of the seven dwarfs and knocked at the door as
before.
Snow White peeped out of the window and said:
“I am not allowed to let anyone in, nor to buy anything either—the seven dwarfs have forbidden it.”
“Suits me,” said the peasant-wife. “I can easily sell my fine apples elsewhere. Here, I’ll give you one for
nothing.”
“No,” said Snow White, “I’m not allowed to take anything from strangers.”
“Are you afraid? Of poison, perhaps?” said the. woman. “See, I’ll cut the apple in two and I myself will eat
half of it to show you how harmless it is. Here, you can have the nice rosy half, I’ll take the white part."
By this time Snow White’s mouth was fairly watering for the luscious-looking fruit, and when the woman took
a big bite out of the white half and smacked her lips, the poor girl could bear it no longer. She stretched her little
hand out through the window, took the rosy half of the apple and bit into it. Immediately she sank to the floor and
knew no more.
With a glance of glee and a laugh over-loud, the Queen cried:
“Now, you! White as snow, red as blood and black as ebony—now let the dwarfs revive you!”
She could scarcely wait to get home to her mirror and say:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and to her joy it said:
O Queen, thou art the fairest in the land!

Now there was peace at last in the heart of the Queen—that is, as much peace as can ever be found in a heart
full of envy and hate.
*
After the wicked Queen had gone away, the sun sank down behind the seventh hill and the dwarfs came
trudging home from work. When they reached their little home, no light gleamed from its windows, no smoke
streamed from its chimney. Inside all was dark and silent—no lamps were lit and no supper was on the table.
Snow White lay on the floor and no breath came from her lips.
At this sight the seven little dwarfs were filled with woe, for well they knew that this was once more the work
of the wicked Queen.
“We must save her!” they cried, and hurried here and there. They lit their seven lights, then took Snow White
and laid her on the bed. They searched for something poisonous but found nothing. They loosened her bodice,
combed her hair and washed her face with water and wine, but nothing helped: the poor child did not move, did
not speak, did not open her eyes.
“Alas!” cried the dwarfs. “We have done all we could, and now Snow White is lost to us forever!”
Gravely they shook their heads, sadly they stroked their beards, and then they all began to cry. They cried for
three whole days and when at last they dried their tears, there lay Snow White, still motionless to be sure, but so
fresh and rosy that she seemed to be blooming with health.
“She is as beautiful as ever,” said the dwarfs to each other, “and although we cannot wake her, we must watch
her well and keep her safe from harm.”
So they made a beautiful crystal casket for Snow White to lie in. It was transparent all over so that she could be
seen from every side. On its lid they wrote in golden letters:

425

* A Snow White: * A Princess *
and when it was all finished they laid Snow White inside and carried it to one of the seven hilltops. There they
placed it among the trees and flowers, and birds of the wood came and mourned for her, first an owl, then a raven,
and last of all a little dove.
Now only six little dwarfs went to dig in the hills every day, for each in his turn stayed behind to watch over
Snow White so that she was never alone.
Weeks and months and years passed by, and all this time Snow White lay in her crystal casket and did not
move or open her eyes. She seemed to be in a deep deep sleep, her face as fair as a happy dream, her cheeks as
rosy as ever. The flowers grew gaily about her, the clouds flew blithely above. Birds perched on the crystal casket
and trilled and sang, the woodland beasts grew tame and came to gaze in wonder.
Some one else came too and gazed in wonder—not a bird or a rabbit or a deer, but a young Prince who had lost
his way while wandering among the seven hills. When he saw the motionless maiden, so beautiful and rosy red,
he looked and looked and looked. Then he went to the dwarfs and said:
“Please let me take this crystal casket home with me and I will give you all the gold you may ask for.”
But the dwarfs shook their heads and said:
“We would not give it up for all the riches in the world.”
At this the Prince looked troubled and his eyes filled with tears.
“If you won’t take gold,” he said, “then please give her to me out of the goodness of your golden hearts. I
know not why, but my heart is drawn toward this beautiful Princess. If you will let me take her home with me, I
will guard and honor her as my greatest treasure.”
When they heard this, the kind little dwarfs took pity on the Prince and made him a present of Snow White in
her beautiful casket.
The Prince thanked them joyfully and called for his servants. Gently they placed the crystal casket on their
shoulders, slowly they walked away. But in spite of all their care, one of the servants made a false step and
stumbled over a gnarly root. This joggled the casket, and the jolt shook the piece of poisoned apple right out of
Snow White’s throat. And lo, she woke up at last and was as well as ever. Then all by herself she opened the lid,
sat up, and looked about her in astonishment.
The Prince rushed up and lifted her out of the casket. He told her all that had happened and begged her to be
his bride. Snow White consented with sparkling eyes, so they rode away to the Prince’s home where they prepared
for a gay and gala wedding.
But while this was going on in the Prince’s castle, something else was happening in that other castle where
lived the wicked Queen. She had been invited to a mysterious wedding, so she dressed herself in her festive best
and stood in front of her mirror and said:
Mirror, Mirror, on the wall,
Who’s the fairest one of all?

and the mirror answered:
Thou art very fair, O Queen,
But the fairest ever seen
Is Snow White, alive and well,
Standing ’neath a wedding bell.

When she heard this, the Queen realized that it was Snow White’s wedding to which she had been invited. She
turned purple with rage, but still she couldn’t stay away. It would have been better for her if she had, for when she
arrived she was given a pair of red hot shoes with which she had to dance out her wicked life. But as to all the rest
—the Prince and his Princess Snow White, and the seven little dwarfs—they all lived happily ever after.
1920
114.187 The Dignity Of Life\fn{by Carol Bly (1930-2007)} Duluth, Saint Louis County, Minnesota, U.S.A. (F) 10
Two people stood quarreling in the Casket Showing Room. They were a sixty-three-year-old man named
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Marlyn Huutula and his unmarried sister Estona. She was so angry that she bent towards him from her end of the
coffin.
“You really ought to keep your grimy hands out of that clean quilting!” Estona told him in a ferocious whisper.
“As if you owned the place! As if Seva weren’t lying dead this very minute, right here in this very building, and
you showing no respect!”
Jack Canon, the funeral director, had been hovering near them. Now he gave a swift glance over to see how
grimy Marlyn’s hands were. He would let this grown brother and sister quarrel a moment; he meant to leave this
end of the long Showing Room so that they would not feel self-conscious as they whispered furiously about
prices.
Marly and Estona were buying a casket, and the service that went with it, for their aunt, Svea Istava, an old
woman who had come down in the world. Seva had died along in her wreck of a place just north of St. Aidan,
Minnesota. From the time she moved there in 1943, until she died in February, 1982, she had always had a few
faithful visitors. They would pick their way through her sordid front farmyard, avoiding the wet place and the
coils of barbed wire. Her place was what was called “inconvenient"” that is, it had no water up to the house. But
whenever someone visited—Mrs. Friesman to leave her idiot son Momo, or Jack Canon, the funeral director, or
on Sundays during the football seasons, her nephew, Marlyn Huutula—Svea filled their cups with smoky coffee.
Her most frequent visitor, Momo Friesman, found her dead. Next morning, people sitting around the Feral
Café traded information about Svea, making her a kind of random liturgy. They told one another how Svea had
taken better care of that dog, Biscuit, than she took of herself. They told each other it was certainly hard to believe
that Svea Istava had ever been the wife of a Lieutenant Colonel in the 45 th Field Artillery, whose body had not
been sent home because that was during World War II, not Vietnam. Mrs. Friesman had seen his Bronze Star and
his European Theatre of Operations ribbon bar hanging on cuphooks in Svea’s smudgy cupboard. Finally, people
in the café settled to the most interesting thing about Svea: they said she was worth $500,000. In one booth, the
sheriff was talking about her to the state patrolman who lived in Marrow Lake. The Marrow Lake man went past
Svea’s place nearly every day and had never seen such a dump. But the sheriff said that you could tell the true
class of a person, though, by how they treated a dog. He himself had a handsome white shepherd bitch; that
Biscuit, now, originally was a runt from one of his litters. He had taken it over to Svea because he knew she wold
make it a good home, and so she had.
Everyone thought that Svea had left the whole $500,000 (if she had any $500,000) to her nephew Marlyn
instead of half and half to Marlyn and his sister Estona. Marlyn visited her once a week for years, whereas Estona
talked mean about Svea. Estona, who ran the Nu-St. Aidan Motel, was always roping in total strangers, finding
out what they did, and then asking their advice. With both elbows on the sign-in counter, her eyes trying to read
their blank balances when they opened their checkbooks, her wrists supporting her cheeks, she would say, “So
you’re a sales representative? As a sales representative, would you please tell me if this sound right to you? I
mean, you’re in a position to know …” Then she would explain about Svea’s money going to her kid brother
because he was a man and made up to her on Sunday afternoons. Recently, she had said to the new Adult
Education teacher who stayed at the motel on Wednesday nights, “You’re a humanities consultant? Now that
sounds like something that has got to be about how people treat each other! Fairly or unfairly? Well, would you
tell me as a humanities consultant—would you call it fair that this old woman, who keeps her place so bad it is
amazing they don’t get the countryside nursing people in to spray around, do you think it is right she would leave
all that money to my brother and not my half to me?” Estona regarded the humanities consultant as another
middle-aged woman like herself, who had to have picked up some sense somewhere along the line. “I don’t know
if this is in your field or not, but just looking at it humanly, can you tell me that he is making any big sacrifices for
his aunt when he can check on his Vikings and Steelers bets as good on Seva’s eleven-inch black and white as he
could on his own remote control at home? Or maybe it’s just me.”
As Marlyn and Estona stood around the Casket Showing Room, Jack Canon thought of everything that had
happened since Seva’s death. Her body had been discovered by Momo: Jack had quickly gone out to fetch it. He
knew Momo as well as Svea, because Momo liked dead bodies. There was scarcely a wake or visitation in the
past ten or fifteen years at which Jack hadn’t had a word with Momo—that is, he had to take him firmly by the
elbow. Then, after he took Svea’s body to the chapel, twenty or more youngsters went out to her place, apparently,
and dug great holes all over the yard. By the time the sheriff reached the place, the boys had tipped over Svea’s
outhouse and were prodding the hole, looking for money. Another boy and a girl had got hold of power augers
and they were drilling into the frozen ground, like mining prospectors, among the stacked snowtreads and fencewire wheels. The sheriff pulled them all in on Possession and Vandalism and then let them out again. He called
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Jack and said he was going to ask the state patrolman to help keep an eye open these next days. “If we are going
to have any trouble,” Jack told him, “it will be during visitation days, not at the funeral itself.” The two men
talked to each other quietly on the telephone, in the special, measured way of people holding the fort for decency
and dignity—while all the others give in to some horrible craze. The sheriff said with a sigh, “Well, we’ll manage!
I’ve got to locate that nephew of hers now, wherever he is!” Jack felt the respect the sheriff had for him, a funeral
director, and the disrespect he felt for Marlyn Huutula, who never had steady work in the wintertime if he could
help it. Like half the men of St. Aidan, Marlyn kept a line of traps somewhere out east along St. Aidan Creek.
Once he had tried to bribe the sheriff out of a speeding ticket while the sheriff stood at his car window, writing.
Marlyn had picked up the rabbit lying on the passenger side and passed it up to the sheriff. The sheriff had been
busy writing, so he didn’t look carefully: all he saw was white fur and a little blood. At home, his shepherd had
just had a new litter of white puppies, so he mistook this animal. It was a full minute before he saw it was a rabbit,
not a puppy. He had been writing a Warning: now he tore up the yellow card and gave the man a Citation instead.
All day, as he later told Jack, his stomach churned. Then he blushed. “I don’t guess that would bother someone …
in your line of work,” he added.
“Yes it would bother him,” Jack told him.
“I never had much tolerance,” the sheriff said.
Jack Canon felt less tolerant every day now. He had started an Adult Education course two week sago; he
though tit would give him perspective, but it was just the opposite. Now he minded remarks he heard that
previously he would have passed off as “the kinds of things people say.”
He frequently thought of his crimson vinyl notebook that lay on his office desk. It was labeled:
HUMANITIES: ST. AIDAN ADULT EDUCATION PROGRAM
—MOLLY GALAN, INSTRUCTOR
Jack had never been a man who took notes on his life as it went by. Yet now, several times a day, he said to
himself, sometimes even aloud, since he was a good deal alone, “I ought to put that into the red notebook!” or
“That ought to go into the red notebook if nothing else ever does!” And he looked forward to Wednesday night,
the night of his class.
Tonight it was to meet in his office, as a matter of fact. That had come about because two weeks ago, on
Registration Night, only one student had shown up to sign for the humanities course—Jack himself. His teacher
was a spare, graying woman with a white forehead, who was unlike anyone he had ever known. He glanced over
her head, her figure—her long hands with thin, unremarkable fingers, trying to say “It is in the eyes,” or “It is the
hands,” or “It is how she carries herself”—but he knew all his guesses were wrong. She leaned against the
second-grade teacher’s desk, and Jack sat cramped before her in a desk-and-chair combination comfortable only
for small children. They waited for others to appear. Through the schoolroom doorway, they heard shy voices,
calls, remarks—people signing up for Beginning Knitting Two, a continuation from the fall semester.
No one else came at all. Presently, Mrs. Galan explained that the guidelines of the course would allow the class
to meet in private homes, if the class so chose. The following Wednesday, there was a blizzard, but Mrs. Galan
made it on I-35 from St. Paul to the Nu-St. Aidan Motel, and to the school building. This time she read off to Jack
some of the course subjects approved in the guidelines. They might choose among Ethnicity, Sources of
Community Wisdom, Ethical Consciousness in Rural America, or Longitudinal Studies of Human Success and
Failure, Attitudinal Changes Towards Death, or simply Other. They agreed that he following Wednesday, since no
one had shown up again this time, they might as well meet in Jack’s office. He explained to her that she should
walk round to the back of the chapel, where the back door opened onto a concrete apron. It was kept clear of
snow, he told her.
In his years and years of single life Jack had noticed that lonely people were either carefully groomed or
remarkably grimy. He himself had to be immaculate at all times. It was a habit by the time he was fourteen—
along with learning how to cover the phone. He would push his arithmetic problems against the chapel schedule
board, keeping the phone where his left hand could raise the earpiece on the first ring. Then he spoke immediately
and courteously into the flared mouth. By the time he was a senior in high school he was used to nearly all the
work of the chapel: he knew how to lift heavy weight without grunting, while wearing a white shirt, tie, and suit
jacket. He learnt to keep longing or anxiety from showing on his face. One October day, in 1936, he was sitting on
the football bench at St. Aidan High School. The big St. Aidan halfback sat down next to him, for just a minute.
Jack had been sitting there, knees together, chilled, for an hour. The halfback, a great tall boy named Marlyn
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Huutula, drooped down beside him when he was taken out to rest a minute, and his body gave off heat and the
glow of recently spent energy. It was nearly visible like a halo—that great hot energy field around the boy. Jack
knew enough not to look at Marlyn for more than a second; he must not let himself be mesmerized into staring
like a rabbit at a successful boy, the way he had seen others do. So Jack had given Marlyn a casual grin and both
of them turned to watch the field. Then the coach snapped his fingers at Marlyn, who jumped up right in front of
Jack. The coach’s arm went around the leather-misshaped shoulders; Jack heard the friendly growl of instructions.
The coach pointed into the field with one hand, slapped Marlyn’s buttocks with the other, and the halfback swung
away towards the players, his socks sunk below his calves, jiggling in folds around the strong ankles. For the
thousandth time that autumn, Jack expressed manhood by not letting his face look sad.
But the next Thursday afternoon, just as he was helping his father transfer a casket from the nervous
pallbearers into the hearse, Jack recalled the bad moment on the football field. His face jerked upward in
embarrassment at the memory. When his father had closed the hearse doors, he pulled Jack aside. St. Aidan’s
Lutheran’s two bells kept tolling so the sound rang down nearly on top of them: the sidewalk was white and cold
with afternoon sunlight. “I’m going to tell you this just once, but it is very important,” Jack’s dad said. “Do not
put on a fake sad look—the way you did jut now when we were taking the casket. Get this straight: they don’t
expect you to look sad—just professional. Just keep your face serious and considerate.”
Jack became more and more carefully gauged in his appearance: he controlled his face, he maintained his
grooming. But Svea Istava, whose body now lay in his operating room, had turned dirty as she aged. When Jack
first knew her in 1943, she was a handsome woman of thirty-nine or so. She told him she had to give up the St.
Paul house that her husband’s officer’s pay had been financing. She asked Jack of the World War II dead were
going to be returned to the United States. Next month, she bought an old, very small farmhouse on an acre of
scrubland, about a mile past St. Aidan.
The first time Jack went out thee to visit, his eye passed over the turquoise-painted, fake-tile siding. He saw the
string of barbed wire that someone had hitched to one corner of the outhouse and then stretched over to the
corner-post of the house itself. He supposed that Mrs. Istava would gradually have trash removed from the
farmyard. He hoped she would find enough money to put in plumbing. He imagined the huge shade of the oaks
darkening; not these piles of rejected auto batteries and other trash, but new lawn. There was a distant view of
both church spires, and to the north lay the pleasant, spooky pine forest.
To his surprise, Svea didn’t remove the barbed wire; she took to leaning things against it—first a screen door
that warped and she couldn’t repair, next a refrigerator that stopped working. Its rounded ivory corners and its
rusted base grate seemed natural after a while; Svea tied a clothesline length about it so that Momo Friesman
would not climb inside and be killed. Sometimes she stood the way poor rural people stand, elbow bent, one hand
planted on one irregular hip, and the face gazing vaguely past the immediately farmyard, as if to say, “There is life
beyond this paltry place—I have my eyes on it.”
In those days, Jack sometimes thought he would save Svea from all that. He imagined himself, in a squareshouldered way, driving out one miserable winter night, when the sky would be black and the ground-storming of
down snow nearly blinding. “Oh, how did you ever make it on such a night?” she would dry, and he would say
briefly, a little sharply, “Come on—we’re going to town! We’re going to be married!” He imagined the reliable
Willys\fn{A manufacturer of jeeps.} pushing through all that darkness and whiteness.
It never happened. Svea never called a junk man to pick up anything in her yard. Instead, more junk arrived.
Jack had to pick his way to the doorstep over corrugated-tread wheels of broken lawnmowers. Often, Momo
stared at him from a pile of rubbish near the tipped refrigerator. He knew the child trapped mice and then buried
them in a distracted, faithful way, among Svea’s onion sets and carrots.
As the years passed, a rumor grew up that all this while Svea Istava had been and was still worth $500h,000.
The more unlikely her person and possessions, the more entrenched the myth.
Meanwhile, gradually, Jack began to lose confidence. He began buying more and more expensive clothing. By
the 1960’s, even his garden gloves were from L. L. Bean. He was the first man in St. Aidan to have a wool suit
after a decade of Dacrons and polyester. By accident, he found out what was wrong with him. One evening, he sat
with the sheriff down at the station. It had been a bitter February day, as it was now, and the sheriff was saying
that the bad news in St. Aidan County was the rising crime rate but the good news was that more and more
uranium leases were being let out around the area. Jack listened idly, leaning comfortably against the iron radiator,
watching the heat move the window shades a little. The sheriff held several puppies on a pillow in his lap; his
hands kept passing over the little dogs and the dogs kept rearranging themselves in a whining, growling, moving
pile of one another. As Jack looked on, he felt that he was losing confidence because he wasn’t touching other live
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bodies enough; he watched in an agony of envy as the puppies wandered with their fat paws into one another’s
eyes and ears and stomachs—he got the idea they were gaining confidence from one another every time they
touched.
The next day he walked into the Feral Café to have lunch with the new Haven Funeral Supply salesman, Bud
Menge. Haunted by the revelation of the puppies, he sensed that the women looked up at Bud Menge as he went
by, and rearranged their buttocks in the booths.
But was friendly, right from the first. After a year of their acquaintance, Jack said, “Couldn’t you ever stop and
let me buy you lunch without you trying to sell me something?”
Most dealing in St. Aidan took place at either the Men’s Fellowship of St. Aidan Lutheran or at lunch in the
Feral Café. Bud’s face grew grave and considerate. “Listen, Jack, how would you like to discuss something that is
absolutely new and different and will revolutionize your whole approach?”
In ten minutes, Bud sold Jack an industrial-psychology program that he had used ever since. The Casket
Showing Room Lighting Plan, like all of Bud’s ideas, was disgusting from the outset. “That’s really revolting,
Bud. Let’s face it, Bud,” he had said, “that is just about the worst taste I have ever heard of!” Jack had often made
such remarks during Bud’s first year as representative for Haven Funeral Supply. Later he was slower to speak.
But never presented him an idea that was not absolutely profitable.
The first aspect of the Casket Showing Room Lighting Plan was simple. You lighted only those caskets you
wanted a client to inspect. You placed small wall-bracketed lamps at six-foot intervals along the two long walls,
and across one short end-wall of the Showing Room. These lamps had either rose or cream shades: you lit only
those you wanted on each given occasion. Jack generally lighted the caskets that went with the $1500 service, the
$2300 service, and the $4000 service. No one in St. Aidan ever bought the $4000 service, and in fact, it was not
for sale.
This $4000 casket was an elaborate part of Bud’s Lighting Plan. Jack saw that it was lighted, and left its cover
up, but did not lead clients over to it. But explained the procedure: people shopping for caskets feel that they are
likely to be cheated by the mortician. Even if the mortician is a fellow small-town citizen whom they have known
for years, they still feel they must watch him like a hawk now that they are buying from him. They know perfectly
well that their own harrowed feelings at the time of a death are the funeral director’s pivot. They are on tiptoe
against his solemnity. Therefore, Bud explained, clients want to wander around the Showing Room on their own:
they feel they are getting around the funeral director if they look at caskets besides the ones he seems to want to
show them. They want to be shrewd. Eventually, Bud explained, because it is lighted and open, the $4000 casket
catches the client’s eye. He goes over, and, wonder of wonders, finds this casket to be noticeably more elegant
than anything the funeral director has shown him so far. Immediately, the thinks that it is probably priced the same
as the caskets he has been shown, but simply is a better buy. He suspects it is being kept for some preferred
customer of the funeral director, and that a comparative lemon is being pawned off on him at the same price. Bud
told Jack, “You follow them over to the $4000 casket, but stay behind a little—as if you didn’t really want to go
over there. ‘How come you never showed us this one?’ they will ask. ‘How come you never showed us this one
when it’s just beautiful?’ they will say. So then you tell them, ‘You’re right—it is the most beautiful one, by far. It
is the best casket we have ever had at Canon Chapel.’ Just tell them that much at this point. Let them hang a little.
Sooner or later the client will stop staring at you and will say, ‘So how come you didn’t show it to us?’ Now here
is where you pull your act together,’ But told Jack. ‘You tell them, fairly fast, ‘Because I don’t want you to buy
that casket, is why.’” But begged Jack to pause again, right at that point. “Stick with the pauses, Jack, I’m telling
you. Pause right there. Every single client—I don’t care if it is the middle-aged mother of an only on who just
died—every single client will say, ‘But why don’t you want me to buy it? What does it cost?’ Now you go right
up to the client and say, ‘Because it costs $4000. I know you can afford $4000, Mrs. So-and-so, I know you can
easily raise that amount. Money isn’t the problem. The reason I don’t want you to buy it is that I’d a hundred
times rather that you bought the $#2300 casket and gave the other $1700 to church or charity in memory of’—and
you insert the deceased’s name here—‘I’d a hundred times rather you’d spent the $1700 extra that way than on a
casket.’ O.K., now, Jack, here is the third pause—don’t make it very long—just a short one. Now you say, ‘Or
does that sound crazy, from where I’m supposed to be coming from?’”
But was right. No client ever said, “Yes, it sounds crazy.” Men gave Jack a warm look and sometimes slapped
his arm. Women sometimes came around the $4000 casket and hugged him. Everyone said, “Thanks, Jack, for
being so square with us.” And just as Bud had prophesied, not one of those clients ever bought the $1500 casket:
they all bought the $2300 one. The whole point of the Lighting Plan was to switch people from the $1500 to the
$2300 casket. Curing the whole sales procedure, Jack never had to lie. After explaining the Plan, Bud had paused
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briefly, then looked very straight at Jack across the strewn café boot table, with the chili bowls and paper sachets
of coffee-whitening chemicals that both men had pushed away so they could lean forward on their forearms.
“Some of them,” But said, “I wouldn’t bother to explain they don’t have to lie—they wouldn’t care. But with you,
Jack, now that’s a major thing.”
The last point of the Casket Lighting Plan was to have one end of the Showing Room nearly dark. Jack made
use of this point right now: he broke into the quarreling between Estona and Marlyn Huutula.
“Folks,” Jack laid loudly, “I am going to look over some odds and ends of paperwork. I’ll be down at the other
end of the room, so when you want me, give a call.”
Clients needed the sense of quarreling privately. They needed to confer over how little they could spend
without causing talk in town—talk about how cheap they were, after all that he or she had done for them, too.
Jack always left people to have this quarrel, but he stayed within earshot so he could return at the right moment.
At a tiny writing table at the dark end of the room, just behind the county casket, Jack looked over an eightpage booklet showing full-color photographs of funeral customs all over the world. The photographs were on the
right-hand pages, the “Discussion Questions” on the left-hand pages.
“What’s the good of it?” Jack had said in the Feral Café, when Bud passed him the booklet across their coffee
cups.
“It’s the most practical thing we have come up with yet,” But told him with his frank smile. “It solves the
problem of the local necrophiliac.\fn{ Those who display an unnatural affection for the bodies of the dead are referred to as
necrophiliacs.} And every town has one.”
Jack said, “I wish you wouldn’t use that word in the Feral Café, Bud. In fact, I wish you wouldn’t use it at all.
And besides,” he added in the no-nonsense tone he used when he had to, his mind picturing Momo Friesman, “we
haven’t got anyone like that in St. Aidan.”
“Every town has one,” Bud said. “If you haven’t got him today you will have him tomorrow. When some
funeral director tells me his town don’t have one, I look at the funeral director himself. H, ha! Just joking, Jack.”
But opened the booklet, to a page called Funeral Practices of the Frehiti People. “O.K.,” he said. “Here’s how
it works. Your man shows up at a visitation or a wake.”
“And who are the Frehiti People? What do we care!” said Jack.
Bud grinned. “How should I know who they are? They don’t live around here anyway. Anyway, they’re
somebody. Some sociologists or humanities people or somebody did all the research—we know it’s O.K. That’s a
point I’m glad you asked about, Jack. You know, the research in this booklet didn’t come from our publicity
department like most of the stuff. This is the real thing—you can be confident when you use this. Anyway, your
guy comes up at the wake so you go up to him and you put your arm around his shoulder, the nice, teaching way
that a football coach throws his arm around you and you feel good because you know the coach is taking you into
his confidence. O.K.? Didn’t you say you played football for St. Aidan High? O.K.—then you know the way I
mean. Now, with your free hand, Jack, you flip open this booklet. It is easy because they put this Frehiti People
discussion at the center where the stapling is, so it naturally opens right there. So you keep your other hand on his
shoulder, see, and you show him this picture, the one you see there, with the jungle huts in the background, and
them carrying the corpse in a kind of thatch-covered chair with the feet at the left. So you don’t have to tell this
person, ‘Look at the terrific picture of a dead body with the feet hanging off that kind of coolie chair or whatever
it is.’ What you get to say aloud is, ‘I wonder, so-and-so’—you want to use their name as much as you can, Jack,
as you know—‘Hey, so-and-so, I wonder if you’d look through this new book and read these Discussion
Questions. Maybe this is something that would help families get through grief—would you look this over and
then tell me what you think?’ And Jack, all the time you are saying all this, his eyes are glued onto that picture and
his mind is thinking, if people like that think, There are other full-color pictures in the book, too, and I want to
see them all! Then he hears you offering to let him take the booklet home with him. Now all this time, you are
pushing him along right out of your funeral chapel and he is halfway home before he realizes he is no longer at
the visitation. And that is fine with you. The last thing you need is someone trying any sensitivity games at a
visitation.”
But gestured toward the booklet in Jack’s hand. “That little item may not have a lot of class like our bronze
desk accessories, and all, but it is one hundred thousand percent effective.”
Now Jack sat at the dark end of the Showing Room, looking at the dead Frehiti in the photograph. The man’s feet,
whitened in the foreground, in sharp focus, were separated from the gloomy jungle village in the background; the
feet had come to meet the viewer; the straw hut roofs, the gnarled equatorial trees, the smudgy broken grass of the
village street—all that receded and lowered behind, like a cloud departing.
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Jack heard Estona Huutula’s voice rise in fury. He was used to family difference sin his Showing Room, but
this one was especially nasty. He listened, trying to decide when he should break in.
“I don’t see how you can be so uncaring,” Estona was shouting. “You know that when they open up that will,
there will be a half million for you—probably for you, alone, too; you won’t even have to share it with me, since
you did such a good job of making up to Svea all those years! You know what people will say, Marlyn! They’ll
say that there that nice aunt left him a cool half million and all he would buy her was the county casket.”
“I never said I wanted to bury Svea in the county casket!” Marlyn shouted back.
The casket they referred to was a narrow, light blue coffin that St. Aidan provided for welfare clients when the
family could afford nothing else. It was nicely made, but most funeral directors, including Jack, made sure it was
locally referred to only as “the county casket” so that no one would contemplate buying it for a loved one.
“All I meant was,” Marlyn said, “why go to $2300 when we can get the same service and a perfectly nice-looking
casket for $1500.”
Jack rose from his small desk.
Estona said, “That’s going to look just fine, isn’t it, when you get all that money? I call it downright cheap!”
Marlyn grumbled, “We don’t even know if Svea had any money anyway.”
“All the worse for you then!” cried Estona with a slashing laugh. “All those Sunday afternoons you put in for
nothing! Sitting there in her filthy kitchen letting her tell you how Church Noll should do this, Chuck Noll should
do that, and how old age comes even to football players, and how Cliff Stoud was a fool to hurt his arm. That one
time I was there, you must have said it twenty times if you said it once: ‘You may have something there, Svea!’ I
nearly puked. And ‘Everything that goes up has to come down, I guess, Svea—even Lynn Swann!’ If you weren’t
the sponging wise nephew of the sports-expert aunt! And the two of you drunk as lords before three in the
afternoon, too! I nearly threw up listening to you—I’d say ‘puke’ except we’re in a funeral chapel!”
Jack generally let relations quarrel until both of them had turned their irritation, by mere exhaustion, from each
other to him. As soon as he felt all the anger coming towards him—none left for each other—he would spend a
minute deliberately hardselling a coffin he knew they didn’t want. Then they would concentrate on outwitting this
awful funeral director for a minute or so. He let them outwit him. Then he decided which coffin they would really
like, and usually wrapped up the sale, including choice of Remembrance folders, in fifteen minutes. The clients
left in harmony with each other, which was good: the moment they left Canon Chapel the elation of having
stumped the mortician would die and they would notice and carry their grief again.
“And another thing!” Estona cried. “You know, if you had really respected Svea’s dignity in life or death, you
wouldn’t have been out tomcatting the very night after they found her, would you? There we were, the sheriff and
I, trying to figure out where you were, with all those kids having dug up poor Svea’s yard and all! Do you know
that the sheriff sent the deputy down the river because they thought you were checking your traps? Finally Mrs.
Friesman said she seen you driving somewhere with that Mrs. Galoan from the Adult Education. ‘Oh,’ I said, ‘he
wouldn’t be with her. She always stays with us at the Nu-St. Aidan Motel.’ Well, yes, she saw you though, she
said, so what could the sheriff do; he drove back out to your house and there you were in the middle of the night,
the both of you Of course I’d made a fool of myself, telling the deputy I knew you wouldn’t be running around
with her because she seemed like such a nice widow lady and very intellectual.”
Jack now made his way slowly from the dark end of the room, like someone a little off balance. He approached
the brother and sister standing under the yellow wall lights and took Estona by the elbow. He explained that they
would not go into his office and have a sip of something that he kept, which sometimes helped people in times of
grief. He led them around behind the chapel, past the door leading to the operating area, and into his office.
Sunlight poured in, dazzling after the draped and shadowy Showing Room. Jack seated Estona on the couch; he
put Marlyn in the conference chair, and opened a bottle of Pinot Blanc. Although everyone in St. Aidan knew that
Estona Huutula turned on the NO part of the NO VACANCY sign at the motel near night around ten, and settle
down with a whisky, Estona said, “I don’t use much alcohol, Jack, but a little wine would help me, I think.”
Estona then allowed they ought to get the $2300 white-lined casket instead of the $1500 tan-lined one because
it would be more cheerful for Svea to look out of. Both men looked out through the faint window curtains when
she said that. She added. “Or maybe that’s just me.”
In the normal course of things, Jack would have let Estona sell Marlyn on the more expensive of the two
caskets, but now he wanted this old high school classmate and his sister out of the office so badly he would have
sold him a co-op burial-club service with a pine box for $34.50 if they would just get out. So he took it into his
own hands. Ignoring Estona, who was tapping her glass for a refill, he spoke to Marlyn in a man-to-man tone,
making fast explanations. He filled the man in on some of the side services provided in a funeral, such as getting
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police cooperation in case there was further trouble, or unwanted crowds to see the body of a simple old woman
worth $500,000. He explained that his old man, LeVern Holpe, would park cars, assisted by the chapel man from
Morrow Lake.
Marlyn responded exactly as Jack wanted: he tried to be snappy and intelligent too. Marlyn never mentioned
the $1500 casket again. Then, just when Estona was beginning to look as if she felt neglected, Jack passed her the
new Remembrance format that Bud Menge had brought over only the week before. Gone was the Twenty-third
Psalm in Old English eleven point on the left-hand side: instead there was a passage from The Velveteen Rabbit in
a modern face without serif.\fn{Serifs are the “tails” on the bottoms and tops of the capital “I”, for example, the bottoms of lower
case “n”’s, etc.} Jack said to Estona, cutting Marlyn out of it: “Estona, I want your honest opinion of these. If you
don’t care for these new-style Remembrances, say so, and we will have the others printed up for Svea.”
At last brother and sister were gone. Jack telephoned LeVern to say that he would come over and work any
time now. He himself would have a catnap. He lay down on the small office sofa.
The winter sun, very bright and low at this time of year, sent its long webby light through the glass curtains.
Jack fell gratefully asleep, still wearing his suit jacket. Sunlight fell onto his desk with all the accessories Bud had
provided him—the bronze-tone plastic paperweight imprinted CANON CHAPEL: CARE WHEN CARE
MATTERS MOST. The sun fell onto his red-covered humanities notebook, too. It fell onto his own face, and
made his white hair nearly transparent and his skin luminous. Once during the following hour and a half, his
young assistant, LeVern, looked in soundlessly, thought how sad the human face looks asleep; he decided that
Jack Canon, in his opinion anyway, led a very crappy life. LeVern decided he could manage the job without
waking the fellow, and called Great at the beauty parlor when he was done to tell her she could come over and do
Mrs. Istava’s head now or whenver she was ready.
In his dream, Jack went to spend the weekend in a motel north of St. Paul. He was to meet a woman there who
had exclaimed, “My God! I think I am falling in love again! I love you, John!” So long as Jack still believed she
would show up, he patrolled the motel room, swerving round the ocean-sized bed and rounding the television set
like an animal. Once he had decided she was not going to show up, he took to reading all the materials in the desk
except the Bible placed there by the Gideons. Everything he read swam and enlarged and darkened in his eyes.
Everything had color swimming at the edges; even the papers he held were yellowed like church windows on
Christmas cards. He read through the Room Service Menu with its appalling prices and his eyes swam with tears.
He read the Daily Cleaning Services options with his eyes silvered with tears. He was reminded of something that
someone at a Minnesota Funeral Director’s convention had once told him: the man had said that when he became
Born Again\fn{A common phrase used by those who believe their souls have been personally saved by some sort of intensely personal
religious experience with Jesus. They are also commonly known as “Born Again Christians”, or “One of the Born Agains”.} for the first
few weeks, whenever he opened up the Bible, no matter at what place he opened it, his eyes would fill with tears.
Jack was thinking that over, in his dream, when he waked to LeVern’s tapping on the office door.
LeVern put his head around the door. “All set now, Jack,” he said. “I’m going home now.”
“Oh, then, you’re ready for me,” Jack said, trying not to sound slowed with sleep.
“No, it’s all done,” LeVern told him. “Greta’s here working now.”
Jack lay vulnerable in the huge sadness of his dream. The day was nearly over. All morning he had longed for
the day to be over, because it was Wednesday, the night of his class. Now the joy was gone out of it.
Eventually, he rose and bathed and shaved and put on the best sports jacket he had. He looked at his gray eyes
very careful in the mirror, but it was O.K.: none of the dream or his own feelings showed.
He locked the front door of the chapel, making sure the twin lights for visitations were both turned off; people
understood by that that Svea could not be viewed until the next day. Then he went round and lighted the rear yard
light, which fell upon the private entrance to his office and the garage. At nearly eight o’clock, the bell rang. Jack
cried to himself, “She came after all, then!”
He swung the door open to the cold night. Outside, Momo Friesman stood on the garage cement, his bulging
eyes bright from the overhead light.
“I came to pay my respects to Mrs. Istava,” Momo said quickly, “and don’t you turn me away, Jack. I got a
right. She was a neighbor to me, and my mother and I was friends. She had me come keep her company once a
week and I got a right to mourn her as good as anyone else.”
“Visitation isn’t until tomorrow, Momo,” Jack said.
Then he recalled Bud Menge’s little book of photographs and discussions. “There is something you could help
me with, though, Momo. Do you have time to come in a minute?”
Momo’s eyes shone. “I can help you in the lab, Jack!”
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“No,” Jack said firmly, “not in the operating room—but wait.” He started to go to the Casket Showing Room
for the booklet, but then remembered he couldn’t leave Momo alone or the man might leap through the office
door towards the operating room. She he put his arm around Momo’s shoulder and led him to the sofa. When he
saw Momo was all the way seated, he left.
Momo had the face of a twelve-year-old; he was forty-three, in fact. Every morning in the summer, his mother
drove him into town and Momo went to all the trash disposal cans in St. Aidan, recovered Minneapolis Tribunes
from them, and sold them up and down the one street of the town, shouting, “Paper! Paper!” All the business
people sent someone out, a receptionist or whoever was nearest the door, to give Momo a nickel and take a paper.
When he had gone the whole length of the street, from the Canon Funeral Chapel at one end to the Rocky
Mountains Prospectors’ office at the other, he would find more papers lying on top of the trash cans, so he sold
them again-—his time to the other side of the street. At noon he waited among the boxes that came into the Red
Owl on the truck; the owner would shout, “He’s here, O.K., Mrs. Friesman!” when his mother came to pick him
up. Once a week she took him over to Svea Istava’s place across the road, and Svea would let him dig in her piles
of orange crates and used winter tires.
When Jack dropped the booklet into Momo’s lap, it opened as Bud had promised to the photograph of the dead
Frehiti man in his grassy chair. Jack thought to himself, It is eight-oh-five now. She hasn’t shown up. She is not
going to come. Well, he said on to himself, everyone has to have some kind of memorial made in their honor. We
shouldn’t any of us die without someone’s doing at least something in our honor. Jack looked down at Momo,
who was bent over the photograph. Well, Momo, Jack thought, you’re it. Svea let you into her place all those
years. Tonight, then I will let you into mine. You can sit there and gloat over that book for two hours if you want.
Jack went and sat down at his desk. He said in his thoughts, I don’t suppose you’d understand, Momo, if I tried to
explain to you that Molly Galan was supposed to be sitting here where you are sitting, not you. Well, anyway—it
isn’t her: it’s you. Jack remembered how Svea remained kind to Momo even when, two weeks after her dog
Biscuit died, Momo found the grave, despite the rusty refrigerator grille Svea had laid on top of it in the hopes he
wouldn’t notice. Momo dug up Biscuit and brought the body into the house and laid it on Svea’s oilcloth-covered
table. Biscuit looked bad after two weeks in the earth. Even the, Svea did not lift a hand to Momo. She only
telephoned Jack to ask if he ever had had any difficulty with Momo around the chapel. Jack confessed that he had
to deal with Momo on various occasions.
Now he went through the little speech Bud had tought him, suggesting Momo take the booklet home. He need
not have bothered. Just as Bud predicted, Momo was entranced by the pictures.
The doorbell rang again.
Jack went over to it, nearly faint with hope but still unbelieving.
“I didn’t know if I ought to come,” Molly Galan said. “I know you had a death.”
“Oh, but visiting isn’t until tomorrow!” Jack cried. He held the door wide, but didn’t offer his arm. Molly
Galan explained that she was a little breathless from having walked over from the motel. Then Jack remembered
Momo. “This is Momo Friesman,” Jack said. He went over and stood near Momo’s knees. “Momo is going to zip
up his jacket now and take his book home, before it gets eve later and colder.”
“I want to stay here,” Momo said.
“Let’s see your book,” Molly said.
“You give that back,” he told her.
“I promise,” she said. She sat down beside him, turning the pages.
“And now you can take it home with you, Momo,” Jack said. “But first you must zip up your jacket because it
is much colder again now.”
Jack realized that in one minute Momo would be out of there, and the thought made him so joyous he nearly
danced the man into his zipper.
“I don’t want to go,” Momo said.
Jack thought, I could just strangle him until those eyes jumped clear out of his head like twin pale spheres
careening out into space and then I could pick him up and throw the whole mess of a man out the door. As soon as
Jack noticed what he was thinking he backed further from the sofa. Anyway, he thought, retreating to the desk,
what did he care of Momo chose to stay the evening? What good would it do now to have an evening with Molly
Galan?
Oh yes! he cried, nearly aloud. Look at that flushed face of hers! And that lively look in her eyes: that isn’t
from hiking over here in the cold! And her wonderful smile! That smile was turned towards Momo, but how could
such a smile be for Momo? Women of fifty did not look like that except when love was so recent the body itself
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still remembered it. Jack’s anger narrowed and cooled and felt permanent. And anyway, he added to himself, all
this is just a job of work for a woman like her. She was hired to tutor adult extension students in the humanities,
so she tutored adult extension students in the humanities. She had agreed to meet in his office simply because that
arrangement was simpler than anything else.
Now he said aloud. “Well, if Momo wants to stay, that would be all right wouldn’t it?”
She looked at Momo and said, “Of course, Momo, you can read your book and we will work on ours.”
“And afterwards I will pay my respects to Svea,” Momo told her.
“Not tonight,” she said. “When I say its time you will zipper up your jacket and you can walk home with me.”
In the meantime, Jack walked rapidly back and forth between his lighted desk and the sofa. Perhaps Molly
Galan was going to open her copy of the red humanities workbook over there, on the sofa beside Momo. She
might do that, he supposed.
But she didn’t. She came to his desk and sat down in the conference chair. She picked up a bronze marker
stamped CANON CHAPEL and laid it back quickly. She said, “The Extension people would like to know which
subject we’re going to work on. And they want us to write an evaluation as we go along. This is a kind of pilot
program, you see.” She smiled at him. “They want to know what your expectations are.”
How could Jack tell her his expectations? All week he had planned how she was coming and he meant to tell
her part of his life story. Shamelessly, he had meant to. Jack had meant to tell her how all his life he had wished to
be serious, not just solemn as he must be at his work, but serious. He wanted to tell her how here in St. Aidan,
where he practiced a trade he had never wanted to practice, somehow he could not rise over the chaff and small
cries of daily life into some upper ring of seriousness. He imagined his ring of seriousness, like Saturn’s rings,
almost physically circling the planet—but he couldn’t reach it because he was caught down here, blinded in the
ground-storming of old jokes, old ideas, old conventions, which no sooner were dropped than they were picked up
again like snow lifted and lifted and dropped and lifted again by blizzard wind, blowing into everyone’s face over
and over.
Now Molly Galan smiled at him. She had placed the four fingers of her right hand between five pages of the
humanities notebook, and she held these pages apart as if for ready reference; he saw the lamplight through the
spread pages like a nearly translucent Eastern fan, collapsible, of course, but taking up its space as elegantly as
sculpture does.
Jack thought, How can it be that anyone with such hands spent last night with Marlyn Huutula? How can that
be, when Marlyn Huutula all his life had never done anything admirable except play halfback for St. Aidan in
1936?—and Jack saw, as sharply in his mind’s eye as he had ever seen it, Marlyn’s sweaty hair as he removed his
leather helmet.
Now Jack bent towards Molly under the beautiful lamplight and shouted at her, “What I want to know is, why
did you ever do it? How could someone like you go and , go and, oh how could someone like you for the love of
God go and spend the night with Marlyn Huutula? How could you do it?”
I know I did not just say that aloud, Jack told himself; I know I did not. Nonetheless, that is what I just did.
However, I must not have really said that aloud because men in their sixties do not ask humanities consultants
why they spend the night with whomever they spend the night with. Yet it was my voice that said that.
Then he thought: In one minute she will simply rise and leave without another word. She will go over to the
couch and pick up her coat where she left it near Momo and she will leave. I shall offer her a ride home because
it is so cold again and, oh, Christ, she will refuse even that!
However, the ladylike fingers did not fold up the fan. Molly Galan shouted at him, “I don’t know! I don’t know
why I did it! And what do you care, anyway?”
“I don’t care! I don’t care what you do,” Jack said.
“Well,” Molly shouted, “you just don’t know how dumb it all is!”
She burst into tears.
Very far inside himself, in a place really too dank to nourish a spark of happiness, Jack felt a tiny warmth:
“What do you mean, ‘dumb’?” he asked. But then the snarl came back into his voice. “So what’s that supposed to
mean, dumb! What is that supposed to mean, ‘How dumb it all is!’ Anyone can go around shouting things like
that.”
“You don’t know what it is to be lost in the dumbness of it!” she shouted, still crying.
“You chose it! You chose it!” he said. “You chose Marlyn Huutula!”
Suddenly then her hands fell simply, faintingly, like snow onto the booklet in her lap. Her face and voice
suddenly were completely serene. “Yes,” she said, pausing. “That’s right,” she said in an agreeable, logical tone.
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“Marlyn Huutula. Now he really is dumb.” She added in an even more peaceful tone. “That is a fact, you know.
He is really very dumb.”
“The dumbest person I ever knew!” Jack said. But then he leaned forward and said, “What do you mean
exactly?”
He felt a hope taking fire in him too quickly. He did not want to lose his proper anger in this hope. Already, he
noticed that Molly was sitting with her head tipped to one side, nearly daydreaming at him, and he, too, on his
side of the lamplight, was tipping his head at the same angle. They regarded each other like two birds, with that
great concentration and that great natural stupidity of birds.
Hope kept rising rather weakly in Jack, like a hand rising from a lap, with the fingers still fallen from the rising
wrist, the fingers flowing downward like an umbrella.
Momo meanwhile had approached them, and now wavered, his face turning from one to the other of them.
Jack whispered, “Well, will we go on with the course, do you think?”
Molly said, “Of course we will.”
Jack said briskly, “It is too cold for you and Momo to walk home. I will drive you both. Momo, it is time for
you to zip up you jacket now.”
The telephone rang. It was the sheriff. “Jack, I thought you would like to know. The Huutula family read Svea
Istava’s will early, and you know what? She didn’t have two cents to her name! After all that fuses! So what we’ll
do, Jack—the Marrow Lake patrolman and I will kind of keep an eye out the next couple of days, and we’ll make
sure the news gets around, so you shouldn’t have any crowd-draw to the visitation hours. I expect you’ll just get
the usual for an old woman like that.” In the background, Jack could hear the sheriff’s puppies barking.
Jack and Momo and Molly all sat in the front seat of his car. The night had dropped below zero, so their
breathing frosted the windshield and the side windows as well. The defroster opened up only a small space in the
windshield directly in front of Jack; he had to hunch down to see through it. He guided the car gingerly through
the cold town out of the north road towards the Friesmans’. The black woods were not wrecked, but they were
nearly wrecked. The greater trees had been cut over. The earth under the forest was not wrecked, either—but it
was staked out. Here and there, invisible to ordinary people, were concrete-stoppered holes where the uranium
prospectors had pulled out their pipes and left only magnets so they could find the laces again. As the car crawled
along the iced highway, Jack thought of the whole countryside, nearly with tears in his eyes. He kept peering
through the dark, clear part of the glass, with his whole body shivering and his skin cold in his gloves and the
whole of him beginning to flood with happiness. His own life, Jack thought—it wasn’t wrecked completely after
all! It felt to him, since he was sixty-three and much was over for him—or rather, had gone untravelled—that his
life was nearly wrecked. But not completely. He began to smile behind his cold skin. He started driving faster,
feeling more jaunty and more terrific every second.
The patrolman from Marrow Lake, who had just left the St. Aidan station, happened to see the car tearing
along Old 61 where it crossed the north road. He thought, Oh, boy! Traveler’s’ advisory or no traveler’s’ advisory!
Nothing stops some people! Car all frosted blind like that, tearing right along anyway! Behind the car’s pure
white windows he did not make out the local undertaker and a comely woman and a middle-aged retarded man.
160.163 Excerpt from Lake Wobegon Days\fn{by Garrison Keillor (1942- )} Anoka, Anoka County, Minnesota,
U.S.A. (M) 11
The town of Lake Wobegon, Minnesota,. lies on the shore against Adams Hill, looking east across the bluegreen water to the dark woods. From the south, the highway aims for the lake, bends hard left by the magnificent
concrete Grecian grain silos, and eases over a leg of the hill past the SLOW CHILDREN sign, bringing the traveler in
on Main Street toward the town’s one traffic light, which is almost always green. A few surviving elms shade the
street. Along the ragged dirt path between the asphalt and the grass, a child slowly walks to Ralph’s Grocery,
kicking an asphalt chunk ahead of him. It is a chunk that after four blocks he is now mesmerized by, to which he
is completely dedicated.
At Bunsen Motors, the sidewalk begins. A breeze off the lake brings a sweet air of mud and rotting wood, a
slight fishy smell, and picks up the sweetness of old grease, a sharp whiff of gasoline, fresh tires, spring dust, and,
from across the street, the faint essence of tuna hotdish at the Chatterbox Café. A stout figure in green coveralls
disappears inside. The boy kicks the chunk at the curb, once, twice, then lofts it over the curb and sidewalk across
the concrete to the island of Pure Oil pumps. He jumps three times on the Bunsen bell hose, making three dings
back in the dark garage.
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The mayor of Lake Wobegon, Clint Bunsen, peers out from the grease pit, under a black Ford pickup. His
brother Clarence, wiping the showroom glass ( BUNSEN MOTORS—FORD—NEW & USED—SALES & SERVICE ) with an old
blue shirt, knocks on the window. The showroom is empty.
The boy follows the chunk a few doors north to Ralph’s window, which displays a mournful cardboard pig, his
body marked with the names of cuts. An old man sits on Ralph’s bench, white hair as fine as spun glass poking
out under his green feed cap, his grizzled chin on his skinny chest, snoozing, the afternoon sun now reaching
under the faded brown canvas awning up to his belt. He is not Ralph. Ralph is the thin man in the white apron
who has stepped out the back door of the store, away from the meat counter, to get a breath of fresh, meatless air.
He stands on a rickety porch that looks across the lake, a stone’s throw away.
The beach there is stony; the sandy beach is two blocks to the north, A girl, perhaps one of his, stands on the
diving dock, plugs her nose, and executes a perfect cannonball, and he hears the dull thunsh. A quarter-mile away,
a silver boat sits off the weeds in Sunfish Bay, a man in a bright blue jacket waves his pole; the line is hooked on
weeds. The sun makes a trail of shimmering lights across the water.
It would make quite a picture if you had the right lens, which nobody in this town has got.
The lake is 678.2 acres, a little more than a section, fed by cold springs and drained from the southeast by a
creek, the Lake Wobegon River, which flows to tlie Sauk which joins the Mississippi. In 1836, an Italian count
waded up the creek, towing his canoe, and camped on the lake shore, where he imagined for a moment that he
was the hero who had found the true headwaters of the Mississippi. Then something about the place made him
decide he was wrong. He was right, we’re not the headwaters, but what made him jump to that conclusion? What
has made so many others look at us and think, It doesn’t start here?
The woods are red oak, maple, some spruce and pine, birch, alder, and thick brush, except where cows have
been put, which is like a park. The municipal boundaries take in quite a bit of pasture and cropland, including
wheat, corn, oats, and alfalfa, and also the homes of some nine hundred souls, most of them small white frame
houses sitting forward on their lots and boasting large tidy vegetable gardens and modest lawns, many featuring
cast-iron deer, small windmills, clothes-poles and clotheslines, various plaster animals such as squirrels and lambs
and small elephants, white painted rocks at the end of the driveway, a nice bed of petunias planted within a white
tire, and some with a shrine in the rock garden, the Blessed Virgin standing, demure, her eyes averted, arms
slightly extended, above the peonies and marigolds. In the garden behind the nunnery next door to Our Lady of
Perpetual Responsibility, she stands on a brick pedestal, and her eyes meet yours with an expression of deep
sympathy for the sufferings of the world, including this little town.
It is a quiet town, where much of the day you could stand in the middle of Main Street and not be in anyone’s
way—not forever, but for as long as a person would want to stand in the middle of a street. It’s a wide street; the
early Yankee promoters thought they would need it wide to handle the crush of traffic. The double white stripe is
for show, as are the two parking meters. Two was all they could afford. They meant to buy more meters with the
revenue, but nobody puts nickels in them because parking nearby is free. Parking is diagonal.
Merchants call it “downtown;” other people say “up town,” two words, as in “I’m going up town to get me
some socks.”
On Main between Elm and McKinley stand four two-story brick buildings on the north side, six on the south,
and the Central Building, three stories, which has sandstone blocks with carved scallops above the third-floor
windows. Buildings include the “Ingqvist Block,” “Union Block,” “Security Block,” “Farmers Block,” and
“Oleson Block,” their names carved in sandstone or granite tablets set in the fancy brickwork at the top. Latticed
brickwork, brickwork meant to suggest battlements, and brick towers meant to look palatial. In 1889, they hung a
man from a tower for stealing. He took it rather well. They were tired of him sneaking around lifting hardware off
buggies, so they tied a rope to his belt and hoisted him up where they could keep an eye on him.
Most men wear their belts low here, there being so many outstanding bellies, some big enough to have names
of their own and be formally introduced. Those men don’t suck them in or hide them in loose shirts; they let them
hang free, they pat them, they stroke them as they stand around and talk. How could a man be so vain as to ignore
this old friend who’s been with him at the great moments of his life?
The buildings are quite proud in their false fronts, trying to be everything that two stories can be and a little bit
more. The first stories have newer fronts of aluminum and fake marble and stucco and fiberglass stonework,
meant to make them modern. A child might have cut them off a cornflakes box and fastened them with two tabs, A
and B, and added the ladies leaving the Chatterbox Café from their tuna sandwich lunch: three old ladies with
wispy white hair, in sensible black shoes and long print dresses with the waist up under the bosom, and the fourth
in a deep purple pant suit and purple purnps, wearing a jet-black wig.
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She too is seventy but looks like a thirty-four-year-old who led a very hard life. She is Carl Krebsbach’s
mother, Myrtle, who, they say, enjoys two pink Daiquiris every Friday night and between the first and second
hums Tiptoe Through the Tulips and does a turn that won her First Prize in a Knights of Columbus talent show in
1936 at the Alhambra Ballroom. It burned to the ground in 1955.
“Myrtle has a natural talent, you know,” people have always told her, she says. “She had a chance to go on to
Minneapolis.” Perhaps she is still considering the offer.
Her husband Florian pulls his ’66 Chevy into a space between two pickups in front of the Clinic. To look at his
car, you’d think it was 1966 now, not 1985; it’s so new, especially the back seat, which looks as if nobody ever sat
there unless they were gift-wrapped. He is coming to see Dr. De Haven about stomach pains that he thinks could
be cancer, which he believes he has a tendency toward. Still, though he may be dying, he takes a minute to get a
clean rag out of the trunk, soak it with gasoline, lift the hood, and wipe off the engine. He says she runs cooler
when she’s clean, and it’s better if you don’t let the dirt get baked on. Nineteen years old, she has only 42,000
miles on her, as he will tell you if you admire how new she looks.
“Got her in ’66. Just 42,000 miles on her.”
It may be odd that a man should be so proud of having not gone far, but not so odd in this town. Under his
Trojan Seed Corn cap pulled down tight on his head is the face of a boy; and when he talks his voice breaks, as if
he hasn’t talked enough to get over adolescence completely. He has lived here all his life, time hardly exists for
him, and when he looks at this street and when he sees his wife, he sees them brand-new, like this car. Later,
driving the four blocks home at about trolling speed, having forgotten the misery of a rectal examination, he will
notice a slight arrhythmic imperfection when the car idles, which he will spend an hour happily correcting.
In school we sang
Hail to thee, Lake Wobegon,
The cradle of our youth.
We shall uphold the blue and gold
In honor and in truth.
Holding high our lamps,
We will be thy champs,
And will vanquish far and near
For W.H.S., the beacon of the west,
The school we love so dear.

And also
We’re going to fight, fight, fight for Wobegon
And be strong and resolute,
And our mighty foes
Will fall down in rows
When we poke’em in the snoot! (Rah! Rah!)

But those were only for show. In our hearts, our loyalties to home have always been more modest, along the
lines of the motto on the town crest—Sumus quod sumus (We are what we are)—and the annual Christmas toast
of the Sons of Knute, “There’s no place like home when you’re not feeling well,” first uttered by a long-ago
Knute who missed the annual dinner dance due to a case of the trots, and even Mr. Diener’s observation, “When
you’re around it all the time, you don’t notice it so much.”
He said this after he tore out the wall between his living room and dining room, which he had not done before
for fear that it was there for a reason. In the wall, he found the remains of a cat who had been missing for more
than a year. The Dieners had not been getting full use of the dining room and had been silently blaming each
other.
“It’s good to know that it wasn’t us,” he said.
In school and in church, we were called to high ideals such as truth and honor by someone perched on truth
and hollering for us to come on up, but the truth was that we always fell short Every spring, the Thanatopsis
Society sponsored a lecture in keeping with the will of the late Mrs. Bjornson, who founded the society as a
literary society, and though they had long since evolved into a conversational society, the Thanatopsians were
bound by the terms of her bequest to hire a lecturer once a year and listen. One year it was World Federalism
(including a demonstration of conversational Esperanto and then it was the benefits of a unicameral legislature,
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and in 1955, a man from the University came and gave us “The World of 1980” with slides of bubble-top houses,
picture-phones, autogyro copter-cars, and floating factories harvesting tasty plankton from the sea. We sat and
listened and clapped, but when the chairlady called for questions from the audience, what most of us wanted to
know we didn’t dare ask:
“How much are you getting paid for this?”
Left to our own devices, we Wobegonians go straight for the small potatoes. Majestic doesn’t appeal to us; we
like the Grand Canyon better with Clarence and Arlene parked in front of it, smiling. We feel uneasy at
momentous events.
Lake Wobegon babies are born in a hospital thirty-some miles away and held at the glass by a nurse named
Betty who has worked there for three hundred years—then it’s a long drive home for the new father in the small
morning hours, and when he arrives, he is full of thought. His life has taken a permanent turn toward rectitude and
sobriety and a decent regard for the sanctity of life; having seen his flesh in a layette, he wants to talk about some
deep truths he has discovered in the past few hours to his own parents, who have sat up in their pajamas, waiting
for word about the baby’s name and weight. Then they want to go to bed.
Lake Wobegon people die in those hospitals, unless they are quick about it, and their relations drive to sit with
them. When Grandma died, she had been unconscious for three days. She was baking bread at Aunt Flo’s and felt
tired, then lay down for a nap and didn’t wake up. An ambulance took her to the hospital. She lay asleep, so pale,
so thin. It was August. We held cool washcloths to her forehead and moistened her lips with ice cubes. A nun
leaned over and said in her ear,
“Do you love Jesus?”
We thought this might lead to something Catholic, involving incense and candles; we told her that, yes, she did
love Jesus. Eight of us sat around the bed that first afternoon, taking turns holding Grandma’s hand so that if she
had any sensation, it would be one of love. Four more came that evening. We talked in whispers, but didn’t talk
much; it was hard to know what to say.
“Mother always said she wanted to go in her sleep,” my mother said. “She didn’t want to linger.”
I felt that we should be saying profound things about Grandma’s life and what it had meant to each of us, but I
didn’t know how to say that we should. My uncles were uneasy. The women saw to Grandma and wept a little
now and then, a few friendly tears; the men only sat and crossed and uncrossed their legs, slowly perishing of
profound truth, until they began to whisper among themselves—I heard gas mileage mentioned, and a new
combine—and then they resumed their normal voices.
“I wouldn’t drive a Fairlane if you give it to me for nothing,” Uncle Frank said. “They are nothing but grief.”
At the time (twenty), I thought they were crude and heartless, but now that I know myself a little better, I can
forgive them for wanting to get back onto familiar ground. Sumus quod sumus. She was eighty-two. Her life was
in all of us in the room. Nobody needed to be told that, except me, and now I’ve told myself.
Incorporated under the laws of Minnesota but omitted from the map due to the incompetence of surveyors, first
named “New Albion” by New Englanders who thought it would become the Boston of the west, taking its
ultimate name from an Indian phrase that means either “Here we are!” or “We sat all day in the rain waiting for
[you],” Lake Wobegon is the seat of tiny Mist County, the “phantom county in the heart of the heartland”
(Dibbley, My Minnesota), founded by Unitarian missionaries and Yankee promoters, then found by Norwegian
Lutherans who straggled in from the west, having headed first to Lake Agassiz in what is now North Dakota, a
lake that turned out to be prehistoric, and by German Catholics, who, bound for Clay County, had stopped a little
short, having misread their map, but refused to admit it.
A town with few scenic wonders such as towering pines or high mountains but with some fine people of whom
some are over six feet tall, its highest point is the gold ball on the flagpole atop the Norge Co-op grain elevator
south of town on the Great Northern spur, from which Mr. Tollefson can see all of Mist County when he climbs
up to raise the flag on national holidays, including Norwegian Independence Day, when the blue cross of Norway
is flown. (No flag of Germany has appeared in public since 1917.)
Next highest is the water tower, then the boulder on the hill, followed by the cross on the spire of Our Lady,
then the spire of Lake Wobegon Lutheran (Christian Synod), the Central Building (three stories), the high school
flagpole, the high school, the top row of bleachers at Wally (“Old Hard Hands”) Bunsen Memorial Field, the First
Ingqvist State Bank, Bunsen Motors, the Hjalmar Ingqvist home, etc.
I’ve been to the top only once, in 1958, when six of us boys broke into the Co-op one July night to take turns
riding the bucket to the tiny window at the peak of the elevator. It was pitch-black in there and stifling hot, I was
choking on grain dust, the motor whined and the rope groaned, and up I rode, terrified and hanging onto the
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bucket for dear life—it was shallow, like a wheelbarrow, and pitched back and forth so I knew I’d fall into the
black and break my neck. All the way up I promised God that if He would bring me safely back to the floor, I
would never touch alcohol—then suddenly I was at the window and could see faintly through the dusty glass
some lights below that I knew were Lake Wobegon.
The bucket swayed, I reached out for the wall to steady it, but the wall wasn’t where it should have been and
the bucket swung back and I fell forward in one sickening moment; out of my mouth came an animal shriek that
almost tore my face off, then I felt the cable in my left hand and the bucket swung back to level, then they
released the brake and the bucket fell twenty or fifty or a hundred feet before they threw the brake back on, which
almost broke my back, then they cranked me down the rest of the way and lifted me out and I threw up.
Nobody cared, they were all crying. Jim put his arms around me and I staggered out into the night, which
smelled so good. We went to someone’s house and lay on the grass, looked at the stars, and drank beer. I drank
four bottles.
Right then I guess was when I loved Lake Wobegon the most, the night I didn’t quite die. I turned sixteen the
next week and never told my parents what a miraculous birthday it was. I looked around the table and imagined
them eating this pork roast and potato salad with me gone to the graveyard, imagined the darkness in the tight box
and the tufted satin quilt on my cold face, and almost burst into tears of sheer gratitude, but took another helping
of pork instead. Our family always was known for its great reserve.
We climbed the water tower, of course, but spent more time on the third highest point, Adams Hill, which rose
behind the school and commanded a panoramic view of town and lake from the clearing at the crest. As a small
boy who listened carefully and came to his own conclusions, I assumed that the hill was where God created our
first parents, the man from the dust in the hole where we built fires, the lady from his rib. They lived there for
many years in a log cabin like Lincoln’s and ate blueberries and sweet corn from the Tolleruds’ field. Adam fished
for sunnies off the point, and their kids fooled around like we did, Eve sometimes poking her head out the door
and telling them to pipe down.
There was no apple tree on Adams Hill, but that didn’t weaken my faith; there were snakes. Here, above the
school, God created the world.
When I was four, I told my sister about the Creation, and she laughed in my face. She was eight. She gave me
a choice between going back on Scripture truth as I knew it or eating dirt, and I ate a pinch of dirt.
“Chew it,” she said, and I did so she could hear it crunch.
There, for years, to the peak of Paradise, we resorted every day, the old gang. Nobody said, “Let’s go”; we just
went. Lance was the captain. Rotting trees that lay in the clearing were our barricades, and we propped up limbs
for cannons. The boulder was the command post. We sat in the weeds, decked out in commando-wear—
neckerchiefs and extra belts slung over our shoulders for ammo and Lance even had a canteen in a khaki cover
and a khaki satchel marked U.S.A.—and we looked down the slope to the roofs of town, which sometimes were
German landing boats pulled up on the beach, and other times were houses of despicable white settlers who had
violated the Sacred Hunting Ground of us Chippewa. We sent volleys of flaming arrows down on them and
burned them to the ground many times, or we pounded the boats with tons of deadly shells, some of us dying
briefly in the hot sun.
“Aiiiiieeee!” we cried when it was time to die, and pitched forward, holding our throats. There were no last
words. We were killed instantly. .
Near the clearing was a giant tree we called the Pee Tree; a long rope hung from a lower branch, which when
you swung hard on it took you out over the edge and showed you your real death. You could let go at the end of
the arc and fall to the rocks and die if you wanted to. Jim said,
“It’s not that far—it wouldn’t kill you.” He was bucking for captain. Lance said,
“Go jump then. I dare you.”
That settled it. It would kill you, all right. It would break every bone in your body, just like Richard. He was
twelve and drove his dad’s tractor and fell off and it ran over him and killed him. He was one boy who died when
I was a boy, and the other was Paulie who drowned in the lake. Both were now in heaven with God where they
were happy. It was God’s will that it would happen.
“It was an accident, God didn’t make it happen, God doesn’t go around murdering people,” Jim said.
I explained that, maybe so, but God knows everything that will happen, He has known every single thing since
time began, and everything that happens is part of God’s plan.
“Does He know that I’m just about to hit you?” Jim said.
“Everything.”
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“What if I changed my mind at the last minute and didn’t?”
“He knows everything.”
Jim believed that God sort of generally watched over the world but didn’t try to oversee every single detail. He
said that, for example, when you’re born, you could be born American or Chinese or Russian or African,
depending. In heaven are millions of souls lined up waiting to be born, and when it’s your turn, you go down the
chute like a gumball to whoever put the penny in the slot. You were born to your parents because, right at that
moment when they Did It, you were next in line. Two seconds later and you could have been a feeb. Or a
Communist.
“It’s just pure luck we’re Americans,” he said.
When it was hot, we all lay around in the grass and talked about stuff. At least, if you were older, you could
talk. Little kids had to shut up because they didn’t know anything. Jim leaned on one elbow and tore off tufts of
grass and threw them at my face. I told him twice to quit it. He said,
“Tell God to make me quit it. It’s God’s plan. He knew that I was going to do it. It’s not my fault.” He said,
“If you think God planned you, then He made a big mistake, because you’re the dumbest person I know.”
I was on top of him before he could blink and pounded him twice before he wriggled out and got me in an
armlock and shoved my face into the dirt. Then Lance broke us up. We sat and glared at each other. We fought
once more, and went home to supper.
I lived in a white house with Mother, Dad, Rudy, Phyllis, and we raised vegetables in the garden and ate
certain things on the correct nights (macaroni hotdish on Thursday, liver on Friday, beans and wieners on
Saturday, pot roast on Sunday) and sang as we washed dishes:
Because God made the stars to shine,
Because God made the ivy twine,
Because God made the sky so blue.
Because God made you, that’s why I love you.

God created the world and ordained everything to be right and perfect, then man sinned against God’s Will, but
God still knew everything. Before the world was made, when it was only darkness and mist and waters, God was
well aware of Lake Wobegon, my family, our house, and He had me all sketched out down to what size my feet
would be (big), which bike I would ride (a Schwinn), and the five ears of corn I’d eat for supper that night. He
had meant me to be there; it was His Will, which it was up to me to discover the rest of and obey, but the first part
—being me, in Lake Wobegon—He had brought about as He had hung the stars and decided on blue for the sky.
The crisis came years later when Dad mentioned that in 1938 he and Mother had almost moved to Brooklyn
Park, north of Minneapolis, but didn’t because Grandpa offered them our house in Lake Wobegon, which was
Aunt Becky’s until she died and left it to Grandpa, and Dad got a job with the post office as a rural mail carrier. I
was fourteen when I got this devastating news: that I was me and had my friends and lived in my house only on
account of a pretty casual decision about real estate, otherwise I’d have been a Brooklyn Park kid where I didn’t
know a soul. I imagined Dad and Mother talking it over in 1938—“Oh, I don’t care, it’s up to you, either one is
okay with me”—as my life hung in the balance. Thank goodness, God was at work, I thought, because you sure
couldn’t trust your parents to do the right thing.
Until it became a suburb, Brooklyn Park was some of the best farmland in Minnesota, but Lake Wobegon is
mostly poor sandy soil, and every spring the earth heaves up a new crop of rocks. Piles of rock ten feet high in the
corners of fields, picked by generations of us, monuments to our industry. Our ancestors chose the place, tired
from their long journey, sad for having left the motherland behind, and this place reminded them of there, so they
settled here, forgetting that they had left there because the land wasn’t so good. So the new life turned out to be a
lot like the old, except the winters are worse.
Since arriving in the New World, the good people of Lake Wobegon have been skeptical of progress. When the
first automobile chugged into town, driven by the Ingqvist twins, the crowd’s interest was muted, less wholehearted than if there had been a good fire. When the first strains of music wafted from a radio, people said,
“I don’t know.”
Of course, the skeptics gave in and got one themselves. But the truth is, we still don’t know.
For this reason, it’s a hard place to live in from the age of fourteen on up to whenever you recover. At that age,
you’re no skeptic but a true believer starting with belief in yourself as a natural phenomenon never before seen on
this earth and therefore incomprehensible to all the others. You believe that if God were to make you a millionaire
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and an idol whose views on the world were eagerly sought by millions, that it would be no more than what you
deserved. This belief is not encouraged there.
Sister Brunnhilde was coaching a Krebsbach on his catechism one morning in Our Lady lunchroom and
suddenly asked a question out of order.
“Why did God make you?” she said sharply, as if it were an accusation.
The boy opened his mouth, wavered, then looked at a spot on the linoleum and put his breakfast there. He ran
to the lavatory, and Sister, after a moment’s thought, strolled down the hall to the fifth-grade classroom.
“Who wants to be a nurse when she grows up?” she asked. Six girls raised their hands, and she picked Betty
Diener.
“Nurses help sick people in many different ways,” she told Betty as they walked to the lunchroom. “They have
many different jobs to do. Now here is one of them. The mop is in the kitchen. Be sure to use plenty of Pine-Sol.”
*
So most of Lake Wobegon’s children leave, as I did, to realize themselves as finer persons than they were
allowed to be at home.
When I was a child, I figured out that I was
1 person, the son of
2 parents and was the
3rd child, born
4 years after my sister and
5 years after my brother, in 1942 (four and two are
6), on the
7th day of the
8th month, and the year before had been
9 years old and was now
10.
To me, it spelled Destiny.
When I was twelve, I had myself crowned King of Altrusia and took the royal rubber-tipped baton and was
pulled by my Altrusian people in a red wagon to the royal woods and was adored all afternoon, though it was a
hot one—they didn’t complain or think the honor should have gone to them. They hesitated a moment when I got
in the wagon, but then I said, “Forward!” and they saw there can be only one Vincent the First and that it was me.
And when I stood on the royal stump and blessed them in the sacred Altrusian tongue, “Aroo-aroo halama rama
domino, shadrach meshach abednego,” and Duane laughed, and I told him to die, he did. And when I turned and
marched away, I knew they were following me:
When I was fourteen, something happened and they didn’t adore me so much.
I ran a constant low fever waiting for my ride to come and take me away to something finer. I lay in bed at
night, watching the red beacon on top of the water tower, a clear signal to me of the beauty and mystery of a life
that waited for me far away, and thought of Housman’s poem,
Loveliest of trees, the cherry now
Is hung with bloom along the bough.
It stands among the woodland ride,
Wearing white for Eastertide.
Now, of my three-score years and ten,
Twenty will not come again …

and would have run away to where people would appreciate me, had I known of such a place, had I thought my
parents would understand. But if I had said, “Along the woodland I must go to see the cherry hung with snow,”
they would have said,
“Oh no, you don’t. You’re going to stay right here and finish up what I told you to do three hours ago. Besides,
those aren’t cherry trees, those are crab apples.”
Now I lie in bed in St. Paul and look at the moon, which reminds me of the one over Lake Wobegon.
I’m forty-three years old. I haven’t lived there for twenty-five years. I’ve lived in a series of eleven apartments
and three houses, most within a few miles of each other in St. Paul and Minneapolis. Every couple years the urge
strikes, to pack the books and unscrew the table legs and haul off to a new site. The mail is forwarded, sometimes
from a house several stops back down the line, the front of the envelope covered with addresses, but friends are
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lost—more all the time, it’s sad to think about it.
All those long conversations in vanished kitchens when for an evening we achieved a perfect understanding
that, no matter what happened, we were true comrades and our affection would endure, and now our friendship is
gone to pieces and I can’t account for it.
Why don’t I see you anymore? Did I disappoint you? Did you call me one night to say you were in trouble and
hear a tone in my voice that made you say you were just fine?
When I left Lake Wobegon, Donna Bunsen and I promised each other we’d read the same books that summer
as a token of our love, which we sealed with a kiss in her basement. She wore white shorts and a blue blouse with
white stars. She poured a cup of Clorox bleach in the washing machine, and then we kissed. In books, men and
women “embraced passionately,” but I didn’t know how much passion to use, so I put my arms around her and
held my lips to hers and rubbed her lovely back, under the wings.
Our reading list was ten books, five picked by her and five by me, and we made a reading schedule so that,
although apart, we would have the same things on our minds at the same time and would think of each other. We
each picked the loftiest books we knew of, such as Plato’s Republic, War and Peace, The Imitation of Christ, the
Bhagavad-Gita, The Art of Loving, to have great thoughts to share all summer as we read, but I didn’t get far; my
copy of Plato sat in my suitcase, and I fished it out only to feel guilty for letting her down so badly. I wrote her a
letter about love, studded with Plato quotes picked out of Bartlett’s, but didn’t mail it, it was so shameless and
false. She sent me two postcards from the Black Hills, and in the second she asked,
“Do you still love me?”
I did, but evidently not enough to read those books and become someone worthy of love, so I didn’t reply. Two
years later she married a guy who sold steel supermarket shelving, and they moved to San Diego. I think of her
lovingly every time I use Clorox. Half a cup is enough to bring it all back.
*
When I left Lake Wobegon, I packed a box of books, two boxes of clothes, and two grocery sacks of
miscellaneous, climbed in my 1956 Ford, and then, when my old black dog Buster came limping out from under
the porch, I opened the door and boosted him into the back seat. He had arthritic hips and was almost blind, and as
Dad said, it would be better to leave him die at home, but he loved to go for rides and I couldn’t see making the
long trip to Minneapolis alone. I had no prospects there except a spare bed in the basement of my dad’s old Army
buddy Bob’s house. Buster was company, at least.
Bob had two dogs of his own, a bulldog named Max and a purebred Irish setter who owned the upstairs and the
yard, so Buster spent his declining months on a blanket in Bob’s rec-room, by my bed. Bob kept telling me that
Buster should be put out of his misery, but I had too much misery of my own to take care of his. Instead of
shooting him, I wrote poems about him.
Old dog, old dog,
Come and lay your old head
On my knee.
Dear God, dear God,
Let this poor creature go
And live in peace.

Bob kept telling me to forget about college and he would line me up with a friend of his in the plumbers’
union.
“Why be so odd?” he said. “Plumbers get good money.”
His son Dallas was in the Air Force, stationed in Nevada, and he liked it a lot.
“Why not the Air Force?” Bob asked. One day, he said,
“You know what your problem is?” I said I didn’t.
“You don’t get along with other people. You don’t make an effort to get along.”
How could I explain the duty I felt to keep a dying dog company? A dog who had been so close to me since I
was a little kid and who understood me better than anyone. I had to leave him alone when I went looking for
work, and then while I was working at the Longfellow Hotel as a dishwasher, so when I got back to Bob’s, I liked
to give Buster some attention.
Bob remembered the war fondly and had many photographs from his days with my dad at Camp Lee and then
in a linen-supply unit of the Quartermaster Corps, stationed at Governor’s Island in New York City, which he
showed me after supper when I was trapped at the table.
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“People were swell to us, they invited us into their homes, they fed us meals, they treated us like heroes,” he
said. “Of course, the real heroes were the guys in Europe, but it could’ve been us instead of them, so it was okay.
You wore the uniform, people looked up to you. Those were different times. There was a lot of pride then, a lot of
pride.”
Clearly I was a sign of how far the country had gone downhill: an eighteen-year-old kid with no future,
sleeping in the basement with a dying dog. Bob left Air Force brochures on the breakfast table, hoping I’d read
them and something would click. One August morning, when a postcard arrived from the University saying I’d
been accepted for fall quarter, he warned me against certain people I would find there, atheists and lefties and the
sort of men who like to put their arms around young guys.
“I’m not saying you have those tendencies,” he said, “but it’s been my experience that guys like you, who
think you’re better than other people, have a lot of weaknesses that you don’t find out about until it’s too late. I
just wish you’d listen, that’s all. But you’re going to have to find out the hard way, I guess.”
Buster died in his sleep a few days later. He was cold in the morning. I packed him in an apple crate and snuck
him out to my car and buried him in the woods by the Mississippi in Lilydale, which was like the woods he had
known in his youth.
I felt as bad that night as I’ve ever felt, I think. I lay on the army cot and stared at the joists and let the tears run
off my face like rain.
Bob sent his wife, Luanne, down with some supper.
“Oh, for crying out loud,” she said. “Why don’t you grow up?”
“Okay,” I said, “I will.”
*
I moved out, into a rooming house on the West Bank. I lived in a 12 x 12 room with three bunkbeds and five
roommates and started school. School was okay, but I missed that old dog a lot. He was a good dog to know. He
was steadfast, of course, as all dogs are, and let nothing come between us or dim his foolish affection for me.
Even after his arthritis got bad, he still struggled to his feet when I came home and staggered toward me, his rear
end swung halfway forward, tail waving, as he had done since I was six. I seemed to fulfill his life in some way,
and even more so in his dotage than in bygone days when he could chase rabbits. He was so excited to see me,
and I missed that; I certainly didn’t excite anyone else.
More than his pure affection, however, I missed mine for him, which now had nowhere to go. I made the
rounds of classes and did my time in the library every day, planted myself in oak chairs and turned pages, and
sorely missed having someone to put my arms around, some other flesh, some hair to touch other than my own.
And I missed his call to fidelity. My old black mutt reminded me of a whole long string of allegiances and
loyalties, which school seemed to be trying to jiggle me free of. My humanities instructor, for example, who
sounded to be from someplace east of the East, had a talent for saying “Minnesota” as if it were “moose turds,”
and we all snickered when he did. You don’t pull that sort of crap around a dog. Dogs have a way of bringing you
back to earth. Their affection shames pretense. They are guileless.
I needed Buster to be true to and thus be true by implication to much more, to the very principle of loyalty
itself, which I was losing rapidly in Minneapolis.
Once I saw Ronald Eichen in Gray’s Drug near campus, my old classmate who twice lent me his ’48 Ford now
sweeping Gray’s floor, and because our friendship no longer fit into my plans, I ducked down behind the
paperbacks and snuck out. I was redesigning myself and didn’t care to be the person he knew.
I couldn’t afford to buy new clothes at Al Johnson, Men’s Clothier, so I tried out a Continental accent on
strange girls at Bridgeman’s lunch counter:
“Gud morrning. Mind eef I seat next to you? Ahh! ze greel shees! I zink I hef that and ze shicken soup. Ah,
pardon—amy name ees Ramon. Ramon Day-Bwah.”
This puzzled most of the girls I talked to, who wondered where I was from.
“Fransh? Non. My muthaire she vas Fransh but my fathaire come from Eetaly, so? How do you say? I am
internationale.” I explained that my fathaire wass a deeplomat and we traffied efferyvhere, which didn’t satisfy
them either, but then my purpose was to satisfy myself and that was easy. I was foreign. I didn’t care where I was
from so long as it was someplace else.
A faint English accent was easier to manage, at least on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. My composition
instructor, Mr. Staples, was English, and an hour in the morning listening to him primed the pump and I could talk
like him the rest of the day. Englishness, however, didn’t free my spirit so well as being truly foreign did. Mr.
Staples smelled musty, walked flat-footed, had dry thin hair, and went in for understatement to the point of
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blending in with his desk. European was a better deal. If I could be European, I’d be right where I wanted to be as
a person.
I invented new people for the ones I knew, trying to make them more interesting. At various times, my father
was a bank robber, a college professor, the President of the United States, and sometimes I imagined that we
weren’t really from Minnesota, we were only using it as a cover, disguising ourselves as quiet modest people until
we could reveal our true identity as Italians. One day, my mother would put the wieners on the table and suddenly
my father would jump up and say,
“Hey! I’ma sicka this stuffa!” She’d yell,
“No! No! Chonny! Please-a! The children!”
But the cat was out of the bag. We weren’t who we thought we were, we were The Keillprinis! Presto!
Prestone! My father rushed to the closet and hauled out giant oil paintings of fat ladies, statues of saints, bottles of
wine, and in rushed the relatives, hollering and carrying platters of spicy spaghetti, and my father would turn to
me and say, “Eduardo! Eduardo, my son!” and throw his arms around me and plant big wet smackers on my
cheeks. Caramba! Then we would dance, hands over our heads. Aye-yi-yi-yi-yi! Dancing, so long forbidden to us
by grim theology of tight-lipped English Puritans—dancing, the language of our souls—Mamma mia!
Now that's amora! Viva, viva! Do the Motorola!
*
I went home for Christmas and gave books for presents, Mother got Walden, Dad got Dostoevsky. I smoked a
cigarette in my bedroom, exhaling into an electric fan in the open window. I smoked another at the Chatterbox. I
wore a corduroy sportcoat with leather patches on the elbows. Mr. Thorvaldson sat down by me.
“So. What is it they teach you down there?” he said. I ticked off the courses I took that fall.
“No, I mean what are you learning?” he said. “Now, ‘Humanities in the Modern World,’ for example? What’s
that about?” I said,
“Well, it covers a lot of ground, I don’t think I could explain it in a couple of minutes.”
“That’s okay,” he said, “I got all afternoon.”
I told him about work instead. My job at the Longfellow was washing dishes for the three hundred young
women who lived there, who were the age of my older sister who used to jump up from dinner and clear the table
as we boys sat and discussed dessert. The three hundred jumped up and shoved their trays through a hole in the
wall where I, in the scullery, worked like a slave. I grabbed up plates, saucers, bowls, cups, silverware, glasses,
passed them under a hot rinse, the garbage disposal grinding away, and slammed them into racks that I heaved
onto the conveyor that bore them slowly, sedately, through the curtain of rubber ribbons to their bath. Clouds of
steam from the dishwasher filled the room when the going got heavy. Every rack that emerged released a billow
of steam, and I heaved the racks onto a steel counter to dry for a minute, then yanked the hot china and stacked it
on a cloth for the servers to haul to the steam table. We had less china than customers, and since they all wanted to
eat breakfast at seven o’clock, there was a pinch in the china flow about seven-fifteen, when I had to work magic
and run china from trays to racks to steam table in about sixty seconds, then make a pass through the dining room
grabbing up empty juice glasses because the glass pinch was next, and then the lull when I mopped up and waited
for the Gawdlers, and finally my own rush to nine o’clock class, American Government.
The soap powder was pungent pink stuff; it burned my nostrils when I poured it in the machine, but it made
glittering white suds that smelled, as the whole scullery smelled, powerfully clean. The air was so hot and pure, it
made me giddy to breathe it, and also the puffs of sweet food smells that wafted up from the disposal, cream and
eggs and, in the evening, lime sherbet. (I saved up melted sherbet by the gallon, to dump it into the disposal fan
and breathe in a burst of sugar.) I worked hard but in that steambath felt so slick and loose and graceful—it was so
hot that even the hottest weeks of August, I felt cool for the rest of the day—and felt clean: breathed clean steam,
sweated pure clean sweat, and even sang about purity as I worked—all the jazzy revival songs I knew, Power in
the Blood and The Old Account Was Settled Long Ago and O Happy Day That Fixed My Choice and
Have you come to Jesus for the cleansing power,
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb? (Slam. Bang.)

When Lucy of composition class, who let me have half her sandwich one day, asked me if I had a job and I
told her I was a dishwasher, she made a face as if I said I worked in the sewer. She said it must be awful, and of
course when I told her it was terrific, she thought I was being ironic.
Composition class was local headquarters of irony; we supplied the five-county area. The more plainly I tried
445

to say I liked dishwashing, the more ironic she thought I was, until I flipped a gob of mayo at her as a rhetorical
device to show un-subtlety and sincerity, and then she thought I was a jerk.
I didn’t venture to write about dishwashing for composition and certainly not about the old home town. Mr.
Staples told us to write from personal experience, of course, but he said it with a smirk, suggesting that we didn’t
have much, so instead I wrote the sort of dreary, clever essays I imagined I’d appreciate if I were him.
Lake Wobegon, whatever its faults, is not dreary. Back for a visit in August, I saw Wayne “Warning Track”
Tommerdahl stroke the five-thousandth long fly ball of his Whippet career.
“You move that fence forty feet in, and Wayne could be in the majors,” said Uncle Al, seeing greatness where
it had not so far appeared.
Toast ‘n Jelly Days was over but the Mist County Fair had begun and I paid my quarter to plunge twenty-five
feet at the Hay Jump, landing in the stack a few feet from Mrs. Carl Krebsbach, who asked,
“What brings you back?”
A good question and one that several dogs in town had brought up since I arrived. Talking to Fr. Emil outside
the Chatterbox Café, I made a simple mistake: pointed north in reference to Daryl Tollerud’s farm where the
gravel pit was, where the naked man fell out the back door of the camper when his wife popped the clutch, and of
course Daryl’s farm is west, and I corrected myself right away, but Father gave me a funny look as if to say, Aren’t
you from here then? Yes, I am.
I crossed Main Street toward Ralph’s and stopped, hearing a sound from childhood in the distance. The faint
mutter of ancient combines. Norwegian bachelor farmers combining in their antique McCormacks, the old sixfooters. New combines cut a twenty-foot swath, but those guys aren’t interested in getting done sooner, it would
only mean a longer wait until bedtime.
I stood and listened. My eyes got blurry. Of course, thanks to hay fever, wheat has always put me in an
emotional state, and then the clatter brings back memories of old days of glory in the field when I was a boy
among giants. My uncle lifted me up and put me on the seat so I could ride alongside him. The harness jingled on
Brownie and Pete and Queenie and Scout, and we bumped along in the racket, row by row.
Now all the giants are gone; everyone’s about my size or smaller. Few people could lift me up, and I don’t
know that I’m even interested. It’s sad to be so old. I postponed it as long as I could, but when I weep at the sound
of a combine, I know I’m there. A young man wouldn’t have the background for it.
That uncle is dead now, one of three who went down like dominoes, of bad tickers, when they reached seventy.
I know more and more people in the cemetery, including Miss Heinemann, my English teacher. She was old (my
age now) when I had her. A massive lady with chalk dust on her blue wool dress, whose hair was hacked short,
who ran us like a platoon, who wept when I recited the sonnet she assigned me to memorize. Each of us got one,
and I was hoping for Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day? or Let Me Not to the Marriage of True Minds,
which might be useful in some situations, but was given Number 73, That Time of Year Thou Mayst in Me Behold,
which I recited briskly, three quatrains hand over fist, and nailed on the couplet at the end.
The next year I did When in Disgrace with Fortune and Men’s Eyes. Listening to combines on a dry day that is
leaning toward fall, I still remember—
That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs where late the sweet birds sang

Learned at sixteen in a classroom that smelled of Wildroot hair oil and Nesbitt’s orange pop on my breath, it
cheers me up, even
The twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west

and
The ashes of his youth.
This thou perceiv’st,
Which makes thy love more strong,
To love that well which thou must leave ere long …
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165.21 Excerpt from The Center Of Winter: A Novel\fn{by Marya Justine Hornbacher (1974- )} Minneapolis,
Ramsey County, Minnesota, U.S.A. (F) 15
It begins with a small town, far north.
Motley, Minnesota, Pop. 442. Near the headwaters of the muddy Mississippi, past the blue glass of the cities
and the stained red brick of the warehouse districts, past the long-abandoned train stations and the Grain Belt sign
and the Pillsbury Flour building on the riverbanks, past the smokestacks and hulking wrecks of the industrial
section, the town lies past all this, in the center of the prairie that creeps north and west of the river, into the
Dakotas.
Seen from above, this prairie, its yellow grasses, is dotted sparsely with towns too small for mapmakers’
concern.
Just south of Staples, on the county road that runs through the center of town, passing the school at the south
edge, Norby’s Department Store, Morey’s Fish Co., the market with the scarred front porch, the old brick
storefronts with small wooden signs on hinges, the painted names of businesses faded and flaked. Morrison’s
Meats, the Cardinal Café. By the time you’ve noticed that you’re passing through, County Road 10 swerves
sharply to the left, past Y-Knot Liquors, and all semblance of town disappears, leaving you to wonder if there was
a town after all. AIl you see are acres and acres of field.
On the corner of Madison Street is a pale eggshell-blue house with three steps leading up from the walk and a
postage stamp of yard in the back where my mother, when the spirit moved her, gardened feverishly and then let
the garden go sprawling untended in the tropical wet of July.
My father would sit on the back porch watching her, sitting the way men here sit: leaned back, feet planted far
apart, arms on the arms of the chair, a beer in his right hand. The beer would be sweating.
They met in New York, at a club. They met and got married at city hall, and when I had my mother alone, I
demanded she tell me again about the dress she made from curtains, and the red shoes, and the garnet necklace
she got for a song. They had a party with cheap wine back at the apartment. I picture it all in rich colors. I
remember the club for them, with red walls and small, spattered candles on the tables. Whether it had these things
or not is of no concern to me, because it’s my story, not theirs.
The garnet necklace is mine now. I keep thinking I ought to get the clasp repaired.
*
“What were you wearing?” My mother was soaping my head.
“Sweetheart, I don’t remember. Dunk,” she said. I dunked and spluttered.
“You have to remember,” I insisted. She laughed.
“All right," she said, and I could tell she was going to make it up, and I didn’t care. “Black. A black coat. And a
hat.”
“What kind of hat?”
“Katie, for heaven’s—hold still—what? A hat with a feather.”
She scrubbed my ears. In the hall my father was yelling for her, and the door opened. She turned to look at
him.
“There you are!” he said. “When’s dinner?”
“I’m bathing Katie.”
“I can see that.”
“When I’m done.” He stood there.
“Esau’s sulking,” he said. My mother turned back to me and started scrubbing my neck ferociously.
“What am I supposed to do about it?”
“Hi, Daddy,” I said. .
“Hiya, kiddo,” he said. “I see your mother’s in one of her moods again.”
I nodded. My mother rolled her eyes.
“Well, all I can say,” my father said, and then paused as if thinking. “Yep,” he noted with finality, and closed
the door.
In the summer I wore a white nightgown and the sun didn’t quite set, the sky turning a faint purple that
lingered late. We ate dinner out on the back porch. My father was watching the sky.
“We ought to go down to the city,” he said. My mother snorted.
“What, we shouldn’t go down to the city?” my father asked. “You don’t want to go down to the city? There
was something wrong with the suggestion?”
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I sucked on my tomato wedge. My mother said nothing.
“Claire?” my father said. “Answer me. Do you or do you not want to go down to the city?”
“Mom, just answer him,” Esau muttered. We waited.
“Yes,” my mother said carefully, “I would love to go down to the city.” My father grinned.
“Good!” he said. “We’ll have dinner. See a show.”
He looked around the garden, pleased, and took a swallow of his drink. He leaned over and kissed my mother
on the cheek.
“Good,” he said again.
My mother smiled faintly at her plate. We would never go down to the city. The light was fading, the way light
fades in a memory, objects losing their definition, faces falling into shadow. My mother was clearing the table and
telling me to get ready for bed. And the house settled into obscurity for the night. My father watched night fall
over his small square of the world while his wife did the dishes and his children did whatever it is that children do
before bed.
What was he thinking about?
Perhaps my mother startled slightly when he came up behind her at the sink and placed his hand on her arm.
Perhaps she relaxed, and turned her face a little toward him. Perhaps they danced then in the living room, to old
records, while I stood in my white nightgown and watched through my cracked-open door.
I went to bed to the muflled sound of Count Basie, and the hot night, and imagined my brother on the other
side of the bedroom wall.
It was 1969. America had gone all to hell, but that was far away. Nothing could happen to us because it was
June and my brother was sleeping and my mother was the most beautiful woman in the world. Soon my father
would dip her, kiss her, go to the bar for another drink.
*
Esau and I squatted by the lake, using sticks to overturn the dead fish that washed ashore from time to time,
poking holes in their staring eyes, and took turns telling ourselves stories.
“Mother comes from Georgia. Down south,” he said.
“Where’s that?”
He nodded his head in a direction.
“Are there snakes?”
“Yes. Don’t eat that,” he said, and slapped my hand.
“Is she rich?”.
“Who, Mother? She was.”
“Till when?”
“Till she went to New York.”
“Then they were bohemians.” Esau nodded.
“If I poke it in its belly, will its guts spill out?” Esau shrugged.
“I don’t know. Try it,” he said.
I did. A spray of water, then a spiral of wet guts.
“And she got knocked up,” I said, prompting him. “With you.” He nodded.
“And you slept in a drawer. In the apartment in New York.” He smiled.
“They took you to the parties and you slept in the coats.” He nodded, still smiling.
“Do you remember?”
“No.” He stirred his stick around in the split belly of the fish. “I don’t know,” he said, shrugging. “Maybe.”
I was jealous of this. I narrowed my eyes.
“Liar,” I said, and wandered off down the shore, looking for a new fish.
He crouched next to me again because we were by the water and he was twelve and in charge and you can
drown in two inches of water, even, whether you thought so or not. I thought about lying down on my front and
putting my face in the water to test the truth of this. I tapped my stick on the fragile shells of sea snails and
scraped the shatterings back into the slow lick of the lake tide.
“Were they happy?” I asked.
“No.” I looked at him sharply.
“They were never happy.” He pressed his lips together like he did when he was thinking, digging a hole in the
fish-smelling mud.
“They said they were happy,” I accused. He had his facts wrong.
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“They lied.” He stabbed his stick in the center of the hole he’d dug. He grabbed my hand.
“C’mon,” he said. I pulled my hand away and walked.a few feet behind him, kicking mud at the back of his
legs.
“They were happy,” I called up to him.
“Okay, they were happy,” he called back. “Suit yourself.”
“They said they danced,” I called. “They still do, sometimes. In the living room. I see them.”
He stopped and waited for me, looking over his shoulder. We walked along in silence for a good while, looking
out at the lake.
“I want an Icee,” I said, feeling as if I had lost.
*
We were at another funeral party. I wasn’t sure who had died this time, but it was a suicide, and upsetting
because it was completely out of season. No one killed themselves in summertime. It was rude. Suicides start at
the center of winter, and fall like dominoes all the way down the square row of days, until the weight of snow lifts
off and lets us breathe again in spring.
There were the gathered loved ones. The gathered loved ones hovered around the edges of my childhood like
heavy ghosts, faceless, vaguely disapproving, square and wearing wool. They said make do. We make do. My
grandmother saved the ham bone and the scraps of soap, making a new soup, boiling the soap into a new bar.
Nothing wasted.
When someone killed themselves, it was a waste. No one ever said so, but we knew.
My father will kill himself. It will be a waste. We will have to make do, and hold our chins up when we walk
down the street.
But we were still back at the funeral party. My father was still alive, he was standing with the rest of the men
by the table, eating off a paper plate, stabbing meatballs with a toothpick as if he was popping balloons. I was six;
this was the year before the year that collapsed on us like a roof caving in from the weight of snow. My father was
intoning. I was tracing the pattern of blue flowers on the couch that had a scratchy nap, like Uncle Lincoln’s
stubble on his chin when he kissed me on the mouth with pursed lips. I wiped the kiss off with the hem of my
dress and my mother whacked the back of my head.
The older women did not approve of my mother. She was, they whispered, a little different.
My mother was God. The gathered loved ones sat stiff in their wooden pews in the chapel that afternoon,
expressionless. They were stuffed into their second-best suits and dresses (first best were saved for going to the
city once a year to the theater to see Shakespeare), which itched at the armpits and high collars. They sat through
the warbling ancient soprano’s keyless meander through Amazing Grace, through the emotive (and really, they
said afterward, at the reception, a little excessive, didn’t you think? I mean, considering everything) eulogy by the
weeping son. They lifted their eyes to the heavens so as not to see the pall-bearers’ embarrassing inability to lift
the casket, nor hear their impromptu muttered recruitment of their wives. They filed slowly out of the chapel
behind the precariously tilted casket, squinted in the sudden Saturday afternoon sun, gloved hands lifted to shade
the eyes. They endured the pastor’s heartfelt two-handed hand-clasping as the mourners shuffled by, his excess of
eye contact as he gave his condolences to each and every person. I sat in the backseat of the car, pulling at the
collar of my dress and breathing on the window, writing my name backward on the glass: ETAK.
At the funeral party I sat wedged between my mother and someone’s aunt Eunice, looking out the window at
the lake, watching the sun set orange and pink on the last few boats. I wanted to go outside, but my mother was
holding my wrist, gently, just forefinger to thumb, under the folds of her skirt. I leaned against her and watched
Aunt Ethel’s head shake as she spoke. Everyone forgot themselves and started slipping into German, their voices
dropping into warm growly sounds. Because it was a funeral party, the ladies allowed themselves a drink. My
mother drank water and stared into space.
I fixed my eyes on my brother, across the room. He had his hands in his pockets and was standing in the
doorway to the porch, looking out. He hated funeral parties. Uncle Ted sat in an armchair staring at the TV, which
wasn’t on.
“The boy isn’t right,” said Cousin Bernie, and I turned to look at her. She was ugly, including a wart. She
meant Esau was crazy. That was the talk. I didn’t believe it, and I stared at him as if to fix him correctly in place.
Set him right.
“Takes after his father,” sniffed Mrs. Johannesson.
My cheeks got red. My mother’s hand tightened around my wrist. They were talking as if we weren’t there,
knowing we couldn’t talk back. We couldn’t talk back because we weren’t like them. We weren’t as good. My
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mother’s nostrils flared, her collarbone rising and falling in measured breaths.
The Schillers, people said. You know about them.
I was that Schiller girl. My name made a sort of spit-hiss sound when they said it. That poor Schiller girl, they
said, and I turned and stared.
“Remember the aunt? Arnold’s sister. Mad as a hatter. Frail as china. Always fluttering around. You
remember,” the women said to each other, shaking their heads.
“Jabbering about God knows what, writing things down on little bits of paper and putting them in her pockets.
Taking to her bed,” the woman said, and the others snorted and said hmph.
Arnold’s sister was my aunt Rose. She died before I was born, when my father was young, before the war.
They said she was beautiful. I pictured beautiful Aunt Rose taking to her bed, tossing among the silky pillows,
looking frail. The door closed, the heavy curtains drawn.
No good woman would take to her bed. I knew that. A good woman didn’t even sit, except at funeral parties,
let alone take to her bed. A good woman stood in the kitchen, or dusted.
My mother was not a good woman. She worked. She caused a rustle of whispers when we walked down the
street. I copied the almost-a-smile she gave the other women, and her not-really-a-nod.
“And what happened?” asked a stupid fat woman who didn’t know about my dead aunt Rose, her hand at her
throat.
“Hung herself,” crowed Aunt Ethel, who was not really an aunt anyway. “In the drawing room on Christmas
Eve. There she was, dangling from the chandelier in her best dress.”
She gestured toward the ceiling and we all looked up, as if expecting to see the chandelier. They all shook their
heads. Three times. Hmm, hmm, hmm. The End.
They always told this story at funeral parties. It was the best dead-person story they had, so they told it again
and again. I liked it myself. The Story of Dead Aunt Rose. I liked it the same way I liked The Story of Teddy’s
Last Ride—the time Uncle Ted got so schnockered he suddenly stood up from his chair and went rumbling out to
his new Studebaker, waved to Aunt Agnes who stood white haired and whimpering on the porch, and peeled
backward out of the drive, yelling,
“Here he goes! Teddy’s going for his last ride!”
It wasn’t really his last ride. He just ran the car into a tree. But Aunt Rose went and did it. I had a certain
admiration for Aunt Rose. I pictured the drawing room—having never seen a drawing room, having never even
been out of Motley except once, but nevertheless I pictured it all rose colored, the walls and the fabric on the
couches and chairs, and paintings of roses. A Christmas tree, obviously. And Aunt Rose in her best dress, swaying
slightly from the chandelier.
I always pictured her with a little smile on her face. And tiny buttonhook boots peeping out from under the best
dress.
“Well, and you know,” piped up the small-voiced, tiny Mrs. Knickerbocker. “Arnold was the one found her.
Mmm-hm. Never got over it. And now just look.”
We all looked over at my father. They sighed and looked content. My brother walked out the back door, across
the yard, down to the dock. It was dark and the men were drunk, bent over their elbows on the table, gesturing and
spitting as they spoke. My father had undone his tie. When he lifted his glass, he leaned his head back and tossed
the drink down his throat, then chewed the ice furiously. Someone suggested they go for a spin in someone’s new
car, and then we were leaving. My mother stood up from the couch, and I watched her unfold like a letter, stiff
and thin in her long skirt, her hand on the back of my head. The women watched her too, heads lifting in unison,
hands folded in their laps, the fingers swollen and chapped, the wedding bands a brassy dull gold, pinching the
flesh below the knuckle. I studied their hands, their feet stuffed into navy blue shoes, thick panty-hosed feet set
apart to keep them square on the ground. The women watched my mother and murmured, disapproving, that she
was very tall, wasn’t she? Yes, quite tall, and heavens, how thin. Nothing to hold on to, one woman said, in
German, and they laughed. I wrapped my arm around my mother’s leg.
The hand on the back of my head pressed me forward. My father veered into view, complaining, saying, “Aw,
Claire,” and she smiled the flat smile and said very softly,
“Now we are leaving, find your jacket, Arnold, get your jacket right this minute, we are going home, say goodbye.”
I watched my father’s feet do the soft-shoe four-step they did when he drank, a little square of spit-polished
shoes stepping back and forth and side to side. My mother said,
“Kate, run fetch your brother.”
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I slid my feet slowly across the thick carpet to make patterns and went out onto the back porch. It smelled of
wet leaves and heat.
“Esau,” I called.
My voice echoed, skipping like a smooth stone across the still lake. I could see him down on the wooden dock,
the outline of his shoulders black against the water. The moon was very white, the way it gets when the sky is
clear. I ran across the yard and stood a few steps short of where the dock began. I called his name again and said,
“We’re going now.”
He turned and came creaking up the planks. He reminded me of an old man. I put my hand in his jacket pocket
and he wound his fingers through mine.
“Do you see the man in the moon?” he asked me. I turned to look at the moon. Esau bent down so his head was
level with mine. He pointed.
“Right there,” he said. “Do you see him? He's sitting on the edge of that big crater. They left him there when
they landed, by accident. They forgot him. Now he just sits there and thinks.” I squinted hard and said,
“I see him!” We stared at the moon awhile.
“What does he eat?” I asked.
“Moonflowers.”
“Is he lonely?” Esau said,
“Oh, yes. He’s very lonely.”
“That’s sad.”
“But see where the light comes down from the moon and hits the lake?”
I nodded. I would see anything my brother wanted me to see.
“Sometimes he slides down the moonbeam and goes swimming and talks to the fish.”
“Then why can’t he just go home?” Esau straightened up, and we turned toward the house.
“He doesn’t remember home anymore,” Esau said. “Moonflowers make you forget things like that.”
We stood stalling on the porch, watching the party through the window, listening to the roar, the screen door
banging in the wind. We went in. We said good-by, and were kissed. We followed our parents out to the car. Our
father was singing.
In the backseat, riding down County Road 10, I tilted my head to look out the window. I watched the man on
the moon swinging his legs over the edge of the crater. I wondered if he was whistling.
“Esau,” I said.
I turned to look at him. He was half asleep, with his head on the window, his cheek squished against the glass.
I pulled on his sleeve.
“What?” he mumbled.
“Does the man whistle?” I asked.
“Of course he does,” Esau said, smiling. “He whistles all the time.”
I turned back to the window to watch the moonbeams. They cut through the sky, cold and white, hitting field
after field of corn, the perfect rows like an army of narrow men. The fields were lit up by the high, white moon,
glistening like an eyeball in the sky.
*
“Katie, wake up.” My brother was shaking me. I sat up in bed.
“What? Can’t you sleep?” It was dark out. He stood there in his pajamas, excited.
“Put on your shoes. We’re going out.”
“Out where?”
“I don’t know,” he said, exasperated. “Out.” I looked at him suspiciously.
“Are you sick?”
“No! I’m fine. Hurry up.” He hopped from foot to foot. I climbed out of bed and put on my shoes.
“Are we going out the window?” I asked.
“Good idea. Yes. If we go out the door, they’ll hear.” He punched a hole in the screen. I looked at it..
“Maybe you shouldn’t have done that,” I said. “Tie my shoes.”
“Doesn’t matter. We’ll fix it later.”
He knotted my laces and lowered me out the window and into the flower bed, then dropped next to me with a
small thud. I looked at him for direction. In the white light of the moon, his cheeks were shadowed with a hot
flush. We walked along the dry creek bed. The crickets were wild with the heat. He said nothing, but moved
quickly, his feet sure on the flat rocks, his striped pajamas flapping around his thin legs. I stumbled along behind
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him, sometimes jogging to keep up, my hair starting to get damp. He was talking to himself. It wasn’t the kind of
talking you listen to, so I didn’t.
I heard the train that ran along the edge of town. I didn’t know how far away from the house the train was, but
we were getting close to it. The high weeds scratched my legs, and my shoe had come untied. He was speeding
up.
“Wait!” I yelled. He turned but didn’t stop walking.
“Hurry up!” he said. “We’re almost there.”
“Where?”
He reached the bridge and stopped to wait for me. When I caught up with him, I hit him in the stomach.
“Don’t walk so fast,” I said. “I’ll get lost. And then you’ll be in trouble.” He glanced down at me, distracted.
“We should have brought provisions,” he said severely.
“How long are we staying gone?” He shrugged.
“Come on.”
And he ran. I watched as his body got smaller ahead of me, though I struggled to keep up. I fell, hit my knee
on a rock, got up and kept going. The moon was straight ahead; it looked as if it dangled heavily over some
nearby point, a smooth stream of moonlight sliding along the creek bed. The sound of Esau’s sneakers faded and
the bobbing figure ahead of me narrowed to a point, and disappeared.
I found him at the train tracks. He was on the train tracks. He leaped along them in long strides, looking like a
white bird.
“Katie!” he called.
“Get down from there!” I yelled as I trudged up the hill.
“Come on!”
“No! Get down!”
“Do you know how to tell if a train’s coming?”
“How?”
“You stand … “here”—he came to a stop on the iron trestle farthest from me, his arms out, balancing—“and it
shakes.”
He started laughing.
If I turned around and went.straight back down the creek bed, I would get home.
His body trembled where it stood. He laughed and laughed.
The train turned some unseen comer and flashed its single light on him.
My knee was bleeding where I fell on it. He balanced there, lit by the moon and the beam of the train, his arms
out like a marionette, his body dancing as if in a strong wind. I stumbled backward as the train rushed by. Out of
habit, in the roar and clatter, I counted the cars. In the ringing silence that followed the last car of the train, I heard
my brother laughing. I walked up the hill and stood next to the tracks. He was lying in a ditch.
“Esau,” I yelled.
He scrambled to his feet and ran off into the dark like a frightened deer.
*
Into the dark. That’s what I called it then: I said that he had gone “into a dark.” It was a confusion of what my
mother told me, that he “got very dark.” Doc Parker called them “episodes,” and when Esau had them, he
sometimes went into his room, and sometimes went Away, and then it was much too quiet, and my parents didn’t
look at me, but fought in the night.
It was only later that I knew I was right, only when I had my own, much lesser darks and realized that it felt
very much as if you had entered, by accident, a separate place; as if you had been feeling your way along a dimly
lit hallway, turned a corner, and found yourself in absolute dark.
We were sitting in the living room. We were listening to the shape of silence. The shape of silence was in his
bedroom, pulling on the rest of the house. Everything tipped toward him in the force of our listening to his total
lack of sound. My mother fussed with the corners of a book, shifting where she sat. Her stockings shushed as she
recrossed her legs. My father was in his La-Z-Boy, not leaned back but rather looking as if he might pounce out of
it at any moment. He was watching the television, which murmured almost inaudibly, like voices in a hospital
hall. Quietly, conspiratorially, and with respect for our silence, Walter Cronkite told us about the war in Vietnam.
My father swished the drink in his glass.
I was coloring everything red.
“You know what kind of bird that is?” my father said to me. I didn't look up from my coloring book.
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“Cardinal.”
“State bird,” my father said absently.
“No it isn’t,” I muttered.
“What’s that?”
“No it isn’t,” I said louder. “It isn’t the state bird.”
“Shhh,” my mother said.
“Shhh yourself,” I snapped.
“Katie,” she warned.
“What do you mean, it isn’t the state bird?”
“It’s not,” I almost yelled, scribbling hard.
“Okay, Miss Smarty-pants.” My father stopped swishing his drink. “What is the state bird, then?”
“Oh, for God’s sake, Arnold,” said my mother. “Don’t encourage her.”
“Loon!” I yelled, and my red crayon snapped.
“What?”
“It’s the loon!”
I threw the pieces of my crayon at my father, who looked startled. I sat quietly, looking at my cardinal. I turned
the page, selected a green crayon, and carefully outlined a finch. My father went to the bar and got another drink.
He sat down again.
“Quite so,” he said, rocking his La-Z-Boy slightly back and forth. “Quite so.”
Silence settled back in around us, tucking its corners under our toes.
*
Summer was ending. My brother had been in his room for days. During the day, when my mother went to
work at the department store downtown, smelling of the lilac hand lotion she kept in a jar by the kitchen sink, my
father sat reading the paper, lowering it when I came out of my bedroom.
“Morning, kiddo.”
I climbed up onto the couch.and lay my head on its arm, looking at him. He was drinking grapefruit juice and
vodka from a tumbler. His hair was rumpled, and he wore the blue robe my mother had given him last Christmas
because she said it was unseemly for him to go gallivanting about in his pajamas, even if he was just getting the
paper out of the driveway.
“You hungry?” my father asked. I shrugged.
“Cat got your tongue?” I stuck it out.
I listened to the silence. Esau was still sleeping. I didn’t know how I could tell, but I could. The silence was
quieter, somehow. The silence was probably laid out cold on his bed, exhausted from a night of night fears.
When I think of my father now, I remember him smiling. Which seems, in light of things, incongruous, maybe
even entirely invented. I can hardly remember him. Maybe I’ve pasted a smile on his face because I want
something to remember and I want to think that we sat, summer mornings, in peaceable silence and my father
smiled at me and I was enough.
My father wasn’t a happy man. I suppose I knew that, though when you’re six, you don’t call someone happy,
unhappy, bitter, cruel. When you’re six, those are transient feelings, as changeable as clouds, not states of being
that define you.
He wasn’t a happy man. I know that because of what happened, because of what my mother told me later,
because of what I have pieced together and what I have made up.
You say of a man, when he’s gone, simple things, as if to try to sum him up: He loved his children. He loved
his wife. Often, you say: He did his best. Or, with more hesitation: He did what he could. You do not say that he
hated himself. He must have worked at one time, possibly in insurance. He no longer did by the time I was old
enough to notice such things. Such things as the unmentionable fact that your father watches soap operas while
his wife goes to work.
You say of such men, witbout furthcr comment: He drank.
Such men gathered at Frank’s around three in the afternoon to play pool with cracked cues and watch the
game. They wore plaid flannel shirts, and caps with logos of feed stores perched on top of their heads. Their
wives worked. It may have been strange for a woman to work in the suburbs back then, but not in a town that was
in a depression and had been as long as anybody could remember.
In Motley, everything was a long time ago. That’s what people said: They told a story, then let it trail off into
the twilight and wet heat of August, fanning themselves with paper cocktail napkins. But that was all a long time
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ago, they said, and watched the fireflies beating their bodies against the damp blue dark. They never finished the
story. The story disappeared, wavering up in front of them like heat, just slightly contorting their faces as they
wiped the sides of their hands against their foreheads and shook off the sweat. Their mouths clamped up like
small trapdoors.
It was a long time ago. The trains and the red iron ore. The town was gone before my time. We lived in its
skeleton like a pack of hermit crabs. A solitary train went past every night. Its whistle blew once while we lay
there in our separate beds, waiting for the sound. When I was older, we lit bonfires and drank down by the tracks,
digging small holes with sharp stones and passing the bottle around. The iron mines were stripped, rusted husks of
equipment left to rot in the ditches’ faint red dirt.
Everything the town knew was a long time ago. All that was left were the stories. The seasons. The dull,
familiar rage of men without work for their heavy hands. The men did not complain because to complain implied
a hope that things could change. The women complained about the men, and dragged them to bed when they
passed out on the couch, and took their shoes off. Hesitating, kissing their cheeks. People love in strange ways.
My father tapped me lightly on the head with his newspaper, getting up from his chair.
“Want to go fishing?”
We sat on the side of the bridge with our fishing hats on. I caught a perch, and we put it in the cooler with the
ham sandwiches and beer. Cattails crowded the banks of the river, humming with bugs. The air had that latesummer feeling of everyone having left.
“Is Esau going to be all right?” I asked. My father sat quietly, looking out at the water.
“Not for a while,” he said. I considered this.
“Is he going to die?”
“We’re all going to die someday.”
“Soon, I mean.”
I looked at my father. In the memory of my imagination, he looks tired, the brim of his hat and his crooked
nose and bushy eyebrows jutting out in relief against the sharp blue of the water. His back was hunched. He took a
swig of beer and turned his smile on me.
“No one’s going to die, Katie.”
I never forgave him for the lie. I ought to forgive him, I suppose. You should let the dead lie. The man did what
he could.
*
There was a little thump on my window on the first day of school. I went over and moved the curtain. Davey
was standing in the flower bed.
“Are you ready?” he asked.
“It’s not time to go yet,” I said, pulling the screen out and reachng down. He grabbed my hand and I hoisted
him in. He straightened his sweater and smoothed his hair.
“What’s your mom making for breakfast?” he asked.
“Biscuits. Nice haircut.”
“Thanks.”
“You still got the tag on your shirt.” He felt the back of his neck.
“Well, pull it off already,” he said.
I did. Davey and I had been best friends for my whole life. His birthday was in September and mine was in
June, so he was almost a whole year older than me, and bigger. He could rest his chin on the top of my head. But
we were both starting first grade that day. We didn’t really want to go to school, but we couldn’t figure a way out
of it so we were going.
“Morning, Davey,” my father said. He was reading the paper in his chair.
“Morning, Mr. Schiller.” Davey liked my dad.
“You’re looking sharp this morning.”
“Thank you, sir.”
“That’s a good-looking pair of pants.” Davey hiked them up by the belt loops.
“They’re new,” he said. My mother came into the room, carrying a plate of biscuits.
“Didn’t like what your mother was making for breakfast, hmm?” she asked Davey as he sat down at the table.
“Oatmeal,” he said.
“I see. Did you throw your lunch away?”
“Yes, ma’am.” He looked apologetic.
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“Uh-huh.” She bent over him, pouring his juice, and ruffled his hair on her way back to the kitchen. He
smoothed it down with both hands. He didn’t like to be messy.
“Hi, squirt,” Esau said, sitting down.
“Davey, do you want ham or bologna?” my mother called.
“Ham,” he called back, eating his biscuits. He liked it at our house.
Esau walked us as far as the middle school, then we continued along Main Street alone.
“You scared?” Davey asked me. We were kicking a pinecone back and forth ahead of us.
“Nah,” I said.
“Mrs. Johnson’s nice, my mom said.”
“Yeah. Erick Janiskowski’s in our class.”
I made a face. He shrugged. The pinecone went into the street and he retrieved it.
“I won’t let him bug you. My mom’s sad,” he said.
“How come?”
“‘Cause. My dad. I dunno. Hey, look,” he said, pointing up. There was a nest in the eaves of a house. “They
had a fight,” he said, putting his hands in his pockets.
“Maybe it was just a discussion,” I offered. He shook his head.
“Even my mom called it a fight. I asked her.”
“Did she say it was a big fight? Or just a little fight?”
“She said it was little, but it was big. Now they’re not talking.”
“How long have they not been talking?” He shrugged.
“Couple days. My dad’s in the basement all the time. I think he’s making something.”
Their house was spooky. It was always quiet, except when baby Sarah cried. It was like nobody lived there, or
only ghosts. Every now and then Davey’s dad would come up from the basement and look at us as if he didn’t
know how we got there. We’d look at him.
“Hi, Dad,” Davey would say. And his dad would nod at us and go back down the narrow, creaky stairs.
“I saw my mom cry,” he said sullenly. I stopped walking.
“Your mom cried?”
“Sort of. She didn’t make any noise or nothing. She was just sitting with the baby in her rocking chair and sort
of crying. Come on, we’re gonna be late.”
We started walking again. I couldn’t picture his mom crying. She always knew what to do. She was pretty.
We got to the school.
“Ready?” Davey asked. He grabbed my hand and shoved through the door.
*
After school let out, Davey came over. We were playing explorers in the yard when my mom came out on the
back porch.
“Davey, honey, do you want to stay for supper? I already called your mother. She said it was okay.”
“Yes, ma’am. Thank you.” She laughed and went back in the house. Then she stuck her head back out.
“You guys want to walk down and get your dad? He’s at Frank’s.”
We decided we did and headed off down the road. We liked Frank’s. Everybody was nice to us there. We went
there sometimes to get my dad, and Frank gave us a Coke. Sometimes fries, if we were lucky.
“Well, look what the cat drug in,” Frank said when we came in the door.
We blinked in the hazy dark, getting our bearings. The pool tables were busy, and men stood leaning on their
sticks, squinting at the green felt. They tapped their hats at us and slugged their beer. My dad was sitting at the bar
with a couple of other guys. He turned his head and grinned. He said,
“Well, Frank, you know what that is.”
“What’s that?” Frank popped the tops off our Cokes and put straws in them.
“That there is a couple o£first-graders.”
“Naw,” Frank said, slapping the counter.
“Yes, sir, it certainly is.”
“Well, tarnation.” Davey gave me a push up onto a stool and sat down next to me.
“Hi, Frank,” he said.
“How’s by you, little man?”
“Oh, not bad, I guess.” He put his face close to a giant jar of pickled pigs’ feet and studied it.
My dad kissed my head and slapped Davey on the back.
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“Well, I tell you. This is an occasion. This calls for a treat. What’ll you have?”
“We want fries,” I said. “Please.”
“Fries it is,” Frank said. He called back to the kitchen, then leaned his hands on the bar.
“So tell us. How’s it, being first-graders?” Davey and I looked at each other.
“S’all right,” Davey said. They laughed.
“So you think you’ll go back, then?” Frank asked.
“We got crayons,” I said, pulling them out of my bag. “Mrs. Johnson brought crayons for everybody.”
“Damnation!” my father said. “Will you have a look at that, Frank.” He whistled through his teeth.
“Kate did better than anybody on letters,” Davey bragged. “She won the big box of crayons.”
I hit him in the arm and drank my Coke, elated. My dad picked me up and put me on his lap. Davey scooted
one stool closer.
“Well, you know why?” my dad said. “’Cause you two are about as smart as they come. You two and your
brother, I tell ya. Make the rest of us look like we ain’t got the brains God gave a goose, is what it is,” he said,
winking at Frank and raising his empty glass.
We wiggled happily and ate our greasy fries. Frank poured my dad another drink.
“Last one,” he said.
“Aw, hell,” my dad said, joking. "Why you want to make a fella beg?”
Frank turned his back and started polishing the long row of sparkly bottles. My dad picked up his drink.
“You want the olive?” he asked me, and I stuck my fingers in and ate it. “How's your dad, then?” he asked
Davey. “Ain’t seen him around in how long.”
Davey ate the ends off his fry and handed the rest to me. He only liked the crispy parts. He shrugged.
“I dunno.”
“Whaddaya mean, you don’t know? You saw him just this morning.”
Davey slid off the stool and walked to the bathroom. I twisted around on my dad’s lap.
“He doesn’t want to talk about it,” 1 said.
“Hup. Why’s that?” My dad licked his thumb and rubbed something off my cheek.
“’Cause they got in a fight. His mom and dad.”
“That so?” I nodded.
“His dad’s mean.”
“Hey, now, Katie,” he said, frowning. “Don’t be talking about folks.”
“Well, he is,” I said, and moved to my own stool again.
“Naw, he ain’t mean.” My dad stared into his glass and turned it in circles. “Man’s got all kinds of reasons.
You don’t know.”
“I do know.” I sulked.. .
My dad shook his head and smIled at Frank, who was popping open two more Cokes.
“Thanks,” he said. “Ain’t that so, Frank?” Frank leaned his hip against the bar and smiled at me.
“Carrottop, tell us what’s so.” He glanced at my dad, sighed, reached back on the bar, and poured him another
drink.
“Drink it slow, ’cause that’s all you’re getting,” he said, and my dad raised his glass at him. I think Frank was
my dad’s best friend. O turned to look at the bathroom door, wondering what the heck was taking Davey so long
anyway.
“Kate here and O were just discussing that it’s best not to talk about folks.” Frank nodded wisely.
“That’s so.”
“A’cause you can’t say, really, what’s what. You just don’t know. They got all kinds of reasons, and you just
don’t know.”
My dad was getting boring, so I slid off the stool and banged on the bathroom door.
“Davey!” I yelled.
“What?” he yelled back, so I knew he was okay.
“You fall in?” That was one of my favorite jokes. I cracked up.
“No, dangit!” he yelled. He sounded mad. I stopped laughing.
“Well, come out already, then.”
I picked at a crack in the wood door, and then it swung open and Davey walked right past me. I scrambled after
him. He got on the stool next to my dad.
“My dad’s a big jerk,” he said loudly. “That’s how he is.”
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He grabbed his Coke, took a deep breath, and blew bubbles furiously through the straw. We all stared at him.
My dad picked him up and put him on his lap. Davey leaned back into his chest, holding his Coke with both
hands. His nose was running and he wiped it with his sleeve. He glanced at me and then away. His eyes got super
blue when he cried. They were cornflower. I had a cornflower crayon. I didn’t like it when Davey cried. I
shredded a little napkin.
“Say, now,” my dad said, smoothing Davey’s hair for him. “Had a long day, I think.” Frank stood there with
his arms crossed, looking sadly at Davey.
“Well, little man,” he said. “You know what this calls for?”
Davey shook his head. There was so much snot on his face I finally wiped it off with my own sleeve.
“Cheeseburgers,” Frank said seriously. “That’s what. Wouldn’t you say?” he asked my dad.
“Damn straight,” my dad said. He set his chin on Davey’s head and rocked him a little. “Damn straight.”
I hopped down and went to call my mom to say we’d be late.
*
In September, Esau went Away. I know it was September because on the first day of school, he was there, and
then he was not. He came home, but Away hung over the house like the threat of war. We waited. The waiting
gave us something to do. There was some quiet agreement among us that we would not proceed without Esau, and
this agreement killed my father.
I am getting ahead of myself.
Every time Esau went Away, it was only for a Little While, until he was Feeling Better.
“How long is a little while?”
“A few weeks.”
“And then he can walk us to school.”
“Of course he can.”
“Does he go to school at Away?”
“No. He’s not feeling well enough.”
“How is he feeling?”
My mother was standing at the window with her hands on her hips. My father and I were playing gin rummy.
“He’s delusional.”
“Arnold,” said my mother, her voice heavy with sarcasm. “That’s very helpful.” My father was drunk.
“What? I’m not going to lie to her.” Somehow my mother was able to convey, with her back, disdain.
“Gin,” my father said.
“What’s delusional?” I watched the cards arch under his rough thumbs.
“Cut,” he said, smacking the deck on the table between us.
“See?” said my mother. “Now you’ve got her started.”
“It means he doesn’t know who he is,” said my father, and dealt. He looked once at his cards, laid them down,
and went over to the bar.
“Want an olive?” he asked me. I nodded, trying to organize my cards without dropping them. My mother
turned.
“I’m going out,” she said.
“Out where?” my father asked.
“I don’t know,” she yelled, startling us both. “Just out, if you don’t mind.” She walked over to my father,
furious, and yelled in his ear,
“Out!”
And left.
I didn’t want to look at my father. I studied my cards and carefully laid down the queen of spades. We sat there
for a very long time.
“Is she coming back?” I asked. My father nodded slowly.
“I would assume so,” he said. “One never knows.”
He picked up my queen. After a while, I asked,
“Do you know how to cook?” He looked up at me.
“What?” he said. “Yeah, I know how to cook. Why?” I shrugged.
“What do you know how to cook? Eggs?”
“Sure, I can cook eggs. I can cook all sorts of things, Katie, why?” He laughed.
“In case she doesn’t come back,” I said. “Gin.” My father tossed his cards down on the table, threw his head
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back, and roared.
“Oh, my,” he said. “Katie, what would I do without you?”
He sighed and giggled and got up for another drink. Passing me, he ruffled my hair and said,
“Well, we won’t starve. I’ll tell you that for sure.”
“So she might not come back,” I crowed, triumphant.
“Naw, she’ll come back. She’d never go anywhere without you,” he said, and looked out the window, and
remembered his drink. He drank the whole thing and set the glass down hard on the table.
“Let’s go get ice cream.”
We stumbled to the store in the thick September night.
*
My brother was standing on the sidewalk outside the grade school staring up at the sky, his thumbs hooked
through the straps of his blue bag.
“You’re home,” I said as we started walking.
“Looks that way,” he replied.
It was a cold day, and his cheeks and nose were red. I stopped and dug my gloves out of my bag. We hunched
forward against the wind.
“Didja see it snow?” I asked. “We were at recess. It melted, though.”
He nodded. The buses passed us in a streak of yellow. He glanced down at me.
“What happened to your face?” he asked mildly.
“Nothing.” I put my hand to my cheek where the wind stung it, just under my left eye.
“Looks like someone scratched you.”
“So?”
I scowled. Sara Mortinson had a bump on her head where I whacked her with my reading book when she said,
loud, that my brother was crazy. I wasn’t really sure what order things happened in, whether I hit her or she
scratched me first, but we both sulked in the nurse’s office with ice while the nurse whisked papers.
“So nothing. just asking.”
“Are you better now?” I asked after a while. He shrugged.
“Guess so,” he said. He nudged me with his elbow.
“Let’s go down to the creek.”
We rustled through the thick trees and dropped our bags in a pile of pine needles. We crouched by the creek.
The September rains had come and gone, and the water was clean and high.
“What was it like?” He picked up a long, narrow branch and snapped it into tiny bits.
“Slow,” he finally said. “Everything was slow.”
“Is everyone crazy?” He shook his head.
“Not really.”
“Why are they there?” He wrinkled his nose.
“Just sad, I guess.”
“Are you crazy?”
“I don’t think so.”
“You don’t seem crazy.”
“I know,” he said. “I don’t feel crazy.”
“What’s wrong with you, then?” He swept his bits of pine branch into a careful pile with his hands.
“I feel too fast,” he said, sounding confused. “And I have dreams that I can’t tell whether I’m sleeping or not.”
He scratched his nose. “And I get scared.”
“What did you do there?” He was silent for a minute.
“I don’t remember,” he finally said. He made a shape with his hands, a sort of oval he seemed to be holding
gently, like an egg.
“Your dreams got better there. It’s like you’re dreaming all the time.” He considered the oval he was holding.
“It’s nice.”
I had collected a handful of pine needles and was sorting through them.
“Are you going back?”
“I dunno,” he said.
“Were you homesick?”
I wanted to know if he missed me. He shrugged. I got to my feet, angry, and said I was going home.
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*
Later that evening, Esau and I were playing Monopoly. From the kitchen came my father’s voice:
“Esau, come take your medicine.”
Esau stayed where he was, organizing his properties into tidy piles. My father took a few steps around the
corner.
“Esau?” he said. “Kiddo, come take your medicine.”
I rolled the dice. Esau continued, unnecessarily now, to tap the edges of his piles on the table. I moved the dog
onto Park Place and sighed; Esau owned it and had covered it with hotels. My father set a glass of water and two
large pink tablets next to Esau’s elbow.
“I don’t want it,” Esau said flatly.
“Well, I don’t know what to tell you,” said my father. “You gotta take it.”
Esau picked up the water, stood to get some leverage, crushed the tablets with the base of the glass, and brushed
the powder onto the floor. I hesitated, counting out what I owed Esau, then kept counting.
“There’s plenty more where those came from,” my father said, “but if you do it again, it’s coming out of your
allowance.” He leaned against the bar with one hand and dropped ice into his glass with the other.
“I don’t care,” Esau said.
“Let me explain something to you," my father said patiently, taking a drink. “Every time you stop taking your
medicine, you get sick. And every time you get sick, you wind up in the hospital. And every time you wind up in
the hospital, I wind up further in debt.” He walked back into the kitchen and came out with two more pills,
holding on to them this time.
“Eventually 1 will run out of money,” he said, his voice rising. “Do you follow? And there won’t be any left
for hospitals or medicine or your mother or your sister or your sorry ass, for that matter. So you’re going to
goddamn take your medicine if I have to force it down your throat.”
Unexpectedly, his voice broke. He leaned down and awkwardly touched his forehead to Esau’s hair, his drink
resting on Esau’s shoulder. Esau, who was holding the dice, waited until my father straightened up and then put
his hand out for the pills. He sat looking a little sick after he swallowed them.
“Can I have some milk?” he asked.
My father brought him a glass of milk. He drank it, then got up from the table and sat down on the couch. My
father sat down next to him. From the back they looked like the same person, only different heights. Esau’s head
dropped onto my father’s shoulder and I knew he’d fallen asleep.
I stood up and went over to them. My father was looking out the window, but there wasn’t anything to see. It
was too dark.
*
Maybe it was the same night, maybe another. It didn’t matter. I woke to the sound of voices in the living room.
I cracked open the door.
My mother’s legs were crossed and she held a glass of wine. My father’s elbows were on his knees, his drink
dangling between them, catching the light. He was crunching ice. In the silence it sounded like he was chewing on
glass. .
“He’s not any better,” he said. My mother didn’t answer for a moment.
“He is. He’s a little better.” My father shook his head.
“Claire,” he said, “we’re just biding time.”
She said nothing. My father sat back in his chair.
“So what, then?” she said. “So we’re just biding time. Do you have a better idea of what we should do?”
It was hard to tell sometimes whether my mother was being mean, what with the smooth southern drawl that
rolled along under her words like a low tide. Her words came out soft and slow when she was telling me stories,
and they came out soft and slow when she said to my father, Oh, honey. Go on to hell.
“You think it’s my fault,” my father said.
I wondered what my mother was looking at. She was staring steadily ahead. She sat with her back straight, her
fingers playing around the stem of her glass.
“No,” she said eventually, her voice neutral. “Not your fault, exactly.” My father looked at her.
“What’s that supposed to mean? Exactly?” She sipped her wine.
“It’s sort of my fault, then? A little bit my fault?”
“Arnold,” she sighed. “It’s not your fault. Is that what you want to hear? It’s no one’s fault. That’s what the
doctors said.”
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“But that’s not what you think.”
“I don’t think anything.”
“Of course you think something. You think that whatever I touch turns to shit. You think whatever’s wrong
with the world is somehow the direct effect of me.”
“Arnold, don’t be dramatic.”
“Claire, you are a true bitch, you know that? You really are.”
“Yes, you’ve told me.”
My mother took a sip of wine, and my father stood up to freshen his drink. The night fights were as familiar
and expected as breakfast in the morning and church on Easter. They fought almost companionably, as if it were
as good a way as any to converse. But later I would riffle through the fights in my head, trying to find the one
fight that set it all off, the one where they turned a corner, the one where it was no longer a quiet, ever present
cruelty but something more. For years I was sure my mother’s slow, cruel words made my father do what he did;
and then for other years I was sure my father had done something to make my mother say what she said. Now I
think that certain things just tend toward their own center, and implode.
It’s interesting that two people can sit in a room, doing nothing more than being precisely themselves, and, in
each other’s eyes, utterly, generally fail.
“I’m going to bed,” said my mother, not moving. “Are you coming?” It would occur to me, older, that this was
an invitation.
“Not right yet,” said my father, picking up a deck of cards and dealing himself a hand of solitaire.
And it would occur to me, older, that this was a kindness of sorts, not flatly saying no. Letting a woman get
into her nightgown, lotion her hands, fall asleep with a book and the bedside light still on, having forgotten to
hope.
*
My mother was angry. I stood on a chair by the stove, waiting for a pot of water to boil and listening to her
bang.
“Where’s Dad?” I finally asked.
It was getting dark out. No one had been home when Esau and I came in from school. Last I checked, Esau
was sitting at the writing desk with his head in his hands, trying to do his homework.
“How should I know?” she snapped. I got off the chair and walked out of the kitchen in a huff.
“Katie?” she called.
I sat down on the couch. Esau was looking out the window and didn’t notice. My mother’s head appeared
around the comer.
“Katie, come help?”
I didn’t look at her. She sighed and went back into the kitchen.
“Dammit!” she yelled, and something got thrown. She came out of the kitchen, pulling her apron over her head
and throwing it on the floor. She went over to the bar, poured wine into a flowered juice glass, and lit a cigarette.
Esau turned half around in his chair. He and I watched her pace back and forth in front of the windows.
“I’m sorry?” I said.
“Oh, it’s not you. It’s that rat-bastard father of yours. It’s nothing. Never mind.”
She sat down in a heap next to me on the couch. Esau started to giggle. I could see him biting the insides of his
cheeks. He turned around again and put his head down on the desk. His shoulders shook.
“What’s so funny, may I ask, mister?” asks my mother, starting to smile. He put his hands over his ears, which
were turning red.
“Did you take your medicine today?” I asked, feeling important.
“Yes,” he said, giggling.
“Rat bastard!” he finally shrieked.
I looked at my mother, shocked. She laughed. Esau apologized, and said,
“Don’t tell Dad I swore.”
“I won’t tell him if you don’t tell him I called him a rat bastard,” she said, setting Esau off again.
I giggled and picked at the soles of my shoes, looking sideways at my pretty mother. The front door opened.
“Claire!” my father called.
Esau stopped laughing abruptly and looked at his books. My father came into the room and surveyed us.
“Are you growing a beard?” I asked. He put his hand up to his stubbled face and looked as if he was
considering it.
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“Sure,” he said, and turned to the bar. “What’s for dinner?”
“Nothing,” said my mother, and took a sip of wine. My father nodded.
“Okay,” he said, and headed into the kitchen. “There’s water boiling over in here,” he called. “Were you
planning to cook something in it?”
“No,” called my mother. “I just wanted to boil some water.” She went over to the bar and brought the bottle of
wine back to the couch, wedging it between the cushions.
“Well, then,” my father said, coming back into the room and sitting down. We’ll starve, then.
“Most likely,” she agreed.
“Claire.”
“Yes, Arnold.”
“Go make dinner.”
“Make it yourself.”
My father stood and looked out the window, then turned and pitched his highball glass against the north wall.
“Claire.”
“Go to hell.”
“Claire.”
“You’re drunk.”
“I’m drunk and hungry. And I’m getting annoyed.”
“That’s a shame. Go sweep up the glass.”
My mother poured more wine for herself. I realized they were both drunk. I was hungry too. It seemed like a
bad time to move, though, so I stayed still.
“Claire,” my father said, turning on the television, “I’m going to watch the news. When it’s over, I want
dinner.” He sat down.
“Well, you’ll have to make do, then.” She stood up, steadying herself on the arm of the couch. “I’m going out.”
“No you’re not,” my father said calmly. “You’ll stay right here.”
She didn’t stop, and suddenly my father was standing in front of her, blocking her way. She moved left, and so
did he. Right. They stood still. .
“I can’t make dinner if you don’t move,” she said.
He moved, and she walked out of the house.
My father stood there for a second, then followed her out. We heard them yelling in the driveway. Esau and I
both bolted for the front door just as my father shoved my mother back through it and into the hall, where she
sprawled on the floor. My father’s face was red.
“Rat bastard! Rat bastard! Rat bastard!” Esau screamed, his legs flying at my father’s knees. He seemed to be
dancing around my father like a weird little elf, flapping his hands, but his feet were connecting. My mother
scrambled away and got up as my father lunged after Esau’s impossible, electric feet.
Esau turned and ran, and his bedroom door slammed. My father turned and smacked my mother. She barely
flinched.
“Nicely done,” he said, breathing hard. He looked at the door as if noticing that it was open, then went through
it, shutting it with strange care on his way out. My mother was looking at nothing.
“Does it hurt?” I finally asked.
“What?” she said, looking down at me as if surprised to find me there. “Oh. No.”
We stood there for a moment more. She reached for my hand and we went into the kitchen. She set the chair by
the stove again and lowered the heat under the empty pot where the water had all boiled off.
“It needs more water,” I said, pointing. She looked. She turned the heat off.
“I’m not very hungry,” she said. “Are you?”
I shook my head even though I was so hungry I wanted to chew my fingers. She looked relieved. We sat on the
couch and I watched her light cigarette after cigarette, the smoke blue in the glow of the television. She petted my
hair as if I was a dog, and ashes fell on her skirt. We watched the news. We sat in the thrumming space between
my father and my brother. I wanted time to move slowly, to linger here, where my mother was not my own but
almost.
“You’re tired,” she said. Her breath was dry and smooth on my cheek. “Go to bed.”
I could feel her eyes on my back as I went down the hall to my room. I took off my shoes and got into bed in
my clothes. I listened to the rustle and murmur of her in Esau’s room, giving him his medicine. She sang softly
until his crying slowed.
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I dozed and woke sometime later to the thumping, whimpering sound of Esau having a nightmare. I stood
outside his door. The house was silent except for the muffled sound of tears in a pillow. I whispered,
“Esau.”
I knocked hesitantly. I tried the door, but it was locked. I knocked and knocked. I sat down cross-legged in
front of his door, knocking. He stopped crying after a while, his breath shivering. I lay down on my side on the
floor and kept knocking. I heard him get up, cross the room, lie down on his side of the door. I whispered,
“Esau.”
He didn’t answer. I heard him breathing; we were only a few inches apart. I held my arm up with my other
hand because it was getting tired, and knocked as I fell asleep, feeling the knocks grow further and further apart,
rousing myself to keep knocking, drifting off.
And then I was half awake, my father picking me up from the floor. It was dark, I was cold. I snuggled into my
father’s chest, and he brushed my hair away from my face with big, clumsy hands and put me into my bed and sat
beside it, breathing whiskey breath in the dark. …
*MISSISSIPPI*
160.9 Excerpt from Panola, A Tale Of Louisiana\fn{by Sarah A. Dorsey (1829-1879)} “on her father’s plantation near
Natchez,” Adams County, Mississippi, U.S.A. (F) 10
The day was beautiful. The sunshine of May poured all over, and, it seemed, all through the very earth, in the
country of “The Attakapas.” The yellow jasmine flung its garlands of golden, perfumed chalices around the very
tops of the tallest forest trees, mingling its flowers with the streamers of venerable gray Spanish moss (Tillandsia),
which draped the huge branches, and which waved with silvery, undulating gleams in the breezy sunshine. The
Cherokee rose flaunted its long pennons of great white flowers and small, dark, glistering leaves over miles and
miles of hedgerows. The red-bud (Judas tree) was set thickly in spikes of blooms, the white locust hung its
cornucopiæ of honey-smelling papilionaceous blossoms high above the huge rose hedges, and its blossoms were
filled with myriads of busy humming bees.
As for butterflies, who could number them? There were every sort of the day butterflies, who have knobs at the
end of their antennæ; the asterias, and the yellow philodice, and the beautiful deiopeiæ; the phœton and the
vanessas; the admiral, the thistle, and the golden C. vanessas; the troilus, the philenor, the Danaus, and the idalias
—all the aristocratic idlers, who, clothed with silver and gold and purple, ornamented with ever-varying splendor,
have naught to do but to seek their own pleasure and spend their life of a summer day in fluttering from bough to
bough, satiating themselves with sweetest nectar.
The butterflies had a pretty good time of it if they escaped the beaks of the mocking-birds, during the
caterpillar period; it was rare that the birds attacked the full-grown insect, though sometimes one might see the
very poetry of the chase in a mocking-bird’s pursuit after a fluttering yellow colias, which it always caught and
flew away with, bearing it off with the golden wings quivering at the end of its curved bill. It was pretty to see,
though sad for the insect, of course.
The ground was carpeted on the wide prairies with acres and acres of precious little Houstonias, the Child’s
Delight, as the Southern people call them, more poetically than the wise botanists. The mockingbirds were singing
their very maddest bursts of delirious music. Spring-life is strong in this semi-tropical land! Cardinal birds, in
brilliant groups of carmine, pecking the bright green grass, occasionally stopped to sing their little song of
sweetie-sweetie-sweetie. Bluebirds flitted about, like bits shed out of the azure sky. Whole flocks of lovely little
swamp warblers, green and gold, red and yellow, blue and brown, of every tint and changeful sheen of color,
would suddenly drop upon the emerald herbage like a cloud of flakes from a broken rainbow, hop, twitter, then fly
up and disappear in the sun-lighted air as quickly as they had come. Hummingbirds beat their wings, vibrating
from umbel to umbel of the scarlet Yecoma trumpets, and the lilac bunches of the China tree (Melia Azadarach)
were the chosen haunts of the tiny mango colibri. Turtle-doves sang softly and mournfully their invitation to their
mates, come into the woods-come into the woods.
The fig trees were pushing young, green leaflets. Grape vines, in flower, pulsated puffs of incense on the warm
air. Orange trees, in stately rows, were flowering cream-white petals down upon the wide sheets of cotton cloth,
that Lizbette had spread so carefully under their boughs in order to catch cast-off corollas; for Lizbette was a
skilful compounder of all sorts of orange syrups and citron confections. Was she not a cordon bleu “nata” as well
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as “fit” among Creole cooks? Whose orange-flower water was better and more soothing to weak nerves, or better
known than hers? Who understood as she did the manufacture of the delicate pralines of the stewed orange-petals,
after the syrup had been perfected? Whose liqueur of the passion flowers was clearer and stronger than hers?
Surely for these things Lizbette was widely famed throughout the whole of the Attalcapas.
It was Docteur Canonge's house. “Le Docteur Renée Canonge.” So the people called him in the Attakapas. In
France, when people spoke of him—and people did speak of him there sometimes, in the scientific academies and
such-like places—he was called “Monsieur lé Marquis de Canonge, et de Rocheterre.”
Lizbette never forgot this fact, if other people did. Why should she? Was she not the chief cuisinière, the cook
of the family, and in her own opinion the chief governor of the whole establishment? And did she not reflect all its
dignity?
Ah, bah! Lizbette snapped her fingers in the faces of cooks of roturiers, and such-like vulgar persons. She
always wore a gay-colored bandana kerchief tied, high, like a helmet, with an outflying plaited shell of starched
ends over each ear. No-one but Lizbette could solve the mystery of the plaiting of that handkerchief! It could only
be fashioned by a Louisiana quadroon!
Immediately about the house there was a trim flower-garden enclosed by a thick hedge of the Laurier
d’amande, cut into a square, low wall of verdure. Inside of this garden there were grotesque chairs, and flat tables,
and umbrellas, and pyramids and cubes and griffins cut out of the same plants, whose glossy leaves are so readily
clipped and trained into any fantastic form. This parterre was somewhat formal, but it was queer and pretty and so
very French, that it was pleasant to look at. It had character.
L’esprit Gaulois was stamped on every line of it. It had all the old-fashioned favorite French flowers in its
funny little beds; each bed was carefully bordered with red bricks, and inside of the bricks grew, around each bed,
a row of double violets, now all blossoming and very fragrant. There were lots of mignonette, and of carnations,
of clove pinks and pansies; also bunches of fleur d’lis in the corners. Lizbette used to make calamus of the sweet
flag-roots, and she used the violets and rose leaves for tisane. She also used the lavender and verbena grasses
among her linen; and of the fennel and grape leaves she used many to green her pickles. Marigolds and sweet bay
and rosemary served for seasoning soups; and of the glorious lilies, the candidum, which reverent painters put into
the Virgin’s hands, Lizbette made a fine healing salve for cuts and burns.
So it was for that they grew, Lizbette believed. What did she care for their beauty? Lizbette was eminently
practical in all her ideas!
The garden walks were cemented with yellow plaster, and there were numbers of very ugly earthenware vases
filled with verbenas and gay petunias; and some curiously moulded and much dilapidated plaster statues were
planted and scattered about in secluded nooks, as well as at intervals along the garden walks. They were originally
intended to increase the general effect of “Watteau-happy-shepherdistic existence.”
They were now either fantastically ludicrous, or mournfully suggestive, as one happened to be in the humor of
either laughing or moralizing. These mutilated statues and vases were all elevated on low pedestals of brick and
mason work, off which the stucco had crumbled long ago, and it had never been renewed. So they presented
rather a spotty appearance, except in the vases, where the luxuriance of the growing vines helped to conceal these
ravages of time; for sometimes they overflowed the vases and clambered down their sides and along the pedestals
down to the very earth, where they took root and flourished vigorously.
Things do grow so fast in Louisiana. Docteur Canonge’s old gardener could never keep up with them, no
matter how industriously he labored. He had to rest a good deal in the course of the day; there were pipes to be
smoked full of good perrique, and there was also a siesta to be taken every afternoon. Therefore vines and weeds
did grow rather as they chose in this garden. It was all the nicer for that.
*
The house itself was shadowed by its long, wide verandahs. It was a low, one-storied building. It was painted
outside of a brick-dust red—the red of Titian, which is prettier on the mantle of the Bella donna than it was on
Docteur Canonge’s house—and it had solid green blinds, hung with white facings to the numerous doors and
windows cut down to the verandah floors. Fortunately the paint was old, so Nature, with her gradating fingers,
had toned it down comfortably from its original brilliant hues, with fine black weather stains, and lovely spottings
of good wholesome dark chocolate-brown earth color. It looked very well now, amidst its vast setting of
yellowish, green prairie, and dome of blue sky.
Amidst all the other birds, the mocking-birds reigned supremely over this garden. They fought and mocked all
the other birds, and they ate the butterflies and the caterpillars, and pecked the fruit, especially the ripest figs and
the sunniest side of the peaches. They devoured as many scuppernong grapes as they chose, and always ate up the
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earliest peas and strawberries. The gardener complained and Lizbette quarrelled, but Docteur Canonge said the
mockingbirds were not to be touched or frightened by anyone whilst they lived upon his premises.
“So,” Lizbette said, with a shrug of her shoulders, “the foot of the docteur was put down in regard to those
birds.” It was more than Lizbette dared to do, to disturb a nest, even though an aggravating pair had built in the
orange tree over her own chamber window, and often kept her awake half the moonlight nights, singing and
imitating the very cries and cluckings even of her own chickens, and anything else they took a fancy to mock. Ah!
it was indeed exasperating; but then, the docteur’s foot was down, and it had to be borne with such patience as a
Creole cook could gather together.
This very morning, Lizbette had seen Natika Jacquimin, the old docteur’s granddaughter, now on a visit to
him, leaning on the balustrade of the verandah for a whole half hour, extremely amused in watching the birds’
antics. It was a triumph to keep Natika interested so long a time as that; but the feathered songsters were
unconscious of their glory; they were dancing together, turning somersaults in the air, singing away like little
possessed demons, unmindful of the beautiful girl who was patiently watching their pranks.
“Chee-chee,” said Lizbette, “always a-cheeing and a-screeching, and a dancing like mad; and good for nuthin’;
not even fit for a pie, which doves is, and even yellow-hammers ain’t bad for a broil!”
Natika had been laughing heartily, and she called aloud to her two cousins, who were sitting quietly inside of
the study, to look out at the birds. There was a young bird who seemed to be taking his first singing lessons. He
had been attracted by the soft, sweet cry of a partridge, and he was trying to imitate it. He did not succeed well.
An older bird, who was sitting on top of the head of a broken-nosed plaster Apollo, attempted to put the little bird
right in the singing: the wilful little bird either couldn’t or wouldn’t follow the notes accurately.
Another bird, balancing himself on an orange bough, quivering his wings and vibrating his tail fan-fashion,
sending down at every trill a rain of spent blossoms upon Lizbette’s sheets, was singing very heroical1y, loudly
mocking the clear bel1-like call of the troopiall; it had come across some stray wanderer from the tropics, blown
over from some of the islands in the Gulf of Mexico, by an unexpected ouragan, and, as is the fashion of its tribe,
it had picked up the singular foreign notes.
The partridge sang “Bob white” in a long modulation; the little bird would snatch up the cry, “Bob, bob, bob;
white, white, bob.”
“No, no,” the older bird sung from the Apollo’s head; “this way: ‘bob white, bob white.’”
“Why-et, why-et, bob, bob,” would answer the small bird on the garden walk.
Again and again the older bird would sing the strain.
The little bird, turning its head first on one side and then on the other, would listen carefully and make
ineffectual efforts to utter the right cadence; but at last, seeming to grow weary of its abortive efforts, and
impatient of its lesson, it flew off on to a Laurier d’amande bush, and, standing upon its tiptoes, with its wings
outspread, and its head and tail tossed upwards, it sung vehemently after its own fashion—bob, bob; why-et, whyet; sweetie, sweetie, chee, chee come to the wood-come, come, bob—then, trilling on every syllable, it seemed to
play on the notes with an appoggiatura before each word, as if to say, how are ye, bob? how are ye, why-et? then,
suddenly seizing the easier strain, it closed its musical phrase with the three clear, pure bell-notes of the troopiall.
It had its own notion of rendering music.
Natika laughed and clapped her hands lightly.
“Bravo! bravo! you naughty, funny little bird!” she cried.
*
Her cousins, Victor Burthe and Mark Bolling, smiled at her eagerness. The cousins had been sitting together in
the study, whose tall windows were widely opened down to the verandah. Natika stepped back into the room.
Mark Bolling was reading a letter which a servant had just brought in to him, he said, by order of his grandfather,
Docteur Canonge. Mark’s face changed from its smile as he read the letter through carefully; then, turning it
agajn, reread the first page. He then handed it to Victor, saying, quietly:
“Uncle Jacob is dead in New York. This letter concerns you both, as well as myself.”
It was a large letter, and it contained an enclosure written on foolscap, very closely covering all four sides of
the sheet. Mark now set himself to read the enclosed foolscap.
Victor held the letter, and Natika, leaning over his shoulder, read it at the same time that he did. Victor gave
utterance to a low whistle of surprise and seeming vexation as he laid the letter down, which ran as fpllows:
New Orleans, 18—.
Mr. Mark Bolling;
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Sir:
We have been requested by the trustees appointed in the last will and testament of your late uncle, Mr. Jacob
Canonge, to write to you, and to enclose a certified copy of said will and testament of said Jacob Canonge. Said will is
a holograph instrument, and is perfect according to law of Louisiana, being written, signed and sealed by said testator.
It has been duly recorded by said trustees, and the succession is now duly opened according to law. The said will is
somewhat peculiar in its terms and conditions of bequest, which, of course, we regret; but, although the said late Jacob
Canonge was regarded as rather eccentric in character, his sound health and sanity were never questioned, and he was
considered to be singularly shrewd in all practical business matters. His physicians—the Doctors Stone and Roussel—
testify to his admirable soundness of mind up to the very last moments of existence. The injunctions of the will,
therefore, must be fully obeyed.
The trustees—Messrs. Adams, James and Slocumb—unite with us in hoping that you may soon be restored to the
health and happy condition of life, which said will demands of you before they can resign to you the control of the vast
wealth, designed for your inheritance by your late uncle, said late Jacob Canonge. Together with this, please find
notices to the other heirs—Mr. Victor Burthe and Miss Natika Jacquimin—of their unconditioned bequests from their
late uncle, said late Jacob Canonge, which bequests are in the sum of one hundred thousand dollars each, said money
being now on deposit in the Canal Bank of New Orleans, subject to their order at sight.
Please also find list and vouchers of said divers moneys, bequeathed conditionally to you by said late Jacob
Canonge—said moneys amounting, as shown and exhibited by said vouchers, to the sum of three millions five hundred
thousand and forty-five dollars and fifty-five cents, which is already well and sufficiently invested by said late Jacob
Canonge, as shown by said vouchers. All to be subject to your order under certain conditions, as set forth in said last
will and testament of said late Jacob Canonge.
You will be so good as to notify us where and when you desire to be deposited the annual payments of the sum of
three hundred dollars, always payable in gold, the amount specified as a temporary provision for you until the aforesaid
conditious be filled as demanded by said last will and testament of said late Jacob Canonge. It is now subject to your
order.
With profound respect, we have the honor to subscribe ourselves your most obedient servants,
Bradford and Bradford,
Att’ys-at-Law,
20 Custom House Street,
New Orleans, Louisiana.

“Here’s the will,” said Mark, handing the long bit of foolscap he had beeu reading to Victor.
“It is a shame! The very meanest will that ever any old man made! That’s my opinion of it,” exclaimed Natika,
indignantly, tossing back, with her fair, white, jewelled hand, the heavy ringlets that had fallen forward over her
face as she leaned over Victor’s shoulder reading the portentous papers.
“He was a mean, crabbed old hunks, anyhow, I always did think so,” said Victor. “He has been too good to us,
who did not need his dirty money. But, to treat poor Mark in that tantalizing fashion! It is downright wicked! I
hope the old fellow will be put through three millions of ages in purgatory for his malice! As if it was Mark’s fault
that he can’t walk! Oh, le vieil diable!”
“Le vieil Adam!” added Natika, laughing at Victor’s violence.
“Oh, no!” said Mark, “un pauvre vieux homme. Not the man of sin or the old devil either.”
“Yes! He was an old devil,” said Natika, resolutely. “As for me, I intend to divide with you, Mark. I shall write
instantly to those tiresome lawyers. I shall not remain a party to such meanness as that!” Here Natika violently
stamped her small foot in its black satin slipper. .
“I have, plenty of money of my own without this, and so also has Victor. I never did like uncle Jacob. His nose
was crooked, and his chin too, and he looked exactly like those misers in Quentin Matsy’s picture. Don’t you
remember, Victor? And how I used to cry at the sight of him when I was so little, aud he glowered at me through
his old black-rimmed spectacles! I hate spectacles, and I hate misers. Mark is the only one of us that ever was
decently respectful to uncle Jacob.
“Don’t you remember how you sketched his profile on the wall one night with a bit of charcoal, when he came
to see aunt Burthe, Victor? It was a very good likeness. Aunt Burthe scolded, but uncle Jacob laughed at it and
said you ought to be made a painter of, and offered to pay for your instruction in art. We don’t deserve one cent
from uncle Jacob, and I shan’t take it. Victor may do as he likes, but I shall not take the money. I hate uncle
Jacob!” added she, passionately. “I am glad he is dead. He should not have been let to live so long. Just to die and
make people so very unhappy as he has done now!”
“It is very good of you, Natika,” said Mark Bolling, passing his haud wearily over his forehead and eyes,
leaning back helplessly in his invalid’s chair. “But it would be impossible for me to take such advantage of your
gener08ity. I can’t receive anything but the three hundred per annum that uncle Jacob has seen fit to give to me.
Of course the rest of the estate will remain intact and accumulate during my unfortunate existence for “ the
465

Charity.” In all human probability I can never claim it. It is not probable; ah, it is scarcely even possible, that I
shall ever be able to walk, still less that I should ever be so fortunate as to marry, as the will requires I should,
before I can claim the millions uncle Jacob has left behind him. Indeed, the money would be of small value to me,
if the qualities needed to possess it were ever mine; Oh, if I could ever hope to walk again! If I could ever dare to
think of love as other men do! I should care but little for money. But to be so helpless, so dependent!”
Mark sighed deeply.
“And alas! so young,” added he, with a smile of bitter sadness. “I shall have to live a long time yet, I fear.”
Natika’s eyes filled with large tears, as she looked at Mark. He was so handsome, so attractive in. person and
character; and he sat there helpless as the prince of the black isles in the fairy tale. His lower limbs still perfect in
outline, and yet utterly useless and apparently immovable. Mark was paralyzed from the waist downward; yet
there was no appearance of wasting away in his figure. He was a picture of manly health and beauty as he sat still
in his chair before her eyes.
“Confound it!” exclaimed Victor Burthe, springing up and kicking Natika’s white poodle out of his way, as he
strode up to Mark and seized his hand in both of his.
“I say, Mark,” continued Victor, unmindful of the yelping of the poodle, or of the angry exclamation of
Natikaat its treatment, or her ineffectual attempts to console her dog’s injured feelings.
“I say, Mark! (For heaven’s sake, Natika, do stop that wretched beast’s mouth! Choke him.) I say, Mark, be
reasonable now, and let us divide, Natika and I. Let us throw it all into three parts and each take one, and let the
rest go to the damned Charity, according to the will.”
“Oh, no, Victor!” replied Mark, firmly, pressing Victor’s hand. “It is utterly impossible. I cannot; believe I am
not ungrateful, however, to you and to Natika,” and Mark held out his other hand to Natika. She put down the
poodle, whose cries had gradually subsided under her caresses, and took Mark’s hand in hers. Mark drew her to
him, and held up his mouth to kiss her. Natika kissed him—her face flushed crimson as her lips met his, but she
said nothing. Mark put his arm around her waist as she stood by him, and clasped Victor’s hand yet more strongly.
“Dear cousins mine,” said Mark, in a voice broken by emotion, “I can’t tell you how much I feel your love and
kindness. You must not think me obstinate or proud, but I can’t take your money. In truth, so long as grandfather
Canonge lives, I want for nothing, and even the three hundred per annum is superfluous. I need very little now,
though I have cost grandfather a great deal in travelling about, and experimenting with surgeons and doctors all
over the world; but I have given it all up. My trip to Germany this past summer ended it. I have tried everything,
and gone everywhere, to everybody. It comes to nothing. The same old opinion reiterated again and again. They
all say: ‘At any moment it is possible the power to walk may return as suddenly as you lost it. But it must come
from a rush of internal vital force. The paralyzed nerve cannot be reached by any external agent or remedy.’”
“You have tried electricity and everything?” said Victor Burthe, interrogatively.
“And the faith doctor and mesmerism?” added Natika.
Mark smiled sadly.
“I have tried everything, however absurd, or superstitious, or scientific! What matters it to me what restores
me, so I am restored?”
“Old Nana says you are conjured,” said Natika, half smiling, half weeping, at Mark’s sad tones.
“I wish it was really so,” replied Mark, with a laugh. “There would be some hope of getting unconjured, even
if I had to seek the Voodoo queen herself.”
“That would be Nana, then,” said Natika. .”She is the queen. She keeps a tame snake in the gourd, and feeds it
on milk, Lizbette says. All the negroes believe in her power, and are dreadfully afraid of her.”
“I shouldn’t be afraid of Nana, that old hag,” exclaimed Victor. “I should be more afraid of her friend and
mistress, your elegant stepmother, Mrs. Frances Bolling, Mark. I don’t know why, but I do dislike that woman!”
“Oh, no, Victor!” replied Mark. “My stepmother is not a bad woman. She has had no control over me since I
was twelve years of age. You know grandfather Canonge took me soon after my father’s second marriage, and this
paralysis came on while I was at college. I went out to take a sleigh ride one cold winter’s day, got upset, had
inflammatory rheumatism, and have never walked since. That’s the whole story.”
“Mrs. Bolling was there, and nursed you while you were ill,” said Victor. “She is a bad woman, I think. I never
believed in her, somehow; but I don’t exactly know how she could put you into such a condition as this.”
“She was extremely kind to me,” said Mark, gravely. “Such expressions about her annoy me, Victor. I know
how strong your prejudices are, and that you dislike my stepmother, so don’t let us talk of her.”
“She is very handsome, and extremely agreeable,” said Natika. “I like her very much, though I have only seen
her a few times, when I was here before on a visit to grandfather Canonge. I suppose she will come to see me
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soon, Mark.”
“I suppose she will, Natika. I sent word to Mrs. Flanoy’s family today that you were here.”
“I have been here a week now,” said Natika. “A whole week.”
“A whole week,” said Victor, mimicking her inflection of voice. “What an eternity for a Parisian belle to waste
in this dull country! I wonder you survive it, Natika.”
“I suppose decency requires of me to see my grandfather occasionally, Victor, as it also impels you to come
and waste your sweetness on this desert air, at least once in ten years, for a few days. Think of poor Mark having
to live here all the time, and blush for your self-indulgence.”
“The truth is, I am very soon bored in the conntry,” responded Victor. “I don’t care much for shooting and
fishing, and I like to talk to men better than to trees, and I had rather listen to Grisi and Mario than to bird
singing.”
“And you had rather flirt with a pretty woman than to do anything else,” rejoined N atika.
“Yes, I believe, that’s a true bill,” as the lawyers phrase it, Natika,” replied Victor, gaily, casting an involuntary
glance at his own reflection in the mirror opposite. Natika’s quick eye caught the rapid glance of vanity. She
clapped her hands lightly, as if encoring a favorite maestro at the opera house, laughing, as she exclaimed,
“Vive! Vive, Monsieur Narcisse! You are a handsome fellow, Victor. You have the beautiful dark eyes of the
Canonges, and their fine straight features; but so has Mark and you have not got the intellect of the Bollings; and
that makes a difference in the expression, though most women would not find that out."
“Pshaw, Natika,” said Victor. “You can’t make me jealous of Mark, so you need not try that game, Miss Flash.”
“Miss Flash! What is that?” asked Mark, smiling at the rencontre of his cousins.
“Oh, a sobriquet that the Americans in Paris gave to Natika,” Victor said, carelessly. “She is so capricious and
scintillating and brilliant in her ways and conversation.”
Natika bit her lip—then she lauglied, but there was no heartiness in the laugh.
“Don’t be stupid, Victor. I don’t mind ill nature, but I can’t bear stupidity. It bores me, especially in the
country.”
“Mark,” she continued, throwing herself gracefully upon the lounge near his chair, picking up her poodle and
fondling it, as she reclined on the soft cushions; “Mark, what has become of that frightful boy of your
stepmother’s?—her son by the first marriage? What was his name?”
“Antony Coolidge, do you mean?” asked Mark.
“Yes.”
“He is still at St. Louis practising law, I believe. He comes here sometimes to see his mother.”
“He was a very ugly boy,” remarked Natika. “He had real African features, though he had blue eyes and sandy
hair. He looked like a white Negro—”
“So he is,” interrupted Victor. “I beg your pardon, Mark, but everybody knows that Mrs. Bolling was only the
natural half-sister of Major Flanoy. Old Governor Flanoy acknowledged her, and, according to the French law,
legitimized her. But her mother was a quadroon, you know, so Antony Coolidge is only a reversion, according to
the natural law of Genesis, to the original type of his grandmother’s race. It is atavism.”
Mark frowned, but did not contradict the statement of Victor. He knew it to be true.
“I like pure blood,” said Natika, “even in my dogs. Fanfan is a highly bred poodle. See how delicate she is.”
And she held up the poodle’s paw.
“You forget, Natika,” said Mark, quietly, “that the Bollings are descendants of Pocahontas. So that I have a
strain of Indian in my blood.”
“Oh, that’s very different!” said Natika. “I don’t dislike such a strain as that. It is such a different race of
people.”
“You know they say now there was no such person as the Princess Pocahontas,” put in Victor.
“No such person as Mrs. Harris,” said Natika, laughingly.” Mark’s handsome face crimsoned, as he replied,
haughtily,
“I suppose we know best who are her descendants.”
“I should think you ought to,” said Victor, lightly. “I don’t quarrel with history or tradition. I take it as it is told
to me. I believe in all of it. In Napoleon and Pocahontas, and Captain John Smith and Villere’s bloody shirt, and
every thing, enfin.”
“What a remarkably developed phrenological organ of credulity!” said Natika.
“Well! I have to accept the alternative of believing everything or believing nothing, and the former state is the
pleasantest, so I adopt it,” replied Victor, sitting himself down upon the footstool by Natika’s sofa. “I don’t even
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doubt you, Natika, when you tell me you never coquette, and are never inconstant to nos premiers amours.”
Natika made a mou at him.
“If you do that again I shall kiss you, Natika,” said Victor, resolutely. “I have as good a right to kiss you as
Mark has.” And there came a sudden vivid flash in Victor’s eyes.
“No! you haven’t, because you are not so good as Mark,” replied Natika. “And besides”—she paused—
“And besides,” repeated Victor, looking sharply at her.
“And besides,” continued Natika, smoothing her dog’s silken ears, “I am not as fond of you as I am of my
cousin Mark,” and she glanced at him defiant1y. .
Victor looked steadily at her. Her eyes did not fall. She looked as steadily back into his.
“Don’t try to make a heros de Roman of yourself, Victor,” she remarked. It is purely absurd and a great waste
of matériel!”
“I know you think so, Natika,” Victor replied. “Mark,” he continued, turning to Mark, who had been sitting
with his hand over his eyes, apparently unconscious of the by-play of talk between his cousins, “Mark, what has
become of Major Flanoy’s only daughter, that little white creature—nearly an Albino—that used to come here so
often, prowling about you?”
“Who? Major Flanoy’s daughter?” asked Mark, starting up to a more erect position in his chair and dropping
his hand from his eyes. “Oh, you mean Panola. Yes, she was very fair. She is grown up now.”
“Her hair it was lint-white,
Her skin it was snow-white,
Bright was the flash of her blue, rolling eye,”

sang Victor, remodelling Burns to suit his own ideas; then he went on :
“She was uncanny, Mark, that child. She was so white altogether.”
“Therefore she was justly named Panola,” said Mark.
“What does that mean?” asked Natika. “It is a queer name.”
“It means ‘cotton,’” replied Mark. “It is the Indian name for cotton. Mrs. Flanoy is a half-breed Cherokee, one
of the Ross family. Major Flanoy was in the army, stationed on the frontier of the Indian Nation. He married his
wife there. She was very pretty, and well educated at Mrs. Willard’s school in Troy. The major got most of his
fortune by ber—she was rich. Panola is their only child; therefore an heiress.”
“What a singular family those Flanoys must be! so much miscegenation among them,” observed Natika.
“They are peculiar, or rather were, since they are all dead now except Panola and her mother. The major died
last year. The old governor must have had a fearful temper. He died from breaking a blood vessel in a fit of rage.”
“Is this creature—this Albino, as Victor calls her—like them, or like her Indian ancestors?” asked Natika,
yawning in a suppressed well-bred way, as she pushed her poodle off her lap and sat upright on the sofa.
“She is like—” began Mark, when the door was suddenly thrown open, and a servant entered, announcing,
“Miss Flanoy, Master Mark.”
*
Victor Burthe sprang up from his low seat at Natika’s feet, and bowed instinctively as the young girl entered
the door. Panola paused for an instant, struck aback at the unexpected sight of strangers in Mark’s private sittingroom; for, though she was aware that Mark’s cousins were guests of Docteur Canonge at this time, the servant had
awkwardly conducted her, without notification, into their presence. It was only an instant that Panola hesitated;
but that was long enough for Natika and Victor, with their practised eyes of society, to take an inventory of her
charms. The quick dilation of Victor’s eyes, and the sudden compressure of Natika’s full, red lips, showed
surprise, and, in one of them, vexation, at the vision suddenly presented to their well-bred but rather insolent gaze.
“Resplendence of beauty,” thought Victor. “Where’s the little Albino?”
“What a complexion!” thought Natika.
The first impression Panola induced was a perception of perfect bodily healthfulness. No young Spartan
maiden, dancing before Parthenope, was ever more symmetrical in form, more graceful in her poses, than was
Panola. In the picturesque words of her mother’s people, Panola was straight as a young ash tree; flexible as the
reed by the river’s side; her skin was white as a cotton-flake; her lips were red as the berries of the fire-tree; her
eyes were blue as the waters of the great lakes; her hair was golden as the silk of the maize; her cheeks were pink
as the sunset clouds; she walked with the lightness of the panther and the swiftness of the red deer; her form had
the graceful swaying motion of the wind-waved, gray moss upon the trees of the forest, and when she laughed, it
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was like the silver sounds of falling waters.
This was the description of Panola that “Cherokee Joe” gave once to his chief, her mother’s cousin, the great
Satana. Victor thought it was a very pretty tableau, as Panola stood motionless, with the intense quiescence of an
Indian, for a moment in the doorway.
Panola was dressed very simply. A gown, cut à la GabrieIle, fitted close to her perfect figure. She wore a scarf
of brilliant blue stuff, pinned squarely around her shoulders, more in the fashion of an Indian blanket than in the
usual style of a Scotch plaid. The gold brooch, which held the square blue mantle in position, was made into the
totem of her mother’s family. It was a capital imitation, in enamel of black and gold, of a coiled rattlesnake, with
head thrust out to strike. The snake’s eyes were of large diamonds; its tongue encrusted with small rubies; they
glittered fiercely in the sun rays.
Panola wore a jaunty little hat, trimmed with blue ribands, surmounted by the plumes from the wings of the
white crane, and these delicate feathers were fastened in place by an aigrette, similar to her snake brooch, of gold
and diamonds. The two snakes seemed almost alive, they were so admirable in workmanshjp. She had on gloves
of pearl-gray and, and her little, highly-arched feet, set straight on her path as she walked, were fitted with tiny
bronzed boots, without heels, of Tournelle’s finest make. She walked swiftly, straight and noiselessly, as her
ancestors djd when they slipped lightly through the pathless forests, ages and ages before her coming.
Panola held a smaIl basket in one hand, and she carried a gold-mounted driving-whip in the other. She caught
Victor’s eye and his glance of admiration. She smiled and nodded her small head in sudden recognition, saying
frankly,
“Mr. Burthe, how do you do? I have not forgotten you, though I suspect you have forgotten me; I was such a
little child when we last met. I am glad to see you again.”
Victor sprang forward with outstretched hand, eager to claim the friendly recognition. But Panola only smiled
and nodded gaily as she passed by him towards Mark.
“Panola, my cousin, Miss Jacquimin,”said Mark, in his chair, waving his hand towards Natika.
Panola walked forward without pausing, deposited her whip and basket on the table by Mark’s side; then,
turning quite deliberately to Natika, putting her hands together before her, made a profound and deep courtesy, à
l’Espagnolle. It took quite a minute to perform the reverence. The Spanish queen herself never made it more
slowly and more gracefully.
“She has had a dancing-master, at any rate,” thought Natika, as she half rose and bowed with careless Parisian
grace to this strange girl.
“She wouldn’t shake hands,” thought Victor Burthe.
Mark knew that Panola never did offer her hand to anyone whom she did not specially love; she was very
chary of any personal demonstration towards anyone. A clasp of the hand meant a great deal from Panola. She
positively rejected the small insincerities of society. She was always singularly true, but coldly polite to strangers.
She rarely ever showed surprise or astonishment at anything—very different in that from her present compauions,
who were full of French vivacity, and were continually “taking fire,” old Docteur Canonge said, “at things and
people.”
Natika looked amused as she caught Victor’s eye.
Victor could not repress a smile, in spite of his French courtesy; but Panola paid no further attention to the
cousins. She turned to Mark, handing him the small basket wreathed with fresh passion-flowers.
“Mark, here are some fine pomegranates that I kept in the greenhouse to ripen for you. See the pretty red seeds
bursting through the rinds; and here’s a bunch of monockanock lilies. Aren’t they sweet? I went out on the lake in
my dugout, this morning, to gather them myself.”
“They are lovel, Panola,” said Mark, extending his hand for the basket. He took out its treasures one by one.
“Passion-flowers, ripe pomegranates, at this season too; and monocka blooms, sweet as the giver, Panola.”
Panola laughed like a pleased child.
“I like to please you, Mark,” she said, frankly, without affectation.
Panola had the low silvery laugh as well as the flute voice of the Indian woman. Mr. Ruskin says that it
requires “generations of culture and refinement to render a voice sweet in speech”; where, then, do Indian women
get their proverbially soft, lovely voices and laughter from?
“Victor, Natika, have a pomegranate!” exclaimed Mark. “Panola, won’t you hand the basket to my cousins, as I
can’t?”
Panola took up the basket instantly, and carried it silently and swiftly—her motions were all swift and quiet—
offering the fruit first to Natika, then to Victor. Natika took a pomegranate. Victor took the basket from Panola to
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replace it on the table.
“No,” said Panola, “no; take the fruit. Mark wished me to serve you. I serve my friends with pleasure.”
Mark laughed. “And what would you do to your enemies, Panola?”
“I have none,” she replied; “but if I had—” she paused.
“Well, if you had?” asked Mark.
“I do not know; I am part Cherokee.”
Victor thought Natika made a very pretty picture, as she sat eating her red pomegranate seeds, teasing Fanfan
by offering the fruit to her occasionally. Fanfan sniffed at the seed, shaking her curly ears in disgust. Natika had
all the grace of a Cypriot and all the ease of a Parisienne.
“Take care, Natika! you will stain your fingers with that rind!” exclaimed Victor. “What an absurdity it is to
talk of the romance of the pomegranate groves in Moorish Spain! They planted the groves so as to make tannin
for their leather from the rinds—Cordovan leather. Your fingertips will be tanned, Natika.”
“I know very well how to eat a pomegranate, Victor. I shan’t stain my fingers. I have not forgotten everything I
ever knew before going to Paris!”
“I thought you had,” said Victor.
“Mark,” said Panola, as she replaced the basket of fruit by his side, “aunt Bolling bade me say she was
prevented from calling today upon Miss Jacquimill, on account of the arrival of Antony. But she will hope to have
that pleasure tomorrow.”
“Has Autony come?” inquired Mark.
“Yes; he arrived today from St. Louis. “We did not expect him,” said Panola, indifferently. “I should have been
over to see you before, Mark, but mamma has been so unwell and so suffering this week that I could not leave her
until this afternoon, when she is sleeping, with Isobel to watch by her. She was so ill that she sent a letter to the
Nation by Cherokee Joe to her cousin, the chief Satana. Joe returned today and brought back the reply to
mamma’s letter. She seemed so restless until it came; but then she got quiet and satisfied, and went to sleep.”
“Is the chief coming here?” asked Mark, with interest; “I should like to see him.”
“I did not understand; I did not see the letters. Joe wrote mamma’s in Cherokee, at her dictation. I was not
present.. The reply was in the same tongue. I speak it, of course, it being my mother tongue; but I don’t write it
very well, it is so difficult. I can spell out a simple sentence. It had no literature except translations; from English
and other tongues, you know.”
“Yes; I know,” said Mark; “but it was a remarkable people that could invent an alphabet and a written tongue
of their own.”
“Yes; Sequoyah was a great man,” replied,Panola, a bright flush of pleasure gliding over her face and neck As
she spoke, Victor thought she was prettier now than Natika; but just then Natika moved into a still more graceful
attitude, and Victor remained as undecided in opinion as Paris was once.
“Natika’s father was Greek,” said Mark. “She writes and speaks Romaic as well as English. Victor is all French
Creole, and I am half French and half English, with a strain of Indian blood in me.”
“And I part Cherokee, and my father’s father was a pure Netherlander,” said Panola. “What a mixture of races
there is in America!”
“My race is not mixed,” said Natika, haughtily; “nor Victor’s either. You can’t call Greek and French a mixture
of races. They are both Aryan in origin.”
“Not so certain,” said Mark, seeing the flash in Panola’s eye, and hastening to forestall any strife between his
guests. “M. Quatrefages\fn{Jean Louis Armand Quatrefages de Bréau (1810-1892), French naturalist and ethnologist. } declares
that the French are not Aryan in origin.”
“I don’t believe in M. Quatrefages,” said Natika, pettishly. “Victor, it is lovely in the garden. Let us go out for a
walk, if Miss Flanoy and Mark will be so good as to excuse us for a little while.”
*
Panola and Mark eagerly assured Natika of their entire willingness to excuse them; so Natika called to Fanfan
to follow her, threw a white scarf around her shoulders, and, nodding au revoir to Panola and Mark, she stepped
out of the open French window on to the verandah, and thence into the well-kept flower-garden. Victor followed
her, not altogether pleased, but true to his old allegiance. Natika had ruled him since he was twelve years of age:
indeed, Natika had moulded Victor’s character. She was two year older than he, and much more intelligent, and
had a stronger will. When Victor was with her she controlled him most despotically; when separated from her he
was sometimes rather rebellious; but a line or a word would bring the truant back to her feet at any moment.
Natika’s power was a fascination that Victor could never resist, any more than a trained falcon can resist the
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call of the whistle and the waving of the jessies. He belonged to the animum revertend; the domesticated game
which must return to its owner. He had asked Natika to marry him about twice in every week since he was grown
up to years of majority, and had been as often rejected by her. But her rejections were so softened by her natural
coquetry, that Victor had never been able to reduce his hopes to absolute despair.
Sometimes he would get angry and go away from Natika for months; once he stayed away for nearly a year;
then one day he reappeared unexpectedly before her when she was “having a very good time” in Paris under the
chaperonage of some French friends—family connections of the Canonges. Natika was not at all afraid of ever
losing her power over Victor: she whistled him back whenever she wanted him. She loved power; she did not love
Victor; but she did not wish to lose his devotion and homage; it was convenient for her, and the close relationship
gave her an unlimited opportunity to treat him exactly as she chose—sometimes with tender affection, sometimes
with cold indifference.
Natika was that sort of a woman who is always attractive to ordinary men, and she had usually a small crowd
of adorers, chiefly very young men, who were dazzled by her vivacity, her wit, her intelligence, and her money—
for Natika was rich: she had thirty thousand dollars per aunum in her own right, and now she was to receive this
addition from uncle Jacob’s will. Truly Natika was scarcely to blame if she felt as if she had the world in a sling,
to cast her throw where she pleased.
*
Natika was twenty-seven years old now, and time will tell even on the fairest face; so she did feel a pang of
jealousy as she confronted the fresh youth and beauty of the seventeen-year-old Panola. Still she had great
advantages over Panola. She was an accomplished woman of the world, with all her variety of fascinations; and
Panola was utterly simple and unformed in manner; indeed Panola was less wise about social usages than young
girls generally are, because her nature was partly that of the Indian. She was straightforward, plain and
unpretending, with much of the impassive quiet which she inherited from her mother.. When she was in society
she rarely spoke, unless some one spoke to her. She never volunteered an opinion, or a graceful jest or witticism,
as her French friends continually did; she did not understand how to make a conversation. What she had ro say
she said modestly, but earnestly and firmly.
She sat usually in a state of utter immobility, except for the quick restless glancing of her blue eyes, which
allowed nothing to escape-their rapid gaze. She talked more freely to Mark Bolling than to auy other human
being; even her mother, a quiet Indian, in manner, never had received the confidences Panala gave to Mark, who
understood her perfectly. He could almost read her thoughts at times; and he loved her intensely, with a love of
utter self-abnegation and of despair.
He had watched the gradual transformation of the pale, snow-white child into this exquisitely lovely maiden.
He had helped to develop her slowly-maturing mind, until it seemed to him as if the very wine and the sunshine of
life had grown to be incarnated in the body of Panola. She brought fresh vitality, and the actual presence of health
and joy to bim whenever she approached him.
A Swedenborgian would have said the emanations of Panola’s sphere were all life-giving, they were so pure
and so wholesome. If Panola had any “nerves”, she did not know it. Natika was full of nerves, and sentimental
fancies. Panola had a quiet contempt for Natika and for all such weak fine ladies. Mark knew this instinctively,
and he was glad to be left alone with Panola, while Natika and Victor walked in the garden. …
133.62 1. Who Ate Up The Butter? 2. The Bear Meets Trouble 3. The Bear In The Mudhole 4. Playing Dead In
The Road 5. The Rabbit And The Dog 6. The Deer Escapes From The Fox 7. Fox And Rabbit In The Well 8. The
Bear And The Rabbit 9. The Farmer And The Snake 10. The Buzzard Goes To Europe 11. Lazy Buzzard 12. Bee
And The Dirtdauber 13. The Preacher And The Guinea 14. Efan And The Painter 15. Hog Jowls 16. Efan Prays
17. Eating Further Up The Hog 18. Planting Corn 19. John, The Bear And The Patteroll 20. Efan And The
Dumplings 21. Why The Negro Has Kinky Hair 22. Jake In Heaven 23. Nicodemus From Detroit 24. The
Monkey And The Colored Man 25. How A Hoodoo Doctor Works 26. My Uncle And The Two-Headed 27. Aunt
Carolyn Dye 28. The Feather-Breasted Man 29. My Uncle’s Mojo 30. Two Hoodoos 31. The Hotel Room In
Greenville 32. The Ghost Train 33. Willie Sees A Hant 34. The Hobo And The Spirit 35. Skin, Don’t You Know
Me? 36. The Mermaid 37. Mangelizing 38. How Hoodoo Lost His Hand 39. St. Peter And The Stone 40. How
The Peckerwood Came To Be 41. Why The Jews Don’t Eat Hog 42. Zacharias And The Sycamore Tree 43.
Samson And The Anvil 44. Ben Weatherby Curses God 45. Simon Fishing On Sunday 46. The Devil’s Daughter
47. The Snake And The Baby 48. The Greasy Man 49. The Flying Man 50. Curing The Thrash 51. Burning A
Murderer 52. Killing Colored Brakesmen 53. Embalming A Live Man 54. A Drunkard’s Doom 55. When A
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Robbery Backfired 56. The New Dance Step 57. A Fine For Killing Two Negroes 58. Old Misery, The Mule And
The Buggy 59. Haunted Castle 60. The Bootlegger 61. The Monkey Who Imitated His Master 62. The Animals In
Night Quarters 63. The Lucky Shot 64. Dead-Shot Ben Jackson 65. Brother Bill 66. Turning The Buffalo Around
67. The Fast Runner 68. The Lazy Men 69. Aunt Dinah 70. The Gallinipper 71. The Clever Chinch Bugs 72. Hell
On Gums 73. Blow, Gabriel, Blow 74. What Did Paul Say? 75. Abraham, What Is Thou Got In Thy Bosom? 76.
Swimology 77. Uncle Bill Objects 78. The Irishman And The Frogs: Seventy-eight Folktales\fn{by James Douglas
Suggs (1887-1955)}Kosciusko, Attala County, Mississippi, U.S.A. (M) 33
1
All the animals was farming a crop together. And they bought a pound of butter—they was in cahoots, all
chipped in equally. So the next day they all goes to the field to work. All at once Brother Rabbit says,
“Heya.” All of them quits working, ask,
“What is it, Brother Rabbit?”
“It’s my wife, she’s calling me, I ain’t got time to fool with her.” All of them together say,
“Well you better go on, Brother Rabbit, and see what it is she wants.” Off he goes to the house to see what his
wife wants. Twenty minutes he was back. They say,
“What did your wife want, Brother Rabbit?”
“Well she got a new baby up there.” So they slapped Brother Rabbit on the back, said
“Good, good. You named him yet?”
“Yes, I named him Quarter Gone.” So they begin to work again. About thirty minutes more Brother Rabbit
begins to holler again,
“What do you want?” They say,
“What was that, who you talking to?”
“That was my wife, didn’t you hear her calling?”
“Well, you better go see what she wants.” The Rabbit said,
“I’m working, I haven’t got time to fool with her.” They said,
“You’d better go on, Brother Rabbit.” So he goes on to the house to see what she wants. In about twenty more
minutes he was back again.
“What’s the trouble this time, Brother Rabbit, what did your wife want?”
“Same thing, another baby.” They all said,
“Good, good, what was it?” Said,
“It was a boy.”
“What did you name him?” Said,
“Oh, Half Gone.” Said,
“That sure is a pretty name.” So he goes back hard to work. After a while he hollers again,
“Oooh, I ain’t studying about you.” They said,
“What you hollering about, what you studying about, we ain’t seed no one. Who was it?”
“It was my wife.” (She’d been calling him all morning.)
“Well, why don’t you go on Brother Rabbit, and see what she wants.”
“No, we’ll never get nothing done if I just keep running to the house; no, I’m not going.” The animals said,
“That’s all right, Brother Rabbit, it’s only a little time, we don’t mind, go on.” So Brother Rabbit goes on to the
house. Well, he was there about forty minutes this time.
“Brother Rabbit, what was your trouble this time?”
“My wife had twins.”
“Good, good, good.” They just rejoiced over it. “You’ll have to set ’em up when we go to town this time.” He
said,
“Well, the reason I was gone so long I was studying what to name those two twins so it would sound nearly
alike.” They asked,
“What did you name them, Brother Rabbit?” They’d never heard tell of twins before, or of the rabbit having
four.
“Three Quarters Gone and AIl Gone.” They insist on.
“Let’s go see ’em.” He says,
“Well, we’ll just work on till noon, then we’ll have plenty of time, no need to hurry.”
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So he sent Brother Terrapin into the house to get some water. Well, he drank the water. Then he wanted a
match, he wanted a smoke bad. So he said to Brother Deer,
“Brother Terrapin is too slow, you run up there and bring those matches.” Told Brother Fox, “You run on and
drive the horses to the barn, we think we’re going to plow this evening. We’ll be home ’gainst you get there.”
So he taken off to drive the horses. When Brother Fox got out of sight good, Brother Rabbit said,
“Well, we’ll go.”
So they had to go slow, ’cause Brother Terrapin poked along, and they all walked together with him. When
they got to the house, Brother Fox was sitting on the front porch waiting for them. He said,
“Mens, I sure is hungry, let’s wash up and get in the kitchen.”
In a few seconds, they was all washed up and in the kitchen they’d go. Brother Rabbit was the first one in
there; he says,
“Well, where’s the butter? The butter’s all gone!” The first one they accused was Brother Rabbit.
“Remember when he came by the house to see about his wife ’and them babies?” He says,
“No, I didn’t even think about the butter. Now listen, you remember more than me come to the house, Brother
Terrapin and Brother Deer and Brother Fox, and I’d be afraid to ’cuse them, for I know I didn’t and I wouldn’t say
they did. But I got a plan and we can soon find out who done it, I or him or whom.” They all agreed to hear about
Brother Rabbit’s plan—they was confused and mad and forgot about being hungry, and said,
“His plan always did work.” Now Brother Rabbit told them,
“We’ll make a big log heap and set fire to it, and run and jump, and the one that falls in it, he ate the butter.” So
they made the log heap and put the fire in it. The fire begins to bum and smoke, smoke and burn.
“All right, we’re ready to jump.” They were all lined up. Brother Deer taken the first jump. Brother Rabbit
said,
“Well, Brother Terrapin, guess I better take the next one.” He done jump.
Terrapin was waiting for the wind to turn. He was so short he knew he couldn’t jump far. The wind started
blowing the smoke down to the ground, on both sides of the log heap. So Brother Terrapin said,
“Well, I guess it’s my jump.”
He ran around the heap and turned somersault on the other side. Brother Rabbit and Brother Deer were looking
way up in the smoke to see the others coming over; they weren’t looking low, and thought he had jumped over.
They said,
“Well, Brother Terrapin he made it.”
So all the rest of them they jumped it clear, Brother Fox, and Brother Bear, and that made everybody on the,
other side.
“Well, Brother Deer, it’s your jump again.”
So the three they jump over again, and only Brother Bear and Brother Terrapin is left. Brother Terrapin says,
“Step here, Brother Bear, before you jump.” Said, “I hear you can jump high across that fire, cross your legs
and pull your teat out and show it to ’em (his back teat), stop in space, and then jump from there onto the other
side. I don’t know if you can, I only heard it.” Brother Bear says,
“O, yes I can.” So Brother Terrapin was glad he was making that deal, for he didn’t know if the smoke would
be in his favor going back. The Bear says,
“Stand back, Mr. Terrapin; let me jump first this time, you can see this.”
The Bear backed further, further than ever to get speed up to stop and cross his legs. He calls out, “Here goes
Brother Bear,” and takes off. In the middle he tries to cross his leg, and down he went, into the fire. Brother
Rabbit said,
“Push the fire on him, push the fire on him. He’s the one that eat the butter.”
So all of them go to the end, and begin to shove the chunks on Brother Bear. They all give Brother Rabbit
credit for being the smart one to find the guilty fellow what eat the butter. None of them ever thought Brother
Bear was the only one never went to the house.
2
Mr. Rabbit met Mr. Bear, and was telling him about having all kinds of trouble. If he make a bed he have
trouble, and if he stay up at night there’s trouble, and if he stay up or lay down in the day there’s trouble. He had
more trouble than anyone—the dogs and hawks in the day, and minks and owls at night. Mr. Bear say,
“What is trouble?” And the Rabbit said,
“What, you ain’t seen no trouble?” Mr. Bear been living in the middle of the swamp all the time, and had never
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been out. So Mr. Rabbit said,
“Come on out with me, and I’ll show you trouble.” So he gets him out to a big old sage field, and say,
“Now you lay down here and go to sleep. And when you wake up you’ll see trouble.”
So Brother Bear he went out there and lay down. Brother Rabbit waits about three hours, to give him time to
go to sleep. It was kinda cold out there, the wind was blowing. When Mr. Bear goes to sleep, Brother Rabbit takes
him a torch and he fires the field all around, for about twenty acres, and he was right in the middle, Brother Bear
was. The fire got to blowing and roaring, and whichever way the wind blow it would blow the smoke to him. Mr.
Bear woke up and begins to sniff. He runs around, try to find a way out, but any way he runs he finds fire all
around him. Mr. Bear begins to holler,
“Trouble, trouble.” And Brother Rabbit say,
“Now that’s what I been telling you about, that’s real trouble.”
So he got burnt up trying to find out what trouble was.
3
Well, Mr. Bear he was hungry. He goes gets in the mud-hole and lays down flat on his back, to make them
think that he was bogged up to his neck. He starts hollering, .
“Help, help, help!” Mr. Rabbit looked around him and sees Mr. Bear in the mudhole.
“Mr. Rabbit can you help get me out, can you pull me out?”
“No, I can’t pull you out by myself, I’ll run to get the boys.”
Mr. Rabbit gets Mr. Turtle, .Mr. Terrapin, Mr. Possum, Mr. Coon, and Mr. Fox, and brings them all back. . Mr.
Bear said,
“Let me catch hold of your tail, Brother Rabbit.” Rabbit said,
“No no, my tail is skinned. Brother Bear, catch hold of Brother Turtle’s tail; Brother Turtle, catch hold of
Brother Possum’s tail—he’s got a long tail and that will put him way out on the ground.” (The possum ain’t much
of a swimmer.) “Mr. Possum, catch hold of Mr. Coon’s tail; Mr. Coon, catch hold of Mr. Fox’s tail. Well, we ready
to go?” (Rabbit was the boss-man.) “Haul away! Hiya coming, Mr. Bear?”
“Oh, you moved me three or four inches.”
“Well, let him rest a little—don’t worry about that, Mr. Bear, we’ll get you out. Okay, ready to go! Haul away!
Feel yourself coming any, Mr. Bear?”
“Oh yeah, I come about three feet, but I’m stiff and sore through.”
“Well, let the boys rest again—we’ll git ye this time. Don’t worry. We’ll make it snappish and let’s get him out
this time, boys. Haul away.” Well, they got him about five feet and he’s out on the ground. Rabbit say,
“How you feel, Mr. Bear?”
“Oh I feel sore and stiff from this mud—rub my legs a little bit. Oh that’s good, rub my shoulders a little bit.”
Brother Rabbit says,
“We’re going to get you so you’re well in a day or two—you’ll be well.” So when they rub his shoulders the
Bear says,
“Oh, rub my neck, that’s where I been laying on it, it’s so sore, rub my neck.”
When they got rubbing his neck he grabbed Mr. Rabbit. Brother Turtle he soaked down in the mud (he was a
mudturtle). Brother Terrapin he went off to the woods and lay down side of a log—he was so slow he didn’t wait
till the Rabbit got through rubbing.
Up jumped Mr. Rabbit, he went to running too. So Brother Bear caught Brother Rabbit. Rabbit said,
“Oh, you know if you say your prayers before you eat me you’ll have something to eat all the time—that’s
what the Good Book\fn{The Bible.} says.
Well, Mr. Bear shut his eyes and returned thanks.
When he opened his eyes Brother Rabbit was gone.
4
Ber Rabbit didn’t like to fish. So Brother Bear come along, say,
“Ber Rabbit, come along get your hunting pole let’s go fishing.” Say,
“No it’s too hot, I don’t like to fish.”
So Mr. Bear he goes on down to the lake and commence to fish. Brother Rabbit he follows him down there but
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lays upon the hill in the shade watching him in the hot sun.
Well about three o’clock Brother Bear had caught enough fish, decided he’d go home. He reached down in the
water and pulled up this long string of fish, about three feet long. Brother Rabbit was up on the hill watching him.
“Phew, I sure want some of them fish.”
So Brother Rabbit lit out back to the road, lay down acting like he was dead. Brother Bear said,
“Why here Mr. Rabbit dead.” He retched\fn{Reached.} down and felt Brother Rabbit—
“Hmm, he ain’t been dead long, he’s warm and just as fat as he can be.” Says, “Aw I don’t need him, I got
plenty of fish.” Just left him stretched there alongside the road. Lays him down, says,
“Well, I’ll go on home.”
At that point Brother Rabbit jumped up, run around about fifty yards and lay down again by the side of the
road. So Mr. Bear lays his fish down and feels Brother Rabbit.
“Sure he good and fat, something must have hit him like it did Brother Rabbit back there, and he just as fat as
he can be. Oh well, I’ll just lay him right alongside the road so won’t nothing run over him.”
He wasn’t aiming to go back but he hated to see the meat destroyed. So he picked up his fish, went on. Same
thing again.
“Well here’s another Rabbit—that makes three—big snowshoe rabbits …” Says,
“Well, I’ll just lay my fish down here and go back and get the other two.” (It was worthwhile now.) When he
got back there was no rabbit there. He goes back and the fish and the rabbit are gone. Then he knows Brother
Rabbit had tricked him.
So Brother Bear goes around and gets up the crowd, Mr. Wolf and Mr. Panter and Mr. Fox—Brother Rabbit
had been tricking lots of people. They were going to fix him now sure enough. So Brother Rabbit had cooked his
fish and was sitting down eating it. He looks out the window and seed them—so out the window he goes. Mr.
Bear say, “Yon go Brother Rabbit, yon he go,” and they all taken after him.
Brother Fox and Brother Deer was gaining on him—they could catch him if he didn’t go in a hole. Brother
Rabbit thought of another trick on them. He looked up and seen a tall cypress tree. He run to the tree and grabbed
it and tell them to run quick, the world was falling. Say,
“All of you run and hold it while I go get an ax to cut a prop and hold it.”
They look up and see the tree wiggling against the clouds, looked as if it was falling—the world done mashed
it over—low clouds made it look like the world was falling. He going to get a prop to keep it up on that side. (I’ve
seen it with the skyscrapers—it looks like it just weaving. Fellow never seen a skyscraper would think it was
falling—“Looky yonder, building swaying.”)
He run to get the ax and never did come back.
5
Well, the animals all met, and called a meeting at the hall.
“We want every animal to meet, to get together and be as one.” Mr. Bear was the moderator. So he gets up, he
began to speak to them,
“Now listen gentlemens, we wants to live peaceable, and we all’ll be as one. Mr. Hound won’t bother Mr.
Rabbit, Mr. Panter won’t bother Mr. Fox.” Says,
“Well, you know who all has been enemies to each other.”
Well, all the animals had got in but Mr. Rabbit—he was kinda late. There was just one vacant se.at next to Mr.
Hound Dog. So he had to sit down by Mr. Hound Dog.
Mr. Hound Dog had fleas on him and the mange awful bad. So the fleas begin to bite Mr. Hound, and the
mange begin to eetch\fn{Itch.} him. So he begin to retch up and want to scratch what’s biting him. Mr. Rabbit he’s
superstitious.
Mr. Rabbit he’s scared. Up he jumped and began to run around in the hall. Mr. Deer says,
“Brother Moderator, we’s here on business and Brother Rabbit keeps jumping around. Now I motions we fine
him five dollars. We’s here on business, we ain”t got time for that.”
So they fine him five dollars. He pays his fine arid goes back to his seat again. Brother Bear says,
“Now ladies and gentlemens, I’ll start the p’ceedings where I left off at. We all must live together in harmony.”
About that time the fleas begin to bite Brother Hound again, the mange begin to eetch. He go to scratching, up
go Brother Rabbit again, running all around the hall. Brother Bear say,
“Order, Brother Rabbit, order, Brother Rabbit. We’s here on business, we don’t want this running around.”
Brother Deer say,
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“Brother Moderator, I motion we fine him fifteen dollars—might keep him quiet.”
So he paid his fine, went back and taken his seat. Brother Bear say,
“Well, I’ll p’ceed again, on my subject.” Says,
“Ladies and gentlemen, I’ll p’ceed where I left off. We got to live together in harmony and peace with each
other.”
Fleas begin to bite Brother Hound again, mange begin to eetch him, and he goes to scratch again. Rabbit
superstitious, up he go again. He makes straight for the door this time—he going outa there. Brother Bulldog was
the inner guard. He grabbed him and th’owed him back in there, said
“Sit down and be still.” Mr. Deer says,
“Mr. Moderator, we’ll have to fine Brother Rabbit twenty-five dollars.” Brother Bear says,
“It has been motioned and seconded that Brother Rabbit would pay the sum of twenty-five dollars for jumping
up and running around in the time of business.” Brother Bear say, “Are you ready for the question?” Brother
Rabbit say,
“Not ready.” Brother Bear say,
“Then state your unreadiness, Brother Rabbit.”
“My unreadiness is, the way Brother Bulldog he grab people and th’ow ’em around, somebody going get hurt.
I was only going out the door.”
6
The Rabbit and the Fox had a pea-patch together. And the Deer would come at night and slip in and eat all he
wanted. So they made a trap and caught the Deer. After they caught him they split rails and made a pen thirty- two
feet high, and put him inside, and left Brother Fox to stay on watch to guard him. They was going to keep him
there till executin’ day.
While Brother Fox was watching him the Deer began the song,
Shoo lally shoo, shoo lally shoo,
I do this in the summertime,
I do this in the wintertime—mmmmh.

Brother Fox said, “Sing that song again. I never did hear that song. Best song I ever did hear.”
“If you throw down one of those rails I’ll sing it again.”
“Please sing that again, I’ve never heard a song like that.”
“No, I wouldn’t sing that no more for nothing, not for nothing.” The Fox he begged and begged, till the Deer
said,
“Well, I’ll tell you what I will do—throw four more of those rails, and I’ll sing it for you.” The Fox threw
down the four, but the Deer wouldn’t sing. He said,
“Tell you what, you throw down ten more, so I can get real close to you, and lay my head in your bosom; it
sounds real good then.”
So the Fox throwed down ten more. Then the Deer eases up to him and lays his head over on him.
“Now sing,” says the Fox. Then the Deer jumped over the fence, knocked the Fox off, and called back to him,
“My song is in the woods.”
When the Rabbit came back he executed the Fox for letting the Deer get away.
7
The Fox was after the Rabbit to kill him. So Ber Fox was about to catch Brother Rabbit. There was a well
down in the flat between the two hills. It had two water buckets, one on each end of the rope. When you let one
down, you’d be pulling one bucket of water up.
Brother Rabbit jumped in the bucket was up. Down he went, the other bucket come up; The moon was shining
right in the well. It looked like a round hoop of cheese.
Ber Rabbit didn’t know how he was gain’ git back up after he was down there. He commenced hollering for
Mr. Fox to come here quick. Mr. Fox goes up to the well and looked down in there, says
“What you want, Brother Rabbit?”
“See this big old hoop of cheese I got down in here?” Says, “Man, it sure is good.” Ber Fox says,
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“How did you get down in there?” Says, “Git in that bucket up there,” says “That’s the way I come down.”
Mr. Fox jumped in that bucket was up, Brother Rabbit [had] jumped in the one was down. Down goes Mr. Fox,
up come Brother Rabbit. Brother Rabbit passed Brother Fox.
“Hey Brother Fox, this the way the world goes, some going and some coming.”
8
Mr. Rabbit and Mr. Bear met one day, and got to discussin’ ’bout different things in the world. Mr. Bear said
he’d been all over the world. He’d seen everything but Man.
“They tell me about Man, and I wants to see him.” Brother rabbit syas,
“Why, I can show you a Man. Come on and go with me up here this side o’ the road.”
They set down. After awhile along come a boy, about eight years old. Mr. Bear looks up.
“Say, is that Man comin’ yonder?” Brother Rabbit looks up, sees him.
“Why no, that’s going to be Man. But be patient, Man will be along directly.” Brother Bear was so anxious to
see them he kept his eyes on the road all the time.
“Say, Mr. Rabbit, that’s Man comin’ yonder.” Brother Rabbit looked up, he seen an old man comin’ on a stick,
about eighty years old. Says,
“No, no, that used to be Man. He’s got a walkin’ stick. But be patient. Man’ll be along directly.” Brother Bear
keeps his eyes on the road. Brother Rabbit looks back the other way, the east end of the road. Says,
“There comes Man, that’s Man comin’ down the road.” Brother Bear straightens up and looks.
“Now thats Man, go out and meet him.”
He’s twenty-one years old and has a gun on his shoulder.
Off to the thicket Mr. Rabbit ran, down to the road and off to the woods. Mr. Bear walks down the road and
stands up on his two legs, right in the middle of the road. Young man, off his shoulder come the gun, let the bear
have both barrels, boom, boom. Down went Mr. Bear on all four’ses legs. Into the thicket he went, where Brother
Rabbit was.
“Say, I seen Man. He had a rail on his shoulder, he take it down and pointed at me, it lightened at one end, and
it thundered at ’tother end. Look, it just filled me full of splinters all over.” Said Mr. Rabbit,
“Well you’ve met Man and you’ve seen what he is.”
9
Farmer’s out early breaking his land in February, he wants to get good subsoil.
Well, he’s plowing along, and he plowed up Mr. Snake, a great big one. Mr. Snake was in a quirl where he’d
quirled up for the winter, you know; he was cold and stiff. Farmer stopped and looked at him, says,
“Well I declare, here’s Mr. Snake this time of year.” Mr. Snake says,
“I’m cold, I’m about froze to death. See how stiff I am, I can’t even move. Mr. Farmer, would you put me in
your bosom and let me warm up a bit? I’m cold.” Falmer says,
“Noooo. You’se a snake, I can’t fool with you, you might bite.” He said,
“No, I wouldn’t bite you for nothing in the world. Do you reckon I’d bite you after you warm me up?”
He talked so pitiful Mr. Falmer decided he’ll warm him in his bosom. So he stoops down to pick up Mr. Snake,
and puts him in his bosom.
Well, he tells his horses, “Git up,” gets his plow, and goes back to work. About nine o’clock he unbuttoned his
shirt, looked down in his bosom.
“How do you feel, Mr. Snake?” Mr. Snake says,
“I feel pretty good, I’m warming up considerably.” He buttoned his shirt up, goes on and plows till about tenthirty. Unbuttoned his bosom, looked at it, says,
“How do you feel, Mr. Snake?”
“Oh, I’m feeling pretty good. Ain’t you feeling me moving around? I can move now.” The farmer says,
“Yes, I’m glad you feeling better, feeling warm.” Well, he plows till about fifteen minutes to twelve. He said,
“Well, I’ll go down to the other end and put Mr. Snake down.”
He could feel him moving around quite spirited like, so he didn’t bother to unbutton his bosom at all. After a
while when he got near the other end, he was going to take him out and go on to dinner. He kinda looked down
and the snake done stuck his head out and was looking right in his face and sticking out his tongue. (A snake
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wants to fight then, you know, when he sticks out his tongue.) Farmer says,
“Now, Mr. Snake, you said you wasn’t going to bite me; you said after I warmed you up you wouldn’t bite
me.” Snake says,
“You know I’m a snake, Mr. Farmer.”
“Yes, but you said you wouldn’t bite me.” Mr. Snake said,
“Now you know, Mr. Farmer, I’m s’posed to bite you.”
So he bit the farmer in the face.
The farmer goes home, tells his wife how he carried Mr. Snake in his bosom and got him good and warm; then
Mr. Snake bit him. Said,
“Don’t care what a snake says, don’t never take one in your bosom to warm him up. For when he gits warm he
will bite.”
In the end Mr. Farmer lay down and died.
10
The Buzzard heard that they was killing people so fast in Europe, in the first war, thousands and thousands a
day, that they didn’t have time to bury them. And so he went around and told all the Buzzards the news. And they
got together and were going to have an express (like the crane express from the United States to the
Mediterranean to get fish; more small fish there and easier to catch). They begin to sing,
“I’m going where the living don’t bury the dead.” And the little ones say, “Lord, Lord, Lord, We’re going
where the living don’t bury the dead.”
So, they flew off on their way to Eurepe. It was true that they weren’t burying them, but they was burning
them up. So the Buzzards gets back in the flock again, getting ready to leave from there. And they sing
“I’m going back to where people throw away something sometimes. And the little one he repleats the same
thing, and he says, “Lord, Lord, Lord, We’re going back to where people throw away something sometime.”
11
Mr. Crane called to Mr. Buzzard,
“Why don’t you build a house, Mr. Buzzard?” He said,
“What do a man need with a house? Look how nice and cool this wind is blowing.”
Buzzard was sitting in the shade, wings apart to let the air through, just resting easy. That morning early it
begin to thunder, lightning, and rain. Buzzard begin to get wet.
“Well the next sunshiny day I’m going to build me a house.”
So the next morning the sun was bright and pretty and the wind was blowing like it did the day before. Said
“Shaw, what do a man need with a house now?”
12
A dirtdauber is just like a wasp but he’s black. Some of ’em are brown. He makes up mud in his mouth in a
little ball, and holds it with his two front legs, then he carries it and sticks it up in any dry place that has a hole in
it—a house, a barn, a fence. He makes him a house out of it, like a honeycomb. When he’s getting the mud
together he goes,
“Myennnn.” And when he’s building his house he goes
“Myennnn.” He won’t sting you without you catch him; he favors a wasp.
Mr. Dirtdauber went over to Mr. Bee’s house to take dinner one day. Mr. Bee had some good old sweet honey
for dinner. Dirtdauber says,
“Say, Mr. Bee, where did you get this at?” Mr. Bee said,
“I made it.”
“I sure wisht I could make that.” Mr. :Bee told him,
“Be over here early in the morning before daylight, and come and go with me; I’ll show you how to make this
honey.”
So the next morning Mr. Dirtdauber’s there on time. Off they goes to the mudhole, ’bout a mile through the
woods, where Mr. Bee gets his water. So Mr. Bee lit right on the edge, and begin to suck him a little water. Mr.
Dirtdauber, he begins to ball up mud, and tells Mr. Bee,
“I know, I know, I know.”\fn{Chanted.} So he flies back to the Bee’s house, and begins to stick on his mud. He
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worked days and days, and built him a comb. When he got it finished, there was no honey in the celIs. Said,
“I know what I’ll do. I’ll just lay my eggs in the back end, then I’ll put a little thin coat of dirt between them
and the food." (That was his storehouse.) Next he puts spiders, little bitty insects, in there and seals it up. Then the
eggs hatch worms, and they eat the spiders till they’re strong enough to bust out and care for theirselves.
He never did learn how to make honey, and never did go back to the Bee’s house.
13
Well, the preacher came home with the brother from church for Sunday dinner. So the goose he runs up under
the house, the guinea he stayed out in the yard, the hen and the rooster they took out in the woods—but they had
to jump on a fence before they got to the woods. Rooster’s crowing, he says,
“The preacher go-o-ne?” The guinea says,
“Not yet, not yet.” Old goose says,
“Ssssh, ssssh.”
That time the old man stepped round the house with a shotgun and let go, boom, and shot the hen. Old rooster
jumped off the fence and down through the woods he went. Guinea was saying,
“No more than I expected, no more than I expected.”
And the preacher had him his hen.
14
Efan told Ole Marster he could catch most anything, he didn’t care how bad it was. All he wanted to do was
get close enough to it to get hold of it. So one night he’s coming in, carrying his long club with him (they didn’t
allow slaves to carry knives), and he sees something squat, he thought it was a dog. So he let go his club and he
broke its neck. When he walked up and struck a match, he seen it was a panter; he grabbed it, and went in the
wagon with him to the Old Marster’s house.
“Here, Old Marster, open the door, open the door.”
“What you want, Efan?”
“I’ve got a live panter here.”
“Don’t you bring no live panter in here, don’t bring him in here.”
“Well, I told you I could catch anything live—all I wanted to do was to get close enough to it. So, I’ll just kill
him then, if you don’t want him live. Come out and look, I killed him now.”
Old Marster ran outdoors then, felt him and the panter was just as warm as he could be.
“Well, Efan, you sure can do what you say you can.” He told Mr. Smith about Efan catching that live panter
and bringing him home. Mr. Smith said,
“Nooo, he ain’t caught no live panter.”
“I’ll bet you if you could get one and put him in some place, Efan’ll go in and bring him out.”
“What will you bet?”
“I’ll bet you that last four hundred acres down next to the creek, against six thousand, he’ll do it.”
“Okay, we'll set next Saturday week. Bring Efan over to my place for business.”
Saturday week Old Marster car;ried Efan over. There was a great crowd there, womens and childrens and
mens, to see Efan going in and catch the live panter.
“Okay everything’s ready, unlock the door.” Efan says,
“Slam the door quick as soon as I get in.” In goes Efan, the door slams. They heard a rumbling in there—arunning round and round. Efan was running from the panter as hard as he could. Old Marster said,
“Efan’s after him, he’ll ketch him.”
’Bout that time Efan run over the end of a plank, and it flew up just in front of the panter’s face. (In those days
the boards weren’t nailed, and a green board would fly up if you stepped on it.) He saw the hole and he dug his
head in it. And Efan was running so fast he caught up with him and stepped on the plank before he could stop. So
then he stayed there, and pressed on the plank till he broke the panter’s neck. Efan grabbed the panter and
hollered,
“Open the door, I got him.”
“No, don’t open that door, there’s womens and childrens out here, he’ll kill them, don’t open that door.” Efan
says,
“Well, I’ll kill him then, but I thought you wanted me to bring him out alive so you could see I had him.” In
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about five seconds Efan said,
“Open the door, I got him, I got him dead.”
So out come Efan dragging the panter, twelve feet long from the tip of his nose to the end of his tail.
15
Ol’ Bill he was an awful fellow, he’d steal hogs. It happened that another fellow saw Bill stealing and went and
told Old Marster. Old Marster he goes down there the next morning. Says,
“Say Bill, come here. What did you steal my hog for last night? No need deny it, because I seen you.”
“Well Old Marster, I’ll tell the truth, I did steal one, I will admit that, but that’s all I ever stole.”
“Well, where’s it at?”
“It’s in the cellar under my house there.”
“Well, by your telling the truth, I’m going to let you keep that hog; I’m going to give you that hog. I’m just
going to look at it, to see how big a hog it is.”
Old Marster goes down in the cellar. He sees a big pile of fresh meat right over by the door, and keeps finding
little hunks all around, and he throws them on the pile. It looked like Bill had about five hundred pounds of meat.
“Say, Bill, I thought you didn’t steal but one hog. Here’s about five hundred pounds of joils.”\fn{ Jowls.}
“Well, I’ll tell you the truth, Boss, I didn’t steal but one; it’s just that I like jowl meat so good I cut the whole
hog up into jowls.”
16
Efan was supposed to be at a great big plantation in Tennessee. He’d get hisself in a jam and he’d scheme out
somehow.
Old Marster was cruel on him and beat him every day. So Efan would go down into the apple tree at night after
dark and pray to the Lord to come take him away, for Old Marster was so hard on him.
“I’m tired staying here and taking these beatings.”
John passed by and heard him; so he told Old Marster about Efan praying to go to heaven. Next night Old
Marster slipped down there before Efan and climbed in the tree. He began to pray again,
“Lord, come get me, for Old Marster is beating me.” Old Marster said:
“All right, Efan, I’ll be after you tomorrow night at eight o’clock. Be here and I’ll take you to heaven.”
Efan went back home and told his wife,
“Dinah, I’m leaving you tomorrow night.”
“Efan, is you going to carry me with you?”
“No, but I’ll make arrangements and come back after you.”
Next night at eight sharp Efan was there. Old Marster is hid up in his tree, and he’s letting down a rope with a
loop in it.
“Efan, I’m here to carry you to heaven tonight. Just stick your head in the loop.”
Efan puts his head in, and Old Marster begins to draw the rope up. And Efan starts to choke.
“Wait, Lord, you’re choking me. Let me down.”
So Old Marster he let the rope slack. Efan got his head out the rope and ran home.
“Dinah, if the Lord comes and ax for me, tell him I ain’t in.”
“All right Efan, I’ll tell him.”
In a few minutes Old Marster was there wrapped up in a sheet. He’s singing out,
“Ooooh, Efan.” Dinah goes to the door and says,
“Efan ain’t here.”
“Well, Dinah,” the Lord tells her, “you’ll do just as well.” Dinah turns around to Efan:
“You’d better come out’n from under that bed; you hadn’t oughter told the Lord to come out after you.”
Efan went out the back door. Old Marster heard him go out and he tuck out after him. Dinah said,
“Lord, you just wants to quit. You can’t catch Efan, ’cause he’s bare-footed.”
Well then, Efan decided to change his mode of praying. He said,
“Dinah, we going to pray to the Lord to kill all the white folks and leave all the niggers. You know he
answered my prayer once, and come after me.” So every night they would pray to the Lord,
“Kill all the white folks and leave all the niggers.”
In those days they didn’t have no lock on the door, and they’d leave it open till they were ready to go to bed,
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then turn the latch to keep it from blowing—people didn’t rob or murder in them days. Well, John passed by and
heard them praying. So he told Old Marster that Efan was praying to kill all the white men and leave all the
niggers.
Old Marster put his sheet around him, and goes down to Efan’s house. Efan and Dinah were on their knees.
Efan was praying,
“Oh, Lord, please kill all the white folks and leave all the niggers.”
Old Marster had his ax handle in his hand—he whaled Efan alongside the head with it. Efan fell over, and
looked up at him, and said,
“Oh, Lord, don’t you know a white man from a nigger?”
17
Old Marster killed about forty or fifty hogs every year. He had Sambo to help him. When he was ready to pay
him off he said,
“Sambo, here’s your pig head, and pig feet, and pig ears.” Sambo said,
“Thank you, boss.”
So Sambo killed hogs for about five years that way. That’s what he got for his pay.
Then Sambo moved on back of the place and got himself three hogs. Old Marster didn’t even know he had a
hog. Next winter at hog-killing time Old Marster went down after Sam. Old Marster called,
“Sambo.” Sambo came to the door.
“Yessir.” Says,
“Be down to the house early in the morning. I want to kill hogs—be there about five-thirty.” Sambo asks,
“Well Old Marster, what you paying?”
“I’ll pay you like I always did. I’ll give you the head, and all the ears, and all the pig feet, and all the tails.”
Sambo said,
“Well, Old Marster, I can’t because I’m eating further up the hog than that now. I got three hogs of my own
now; I eat spareribs, back bone, pork chops, middling, and everything else. I eat further up the hog now.”
So Old Marster didn’t ask him to kill no more hogs.
18
Old Marster told John, “I want you to go out and plant corn for me this morning.” So John planted all day. That
night when he went back in Old Marster asked him,
“John, did you get that corn planted right?” John says,
“Yes, Old Marster, I know I did.” Old Marster knew John couldn’t count; so he asked him,
“How do you know?” John says,
“I know I planted it right because I planted two grains for the blackbirds, two for the crow, two for the
cutworms, and two of ’em for to grow.”\fn{ The informant explains: “The blackbirds they’re going to get it when you first plant it,
if it isn’t deep enough. If it turns cool weather when the shoots first come up, the cutworms will cut them down. The crow he’ll pull them
up when they first stick up out of the ground. So that left two in the hill, a good start of corn.” }

19
John had been out late that night, and as he was coming in a bear got at him. So he ran and ran till he got to a
big tree and the bear was about to catch him. He run around the tree and the bear run after him trying to catch
him. He was trying to reach on both sides, and John grabbed him by each paw and held him right to the tree.
Bear turned around on his left hand to bite him, John’d yank his right hand. When he turned to the right,
John’d yank his left one, and make him look round the other way. So he hollered for the patteroll to come here, he
had a bear.\fn{The informant explains: “Patterolls was whites who make a living whipping the poor slaves if they was out without a
pass—it was the only way they could make a living in slavery times.” } So the patteroll didn’t come that night, but next
morning he come with a shotgun, just down the hill. John says:
“Don’t shoot him. I’m going to give you the hide; let me shoot him. There’s a certain way you have to shoot
him. My Marster gets $500 for them hides—let me shoot him.”
“O.K.” John says.
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“Well, catch hold of the paw over here, get both of ’em now, and yank both of ’em to the tree. I’ll fix him
then.”
The patteroll catches the bear’s paws, and John starts to walk off with the gun. Patteroll says,
“Ain’t you going to shoot him, John, ain’t you going to shoot him?” John says,
“I’m just going off to the right distance to shoot for the hide.” Patteroll calls,
“You better come get him—come get him.” John keeps walking.
“You better yank that bear, man.”
“Come get him, he’s trying to bite me.” John just walks on:
“You’d better yank that bear—I yanked him all night; surely you can yank him till dinner.”
20
Efan told Old Marster he could eat more dumplings than anybody. So Old Marster made the bet. Mr. Johnson
said,
“No, I got a man could eat more than he can.”Said,
“Okay we’ll have a contest.”Efan said,
“Put on me about twenty gallons of dumplings. Said, “I don’t want no bread, we’se just betting on eating
dumplings.”
So him and Sam begin to eat. When Sam had eaten about five gallons, he quit. Said,
“Sho, I thought you was going to eat some dumplings.” So Efan said,
“I’ll clean the pot.”
Well, Old Marster gets the money, wins the bet. So Efan goes home, lies down.
“Phew, my stomach hurt.” He say, “I feel like I got a cramp. Get a horse and carry me to the doctor.” Efan go
all the way: “Mmh, mmh.”\fn{Sounds of distress.} When he gets to the doctor, doctor says,
“Come in, Efan, come in. What seems to be the trouble?”
“Oh Doc, gimme something quick.” So doctor begin to give Efan medicine and shots. After a while doctor
says,
“Open your mouth, Efan.” So Efan opened his mouth, doctor looks in. Says,
“Great Sho, you got the dumplings, I can see them.”
They were right up level with his th’oat. No medicine couldn’t go down, so he died.
21
When the Lord was makin’ ’em, he made the colored man big and strong, and he told ’em,
“Now go look in the glass and see how you look.” He started walkin' on off, leaving him. Says,
“Wait, y’ain’t got no hair yet.” So he retch over and grabbed ’em some kinky hair. Lord said,
“No, reach over and get you some of that good hair.” So he said,
“This all right, I’m going to keep it cut off anyway.” He was in too big a hurry and he thought he looked all
right without the hair.
So now most older colored persons keep their hair cut off. The whites look funny with their hair cut off—it
stands up straight like porc’pine.
22
Well Old Marster he told us if we would be good we would all go to heaven. Be obedient unto him like his
father’s slave was unto him—they all went to heaven.
So week later Jake decided he was going on up first. Well, he went up to heaven and knocks on the door. Saint
Peter come to the door. Say,
“Who is that?”
“Jake.” Say,
“Wait a minute, Jake.” Says, “I got to see if your name on the book.” In a couple of minutes he’s back. Says,
“No, no such name as that on the book.”
So he closed the door in Jake’s face and Jake going on back home. He’s awful heartbroken with his head down
because he couldn’t get into heaven.
“I’m going to heaven, Jake. Here take this suitcase I want you to go back and carry it for me.” Jake was so
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glad, he said,
“Yes sir, Marster, I’ll carry it, yessir.”
In a couple of hours he was at the door. Ole Marster knocks. Says,
“Who is that?”
“This is Old Man Craft from Shaw, Mississippi.” St. Peter said,
“Come right in, Mr. Craft, right over this table here is where you sign up.”
Jake, when he turned around to go signing up, dropped the suitcase and\fn{ Gestures to indicate speed.} through the
door to Heaven he went. Rafel and Gabel taken right after him. Down the golden streets Jake went, crost a sea of
glass, Rafel and Gabel right after him. The Lord said,
“Let him alone, he’ll break up all the furniture up here!”
Mr. Craft he rushes right in, up to the altar when they had Jake. Says,
“He’s a good worker, he’s a good worker at home. If you got anything that he can do I’ll be glad if you give
him a job.” Said,
“Well, we have the moon to put out every night and the sun to take in. And then we have the sun to pull out
and the moon to take in—that’s all he’ll have to do.”
So he made a trade with Gabel, if all his servants be good he give them a job, of hanging out all the stars and
taking them in.
So that was the way the colored man first got to Heaven, by being good, and the colored man been going ever
since.
23
Well, Nicodemus went up to the Golden Gate and knocked. Saint Peter was the doorkeeper—you had to see
him to get registered. So he walks up to the door and he knocks. Saint Peter says,
“Who is you?” Says,
“Nicodemus from South Bend.”
“Wait a minute.” Looks over his record. Said,
“No, there ain’t no such name as that from South Bend.”
So he goes on off a little piece. He got to studying. Goes back and knocks on the door again. Saint Peter come
to the door. Says,
“Who is you?” Says,
“Nicodemus.” Says,
“Where are you from?” Says,
“Chicago.” Says,
“Wait a minute.” Saint Peter goes in looks over the register. Says,
“No, there’s no such name as that from Chicago here.”
Nicodemus begin to get worried bad, he don’t know what to do. Said to himself,
“I’ll make one more try.”
Goes back and knocks on the door again. Feeling awfully downhearted then, he was. Saint Peter come to the
door. Says,
“Who is you? What’s your name?” Says,
“Nicodemus.” Says,
“Where are you from?”
“Detroit.” He shuts the door, says,
“Wait a minute.” He goes in looks over the register—comes back and throws the door wide open. Says,
“Come right in Nicodemus, for you are the first Negro ever come to heaven from Detroit.”
24
Well, the monkey you know he’d been working hard, and he come to town and he got tired and set down right
on the intersection. And along come a great big fellow in a Cadillac. He drove around him. Here come along a
fellow in a Rocket 8.\fn{That was an Oldsmobile model, I think; or they had a rocket symbol on the car, but called it a “Super-eight.”
I remember seeing one in Bath: H} And he drove around him. Here come one in a Studebaker, going to turn to his right.
Here come along a colored fellow in a Model T Ford. It was hitting and missing—spit, bang, boow. It runs
square over the monkey and knocked him over and knocked his hip out of place—he could just barely hobble
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over to the curb.
He set down on the side of the curb, and his wound was hurting. He shook his head, and he said,
“My peoples, my peoples won’t do.”\fn{ The informant explains: “Anywhere you go colored people will tell you, we do each
other more harm than anyone. Like when I told this colored fellow about you [Richard M. Dorson, the collector of Mr. Sugg’s and others’
tales.] on the job. He was a mud-maker, getting $2.10 an hour. I was getting $2.00, so he went and told the foreman, ’cause he thought I
was getting superior, saying you would write my stories. A white fellow will pick up a colored fellow, but not a white fellow. And a colored
fellow will pick up a white fellow. All nationalities work against each other.” }

25
Years back they call it conju’ing; nowadays they call it hoodoo.
Uncle John was the great hoodoo doctor in the Deep South of slavery times. Well, Uncle Bill’s daughter
Hannah got sick, so they sent for Uncle John the doctor. He came and examined her, and he told her that she’d
been conju’ed. Someone had put lizards in her, and they were alive.
“But I’ll be back on the morrow, and I’ll get the lizards outa her.”
So the news spread like wildfire, that the doc would be back on the morrow to get the lizards out of Uncle
Bill's daughter.
Uncle John always carried a greasy sack across his shoulder with a strap on the side, which was his medicine
kit. So he goes through the woods, till he finds him a weed they calIs a butterfly weed. So he pulls it up and gets
the root and puts it in his sack. Then he looked off to his right—there was a bush where John the Conquer growed
up. He pulls that up too and gets the root of it in the sack. So he walks a little piece further, down to the edge of
the water where it was damp, sees a log, and turns it over.
“Here’s what I’m looking for.”
He finds that was a lizard about four inches long and had four legs. He was shiny and spotted. So he wraps him
up in paper and drops him in the sack. Now this lizard is not poisonous and will not bite; he’s awful harmless, and
Doc knew it.
The girl was screaming, and hollering that she could feel something crawling in her stomach. The peoples had
gathered excited around the bed. In walked Doc, stepping quick and lively.
“Git two cups quick as you can, put water in ’em, get ’em hot.” He yet keeps his sack on his back, he never
takes it off—as doctors do now, you know.
Men begin to cut wood to start the fire. The women begin to put on the water. Doc he reaches in his sack; he
drops the butterfly root in one cup of hot boiling water, drops the John the Conquer in the next one. In a few
minutes they were both boiling.
“Now I’ll have to put everyone out the room except the mother and father—it’s too exciting for you all to see.”
He pours a big cup of butterfly root tea and gives it to her. She begins to scream,
“Oh, Doc, I wants to heave, I wants to heave.” He said:
“Hold her head, rub her neck, be sure you got your hand rubbing right back of her neck. Grandma, you rub her
leg, just rub her leg right on the muscle; you ain’t got time to look nowhere else but just where I told you to look
at.”
Whiles they were holding her head, he eased his hand in the sack, gets a lizard, and dropped him in the bucket
she was heaving into. He says,
“Let her legs go, and run and get me a cup of John de Conquer right quick.” Hannah’s mother ran and got the
tea.
“Here it is, Doc.” Doc says to Hannah,
“Drink her down, drink her down.” After she had dranken it down, he told her,
“I think I got that lizard.” She got easy. Doc said,
“Let the peoples in now. I think I got that lizard. I don’t know, but I think I got it.”
So the peoples come in all excited to look at the girl; she was at ease laying there quiet. They were really
astonished. Doc says,
“Hand me that stick there; I think I got that lizard—I don’t know but I think I have.”
So he begins to stir the bucket with the stick. Then the lizard starts to move. He says:
“Oh, yes I got it; here it is. Now bring me a pan and some cold water. I wants to be sure what it is.” So they ran
and brought him the water and the pan.
“One of you hand me another stick over there.”
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So they hand him another stick. That made him have two. So he reached down in the bucket, and begins to stir
again. The lizard begins to move. Doc grabbed him with the two sticks, lifted up the lizard and put him into the
pan of clear water. Everybody was excited:
“It’s a ground lizard, it’s a ground lizard. Doc says,
“Give me a rag.” He reaches in the pan with his hand and gets the lizard, rolls it up in the rag and puts it in the
sack. Says:
“I’ll fix the hoodoo that did her this work. He’ll never conjure no one else.”
So, Mary she was well from that day on.
26
My Uncle Jack Suggs was cou’tin’ a lady, Mary, in Shaw, Mississippi. She got in a fight with another woman
he’d been seeing, Frances, who was in the family way, and cut her across the stomach with a knife. So to keep her
from being arrested he took Frances and skipped off to New Orleans with her, to see the two-headed.
She told him to stay there seven days, and after the seven days he could go back. And the lady that had cut,
she\fn{Mary.} would come to his house and beg her\fn{Frances’.} pardon-ness. My uncle asked her,
“What is your charges?” She said,
“Twenty-five bucks. But you don’t have to pay that now. Whensomever she come, as I’ve said, and beg her
pardness, you can send me the twenty-five dollars—which I know you will.”
It happened just that way—Mary came and apologized to Frances.
27
Everybody in Arkansas knew Aunt Carolyn Dye. She was a fortuneteller in Newport, Arkansas. I didn’t believe
in it and I never went to her. But I seen people she told their past to, just by looking in your hand.
Johnny Johnson, a white feller, told me about this. He had a friend, John Doyle, who lost his mules, and they
went to Aunt Carolyn to find out where the mules were. Johnson said,
“Aw, she can’t do nothing, she can’t tell no fortune.”
And so before they got to town, in the suburbs, he hid seventy-five cents under a log, to see if she could tell
where he’d hid it, and what was under the log. So when they gets there, Doyle wanted Aunt Carolyn to tell where
his mules was at. She asked to look in his hand. She told him,
“Go to that big canebrake north of this house, about two miles and a half, and you’ll find your mules.” Then
Aunt Carolyn turned to Johnny and said:
“I won’t tell you anything. When you go back get that seventy-five cents you hid under the log.”
Johnny told his buddy he was aiming to ax\fn{ Ask.} her he’d lost some money along the road and where could
he find it. But she didn’t give him time. He told me that himself.
She was an old lady, maybe seventy-eight years old, when I knew her. She died year before last, when she was
ninety. Aunt Carolyn ran a big hotel, for colored and white too, and never charged; just took whatever they gave
her. There was a song, Yellow Dog Blues, had a part about her”
I’m going to Newport to see Aunt Carolyn Dye
For she’s a fortunetelling woman, she never told a lie.

28
In Poplar Bluff, Missouri, a fellow had set up as a hoodoo. A man named Alf Pack, who hauled garbage from
one hotel to another, heard about how this hoodoo man was beating the people out of their money. So he asked
one of the fellows to arrange for the hoodoo to meet him at Sixth Street about nine o’clock in the evening.
Lights were a long ways apart; it was a hilly town, and the place he picked out was in the dark. When Pack
gets there he whistles,
“Is that you?” The hoodoo says:
“Yes. I recognized who you was before you spoke.” (Pack was standing in the electrict light.) So Pack tells
him:
“I’m kind of a little two-head hoodoo too. I’m not like other men. Other men got hair on their chest—I’m a
feather-breast man. Did you ever see one?” The hoodoo says,
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“No.” Pack says,
“Just feel here.”
The hoodoo feels in Pack’s breast, gives a loud squall, “Woow!” and let out to run, and nobody heard from him
in Poplar Bluff from that day to this.
Pack had put some chicken feathers on his breast with mucilage, and make ’em stick out, like they was
growing.
29
Henry Bates, he was the mojo man in Goodman, Mississippi. He told my uncle Chase he would give him a
hand, and he could go to the store and anything he axed\fn{ Asked.} for, the merchant would let him have it. Cost
him five dollars.
So he paid him, and old man Bates gives him the hand, a little piece of red flannel sewed up in a bag. And then
he gave him some root to chew, told him to spit it around the merchant.
So he goes to the store, puts a big chew of it in his mouth, and he spit right towards him, nearly on his foot. So
he moved a little, and Chase he spit over there again. He said,
“I been moving and moving and you just keep spitting on me. You keep doing it I’ll take one of my ax handles
and beat hell out of you.”
Didn’t stay in town long, he was going back to get his five dollars from that mojo man. He went right on over
to his house, called him out, said,
“Looka here old Nigger, you’re gonna pay me my five dollars. I’d like to got the devil beat out of me with an
axhandle.”
So he gave the hand back and got his money.
30
Two hoodoos was arguing about who had the most power. One threw his coat down, and said,
“Catch a fire and burn up.”
It catched fire and started burning. The second took his coat off and threw it over the other’n, said,
“Rain down water and put it out.”
The rain came down and put it out, and though there’d been a big blaze it wasn’t burned bigger than a dollar.
31
In 1910 I was passing through Greenville on my way to Vicksburg. I played ball then, and wanted to gamble
going down the Mississippi River—the train was too fast. It come to my mind a fellow killed his sweetheart in a
colored hotel in Greenville. He axed her for fifty cents, goes uptown and buys him a box of 32 cartridges and a
pistol and he came back and went in their room—it was the No.2 room. And when he shot her (he was jealous),
lots of people rushed in the room, and the polices.
He locked up the room. The wall was only nine feet high; it had been part of a store, and the piano set by the
side of the door in the hall. The laws would get on the piano trying to get into the room, and he would pump them
as they come over. He shot six polices—he killed everyone he shot.
Then he got excited and ran out the back. Some :cvilian shot him with a shotgun, paralyzed his arm, and
grabbed his pistol. The fellow ran in the toilet. And about twenty minutes after he was in there he come out with
his lands up, he was bleeding so.
The laws locked him up in iail. They were going to mob him that night. Nobody mows who called the
governpr, James K. Vardaman,\fn{ Governor, of Mississippi, 1904-1908.} but he sent troops there, the first troops ever to
go to the rescue of a colored man in the South. They took him to Jackson. He was tried and hung. That was in
1905.
I’d read it in the paper, but I didn’t know that the place where it happened was the first hotel I came to, half a
block from the depot. A fellow named Solomon run it. I axed did they have a room. The landlord said,
“Yes.” I axed what was the price.
“A dollar for a room with someone else and a dollar and a half for a room by yourself.”
I said I wanted a room by myself. The girl working there kept looking at me, and I didn’t catch what she was
trying to say. I was awful tired. I’d played ball for three days at Mound Bayou.\fn{ Mississippi.} The landlord
showed me the room. It was about nine o’clock.
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What aroused me, I heard some hollering, like it was way in the low end of the building. I laid there and I
wondered what was going on. I thought they must be kil1ing someone. And after awhile it stopped. Then it started
again, commenced getting nearer and nearer. Well, it got so close, I grabbed my hand razor—it went like it was in
the next room—I drawed the razor back and looked for it to come over. When I stood up it hushed, but every time
I sat on the bed I heard it. I was scared there till four o’clock, till my legs and arms plumb gave out. I was afraid to
light the light, for he’d see me.
About four o’clock the girl came through and lit the light up front so she could cook. I gets right out the bed by
the time the light clicked on.
“Good morning, Miss,” I says. “What was all that trouble and hollerin’ going on down the lower end last
night?” She said,
“I ain’t heard nothing, never heard a thing.”
“It was just like somebody was killing people down there—it kept getting lower and lower, closer and closer.”
And she .looked at me and smiled. She said,
“Oh, that was right there in the room where you was at! Didn’t you see me trying to give you the nod, shaking
my head at you.” I says,
“Yes.” She said,
“That’s where that fellow killed those six polices—that was right there in the room where you was at. There
ain’t nobody can stay in there. I couldn’t a told you that or I’d a lost my job—landlord woulda fired me.” She
asked me what I wanted for breakfast. I said,
“Not anything but a cup of coffee.”
I was too sleepy to eat; I done stood up practically all night long. So I left and went to VIcksburg.
That’s the scaredest I ever been in my life and yet neve seen nothing. If I’m telling a tale I hope I fall a corpse.
32
I was braking out of Memphis on the Y and M V (Yazoo and Mississippi Valley) in 1913, in July. We were
heading back to Memphis from Cleveland, and were called out about eleven-thirty at night. We got orders to meet
777 at Shelby. It would be in sidings. When we’d a got about six miles from town that night, I was riding three
cars back from the engine. We were making about thirty-five miles an hour traveling. All in a sudden the engineer
plied the air brakes. Then he blowed the signal for the brakesman to go ahead of the train and look out on the
main line—one short and three long whistles was the signal.
I comes down off the boxcar; I carries my white lantern in my hand. As I ran by the engine, the fireman handed
me the red lantern. That’s to flag trains with and let ’em know there’s danger ahead, to stop. The engineer threw
the lever in reverse and commenced backing up—choo, choo, choo. I runs up the track about two hundred yards
around the curve where there’s another straight track. In a few minutes the engineer backed out of sight. I seed no
lights on the engine.
It was gone about two hours and a half. After awhile the engine rolls back in sight. I gets up and stands in the
middle of the track with the red light so he could see where he dropped me off at. He brings the engine to slow,
about fifteen miles an hour. I goes on up in the cab, sets my red lantern down in the cotner. Then the engine begin
to pick up speed again. The conductor, B. F. Edwards, setting On the seat right behind the engineer, says:
“Come here, Suggs. What did you see while I was gone? See a train?” I said,
“Sir, I hain’t seen nothing but these two lights, the red and the white one, while you been gone.” He said,
“When Mr. Moten (the engineer) brought the engine to a dead stop and blew the flag outa here, remember
that?” I said,
“Yes, sir.” He said:
“We seen an engine working steam within three hundred yards of us. We thought we’d overlooked orders and
had met 777 on the main line.” I says,
“Is that the truth, Mr. Ben?” He says,
“Yes, didn’t we, Mr. Moten?” Then he calls the fireboy over. He said,
“Tell Suggs what we seen.” And he told the same thing that they told—they seen it working steam within three
hundred yards of us.
So Mr. Ben reaches in his pocket, hands me the whole order and told me to read it over again. So I read it. We
was to meet the 777 at Shelby. So I hands it back to him. Then he tells me they’d backed up to Cleveland and
wired ahead to Shelby to see whether the 777 was yet there. And he showed me the new orders—the 777 was in
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the hole, and we was running two and a half hours late.
I begin to shake when he tells me that. I goes on the fireman’s side and take the second seat, and I hung my
head out the window, a thinking to myself. And I says:
“Supposing I seen that engine and they all gone!! It woulda slowed down and come easing up to me. I would
have caught the engine then to climb up to tell the engineer to look out for Engine 647; she’s backing up to
Cleveland. I’d a retched for it, and there wouldn’t a been no train.”
And I just sat up there and cried and cried; I ain’t seen nothing but I just got scared, thinking of being there
alone twelve miles from town. And sure enough when we got to Shelby the 777 was in the siding. Several
engineers had reported they had seen mystery lights, but that was the first time a train had ever been seen. It was
said that about twelve or fourteen years before, a train had been wrecked there and had killed a fireman and an
engineer.
33
A white fellow in Bono, Arkansas, told me this, in 1924. He and his wife moved to a house was supposed to be
hanted. His name was Willie, hers was Gert; he was about thirty, she was about forty-nine, near old enough to be
his mother. She smoked a pipe and hunted with him—he was a hunter and trapper. He said,
“Oh there ain’t no such thing as a hant.”
The day they moved in they put up two beds, one in one room, one in the other’n. So they got to fussing and he
got mad, and went in the other room. She was trying to get him to go in the bed with her.
He laid in the bed about an hour. The light was out, but a little moon was shining through the window, just
enough to discern somebody. Said he seen a woman coming through the door from his wife’s bedroom, with a
nightgown on. So he thought he’d ease out there and grab her, to scare her, ’cause he thought she’d done got
scared and was coming in to bed with him.
When he reached her to grab her, his hands’d just go round and come together, and she’d be standing in
another place. Well, he made five or six dives at her, commenced to jumping and knocking over chairs—he just
knowed it was her and he was trying to catch her. So the last big dive he made at her was over the trunk, and he
bruised hisself pretty bad.
She was in the next room laughing; she thought he was cutting up trying to scare her. He said,
“What are you laughing about?” He thought he was going to catch her any minute. She asked,
“What are you doing keeping all that fuss in there?” He said,
“Ain’t this you in here I’m trying to ketch?” She said,
“No, that’s what I’m laughing about; you trying to scare me to make me come in there.”
Out of the room he went and jumped in the bed with his wife then. He said both of ’em was so scared, they just
hugged each other; if one let go the other’d hang on. Though it was wintertime the sweat was just pouring off
them. They left there the next day, he said.
Nobody that went in that house didn’t stay there long.
34
This is one my brother heard from a white fellow in Willis, Ohio. He was an old fire-builder in the round
house, and when there’s no fire to build they go in the shack and talk. The white fellow came there as a hobo,
married, and stayed on. One day in the shack he told how he first come to Willis.
He said he got off of a freight train in Willis one night—it was raining bad—and he was going on through the
yard. Someone spoke to him,
“It’s a bad night tonight.” He looked and there was a man, dressed in a slicker and rain hat. The man asked:
“You got anywhere to stay tonight? You can come home stay with me the night.”
“Okay, thanks.”
So the man with the slicker walked off and he just followed him. Neither one spoke; not a word was said. They
went about two blocks after they got out of the yard, come to a house and walk up to the porch. The stranger told
him to go in. So he walks in.
There was a lady with three chilluns in the house. He sits there five or ten minutes or more. No one come in.
Finally he told her,
“There’s a gentleman brought me here, but he went on around the house, and told me to come in.” She says,
“Oh, that was my husband.”
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He began to feel all right and good then. She fixed supper for him, and he ate it all up. She told him:
“My husband often does that, brings people here. He got killed up there in the yard six years ago. And if it’s
raining or snowing, a bad night, he’ll bring a hobo here.”
He stayed but he couldn’t hardly sleep; he lay awake all night. But the wife didn’t think nothing about the
whole thing; she expected it.
35
This old witch used to tantalize people out in the country. They didn’t know she was a witch; but every day
there’d be something missing—diamonds, jewelry. She’d come in through a keyhole, or a crack in the door.
So this night she went to a big fine castle. And a man, we’ll just call him Mr. John, he’s just coming in from a
party, about 2:30 A.M. Everybody else is asleep. He looked and he saw a lady standing right at his doorstep.
“I’m just gonna stand here and see what she’s gonna do.”
First she reaches up, pulls her hat off, lays it down. She pulls off her shoes, and she also lays them down. She
undresses, lays the clothes all in the same heap. He seen her hands go up, and her skin begin to move upwards. Up
it went, up it went, till it was about five feet in the air. Then it settled back to the ground. Nothing else moved.
“Oh, that’s a curious sight.” He goes up and examines the clothes.
“Huh, this is old Grandma Jane’s clothes, what stays over the hill.” Then he feels the skin.
“Hmm, I don’t know what this is, but if it’s moisture I know how I’ll find out. I’ll get some pepper and salt and
I’ll put them on it.” So he eased in the kitchen, gits his red pepper and salt, and sprinkles the hide good all over.
“Now I’ll see what’s gonna happen.”
In a few minutes he seen the skin begin to work. Next he heard a whistle, and a voice said,
“Skin, don’t you know me?”
The skin was so hot she couldn’t get in it. Three times he heard the whistle at the burning, and
“Skin don’t you know me?” Next thing the voice said was,
“If you will wash this skin with soap and water, I’ll give you all the diamonds and jewelry I’ve stolen from
you. This is Grandma Jane.” (She had looked and saw him.)
Then he obeyed, washed it, and soaped it and greased it good for her. And she was the same old Grandma Jane
when she got back into her skin.
Then she restored all their jewelry and became a poor old widowed woman. That salt had taken away all her
power of witchcraft.
36
Before they had any steam, ships were sailing by sails, you know, across the Atlantic. The Atlantic was fifteen
miles deep, and there were mermaids in those days. And if you called anybody’s name on the ship, they would ax
for it,
“Give it to me.” And if you didn’t give it to them they would capsize the ship.
So the captain had to change the men’s names to different objects—hatchet, ax, hammer, furniture. Whenever
he wanted a man to do something, he had to call him,
“Hammer, go on deck and look out.” The mermaid would holler,
“Give me hammer.” So they throwed the hammer overboard to her, and the vessel would proceed on. The
captain might say,
“Ax, you go on down in the kindling room start a fire in the boiler; it’s going dead.” Then the mermaid says,
“Give me ax.” So they have to throw her an iron ax. Next day he says,
“Suit of furniture, go down in the stateroom and make up those beds.” And the mermaid yells,
“Give me a suit of furniture.” So they had to throw a whole suit of furniture overboard. One day he made a
mistake and forgot and said,
“Sam, go in the kitchen and cook supper.” The mermaid right away calls,
“Give me Sam.”
They didn’t have anything on the ship that was named Sam; so they had to throw Sam overboard. Soon as Sam
hit the water she grabbed him. Her hair was so long she could wrap him up—he didn’t even get wet. And she’s
swimming so fast he could catch breath under the water. When she gets home she goes in, unwraps Sam out of her
hair, says:
“Oooh, you sure do look nice. Do you like fish?” Sam says,
“No, I won’t even cook a fish.”
489

“Well, we’ll get married.” So they were married.
After a while Sam begin to step out with other mermaids. His girl friend became jealous of him and his wife,
and they had a fight over Sam. The wife whipped her, and told her,
“You can’t see Sam never again.” She says,
“I’ll get even with you.”
So one day Sam’s girl friend asked him, didn’t he want to go back to his native home. He says yes. So she
grabs him, wraps him in her hair, and swum the same fastness as his wife did when she was carrying him, so he
could catch breath. When she come to land she put him onto the ground, on the bank.
“Now if he can’t do me no good he sure won’t do her none.” That was Sam’s experience in the mermaid’s
home in the bottom of the sea.
Then he told the others how nice her home was, all fixed up with the furniture and other things. There weren’t
any men down there—guess that’s why they ain’t any mermaids any more. Sam said they had purple lips, just like
women are painted today. You see pictures of mermaids with lips like that. In old days people didn’t wear lipstick,
and I think they got the idea from seeing those pictures.
Sam told the people the mermaid’s house was built like the alligator’s. He digs in the bank at water level; then
he goes up—nature teaches him how high to go—then digs down to water level again, and there he makes his
home, in rooms ten to twenty feet long. The mermaid builds in the wall of the sea like the alligator.
Sam stayed down there six years. If he hadn’t got to co’ting he’d a been there yet, I guess.
37
When the angels from heaven came down to earth, they could walk around and look just like men—that was
called mangelizing. They might knock on your door; you see an old man; he asks you for something to eat. You
tell your wife to cook something, and ask him in. He says No, he’ll stay outside. You bring it to him, he hits what
you bring him with his staff, and it smokes and goes up to heaven—just like priests send up incense with a prayer.
When he hits with the staff, he turns to smoke too, and when you look back at him, he isn’t there. For you being
so kind, he is sending a blessing up to heaven.
He always comes as an old, feeble man, never as a young man. When Christ came they did away with those
burnt offerings.
After that other angels came down, who had never been to earth before. When they seen the daughters of men
were so good-looking they wouldn’t go back to heaven. They stayed down and became mighty men, giants in the
world. And the children they bore came to be mighty men and giants in the world. These children were wicked
and paid no attention to the Lord, and the world became wicked.
Norah was the only pure blood, from Adam and Eve, Norah and his wife and son. And then Norah began to
preach and tell them there was going to come a flood, and he starts to build a ark. It had never rained before and
they thought he was just talking foolishness. And so they were marrying and giving in marriage until Norah built
the ark and closed up the door. And when the flood came up they’d go on the next floor and dance, and ask him to
let them in. But he wouldn’t. Then the flood destroyed them all, and nobody’s ever had any angel blood since.
Every human on earth that had any angel blood in him was drowned.
38
The Israelites was captured and carried down in bondage under Egypt. And Moses was born there. And they
was killing all males, to keep the Hebrew children from multiplying so fast. And when Moses was born his
mother kept him hid three months. Then when she could keep him hid no longer, she made a basket of bulrushes
and slime. And so she carried him down and put him in the river, where Pharaoh’s daughters went down to bathe.
When they seen him he was a fine Egyptian boy. Then the daughter carried him to the King, Pharaoh, and begged
her daddy to let her keep him and ’dopt him. So he agreed.
“Go out and find you a nurse, an Israelite woman, for they’d know how to take care of this baby.” So she goes
out and hires an Israelite woman, who was his mother.
So he waxed and grewed fast, and learned all the Egyptian words and languages. So Pharaoh made him a ruler
then, when he seed how smart he was.
So one day he walks out and he sees a Hebrew and a Egyptian fighting. So he killed this Egyptian, looked all
around and seed nobody, and buried him in the sand. A couple of days after he went out and he seed two Hebrews
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fighting. He said,
“Why do you all strive against one another, and you’se brothers?” One said,
“You want to kill one of us like you did that Egyptian the other day?”
So Moses got scared and run away into Middin. He stayed there forty years and married this Ethiopian woman
(which is a colored woman). One day he was out minding his father-in-law’s sheep, and the Lord spoke unto
Moses and said,
“Pull off your shoes, for you is on holy ground. I want you to go back and deliver my children from Egypt.”
He said,
“Moses, what is that you got in your hand?” Moses said,
“It’s a staff.” He said,
“Cast it on the ground.” And it turned to a snake. And Moses fleed from it. The Lord said,
“Go back and pick it up.” So Moses picked it up, and it turned back to a staff. The Lord said,
“Go back and wrought all these miracles in Egypt and deliver my children from bondage.”
So Moses goes on back. He goes in to Pharaoh and told him what the Lord had told him to do. Pharaoh said,
“Who is he?”
“I can show you what He got power to do.” And he cast his rod on the floor, and it turned into a serpent.
Pharaoh said,
“That ain’t nothing. I got a magikin can do that.”
So he brought his magikins and soothsayers in, and they cast their rods on the floor. So theirs turned to snakes.
And they crawled up to Moses’ snake, and Moses’ snake swallowed up their snake.
And that’s where hoodoo lost his hand, because theirs was the evil power and his was the good. They lost their
rods, and he had his and theirs too.
39
Christ was traveling from Jerusalem to Bethlehem. Christ, knowing all things, knew the twelve disciples was
getting hungry, though they didn’t say a word. He just wanted to see what they would do. So he says,
“All of you get a stone.”
Eleven of ’em stooped down and got a great big stone. Peter he picked up a little bitta one. Christ blessed the
stone and said,
“Be thou bread.”
And the stone turned to bread. Well, they all ate, and everybody was full but Peter. That was about noon. And
they traveled on till they got near to Nazareth. He says,
“All of you get another stone.” All of ’em got a little bitta stone. Peter got a great big one. Christ goes over to
Peter, put his hand on the rock, and says,
“Peter, upon this rock I’ll build my church.” Peter says:
“No you won’t, Lord. You’re going to turn this rock into bread—I’m hungry.”
40
Once when the good St. Peter, whilst traveling around the earth, lived in this world below, he walked about
here preaching, jest as He did you know. He came to the door of a cottage, where a little woman was baking cakes
in ashes on the hearth.
He axed her for a stovecake, to give him a single one.
She taken a tiny scrap of dough, she rolled and rolled it flat, she baked it as thin as a wafer. But she could not
part from that. For she said,
“My cakes that seem so small, yet they are too large to give away.” So she put them on the shelf.
And then the good St. Peter grew angry, for he was hungry and faint, and surely such a woman were enough to
try a saint. For he said,
“You shall get your food as the birds do, by boring and boring all day in the hard dry wood.”
Then up through the chimley she went, never speaking a word, and out the top flew a woodpecker, for she was
changed to a bird. All of her clothes was burnt black as a charcoal, and a scarlet cap on her head. And this is the
lesson she teaches:
Live not for yourself alone, for you may be changed to a smaller thing, a mean and selfish man.
And every country schoolboy have seen her up until this very day, boring and boring for food.
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There are two ways they tell this. One is the Bible, the other a story people make on the Jew, you know.
(a) A fellow come to Christ who had the evil spirits on him; he was insane. When the demons were on him—
there were seven demons who were evil spirits of the Devil—he would cut himself up and cast himself into the
fire. But when he seed Christ coming, on his way to Jerusalem, he knew that he could do something for him. So
he fell down on his knees to Christ and axed him,
“Good Master, do something for me.” And the Lord told the demon,
“Be thou out of him.” The evil spirit said,
"If you cast me out, suffer me to go into that head of swine.”
There were about five hundred feeding on the seacoast; a nobleman (we calls them rich men now) raised them.
The spirit knew he would be destroyed if he didn’t get into something else. So Jesus suffered him then to enter the
swine. And they ran into the sea and was destroyed.
So the people turned against Christ, because he had destroyed the nobleman’s hogs. They figured that that
tormented and insane man was worth less than those hogs. Then that same devil entered into the nobleman. So
Christ passed out of Jerusalem—he couldn’t do no more good.
The Jews wouldn’t eat hog no more. They knew devils were in swine. A hog could eat my corn and go across
into that man’s field and eat his, and make us fall out.
*
(b) Once Christ was traveling. He could tell a man anything he wanted to know, what he had in his barn,
anything at all.
So he came into a Jew’s house. He told the people they could ask any question, like what was under a pot, and
he didn’t have to see it, but he could tell them what was under there. So one of ’em takes him in the house and
was holding a conversation, while the Jew told his wife,
“Slip out there and put our baby under the wash pot and then turn it down bottom upwards, so no one can see
it.” So he brings Christ out, and ax him,
“You can guess everything, now what’s under this pot?” Christ said,
“It’s a hog.” Jew says,
“No, it’s a baby.” The people begin to laugh and say,
“We knowed you couldn’t tell nothing. That’s our little baby under that pot.” Christ told him,
“Set the pot up on its legs, the right side.” And there was a hog in it instead of a baby. The Jew said,
“I’ll never eat no more hog.”
He believes the hog will turn into a baby. Jews won’t use lard or anything that comes from a hog, in any way,
shape, or fashion.
42
Christ was on his way to Damascus. He was riding upon an ass. And the peoples around was all crowding to
see Christ.
Zacharias, he was a low-statured man, nearly like a dwarf, so he goes up a sycamore tree (he could climb
pretty good), so he could get a good view of Christ when he come along. No one seen him go up there.
When Christ got along under the tree he looked up. Zacharias didn’t know Christ knew his name or that he was
up the tree—he’d never met him. But Christ told him:
“Come down, Zacharias; you’re too high. I’m going home with you and have dinner.”
And Zacharias come down in such a haste he skinned all the bark offa the tree.
Now that’s the reason a sycamore ain’t got any hard bark like any other tree. It’s just as slick as it can be.
43
Samson was down to the blacksmith’s shop.
The blacksmith was showing him how hard his muscle was. Said he would throw his hammer seventy-five
miles, and it would ring when it hit the object (like a shooting gallery). He throwed it, and it went bang, bang.
So the anvil it weighs two hundred and fifty pounds. And Samson just reached down and grabbed the anvil and
swinged it round his head, and yelled,
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“Look out, people five hundred miles from here; come an anvil.” So the blacksmith grabbed his arm and said,
“Look Samson, don’t throw my anvil away—that’s all I got to make a living.”
44
When I was fifteen years old, living in Sallis Station, down in Mississippi, I went a-hunting with the boys. The
dogs treed a coon, and we were following the dogs, when we come to a fallen tree. The whitegum trees when they
fall stick up five or six feet high. It was dark, and we had just a lantern.
William Russian had the lantern; so he gets on the log and jumps off first. Then Ben Weatherby jumped off,
into the darkness, and he knocked his head against another tree, and knocked himself unconscious. When he
regained consciousness, he commenced calling the Lord and the Devil,
“Oh, Lord, oh, Devil, oh, Lord, oh, Devil.”
He thought he was going to die, and he wanted to make sure he’d have a friend wherever he was going. In a
little while his head quit hurting and he said,
“Oh, ain’t neither one of you no good.”
He used to cuss out God all the time. When it’d be too wet to plow, he’d cuss him for making it rain.
About six months after the coon hunt, he drowned during a spring flood of the Big Black River. He was in a
boat with his brother, rowing back from feeding the hogs, and the cloudburst came. The boat flipped over in a
whirlpool, and Ben went down. His brother, who was a good Christian and didn’t never cuss God, he was pitched
over to a tree, and hung on, with his back touching the water, till a white fellow swam a mile and a half for a boat
and rescued him.
The whole town was out there watching.
45
Simon’d fish every day in the week and on Sunday. They’d been after him about that—
“You shouldn’t fish on Sunday.” He said,
“Oh, ain’t nothing to that.”
So Simon digs him some worms, gets his pole and goes down to the lake. Baits his hook and throws it in the
water. The fish grabbed it time it hit the water. Simon said,
“I bet this is a big one.” So the fish said,
“Pull me up, Simon.” So Simon pulled him up. Said,
“Take me off your hook now, Simon.” Simon taken him off his hook. Said,
“Now take me home, Simon.” Simon taken him home. Said,
“Now scale me, Simon.” Simon scales him. Said,
“Now cut me open, Simon.” Simon cuts him open. Said,
“Now put grease in the skillet, Simon.” Simon greased the skillet. Said,
“Now put me on, Simon.” Simon put him on the skillet. Said,
“Now take me up, Simon.” Simon took him up. Said,
“Now eat me up, Simon.” Simon ate him. Said,
“Now lay down, Simon.” So Simon lay down. Said,
“Now bust open, Simon.” So Simon busted open.
That’s the reason lots a people won’t fish on Sunday, for fear they’d catch a fish like Simon. After my father
told me that I wouldn’t even pick up a fish on Sunday. When the rain flooded the pond you could just pick up a
fish on t’other side the road. We cooked fish every day it rained. But Sunday we’d go to church. When other boys
went fishing Dad would say,
“They’re just like Simon.”
46
Fellow was going out to hunt for a job. And he was hunting the Devil, to get a job with him.
At this particular time there were no shipping points to get your ticket at; so you had to go to this old lady to be
shipped out on the eagle. She would tell you how many pounds of meat it would cost you to ship out on the eagle
to see the Devil.
So he goes to her, and she told him it would cost him four quarters of beef. Every time the eagle hollered he
was to give it a quarter of the beef. She put him on the eagle, and it took off from the ground, rose and flew in the
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air.
When the eagle had flown about one thousand miles he hollered. Fellow twisted his neck back and reaches in
his sack and takes out one quarter of beef and gives it to him. Next one thousand he hollers, fellow gets another
quarter of beef. Next one thousand eagle hollered again, he gives him another quarter.
Eagle don’t holler any more; he flies about another one thousand miles and then he lights. The fellow
unmounts. There’s a lady standing on the ground. He says to her,
“I’m looking for Mr. Devil; I’m hunting a job with him.” She says:
“Oh, that’s my father. He’ll give you a job all right, but you cannot do it. I’ve known ’em to come here and try,
but none ever left. He would kill ’em because they could none of them do the job he give ’em. But anything he
asks you to do, you try—I’ll help you out.”
In a couple of hours the Devil showed up. She says,
“Here’s a gentleman looking for a job.” He said,
“All right, I’ll give him a job. Your first job in the morning is to go down and clear one hundred acres of
ground by noon—cut all the trees down, pile ’em, and burn ’em all by noon.”
Fellow rose early the next morning before breakfast, goes out, and cuts till about ten o’clock. The Devil’s
daughter came to bring him a drink of water. He said,
“Well it’s about noon, and I’ve only got one tree cut down and trimmed up.” She says,
“Give me the ax; I’ll fix that.” She goes to a small tree, and says:
“Why not chop one lick on one side of the tree and one on the other side. When one tree falls, all of ’em will
fall.” (She was talking to the ax.) “When I trim one limb, I trim ’em all. When I light one branch, I light ’em all.”
And she says, “When that one branch burns up, all of ’em are burnt up.”
Then the whole one hundred acres were cleared—all the logs were cut, all the branches were trimmed, wasn’t
nothing left on the land.
Then they go back to the house; it’s noon. Devil said,
“Did you get your job done?” Fellow says,
“Yes, go look.”
He looked out the door—the one hundred acres was cleared; wasn’t nothing standing on it; it was ready for
planting. Devil said,
“Well, that was good.” (He didn’t know his daughter was doing the work ’cause she done got stuck on the
fellow.)
“In the morning I want you to break it, and plant it, and bring a mess of roasting ears for dinner when you
come in.”
Fellow was up early in the morning. He caught his team, hitches up, he plows and plows until about 11:30. The
Devil’s daughter comes to bring him a drink of water. She says,
“Oh, you haven’t over half an acre broke. I’ll fix that. Give me the plow. When I plow one furrow (she’s
talking to the plow now), I plow them all. When I harrow it one inch, I harrows it all. When I plants one grain, I
plants it all. Corn, up; corn, knee-high; corn, waist-high; corn, head-high; corn, tassel; corn, shoots; corn, silk;
corn, roasting ears. Now pull a mess of roasting ears and we;ll come to the house.”
She knew that her father’s next plan would be to kill her boy friend; he was too smart; there wasn’t nothing
more he could ask him to do. She said:
“Suppose we marry. I’ve got two fast horses, and while Dad’s asleep we’ll get up and catch them and run away
and marry.” So at twelve o’clock they ease out the bed, catches the horses; then they mounts them.
“We're going back to your land and home and get married,” she tells him. And she says to the horses,
“Run, horses, run; five hundred miles a jump.”
When daylight came they were far away from her home. She looks back.
“Oh, look, yon comes Dad, and he’s bound to overtake us.” The man says,
“What shall we do?” She says:
“I’ll fix that, I’ll turn into a lake, and I’ll be a duck on the water swimming, and you’ll be the man shooting at
me.”
The Devil passed them up; he had his boots on then and was telling them,
“Step, boots, step, five hundred miles a step.” He wore those boots out, and he had to go back to get his bull—
he could only go one hundred miles a step going back. She said,
“Let’s go—father’s gone back after that bull.”
And so they let out, telling the horses to jump five hundred miles a jump—they were the fastest horses in the
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world. But the bull he was faster than the boots or the horses. So they knowed he was going to catch them then.
In four hours she looked back, and seed her daddy coming on the bull. He’s telling him,
“Jump, bull, jump; two thousand miles a jump.” She says,
“Look, yon comes dad again, he’s riding on the bull.” Fellow says,
“Oh, what shall we do now?” She says,
“Reach me one of those thorns.” He reaches out to the thornbush and hands it to her. She says:
“When I plant one thorn I plant it all. Thorns up; four feet high; eight feet high; ten feet high; fifteen feet high;
ten feet wide; fifteen feet wide; forty feet wide; sixty feet wide; one hundred miles long” (plumb across the
country). When the Devil run up to the thorns his bull couldn’t go through them. He says,
“I’ll get through there; I’ll run back and sit my ax;.”
He was four years cutting through. Then he couldn’t find no trace of his daughter and horses. But the fellow
and his daughter were safely married, and were living at the man’s home.
47
This was a bottle baby. They carried the baby to the field with its bottle, in the crib under the shade tree.
When they came back, if the baby was woke, all the milk would be gone, if it wasn’t woke only half would be
gone. The field wasn’t far from the house.
When it got so it could walk it would go out in the yard and carry its bottle out there. When it came in the
house the bottle would be empty, wouldn’t be a bit in it.
Then from three years old she quit the bottle but she would take milk in a cup and would always go outdoors to
eat, but nobody paid her no attention.
And when she got five years old she went outdoors, and her Dad seen this big snake. And she was reaching out
her hand for it. When he ran outdoors with his gun the snake turned and went crawling off. He kills the snake and
three days after, the baby it died.
It was a white baby, in Shreveport, Louisiana, not far jrom the Arkansas line. My auntie told my father and
them about it.
48
This happened in Fasonia, Mississippi, a small river town on Sunflower River, in 1910.
Everybody seen a strange man in the winter. He’d be sitting in the chair in front of the fire. (You know they
had big fireplaces in the South, with a back log that would give a glow all night.) A fellow would see him, reach
up in the rack over the bed for his gun, wake his wife up, and the man’d be gone. Every week somebody would
see him—they commenced to laying for him; they’d fall asleep, and see him when they woke up. They called him
the Greasy Man, because nobody could ketch him.
Mary Gise was the first one ever seen him. She woke up and seen him lying in the bed. Boy, she squalled.
Then he disappeared. Folks said she was fogy, but then others began to see it all through that section, for twentyfive to thirty miles around.
He was always sitting by the hearth, in a cane chair, with his back to the bed. He’d never come to the same
house, never bothered no one, never took nothing.
49
I heard about the flying man up in Arkansas, at Jonesboro. The polices went up to him, and the faster they
walked the faster he walked, until he just spread his arms and sailed right on off.
And they never did catch him. Said he was faster than the planes.
They told about him all through the South, in Alabama, Mississippi, Arkansas.
50
Most doctors say the child doesn’t have the thrash. When they’re three or four or five months they have it—it’s
white bumps that breaks out in the mouth—they can’t even suck the breast or the bottle, they can’t draw with their
tongue.
My boy died of the pneumonia (at twenty-two months) had the thrash, and my cousin, M.C. Clark in Vandalia,
cured him by blowing in his mouth. Any child that has never seen its father can cure that way.
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Clark’s father died before he was born. He’s only twenty-six years old, he was in World War II. He came over
to my house; my daughter went over and asked him to blow in the baby’s mouth.
51
When they were building the Yellow Dog railroad, in 1904, I was working on the extra gang, laying steel. The
proper name was the Yazoo and Mississippi Valley—the Y and M V. It followed the Sunflower River landings; the
river would veer around, and the railroad went straight, and towns would spring up at the landings.
This was in the Mississippi Delta. Every payday, once a month, the extra gangs would have a spree; there were
five thousand men working on the railroad for a hundred miles, and a train would bring them to a hopjoint run by
three white brothers out in the woods. There was no town there at all; later it became Darlings in Yellow Buck
County. Two of these Clarke brothers were twins; one of the twins and the third brother stayed out at the hopjoint,
and the other twin kept in Marks, the county seat.
For three days during the spree nobody worked. The Clarkes sold whiskey out there, had gambling and
dancing, and brought in women from all about—Memphis, Jackson, New Orleans, Yazoo City, St. Louis. They
had bush arbors under which the men gambled, and tents where they danced and slept. Lights were made out of
small ropes twisted into beer bottles filled with kerosene. A torch like that would burn all night; just stick a pin in
the top and it keeps the flame from blowing out. The railroad company had to let the gangs go to the hopjoint and
spend their money, so they’d have to go back to work. (White men won’t work in the South, or just long enough
to get a bossing job.)
A colored fellow was tending bar, and after payday night he saw how much money the Clarkes had collected.
He goes out to Crenshaw, north of Darlings, where he knew a white fellow by the name of John Bell. He told Bell
the Clarkes had made a big batch of money and he knew where they kept it. They planned to go down to Darlings
next Sunday and kill the two white men, and the bartender could prove he was in Crenshaw at home. Then he
would discover them dead Monday and report it.
So John Bell and the colored man killed the brothers at night.
The next morning the bartender went out in the woods to allow time enough for him to get back (supposedly)
from Crenshaw. Then he come back and spread the news at Crenshaw. The sheriff followed him back down to
Darlings. When they got in, both of the Clarkes was in bed with their bodies cut up with a butcher knife and their
heads knocked in. The law noticed a spot of blood on the Negro’s shoe, that he hadn’t wiped off. (Blood is hard to
get off.) So they arrested him, on suspicions. They questioned him about three hours that day. He broke down and
confessed that he did it. They carried him back to Crenshaw, and he dug up the money where he had hid it. He had
five thousand dollars, and the white fellow had six thousand.
So that goes like wildfire, you know, ’cause when anything happens in the country it spreads fast. The railroad
men went up and down the line telling the extra gangs and picked them up and brought them back to the hopjoint
where they had their good times.
I reckon over five thousand people was there when the law brought the fellow back. The white peoples of
Crenshaw and Marks made Captain Carre superintendent, to hold the crowd back; he’d been a captain in the
Spanish-American War. He was a great friend to the Clarkes, too. There wasn’t any police, just the high sheriff
from Marks with two deputies, and a couple of constables from Crenshaw. They deputized Captain Carre.
The burning took place right in the woods, among the big oaks and hickory. They cleared enough to put down
the big tent and the little tents all around, tied to the trees with poles, and benches of planks were notched between
the trees. Then Captain Carre told the crowd:
“You section men, the foremens, the straw bosses, take your gangs back. Just the citizens come around (the
white people), because when a man gets burning he’s liable to blame anybody, and a shooting might start. Put
your guns down; if he tries to get loose I’ll shoot him.” Captain Carre turned to the colored man and said,
“If you tell us who did it, we won’t burn you.” They knowed one man couldn’t have killed both brothers with
one lick. He said nobody had helped him.
So they drove four iron posts in the ground, and they chained his legs and arms both. He was a nice-looking
brown-skinned fellow, about twenty-five. They wrapped him in the bedding and the wooden bed of the murdered
men, and put enough coal oil on to start the burning slowly. The fire kept getting closer and hotter, and when the
wind blew, it blew the fire in toward the man. (Just like in the story of the Bear meeting trouble.) When it got high
enough to reach above his head, then he said,
“John Bell.”
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After the burning we came up and saw the bones and heart.
They went and got John Bell that night and he confessed, and they gave him life imprisonment.
The next day we were working right down below Darlings. So the twin brother came along by us, with a
Winchester 44 on his shoulder, just like a person grieving. He goes out in the woods where his brothers were
killed, but there was nothing .there—everything was demonstrated and gone. It must have been about ten o’clock
when he passed us going to work.
So we ate dinner, and we was setting down talking and worrying about where we was going next payday.
Some of them said Captain Carre was going to run a special train out to Clarksdale. The foreman, Jim Biddy,
looked up and seed this fellow staggering in the woods toward us.
“Look at that fellow over there!”
He knew he couldn’t be drunk, because there was no whiskey in there. He’d forgot about the brother going
through. So we all ran over to him, and saw he was covered with blood and didn’t have his gun. It was one
o’clock then, and he’d passed about ten o’clock, and the place was only twenty minutes away.
We went back and found his gun on the spot. He didn’t know what had happened. There was no scar on him,
but blood on his head and shirt, in the same place where his brother had been cut.
The foreman put him on a lever car and took him back to Marks. His head kept hurting; he knowed he had a
lick somehow. Some believed it was ’cause he was a twin; some thought somebody up in a tree hit him to get the
rest of the money. After I seen moving pictures I saw how they could jump out of a tree and knock a man down.
Before that I believed he had suffered the same hurts as his twin brother, by being in the same place his twin was
killed.
They say any time you get a part of a dead man it brings you luck. Lots of men went up to the body after it was
burned, and took finger joints and leg bones and teeth, everything but the heart; it wouldn’t burn. They broke
them up and took the dust from the bones and sewed it up in bags—they call them tobies, or mojos. Gamblers use
them for luck.
Sometimes they’ll go to a grave and get the dust or the bones, to make a mojo. People sell the mojos, for a
“gambling hand.” You rub it on your own hand before you shoot the dice. A bad man’s bones are the best, one
who got kilt being bad.
52
In 1914, during the summer, all extra conductors were being laid off, and so they paid middle-class white
hoodlums three hundred dollars for every colored brakesman or fireman that was killed. Then the extras could get
their jobs when there were no conductor runs. After 1910, colored men had seniority, and they were making as
much money as the whites.
Arthur Tyler, a friend of mine, was first to get killed, at Lake Cormate\fn{ Cormorant.} twenty miles south of
Memphis, where the Yellow Dog branches off from the main Y and M V. They shot him at night, when he was
lining up the switch and looking over his train as it was pulling out. Nothing you can do; you got a cannon in your
side.
Will Winder they killed at Phillips City. I stayed with him seven years. They shot him through and through,
burned his clothes all off except for his watch in his side pocket and his greenbacks in his bib pocket.
Next morning they found a white man dead alongside of him; Will must have been shot with his gun in his
hand. Will’d told his wife:
“I’m going to look over my train tonight if they kill me. I’m not going to let Mr. Watson do it any more.” At
night the regular white conductors would look over the train, to protect the col- ored brakesmen.
Next one they killed was my first cousin, Alious Clark, at Ackerman, near Birmingham, Alabama. He was
taking water at the water tank.
That’s when I quit. Five hundred of us all quit and went up to Chicago.
A mulatto named Lee Legins, a brakesman on the 58, a manifest, looked just like the conductor. The train was
going south out of Memphis on the high line, and the hoodlums were so anxious to kill him—it was such a good
train—they didn’t wait for it to get to Mississippi, but shot him from the willows as he was walking back to the
caboose. The engineer saw the conductor fall off (they thought it was the colored brakesman); so he took the train
right back to Memphis and got the bloodhounds, and they caught the two fellows did the shooting. That broke it
up. Give ’em life imprisonment.
When they killed Arthur Tyler they pinned a note to him saying:
“Let this be a lesson to all nigger brakesmen. If you don’t get down we’re going to meet you at some water
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tank or secret place and shoot you down like rabbits. K.K.K.”
53
Years ago they didn’t have doctors to test whether a fellow was dead or not.
This man went off in a trance overnight; he hadn’t been sick at all. So they carried him to the undertaker shop.
The undertaker put on his embalming clothes, then put a little shirt on the dead man, and got ready to draw the
blood and food from the intestines.
When he popped the needle to him up come the dead man. The first place he seen the light he ran for it, and
that was the door. The embalmer was right behind him with his needle and his alcohol, saying
“Whenever I catch you, I’m sure going to embalm you.”
He wanted his money. But he never did catch the dead man.
54
I heard Sam Jones preach in Durant, Mississippi, in 1908. He was the biggest evangelist preacher we ever had.
He had a tent with sixty choir singers. He preached in every big city in the South. Mississippi is a dry state today
because of him.
He told about a drunkard who came home so drunk he didn’t know his own baby; he thought it was the dog in
the front room. He stomped the baby to death; then he goes down into the kitchen where his wife was preparing
supper for him, and axed her,
“Where’s our baby?” She says,
“In the front room.” He says,
“No, I stomped a dog out there.”
So he and her goes back up to the front room. She picks up the baby, and cries:
“See what you have done. You’ve kilt our only baby.”
So he drew his revolver from his pocket, put it to his temple, and shot his own brains out. Hia wife takes the
baby, walks across the street to the saloonkeeper, and says:
“Mr. Saloon-keeper, you have murdered my husband. Here’s my little baby; you have murdered my baby. Now
please take your dagger and dagger me to my heart.”
The saloon-keeper walked behind the bar, gets him a five-gallon can of gasoline, sprinkles it over the house,
taken a match, struck it and throwed it into the gasoline. Then he reaches under the counter, pulls out his revolver,
puts it to his own temple, and blows his brains out.
Now you see the harm that liquor will do to a man. It caused him to murder his baby, himself, killed the
saloon-keeper, and burned the building.
55
Directly after the Civil War, robbers were very bad down South. Finally they had to get the Rangers to clean
’em out.
Well, in 1870, Mr. Silas Smith went to Durant to sell cotton. (My father worked for him; he was a big
landholder in Mississippi. That’s where I grew up and went to school.) He sold about a hundred dollars worth, and
started back the twenty-five miles to his plantation. The road ran through a swamp for about ten miles, with no
house around for the whole stretch. People always tried to get through there before night, because that’s where the
robbers held ’em up, after they’d come to town to get food. Mr. Smith had bought him a pair of swift horses, swift
as there were in the country, and bought him a double-rigged hack (a buggy pulled by two horses they call a
hack). That was for fast speeding through that ten miles.
So when he was leaving town that evening, he got even with an old lady with a walking cane, a bonnet over
her head, and a basket on her arm. (Old people used to carry little old hand baskets with ’em for their knitting,
about a foot long, made out of cane; they even carried ’em to church, with something to eat for the kids.) Well, the
lady axed him to let her ride. He said yes, and she climbed up in the hack. He kinda noticed it was funny she kept
her head from him all the time, and didn’t talk much. Whenever he would ax a question she never would speak,
just nod her head.
About two miles out of town, the horseflies began to bite the horses. Whenever a horsefly bites a horse it
always hurts him awful bad; he nearly goes into spasms. When the horse made his lunge, that snatched the woman
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over backwards. Mr. Smith looked at Grandma to see if she was about to fall out. And her bonnet had flew back
offa her jowls, and he discovered that she was a man; he could see a stub of beard under the bonnet. (It was a
bonnet that come out about six or eight inches off the face, had slips of cardboard set in to hold it out; it was
ribbed, and the tail was sewed onto the bonnet and covered the shoulders and the cheeks-like Little Red Riding
Hood.)
He pretended like he hadn’t seen nothing and just drove on. Meanwhile he kept fooling around trying to work
his hat till it could fall off, by turning his head and getting the horses to prance. Finally one of the horses gave a
jerk and his hat blew off. He says,
“Grandma, will you go out and get my hat? I know you can’t see to hold these horses.” And she just bowed her
head, “Yes.” Whiles she’s going back after the hat, he give the horses a lash with the buggy whip. When he looked
back, she’d done got out that dress, and her head lay back and she was waving her hands begging for him to stop.
But he done lick the horses and they was splitting the wind.
When he got in home, his wife came out and met him. He was telling her about the old grandma got in the
wagon with him coming out of town.
“Here’s her basket and her knitting here, in the back.”
He picks up the basket and looks in it, to give it to his wife, and there’s two Colt 44’s in there, and eight
hundred dollars in cash money. So the robber’s plan was to wait till they got to the woods, then shoot him in the
head and have those fine horses. But instead, Mr. Smith got all his money.
56
Morehouse, Missouri, wa a big sawmill town on Little River. Every time a colored fellow come through they
made him dance and run—the young white fellows did, eighteen to twenty-one.
These two colored boys come along, and they made them dance, and then chuck rocks at ’em and run ’em out
of town. One of the white fellows, John, was in the bunch, told me they was the best dancers he ever saw. They
were gone about five or six months.
One day the same two boys come back along there. John said to the gang,
“Here come the same two, let’s make them dance again today.”
“Boys, I want you to dance some for me today.”They says “Okay,” just sets their suitcases down. And the
white fellows begin to pat for them (to make the music). They done all kinds of dancing. After awhile one of ’em
stopped, said
“Did you ever see that step, Get Your Gun?” He said,
“No.” The colored boy said,
“If we had our light shoes on we’d show you something. That beats any step we know.” They said,
“Well get your light shoes out; we sure wants to see that.”
They went to the suitcases, unlocked it, retched in like they was going to get the shoes. Both of ’em come up
with a gun at the same time. Said,
“Now let’s see you all dance.”
John said none of them couldn’t dance at all. He said they just made them jump up and down for forty minutes
till they couldn’t get their feets hardly off the ground. Said then they just picked up their suitcases, said
“That’s pretty good, boys,” and walked off.
And they never did bother nobody after that. (My cousin moved out in ’27, and I went there in ’25—this was
the year before. There was no coloreds there when I went there. He come out there to see me, and went to work
for the same man I did.)
57
Ted Uptegrove, who runs the colored tavern in Cass, told me this happened in Hazlehurst, Mississippi, near the
Gulf of Mexico. He said there was three bad fellows there, an old man and two sons, who was just as bad as they
could be. They were after a white fellow named Willie, that had been to the country and whipped one of them. So
they were riding to town on their mules, when they come on Willie. He had a thirty-thirty Winchester. They made
a shot before they got to him. Next shot Willie made, he killed the old man, and the second boy he went to
running and Willie shot him through the hip and killed him, and the other boy he hid behind the mule. And Willie
shot at him and killed the mule.
They had the trial, and fined Willie five dollars for killing the mule and a nickel for killing the two colored
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men.
58
Old Missy was going to town to carry some eggs. So she was driving a mule to a buggy. The mule got scared
and runned away and throwed Old Missy out. It didn't kill her, just bruised her up a little.
So they got the mule and buggy and drove it up to town, and had the mule and buggy tried. They found the
mule guilty for running away with the buggy, and the buggy guilty for running away and throwing Old Missy out.
So the J. P.\fn{Justice of the Peace.} he sentences the mule to be hung, and sent the buggy to the penitentiary for
life.
59
There was a hanted castle—nobody could not stay there. It was a fine place, well furnished, everything
comfortable, so that’s why people would want to stay there. A fellow would be coming along, walking, asking for
a place to stay—
“You can stay there, if you can stay there all night you can have it.”
That’s why so many people tried it, but none of them stayed out the night. The fellow goes in, everything’s all
fixed up, he sat at a big table looking at a book—there was plenty of books there—says,
“I’ll set up all night.”
A leg dropped down on the table. Just looked over and another leg dropped down. He looked back and a right
arm dropped down, by the side of it. Then a left arm drops down. He looks off and he looks jack—a body dropped
down. Well he looks at his book, he looks back, a head drops down. So there was a whole woman laying there on
the table. Out he goes.\fn{Slap of the hands to indicate rapid flight.}
Next week here come along another man hunting a place to stay. Says,
“There’s a castle over there, if you can stay all night you can have it.”
“Well I know I can stay.”
So he goes in, light the lamp, set on that table, reach over and get him a book, begin to read. It was kind of
cold, in the fall of the year, he had a fire going. In walked a big black cat. Say,
“Phew, it’s cold tonight.”
He looked at him, went back to reading his book. After awhile in walks a big old rooster, no feathers but on his
neck and head. He says,
“Boys, ain’t got here yet?” The cat says,
“Naw.”
After a while he look up, in come a little bitty kitten with the mange and the sore eyes. He turned his back to
the fire (just the way a cat does). He says in a low whiny voice,
“You gonna start now or wait till Martin comes?” Up jumped the man, say
“I won’t be here when Martin comes.”
So he was gone. Next two or three nights here comes an old poor man, raggedy—he had a Bible under his arm.
He axed him,
“Is there anywhere I can stay tonight?” Man says,
“Yeah, see that house there, you can stay there all night.”
“Okay, I thanks.”
So he goes and makes him a fire, open his sack, get him a cold lunch; a little piece of bread he got, and meat.
So he goes over to the table with his Bible and begun to read. So down come a leg on the table. Well the man he
looked up and he just move around a little further, went back to reading. Next time he looked up it was the right
leg. Well he just moved around a little bit further, goes back to reading again. Next time he looked up it was the
arm dropped down. He looks up, goes back to reading. Next time he looks up a body drops down. Bloh—it was
kinda heavy. Next time he looked up a head dropped down and united to the body. He just looked around and
went back to reading. Next time he looked around there was a woman, she was dressed up and standing on the
floor. Said
“What in the name of the Lord do you wants yere?” That’s what he axed her. So she pointed to the door, said
“Follow me.” They went outdoors, and there was a big apple tree, and she pointed straight down by it, said
“Dig here.” Said,
“Go to the house and get ye a spade—you’ll find one in the closet there. You go and get your spade and come
back and begin to dig.”
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He digs about seven feet, and he hit a pot. It was about a ten gallon pot. Under the cover it was full of gold.
The lady say,
“That’s why I been coming back. I wanted to give it to some poor person that needed it. I was murdered for
money but no one never did find it.”
60
The revenue man in prohibiting days was out trying to catch a bootlegger. So, Sam (I know his right name but
I won’t call his name personally) was coming down Lawton Street; and the revenue man, the agent, we’ll say, he
was on the corner, looking shabby.
“Say, boy,” the agent called to Sam, “come here.” Sam goes over to him and the agent flashes a ten-dollar bill.
He says,
“I’ll give you this if you get me a quart of whiskey.” Sam says,
“Yessir, but a quart will cost you forty dollars.”
So he gives Sam forty dollars. Sam has a shoebox under his arm. He asks the agent,
“Will you hold this shoebox till I go around the corner? I’ll be right back.”
So the law he taken the box and held it for Sam, while Sam went to get the whiskey. Sam stayed so long, he
said,
“I’m going to see what’s in this box.”
So there was his quart of whiskey. He had his quart of whiskey, Sam had his forty dollars, but the law hasn’t
got his man yet.
That’s true, sure enough; that happened in St. Louis.
61
Mr. Jones had a monkey, a pet monkey, and everything Mr. Jones would do, he would do. But Mr. Jones didn’t
know the monkey was impitating him all the time. Mr. Jones was a engineer, that was his job.
One night Mr. Jones hears some boys coming down the road. He lived close to the cemetery; so he thought,
“I’ll just have some fun outa those boys; I’ll play ghost, hant.”
So he grabs him a sheet right quick and out the back door he went. And his pet monkey grabbed him a towel,
and out the door he went behind Mr. Jones. Mr. Jones lay down covered up in the sheet but he never looked back;
he hadn’t no suspicion at all. The monkey lay down right behind him and wrapped up in the towel like his master.
One boy said,
“Look, yonder’s a hant, a great big one.” Next boy says,
“Yeah, and a little hant is laying behind the big hant; there’s two of them.”
Mr. Jones looked behind him and he seen the monkey and thought it was a little hant, and he got up and started
to running, and the monkey ran right behind him. The boys commenced hollering,
“Run, big hant; little hant gonna catch you.” They thought the little hant was after the big one.
So Mr. Jones run home and jumps in his bed. And the monkey run in the house right behind him and jumps in
his bed too. Mr. Jones don’t know yet the monkey was with him.
So the next night the engineer was called out to take his train on its run. The monkey he eased on behind him
and gets up on the coal tender. So the train pulls out. They run about forty miles before they get to another town,
where they had to stop to get orders. So while they’re getting the orders they all stand around behind the depot
talking, and the fireman he’s standing around too. The monkey seed how the engineer had started off, so he pulls
the throttle and off she goes. None of the crew knew what the matter was, till the monkey stuck his head out the
window, like he seen the engineer doing, with his left hand on the throttle, and then they knew what was
happening. So the operator ran back and commenced sending messages down the road ahead of him:
“All trains take the side track, for the monkey has the main line.” So the monkey ran about sixty miles before
the steam run out; he didn’t have nobody to fire for him.
That’s how Mr. Jones found out the monkey was tricking him. Well, he didn’t want to give him away and he
didn’t want to sell him; so when he got home he studied up a scheme to get rid of him. He gets some soap and his
bresh and lathers his face good. Then he shaves the lather off. Next he takes the razor and jerks the back of it
across his throat quick. Then he lays it down and walks out. So the monkey he had slipped in there and watched
him, and as soon as Mr. Jones walks out he lathers. Well, it only takes him two or three strokes to get the suds off
his face. So he takes the razor then, but he didn’t turn it over like his master had; he tuck the blade and jerked it
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across his throat, and committed suicide.
So his master got rid of him without selling or killing him or giving him away. He tricked the monkey for
trying to impitate him.
62
Well, there was a fellow traveling once, a hobo, a drifter, who’d been up around the wheat harvests. He seen a
house down the road there, and it was raining and cold; so he decided to go in and stay all night. It was dark in
there, and he pushes the door open and walks in. The goat was coming out and butted him. Before he could get up
the goose grabbed him and commenced hitting him with his wings. Down came the cat, right across his head he
went, as he was making for the door. That fuss woke the rooster up—it was about twelve o’clock—and he began
to crow—
“Urh-urh-urh.”
By that time the man got up and out the door he went. Down the road he run, up to another house. Ran up to
the door and told the man:
“There’s robbers or hants in the next house. As soon as I got in the door, one man knocked me down with a
maul. Another man carded me in the head with his cards.” (He thought it was a carding machine to get knots out
of wool.) “Another man setting on the end of the log said,
“Bring the rascal up here.”\fn{The informant chants this last sentence.} And the one that owned the house said,
“Why that weren’t nothing; that’s where I keep my goat and my goose and my cat and my rooster.”
63
Fellow went out hunting. He didn’t have but one shell. And he happened to look up, and first thing he seed was
ten ducks sitting on one limb. He looked over to one side before he shot, and saw a panter standing there. He
looked over on his left—there was a big buck standing there. He looked behind, and there was a covey of
partridge right behind him.
He didn’t know which one to shoot at. He looked straight in front of him and he seed a big bear coming
towards him. He knowed he had to shoot the bear, for the bear would kill him—he knowed that. So he cocked
both muzzles of a double-barreled muzzle loader, pulled both triggers the same time.
The shot killed the bear. The ramrod shot out and hit the limb and caught the ducks’ toes before they could fly
away. And the hammer on the left, it flew off and killed the deer. The right hammer, it flew off and killed the
panter. He kicked his overcoat off, and smothered the covey of partridges.
So he wondered how he was going to get all this game home. He had a big knife he’d made at the blacksmith’s
shop, that he carried with him. So he cut him down two saplings to make him a sled with slip elms (pussy
willows) across, and tied it with the bark. Then he skinned the deer, and cut it in strips about three inches wide.
That was for his harnesses, so he could pull the sled.
So he begin to pull, going home with his game. When he got home he didn’t see a sign of the sled—the skin
had done stretched. So he just tied the harnesses to the gatepost. He said:
“I'm hungry. I’ll go eat a snack and then go back for it.”
The sunshine came out bright and hot. So he went to the door and looked. Here come his sled and all his game
on it slowly dragging up. The sun had dried the harnesses while he was eating.
64
Ben Jackson was the turriblest man for telling lies. He had us laughing till it hurt; he could carry expression
with everything he said, and he never missed a word. He did timber work, cutting staves for the mill, and when
work quit, he had the floor. He came from Virginia, but I knew him down at Indianola, Mississippi.
Ben told us he was hunting at a lake once. He said:
“I sat down there and rested, looking for a squirrel. And a big land-beast, which was a cow, went down to the
water to get a drink. And a big water-animal, which was a alligator, hit her with his tail and knocked her in. And I
said to myself,
“‘Doggone the luck in the thirteen hells; I can’t set here and let a water-animal destroy a land-beast thataway.’
“I up with my Winchester, and I shot him thirty-two times under his left eyelid before he could wink his eye.”
They had pump Winchesters in those days too. While he was dancing a square dance at Fasonia, he stepped on
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a fellow’s foot. The fellow cussed him and called him a bad name, and up with his 45.
“I had a little bitty 32, and I shot him five times. And he wouldn’t fall. I walks over to him, taken my little bitty
32, and knocked him down. And 1 told him,
“‘Doggone the luck in the thirteen hells; now lay down and die like a man.’
65
John was telling about his brother Bill. Bill was a colored cowboy out on a ranch in EI Paso, Texas. John he
stayed in town. He hadn’t seen Bill in a long time..
“I looked down the road and seed Brother Bill coming down on a bobcat. He had two guns, one on each side;
he had barbed wire for his bridle reins (on his naked hands too) and a live rattlesnake, a diamond-back rattlesnake
for a riding whip (that’s the baddest snake we got in the United States).
“He run up to the drugstore, and jumped down and ran inside to the pharmacy. Told the man to give him a big
glass of glycerine mixed with twenty sticks of dynamite. Pharmacist he made it and handed it to him. Bill turns it
up and drinks it down, all in one gulp.
“Reaches on each side and gets his two guns. Went a walking down the street yelling, ‘I’m a bad man!’ Killed
him twenty men.
“Came back and got on his bobcat. He left town, and I haven’t heard from my brother Bill since.”
66
When I was in Wyoming in 1923 I heard an Indian tell how he was runnIng from a buffalo. (There used to be
lots of buffalo there.) It was seventy-five acres across the plain to a big oak tree, and the bull was right behind him
as he was running around the tree.
And he run so fast he caught up with the bull, and run his hand down his throat and caught him by the tail, and
turned him wrongside out, and the bull went running right back the other way.
67
A colored feller slapped a white man in Arkansas. That was in a log camp about five miles from town. So he lit
out, and run to town to catch a train. It was night when he got to town. So he asked the depot agent how long ’fore
he’d get a train. Agent told him the train had been gone about thirty minutes. So he taken off down the railroad at
night, running on his foot. He caught up with a deer, a doe. Said,
“Boy, did you slap a white man too?”
So he just run on off and left the deer. (He thought it was a man.) So he hits the hard road then, the paved road.
He caught up with a Cadillac, making eighty miles an hour. Driver told him,
“Get in, I’ll give you a lift.” He got in, never stopped running. The driver shoved the Cadillac down to ninety
miles an hour. Said,
“Is this all the fastest it can run? I was making faster than that.” So he jumps out the Cadillac, ran over to the
airport.
Plane was taking off, making ninety miles an hour, just leaving the ground. He got in, said,
“Hey, pilot, how fast is we going now?” Pilot said,
“Four hundred miles an hour.” Colored man said,
“I was going faster than that myself.”
He grabbed him a parachute and bailed out—that was a little too slow for him. When he landed, he landed
right by a big old buck on the ground. So him and that buck run side by side—he done scared the buck, and he
was scared hisself. He said:
“Say mister, you must a slapped a white man too in Arkansas. If you’re going to run why don’t you take those
rocking chairs off your head?”
So he went off and never came back to Arkansas.
68
This man was so lazy he wouldn’t work, he wouldn’t do nothing. He just lay down side of the road. Everybody
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heard about him being lazy. Fellow said,
“Hey, Bill, come over here; here’s twenty dollars I’ll give you.” Bill says,
“No, no, bring it over here.”
“No, but if you be laying there still when I come back I’ll give you one hundred dollars.”
Bill was laying in the shade, you see; sun was mighty hot and he’d have to come into the sun to get the twenty
dollar bill. When the fellow came back Bill was still laying there.
“All right, here’s the hundred dollars—come and get it.” Bill told him,
“No—you bring it over here.”
“No, I won’t—you’ll have to come and get it.” So Bill said,
“Well, just lay it down over there—a puff of wind might blow it over.”
Another one was even lazier. He wouldn’t work, and they were going to bury him alive. They put him in the
hearse, and started for the cemetery. An old lady come along and said,
“Where you going with Tom?” (His name was Lazy Tom.)
“Well, he’s so lazy he won’t work to get something to eat and we’re going to bury him alive.” She said,
“Don’t do that; I got some meat and bread for him.” Tom said,
“Madam, is it cooked?”
“No, it’s not cooked.”
“Well, drive on, boys.”
They went on and another lady stopped the hearse, and asked where they were going with Lazy Tom. When
they told her she said:
“Don’t bury him for that. I’ll give him a chicken already cooked.”
He wanted to know was it chewed up. She told him, no, it wasn’t chewed up, but she had run it through a
sausage mill. He asked her,
“Was it swallowed?”
“No.” Lazy Tom told ’em,
“Drive on, boys.”
So they buried him alive.
69
Aunt Dinah stayed in a little house off from Ben Jackson, in Georgia. Said a lady come over to the house, and
hold his mother Aunt Dinah was dead. I said,
“Mama, can I go with you over there?” She said,
“No, Ben. I know how you are about laughing.” So I told her,
“Mama, I won’t laugh.” She says,
“Okay, come on.”
I walked up to the door. There sat Aunt Dinah in a chair. She was stiff dead. She had her lap full of peanut
hulls, and all around her was peanut hulls, and she had both hands full of peanuts, and her mouth was full of
peanuts. And that tickled me so bad I fell out the I door backwards, laughing.
They took me up and carried me home. I laughed all that day, and all that night, and all day the next day, and
about ten o’clock that night I went to sleep. And when I woke up, I was very tickled the next morning.
70
They were talking about how bad mosquitoes was. One said he’d seen mosquitoes as long as your finger. The
other said:
“Shaw, that ain’t nothing. I was cutting timber down on the Panama when they were putting the canal
through.\fn{1904-1914.) As I was standing side of a tree about five feet thick through, I heard a big roaring coming
through the woods. It was a gallinipper coming right at me.
“I jumped behind this big five foot tree. He missed me and lammed into that tree and stuck his bill plumb
through it. I happened to have my sledge hammer in my hand what I drive wedges with; so I lammed it— bam!
And I bradded it there on that side of the tree, and he couldn’t get loose.
“Well, I went back about ten weeks after that, and he had rotted. Well, I had a five-acre farm, a little five-acre
spot of land there. So I had his bones hauled up to build me a fence. I had enough bones to fence in the five acres,
with some few small ones left over.”
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(When the gallinipper hits you, you feel as if someone struck a match to your head. You hits yourself so hard
trying to smack him you near knocks yourself out.)
71
Fellow went to the rooming house to stay all night. So they gave him a room right next to the kitchen. So he
goes to bed, but the chinches begin to bite. So he felt like they were two or three hundred the way they were
biting.
“So I’ll just get out of bed and take and make me a pallet on the floor.” He knowed he’d get rid of ’em then.
(They hatched in the wooden bed.)
“Well here they come, a line of ’em.” He say, “Well I know what I’ll do. I’ll just go there in the kitchen and get
me some syrup, and pour them all around me. They sure will stick up when they crawl up in that.”
So I lays down and goes to sleep with that ring of molasses around me. So I felt something hit me in the face
and I woke up.
“Tip tap, tip tap.”
Do you know what they had done? They had climbed up the wall, run across the ceiling, so they got over me,
then they was dropping, like drops of rain, over in the ring where I was lying. But there wasn’t a single one that
misjudged his drop, and dropped in the syrup. So I didn’t get to sleep at all that night.
72
The preacher is preaching.
“Oh, sisters, don’t you know it’s going to be terrible when that last day comes. If you ain’t got your soul right,
the Devil going to have a red hot iron down there.” And one old sister saying,
“Um-mmm.” Preacher goes on,
“He’s going to take that red hot iron and put it in your teeth and bore and bore.” Old sister jumped up and said,
“Thank God, I ain’t got no teeth.” Preacher said,
“Yes, Sister, but it’s going to be hell on gums.”
73
The preacher was carrying on a revival and getting converts. He taken for his text and was preaching,
“Sisters and Brothers, won’t you be glad when the good Lord sends Gabriel to blow his trumpet!” The old
sister said,
“Yes, will I be glad when old Gab’l blow his trumpet!” Preacher says,
“Gab’l gonna place one foot on the sea and one on dry land, and declare that times have been will be no more.
Now blow, Gab’l.”
A little boy hears that in the 1oft, and blows his horn.
“Too-o-ot.”
The preacher thought he’d heard it. He looked up and said, “Blow, Gab’l,” so he’d be sure.
The boy blowed loudly then—
“Drrrr.”
Out they all go, just running over one another to get outdoors, the preacher too. There was a hogpen right next
to the church, belonged to a neighbor’s house, and big old hog was in there. The preacher run right into the
hogpen, and he scared the hog. And the hog jumped up and started hasseling,
“Hahuhahuha.” And the preacher said,
“It wasn’t none of me; the fellow started that, he’s gone.”
74
Well there was a preacher you know, way down South—he was a preacher of the Hardshell Baptist church. So
his brother Deacon Jones, he’s making moonshine whiskey. Well, he’s always get it on credit. So he gets up this
Sunday morning, he’s going have a big day there. He wanted to preach a good sermon but he had to get half drunk
you know. And so he says,
“Hey son, go and tell Brother Paul to send me a pint of good whiskey. I’m going preach some today.” Say
“Now listen, when you come in, get there ’fore I start.” And says,
“Now I’ll come out the back.” Say
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“When you come, I’ll go out the back, you go back and you give it to me.” So he says,
“All right, Dad.”
So he goes out. So while he stayed so long, the preacher father kept waiting on him, waiting on him, he didn’t
come, so he had to open up the revival, his meeting. He says,
“Well now, Sisters and Brothers,” say ‘What did Paul say?’ Say
“I seen Paul when he was coming down from Gotha.”\fn{Chanted.} Sister say,
“Yes I did.”\fn{Chanted.}
Here come his son walking in. He\fn{The preacher.} say,
“What did Paul say?”\fn{Chanted.}
Boy just kept walking up to him, shaking his head. He said,
“What did Paul say?”\fn{Changed.} He said,
“Now listen Dad, Paul say you pay him for that first quart of whiskey you had and he’ll let you have
another’n.”
So, he hadn’t paid for the first one. So the father got so mad, he just walked right out of the back of the poolpit
hollering “What did Paul say?” Just went right out of the back of the door, hollering “What did Paul say?”
75
Abraham was late coming to chuch, and on the way he passed a brother deacon’s smokehouse—he’d gone on
to church—where they keep the big smoked hams. So he put one of the big hams under his overcoat, and went on
to the church.The preacher was preaching from the text:
“What thou got in thy bosom, Abraham? The Lord said, I shalt not steal, thou shalt not commit adultery. tell
me Abraham, what hast thou got in thy bosom?”
He was pointing at the audience; so Abraham thought as pointing at him and said,
“Well, I’ll confess it’s a ham. I was just going by Brother Jones’s house and I thought I’d help myself to a ham.
But I was wrong, I shouldn't have stole it.”
76
The preacher had to go across the lake to the church, and the boy rowed him across. This Sunday morning a
new preacher walked down to the boat, says:
“Good morning son. Are you the one carries ’em across the lake to the church?” Boy says,
“Yessa, parson.” So the preacher gets in the boat..He asks,
“What do you charge, son?”
“Twenty-five cents a person.” So the parson gives him a quarter. Boy shoved off from the bank. Preacher says,
“Sonny, you ever go to Sunday school?” Boy answers,
“I hate to tell you, parson, but I never did.”
“Did you ever learn the Ten Commandments?”
“I hate to tell you parson, but I never did.” Preacher said,
“Son, you lost half your life then.” Then he asks him:
“Son, did you ever learn theology? Did you ever learn geography?”
“No.”
“That’s too bad, son; you lost half your life.”
About that time the boy paddled on a snag up there in the lake, and capsized the boat. Out went the parson.
Boy, he commenced swimming off. Parson went down. When he come up the boy hollered to him,
“Say, parson, you ever learn swimology?” Parson said,
“No, son, I never did.”
“Well, parson, I hate to tell you but you lost all of your life.”
77
The deacon board of the church met, and the president called them to order.
“Well, we’re ready for new business.” One of the deacons gets up, says:
“Brother Moderator, this church been standing here so long moss is done growed all over the top; the moss is
about five feet deep. I think we ought to put a new cover on it. And if I’m in order, I motion we get money out of
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the treasury and have a new top put on the church.” Brother Bill gets up, says:
“I object, Brother Moderator. Because I’m ninety years old, and I been sitting under this church here forty
years, and it’s good enough for me.” Another deacon gets up, says,
“Brother Moderator, look at these old benches. They’re so rough, they tear the ladies’ silk dresses. We need
smooth lumber, like the other churches have. And if I’m in order, I motion we throw these old benches out, and
get some new ones.” Brother Bill says:
“Brother Moderator, I object. Because I been setting on these benches forty-odd years, and it’s good enough
for me.” Then a third brother gets up, says:
“Brother Moderator, look at these old windows, they just got shutters, no glass in ’em like other churches. We
should get glass in ’em and tear these old shutters off.” Brother Bill gets up.
“Brother Moderator, I been lookng out of these windows forty-odd years and they’re good enough for me.”
Well then the senior deacon he gets up. Says:
“Brother Moderator, Brother Bill’s a good old Christian. And if I’m in order I will motion, when Brother Bill
die, the good Lord will take him into heaven.” Brother Bill says:
“I object. I’ve been living here ninety years, and this is good enough for me.”
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Pat been to town to buy his tobacco and groceries for the weekend. So he buys a caddy of tobacco (that’s about
twelve pounds). It was a warm night in May, warm and cloudy. (Frogs begin to holler in May when it gets
cloudy). Pat walked up on the bridge, the bullfrog commenced to holler,
“Knee-deep, knee-deep.”
Pat was afraid of the bridge, and when they said knee-deep he thought he’d wade. He kept getting deeper till it
was over his head, so he scrambled back and went over the bridge, said
“You don’t know what you’re talking about, it’s head deep.”
He crosses the bridge then, buys the tobacco. When he’s coming back and gets to the bridge the little frogs
holler, “Chew-tobacco, chew-tobacco, chew-tobacco,” and they keep a-hollering.
So he th’owed the whole pack in there, a piece at a time, told them to take all the tobacco. Then he thought
about his money, said
“Vell, I’ll just count my money to see how much I have to buy me tobacco tomorrow.” He counted,
“One-two-three-four-five.” Old frog said,
“Tenk, tenk, tenk, tenk.”
He counts it the second time up to five. He thought the frog was saying, “It ain’t.” So he th’owed it in there
and said,
“VeIl, count it yourself.”
So the next day he had to go back to town and when he looks over there he seen the tobacco laying on water—
it done swelled up. Said,
“They take the darndest big chews of tobacco in little fellows I ever seen.”
109.219 Red Leaves\fn{by William Cuthbert Faulkner (1897-1962)} New Albany, Union County, Mississippi, U.S.A.
(M) 13
1
The two Indians crossed the plantation toward the slave quarters. Neat with whitewash, of baked soft brick, the
two rows of houses in which lived the slaves belonging to the clan, faced one another across the mild shade of the
lane marked and scored with naked feet and with a few homemade toys mute in the dust. There was no sign of
life.
“I know what we will find,” the first Indian said.
“What we will not find,” the second said. Although it was noon, the lane was vacant, the doors of the cabins
empty and quiet; no cooking smoke rose from any of the chinked and plastered chimneys.
“Yes. It happened like this when the father of him who is now the Man died.”
“You mean, of him who was the Man.”
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“Yao.”
The first Indian’s name was Three Basket. He was perhaps sixty. They were both squat men, a little solid,
burgher-like; paunchy, with big heads, big, broad, dust-colored faces of a certain blurred serenity like carved
heads on a ruined wall in Siam or Sumatra, looming out of a mist. The sun had done it, the violent sun, the violent
shade. Their hair looked like sedge grass on burnt-over land. Clamped through one ear Three Basket wore an
enameled snuffbox.
“I have said all the time that this is not the good way. In the old days there were no quarters, no Negroes. A
man’s time was his own then. He had time. Now he must spend most of it finding work for them who prefer
sweating to do.”
“They are like horses and dogs.”
“They are like nothing in this sensible world. Nothing contents them save sweat. They are worse than the white
people.”
“It is not as though the Man himself had to find work for them to do.”
“You said it. I do not like slavery. It is not the good way. In the old days, there was the good way. But not
now.”
“You do not remember the old way either.”
“I have listened to them who do. And I have tried this way. Man was not made to sweat.”
“That’s so. See what it has done to their flesh.”
“Yes. Black. It has a bitter taste, too.”
“You have eaten of it?”
“Once. I was young then, and more hardy in the appetite than now. Now it is different with me.”
“Yes. They are too valuable to eat now.”
“There is a bitter taste to the flesh which I do not like.”
“They are too valuable to eat, anyway, when the white men will give horses for them.”
They entered the lane. The mute, meager toys—the fetish-shaped objects made of wood and rags and feathers
—lay in the dust about the patinaed doorsteps, among bones and broken gourd dishes. But there was no sound
from any cabin, no face in any door; had not been since yesterday, when Issetibbeha died. But they already knew
what they would find.
It was in the central cabin, a house a little larger than the others, where at certain phases of the moon the
Negroes would gather to begin their ceremonies before removing after nightfall to the creek bottom, where they
kept the drums. In this room they kept the minor accessories, the cryptic ornaments, the ceremonial records which
consisted of sticks daubed with red clay in symbols. It had a hearth in the center of the floor, beneath a hole in the
roof, with a few cold wood ashes and a suspended iron pot. The window shutters were closed; when the two Indians entered, after the abashless sunlight they could distinguish nothing with the eyes save a movement, shadow,
out of which eyeballs rolled, so that the place appeared to be full of Negroes. The two Indians stood in the door.
“Yao,” Basket said. “I said this is not the good way.”
“I don’t think I want to be here,” the second said.
“That is black man’s fear which you smell. It does not smell as ours does.”
“I don’t think I want to be here.”
“Your fear has an odor too.”
“Maybe it is Issetibbeha which we smell.”
“Yao. He knows. He knows what we will find here. He knew when he died what we should find here today.”
Out of the rank twilight of the room the eyes, the smell, of Negroes rolled about them.
“I am Three Basket, whom you know,” Basket said into the room. “We are come from the Man. He whom we
seek is gone?”
The Negroes said nothing. The smell of them, of their bodies, seemed to ebb and flux in the still hot air. They
seemed to be musing as one upon something remote, inscrutable. They were like a single octopus. They were like
the roots of a huge tree uncovered, the earth broken momentarily upon the writhen, thick, fetid tangle of its
lightness and outraged life.
“Come,” Basket said. “You know our errand. Is he whom we seek gone?”
“They are thinking something,” the second said. “I do not want to be here.”
“They are knowing something,” Basket said.
“They are hiding him, you think?”
“No. He is gone. He has been gone since last night. It happened like this before, when the grandfather of him
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who is now the Man died. It took us three days to catch him. For three days Doom lay above the ground, saying,
‘I see my horse and my dog. But I do not see my slave. What have you done with him that you will not permit me
to lie quiet?’”
“They do not like to die.”
“Yao. They cling. It makes trouble for us, always. A people without honor and without decorum. Always a
trouble.”
“I do not like it here.”
“Nor do I. But then, they are savages; they cannot be expected to regard usage. That is why I say that this way
is a bad way.”
“Yao. They cling. They would even rather work in the sun than to enter the earth with a chief. But he is gone.”
The Negroes had said nothing, made no sound. The white eyeballs rolled, wild, subdued; the smell was rank,
violent.
“Yes, they fear,” the second said. “What shall we do now?”
“Let us go and talk with the Man.”
“Will Moketubbe listen?”
“What can he do? He will not like to. But he is the Man now.”
“Yao. He is the Man. He can wear the shoes with the red heels all the time now.”
They turned and went out. There was no door in the door frame. There were no doors in any of the cabins.
“He did that anyway,” Basket said.
“Behind Issetibbeha’s back. But now they are his shoes, since he is the Man.”
“Yao. Issetibbeha did not like it. I have heard. I know that he said to Moketubbe: ‘When you are the Man, the
shoes will be yours. But until then, they are my shoes.’ But now Moketubbe is the Man; he can wear them.”
“Yao,” the second said. “He is the Man now. He used to wear the shoes behind Issetibbeha’s back, and it was
not known if Issetibbeha knew this or not. And then Issetibbeha became dead, who was not old, and the shoes are
Moketubbe’s, since he is the Man now. What do you think of that?”
“I don’t think about it,” Basket said. “Do you?”
“No,” the second said.
“Good,” Basket said. “You are wise.”
2
The house sat on a knoll, surrounded by oak trees. The front of it was one story in height, composed of the
deck house of a steamboat which had gone ashore and which Doom, Issetibbeha’s father, had dismantled with his
slaves and hauled on cypress rollers twelve miles home overland. It took them five months. His house consisted at
the time of one brick wall. He set the steamboat broadside on to the wall, where now the chipped and flaked
gilding of the rococo cornices arched in faint splendor above the gilt lettering of the stateroom names above the
jalousied doors.
Doom had been born merely a sub-chief, a Mingo, one of three children on the mother’s side of the family. He
made a journey—he was a young man then and New Orleans was a European city—from north Mississippi to
New Orleans by keel boat, where he met the Chevalier Sœur Blonde de Vitry, a man whose social position, on its
face, was as equivocal as Doom’s own. In New Orleans, among the gamblers and cutthroats of the river front,
Doom, under the tutelage of his patron, passed as the chief, the Man, the hereditary owner of that land which belonged to the male side of the family; it was the Chevalier de Vitry who spoke of him as l’Homme or de l’Homme,
and hence Doom.
They were seen everywhere together—the Indian, the squat man with a bold, inscrutable, underbred face, and
the Parisian, the expatriate, the friend, it was said, of Carondelet and the intimate of General Wilkinson.\fn{ An
allusion to Francisco Luis Hector, baron de Carondelet (d.1807) who, as governor of Spanish Louisiana and West Florida (1791-1797)
negotiated with General James Wilkinson (d.1825, military commandant of New Orleans, 1812-1813) and others in Kentucky to effect the
secession of the trans-Appalacian territories from the United States and to secure their alliance with Spain . (NBRI,II,889)} Then they

disappeared, the two of them vanishing from their old equivocal haunts and leaving behind them the legend of the
sums which Doom was believed to have won, and some tale about a young woman, daughter of a fairly well-to-do
West Indian family, the son and brother of whom sought Doom with a pistol about his old haunts for some time
after his disappearance.
Six months later the young woman herself disappeared, boarding the Saint Louis packet, which put in one
night at a wood landing on the north Mississippi side, where the woman, accompanied by a Negro maid, got off.
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Four Indians met her with a horse and wagon, and they traveled for three days, slowly, since she was already big
with child, to the plantation, where she found that Doom was now chief. He never told her how he accomplished
it, save that his uncle and his cousin had died suddenly. Before that time the house had consisted of a brick wall
built by shiftless slaves, against which was propped a thatched lean-to divided into rooms and littered with bones
and refuse, set in the center of ten thousand acres of matchless park-like forest where deer grazed like domestic
cattle. Doom and the woman were married there a short time before Issetibbeha was born, by a combination
itinerant minister and slave trader who arrived on a mule, to the saddle of which was lashed a cotton umbrella and
a three-gallon demijohn\fn{A narrow-necked jug, often enclosed in wickerwork .} of whiskey. After that, Doom began to
acquire more slaves and to cultivate some of his land, as the white people did. But he never had enough for them
to do. In utter idleness the majority of them led lives transplanted whole out of African jungles, save on the
occasions when, entertaining guests, Doom coursed\fn{ Hunted.} them with dogs.
When Doom died, Issetibbeha, his son, was nineteen. He became proprietor of the land and of the quintupled
herd of blacks for which he had no use at all. Though the title of Man rested with him, there was a hierarchy of
cousins and uncles who ruled the clan and who finally gathered in squatting conclave over the Negro question,
squatting profoundly beneath the golden names above the doors of the steamboat.
“We cannot eat them,” one said.
“Why not”
“There are too many of them.”
“That’s true,” a third said. “Once we started, we should have to eat them all. And that much flesh diet is not
good for man.”
“Perhaps they will be like deer flesh. That cannot hurt you.”
“We might kill a few of them and not eat them,” Issetibbeha said.
They looked at him for a while. “What for?” one said.
“That is true,” a second said. “We cannot do that. They are too valuable; remember all the bother they have
caused us, finding things for them to do. We must do as the white men do.”
“How is that?” Issetibbeha said.
“Raise more Negroes by clearing more land to make corn to feed them, then sell them. We will clear the land
and plant it with food and raise Negroes and sell them to the white men for money.”
“But what will we do with this money?” a third said.
They thought for a while.
“We will see,” the first said. They squatted, profound, grave.
“It means work,” the third said.
“Let the Negroes do it,” the first said.
“Yao. Let them. To sweat is bad. It is damp. It opens the pores.”
“And then the night air enters.”
“Yao. Let the Negroes do it. They appear to like sweating.”
So they cleared the land with the Negroes and planted it in grain. Up to that time the slaves had lived in a huge
pen with a lean-to roof over one corner, like a pen for pigs. But now they began to build quarters, cabins, putting
the young Negroes in the cabins in pairs to mate; five years later Issetibbeha sold forty head to a Memphis trader,
and he took the money and went abroad upon it, his maternal uncle from New Orleans conducting the trip. At that
time the Chevalier Sœur Blonde de Vitry was an old man in Paris, in a toupee and a corset and a careful, toothless
old face fixed in a grimace quizzical and profoundly tragic. He borrowed three hundred dollars from Issetibbeha
and in return he introduced him into certain circles; a year later Issetibbeha returned home with a gilt bed, a pair
of girandoles\fn{Branched candlesticks.} by whose light it was said that Pompadour\fn{ An allusion to Jeanne Antoinette
Poisson, the Marquise de Pompadour (d.1764), mistress of Louis XV of France .} arranged her hair while Louis smirked at his
mirrored face across her powdered shoulder, and a pair of slippers with red heels. They were too small for him,
since he had not worn shoes at all until he reached New Orleans on his way abroad.
He brought the slippers home in tissue paper and kept them in the remaining pocket of a pair of saddlebags
filled with cedar shavings, save when he took them out on occasion for his son, Moketubbe, to play with. At three
years of age Moketubbe had a broad, flat, Mongolian face that appeared to exist in a complete and unfathomable
lethargy, until confronted by the slippers.
Moketubbe’s mother was a comely girl whom Issetibbeha had seen one day working in her shift ina melon
patch. He stopped and watched her for a while—the broad, solid thighs, the sound back, the serene face. He was
on his way to the creek to fish that day, but he didn’t go any farther; perhaps while he stood there watching the
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unaware girl he may have remembered his own mother, the city woman, the fugitive with her fans and laces and
her Negro blood, and all the tawdry shabbiness of that sorry affair. Within the year Moketubbe was born; even at
three he could not get his feet into the slippers. Watching him in the still,not afternoons as he struggled with the
slippers with a certain monstrous repudiation of fact, Issetibbeha laughed quietly to himself. He laughed at Moketubbe’s antics with the shoes for several years, because Moketubbe did not give up trying to put them on until he
was sixteen. Then he quit. Or Issetibbeha thought he had. But he had merely quit trying in Issetibbeha’s presence.
Issetibbeha’s newest wife told him that Moketubbe had stolen and hidden the shoes. Issetibeha quit laughing then,
and he sent the woman away, so that he was alone. “Yao,” he said. “I too like being alive, it seems.” He sent for
Moketubbe. “I give them to you,” he said.
Moketubbe was twenty-five then, unmarried. Issetibbeha was not tall, but he was taller by six inches than his
son and almost a hundred pounds lighter. Moketubbe was already diseased with flesh, with a pale, broad, inert
face and dropsical hands and feet. “They are yours now,” Issetibbeha said, watching him. Moketubbe had looked
at him once when he entered, a glance brief, discreet, veiled.
“Thanks,” he said.
Issetibbeha looked at him. He could never tell if Moketubbe saw anything, looked at anything. “Why will it
not be the same if I give the slippers to you?”
“Thanks,” Moketubbe said. Issetibbeha was using snuff at the time; a white man had shown him how to put the
powder into his lip and scour it against his teeth with a twig of gum or of alphea.\fn{ I am unable to find this word.}
“Well,” he said, “a man cannot live forever.” He looked at his son, then his gaze went blank in turn, unseeing,
and he mused for an instant. You could not tell what he was thinking, save that he said half aloud: “Yao. But
Doom’s uncle had no shoes with red heels.” He looked at his son again, fat, inert. “Beneath all that, a man might
think of doing anything and it not be known until too late.” He sat in a splint chair hammocked with deer thongs.
“He cannot even get them on; he and I are both frustrated by the same gross meat which he wears. He cannot even
get them on. But is that my fault?”
He lived for five years longer, then he died. He was sick one night, and though the doctor came in a skunk-skin
vest and burned sticks, Issetibbeha died before noon.
That was yesterday; the grave was dug, and for twelve hours now the People had been coming in wagons and
carriages and on horseback and afoot, to eat the baked dog and the succotash and the yams cooked in ashes and to
attend the funeral.
3
“It will be three days,” Basket said, as he and the other Indian returned to the house. “It will be three days and
the food will not be enough; I have seen it before.”
The second Indian’s name was Louis Berry. “He will smell too, in this weather.”
“Yao. They are nothing but a trouble and a care.”
“Maybe it will not take three days.”
“They run far. Yao. We will smell this man before he enters the earth. You watch and see if I am not right.”
They approached the house.
“He can wear the shoes now,” Berry said. “He can wear them now in man’s sight.”
“He cannot wear them for a while yet,” Basket said. Berry looked at him. “He will lead the hunt.”
“Moketubbe?” Berry said. “Do you think he will? A man to whom even talking is travail?”
“What else can he do? It is his own father who will soon begin to smell.”
“That is true,” Berry said. “There is even yet a price he must pay for the shoes. Yao. He has truly bought them.
What do you think?”
“What do you think?”
“What do you think?”
“I think nothing.”
“Nor do I. Issetibbeha will not need the shoes now. Let Moketubbe have them; Issetibbeha will not care.”
“Yao. Man must die.”
“Yao. Let him; there is still the Man.”
The bark roof of the porch was supported by peeled cypress poles, high above the texas\fn{ The uppermost
structure on a river steamboat.} of the steamboat, shading an unfloored banquette\fn{ Walkway.} where on the trodden
earth mules and horses were tethered in bad weather. On the forward end of the steamboat’s deck sat an old man
and two women. One of the women was dressing a fowl, the other was shelling corn. The old man was talking. He
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was barefoot, in a long linen frock coat and a beaver hat.
“This world is going to the dogs,” he said. “It is being ruined by white men. We got along fine for years and
years, before the white men foisted their Negroes upon us. In the old days the old men sat in the shade and ate
stewed deer’s flesh and corn and smoked tobacco and talked of honor and grave affairs; now what do we do?
Even the old wear themselves into the grave taking care of them that like sweating.” When Basket and Berry
crossed the deck he ceased and looked up at them. His eyes were querulous, bleared; his face was myriad with
tiny wrinkles. “He is fled also,” he said.
“Yes,” Berry said, “he is gone.”
“I knew it. I told them so. It will take three weeks, like when Doom died. You watch and see.”
“It was three days, not three weeks,” Berry said.
“Were you there?”
“No,” Berry said. “But I have heard.”
“Well, I was there,” the old man said. “For three whole weeks, through the swamps and the briers—” They
went on and left him talking.
What had been the saloon of the steamboat\fn{ The main cabin, used by the passengers in general .} was now a shell
rotting slowly; the polished mahogany, the carving glinting momentarily and fading through the mold in figures
cabalistic and profound; the gutted windows were like cataracted eyes. It contained a few sacks of seed or grain,
and the fore part of the running gear of a barouche,\fn{ A four-wheeled carriage with folding top, four inside seats, and an
outside seat for the driver.} to the axle of which two C-springs rusted in graceful curves, supporting nothing. In one
corner a fox cub ran steadily and soundlessly up and down a willow cage; three scrawny gamecocks moved in the
dust, and the place was pocked and marked with their dried droppings.
Issetibbeha had tried to have his newest wife, the young one, sleep in the bed. He was congenitally short of
breath himself, and he passed the nights half reclining in his splint chair. He would see her to bed and, later,
wakeful, sleeping as he did but three or four hours a night, he would sit in the darkness and simulate slumber and
listen to her sneak infinitesimally from the gilt and ribboned bed, to lie on a quilt pallet on the floor until just
before daylight. Then she would enter the bed quietly again and in turn simulate slumber, while in the darkness
beside her Issetibbeha quietly laughed and laughed.
The girandoles were lashed by thongs to two sticks propped in a corner where a ten-gallon whiskey keg lay
also. There was a clay hearth; facing it, in the splint chair, Moketubbe sat. He was maybe an inch better than five
feet tall, and he weighed two hundred and fifty pounds. He wore a broadcloth coat and no shirt, his round, smooth
copper balloon of belly swelling above the bottom piece of a suit of linen underwear. On his feet were the slippers
with the red heels. Behind his chair stood a stripling with a punkah-like fan made of fringed paper. Moketubbe sat
motionless, with his broad, yellow face with its closed eyes and flat nostrils, his flipper-like arms extended. On his
face was an expression profound, tragic, and inert. He did not open his eyes when Basket and Berry came in.
“He has worn them since daylight?” Basket said.
“Since daylight,” the stripling said. The fan did not cease. “You can see.”
“Yao,” Basket said. “We can see.” Moketubbe did not move. He looked like an effigy, like a Malay god in
frock coat, drawers, naked chest, the trivial scarlet-heeled shoes.
“I wouldn’t disturb him, if I were you,” the stripling said.
“Not if I were you,” Basket said. He and berry squatted. The stripling moved the fan steadily. “O Man,” Basket
said, “listen.” Moketubbe did not move. “He is gone,” Basket said.
“I told you so,” the stripling said. “I knew he would flee. I told you.”
“Yao,” basket said. “You are not the first to tell us afterward what we should have known before. Why is it that
some of you wise men took no steps yesterday to prevent this?”
“He does not wish to die,” Berry said.
“Why should he not wish it?” Basket said.
“Because he must die some day is no reason,” the stripling said. “That would not convince me either, old
man.”
“Hold your tongue,” Berry said.
“For twenty years,” Basket said, “while others of his race sweat in the fields, he served the Man in the shade.
Why should he not wish to die, since he did not wish to sweat?”
“And it will be quick,” Berry said. “It will not take long.”
“Catch him and tell him that,” the stripling said.
“Hush,” Berry said. They squatted, watching Moketubbe’s face. He might have been dead himself. It was ads
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though he were cased so in flesh that even breathing took place too deep within him to show.
“Listen, O Man,” Basket said. “Issetibbeha is dead. He waits. His dog and his horse we have. But his slave has
fled. The one who held the pot for him, who ate of his food, from his dish, is fled. Issetibbeha waits.”
“Yao,” Berry said.
“This is not the first time,” Basket said. “This happened when Doom, thy grandfather, lay waiting at the door
of the earth. He lay waiting three days, saying, ‘Where is my Negro?’ And Issetibbeha, thy father, answered, ‘I
will find him. Rest; I will bring him to you so that you may begin the journey.’”
“Yao,” Berry said.
Moketubbe had not moved, had not opened his eyes.
“For three days Issetibbeha hunted in the bottom,” Basket said. “He did not even return home for food, until
the Negro was with him; then he said to Doom, his father, ‘Here is thy dog, thy horse, thy Negro; rest.’
Issetibbeha, who is dead since yesterday, said it. And now Issetibbeha’s Negro is fled. His horse and his dog wait
with him, but his Negro is fled.”
“Yao,” Berry said.
Moketubbe had not moved. His eyes were closed; upon his supine monstrous shape there was a colossal inertia, something profoundly immobile, beyond and impervious to flesh. They watched his face, squatting.
“When thy father was newly the Man, this happened,” Basket said. “And it was Issetibbeha who brought back
the slave to where his father waited to enter the earth.” Moketubbe’s face had not moved, his eyes had not moved.
After a while Basket said, “Remove the shoes.”
The stripling removed the shoes. Moketubbe began to pant, his bare chest moving deep, as though he were
rising from beyond his unfathomed flesh back into life, like up from the water, the sea. But his eyes had not
opened yet.
Berry said, “He will lead the hunt.”
“Yao,” Basket said. “He is the Man. He will lead the hunt.”
4
All that day the Negro, Issetibbeha’s body servant, hidden in the barn, watched Issetibbeha’s dying. He was
forty, a Guinea man.\fn{From the so-called Guinea Coast, on the western coast of Africa, home now of two independent nations
containing this name: Guinea-Bissau, and Guinea, both sharing a common border, and both at one time Portuguese and French colonies,
respectively.} He had a flat nose, a close, small head; the inside corners of his eyes showed red a little, and his

prominent gums were a pale bluish red above his square, broad teeth. He had been taken at fourteen by a trader
off Kamerun\fn{Now the independent state of Cameroon, off the coast of which lie the islands of yet another guinea state, Equatorial
Guinea. The spelling in this story identifies its time of German occupation (1884-1918) .} before his eteeth had been filed. He had
been Issetibbeha’s body servant for twenty-three years.
On the day before, the day on which Issetibbeha lay sick, he returned to the quarters at dusk. In that unhurried
hour the smoke of the cooking fires blew slowly across the street from door to door, carrying into the opposite one
the smell of the identical meat and bread. The women tended them; the men were gathered at the head of the lane,
watching him as he came down the slope from the house, putting his naked feet down carefully in a strange dusk.
To the waiting men his eyeballs were a little luminous.
“Issetibbeha is not dead yet,” the headman said.
“Not dead,” the body servant said. “Who not dead?”
In the dusk they had faces like his, the different ages, the thoughts sealed inscrutable behind faces like the
death masks of apes. The smell of the fires, the cooking, blew sharp and slow across the strange dusk, as from
another world, above the lane and the pickaninnies\fn{ Children.} naked in the dust.
“If he lives past sundown, he will live until daybreak,” one said.
“Who says?”
“Talk says.”
“Yao. Talk says. We know but one thing.” They looked at the body servant as he stood among them, his eyeballs a little luminous. He was breathing slow and deep. His chest was bare; he was sweating a little. “He knows.
He knows it.”
“Let us let the drums talk.”
“Yao. Let the drums tell it.”
The drums began after dark. They kept them hidden in the creek bottom. They were made of hollowed cypress
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knees, and the Negroes kept them hidden; why, none knew. They were buried in the mud on the bank of a slough;
a lad of fourteen guarded them. He was undersized, and a mute; he squatted in the mud there all day, clouded over
with mosquitoes, naked save for the mud with which he coated himself against the mosquitoes, and about his neck
a fiber bag containing a pig’s rib to which black shreds of flesh still adhered, and two scaly barks on a wire. He
slobbered onto his clutched knees, drooling; now and then Indians came noiselessly out of the bushes behind him
and stood there and contemplated him for a while and went away, and he never knew it.
From the loft of the stable where he lay hidden until dark and after, the Negro could hear the drums. They were
three miles away, but he could hear them as though they were in the barn itself below him, thudding and thudding.
It was as though he could see the fire too, and the black limbs turning into and out of the flames in copper gleams.
Only there would be no fire. There would be no more light there than where he lay in the dusty loft, with the
whispering arpeggios of rat feet along the warm and immemorial ax-squared rafters. The only fire there would be
the smudge against mosquitoes where the women with nursing children crouched, their heavy, sluggish breasts
nippled full and smooth into the mouths of men children; contemplative, oblivious of the drumming, since a fire
would signify life.
There was a fire in the steamboat, where Issetibbeha lay dying among his wives, beneath the lashed girandoles
and the suspended bed. He could see the smoke, and just before sunset he saw the doctor come out, in a waistcoat
made of skunk skins, and set fire to two clay-daubed sticks at the bows of the boat deck. “So he is not dead yet,”
the Negro said into the whispering gloom of the loft, answering himself; he could hear the two voices, himself and
himself:
“Who not dead?”
“You are dead.”
“Yes, I am dead,” he said quietly. He wished to be where the drums were. He imagined himself springing out
of the bushes, leaping among the drums on his bare, lean, greasy, invisible limbs. But he could not do that,
because man leaped past life, into where death was; he dashed into death and did not die because when death took
a man, it took him just this side of the end of living. It was when death overran him from behind, still in life. The
thin whisper of rat feet died in fainting gusts along the rafters. Once he had eaten rat. He was a boy then, but just
come to America. They had lived ninety days in a three-foot-high ’tween deck in tropic latitudes, hearing from
topside the drunken New England captain intoning aloud from a book which he did not recognize for ten years
afterward to be the Bible. Squatting in the stable so, he had watched the rat, civilized, by association with man reft
\fn{Stripped.} of its ancient cunning of limb and eye; he had caught it without difficulty, with scarce a movement
of his hand, and he ate it slowly, wondering how any of the rats had escaped so long. At that time he was still
wearing the single white garment which the trader, a deacon in the Unitarian church, had given him, and he spoke
then only his native tongue.
He was naked now, save for a pair of dungaree pants bought by Indians from white men, and an amulet slung
on a thong about his hips. The amulet consisted of one half of a mother-of-pearl lorgnon\fn{ Probably meant as half of
a pair of eyeglasses with an ornamental handle into which they might be folded when not in use; but it could also mean half of an opera
glass with a long handle.} which Issetibbeha had brought back from Paris, and the skull of a cottonmouth moccasin.

He had killed the snake himself and eaten it, save the poison head. He lay in the loft, watching the house, the
steamboat, listening to the drums, thinking of himself among the drums.
He lay there all night. The next morning he saw the doctor come out, in his skunk vest, and get on his mule and
ride away, and he became quite still and watched the final dust from beneath the mule’s delicate feet die away, and
then he found that he was still breathing and it seemed strange to him that he still breathed air, still needed air.
Then he lay and watched quietly, waiting to move, his eyeballs a little luminous, but with a quiet light, and his
breathing light and regular, and saw Louis Berry come out and look at the sky. It was good light then, and already
five Indians squatted in their Sunday clothes along the steamboat deck; by noon there were twenty-five there. That
afternoon they dug the trench in which the meat would be baked, and the yams; by that time there were almost a
hundred guests—decorous, quiet, patient in their stiff European finery—and he watched Berry lead Isse-tibbeha’s
mare from the stable and tie her to a tree, and then he watched Berry emerge from the house with the old hound
which lay beside Issetibbeha’s chair. He tied the hound to the tree too, and it sat there, looking gravely about at
the faces. Then it began to howl. It was still howling at sundown, when the Negro climbed down the back wall of
the barn and entered the spring branch, where it was already dusk. He began to run then. He could hear the hound
howling behind him, and near the spring, already running, he passed another Negro. The two men, the one
motionless and the other running, looked for an instant at each other as though across an actual boundary between
two different worlds. He ran on into full darkness, moth closed, fists doubled, his broad nostrils bellowing
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steadily.
He ran on in the darkness. He knew the country well, because he had hunted it often with Issetibbeha, following on his mule the course of the fox or the cat beside Issetibbeha’s mare; he knew it as well s did the men who
would pursue him. He saw them for the first time shortly before sunset of the second day. He had run thirty miles
then, up the creek bottom, before doubling back; lying in a pawpaw thicket he saw the pursuit for the forest time.
There were two of them, in shirts and straw hats, carrying their neatly rolled trousers under their arms, and they
had no weapons. They were middle-aged, paunchy, and they could not have moved very fast anyway; it would be
twelve hours before they could return to where he lay watching them. “So I will have until midnight to rest,” he
said. He was near enough to the plantation to smell the cooking fires, and he thought how he ought to be hungry,
since he had not eaten in thirty hours. “But it is more important to rest,” he told himself. He continued to tell himself that, lying in the pawpaw thicket, because the effort of resting, the need and the haste to rest, made his heart
thud the same as the running had done. It was as though he had forgot how to rest, as though the six hours were
not long enough to do it in, to remember again how to do it.
As soon as dark came he moved again. He had thought to keep going steadily and quietly through the night,
since there was nowhere for him to go, but as soon as he moved he began to run at top speed, breasting his
panting chest, his broad-flaring nostrils through the choked and whipping darkness. He ran for an hour, lost by
then, without direction, when suddenly he stopped, and after a time his thudding heart unraveled from the sound
of the drums. By the sound they were not two miles away; he followed the sound until he could smell the smudge
fire and taste the acrid smoke. When he stood among them the drums did not cease; only the headman came to
him where he stood in the drifting smudge, panting, his nostrils flaring and pulsing, the hushed glare of his
ceaseless eyeballs in his mid-daubed face as though they were worked from lungs.
“We have expected thee,” the headman said. “Go, now.”
“Go?”
“Eat, and go. The dead may not consort with the living; thou knowest that.”
“Yao. I know that.” They did not look at one another. The drums had not ceased.
“Wilt thou eat?” the headman said.
“I am not hungry. I caught a rabbit this afternoon, and ate while I lay hidden.”
“Take come cooked meat with thee, then,”
He accepted the cooked meat, wrapped in leaves, and entered the creek bottom again; after a while the sound
of the drums ceased. He walked steadily until daybreak. “I have twelve hours,” he said. “Maybe more, since the
trail was followed by night.” He squatted and ate the meat and wiped his hands on his thighs. Then he rose and
removed the dungaree pants and squatted again beside a slough\fn{ A place of deep mud or mire .} and coated himself
with mud—face, arms, body and legs—and squatted again, clasping his knees, his head bowed. When it was light
enough to see, he moved back into the swamp and squatted again and went to sleep so. He did not dream at all. It
was well that he moved, for, waking suddenly in broad daylight and the high sun, he saw the two Indians. They
still carried their neatly rolled trousers; they stood opposite the place where he lay hidden, paunchy, thick, softlooking, a little ludicrous in their straw hats and shirt tails.
“This is wearying work,” one said.
“I’d rather be at home in the shade myself,” the other said. “But there is the Man waiting at the door to the
earth.”
“Yao.” They looked quietly about; stooping, one of them removed from his shirt tail a clot of cockleburs.
“Damn that Negro,” he said.
“Yao. When have they ever been anything but a trial and a care to us?”
In the early afternoon, from the top of a tree, the Negro looked down into the plantation. He could see
Issetibbeha’s body in a hammock between the two trees where the horse and the dog were tethered, and the
concourse about the steamboat was filled with wagons and horses and mules, with carts and saddle-horses, while
in bright clumps the women and the smaller children and the old men squatted about the long trench where the
smoke from the barbecuing meat blew slow and thick. The men and the big boys would all be down there in the
creek bottom behind him, on the trail, their Sunday clothes rolled carefully up and wedged into tree crotches.
There was a clump of men near the door to the house, to the saloon of the steamboat, though, and he watched
them, and after a while he saw them bring Moketubbe out in a litter made of buckskin and persimmon poles; high
hidden in his leafed nook the Negro, the quarry, looked quietly down upon his irrevocable doom with an
expression as profound as Moketubbe’s own. “Yao,” he said quietly. “He will go then. That man whose body has
been dead for fifteen years, he will go also.”
515

In the middle of the afternoon he came face to face with an Indian. They were both on a foot-log across a
slough—the Negro gaunt, lean, hard, tireless and desperate; the Indian thick, soft-looking, the apparent
embodiment of the ultimate and the supreme reluctance and inertia. The Indian made no move, no sound; he stood
on the log and watched the Negro plunge into the slough and swim ashore and crash away into the undergrowth.
Just before sunset he lay behind a down log. Up the log in slow procession moved a line of ants. He caught
them and ate them slowly, with a kind of detachment, like that of a dinner guest eating salted nuts from a dish.
They too had a salt taste, engendering a salivary reaction out of all proportion. He ate them slowly, watching the
unbroken line move up the log and into oblivious doom with a steady and terrific undeviation. He had eaten
nothing else all day; in his caked mud mask his eyes rolled in reddened rims. At sunset, creeping along the creek
bank toward where he had spotted a frog, a cottonmouth moccasin slashed him suddenly across the forearm with a
thick, sluggish blow. It struck clumsily, leaving two long slashes across his arm like two razor slashes, and half
sprawled with its own momentum and rage, it appeared for the moment utterly helpless with its own awkwardness
and choleric anger. “Olé, grandfather,” the Negro said. He touched its head and watched it slash him again across
his arm, and again, with thick, raking, awkward blows. “It’s that I do not wish to die,” he said. Then he said it
again—“It’s that I do not wish to die”—in a quiet tone, of slow and low amaze, as though it were something that,
until the words had said themselves, he found that he had not known, or had not known the depth and extent of his
desire.
5
Moketubbe took the slippers with him. He could not wear them very long while in motion, not even in the litter
where he was slung relining, so they rested upon a square of fawnskin upon his lap—the cracked, frail slippers a
little shapeless now, with their scaled patent-leather surface and buckle-less tongues and scarlet heels, lying upon
the supine, obese shape just barely alive, carried through swamp and brief by swinging relays of men who bore
steadily all day long the crime and its object, on the business of the slain. To Moketubbe it must have been as
though, himself immortal, he were being carried rapidly trough hell by doomed spirits which, alive, had
contemplated his disaster, and, dead, were oblivious partners to his damnation.
After resting for a while, the litter propped in the center of the squatting circle and Moketubbe motionless in it,
with closed eyes and his face at once peaceful for the instant and filled with inescapable foreknowledge, he could
wear the slippers for a while. The stripling put them on him, forcing his beg, tender, dropsical feet into them;
whereupon into his face cam again that expression, tragic, passive, and profoundly attentive, which dyspeptics
wear. Then they went on. He made no move, no sound, inert in the rhythmic litter out of some reserve of inertia,
or maybe of some kingly virtue such as courage or fortitude. After a time they set the litter down and looked at
him, at the yellow face like that of an idol, beaded over with sweat. Then Three Basket or Louis Berry would say:
“Take them off. Honor has been served.” They would remove the shoes. Moketubbe’s face would not alter, but
only then would his breathing become perceptible, going in and out of his pale lips with a faint ah-ah-ah sound,
and they would squat again while the couriers and the runners came up.
“Not yet?”
“Not yet. He is going east. By sunset he will reach Mouth of Tippah. Then he will turn back. We may take him
tomorrow.”
“Let us hope so. It will not be too soon.”
“Yao. It has been three days now.”
“When Doom died, it took only three days.”
“But that was an old man. This one is young.”
“Yao. A good race. If he is taken tomorrow, I will win a horse.”
“May you win it.”
“Yao. This work is not pleasant.”
That was the day on which the food gave out at the plantation. The guests returned home and came back the
next day with more food, enough for a week longer. On that day Issetibbeha began to smell; they could smell him
for a long way up and down the bottom when it got hot toward noon and the wind blew. But they didn’t capture
the Negro on that day, nor on the next. It was about dusk on the sixth day when the couriers came up to the litter;
they had found blood. “He has injured himself.”
“Not bad, I hope,” Basket said. “We cannot send with Issetibbeha one who will be of no service to him.”
“Nor whom Issetibbeha himself will have to nurse and care for,” Berry said.
“We do not know,” the courier said. “He has hidden himself. He has crept back into the swamp. We have left
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pickets.”
They trotted with the litter now. The place where the Negro had crept into the swamp was an hour away. In the
hurry and excitement they had forgotten that Moketubbe still wore the slippers; when they reached the place
Moketubbe had fainted. They removed the slippers and brought him to.
With dark, they formed a circle about the swamp. They squatted, clouded over with gnats and mosquitoes; the
evening star burned low and close down the wet, and the constellations began to wheel overhead. “We will give
him time,” they said. “Tomorrow is just another name for today.”
“Yao. Let him have time.” Then they ceased, and gazed as one into the darkness where the swamp lay. Aftger a
while the noise ceased, and soon the courier came out of the darkness.
“He tried to break out.”
“But you turned him back?”
“He turned back. We feared for a moment, the three of us. We could smell him creeping in the darkness, and
we could smell something else, which we did not know. That was why we feared, until he told us. He said to slay
him there, since it would be dark and he would not have to see the face when it came. But it was not that which
we smelled; he told us what it was. A snake and struck him. That was two days ago. The arm swelled, and it
smelled bad. But it was not that which we smelled then, because the swelling had gone down and his arm was no
larger than that of a child. He showed us. We felt the arm, all of us did; it was no larger than that of a child. He
said to give him a hatchet so he could chop the arm off. But tomorrow is today also.”
“Yao. Tomorrow is today.”
“We feared for a while. Then he went back into the swamp.”
“That is good.”
“Yao. We feared. Shall I tell the Man?”
“I will see,” Basket said. He went away. The courier squatted, telling again about the Negro. Basket returned.
“The Man says that is good. Return to your post.”
The courier crept away. They squatted about the litter; now and then they slept. Sometime after midnight the
Negro waked them. He began to shout and talk to himself, his voice coming sharp and sudden out of the darkness,
then he fell silent. Dawn came; a white crane flapped slowly across the jonquil sky. Basket was awake. “Let us go
now,” he said. “It is today.”
Two Indians entered the swamp, their movements noisy. Before they reached the Negro they stopped, because
he began to sing. They could see him, naked and mud-caked, sitting on a log, singing. They squatted silently a
short distance away, until he finished. He was chanting something in his own language, his face lifted to the rising
sun. His voice was clear, full, with a quality wild and sad. “Let him have time,” the Indians said squatting, patient,
waiting. He ceased and they approached. He looked back and up at them through the cracked mud mask. His eyes
were bloodshot, his lips cracked upon his square short teeth. The mask of mud appeared to be loose on his face, as
if he might have lost flesh since he put it there; he held his left arm close to his breast. From the elbow down it
was caked and shapeless with black mud. They could smell him, a rank smell. He watched them quietly until one
touched him on the arm. “Come,” the Indian said. “You ran well. Do not be ashamed.”
6
As they neared the plantation in the tainted bright morning, the Negro’s eyes began to roll a little, like thosse of
a horse. The smoke from the cooking pit blew low along the earth and upon the squatting and waiting guests
about the yard and upon the steamboat deck, in their bright, stiff, harsh finery; the women, the children, the old
men. They had sent couriers along the bottom, and another on ahead, and Issetibbeha’s body had already been
removed to where the grave waited, along with the horse and the dog, though they could still smell him in death
about the house where he had lived in life. The guests were beginning to move toward the grave when the bearers
of Moketubbe’s litter mounted the slope.
The Negro was the tallest there, his high, close, mud-caked head looming above them all. He was breathing
hard, as though the desperate effort of the six suspended and desperate days had capitulated upon him at once; although they walked slowly, his naked scarred chest rose and fell above the close-clutched left arm. He looked this
way and that continuously, as if he were not seeing, as though sight never quite caught up with the looking. His
mouth was open a little upon his big white teeth; he began to pant. The already moving guests halted, pausing,
looking back, some with pieces of meat in their hands, as the Negro looked about at their faces with his wild,
restrained, unceasing eyes.
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“Will you eat first?” Basket said. He had to say it twice.
“Yes,” the Negro said. “That’s it. I want to eat.”
The throng had begun to press back toward the center; the word passed to the outermost: “He will eat first.”
They reached the steamboat. “Sit down,” Basket said. The Negro sat on the edge of the deck. He was still panting, his chest rising and falling, his head ceaseless with its white eyeballs, turning from side to side. It was as if
the inability to see came from within, from hopelessness, not from absence of vision. They brought food and
watched quietly as he tried to eat it. He put the food into his mouth and chewed it, but chewing, the half-masticated matter began to merge from the corners of his mouth and to drool down his chin, onto his chest, and after a
while he stopped chewing and sat there, naked, covered with dried mud, the plate on his knees, and his mouth
filled with a mass of chewed food, open, his eyes wide and unceasing, panting and panting. They watched him,
patient, implacable, waiting.
“Come,” Basket said at last.
“It’s water I want,” the Negro said. “I want water.”
The well was a little way down the slope toward the quarters. The slope lay dappled with the shadows of noon,
of that peaceful hour when, Issetibbeha napping in his chair and waiting for the noon meal and the long afternoon
to sleep in, the Negro, the body servant, would be free. He would sit in the kitchen door then, talking with the
women that prepared the food. Beyond the kitchen the lane between the quarters would be quiet, peaceful, with
the women talking to one another across the lane and the smoke of the dinner fires blowing upon the pickaninnies
like ebony toys in the dust.
“Come,” Basket said.
The Negro walked among them, taller than any. The guests were moving on toward where Issetibbeha and the
horse and the dog waited. The Negro walked with his high ceaseless head, his panting chest. “Come,” Basket said.
“You wanted water.”
“Yes,” the Negro said. “Yes.” He looked back at the house, then down to the quarters, where today no fire
burned, no face showed in any door, no pickaninny in the dust, panting. “It struck me here, raking me across this
arm; once, twice, three times. I said, ‘Olé, Grandfather.’”
“Come now,” Basket said. The Negro was still going through the motion of walking, his knee action high, his
head high, as though he were on a treadmill. His eyeballs had a wild, restrained glare, like those of a horse.
“You wanted water,” Basket said. “Here it is.”
There was a gourd in the well. They dipped it full and gave it to the Negro, and they watched him try to drink.
His eyes had no ceased rolling as he tilted the gourd slowly against his caked face. They could watch his throat
working and the bright water cascading from either side of the gourd, down his chin and breast. Then the water
stopped. “Come,” Basket said.
“Wait,” the Negro said. He dipped the gourd again and tilted it against his face, beneath his ceaseless eyes.
Again they watched his throat working and the unswallowed water sheathing broken and myriad down his chin,
channeling his caked chest. They waited, patient, grave, decorous, implacable; clansman and guest and kin. Then
the water ceased, though still the empty gourd tilted higher and higher, and still his black throat aped the vain
motion of his frustrated swallowing. A piece of water-loosened mud carried away from his chest and broke at his
muddy feet, and in the empty gourd they could hear his breath: ah-ah-ah.
“Come,” Basket said, taking the gourd from the Negro and hanging it back in the well.
1920
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A nurse held the door open for them. Judge McKelva going first, then his daughter Laurel, then his wife Fay,
they walked into the windowless room where the doctor would make his examination. Judge McKelva was a tall,
heavy man of seventy-one who customarily wore his glasses on a ribbon. Holding them in his hand now, he sat on
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the raised, throne-like chair above the doctor’s stool, flanked by Laurel on one side and Fay on the other.
Laurel McKelva Hand was a slender, quiet-faced woman in her middle forties, her hair still dark. She wore
clothes of an interesting cut and texture, although her suit was wintry for New Orleans and had a wrinkle down
the skirt. Her dark blue eyes looked sleepless.
Fay, small and pale in her dress with the gold buttons, was tapping her sandaled foot.
It was a Monday morning of early March. New Orleans was out-of-town for all of them.
Dr. Courtland, on the dot, crossed the room in long steps and shook hands with Judge McKelva and Laurel. He
had to be introduced to Fay, who had been married to Judge McKelva for only a year and a half. Then the doctor
was on the stool, with his heels hung over the rung. He lifted his face in appreciative attention: as though it were
he who had waited in New Orleans for Judge McKelva—in order to give the Judge a present, or for the Judge to
bring him one.
“Nate,” Laurel’s father was saying, “the trouble may be I’m not as young as I used to be. But I’m ready to
believe it’s something wrong with my eyes.”
As though he had all the time in the world, Dr. Courtland, the well-known eye specialist, folded his big country
hands with the fingers that had always looked, to Laurel, as if their mere touch on the crystal of a watch would
convey to their skin exactly what time it was.
“I date this little disturbance from George Washington's Birthday,” Judge McKelva said.
Dr. Courtland nodded, as though that were a good day for it.
“Tell me about the little disturbance,” he said.
“I’d come in. I’d done a little rose pruning—I’ve retired, you know. And I stood at the end of my front porch
there, with an eye on the street—Fay had slipped out somewhere,” said Judge McKelva, and bent on her his
benign smile that looked so much like a scowl.
“I was only uptown in the beauty parlor, letting Myrtis roll up my hair,” said Fay.
“And I saw the fig tree,” said Judge McKelva. “The fig tree! Giving off flashes from those old bird-frighteners
Becky saw fit to tie on it years back!”
Both men smiled. They were of two generations but the same place. Becky was Laurel’s mother. Those little
home-made reflectors, rounds of tin, did not halfway keep the birds from the figs in July.
“Nate, you remember as well as I do, that tree stands between my backyard and where your mother used to
keep her cow shed. But it flashed at me when I was peering off in the direction of the Courthouse,” Judge
McKelva went on. “So I was forced into the conclusion I’d started seeing behind me.”
Fay laughed—a single, high note, as derisive as a jay’s.
“Yes, that’s disturbing.” Dr. Courtland rolled forward on his stool. “Let’s just have a good look.”
“I looked. I couldn’t see anything had got in it,” said Fay. “One of those briars might have given you a scratch,
hon, but it didn’t leave a thorn.”
“Of course, my memory had slipped. Becky would say it served me right. Before blooming is the wrong time
to prune a climber,” Judge McKelva went on in the same confidential way; the doctor’s face was very near to his.
“But Becky’s Climber I’ve found will hardly take a setback.”
“Hardly,” the doctor murmured. “I believe my sister still grows one now from a cutting of Miss Becky’s
Climber.”
His face, however, went very still as he leaned over to put out the lights.
“It’s dark!” Fay gave a little cry. “Why did he have to go back there anyway and get mixed up in those
brambles? Because I was out of the house a minute?”
“Because George Washington’s Birthday is the time-honored day to prune roses back home,” said the Doctor’s
amicable voice. “You should’ve asked Adele to step over and prune ’em for you.”
“Oh, she offered,” said Judge McKelva, and dismissed her case with the slightest move of the hand. “I think by
this point I ought to be about able to get the hang of it.”
Laurel had watched him prune. Holding the shears in both hands, he performed a sort of weighty saraband,
with a lop for this side, then a lop for the other side, as though he were bowing to his partner, and left the bush
looking like a puzzle.
“You’ve had further disturbances since, Judge Mac?”
“Oh, a dimness. Nothing to call my attention to it like that first disturbance.”
“So why not leave it to Nature?” Fay said. “That’s what I keep on telling him.”
Laurel had only just now got here from the airport; she had come on a night flight from Chicago. The meeting
had been unexpected, arranged over long-distance yesterday evening. Her father, in the old home in Mount Salus,
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Mississippi, took pleasure in telephoning instead of writing, but this had been a curiously reticent conversation on
his side. At the very last, he’d said,
“By the way, Laurel, I’ve been getting a little interference with my seeing, lately. I just might give Nate
Courtland a chance to see what he can find.” He’d added,
“Fay says she’ll come along and do some shopping.”
His admission of self-concern was as new as anything wrong with his health, and Laurel had come flying.
The excruciatingly small, brilliant eye of the instrument hung still between Judge McKelva’s set face and the
Doctor’s hidden one.
Eventually the ceiling lights blazed on again, and Dr. Courtland stood, studying Judge McKelva, who studied
him back.
“I thought I was bringing you a little something to keep you busy,” Judge McKelva said in the cooperating
voice in which, before he retired from the bench, he used to hand down a sentence.
“Your right retina’s slipped, Judge Mac,” Dr. Courtland said.
“All right, you can fix that,” said Laurel’s father.
“It needs to be repaired without any more waste of precious time.”
“All right, when can you operate?”
“Just for a scratch? Why didn’t those old roses go on and die?” Fay cried.
“But this eye didn’t get a scratch. What happened didn’t happen to the outside of his eye, it happened to the
inside. The flashes, too. To the part he sees with, Mrs. McKelva.”
Dr. Courtland, turning from the Judge and Laurel, beckoned Fay to his chart hanging on the wall. Giving out
perfume, she walked across to it.
“Here’s the outside and here’s the inside of our eye,” he said. He pointed out on the diagram what would have
to be done.
Judge McKelva inclined his weight so as to speak to Laurel in her chair below him.
“That eye wasn’t fooling, was it!” he said.
“I don’t see why this had to happen to me,” said Fay.
*
Dr. Courtland led the Judge to the door and into the hall- way:
“Will you make yourself comfortable in my office, sir, and let my nurse bother you with a few more
questions?”
When he returned to the examining room he sat in the patient’s chair.
“Laurel,” he said, “I don’t want to do this operation myself.” He went on quickly, “I’ve kept being so sorry
about your mother.” He turned and gave what might have been his first direct look at Fay.
“My family’s known his family for such a long time,” he told her—a sentence never said except to warn of the
unsayable.
“What is the location of the tear?” Laurel asked.
“Close to central,” he told her. She kept her eyes on his and he added, “No tumor.”
“Before I even let you try, I think I ought to know how good he’ll see,” said Fay.
“Now, that depends first on where the tear comes,” said Dr. Courtland. “And after that on how good a mender
the surgeon is, and then on how well Judge Mac will agree to take our orders, and then on the Lord’s will. This
girl remembers.” He nodded toward Laurel.
“An operation’s not a thing you just jump into, I know that much,” Fay said.
“You don’t want him to wait and lose all the vision in that eye. He’s got a cataract forming on his other eye,”
said Dr. Courtland.
Laurel said, “Father has?”
“I found it before I left Mount Salus. It’s been coming along for years, taking its time. He’s apprised; he thinks
it’ll hold off.” He smiled.
“It's like Mother’s. This was the way she started.”
“Now, Laurel, I don’t have very much imagination,” protested Dr. Courtland. “So I go with caution. I was
pretty close to ’em, there at home, Judge Mac and Miss Becky both. I stood over what happened to your mother.”
“I was there too. You know nobody could blame you, or imagine how you could have prevented anything—”
“If we’d known then what we know now. The eye was just a part of it,” he said. “With your mother.”
Laurel looked for a moment into the experienced face, so entirely guileless. The Mississippi country that lay
behind him was all in it. He stood up.
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“Of course, if you ask me to do it, I will,” he said. “But I wish you wouldn’t ask me.”
“Father’s not going to let you off,” Laurel said quietly.
“Isn’t my vote going to get counted at all?” Fay asked, following them out. “I vote we just forget about the
whole business. Nature’s the great healer.”
*
“All right, Nate,” Judge McKelva said, when they had all sat down together in Dr. Courtland’s consulting
office. “How soon?” Dr. Courtland said,
“Judge Mac, I’ve just managed to catch Dr. Kunomoto by the coat-tails over in Houston. You know, he taught
me. He’s got a more radical method now, and he can fly here day after tomorrow—”
“What for?” Judge McKelva said. “Nate, I hied myself away from home and comfort and tracked down here
and put myself in your hands for one simple reason: I’ve got confidence in you. Now show me I’m still not too
old to exercise good judgment.”
“All right, sir, then that’s the way it’ll be,” Dr. Courtland said, rising. He added, “You know, sir, this operation
is not, in any hands, a hundred per cent predictable?”
“Well, I’m an optimist.”
“I didn’t know there were any more such animals,” said Dr. Courtland.
“Never think you’ve seen the last of anything,” scoffed Judge McKelva. He answered the Doctor’s smile with
a laugh that was like the snarl of triumph from an old grouch, and Dr. Courtland, taking the glasses the Judge held
on his knees, gently set them back onto his nose.
In his same walk, like a rather stately ploughboy’s, the Doctor led them through the jammed waiting room.
“I’ve got you in the hospital, they’ve reserved me the operating room, and I’m fixed up, too,” he said.
“He can move heaven and earth, just ask him to,” said his nurse in a cross voice as they passed her in the
doorway.
“Go right on over to the hospital and settle in.” As the elevator doors opened, Dr. Courtland touched Laurel
lightly on the shoulder. “I ordered you the ambulance downstairs, sir—it’s a safer ride.”
“What’s he acting so polite about?” Fay asked, as they went down. “I bet when the bill comes in he won’t
charge so polite.”
“I’m in good hands, Fay,” Judge McKelva told her. “I know his whole family.”
There was a sharp, cold wind blowing through Canal Street. Back home, Judge McKelva had always set the
example for Mount Salus in putting aside his winter hat on Straw Hat Day, and he stood here now in his creamy
panama. But though his paunch was bigger, he looked less ruddy, looked thinner in the face than on his wedding
day, Laurel thought: this was the last time she had seen him. The mushroom-colored patches under his eyes
belonged there, hereditary like the black and overhanging McKelva eyebrows that nearly met in one across his
forehead—but what was he seeing? She wondered if through that dilated but benevolent gaze of his he was really
quite seeing Fay, or herself, or anybody at all. In the lime-white glare of New Orleans, waiting for the ambulance
without questioning the need for it, he seemed for the first time in her memory a man admitting to a little
uncertainty in his bearings.
“If Courtland’s all that much, he better put in a better claim on how good this is going to turn out,” said Fay.
“And he’s not so perfect—I saw him spank that nurse.”
2
Fay sat at the window, Laurel stood in the doorway; they were in the hospital room waiting for Judge McKelva
to be brought back after surgery.
“What a way to keep his promise,” said Fay. “When he told me he’d bring me to New Orleans some day, it was
to see the Carnival.” She stared out the window. “And the Carnival’s going on right now. It looks like this is as
close as we’ll get to a parade.”
Laurel looked again at her watch.
“He came out fine! He stood it fine!” Dr. Courdand called out. He strode into the room, still in his surgical
gown. He grinned at Laurel from a face that poured sweat.
“And I think with luck we’re going to keep some vision in that eye.”
The table-like bed with Judge McKelva affixed to it was wheeled into the room, and he was carried past the
two women. Both his eyes were bandaged. Sandbags were packed about his head, the linen pinned across the big
motionless mound of his body close enough to bind him.
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“You didn’t tell me he’d look like that,” said Fay.
“He’s fine, he’s absolutely splendid,” said Dr. Courdand. “He’s got him a beautiful eye.”
He opened his mouth and laughed aloud. He was speaking with excitement, some carry-over of elation, as
though he’d just come in from a party.
“Why, you can’t hardly tell even who it is under all that old pack. It’s big as a house,” said Fay, staring down at
Judge McKelva.
“He’s going to surprise us all. If we can make it stick, he’s going to have a little vision he didn’t think was
coming to him! That’s a beautiful eye.”
“But look at him,” said Fay. “When’s he going to come to?”
“Oh, he’s got plenty of time,” said Dr. Courtland, on his way.
*
Judge McKelva’s head was unpillowed, lengthening the elderly, exposed throat. Not only the great dark eyes
but their heavy brows and their heavy undershadows were hidden, too, by the opaque gauze. With so much of its
dark and bright both taken from it, and with his sleeping mouth as colorless as his cheeks, his face looked
quenched.
This was a double room, but Judge McKelva had it, for the time being, to himself. Fay had stretched out a
while ago on the second bed. The first nurse had come on duty; she sat crocheting a baby’s bootee, so
automatically that she appeared to be doing it in her sleep. Laurel moved about, as if to make sure that the room
was all in order, but there was nothing to do; not yet. This was like a nowhere. Even what could be seen from the
high window might have been the rooftops of any city, colorless and tar-patched, with here and there small
mirrors of rainwater. At first, she did not realize she could see the bridge—it stood out there dull in the distance,
its function hardly evident, as if it were only another building. The river was not visible. She lowered the blind
against the wide white sky that reflected it. It seemed to her that the grayed-down, anonymous room might be
some reflection itself of Judge McKelva’s “disturbance,” his dislocated vision that had brought him here.
Then Judge McKelva began grinding and gnashing his teeth.
“Father?” Laurel moved near.
“That’s only the way he wakes up,” said Fay from her bed, without opening her eyes. “I get it every morning.”
Laurel stood near him, waiting.
“What’s the verdict?” her father presently asked, in a parched voice. “Eh, Polly?” He called Laurel by her
childhood name. “What’s your mother have to say about me?”
“Look-a-here!” exclaimed Fay. She jumped up and pattered toward his bed in her stockinged feet. “Who’s
this?” She pointed to the gold button over her breastbone.
The nurse, without stopping her crochet hook, spoke from the chair.
“Don’t go near that eye, hon! Don’t nobody touch him or monkey with that eye of his, and don’t even touch
the bed he’s on, till Dr. Courtland says touch, or somebody’ll be mighty sorry. And Dr. Courtland will skin me
alive.”
“That’s right,” said Dr. Courtland, coming in; then he bent close and spoke exuberantly into the aghast face.
“All through with my part, sir! Your part’s just starting! And yours will be harder than mine. You got to lie
still! No moving. No turning. No tears.” He smiled.
“No nothing! Just the passage of time. We’ve got to wait on your eye.” When the doctor straightened, the nurse
said,
“I wish he’d waited for me to give him a sip of water before he took off again.”
“Go ahead. Wet his whistle, he’s awake,” said Dr. Courtland and moved to the door. “He’s just possuming.”
His finger beckoned Laurel and Fay outside.
“Now listen, you’ve got to watch him. Starting now. Take turns. It’s not as easy as anybody thinks to lie still
and nothing else. I’ll talk Mrs. Martello into doing private duty at night. Laurel, a good thing you’ve got the time.
He’s going to get extra-special-care, and we’re not running any risks on Judge Mac.”
Laurel, when he’d gone, went to the pay telephone in the corridor. She called her studio; she was a professional
designer of fabrics in Chicago.
“No point in you staying just because the doctor said so,” said Fay when Laurel hung up. She had listened like
a child.
“Why, I’m staying for my own sake,” said Laurel. She decided to put off the other necessary calls. “Father’ll
need all the time both of us can give him. He’s not very well suited to being tied down.”
“O.K, that’s not a matter of life and death, is it?” said Fay in a cross voice. As they went back to the room
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together, Fay leaned over the bed and said,
“I’m glad you can’t see yourself, hon.”
Judge McKelva gave out a shocking and ragged sound, a snore, and firmed his mouth.. He asked,
“What’s the time, Fay?”
“That sounds more like you,” she said, but didn’t tell him the time. “It was that old ether talking when he came
to before,” she said to Laurel. “Why, he hadn’t even mentioned Becky, till you and Courtland started him.”
*
The Hibiscus was a half hour’s ride away on the city’s one remaining streetcar line, but through the help of one
of the floor nurses, Laurel and Fay were able to find rooms there by the week. It was a decayed mansion on a
changing street; what had been built as its twin next door was a lesson to it now: it was far along in the course of
being demolished.
Laurel hardly ever saw any of the other roomers, although the front door was never locked and the bathroom
was always busy; at the hours when she herself came and went, the Hibiscus seemed to be in the sole charge of a
cat on a chain, pacing the cracked-open floral tiles that paved the front gallery. Long in the habit of rising early,
she said she would be with her father by seven. She would stay until three, when Fay would come to sit until
eleven; Fay could ride the streetcar back in the safe company of the nurse, who lived nearby. And Mrs. Martello
said she would take on the private duty late shift for the sake of one living man, that Dr. Courtland. So the pattern
was set.
It meant that Laurel and Fay were hardly ever in the same place at the same time, except during the hours
when they were both asleep in their rooms at the Hibiscus.. These were adjoining—really half rooms; the partition
between their beds was only a landlord’s strip of wallboard. Where there was no intimacy, Laurel shrank from
contact; she shrank from that thin board and from the vague apprehension that some night she might hear Fay cry
or laugh like a stranger at something she herself would rather not know.
In the mornings, Judge McKelva ground his teeth, Laurel spoke to him, he waked up, and found out from
Laurel how she was and what time her watch showed. She gave him his breakfast; while she fed him she could
read him the Picayune.\fn{The Times-Picayune, a New Orleans daily newspaper.} Then while he was being washed and
shaved she went to her own breakfast in the basement cafeteria. The trick was not to miss the lightning visits of
Dr. Courtland. On lucky days, she rode up in the elevator with him.
“It’s clearing some,” Dr. Courtland said. “It’s not to be hurried.”
By this time, only the operated eye had to be covered. A hive-like dressing stood on top of it. Judge McKelva
seemed inclined to still lower the lid over his good eye. Perhaps, open, it could see the other eye’s bandage. He
lay as was asked of him, without moving. He never asked about his eye. He never mentioned his eye. Laurel
followed his lead.
Neither did he ask about her. His old curiosity would have prompted a dozen specific questions about how she
was managing to stay here, what was happening up in Chicago, who had given her her latest commission, when
she would have to go. She had left in the middle of her present job—designing a theater curtain for a repertory
theater. Her father left his questions unasked. But both knew, and for the same reason, that bad days go better
without any questions at all.
He’d loved being read to, once. With good hopes, she brought in a stack of paperbacks and began on the
newest of his favorite detective novelist. He listened but without much comment. She went back to one of the old
ones they’d both admired, and he listened with greater quiet. Pity stabbed her. Did they move too fast for him
now?
Part of her father’s silence Laurel laid, at first, to the delicacy he had always shown in family feelings. (There
had only been the three of them.) Here was his daughter, come to help him and yet wrenched into idleness; she
could not help him. Fay was accurate about it: any stranger could tell him the time. Eventually, Laurel saw that
her father had accepted her uselessness with her presence all along. What occupied his full mind was time itself;
time passing: he was concentrating.
She was always conscious, once she knew, of the effort being made in this room, hour after hour, from his
motionless bed; and she was conscious of time along with him, setting her inner chronology with his, more or less
as if they needed to keep in step for a long walk ahead of them. The Venetian blind was kept lowered to let in only
a two-inch strip of March daylight at the window. Laurel sat so that this light fell into her lap onto her book, and
Judge McKelva, holding himself motionless, listened to her read, then turn the page, as if he were silently
counting; and knew each page by its number.
*
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The day came when Judge McKelva was asked to share the room with another patient. When Laurel walked in
one morning, she saw an old man, older than her father, wearing new, striped cotton pajamas and an old broad
brimmed black felt hat, rocking in the chair by the second bed. Laurel could see the peppering of red road dust on
the old man’s hat above his round blue eyes.
“This is too strong a light for my father, I’m afraid, sir,” she said to him.
“Mr. Dalzell pulled the blind down during the night,” said Mrs. Martello, speaking in a nurse’s ventriloquist
voice.
“Didn’t you pull it down?” she shrieked.
Judge McKelva did not betray that he was awake, but the old man rocking appeared as oblivious as the Judge
to the sound of their voices.
“He’s blind, and nearly deaf in the bargain,” Mrs. Martello said proudly. “And he’s going in surgery just as
soon as they get him all fixed up for it. He’s got a malignancy.”
“I had to pull the vine down to get the possum,” Mr. Dalzell piped up, while Laurel and the nurse struggled
together to string the blind back into place. Dr. Courtland came in and did it.
*
Mr. Dalzell proved to be a fellow Mississippian. He was from Fox Hill. Almost immediately, he convinced
himself that Judge McKelva was his long-lost son Archie Lee.
“Archie Lee,” he said, “I might’ve known if you ever did come home, you’d come home drunk.”
Judge McKelva once would have smiled. Now he lay as ever, his good eye closed, or open on the ceiling, and
had no words to spare.
“Don’t you worry about Mr. Dalzell,” Mrs. Martello said to Laurel as they prepared one morning to change
places. “Your daddy just lets Mr. Dalzell rave. He keeps just as still, laying there just like he’s supposed to. He’s
good as gold. Mr. Dalzell’s nothing you got to worry about.”
3
“Nothing to do but give it more time,” said Dr. Courtland regularly. “It’s clearing. I believe we’re getting us an
eye that’s going to see a little bit.”
But although Dr. Courtland paid his daily visits as to a man recovering, to Laurel her father seemed to be
paying some unbargained-for price for his recovery. He lay there unchangeably big and heavy, full of effort yet
motionless, while his face looked tireder every morning, the circle under his visible eye thick as paint. He opened
his mouth and swallowed what she offered him with the obedience of an old man—obedience! She felt ashamed
to let him act out the part in front of her. She managed a time or two (by moving heaven and earth) to have some
special dish prepared for him outside; but he might as well have been spooned out hospital grits, canned peaches,
and Jello, for all that food distracted him out of his patience—out of his unnatural reticence: he had yet to say he
would be all right.
One day, she had the luck to detect an old copy of Nicholas Nickleby on the dusty top shelf in the paperback
store. That would reach his memory, she believed, and she began next morning reading it to her father.
He did not ask her to stop; neither could he help her when she lost their place. Of course, she was not able to
read aloud with her mother’s speed and vivacity—that was probably what he missed. In the course of an hour, he
rolled his visible eye her way, though he rationed himself on the one small movement he was permitted, and lay
for a long time looking at her. She was not sure he was listening to the words.
“Is that all?” his patient voice asked, when she paused.
“You got that gun loaded yet?” called Mr. Dalzell. “Archie Lee, I declare I want to see you load that gun before
they start to coming.”
“That’s the boy. You go right on hunting all night in your mind,” Mrs. Martello stoutly told Mr. Dalzell. She
would never in a year dare to get so possessive of Judge McKelva, Laurel reflected, or find something in his
predicament that she could joke about. She had gained no clue but one to what he used to be like in Mount Salus.
“He’s still keeping as good as gold,” she greeted Laurel every morning. “It’s nothing but goodness—I don’t
think he sleeps all that steady.”
Mrs. Martello had crocheted twenty-seven pairs of bootees. Bootees were what she counted.
“You’d be surprised how fast I give out of ’em,” she said. “It’s the most popular present there is.”
Judge McKelva had years ago developed a capacity for patience, ready if it were called on. But in this
affliction, he seemed to Laurel to lie in a dream of patience. He seldom spoke now unless he was spoken to, and
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then, which was wholly unlike him, after a wait—as if he had to catch up. He didn’t try any more to hold her in
his good eye.
He lay more and more with both eyes closed. She dropped her voice sometimes, and then sat still.
“I’m not asleep,” said her father. “Please don’t stop reading.”
*
“What do you think of his prospects now?” Laurel asked Dr. Courtland, following him out into the corridor.
“It’s three weeks.”
“Three weeks! Lord, how they fly,” he said. He believed he hid the quick impatience of his mind, and moving
and speaking with deliberation he did hide it—then showed it all in his smile.
“He’s doing all right. Lungs clear, heart strong, blood pressure not a bit worse than it was before. And that
eye’s clearing. I think he’s got some vision coming, just a little bit around the edge, you know, Laurel, but if the
cataract catches up with him, I want him seeing enough to find his way around the garden. A little longer. Let’s
play safe.” Going down on the elevator with him, another time, she asked,
“Is it the drugs he has to take that make him seem such a distance away?”
He pinched a frown into his freckled forehead.
“Well, no two people react in just the same way to anything.” They held the elevator for him to say,
“People are different, Laurel.”
“Mother was different,” she said.
*
Laurel felt reluctant to leave her father now in the afternoons. She stayed and read. Nicholas Nickleby had
seemed as endless to her as time must seem to him, and it had now been arranged between them, without words,
that she was to sit there beside him and read—but silently, to herself. He too was completely silent while she read.
Without being able to see her as she sat by his side, he seemed to know when she turned each page, as though he
kept up, through the succession of pages, with time, checking off moment after moment; and she felt it would be
heartless to close her book until she’d read him to sleep.
One day, Fay came in and caught Laurel sitting up asleep herself, in her spectacles.
“Putting your eyes out, too? I told him if he hadn’t spent so many years of his life poring over dusty old books,
his eyes would have more strength saved up for now, Fay told her. She sidled closer to the bed.
“About ready to get up, hon?” she cried. “Listen, they’re holding parades out yonder right now. Look what
they threw me off the float!”
Shadows from the long green eardrops she’d come in wearing made soft little sideburns down her small, intent
face as she pointed to them, scolding him.
“What’s the good of a Carnival if we don’t get to go, hon?”
It was still incredible to Laurel that her father, at nearly seventy, should have let anyone new, a beginner, walk
in on his life, that he had even agreed to pardon such a thing.
“Father, where did you meet her?” Laurel had asked when, a year and a half ago, she had flown down to
Mount Salus to see them married.
“Southern Bar Association.”
With both arms he had made an expansive gesture that she correctly read as the old Gulf Coast Hotel. Fay had
had a part-time job there; she was in the typist pool. A month after the convention, he brought her home to Mount
Salus, and they were married in the Courthouse.
Perhaps she was forty, and so younger than Laurel. There was little even of forty in her looks except the line of
her neck and the backs of her little square, idle hands. She was bony and blue-veined; as a child she had very
possibly gone undernourished. Her hair was still a childish tow. It had the tow texture, as if, well rubbed between
the fingers, those curls might have gone to powder. She had round, country-blue eyes and a little feist jaw. When
Laurel flew down from Chicago to be present at the ceremony, Fay’s response to her kiss had been to say,
“It wasn’t any use in you bothering to come so far.”
She’d smiled as though she meant her scolding to flatter. What Fay told Laurel now, nearly every afternoon at
the changeover, was almost the same thing. Her flattery and her disparagement sounded just alike.
It was strange, though, how Fay never called anyone by name. Only she had said “Becky”: Laurel’s mother,
who had been dead ten years by the time Fay could have first heard of her, when she had married Laurel’s father.
“What on earth made Becky give you a name like that?” she’d asked Laurel, on that first occasion.
“It’s the state flower of West Virginia,” Laurel told her, smiling. “Where my mother came from.”
Fay hadn’t smiled back. She’d given her a wary look. One later night, at the Hibiscus, Laurel tapped at Fay’s
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door.
“What do you want?” Fay asked as she opened it.
She thought the time had come to know Fay a little better. She sat down on one of the hard chairs in the narrow
room and asked her about her family.
“My family?” said Fay. “None of ’em living. That’s why I ever left Texas and came to Mississippi. We may not
have had much, out in Texas, but we were always so close. Never had any secrets from each other, like some
families. Sis was just like my twin. My brothers were all so unselfish! After Papa died, we all gave up everything
for Mama, of course. Now that she’s gone, I’m glad we did. Oh, I wouldn’t have run off and left anybody that
needed me. Just to call myself an artist and make a lot of money.”
Laurel did not try again, and Fay never at any time knocked at her door. Now Fay walked around Judge
McKelva’s bed and cried,
“Look! Look what I got to match my eardrops! How do you like ’em, hon? Don’t you want to let’s go
dancing?”
She stood on one foot and held a shoe in the air above his face. It was green, with a stilletto heel. Had the shoe
been a written page, some brief she’d concocted on her own, he looked at it in her hands there for long enough to
read it through. But he didn’t speak.
“But just let me try slipping out a minute in ’em, would he ever let me hear about it!” Fay said. She gave him a
smile, to show her remark was meant for him to hear. He offered no reply.
Laurel stayed on, until now the supper trays began to rattle.
“Archie Lee, you gonna load that gun or you rather be caught napping?” Mr. Dalzell called out.
“Mr. Dalzell reminds me of my old grandpa,” said Fay. “I’m not sorry to have him in here. He’s company.”
The floor nurse came in to feed Mr. Dalzell, then to stick him with a needle, while Fay helped Judge McKelva
with his supper—mostly by taking bite for bite. Laurel stayed on until out in the corridor the lights came on and
the room went that much darker.
“Maybe you can sleep now, Father—you haven’t been asleep all day,” said Laurel.
Fay switched on the night light by the bed. Placed low, and not much more powerful than a candle flame, it
touched Judge McKelva’s face without calling forth a flicker of change in its patient expression. Laurel saw now
that his hair had grown long on the back of his neck, not black but white and feather-like.
“Tell me something you would like to have,” Laurel begged him.
Fay, bending down over him, placed her lighted cigarette between his lips. His chest lifted visibly as he drew
on it, and after a moment she took it away and his chest slowly fell as the smoke slowly traveled out of his mouth.
She bent and gave it to him again.
“There’s something,” she said.
“Don’t let the fire go out, son!” called Mr. Dalzell.
“No sir! Everything around this camp’s being took good care of, Mr. Dalzell!” yelled the floor nurse, coming
to the door. “You just crawl right in your tent and say your prayers good and go to sleep.”
Laurel stood, and said goodnight.
“Dr. Courtland believes the time’s almost here to try your pinhole specs,” she dared to add. “Do you hear,
Father?”
He, who had been the declared optimist, had not once expressed hope. Now it was she who was offering it to
him. And it might be false hope.
There was no response in the room. Judge McKelva, like Mr. Dalzell, lay in the dark, and Fay crouched in the
rocker, one cheek on the windowsill, with a peep on the crack.
Laurel went reluctantly away.
4
It was not that night but the next that Laurel, in her room at the Hibiscus, having already undressed, suddenly
dressed again. As she ran down the steps into the warm, uneasy night, the roof light went on in a passing cab. She
hailed and ran for it.
“You don’t know how lucky you are, sister,” said the driver. “Getting you something-to-ride on a night like
tonight.”
The interior of the cab reeked of bourbon, and as they passed under a streetlight she saw a string of cheap
green beads on the floor—a favor tossed from a parade float. The driver took back streets, squeezing around at
526

every corner, it seemed to Laurel, who was straining forward; but when she let down the window glass for air, she
heard the same mocking trumpet playing with a band from the same distance away. Then she heard more than one
band, heard rival bands playing up distant streets.
Perhaps what she had felt was no more than the atmospheric oppression of a Carnival night, of crowds running
wild in the streets of a strange city. And at the very beginning of the day, when she entered her father’s room, she
thought something had already happened to Mr. Dalzell. He was up on a wheeled table, baldheaded as an infant,
hook-nosed and silent—they had taken away his teeth. It was only that something was going to happen. A pair of
orderlies came during Judge McKelva’s breakfast to take Mr. Dalzell to the operating room. As he was wheeled
out, no longer vigilant, into the corridor, his voice trailed back,
“Told you rascals not to let the fire go out.”
They had still not brought him back when Laurel left.
A strange milky radiance shone in a hospital corridor at night, like moonlight on some deserted street. The
whitened floor, the whitened walls and ceiling, were set with narrow bands of black receding into the distance,
along which the spaced-out doors, graduated from large to small, were all closed. Laurel had never noticed the
design in the tiling before, like some clue she would need to follow to get to the right place. But of course the last
door on the right of the corridor, the one standing part way open as usual, was still her father’s.
An intense, tight little voice from inside there said at that moment in high pitch,
“I tell you enough is enough!”
Laurel was halted. A thousand packthreads seemed to cross and crisscross her skin, binding her there. The
voice said, even higher,
“This is my birthday!”
Laurel saw Mrs. Martello go running from the nurse’s station into the room. Then Mrs. Martello reappeared,
struggling her way backwards. She was pulling Fay, holding her bodily. A scream shot out and ricocheted from
walls and ceiling. Fay broke free from the nurse, whirled, and with high-raised knees and white face came running
down the corridor. Fists drumming against her temples, she knocked against Laurel as if Laurel wasn’t there. Her
high heels let off a fusillade of sounds as she passed and hurled herself into the waiting room with voice rising,
like a child looking for its mother.
Mrs. Martello came panting up to Laurel, heavy on her rubber heels.
“She laid hands on him! She said if he didn’t snap out of it, she’d—”
The veneer of nurse slipped from Mrs. Martello—she pushed up at Laurel the red, shocked face of a
Mississippi countrywoman as her voice rose to a clear singsong.
“She taken ahold of him. She was abusing him.”
The word went echoing.
“I think she was fixing to pull him out of that bed. I think she thought she could! Sure, she wasn’t able to move
that mountain!” Mrs. Martello added wildly, “She’s not a nurse!”
She swung her starched body around and sent her voice back toward Judge McKelva’s door.
“What’s the matter with that woman? Does she want to ruin your eye?”
At last her legs drove her. Laurel ran. The door stood wide open, and inside the room’s darkness a watery
constellation hung, throbbing and near. She was looking straight out at the whole Mississippi River Bridge in
lights. She found her way, the night light was burning. Her father’s right arm was free of the cover and lay out on
the bed. It was bare to the shoulder, its skin soft and gathered, like a woman’s sleeve. It showed her that he was no
longer concentrating. At the sting in her eyes, she remembered for him that there must be no tears in his, and she
reached to put her hand into his open hand and press it gently.
He made what seemed to her a response at last, yet a mysterious response. His whole, pillowless head went
dusky, as if he laid it under the surface of dark, pouring water and held it there.
Every light in the room blazed on. Dr. Courtland, a dark shape, shoved past her to the bed. He set his fingertips
to her father’s wrist. Then his hand passed over the operated eye; with its same delicacy it opened the good eye.
He bent over and stared in, without speaking. He knocked back the sheet and laid the side of his head against her
father’s gowned chest; for a moment his own eyes closed.
It was her father who appeared to Laurel as the one listening. His upper lip had lifted, short and soft as a
child’s, showing ghostly-pale teeth which no one ever saw when he spoke or laughed. It gave him the smile of a
child who is hiding in the dark while the others hunt him, waiting to be found.
Now the doctor’s hand swung and drove for the signal button.
“Get out in a hurry. And collar his wife and hold her. Both of you go in the waiting room, stay there till I
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come.”
The nurse pushed into the room, with another nurse at her shoulder.
“Now what did he pull?” Mrs. Martello cried.
The other nurse whipped the curtains along the rod between the two beds, shutting out Mr. Dalzell’s neat,
vacated bed and the rocking chair with the felt hat hanging on it. With her toe, she kicked out of her way the fallen
window blind lying there on the floor.
Dr. Courtland, using both hands, drew Laurel outside the room.
“Laurel, no time to lose.” He closed the door on her. But in the hall, she heard him give an answer to the nurse.
“The renegade! I believe he’s just plain sneaked out on us.”
*
In the waiting room, Fay stood being patted by an old woman who was wearing bedroom slippers and holding
a half-eaten banana in her free hand.
“Night after night, sitting up there with him, putting the food in his mouth, giving him his straw, letting him
use up my cigarettes, keeping him from thinking!”
Fay was crying on the woman’s bosom.
“Then to get hauled out by an uppity nurse who doesn’t know my business from hers!”
Laurel went up to her.
“Fay, it can’t be much more serious. The doctor’s closed in with Father now.”
“Never speak to me again!” shrieked Fay without turning around. “That nurse dragged me and pushed me, and
you’re the one let her do it!”
“Dr. Courtland wants us to stay here till he calls us.”
“You bet I’m staying! Just wait till he hears what I’ve got to say to him!” cried Fay.
“You pore little woman,” said the old woman easily. “Don’t they give us all a hard time.”
“I believe he’s dying,” said Laurel.
Fay spun around, darted out her head, and spat at her. The old woman said,
“Now whoa. Why don’t you-all take a seat and save your strength? Just wait and let them come tell you about
it. They will.”
There was an empty chair in the circle pulled up around a table, and Fay sat down among five or six grown
men and women who all had the old woman’s likeness. Their coats were on the table in a heap together, and open
shoeboxes and paper sacks stood about on the floor; they were a family in the middle of their supper.
Laurel began walking, past this group and the others who were sprawled or sleeping in chairs and on couches,
past the television screen where a pale-blue group of Westerners silently shot it out with one another, and as far as
the door into the hall, where she stood for a minute looking at the clock in the wall above the elevators, then
walked her circle again. The family Fay had sat down with never let the conversation die.
“Go on in there, Archie Lee, it’s still your turn,” the old woman said.
“I ain’t ready to go.” A great hulking man in a short coat like a red blanket, who was too gray-headed to be her
child, spoke like her child and took a drink from a pint bottle of whiskey.
“They still ain’t letting us in but one at a time. It’s your turn,” the old woman said. She went on to Fay.
“You from Mississippi? We’re from Mississippi. Most of us claims Fox Hill.”
“I’m not from Mississippi. I’m from Texas.” She let out a long cry.
“Yours been operated on? Ours been operated on,” said one of the daughters to Fay. “He’s been in intensive
care ever since they got through with him. His chances are a hundred to one against.”
“Go on in yonder, scare-cat,” ordered the mother.
“They went in my husband’s eye without consulting my feelings and next they try to run me out of this
hospital!” cried Fay.
“Mama, it’s Archie Lee’s turn, and I come after you. Go yourself,” said the daughter.
“I reckon you’ll have to excuse me a minute,” the old woman said to Fay. She began brushing at her bosom
where Fay had cried, shaking herself to get the crumbs off her skirt. “I declare, I’m getting to where I ain’t got
much left to say to Dad myself.”
“You know what his face looks like to me? A piece of paper,” said a wizened-looking daughter.
“I ain’t going to tell him that,” said the old woman.
“Tell him you ain’t got too much longer to stay,” suggested one of the sons.
“Ask him if he knows who you are,” said the wizened-looking daughter.
“Or you can just try keeping your mouth shut,” said Archie Lee.
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“He’s your dad, the same as mine,” warned the old woman. “I’m going in because you skipped your turn. Now
wait for me! Don’t run off and leave me.”
“He don’t know I’m living,” said Archie Lee, as the woman trudged through the doorway in Indian moccasins.
He tilted up the bottle: Mr. Dalzell’s son, long lost.
Fay sobbed the louder after the old woman went.
“How you like Mississippi?” Mr. Dalzell’s family asked, almost in a chorus.
“Don’t you think it’s friendly?” asked the wizened daughter.
“I guess I’m used to Texas.”
“Mississippi is the best state in the Union,” said Archie Lee and he put his feet up and stretched out full length
on the couch.
“I didn’t say I didn’t have kin here. I had a grandpa living close to Bigbee, Mississippi,” Fay said.
“Now you’re talking!” the youngest girl said. “We know right where Bigbee is, could find it for you right now.
Fox Hill is harder to find than Bigbee. But we don’t think it’s lonesome, because by the time you get all of us
together, there’s nine of us, not counting the tadpoles. Ten, if Granddad gets over this. He’s got cancer.”
“Cancer’s what my dad had. And Grandpa! Grandpa loved me better than all the rest. That sweet old man, he
died in my arms,” Fay said, glaring at Laurel across the room. “They died, but not before they did every bit they
could to help themselves, and tried all their might to get better, for our sakes. They said they knew, if they just
tried hard enough—”
“I always tell mine to have faith,” said the wizened daughter.
And as if their vying and trouble-swapping were the order of the day, or the order of the night, in the waiting
room, they were all as unaware of the passing of the minutes as the man on the couch, whose dangling hand now
let the bottle drop and slide like an empty slipper across the floor into Laurel’s path. She walked on, giving them
the wide berth of her desolation.
“Wish they’d give Dad something to drink. Wash his mouth out,” said the old mother coming back—Laurel
nearly met her in the door.
“Remember Mamie’s boy?” Another family had come in, grouping themselves around the Coke machine. The
man who was working it called out,
“He shot hisself or somebody shot him, one. He begged for water. The hospital wouldn’t give him none.
Honey, he died wanting water.”
“I remember Joe Boy Bush from Bruintown,” a man retorted, turning around from the television screen. “He
was laying there going without water and he reached himself over and bit that tube in two and drunk that glucose.
And drunk ever’ drop that was in it. And that fool, in two weeks he was up out of that bed and they send him
home.”
“Two weeks! Guess how long they’ve held us here!” cried Fay.
“If they don’t give your dad no water by next time round, tell you what, we’ll go in there all together and pour
it down him,” promised the old mother. “If he’s going to die, I don’t want him to die wanting water.”
“That’s talking, M’ama.”
“Ain’t that true, Archie Lee?” But Archie Lee lay on the couch with his mouth open.
“There’s a fair sight. I’m glad his dad can’t walk in on us and see him,” said the old woman. “No, if Dad’s
going to die I ain’t going to let him die wanting water!” she insisted, and the others began raggedly laughing.
“We’ll pour it down him!” cried the mother. “He ain’t going to stand a chance against us!”
The family laughed louder, as if there could be no helping it. Some of the other families joined in. It seemed to
Laurel that in another moment the whole waiting room would dissolve itself in waiting-room laughter.
Dr. Courtland stood in the doorway, the weight of his watch in his hand.
*
When Laurel and Fay reached him, he drew them into the elevator hall. The door to Judge McKelva’s room
stood closed.
“I couldn’t save him.”
He laid a hand on the sleeve of each woman, standing between them. He bent his head, but that did not hide
the aggrievement, indignation, that was in his voice.
“He’s gone, and his eye was healing.”
“Are you trying to tell me you let my husband die?” Fay cried.
“He collapsed.”
Fatigue had pouched the doctor’s face, his cheeks hung gray. He kept his touch on their arms.
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“You picked my birthday to do it on!” Fay screamed out, just as Mrs. Martello came out of the room. She
closed the door behind her. She was carrying a hamper. She pretended not to see them as she drummed past on her
heels.
Laurel felt the Doctor's hand shift to grip her arm; she had been about to go straight to the unattended. He
began walking the two women toward the elevators. Laurel became aware that he was in evening clothes. At the
elevator he got in with them, still standing between them.
“Maybe we asked too much of him,” he said grudgingly. “And yet he didn’t have to hold out much longer.” He
looked protestingly at the lighted floors flashing by.
“I’d been waiting to know how well that eye would see!” Fay said,
“I knew better than let you go in that eye to start with. That eye was just as bright and cocky as yours is right
now. He just took a scratch from an old rose briar! He would have got over that, it would all be forgotten now!
Nature would have tended to it. But you thought you knew better!”
Without taking her eyes from him, she began crying.
Dr. Courtland looked at her briefly, as if he had seen many like Fay. As they were leaving the elevator among
all the other passengers, he looked with the ghost of a smile into Laurel’s face. In a moment he said,
“He helped me through medical school, kept me going when Daddy died. A sacrifice in those days. The
Depression hit and he helped me get my start.”
“Some things don’t bear going into,” Laurel said.
“No,” he said. “No.”
He took off his glasses and put them away, as if he and she had just signed their names to these words. He said
then,
“Laurel, there’s nobody from home with you. Would you care to put up with us for the rest of the night? Betty
would be so glad. Trouble is, there’s goings-on, and of course more to follow. Dell—our oldest girl’s eighteen—”
Laurel shook her head.
“I’ve got my driver waiting outside, though,” Dr. Courtland went on. “As soon as you-all finish at the office,
I’ll send you where you’re going, with something for you both to make you sleep.”
“All I hope is you lay awake tonight and remember how little you were good for!” cried Fay.
He took them on, through the necessary office gates, and when they came outside the hospital into the air and
the sounds of city streets and of tonight, he helped them into his car.
“I’ll phone Adele,” he said to Laurel. That was his sister in Mount Salus. “You can take him home tomorrow.”
Still he did not turn to go back into the building, but stood there by the car, his hand on the door he had closed.
He gave the drawn-out moment up to uselessness. She felt it might have been the hardest thing he had done all
day, or all his life.
“I wish I could have saved him,” he said.
Laurel touched her hand to the window glass. He waved then, and quickly turned.
“Thank you for nothing!” Fay screamed above the whirr of their riding away.
*
Laurel was still gearing herself to the time things took. It was slow going through the streets. There were many
waits. Now and then the driver had to shout from the wheel before they could proceed.
Fay grabbed Laurel’s arm as she would have grabbed any stranger’s.
“I saw a man—I saw a man and he was dressed up like a skeleton and his date was in a long white dress, with
snakes for hair, holding up a bunch of lilies! Coming down the steps of that house like they’re just starting out!”
Then she cried out again, the longing, or the anger, of her whole life all in her voice at one time,
“Is it the—Carnival?”
Laurel heard a band playing and another band moving in on top of it. She heard the crowd noise, the
unmistakable sound of hundreds, of thousands, of people blundering.
“I saw a man in Spanish moss, a whole suit of Spanish moss, all by himself on the sidewalk. He was vomiting
right in public,” said Fay. “Why did I have to be shown that?”
“Where you come from?” the driver said scornfully. “This here is Mardi Gras night.”
When they reached there, they found that the Carnival was overflowing the Hibiscus too. Masqueraders were
coming and going. The cat was off its chain and let inside; it turned its seamed face to look at them and pranced
up the staircase and waited for them on the landing, dressed in a monkey coat sewn with sequins.
“All on my birthday. Nobody told me this was what was going to happen to me!” Fay cried before she
slammed her door.
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Her sobbing, the same two close-together, accusing notes running over and over, went on for a time against the
thin sounding-board between the two beds. Laurel lay in the dark waiting for it to reach its end. The house took
longer than Fay did to go to sleep; the city longer than the house. Eventually she heard the ludicrous sound of
chirping frogs emerge from the now completed excavation next door. Toward morning there was the final, parting
shot of a pistol fired far off. Nothing came after that; no echo.
*
They got away in the afternoon. Judge McKelva’s body was on board the smooth New Orleans-Chicago train
he had always so enjoyed traveling on; he had taken full pleasure in the starched white damask tablecloths, the
real rosebud in the silver vase, the celery crisp on ice, the strawberries fresh from Hammond in their season; and
the service. The days of the train itself were numbered now.
In the last car, the two women lay back in chairs in their compartment partitioned off from the observation
section behind. Fay had kicked off her shoes. She lay with her head turned away, not speaking.
Set deep in the swamp, where the black trees were welling with buds like red drops, was one low beech that
had kept its last year’s leaves, and it appeared to Laurel to travel along with their train, gliding at a magic speed
through the cypresses they left behind. It was her own reflection in the windowpane—the beech tree was her
head. Now it was gone. As the train left the black swamp and pulled out into the space of Pontchartrain, the
window filled with a featureless sky over pale smooth water, where a seagull was hanging with wings fixed, like a
stopped clock on a wall. She must have slept, for nothing seemed to have changed before her eyes until the
seagull became the hands on the clock in the Courthouse dome lit up in the night above Mount Salus trees.
Fay slept still. When Laurel had to touch her shoulder to wake her, Fay struggled and said,
“Oh no, no, not any more.”
TWO
1
The ancient porter was already rolling his iron-wheeled wagon to meet the baggage car, before the train halted.
All six of Laurel’s bridesmaids, as they still called themselves, were waiting on the station platform. Miss
Adele Courtland stood out in front of them. She was Dr. Courtland’s sister, looking greatly aged. As Laurel went
first down the steps, Miss Adele softly placed her hands together, then spread her arms.
“Polly,” she said.
“What are you here for?” asked Fay, as Laurel moved from one embrace into another.
“We came to meet you,” Tish Bullock said. “And to take you home.”
Laurel was aware of the row of lighted windows already sliding away behind her. The train gathered speed as
swiftly as it had brought itself to a halt. It went out of sight while the wagon, loaded with the long box now, and
attended by a stranger in a business suit, was wheeled slowly back along the platform and steered to where a
hearse, backed in among the cars, stood with its door wide.
“Daddy wanted to come, Laurel, but we’ve been trying to spare him,” said Tish, with protective eyes following
what was happening to the coffin. Her arm was linked in Laurel’s.
“I’m Mr. Pitts, hope you remember me,” said the businessman, appearing at Laurel’s other side. “Now what
would you like done with your father?” When she didn’t speak, he went on,
“May we have him in our parlor? Or would you prefer him to repose at the residence?”
“My father? Why—at his home,” said Laurel, stammering.
“At the residence. Until the hour of services. As was the case with the first Mrs. McKelva,” said the man. “I’m
Mrs. McKelva now. If you’re the undertaker, you do your business with me,” said Fay.
Tish Bullock winked at Laurel. It was a moment before she remembered: this was the bridesmaids’ automatic
signal in moments of acute joy or distress, to show solidarity.
There was a deep boom, like the rolling in of an ocean wave. The hearse door had been slammed shut.
“ … and you may have him back in the morning by ten A.M.,” the undertaker was saying to Fay. “But first, me
and you need to have a little meeting of the minds in a quiet, dignified place where you can be given the
opportunity—”
“You bet your boots,” said Fay.
The hearse pulled away, then. It turned to the left on Main Street, blotted out the Courthouse fence, and
disappeared behind the Presbyterian Church. Mr. Pitts turned to make his bow to Laurel.
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“I’ll return this lady to you by-and-by,” he said.
Miss Adele took Laurel’s coat over her arm and the bridesmaids gathered up all the suitcases. The old Bullock
Chrysler had been waiting.
It was first-dark in the town of Mount Salus. They turned right on Main Street and drove the three and a half
blocks.
The McKelva house was streaming light from every window, upstairs and down. As Tish passed the row of
parked cars and turned up into the driveway, Laurel saw that the daffodils were in bloom, long streamers of them
reaching down the yard, hundreds of small white trumpets. Tish lightly touched the horn, and the front door
opened and still more light streamed out, in which the solid form of Miss Tennyson Bullock walked out and stood
on the porch.
Laurel ran from the car and across the grass and up the front steps. Miss Tennyson—Tish’s mother—was
calling to her in ringing tones, “And he was such a precious, after all!”
She folded Laurel close.
Half a dozen—a dozen—old family friends had been waiting here in the house. They came out into the hall
from the rooms on both sides as Laurel walked in. Most of them had practiced-for smiles on their faces, and they
all called her “Laurel McKelva,” just as they always called her. Here at his own home, inside his own front door,
there was nobody who seemed to be taken by surprise at what had happened to Judge McKelva. Laurel seemed to
remember that Presbyterians were good at this.
But there was a man’s deep groan from the dining room, and Major Bullock came swinging out into the hall,
cutting through the welcomers, protesting.
“I’m not even going to have it, I say. He was never sick a day in his life!”
Laurel went to meet him and kissed his flushed cheek.
He was the only man here. It might have been out of some sense of delicacy that the bridesmaids and the older
ladies, those who were not already widows, had all made their husbands stay home tonight. Miss Tennyson, who
had relieved Laurel of her handbag and crushed gloves, smoothed back the part into her hair. She had been
Laurel’s mother’s oldest friend, the first person she’d met when she came to Mount Salus as a bride. Now she
gave a sidelong glance at Tish and asked her,
“Did Mr. Pitts manage to catch Fay?”
“He’s going to return her to us by-and-by.” Tish mocked him perfectly.
“Poor little woman! How is she taking it, Laurel?” asked Major Bullock. At last she said,
“I don’t think I can safely predict about Fay.”
“Let’s not make Laurel try,” suggested Miss Adele Courtland.
Miss Tennyson led Laurel into the dining room. The bridesmaids had been setting out a buffet. On the little
side table, where Major Bullock, standing with his back to them, was quickly finishing up something, was the
drinks tray with some bottles and glasses. Laurel found herself sitting at her old place at the dinner table, the only
one seated, while everybody else was trying to wait on her. Miss Tennyson stood right at her shoulder, to make
her eat.
“What are all these people doing in my house?”
That was Fay’s voice in the hall.
“You’ve got pies three deep in the pantry, and an icebox ready to pop,” said Miss Tennyson, going out to meet
her. “And a dining room table that might keep you from going to bed hungry.”
“Well, I didn’t know I was giving a reception,” said Fay. She came as far as the dining room doors and stared
in.
“We’re Laurel’s friends, Fay,” Tish reminded her. “The six of us right here, we were her bridesmaids.”
“A lot of good her bridesmaids will ever do me. And who’s making themselves at home in my parlor?” She
crossed the hall.
“Fay, those are the last, devoted remnants of the old Garden Club, of which I’m now president,” said Miss
Tennyson. “Here now for—for Laurel’s mother’s sake.”
“What’s Becky’s Garden Club got to do with me?” exclaimed Fay. She stuck her head inside the parlor door
and said, “The funeral’s not till tomorrow.”
“They’re a hard bunch to put off till tomorrow,” said Miss Tennyson. “They picked their flowers and they
brought ’em.”
Laurel left her chair and went out to Miss Tennyson and the gathering ladies.
“They’re all Father’s friends, Fay. They’re exactly the ones he’d have counted on to be here in the house to
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meet us,” she said. “And I count on them.”
“Well, it’s evermore unfair. I haven’t got anybody to count on but me, myself, and I.” Fay's eyes traveled to the
one man in the gathering and she accused him. “I haven’t got one soul.”
She let out a cry, and streaked up the stairs.
“Poor little woman, she’s the helpless kind,” said Major Bullock. “We’re going to have to see about her.”
He looked around him, and there were the suitcases, still standing near the front door. Three of them: one was
Judge McKelva’s. Major Bullock loaded himself and walked upstairs with them. When he came back, almost
immediately, his step was even heavier. Straight-armed, he carried at full length on its hanger a suit of black
winter clothes. It swayed more widely than he swayed in negotiating the turn on the landing. There was a shoebox
in his other hand and a leather case under his arm.
“She’s sending me down to Pitts’, Tennyson,” he said. “Carrying him these.”
“Naked through the streets?” Miss Tennyson objected. “But I suppose you couldn’t let her go to the trouble of
packing them.”
“A man wanted to get on out of the room,” he said stiffly. But his arm gave at the elbow, and the suit for a
moment sagged; the trousers folded to the floor. He stood there in the middle of the women and cried. He said,
“I just can’t believe it yet! Can’t believe Clint’s gone for good and Pitts has got him down there—”
“All right, I’ll believe it for you,” said Miss Tennyson, on her way to him. She rescued the suit and hung it
over his arm for him, so that it was less clumsy for him and looked less like a man.
“Now go on and do like she told you. You insisted on being here tonight!”
Upstairs, the bedroom door was rather weakly slammed. Laurel had never heard it slammed before. She went
and laid her cheek for a moment against Major Bullock’s, aware of the tears on it and the bourbon on his breath.
He propelled himself forward and out of the lighted house.
“Daddy, wait! I’ll drive you!” Tish called, running.
It was the break-up, and when they’d all said goodnight, promising to return in the morning in plenty of time,
Laurel saw them to the door and stood waiting until their cars had driven away. Then she walked back through the
parlor as far as the doorway into the library behind it. There was her father’s old chair sitting up to his desk.
The sound of plates being laid carefully one on top of the other reached her then from the kitchen. She walked
in through the pantry.
“It’s I.”
Laurel knew that would be Miss Adele Courtland. She had finished putting the food away and washing the
dishes; she was polishing dry the turkey platter. It was a piece of the old Haviland in the small arbutus pattern—
the “laurel”—that Laurel’s mother had loved.
“Here in the kitchen it will all start over so soon,” Miss Adele said, as if asking forgiveness.
“You can’t help being good. That’s what Father said about you in New Orleans,” Laurel said. Then, “ He was
the best thing in the world too—Dr. Courtland.”
Miss Adele nodded her head.
“What happened was not to Father’s eye at all. Father was going to see,” Laurel told her. “Dr. Courtland was
right about the eye. He did everything right.” Miss Adele nodded, and Laurel finished,
“What happened wasn’t like what happened to Mother.”
Miss Adele lifted the stacked clean dishes off the kitchen table and carried them into the dining room and put
them away in their right places on the shelves of the china closet. She arranged the turkey platter to stand in its
groove at the back of the gravy bowl. She put the glasses in, and restored the little wine glasses to their ring
around the decanter, with its mended glass stopper still intact. She shut the shivering glass door gently, so as not to
rock the old top-heavy cabinet.
“People live their own way, and to a certain extent I almost believe they may die their own way, Laurel.”
She turned around, and the chandelier threw its light down on her. Her fine-drawn, elegant face might almost
have withered a little more while she was out here with the kitchen to herself. She wore her faded hair as she had
always worn it from the day when she was Laurel/s first-grade teacher, in a Psyche knot. Her voice was as capable
of authority as ever.
“Sleep, now, Laurel. We’ll all be back here in the morning, and you know we won’t be the only ones.
Goodnight!”
She left by the kitchen door, as always, and stepped home through the joining backyards. It was dark and
fragrant out there.
When the Courtland kitchen light went on, Laurel closed her back door too, and walked through the house
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putting out lights. The only illumination on the stairs came from the lamp that they had turned on for her by her
bed. In her own room, she undressed, raised the window, got into bed with the first book her fingers found, and
lay without opening it.
The quiet of the Mount Salus night was a little different now. She could hear traffic on some new highway, a
sound like the buzzing of one angry fly against a windowpane, over and over.
When Laurel was a child, in this room and in this bed where she lay now, she closed her eyes like this and the
rhythmic, nighttime sound of the two beloved reading voices came rising in turn up the stairs every night to reach
her. She could hardly fall asleep, she tried to keep awake, for pleasure. She cared for her own books, but she cared
more for theirs, which meant their voices. In the lateness of the night, their .two voices reading to each other
where: she could hear them, never letting a silence divide or interrupt them, combined into one unceasing voice
and wrapped her around as she listened, as still as if she were asleep. She was sent to sleep under a velvety cloak
of words, richly patterned and stitched with gold, straight out of a fairy tale, while they went reading on into her
dreams.
Fay slept farther away tonight than in the Hibiscus—they could not hear each other in this house—but nearer
in a different way. She was sleeping in the bed where Laurel was born; and where her mother had died. What
Laurel listened for tonight was the striking of the mantel clock downstairs in the parlor.
It never came.
2
At the inevitable hour, Laurel started from her bed and went downstairs in her dressing gown. It was a clear,
bright seven o’clock, with morning shadows dappling the shine of the floors and the dining room table. And there
was Missouri, standing in her hat and coat in the middle of the kitchen.
“Am I supposed to believe what I hear?” asked Missouri.
Laurel went to her and took her in her arms. Missouri took off her hat and coat and hung them on the nail with
her shoulder bag. She washed her hands, and then she shook out a fresh apron, just as she’d started every morning
off during Laurel’s mother’s life in Mount Salus.
“Well, I’m here and you’re here,” said Missouri. It was the bargain to give and take comfort. After a moment’s
hesitation, Missouri went on,
“He always want Miss Fay to have her breakfast in bed.”
“Then you’ll know how to wake her,” said Laurel. “When you take it up. Do you mind?”
“Do it for him,” said Missouri. Her face softened. “He mightily enjoyed having him somebody to spoil.”
In a little while, just as Missouri walked out with the tray, Miss Adele Courtland came in at the back door. She
was wearing her best—of course, she’d arranged not to teach her children today. She offered Laurel a doublehandful of daffodils, the nodding, gray-white kind with the square cup.
“You know who gave me mine—hers are blooming outside. Silver Bells,” Miss Adele prompted her. “Is there a
place left to put them?”
They walked through the dining room and across to the parlor. The whole house was filled with flowers;
Laurel was seeing them for the first time this morning—the cut branches of Mount Salus prunus and crab, the
thready yellow jasmine, bundles of narcissus, in vases and pitchers that came, along with the flowers, from houses
up and down the street.
“Father’s desk—?”
“Miss Laurel, I keep a-calling Miss Fay but she don’t sit up to her breakfast!” called Missouri on the stairs.
“Your day has started, Laurel,” said Miss Adele. “I'm here to answer the door.”
Laurel went up, knocked, and opened the door into the big bedroom. Instead of her mother’s writing cabinet
that used to stand between those windows, the bed faced her. It seemed to swim in a bath of pink light. The
mahogany headboard, rising high as the mantelpiece, had been quilted from top to bottom in peach satin; peach
satin ruffles were thrown back; over the foot of the bed; peach satin smothered the windows all around. Fay slept
in the middle of the bed, deep under the cover, both hands curled into slack fists above her head. Laurel could not
see her face but only the back of her neck, the most vulnerable part of anybody, and she thought: Is there any
sleeping person you can be entirely sure you have not misjudged? Then she saw the new green shoes placed like
ornaments on top of the mantel shelf.
“Fay!” she cried.
Fay gave no sign.
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“Fay, it’s morning.”
“You go back to sleep.”
“This is Laurel. It’s a few minutes before ten o’clock. There’ll be callers downstairs, asking for you.” Fay
pushed herself up on her arms and cried over her shoulder,
“I’m the widow! They can all wait till I get there.”
“A good breakfast do you a lot of good,” said Missouri, bringing it in, letting Laurel out.
*
Laurel bathed, dressed. A low thunder traveled through the hall downstairs and shook in her hand as she tried
to put the pins in her hair. One voice dominated the rest: Miss Tennyson Bullock was taking charge.
“So this time it’s Clint’s turn to bring you home,” said an old lady’s voice to her as she came down the stairs.
All Laurel could remember of her, the first moment, was that a child’s ball thrown over her fence was never to be
recovered.
“Yes, daughters need to stay put, where they can keep a better eye on us old folks,” said Miss Tennyson
Bullock, meeting Laurel at the foot of the stairs with a robust hug.
“Honey, he’s come.”
Miss Tennyson led the way into the parlor. Everything was dim. All over the downstairs, the high old windows
had had their draperies drawn. In the parlor, lamps were burning by day and Laurel felt as she entered the room
that the furniture was out of place. A number of people rose to their feet and stood still, making a path for her.
The folding doors between the parlor and the library behind it had been rolled all the way back, and the casket
was installed across this space. It had been raised on a sort of platform that stood draped with a curtain, a worn
old velvet curtain, only halfway hiding the wheels. A screen of florist’s ferns was being built up before her eyes
behind the coffin. Then a man stepped out from behind the green and presented a full, square face with its small
features pulled to the center—what Laurel’s mother had called “a Baptist face.”
“Miss Laurel, I’m Mr. Pitts again. I recall your dear mother so clearly,” he said. “And I believe you’re going to
be just as pleased now, with your father.”
He put out his hand and raised the lid.
Judge McKelva lay inside in his winter suit. All around him was draped the bright satin of a jeweler’s box, and
its color was the same warm, foolish pink that had smothered the windows and spilled over the bed upstairs. His
large face reflected the pink, so that his long, heavy cheek had the cast of a sea shell, or a pearl. The dark patches
underneath his eyes had been erased like traces of human error. Only the black flare of the nostrils and the creases
around the mouth had been left him of his old saturnine look. The lid had been raised only by half-section, to
show him propped on the pillow; below the waist he lay cut off from any eyes. He was still not to be mistaken for
any other man.
“You must close it,” said Laurel quietly to Mr. Pitts.
“You’re not pleased?” But he had never displeased anyone, his face said.
“Oh, look,” said Miss Tennyson, arriving at Laurel’s side. “Oh, look.”
“I don’t want it open, please,” said Laurel to Mr. Pitts. She touched Miss Tennyson’s hand. “But Father would
never allow—when Mother died, he protected her from—”
“Your mother was different,” said Miss Tennyson firmly.
“He was respecting her wishes,” Laurel said. “Not to make her lie here in front of people’s eyes—”
“And I’ve never forgiven him for that. Nobody ever really got to tell Becky goodbye,” Miss Tennyson was
saying at the same time. “But honey, your father's a Mount Salus man. He’s a McKelva. A public figure. You can’t
deprive the public, can you? Oh, he’s lovely.”
“I would like him away from their eyes,” said Laurel.
“It is Mrs. McKelva’s desire that the coffin be open,” said Mr. Pitts.
“See there? You can’t deprive Fay,” said Miss Tennyson. “That settles that.” She held out her arms, inviting the
room.
Laurel took up her place in front of the coffin, near the head, and stood to meet them as they came.
First they embraced her, and then they stood and looked down at her father. The bridesmaids and their
husbands, the whole crowd of them, had gone from the first grade through high school graduation together, and
they still stood solid. So did her father’s crowd—the County Bar, the elders of the church, the Hunting and
Fishing Club cronies; though they seemed to adhere to their own kind, they slowly. moved in place, as if they
made up the rim of a wheel that slowly turned itself around the hub of the coffin and would bring them around
again.
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“May I see him?” the Presbyterian minister’s wife asked right and left as she elbowed her way in, as if Judge
McKelva’s body were the new baby. She gazed on him lying there, for a minute.
“And here I’d been waiting to see who it was I was saving my Virginia ham for,” she said, turning to Laurel
and squeezing her around the waist. “It was your mother first told me how I could harness one of those and get it
cooked so it was fit for anybody to eat. Well, it’s headed right for your kitchen.” She nodded back to the coffin.
“I’m afraid my husband’s running a little late. You know people like this don’t die every day in the week. He’s
sitting home in his bathrobe now, tearing his hair, trying to do him justice.”
“Why, here’s Dot,” said Miss Adele, posted at the front door.
To everyone in town, she was known simply as Dot. She came in with her nonchalant, twenties stalk on her
high heels.
“I couldn’t resist,” she said in her throaty baritone as she approached the coffin.
She must have been seventy. She had been Judge McKelva’s private secretary for years and years. When he
retired, her feelings had been hurt. Of course, he’d seen to it that she was eased into another job, but she had never
forgiven him.
“When I first came to work for him,” said Dot, looking at him now, “I paid thirty-five dollars of my salary to a
store in Jackson for a set of Mah Johng. It was on sale from a hundred dollars. I really can’t to this very day
understand myself. But, ‘Why, Dot,’ this sweet man says, ‘I don’t see anything so specially the matter with giving
yourself a present. I hope you go ahead and enjoy it. Don’t reproach yourself like that. You’re distressing my
ears,’ he says. I’ll never forget his kind words of advice.”
“Mah Johng!” gasped Miss Tennyson Bullock. “Great Day in the Morning, I’d forgotten about it.”
Dot gave her a bitter look, almost as if she’d said she’d forgotten about Judge McKelva.
“Tennyson,” she said across his body, “I’m never going to speak to you again.”
Somebody had lit the fire, although the day was mild and the room close now, filling with more and more
speaking, breathing people.
“Yes, a fire seemed called for,” said Major Bullock. He came up to Laurel and scraped his face against hers as
though his were numb. His breath had its smell of Christmas morning—it was whiskey.
“Fairest, most impartial, sweetest man in the whole Mississippi Bar,” he said, his gaze wavering, seeming to
avoid Judge McKelva’s face, going only to the hand that had been placed like a closed satchel at his tailored side.
“How soon is that poor little woman going to bring herself downstairs?”
“Eventually,” Miss Tennyson told him. Whatever she said, in times of trouble, took on all the finality in the
world. Finality was what made the throb in her voice.
3
“Now what could they want,” said old Mrs. Pease, who stood at the front window parting the draperies.
“Polly,” warned Miss Adele. Everyone turned, and those seated stood up, as two equally fat women and a man
walked past Miss Adele into the parlor.
“I said this had to be the right spot, because it looks like the very house to hold a big funeral,” said the old fat
woman. “Where’s Wanda Fay? I don’t see her.”
While she was speaking, the two women, old and young, were walking up to the coffin, and while they passed
it, they looked in. Laurel heard herself being introduced by one of the strangers to the other.
“Mama, this is Judge and Becky’s daughter,” said the young woman.
“Becky’s the one she takes after, then,” said the mother, seating herself in Judge McKelva’s smoking chair,
which now stood nearest the casket. “You don’t favor him,” she told Laurel. “A grand coffin my little girl’s
afforded. Makes me jealous.” She turned toward the man.
“Bubba, this is Judge and Becky’s daughter.”
The man with them raised his arm from the elbow and waved at Laurel from close range.. He Wore a
windbreaker.
“Hi.”
“I’m Mrs. Chisom from Madrid, Texas. I’m Wanda Fay’s mother,” the fat lady said to Laurel. “And this is
some of my other children—Sis, from Madrid, Texas, and Bubba, from Madrid, Texas. We got a few others that
rather not come in.”
“Well, you’re news to me,” said Miss Tennyson, as if that were simply all there was to it. Major Bullock came
forward to greet them.
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“I’m Major Bullock!”
“Well, if you’re wondering how long it took us, I made it from Madrid in close on to eight hours,” the man in
the windbreaker said. Madrid was pronounced with the accent as in Mildred. “Crossed the river at Vicksburg. And
we’re going to have to turn around and go right back. The kids wanted to all pile in, but their mama said you don’t
ever know what germs they might pick up in a strange place. And she’s right. So I left ’em with her in the trailer,
and didn’t bring but one of ’em. Where’s Wendell?”
“I reckon he’s looking over the house,” said the young woman. She was pregnant, rather than fat.
“Sis brought the whole brood of hers. Sis,” said the man. “This is his first wife’s daughter.”
“I knew that’s who she was, you didn’t have to introduce us. Feel like I know you already,” said the sister to
Laurel.
And oddly, Laurel felt that too. Fay had said they didn’t even exist, and yet it seemed to Laurel that she had
seen them all before.
“I told my bunch they could just play outside in the front yard and watch for us all to come out,” said Sis.
“That seemed to pretty well satisfy ’em.”
Old Mrs. Pease was already at the window curtains, and patting her foot as she peeped out between them.
Major Bullock looked gratified.
“I summoned ’em up without any trouble at all,” he said. “They were delighted to come.” He threw a hopeful
glance into the hall.
“You just forgot to warn us,” said Miss Tennyson. Laurel felt a finger twine its way around her own finger,
scratch under the ring.
“You have bad luck with your husband, too?” Mrs. Chisom asked her.
“Year after she married him,” said old Mrs. Pease. “Gone. The war. U. S. Navy. Body never recovered.”
“You was cheated,” Mrs. Chisom pronounced.
Laurel tried to draw back her finger. Mrs. Chisom let it go in order to poke her in the side as if to shame her.
“So you ain’t got father, mother, brother, sister, husband, chick nor child. Not a soul to call on, that’s you.”
“What do you mean! This girl here’s surrounded by her oldest friends!”
The Mayor of Mount Salus stood there, clapping Laurel on the shoulder.
“And listen further: bank’s closed, most of the Square’s agreed to close for the hour of services, county offices
closed. Courthouse has lowered its flag out front, school’s letting out early. That ought to satisfy anybody that
comes asking who she’s got!”
“Friends are here today and gone tomorrow,” Mrs. Chisom told Laurel and the Mayor. “Not like your kin.
Hope the Lord don’t ask me to outlive mine. I’d be much obliged if He’d take me the next round. Ain’t that a
good idea, children?”
A little boy came into the room at a trot while she waited for an answer. He did not look at her or anybody else.
He was wearing a cowboy suit and hat and double pistol holsters. He stopped when he saw where he was going.
“Wendell, you pull off your hat if you go any closer,” said Sis.
The child bared his head, continued to the coffin, and stood there on tiptoe, at Laurel’s side. His mouth opened.
He was about seven, fair and frail. The ferocious face he looked at and his own, so near together, were equally
unguarded.
“How come he wanted to dress up?” asked the child.
“Who promised if they could come in the house they wouldn’t ask questions?” asked Sis.
“Yes, me and my brood believes in clustering just as close as we can get,” said Mrs. Chisom. “Bubba pulled
his trailer right up in my yard when he married and Irma can string her clothesline as far out as she pleases. Sis
here got married and didn’t even try to move away. Duffy just snuggled in.”
“What’s his name?” asked Wendell.
“Wendell, run up those stairs and see if you can find your Aunt Wanda Fay. Tell her to come on down and see
who she’s got waiting on her,” said Bubba.
“I don’t want to,” said Wendell.
“What you scared of? Nothing’s going to bite you upstairs. Go hunt her,” said his father.
“I don’t want to.”
“She better hurry if she wants to see us,” Bubba said. “Because we’re gonna have to turn right around in a
minute and start back to Madrid.”
“Now, wait!” said Major Bullock. “You’re one of the pallbearers.”
“What did he call you, Dad?” cried Wendell.
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“It seemed only right,” Major Bullock said to the room.
“Tell her to come double-quick,” said Bubba to Wendell. “Run!”
“I want to stay here,” said Wendell.
“I’m sorry. This is his first funeral,” said Sis to Laurel.
“Let me show you Judge,” Mrs. Chisom said placatingly to Bubba.
“I just finished seeing him,” Bubba said.. “I couldn’t help but think he’s young-looking for a man pushing
seventy-one.”
“That’s right. Not a bit wasted. I’m proud for you, Wanda Fay,” Mrs. Chisom said, addressing the ceiling over
her head. “Your pa was wasted and they didn’t have the power to hide it.” She turned to Laurel.
“But I reckon he'd lasted longer on nothing but tap water than anybody ever lasted before. Tap water, that’s all
Mr. Chisom could get down. I kept listening for some complaint out of him, never got one. He had cancer but he
didn’t whimper about it, not to me. That’s because we both of us come from good old Mississippi stock!”
A big, apple-cheeked woman in a hairy tam smiled into Laurel’s face from the other side.
“I remember, oh, I remember how many Christmases I was among those present in this dear old home in all its
hospitality.”
This caller was out of her mind, yet even she was not being kept back from Judge McKelva’s open coffin. By
the rundown heels on her shoes as she lumbered toward her, Laurel. knew her for the sewing woman. She would
come to people’s houses and spend the whole day upstairs at the sewing machine, listening and talking and
repeating and getting everything crooked. Miss Verna Longmeier.
“And they’d throw open those doors between these double parlors and the music would strike up! And then”—
Miss Verna drew out her arm as though to measure a yard—“then Clinton and I, we’d lead out the dance,” she
said.
In Mount Salus nobody ever tried to contradict Miss Verna Longmeier. If even a crooked piece of stitching
were pointed out to her, she was apt to return:
“Let him who is without sin cast the first stone.”
“Oh, I’ve modeled myself on this noble Roman,” declared the Mayor, sending out his palm above the casket.
“And when I reach higher office—”
He strode off to join the other members of the Bar. Laurel saw that they were all sitting more or less together
on a row of dining room chairs, like some form of jury.
Miss Thelma Frierson creaked over the floor and stood above the casket. She had filled out the fishing and
hunting licenses at her Courthouse window for years and years. Her shoulders drooped as she said,
“He had a wonderful sense of humor. Underneath it all.”
“Underneath it all, Father knew it wasn’t funny,” said Laurel politely.
“Too bad he ever elected to go to the hospital,” old Mrs. Chisom said. “If he knew what ain’t funny.”
“I tell you, what they let go on in hospitals don’t hardly bear repeating,” said Sis. “Irma says the maternity
ward in Amarillo would curl your hair.”
“Doctors don’t know what they’re doing. They just know how to charge,” said Bubba.
“And you know who I wouldn’t trust for a blessed second behind my back? Nurses!” cried Mrs. Chisom.
Laurel looked over their heads, to where the Chinese prints brought home by an earlier generation of
missionary McKelvas hung in their changeless grouping around the mantel clock. And she saw that the clock had
stopped; it had not been wound, she supposed, since the last time her father had done duty by it, and its hands
pointed to some remote three o’clock, as motionless as the time in the Chinese prints. She wanted to go to the
clock and take the key from where her father kept it—on a small nail he’d hammered, a little crookedly, into the
papered wall—and wind the clock and set it going at the right time. But she could not spare the moment from his
side. She felt as though in death her father had been asked to bear the weight of that raised lid himself, and hold it
up by lying there, the same way he’d lain on the hospital bed and counted the minutes and the hours to make his
life go by. She stood by the coffin as she had sat by his bed, waiting it out with him. Unable to hear the ticking of
the clock, she listened to the gritting and the hissing of the fire. Dr. Woodson was saying,
“Clint and me used to take off as shirt-tail lads with both our dogs and be gone all day up in the woods—you
know where they used to call it Top O’ the World? With the gravel pit dug out of the claybanks there. I’ve been
his doctor for years, hell, we’re the same age, but after all this time it hasn’t been until now that something made
me think about his foot. Clint went swinging on a vine, swinging too wide and too high, and soared off and came
down on a piece of tin barefooted. He liked to bled to death a mile from home! I reckon I must have carried Clint
into town on my back and used strength I didn’t know I had. You know Clint always gave you the impression you
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couldn’t kill him, that nothing could, but I believe he really must have been kind of delicate.”
Light laughter broke out in the room and hushed itself in the same instant.
“Is this it, Aunt Sis?” Wendell Chisom asked. “Is it the funeral yet?”
“It’ll be the funeral when I say so,” said Sis. “After I’d got him here, he fell out cold. But there’s houses in
sight by then. It’s where the Self-Serve Car Wash is now. I reckon I’m to blame for saving Clint’s life for him that
time!”
“Father was delicate,” said Laurel.
“With everything that’s the matter with me, you’d have thought he’d outlive me,” the doctor went on.
“Not for me or you to ask the reason why,” Mrs. Chisom told him. “It’s like the choice between Grandpa and
my oldest boy Roscoe. Nobody in Texas could understand what the Lord meant, taking Roscoe when He did.”
“What happened to Roscoe, Grandma?” Wendell asked, abandoning the coffin to hang over her lap and look
up into her face.
“Son, you’ve heard me tell it. Stuffed up the windows, stuffed up the door, turned on all four eyes of the stove
and the oven,” said Mrs. Chisom indulgently. “Fire Department drug him out, rushed him to the Baptist Hospital
in the fire-wagon, tried all their tricks, but they couldn’t get ahead of Roscoe. He was in Heaven already.”
“He beat the fire engines? Was you there, Grandma?” Wendell cried. “You see him beat ’em?”
“I’m his mother. Well, his mother could sit and be thankful he didn’t do nothing any more serious to harm his
looks. He hated more than anything having remarks made against him. In his coffin he was pretty as a girl. Honey,
he just stretched him out easy and put his head on a pillow and waited till he’d quit breathing. Don’t you ever let
me hear you tried that, Wendell,” said Mrs. Chisom.
Wendell turned and looked back at Judge McKelva.
“Roscoe told his friends in Orange, Texas, what he was figuring on doing. When it’s all done, they wrote and
told me he’d called ’em up crying and they went and cried with him. ‘Cried with him?’ I wrote those people back.
‘Why couldn’t you-all have told his mother?’ I can’t get over people. I says on my card, ‘I had the bus fare. I’m
not that poor. I had the round-trip from Madrid to Orange and back again.’” She was patting both feet.
“He’s better off, Mama,” said Sis. “Better off, just like Judge McKelva laying yonder. Tell yourself the same
thing I do.”
“I wrote another card and said at least tell his mother what had been fretting my son, if they knew so much,
and they finally got around to answering that Roscoe didn’t want me to know,” Mrs. Chisom said, her face
arranging itself all at once into an expression of innocence. It lasted for only a minute. She went on,
“Roscoe was my mainstay when Mr. Chisom went. They said, ‘Prepare your mind, Mrs. Chisom. Mr. Chisom
is not going to go anywhere but downhill.’ They was guessing right, that time, the doctors was. He went down fast
and we buried him back in Mississippi, back in Bigbee, and there on the spot I called Roscoe to me.”
She pulled Wendell to her now.
“‘Roscoe,’ I says, ‘you’re the mainstay now,’ I says. ‘You’re the head of the Chisom family.’ He was so
happy.”
Wendell began to cry.
Laurel wanted at that moment to reach out for him, put her arms around him—to guard him. He was like a
young, undriven, unfalsifying, unvindictive Fay. So Fay might have appeared, just at the beginning, to her aging
father, with his slipping eyesight.
At that moment, Wendell broke from Mrs. Chisom and ran tearing toward the hallway. He threw his arms
around the knees of an old man whom Miss Adele was just showing in from the hall.
“Grandpa Chisom! I can’t believe my eyes! It’s Grandpa!” Sis cried out.
Wendell at his side, the old man came slowly into the parlor and through the crowd, carrying a yellowed candy
box in one hand and a paper sack in the other. Wendell had possession of his old black hat. He came up to Laurel
and said,
“Young lady, I carried you some Bigbee pecans. I thought you might not harvest their like around here.
They’re last year’s.”
He held onto his parcels while he explained that he had sat up most of last night, after walking to the
crossroads to flag down the bus at three this morning, and had shelled the nuts on the way, to keep awake.
“Where I got lost was after I got inside of Mount Salus,” he said, giving the box to Laurel. “That’s the meats.
You can just throw the shells away for me,” he added, handing her the sack. “I didn’t like to leave ’em in that nice
warm seat for the next passenger.” He carefully dusted his hands before he turned toward the casket.
“Who you think it is, Grandpa?” asked Wendell.
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“It’s Mr. McKelva. I reckon he stood whatever it was long enough,” said Mr. Chisom. “I’m sorry he had to go
while he’s so many miles short of home.”
“Out of curiosity, who does he remind you of?” Mrs. Chisom asked him as he gazed down.
The old man reflected for a minute.
“Nobody,” he said.
“Clint thought it was too good a joke not to play it on somebody!” Laurel heard behind her, at the end of a long
spate of words.
She saw that most of the Bar had gathered themselves up and gone behind the screen of ferns, without being
missed. They had retired into her father’s library and were talking among themselves back there. Now and then
she heard a laugh. She smelled the cigar smoke. They were all back there but Major Bullock.
“How’s my fire?” cried Major Bullock. “Somebody tend to the fire!” he called toward the kitchen. “Important
time like this, you can’t do without a fire, can you?” But he kept his own watch on the doorway leading from the
hall, and looked eagerly to see each one who came in. Old Mrs. Pease kept a watch on the front walk through the
parlor curtains, making herself at home.
“Why, here comes Tommy,” she said now. She might have been entertaining a notion of running him away, as
she might have to run those Texas children if they played too near the house.
The caller entered the room without the benefit of Miss Adele, walking with a spring on the balls of his feet,
striking his cane from side to side in a lordly way. He was Tom Farris, Mount Salus’s blind man. Instead of going
to the coffin, he went to the piano and tapped his cane on the empty piano stool.
“He’s so happy,” said Miss Tennyson approvingly.
He sat down, a large, very clean man with rotund, open eyes like a statue’s. His fly had not been buttoned up
quite straight. Laurel thought he had never been in the house before except to tune the piano, ages ago. He sat
down on the same stool now.
“And under that cloak of modesty he wore, a fearless man! Fearless man!” Major Bullock suddenly burst into
speech, standing at the foot of the coffin. “Remember the day, everybody, when Clint McKelva stood up and
faced the White Caps?”
The floor creaked agonizingly as he rocked back and forth on his feet and all but shouted, filling the room,
perhaps the house, with his voice.
“The time Clint sentenced that fellow for willful murder and the White Caps let it be known they were coming
to town out of all their holes and nooks and crannies to take that man from the jail! And Clint just as quick sent
out word of his own: he was going to ring that jail and Courthouse of ours with Mount Salus volunteers, and we’d
be armed and ready. And the White Caps came, too—came a little bit earlier than they promised, little bit earlier
than the rest of us got on hand. But Clint, Clint all by himself, he walked out on the front steps of that Courthouse
and stood there and he said, ‘Come right on in! The jail is upstairs, on the second floor!’”
“I don’t think that was Father,” Laurel said low to Tish, who had come up beside her.
Major Bullock was going irrepressibly on.
“‘Come in!’ says he. ‘But before you enter, you take those damn white hoods off, and every last one of you
give me a look at who you are!’”
“He hadn’t any use for what he called theatrics,” Laurel was saying. “In the courtroom or anywhere else. He
had no patience for show.”
“He says, ‘Back to your holes, rats!’ And they were armed!” cried Major Bullock, lifting an imaginary gun in
his hands.\fn{A similar story is told of President Harry Truman—well, this was long before he was President, and not but a practicing
lawyer in St. Louis, Missouri. It was in the time of Boss Prendergast, a man very similar to Boss Tweed here in the Empire, and Harry had
no use for Prendergast’s corruption, and had set himself to legally destroy as much of it as he could. Well, some members of the Klan—the
White Caps of this tale, only the Missouri branch—actually kidnapped his daughter Margaret, to try and make him stop his investigations.
Young Harry, he strode right into their office in downtown St. Louis—nobody then thought much about them being public in those day—
and called them the cowards that they were, and demanded in a loud voice that they return his daughter to him. Now, the Ku Klux Klan in
those days—I am speaking of the 1920’s—were all-powerful then, pretty much wherever they were, North or South of Mason’s and
Dixon’s Line. And Harry knew this. But he shamed them with his courage, you see. And they gave him back his daughter. Sometimes
valiant behavior in the face of overwhelming odds works: H}

“He’s trying to make Father into something he wanted to be himself,” said Laurel.
“Bless his heart,” mourned Tish beside her. “Don’t spoil it for Daddy.”
“But I don’t think it’s fair now,” said Laurel.
“Well, that backed ’em right out of there, the whole pack, right on out of town and back into the woods they
came from. Cooked their goose for a while!” declared Major Bullock. “Oh, under that cloak of modesty he wore
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—”
“Father really was modest,” Laurel said to him.
“Honey, what do you mean? Honey, you were away. You were sitting up yonder in Chicago, drawing pictures,”
Major Bullock told her. “I saw him! He stood up arid dared those rascals to shoot him! Baring his breast!”
“He would have thought of my mother,” said Laurel. And with it came the thought: It was my mother who
might have done that! She’s the only one I know who had it in her.
“Remains a mystery to me how he ever stayed alive,” said Major Bullock stiffly. He lowered the imaginary
gun. His feelings had been hurt.
The mystery in how little we know of other people is no greater than the mystery of how much, Laurel
thought.
“But who do you call the man, Dad?” asked Wendell, plucking at his father’s sleeve.
“Shut up. Or I’ll carry you on home without letting you see the rest of it.”
“It’s my father,” Laurel said.
The little boy looked at her, and his mouth opened. She thought he disbelieved her.
The crowd of men were still at it behind the screen.
“Clint’s hunting a witness, some of the usual trouble, and this Negro girl says, ‘It’s him and me that saw it.
He’s a witness, and I’s a got-shot witness.’”
They laughed.
“‘There’s two kinds, all right,’ says Clint. ‘And I know which to take. She’s the got-shot witness: I’ll take her.’
He could see the funny side to everything.”
“He brought her here afterwards and kept her safe under his own roof,” Laurel said under her breath to Miss
Adele, who had come in from the door now; it would be too late for any more callers before the funeral. “I don’t
know what the funny side was.”
“It was Missouri, wasn’t it?” said Miss Adele.
“And listening,” said Laurel, for Missouri herself was just then lit up by a shower of sparks; down on her knees
before the fire, she was poking the big log.
“I always pray people won’t recognize themselves in the speech of others,” Miss Adele murmured. “And I
don’t think very often they do.”
The log shifted like a sleeper in bed, and light flared all over in the room. Mr. Pitts was revealed in their midst
as though by a spotlight, in the act of consulting his wristwatch.
“What’s happening isn’t real,” Laurel said, low.
“The ending of a man’s life on earth is very real indeed,” Miss Adele said.
“But what people are saying.”
“They’re trying to say for a man that his life is over. Do you know a good way?”
Here, helpless in his own house among the people he’d known, and who’d known him, since the beginning,
her father seemed to Laurel to have reached at this moment the danger point of his life.
“Did you listen to their words?” she asked.
“They’re being clumsy. Often because they were thinking of you.”
“They said he was a humorist. And a crusader. And an angel on the face of the earth,” Laurel said.
Miss Adele, looking into the fire, smiled.
“It isn’t easy for them, either. And they’re being egged on a little bit, you know, Laurel, by the rivalry that’s
going on here in the room,” she said. “After all, when the Chisoms walked in on us, they thought they had their
side, too—”
“Rivalry? With Father where he lies?”
“Yes, but people being what they are, Laurel.”
“This is still his house. After all, they’re still his guests. They’re misrepresenting him—falsifying, that’s what
Mother would call it.” Laurel might have been trying to testify now for her father’s sake, as though he were in
process of being put on trial in here instead of being viewed in his casket.
“He never would have stood for lies being told about him. Not at any time. Not ever.”
“Yes he would,” said Miss Adele. “If the truth might hurt the wrong person.”
“I’m his daughter. I want what people say now to be the truth.”
Laurel slowly turned her back to the parlor, and stood a little apart. from Miss Adele too. She let her eyes travel
out over the coffin into the other room, her father's “library.” The bank of greenery hid the sight of his desk. She
could see only the two loaded bookcases behind it, like a pair of old, patched, velvety cloaks hung up there on the
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wall. The shelf-load of Gibbon stretched like a sagging sash across one of them. She had not read her father the
book he’d wanted after all.
The wrong book! The wrong book! She was looking at her own mistake, and its long shadow reaching back to
join the others.
“The least anybody can do for him is remember right,” she said.
“I believe to my soul it’s the most, too," said Miss Adele. And then warningly, “Polly—”
Fay at that moment burst from the hall into the parlor. She glistened in black satin. Eyes straight ahead, she
came running a path through all of them toward the coffin. Miss Adele, with a light quick move from behind her,
pulled Laurel out of the way.
“No. Stop—stop her,” Laurel said.
Fay brought herself short and hung over the pillow.
“Oh, he looks so good with those mean old sandbags taken away and that mean old bandage pulled off of his
eye!” she said fiercely.
“She’s wasting no time, she’s fixing to break aloose right now,” said Mrs. Chisom. “Didn’t even stop to speak
to me.”
Fay cried out, and looked around. Sis stood up, enormous, and said,
“Here I am, Wanda Fay. “Cry on me.”
Laurel closed her eyes, in the recognition of what had made the Chisoms seem familiar to her. They might
have come out of that night in the hospital waiting room—out of all times of trouble, past or future—the great,
interrelated family of those who never know the meaning of what has happened to them.
“Get back!—Who told them to come?” cried Fay.
“I did!” said Major Bullock, his face nothing but delight. “Found ’em without a bit of trouble! Clint scribbled
’em all down for me in the office, day before he left for New Orleans.”
But Fay showed him her back. She leaned forward over the coffin.
“Oh, hon, get up, get out of there,” she said.
“Stop her,” Laurel said to the room.
“There now,” said Miss Tennyson to all of them around the coffin.
“Can’t you hear me, hon?” called Fay.
“She’s cracking,” said Mrs. Chisom. “Just like me. Poor little Wanda Fay.”
“Oh, Judge, how could you be so unfair to me?” Fay cried, while Mr. Pitts emerged from behind the greens
and poised his hand on the lid. “Oh, Judge, how could you go off and leave me this way? Why did you want to
treat me so unfair?”
“I can tell you’re going to be a little soldier,” Major Bullock said, marching to Fay’s side.
“Wanda Fay needed that husband of hers. That’s why he ought to lived. He was a care, took all her time, but
you’d go through it again, wouldn’t you, honey?” asked Mrs. Chisom, pulling herself to her feet. She put out her
arms, walking heavily toward her daughter. “If you could have your husband back this minute.”
“No,” Laurel whispered.
Fay cried into the coffin,
“Judge! You cheated on me!”
“Just tell him goodbye, sugar,” said Major Bullock as he tried to put his arm around her shoulders, staggering a
little. “That’s best, just plant him a kiss—”
Fay struck out with her hands, hitting at Major Bullock and Mr. Pitts and Sis, fighting her mother, too, for a
moment. She showed her claws at Laurel, and broke from the preacher’s last-minute arms and threw herself
forward across the coffin onto the pillow, driving her lips without aim against the face under hers. She was
dragged back into the library, screaming, by Miss Tennyson Bullock, out of sight behind the bank of greenery.
Judge McKelva’s smoking chair lay behind them, overturned.
Laurel stood gazing down at the unchanged face of the dead, while Mrs. Chisom’s voice came through the
sounds of confusion in the library.
“Like mother, like daughter. Though when I had to give up her dad, they couldn’t hold me half so easy. I tore
up the whole house, I did.”
“Where’s the doctor? In hiding?” old Mrs. Pease was saying.
“She’ll get over it,” said Dr. Woodson. All the men except for old Tom Farris, who sat just waiting, and Major
Bullock following after Fay, had withdrawn to a huddle in the hall.
“Give me those little hands,” Major Bullock’s voice came from the library.
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“She bites.” Fay’s sister.
“And no wonder. It’s hard to be told to give up goodness itself.” Major Bullock.
Hearing his voice disembodied, Laurel realized he was drunk.
“Then why was he so bad?” screamed Fay. “Why did he do me so bad?”
“Don’t cry! I’ll shoot the bad man for you. Where is the bad man?” came the thin pipe of Wendell. “If you
don’t cry!”
“You can’t shoot him,” said Sis. “Because I say so, that’s why.”
“Shake her,” said Mrs. Chisom’s appreciative voice.
“There’s no telling when she last had a decent home-cooked meal with honest vegetables,” said Miss Tennyson
Bullock. “That goes a long way toward explaining everything. Now, this will be just a little slap.”
In the moment of silence that came after that, Laurel looked at her father for the last time, when there was only
herself to see him like this. Mr. Pitts had achieved one illusion, that danger to his lived life was still alive; now
there was no longer that.
“He loved my mother,” Laurel spoke into the quiet. She lifted up her head: Tish was coming to stand beside
her, and old Tom Farris had remained in attendance at the back of the room. Mr. Pitts had been waiting them out
in the greenery. As he stepped forward and put his strength to his task, Tish very gently winked at Laurel, and
helped her to give up bearing the weight of that lid, to let it come down. Then Mr. Pitts, as if he propelled it by
using the simple power of immunity, moved through their ranks with the coffin and went first; it had been piled
over with flowers in the blink of an eye. Last of all came Miss Adele: she must have been there all the time, in the
righted smoking chair, with her drawn forehead against its old brown wing.
Laurel, Miss Adele, and Missouri walked out together and watched it go. Children at play and a barking dog
watched it come out, then watched the people come out behind it. Two children sat on the roof of a truck to wave
at Wendell, with their hands full. They had picked the Silver Bells.
*
Mount Salus Presbyterian Church had been built by McKelvas, who had given it the steepest steps in town to
make it as high as the Courthouse it was facing. From her place in the family pew, Laurel heard the seven
members of the Bar, or their younger sons, and Bubba Chisom in his windbreaker bringing up the thundering
weight of Judge McKelva in his coffin. She heard them blundering.
“Heavenly Father, may this serve to remind us that we have each and everyone of us been fearfully and
wonderfully made,” Dr. Bolt said over the coffin, head bowed.
But was that not Judge McKelva’s table blessing? They were the last words Laurel heard. She watched him
perform the service, but what he was saying might have been as silent as the movements of the handkerchief he
passed over and over again across his forehead, and down his cheeks, and around.
Everybody remained seated while the family—the family was Laurel, Fay, and the Bullocks—walked back up
the aisle first, behind the casket. Laurel saw that there had not been room enough in the church for everybody who
had come. All around the walls, people were standing; they darkened the colored glass of the windows. Black
Mount Salus had come too, and the black had dressed themselves in black.
All of them poured down the steps together. The casket preceded them.
“He’ll touch down where He took off from,” said Miss Verna Longmeier, at the bottom. “Split it right down
the middle.” Her hands ripped a seam for them: “The Mount of Olives.”
Triumphantly, she set off the other way.
*
There was a ringing for each car as it struck its wheels on the cattle guard and rode up into the cemetery. The
procession passed between ironwork gates whose kneeling angels and looping vines shone black as licorice. The
top of the hill ahead was crowded with winged angels and life-sized effigies of bygone citizens in old-fashioned
dress, standing as if by count among the columns and shafts and conifers like a familiar set of passengers
collected on deck of a ship, on which they all knew each other—bona-fide members of a small local excursion,
embarked on a voyage that is always returning in dreams.
“I’m glad the big camellia will be in bloom,” said Laurel. She felt her gloved hand pressed in that of Miss
Tennyson, as Fay said from her other side:
“How could the biggest fool think I was going to bury my husband with his old wife? He’s going in the new
part.”
Laurel’s eye traveled among the urns that marked the graves of the McKelvas and saw the favorite camellia of
her father’s, the old-fashioned Chandlerii Elegans, that he had planted on her mother’s grave—now big as a pony,
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saddled with unplucked bloom living and dead, standing on a fading carpet of its own flowers.
Laurel would hardly have thought of Mount Salus Cemetery as having a “new part.” It was like being driven to
the other side of the moon. The procession stopped. The rest of the way was too rough, as Laurel now saw, for
anything except a hearse. They got out onto the grass and clay of the petered-out road. The pick-up truck had
pulled up right behind the family’s car, nearly touching it with the tin sign on its bumper:
“Do Unto Others Before They Do Unto You.”
“What’re we here for?” asked Wendell, his voice in the open air carrying though light as thistledown.
“Wendell Chisom, they’ve got to finish what they started, haven’t they? I told you you was going to be sorry
you ever begged,” said Sis.
They struck out across the field. There were already a few dozen graves here, dotted uniformly with
indestructible plastic Christmas poinsettias.
“Now, is everybody finding the right place?” called Miss Tennyson, her eyes skimming the crowd that went
walking over the young grass. “Somebody help old Tom Farris get where he’s going!”
An awning marked the site; it appeared to be the farthest one in the cemetery. As they proceeded there, black
wings thudded in sudden unison, and a flock of birds flew up as they might from a ploughed field, still shaped like
it, like an old map that still served new territory, and wrinkled away in the air.
Mr. Pitts waited, one more time; he stood under the awning. The family took their assigned seats. Laurel had
Fay on her right, sitting with a black-gloved hand held tenderly to her cheek. The coffin, fixed in suspension over
the opened grave, was on a level with their eyes now.
Miss Tennyson, still on Laurel’s left, murmured close to her ear,
“Look behind you. The high school band. They better be here! Clint gave ’em those horns they’re sporting,
gave ’em the uniforms to march in. Somebody pass ’em the word to perk up. Of course they’re not going to get to
play!”
Under Mr. Pitts’ awning Laurel could smell the fieriness of flowers restored to the open air and the rawness of
the clay in the opened grave. Their chairs were set on the odorless, pistachio-green of Mr. Pitts’ portable grass. It
could still respond, everything must respond, to some vibration underfoot: this new part of the cemetery was the
very shore of the new interstate highway.
Dr. Bolt assumed position and pronounced the words. Again Laurel failed to hear what came from his lips. She
might not even have heard the high school band. Sounds from the highway rolled in upon her with the rise and
fall of eternal ocean waves. They were as deafening as grief. Windshields flashed into her eyes like lights through
tears. Beside her, then, Fay’s black hand slid from her cheek to pat her hair into place—it was over.
“I want to tell you, Laurel, what a beautiful funeral it was,” said Dot Daggett, immediately after Dr. Bolt had
gone down the line shaking hands with the family, and they’d all risen. “I saw everybody I know and everybody I
used to know. It was old Mount Salus personified.”
Dot looked up at Laurel out of her old movie-actress eyes. Kissing her hand to the others, she told them
goodbye, cutting Miss Tennyson Bullock.
The members of the high school band were the first to break loose. They tore across the grass, all red and gold,
back to their waiting jalopy. Wendell ran at their heels. In the road he found his truck. He climbed into the back of
it and threw himself down on the floor and lay flat.
The rest of the company moved at a slower pace.
“Somebody mind out for old Tom Farris!” called Miss Tennyson. Laurel, letting them go ahead, walked into
the waiting arms of Missouri.
In the wake of their footsteps, the birds settled again. Down on the ground, they were starlings, all on the
waddle, pushing with the yellow bills of spring.
4
In the parlor, the fire had mercifully died out. Missouri and Miss Tennyson got all the chairs back into place in
the two rooms here and the dining room, and the crowd of bridesmaids had succeeded among them in winding the
clock on the mantel and setting the hands to the time—only ten minutes past noon—and starting the pendulum.
Miss Tennyson Bullock, from the dining room, gave out the great groan she always gave when a dish had been
made exactly right; it was her own chicken mousse. She invited them in.
Fay stared at the spread table, where Miss Tennyson, Miss Adele, Tish, and some of the other bridesmaids
were setting plates and platters around. Missouri, back in her apron but with cemetery clay sticking to her heels,
544

was bringing in the coffee urn. Missouri looked at her own reflection in the shield of its side and lifted her smiling
face to Laurel.
“Now!” she said softly. “The house looking like it used to look! Like it used to look!”
“So you see? Here’s the Virginia ham!" said the minister’s wife to Laurel, as if everything had turned out all
right: she offered her a little red rag of it on a Ritz cracker. Then she scampered away to her husband. As soon as
she was out of the house, Major Bullock carried in the silver tray heavy with some bottles and a pitcher and a
circle of silver cups and tall glasses.
“Wanda Fay, you got enough stuff in sight to last one lone woman forever,” said Bubba Chisom, both his
hands around a ham sandwich.
“I think things have gone off real well,” said Fay.
“Poor little girl!” Major Bullock said. As he offered her one of the silver cups with whiskey and water in it—
she let him go on holding it—he said again,
“Poor little girl. I reckon you know you get the house and everything in it you want. And Laurel having her
own good place in Chicago, she’ll be compensated as equally as we know how—”
“Oh, foot,” said old Mrs. Pease.
“I sure do know whose house this is,” said Fay. “But maybe it’s something a few other people are going to
have to learn.”
Major Bullock lifted the cup he’d offered to her and drank it himself.
“Well, you’ve done fine so far, Wanda Fay,” said old Mrs. Chisom. “I was proud of you today. And proud for
you. That coffin made me wish I could have taken it right away from him and given it to Roscoe.”
“Thank you,” said Fay. “It was no bargain, and I think that showed.”
“Still, I did the best I could. And I feel like Roscoe sits up there knowing it now,” said Mrs. Chisom. “And
what more could you ask.”
“You drew a large crowd, too,” said Sis. “Without even having to count those Negroes.”
“I was satisfied with it,” said Fay.
“For the first minute, you didn’t act all that glad to see us,” said Sis. “Or was I dreaming?”
“Now, be sisters,” warned old Mrs. Chisom. “And I’m glad you broke down when you did, Wanda Fay,” she
went on, wagging her finger. “There’s a time and a place for everything. You try begging for sympathy later on,
when folks has gone back about their business, and they don’t appreciate your tears then. It just tries their nerves.”
“Wanda Fay, I’m sorry I can’t fool around here no longer,” said Bubba Chisom, handing her his empty plate.
“A wrecking concern hasn’t got all that time to spare, not with all we got to do in Madrid.”
“Come on, then,” said Sis, who had pushed herself to her feet again. “Let’s get going before the children
commence to fighting and Wendell starts giving trouble again. Wendell Chisom,” she said to the little boy, “you
can take this home to your mother: this is the first and last time you’re ever going to be carried to a funeral in any
charge of me.”
She took Laurel’s hand and shook it.
“We thought a heap of your old dad, even if he couldn’t stay on earth long enough for us to get to know him.
Whatever he was, we always knew he was just plain folks.”
Through the open front door could be seen the old grandfather already outside with his hat on, walking around
looking at the trees. The pecan tree there was filled with budding leaves like green bees spaced out in a hive of
light. There was something bright as well in the old man’s hat band—the other half of his round-trip ticket from
Bigbee.
“Wanda Fay,” said Mrs. Chisom, “let me ask you this: who’re you ever going to get to put in this house besides
you?”
“What are you hinting at?” said Fay with a dark look.
“Tell you one thing, there’s room for the whole nation of us here,” Mrs. Chisom said, and stepping back into
the hall she looked up the white-railed stairway. “In case we ever took a notion to move back to Mississippi.” She
went outside and they heard her stepping along the front porch. “It’d make a good boarding house, if you could
get your mother to come cook for ’em.”
“Great Day in the Morning!” exclaimed Miss Tennyson Bullock.
“Mama,” said Fay, “you know what? I’ve got a good mind this minute to jump in with you. And ride home
with my folks to Texas.” Her chin was trembling as she named it. “Hear?”
“For how long do you mean to stay?” asked Mrs. Chisom, coming to face her.
“Just long enough.”
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“You going to rush into a trip right now?” Major Bullock asked, going to her other side.
“Major Bullock,” she said, “I think when a person can see a free ride one way, the decision is made for them.
And it just so happens I haven’t unpacked my suitcase.”
“I haven’t heard your excuse for going yet,” said Sis. “Have you got one?”
“I’d just like to see somebody that can talk my language, that’s my excuse. Where’s DeWitt?” Fay demanded.
“You didn’t bring him.”
“DeWitt? He’s still in Madrid. He’s been in a sull\fn{ Sulk.} ever since you married Judge McKelva and didn’t
send him a special engraved invitation to the wedding,” said Bubba.
Fay gave them a tight smile. Mrs. Chisom said,
“I said, ‘DeWitt, now! You’re a brother just the same as Bubba is—and Roscoe was—and it’s your place to get
up out of that sull and come on with us to the funeral. You can take the wheel in Lake Charles.’ But DeWitt is
DeWitt, he expects his feelings to be considered.”
“He speaks my language,” said Fay. “I’ve got a heap to tell DeWitt.”
“You may have to stand out in front of his house and holler it, if you do,” said Bubba. “He’s got folks’
appliances stacked over ever blooming inch of space. You can’t hardly get in across those vacuum cleaners and
power motors and bathroom heaters and old window fans, and not a one of ’em running. Hasn't fixed a one. He
can’t hardly get out of the house and you can’t get in.”
“I’ll scare him out of that sull,” said Fay.
“I think that’s just what he’s waiting for, myself,” said Sis. “I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction, if it was me.”
Fay cried,
“I don’t even mind standing up in the back and riding with the children!” She whirled and ran upstairs.
“You’ll wind up riding on my lap,” said her mother. “I know you.” She put her hand out and stopped a tray
going by. “I wouldn’t mind taking some of that ham along, though,” she told Tish. “If it’s just going begging.”
Laurel followed Fay upstairs and stood in the bedroom door while Fay stuffed her toilet things into the already
crammed suitcase.
“Fay, I wanted you to know what day I’ll be leaving,” she said. “So there’ll be no danger of us running into
each other.”
“That suits me dandy.”
“I’m giving myself three days. And I’ll leave Monday on the three o’clock flight from Jackson. I’ll be out of
the house around noon.”
“All right, then.” Fay slammed her suitcase shut. “You just try and be as good as your word. I’m coming,
Mama! Don’t you-all go off and leave me!” she yelled over Laurel’s head.
“Fay, I wanted to ask you something, too,” Laurel said. “What made you tell me what you did about your
family? The time we talked, in the Hibiscus.”
“What did I say?” Fay challenged her.
“You said you had nobody—no family. You lied about your family.”
“If I did, that’s what everybody else does,” said Fay. “Why shouldn’t I?”
“Not lie that they’re dead.”
“It’s better than some lies I’ve heard around here!” cried Fay.
She struggled to lift her suitcase, and Laurel, as if she’d just seen her in the deepest trouble, moved
instinctively to help her. But Fay pushed on past her, dragging it, and hobbled in front of her, bumping her load a
step ahead of her down the stairs. She had changed into her green shoes.
“I believe a few days with your own family would do you good,” Miss Tennyson Bullock said. In the dining
room, all of them were waiting on their feet. “Eating a lot of fresh vegetables; and so forth.”
“Well, at least my family’s not hypocrites,” said Fay. “If they didn’t want me, they’d tell me to my face.”
“When you coming back?” asked Major Bullock, swaying a little.
“When I get ready.”
The clock struck for half-past twelve.
“Oh, how I hate that old striking clock!” cried Fay. “It’s the first thing I’m going to get rid of.”
They were taking old Mr. Chisom as far as the bus station,to be sure he found it.
“You got a lot of fat squirrels going to waste here,” the old man said, bending down to Laurel, and she was
unprepared for it when he kissed her goodbye.
At last they were in the truck, rolling down the driveway to the street.
“Poor little woman. Got a bigger load than she knows yet how to carry by herself,” said Major Bullock,
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waving.
Wendell was the only Chisom visible now, standing at the very back of the truck. He pulled one of his guns out
of the holster and rode off shooting it at them. No noise came but his own thin, wistful voice.
“Pow! Pow! Pow!”
The few who were left walked back into the house. The silver tray on the hall table held a heap of calling
cards, as though someone had tried to build a little house with them. Beside it lay a candy box with the picture of
a pretty girl on the dusty lid.
“Old Mr. Chisom gave me all those pecans he brought,” said Laurel, sighing. “I don’t know why. Then he
kissed me when he left.”
“I believe he thought you must be Fay,” said Miss Adele gently.
“I’m making myself a little toddy,” said Miss Tennyson, adding sugar to something in a glass. “Do you know,
Laurel, who was coming to my mind the whole blessed way through? Becky!”
“Of course,” said Miss Adele. “And all I did was thank my stars she wasn’t here. Child, I’m glad your mother
didn’t have to live through that. I’m glad it was you.”
“Foot! I’m mad at you for not getting the house,” old Mrs. Pease told Laurel. “After all, I’m the one that’s got
to go on living next door.”
She went home. The others were leaving too.
“Rupert, I could brain you for roping in those Chisoms,” said Miss Tennyson, as the Major took her by the
arm.
“I thought they’d be the answer to her prayers, poor little woman. And Clint jotted the list of ’em down for me
just the day he took off for New Orleans. In case she needed ’em.”
“And she did,” said Miss Adele.
“I still can’t believe it!” the Major loudly said, as the Bullocks helped each other toward the old Chrysler.
“Can’t believe we’ve all come off and left him in the ground!”
“Rupert,” said Miss Tennyson, “now listen to me. Believe it. Now you get busy and believe it. Do you hear
what I say? Poor Clinton’s in Heaven right now.”
Miss Adele took a step toward the kitchen, and then Missouri clinked some glasses back there. Miss Adele
lifted her empty hands for a moment, and dropped them.
Laurel touched her own to one of hers, and watched her go.
THREE
1
Laurel, kneeling, worked among the iris that still held a ragged line along the back of the house up to the
kitchen door. She’d found the dark-blue slacks and the blue cardigan in her suitcase; she’d packed them as
automatically as she’d packed her sketchbook. She felt the spring sun gently stinging the back of her neck and she
listened to other people talk. Her callers sat behind her and over to the side, in the open sunshine.
“Well, we got her out of the house,” Miss Tennyson Bullock said. “Fay’s gone!”
“Don’t brag too soon,” said old Mrs. Pease.
These four elderly ladies were all at home in the McKelva backyard. Cardinals, flying down from low
branches of the dogwood tree, were feeding here and there at the ladies’ crossed feet. At the top of the tree, a
mockingbird stood silent over them like a sentinel.
“I used to waste good time feeling sorry for Clint. But he’s in Heaven now. And if she’s in Texas, I can just sit
here in sunshine and be glad for our sakes,” Miss Tennyson said. She had the ancient deck chair, which engulfed
her like a hammock. “Of course, Major daily expects her back.”
“Oh, but not to stay, do you think? In Mount Salus without a husband?” asked Mrs. Bolt, the minister’s wife.
She promptly reassured herself.
“No, she won’t last long. She’ll go away.”
“I wouldn’t count on it if I were you,” said old Mrs. Pease. “You got a peep at her origins.”
“Ask yourself what other roof than this she’d rather have over her head, and you’ve got your answer,” said
Miss Tennyson.
“What did she do with herself while he was here?” exclaimed Mrs. Bolt.
“Nothing but sit-and-eat,” said Miss Tennyson. “And keep straight on looking like a sparrow.”
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“She had to eat. Had nothing else to do to occupy her hands,” said Mrs. Pease, holding up a perfectly
enormous afghan she was knitting as if by the porcelain light of the dogwood tree.
“Oh, surely you know she was occupied enough with this great big house to care for.” Miss Adele tilted up her
face at it. The faint note of mockery that belonged in her voice had come back today.
“The house was not exactly a sight. Yes it was,” said Miss Tennyson. “The way they set off and left it to come
back to—I won’t describe the way Adele and I found it.”
“Their bed wasn’t made,” suggested the minister’s wife.
“Well, if she made him happy. You’ve never caught me guilty yet of saying any more than that,” said Miss
Tennyson. The wild phlox was blue as a lake behind Miss Adele Courtland as she said,
“Oh, indeed he doted on her.”
“Doted. You’ve hit on it. That’s the word,” said Miss Tennyson.
Laurel went on pulling weeds. Her mother’s voice came back with each weed she reached for, and its name
with it.
“Ironweed.”
“Just chickweed.”
“Here comes that miserable old vine!”
“It couldn’t be for her bridge game, if dote he did. Beggar-my-neighbor was more in her line of
accomplishment,” said old Mrs. Pease grimly.
“Oh, he doted on her, exactly like a man will. I’d only wish to ask your precious father one question, if I could
have him back just long enough for that, Laurel,” said Miss Tennyson, and with effort she leaned forward and
asked it hoarsely:
“What happened to his judgment?”
“He wasn’t as old as all that,” agreed Mrs. Pease. “I’m older. By a trifle.”
“A man can feel compunction for a child like Fay and still not have to carry it that far,” said Miss Tennyson.
She called,
“Laurel, do you know that when he brought her here to your house, she had very little idea of how to separate
an egg?”
“And neither did he,” said Miss Adele. “‘Frying pan’ was the one name she could give you of all the things
your mother had in that kitchen, Laurel. Things like that get over town in a hurry, you know. I hate to tell you the
upshot,” said Miss Tennyson, “but on Sundays, when no power on earth could bring Missouri, they walked from
church and took their Sunday dinner in the Iona Hotel, in that dining room.”
On top of the tree, the mockingbird threw out his chest and let fall a cascade of song.
“Oh, it’s been the most saddening exhibition within my memory,” said old Mrs. Pease, crab-like over her wool.
“Major and I just happen to walk that way too, when we go home from church. Sunday after Sunday we saw
’em through the dirty plate-glass window,” said Miss Tennyson. “Billing and cooing. No tablecloth.”
“A good thing you reminded me!” said Mrs. Bolt. “My husband hasn’t yet rehearsed his Sunday sermon to me,
and he’s got just today and tomorrow.” She took her leave.
“Shocked her, but that service of her husband’s wasn'’ up to Clinton, either,” said Miss Tennyson, settling back
in the big old chair. “At the time, I didn’t object—the catch came in thinking it over later.”
“The whole day left something to be desired, if you want to hear me come right out with it,” said old Mrs.
Pease.
“Go ahead. I know you’re blaming Major,” said Miss Tennyson. “Why he had to get so carried away as to
round up those Chisoms, I’ll never know, myself. He said they were nothing but just good old Anglo-Saxons. But
I said—”
“You can’t curb a Baptist,” Mrs. Pease said. “Let them in and you can’t keep ’em down, when somebody dies.
When the whole bunch of Chisoms got to going in concert, I thought the only safe way to get through the business
alive was not say a word, just sit as still as a mouse.”
“I, though, consider that the Chisoms did every bit as well as we did,” said Miss Adele. “If we’re going to dare
mention behavior.”
“Adele has the schoolteacher’s low opinion of everybody,” said Miss Tennyson.
“It’s true they were a trifle more inelegant,” said Miss Adele. “But only a trifle.”
“The pitiful thing was, Fay didn’t know any better than the rest of ’em. She just supposed she did,” said Miss
Tennyson.
“Did you hear her snub her sister? Refused to cry on her,” said old Mrs. Pease.
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“Well, we all knew exactly what the sort of thing was that Fay’d be good for,” said Miss Tennyson. “Didn’t
make it go any quicker when it came. That slap I gave her took the starch out of me.”
“Strangely enough,” said Miss Adele, “I think that carrying-on was Fay’s idea of giving a sad occasion its due.
She was rising to it, splendidly. By her lights!” She interrupted herself before the others could do it for her. “She
wanted nothing but the best for her husband’s funeral, only the most expensive casket, the most choice cemetery
plot—”
“Choice! It looked right out on the Interstate! Those horrible trucks made so much whine, not a thing Dr. Bolt
was saying could be heard. Even from our good seats,” said Miss Tennyson.
“—and,” continued Miss Adele, “the most broken-hearted, most distraught behavior she could manage on the
part of the widow.”
Singing over her words, the mockingbird poured out his voice without stopping.
“I could have broken her neck,” said Miss Tennyson.
“Well, you couldn’t expect her to stop being a Baptist,” said old Mrs. Pease.
“Well, of course I’m a Baptist,” said Miss Adele, the dimple coming into her cheek.
“Adele, you didn’t care for Fay’s behavior any more than the rest of us did,” said Miss Tennyson.
“I saw you have to sit down,” said old Mrs. Pease shrewdly.
“I give myself as bad a mark as anybody. Never fear,” said Miss Adele.
“Well, I’m not ashamed of anything I did,” said Miss Tennyson. “And I felt still more ashamed for Fay when
she upped and told us goodbye and went off with the rest of the Chisoms. I reckon she thought we might not let
her go. But we didn’t beg her any too hard to stay, did we?” Miss Tennyson sank back deeper into the old chair.
“As a matter of fact,” said Miss Adele, “Fay stuck to her guns longer than the rest of us, the ones who knew
Judge McKelva better, and knew everything better. Major Bullock got out right tipsy, and everybody that opened
their mouths said as near the wrong thing as they could possibly manage.”
“Adele! You just dearly love to punish yourself. You hate what you’re saying, just as much as we do,” declared
Miss Tennyson.
“But I believe it.”
“Well, I’m going right on blaming the Chisoms,” said old Mrs. Pease. “They ought to have stayed home in the
first place. All of ’em.”
“I further believe Fay thought she was rising in the estimation of Mount Salus, there in front of all his lifelong
friends,” said Miss Adele. “And on what she thought was the prime occasion for doing it.”
“Well, she needed somebody to tell her how to act,” said Miss Tennyson flatly.
“I gathered from the evidence we were given that Fay was emulating her own mother,” said Miss Adele, while
the mockingbird sang.
“Why, Fay declared right in front of old Mrs. Chisom and all that she wished her mother hadn’t come!” said
Miss Tennyson.
“Nevertheless, that’s who she emulated,” said Miss Adele. “We can’t find fault with doing that, can we,
Laurel?”
Laurel, who had worked her way as far as the kitchen door, sat on the back step and gazed at the ladies, all
four.
“I got the notion if Fay hadn’t turned around quick, they might’ve just settled in here with her,” said old Mrs.
Pease. “When old Mrs. What’s-her-name stepped off the reach of the front porch, I had an anxious moment, I can
tell you.”
“Are we all going to have to feel sorry for her?” asked Miss Tennyson.
“If there’s nothing else to do, there’s no help for it,” said Miss Adele. “Is there, Laurel?”
“Well, answer!” exclaimed Miss Tennyson. “Are you prepared now to pity her, Laurel?”
“Cat’s got her tongue,” said old Mrs. Pease.
“I hope I never see her again,” said Laurel.
“There, girlie, you got it out,” said Miss Tennyson. “She’s a trial to us all and nothing else. Why don’t you stay
on here, and help us with her?”
“Why not indeed?” said Miss Adele. “Laurel has no other life.”
“Of course I must get back to work,” said Laurel.
“Back to work.” Miss Tennyson pointed her finger at Laurel and told the others. “That girl’s had more now
than she can say grace over. And she’s going back to that life of labor when she could just as easily give it up.
Clint’s left her a grand hunk of money.”
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“Once you leave after this, you’ll always come back as a visitor,” Mrs. Pease warned Laurel. “Feel free, of
course—but it was always my opinion that people don’t really want visitors.”
“I mean it. Why track back up to the North Pole?” asked Miss Tennyson. “Who’s going to kill you if you don’t
draw those pictures? As I was saying to Tish, ‘Tish, if Laurel would stay home and Adele would retire, we could
have as tough a bridge foursome as we had when Becky was playing.’”
“Are you figuring on running me out, then? Or what?” asked old Mrs. Pease, who had tottered to her feet.
“No, play on as you’re playing now,” said Miss Adele, smiling. “Nate’s adorable French wife in New Orleans
would agree with Laurel perfectly: there’s not enough Mount Salus has to offer a brilliant mind.”
“There!” exclaimed Miss Tennyson. “I’d begun to despair that we could ever make Laurel McKelva laugh on
this trip at all.”
“I’ve got my passage,” Laurel said. “The afternoon flight from Jackson on Monday.”
“And she’ll make it, too. Oh, Laurel can do anything. If it’s been made hard enough for her,” said Miss Adele.
“Of course she can give up Mount Salus and say goodbye to this house and to us, and the past, and go on back to
Chicago day after tomorrow, flying a jet. And take up one more time where she left off.”
Laurel stood up and kissed the mischievous, wrinkled cheek.
“Laurel, look yonder. You still might change your mind if you could see the roses bloom, see Becky’s Climber
come out,” said Miss Tennyson softly.
“I can imagine it, in Chicago.”
“But you can’t smell it,” Miss Tennyson argued.
All of them wandered toward the rose bed, where every hybrid tea stood low with branches cut staggered.
They were hiding themselves in an opalescent growth of leaf. Behind them—Laurel took a few steps farther—the
climbers rose: Mermaid, solid as a thicket, on the Pease side, and Banksia in its first feathery bloom on the
Courtland side, and between them the width of bare fence where Becky’s Climber belonged. Judge McKelva had
recalled himself at Becky’s Climber.
(“I’d give a pretty to know what exactly that rose is!” Laurel’s mother would say every spring when it opened
its first translucent flowers of the true rose color. “It’s an old one, with an old fragrance, and has every right to its
own name, but nobody in Mount Salus is interested in giving it to me. All I had to do was uncover it and give it
the room it asked for. Look at it! It’s on its own roots, of course, utterly strong. That old root there may be a
hundred years old!”
“Or older,” Judge McKelva had said, giving her, from the deck chair, his saturnine smile. “Strong as an old
apple tree.”)
Sienna-bright leaves and thorns like spurts of match-flame had pierced through the severely cut-back trunk. If
it didn’t bloom this year, it would next:
“That’s how gardeners must learn to look at it,” her mother would say.
Memory returned like spring, Laurel thought. Memory had the character of spring. In some cases, it was the
old wood that did the blooming.
“So we’ve settled Laurel. But has anybody but Tennyson settled Fay? I don’t see how we can think so,” said
Miss Adele, with the excruciated dimple making a shadow in her cheek. “When we really lack the first idea of
knowing what to do with Clinton’s little minx, whom he’s left on our hands in such utter disregard for our
feelings.” She was doing he. best, getting back into her form today.
“Short of crowning her over the head with a good solid piece of something,” agreed Miss Tennyson. “She’ll
live forever and a day. She’ll be right here when we’re gone. Why do all the men think they need to protect her?”
“Major just slobbers over her,” old Mrs. Pease agreed. “But he wasn’t the prime idiot. Wouldn’t Clint be
amazed if he suddenly had ears again and could hear us right now?” said Miss Tennyson with relish. “You know, I
marvel at men.”
“Laurel is who should have saved him from that nonsense. Laurel shouldn’t have married a naval officer in
wartime. Laurel should have stayed home after Becky died. He needed him somebody in that house, girl,” said
old Mrs. Pease.
“But that didn’t have to mean Fay,” said Miss Tennyson. “Drat her!”
“She’s never done anybody any harm,” Miss Adele remarked. “Rather, she gave a lonely old man something to
live for.”
“I’d rather not consider how,” interrupted Miss Tennyson primly.
“We just resent her, poor little waif,” said Miss Adele. “And she can’t help but know it. She’s got more
resentment than we have. Resentment born.”
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“If I’d just known Clint was casting around for somebody to take Becky’s place, I could’ve found him one a
whole lot better than Fay. And right here in Mount Salus,” Miss Tennyson was stung to say. “I could name one
now that would have leaped—”
“He didn’t find Becky in Mount Salus,” Miss Adele reminded them, silencing all but the mockingbird.
“And of course that’s one of the peculiarities Laurel inherited from him. She didn’t look at home to find Philip
Hand,” said Miss Tennyson.
Laurel stood up.
“Laurel’s ready for us to go,” said Miss Adele, rising herself. “We’ve kept her out of the house long enough.”
“No, don’t ask us in, we’ll leave you to struggle through the rest without us,” said Miss Tennyson indulgently.
She waved her way out toward the street. Old Mrs. Pease walked slowly away, folding her afghan, and turned
through the gate that opened into her untrespassed garden.
As Laurel walked with Miss Adele toward her own opening in the hedge, there could be heard a softer sound
than the singing from the dogwood tree. It was rhythmic but faint, as from the shaking of a tambourine.
“Little mischiefs! Will you look at them showing off,” said Miss Adele.
A cardinal took his dipping flight into the fig tree and brushed wings with a bird-frightener, and it crashed
faintly. Another cardinal followed, then a small band of them. Those thin shimmering discs were polished, rainbright, and the red- birds, all rival cocks, were flying at their tantalizing reflections. At the tiny crash the birds
would cut a figure in the air and tilt in again, then again.
“Oh, it’s a game, isn’t it, nothing but a game!” Miss Adele said, stepping gracefully into her own backyard.
2
Laurel faced the library. This was where, after his retirement and marriage, her father had moved everything he
wanted around him from his office in the Mount Salus Bank Building on the Square.
Perhaps a crowded room, whatever is added, always looks the same. One wall was exactly the same. Above
one bookcase hung her father’s stick-framed map of the county—he had known every mile; above the other hung
the portraits of his father and grandfather, the Confederate general and missionary to China, as alike as two
peaches, painted by the same industrious hand on boards too heavy to hang straight, but hanging side by side: the
four eyebrows had been identically outlined in the shape of little hand-saws placed over the eyes, teeth down, then
filled in with lamp-black.
She saw at once that nothing had happened to the books. Flush Times in Alabama and Mississippim\fn{A
collection of biographies, comic anecdotes and satirical sketches concerned with the judicial system in the old Southwest, by Joseph Glover
Baldwin (1815-1864).} the title running catercornered in gold across its narrow green spine, was in exactly the same

place as ever, next to Tennyson’s Poetical Works, Illustrated, and that next to Hogg’s Confessions of a Justified
Sinner. She ran her finger in a loving track across Eric Brighteyes\fn{By H. Rider Haggard (1891).} and Jane
Eyre,\fn{by Charlotte Brontë (1847).} The Last Days of Pompeii\fn{By Edward Bulwer-Lytton (1834).} and Carry On,
Jeeves.\fn{By P. G. Wodehouse (1925).} Shoulder to shoulder, they had long since made their own family. For every
book here she had heard their voices, father’s and mother’s. And perhaps it didn’t matter to them, not always,
what they read aloud; it was the breath of life flowing between them, and the words of the moment riding on it
that held them in delight. Between some two people every word is beautiful, or might as well be beautiful. In the
other bookcase, which stood a little lower-maybe because of Webster’s Unabridged and the McKelva family
Bible, twin weights, lying on top there was the Dickens all in a set, a shelf and a half full, old crimson bindings
scorched and frayed and hanging in strips. Nicholas Nickleby was the volume without any back at all. It was the
Gibbon below it, that had not been through fire, whose backs had come to be the color of ashes. And Gibbon was
not sacrosanct: The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes looked out from between two volumes. Laurel dusted all of
them, and set them back straight in the same order.
The library was a little darker now that one of the two windows that looked out on the Courtland side of the
house was covered by Judge McKelva’s office cabinet. This was jammed with law books and journals, more
dictionaries, his Claiborne’s Mississippi\fn{I.F.H. Claiborne, Mississippi as a Province, Territory and State (1880).} and his
Mississippi Code. Books, folders, file boxes were shelved with markers and tapes hanging out. Along the cabinet
top his telescope was propped extended, like a small brass cannon.
Laurel slid back the glass doors and began to dust and put back neatly what she came to. His papers were in an
order of their own—she thought it was that of importance to unimportance. He had kept civic papers dating from
the days when he was Mayor of Mount Salus, and an old dedication speech made at the opening of the new school
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(“hese are my promises to you, all the young people I see before me …”) The promises had made them important
to him. There was a bursting folder of papers having to do with the Big Flood, the one that had ruined the
McKelva place on the river; it was jammed with the work he had done on floods and flood control. And
everybody had already forgotten all about that part of his life, his work, his drudgery. This town deserved him no
more than Fay deserved him, she thought, her finger in the dust on what he’d written.
Laurel took her eyes away from words and stood for a moment at the window. In the backyard next door, Miss
Adele was hanging something white on the clothesline. She turned as if intuitively toward the window, and raised
her arm to wave. It was a beckoning sort of wave. She beckons with her pain, thought Laurel, realizing how often
her father must have stood just here, resting his eyes, and looked out at her without ever seeing her.
Yet he loved them as a family. After moving into town from out in the country, the Courtlands ploughed the
field behind the house, and back of that, in the pasture, kept cows. In Laurel’s early memory, Mrs. Courtland had
sold milk and to Judge McKelva’s disturbance had had her children drink it skimmed blue so she could sell all the
cream.
It was not until that night when Dr. Courtland told her, that Laurel ever heard he owed part of his medical
schooling to her father. Never had Judge McKelva been well off until the last few years. He had come
unexpectedly into a little oil money from a well dug in those acres of sand he still owned in the country—not a
great deal, but enough, with his salary continuing for life, to retire on free of financial worry.
“See there?” he had written to Laurel—or rather dictated to Dot, who loved underlining his words on her
typewriter. “There was never anything wrong with keeping up a little optimism over the Flood. How well would
you like to knock off, invite a friend for company, and all go see England and Scotland in the spring?”
The next thing she heard, he was about to marry Fay.
She’d been all around the room, and now there was the desk. It stood in the center of the room, and it had been
her father’s great-grandfather’s, made in Edinburgh—a massive, concentrated presence, like that of a concert
grand. (The neglected piano in the parlor seemed to have no presence at all.) Behind the desk yawned his leather
chair, now in its proper place.
Laurel walked around to it. There used to be standing on the desk, to face him in his chair, a photograph of her
mother, who had been asked to stop what she was doing and sit on the garden bench—this was the strongly severe
result; and the picture was gone. That was understandable. The only photograph here now was of herself and
Philip running down the steps of the Mount Salus Presbyterian Church after their wedding. Her father had given it
a silver frame. (So had she. Her marriage had been of magical ease, of ease—of brevity and conclusion and all
belonging to Chicago and not here.)
But something had been spilled on the desk. There were vermilion drops of hardened stuff on the dark wood—
not sealing wax; nail polish. They made a little track toward the chair, as if Fay had walked her fingers over the
desk from where she’d sat perched on its corner, doing her nails.
Laurel seated herself in her father’s chair and reached for the top drawer of his desk, which she had never
thought of opening in her life. It was not locked—had it ever been? The drawer rolled out almost weightless, as
light as his empty cigar box, the only thing inside. She opened the drawers one after the other on both sides of the
huge desk: they had been cleaned out. Someone had, after all, been here ahead of her.
Of course, his documents he had placed in the office safe; they were in Major Bullock’s charge now, and his
will was in Chancery court. But what of all the letters written to him—her mother’s letters?
Her mother had written to him every day they were separated in their married lives; she had said so. He often
went about to court, made business trips; and she, every summer since she had married him, had spent a full
month in West Virginia, “up home,” usually with Laurel along. Where were the letters? Put away somewhere,
with her garden picture?
They weren’t anywhere, because he hadn’t kept them. He’d never kept them: Laurel knew it and should have
known it to start with. He had dispatched all his correspondence promptly, and dropped letters as he answered
them straight into the wastebasket; Laurel had seen him do it. And when it concerned her mother, if that was what
she asked for, he went.
But there was nothing of her mother here for Fay to find, or for herself to retrieve. The only traces there were
of anybody were the drops of nail varnish. Laurel studiously went to work on them; she lifted them from the
surface of the desk and rubbed it afterwards with wax until nothing was left to show of them, either.
That was on Saturday.
3
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“Laurel! Remember when we really were the bridesmaids?” Tish cried as they sat over drinks after dinner. It
was Sunday evernng.
While the bridesmaids’ parents still lived within a few blocks of the McKelva house, the bridesmaids and their
husbands had mostly all built new houses in the “new part” of Mount Salus. Their own children were farther away
still, off in college now.
Tish’s youngest son was still at home.
“He won’t come out, though,” Tish had said. “He has company. A girl came in through his bedroom window—
to play chess with him. That’s what she said. I think she’s the same one who came in through his window last
night, close to eleven o’clock. I saw car lights in the driveway and went to see. They call him every minute. Girls.
He’s fifteen.”
“And remember Mama at the wedding,” Tish said now, “crying when it was over, saying to your father, ‘Oh,
Clint, isn’t it the saddest thing?’ And Judge Mac saying, ‘Why, no, Tennyson, if I had thought there was anything
sad to be said for it, I should have prevented it.’”
“Prevented it? I never saw a man enjoy a wedding more,” said Gert.
“Wartime or no wartime, we had pink champagne that Judge Mac sent all the way to New Orleans for!” one of
the others cried. “And a five-piece Negro band. Remember?”
“Miss Becky thought it was utter extravagance. Child-foolishness. But Judge Mac insisted on it all, a big
wedding right on down the line.”
“Well, Laurel was an only child.”
“Mother had a superstitious streak underneath,” Laurel said protectively. “She might have had a notion it was
unlucky to make too much of your happiness.”
From her place on the chaise longue by the window, she saw lightning flickering now in the western sky, like
the feathers of a bird taking a bath.
“Judge Mac laughed her out of it, then. Remember the parties we had for you!” Gert gave Laurel a lovingly
derisive slap. “That was before the Old Country Club burned down, there never was another dance floor like
that.”
“What kind of dancer was Phil, Polly? I forget!” Tish lifted her arms as though the memory would come up
and dance her away to remind her.
“Firm,” said Laurel. She turned her cheek a little further away on the pillow.
“Your daddy knew how to enjoy a grand occasion as well as we did—as long as it stayed elegant, and as long
as Papa didn’t get too high before it was over,” Tish said. “Of course, Mama should have saved all her tears for
her own child’s wedding.”
Tish was the only divorcee, as Laurel was the only widow. Tish had eloped with the captain of their high
school football team.
“But Miss Becky would rather go through anything than a grand occasion,” said Gert.
“I remember once—it must’ve been the Bar Association Meeting, or maybe when he was Mayor and they had
to function at some to-do in Jackson—anyway, once Judge Mac himself bought Miss Becky a dress to wear, came
home with it in a box and surprised her. Beaded crepe! Shot beads! Neck to hem, shot beads,” said Tish.
“Where could you have been, Laurel?” Gert said,
“He’d picked it out in New Orleans. Some clerk sold it to him.”
Music started up from off in another room of the house. Duke Ellington.
“The young don’t dance to him. They play chess to him, I suppose,” Tish said aside to Laurel. “And Miss
Becky said, ‘Clinton, if I’d just been told in advance you were going to make me an extravagant present, I’d have
asked you for a load of floor sweepings from the cottonseed-oil mill.’ Can’t you hear her?” Tish cried.
“She wore it, though, didn’t she?” one of them asked, and Tish said,
“Oh, they’d do anything for each other! Sure she wore it. And the weight she had to carry! Miss Becky told
Mama in confidence that when she wasn’t wearing that dress, which was nearly a hundred per cent of the time,
she had to keep it in a bucket!”
The bridesmaids laughed till they cried.
“But when she wanted to justify him, she wore it! With an air. What floored me, Laurel, was him getting
married again. When I saw Fay!” said Gert. “When I saw what he had there!”
“Mama, for his sake, asked at the beginning if she wouldn’t be allowed to give some sort of little welcome for
her—a sit-down tea, I believe she had in mind. And Fay said, ‘Oh, please don’t bother with a big wholesale
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reception. That kind of thing was for Becky.’ Poor Judge Mac! Because except when it came to picking a wife,”
Tish said, smiling at Laurel, “he was a pretty worldly ‘old sweet.’”
“Since when have you started laughing at them?” Laurel asked in a trembling voice. “Are they just figures
from now on to make a good story?” She turned on Tish.
“And you can wink over Father?”
“Polly!” Tish grabbed her. “We weren’t laughing at them. They weren’t funny—no more than my father and
mother are! No more than all our fathers and mothers are!” She laughed again, into Laurel’s face. “Aren’t we
grieving? We’re grieving with you.”
“I know. Of course I know it,” said Laurel.
She smiled her thanks and kissed them all. She would see the bridesmaids once more. At noon tomorrow they
were coming for her, all six, to drive her to her plane.
“I’m glad there’s nobody else for you to lose, dear,” Miss Tennyson Bullock said staunchly. She and the Major
had driven over, late as it was, to tell Laurel goodbye.
“What do you mean! She’s got Fay,” Major Bullock protested. “Though that poor little girl’s got a mighty big
load on her shoulders. More’n she can bear.”
“We are only given what we are able to bear,” Miss Tennyson corrected him. They’d had such a long married
life that she could make a pronouncement sound more military than he could, and even more legal.
Laurel hugged them both, and then said she intended to walk home.
“Walk!”
“It’s raining!”
“Nobody ever walks in Mount Salus!” They made a fuss over letting her go. Major Bullock insisted on
escorting her.
On this last night, a warm wind began to blow and the rain fell fitfully, as though working up to some
disturbance. Major Bullock shot his umbrella open and held it over Laurel in gallant fashion. He set the pace at
something of a military clip.
Major Bullock lived through his friends. He lived their lives with them—up to a point, Laurel thought. While
Miss Tennyson lived his. In a kind, faraway tenor, he began to hum as they went along. He seemed to have put
something behind him, tonight. He was recovering his good spirits already.
“He rambled,
He rambled,
Rambled all around,
In and out of town,
Oh, didn’t he ramble—”

The leafing maples were bowing around the Square, and the small No U-Turn sign that hung over the cross
street was swinging and turning over the wire in trapeze fashion. The Courthouse clock could not be read. In the
poorly lit park, the bandstand and the Confederate statue stood in dim aureoles of rain, looking the ghosts they
were, and somehow married to each other, by this time.
“He rambled till we had to cut him down,” sang Major Bullock.
The house was dark among its trees.
“Fay hasn’t come,” said the Major. “Oh, what a shame.”
“I expect we’ll just miss each other,” said Laurel.
“What a shame. Not to tell each other goodbye and good luck and the rest, it’s too bad.”
Pushing his umbrella before them, Major Bullock took her to the door and went with her inside to turn on the
hall lights. His mouth knocked against hers, as though it knocked perfunctorily on a door, or on a dream—an old
man’s goodnight; and she saw him out, lighted his way, then shut the door on him fast.
She had seen something wrong: there was a bird in the house. It was one of the chimney swifts. It shot out of
the dining room and now went arrowing up the stairwell in front of her eyes.
Laurel, still in her coat, ran through the house, turning on the lights in every room, shutting the windows
against the rain, closing the doors into the hall everywhere behind her against the bird. She ran upstairs, slammed
her own door, ran across the hall and finally into the big bedroom, where she put on the lights, and as the bird
came directly toward the new brightness she slammed the door against it.
It could not get in here. But had it been in already? For how long had it made free of the house, shuttling
through the dark rooms? And now Laurel could not get out. She was in her father’s and mother’s room—now
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Fay’s room—walking up and down. It was the first time she had entered it since the morning of the funeral.
4
Windows and doors alike were singing, buffeted by the storm. The bird touched, tapped, brushed itself against
the walls and closed doors, never resting. Laurel thought with longing of the telephone just outside the door in the
upstairs hall.
What am I in danger of here? she wondered, her heart pounding.
Even if you have kept silent for the sake of the dead, you cannot rest in your silence, as the dead rest. She
listened to the wind, the rain, the blundering, frantic bird, and wanted to cry out as the nurse cried out to her,
“Abuse! Abuse!”
Try to put it in the form of facts, she ordered herself. For the person who wishes to do so, it is possible to assail
a helpless man; it is only necessary to be married to him. It is possible to say to the dying “Enough is enough,” if
the listener who overhears is his daughter with his memory to protect. The facts were a verdict, and Laurel lived
with this verdict in her head, walking up and down.
It was not punishment she wanted for Fay, she wanted acknowledgment out of her—admission that she knew
what she had done. And Fay, she knew now, knew beyond question, would answer,
“I don’t even know what you’re talking about.”
This would be a fact. Fay had never dreamed that in that shattering moment in the hospital she had not been
just as she always saw herself—in the right. Justified. Fay had only been making a little scene—that was all.
Very likely, making a scene was, for Fay, like home. Fay had brought scenes to the hospital—and here, to the
house—as Mr. Dalzell’s family had brought their boxes of chicken legs. Death in its reality passed her right over.
Fay didn’t know what she was doing—it was like Tish winking—and she never will know, Laurel thought, unless
I tell her. Laurel asked herself: Have I come to be as lost a soul as the soul Fay exposed to Father, and to me?
Because unlike Father, I cannot feel pity for Fay. I can’t pretend it, like Mount Salus that has to live with her. I
have to hold it back until she realizes what she has done.
And I can’t stop realizing it, she thought. I saw Fay come out into the open. Why, it would stand up in court!
Laurel thought, as she heard the bird beating against the door, and felt the house itself shake in the rainy wind.
Fay betrayed herself: I’m released! she thought, shivering; one deep feeling called by its right name names others.
But to be released is to tell, unburden it.
But who could there be that she wanted to tell? Her mother. Her dead mother only. Laurel must have deeply
known it from the start. She stopped at the armchair and leaned on it. She had the proof, the damnable evidence
ready for her mother, and was in anguish because she could not give it to her, and so be herself consoled. The
longing to tell her mother was brought about-face, and she saw the horror.
Father, beginning to lose his sight, followed Mother, but who am I at the point of following but Fay? Laurel
thought. The scene she had just imagined, herself confiding the abuse to her mother, and confiding it in all
tenderness, was a more devastating one than all Fay had acted out in the hospital. What would I not do, perpetrate,
she wondered, for consolation?
She heard the bird drum itself against the door all its length from top to bottom. Her hands went to her hair and
she backed away, backed out of the room entirely and into the little room that opened out of it.
It was the sewing room, all dark; she had to feel about for a lamp. She turned it on: her old student gooseneck
lamp on a low table. By its light she saw that here was where her mother’s secretary had been exiled, and her own
study table, the old slipper chair; there was the brass-bound three-layer trunk; there was the sewing machine.
Even before it had been the sewing room, it had been where she slept in infancy until she was old enough to
move into her own room across the hall. It was cold in here, as if there had been no fire all winter; there was only
a grate, and it was empty, of course. How cold Miss Verna Longmeier’s hands must have got! Laurel thought—
coming here, sewing and making up tales or remembering all wrong what she saw and heard. A cold life she had
lived by the day in other people's houses.
But it had been warm here, warm then. Laurel remembered her father’s lean back as he sat on his haunches and
spread a newspaper over the mouth of the chimney after he’d built the fire, so that the blaze caught with a sudden
roar. Then he was young and could do everything.
Firelight and warmth—that was what her memory gave her. Where the secretary was now there had been her
small bed, with its railed sides that could be raised as tall as she was when she stood up in bed, arms up to be
lifted out. The sewing machine was still in place under the single window. When her mother—or, at her rare,
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appointed times, the sewing woman—sat here in her chair pedaling and whirring, Laurel sat on this floor and put
together the fallen scraps of cloth into stars, flowers, birds, people, or whatever she liked to call them, lining them
up, spacing them out, making them into patterns, families, on the sweet-smelling matting, with the shine of
firelight, or the summer light, moving over mother and child and what they both were making.
It was quieter here. It was around the corner from the wind, and a room away from the bird and the disturbed
dark. It seemed as far from the rest of the house itself as Mount Salus was from Chicago.
Laurel sat down on the slipper chair. The gooseneck lamp threw its dimmed beam on the secretary’s warm
brown doors. It had been made of the cherry trees on the McKelva place a long time ago; on the lid, the numerals
1817 had been set into a not quite perfect oval of different wood, something smooth and yellow as a scrap of
satin. It had been built as a plantation desk but was graceful and small enough for a lady’s use; Laurel’s mother
had had entire claim on it. On its pediment stood a lead-mold eagle spreading its wings and clasping the globe: it
was about the same breadth as her mother’s spread-out hand. There was no key in either keyhole of the double
doors of the cabinet. But had there ever been a key? Her mother had never locked up anything that Laurel could
remember. Her privacy was keyless. She had simply assumed her privacy. Now, suppose that again she would find
everything was gone?
Laurel had hesitated coming to open her father’s desk; she was not hesitating here—not now. She touched the
doors where they met, and they swung open together. Within, the cabinet looked like a little wall out of a country
post office which nobody had in years disturbed by calling for their mail. How had her mother’s papers lain under
merciful dust in the years past and escaped destruction? Laurel was sure of why: her father could not have borne
to touch them; to Fay, they would have been only what somebody wrote—and anybody reduced to the need to
write, Fay would think already beaten as a rival.
Laurel opened out the writing lid, and reaching up she drew down the letters and papers from one pigeonhole
at a time. There were twenty-six pigeonholes, but her mother had stored things according to their time and place,
she discovered, not by ABC. Only the letters from her father had been all brought together, all she had received in
her life, surely—there they were; the oldest envelopes had turned saffron. Laurel drew a single one out, opened
the page inside long enough to see it beginning, “My darling Sweetheart,” and returned it to its place. They were
postmarked from the courthouse towns her father had made sojourn in, and from Mount Salus when he addressed
them to West Virginia on her visits “up home;” and under these were the letters to Miss Becky Thurston, tied in
ribbons that were almost transparent, and freckled now, as the skin of her mother’s hands came to be before she
died. In the back of the pigeonhole where these letters came from was some solid little object, and Laurel drew it
out, her fingers remembering it before she held it under her eyes. It was a two-inch bit of slatey stone, given shape
by many little strokes from a penknife. It had come out of its cranny the temperature and smoothness of her skin;
it fitted into her palm.
“A little dish!” Laurel the child had exclaimed, thinking it something made by a child younger than she.
“A boat,” corrected her mother importantly. The initials C.C.M.McK were cut running together into the base.
Her father had made it himself. It had gone from his hand to her mother’s; that was a river stone; they had been
courting, “up home.”
There was a careful record of those days preserved in a snapshot book. Laurel felt along the shelf above the
pigeonholes and touched it, the square boards, the silk tassel. She pulled it down to her. Still clinging to the first
facing pages were the pair of grayed and stippled home-printed snapshots: Clinton and Becky “up home,” each
taken by the other standing in the same spot on a railroad track (a leafy glade), he slender as a wand, his foot on a
milepost, swinging his straw hat; she with her hands full of the wild-flowers they’d picked along the way.
“The most beautiful blouse I ever owned in my life—I made it. Cloth from Mother’s own spinning, and dyed a
deep, rich, American Beauty color with pokeberries,” her mother had said with the gravity in which she spoke of
‘up home.’ “I’ll never have anything to wear that to me is as satisfactory as that blouse.”
How darling and vain she was when she was young! Laurel thought now. She’d made the blouse—and
developed the pictures too, for why couldn’t she? And very likely she had made the paste that held them.
Judge McKelva, who like his father had attended the University of Virginia, had met her when he worked one
carefree year at a logging camp with quarters in Beechy Creek, where her mother had taught school.
“Our horse was Selim. Let me hear you pronounce his name,” her mother had said to Laurel while they sat
here sewing. “I rode Selim to school. Seven miles over Nine Mile Mountain, seven miles home. To make the time
pass quicker, I recited the whole way, from horseback—I memorized with no great effort, dear,” she’d replied to
the child’s protest. “Papa hadn’t had an entirely easy time of it, getting books at all up home.”
Laurel had been taken “up home” since a summer before she remembered. The house was built on top of what
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might as well have been already the highest roof in the world. There were rocking chairs outside it on the sweet,
roofless green grass. From a rocking chair could be seen the river where it rounded the foot of the mountain. It
was only when you wound your way down the mountain nearly to the bottom that you began to hear the river. It
sounded like a roomful of mesmerized schoolchildren reciting to their teacher. This point of the river was called
Queen’s Shoals.
Both Becky’s father and her mother had been Virginians. The mother’s family (fathered by a line of preachers
and teachers) had packed up and gone across the border around the time of the Secession. Becky’s own father had
been a lawyer, too. But the mountain had stood five times as high as the courthouse roof, straight up behind it, and
the river went rushing in front of it like a road. It was its only road.
They must have had names. Laurel never remembered hearing them said. They were just “the mountain,” “the
river,” “the courthouse,” parts of “up home.”
In the early morning, from the next mountain, from one stillness to another, traveled the sound of a blow, then
behind it its echo, then another blow, then the echo, then a shouting and the shouting falling back on itself. On it
went.
“Mother, what are they doing?” Laurel asked.
“It’s just an old man chopping wood,” said ‘the boys.’
“He’s praying,” said her mother.
“An old hermit that is,” said Grandma. “Without a soul in the world.”
“The boys”—there were six—saddled the pony for their sister; then they rode off with her. They lay on
blankets and saddles under the apple tree and played the banjo for her. They told her so many stories she cried, all
about people only she knew and they knew; had she not cried she would have never been able to stop laughing.
Of her youngest brother, who sang Billy Boy and banged comically on the strings, she said,
“Very well for Sam. He went out and cried on the ground when I married.”
In sight of the door there was an iron bell mounted on a post. If anything were ever to happen, Grandma only
needed to ring this bell.
The first time Laurel could remember arriving in West Virginia instead of just finding herself there, her mother
and she had got down from the train in early morning and stood, after it had gone, by themselves on a steep rock,
all of the world that they could see in the mist being their rock and its own iron bell on a post with its rope
hanging down. Her mother gave the rope a pull and at its sound, almost at the moment of it, large and close to
them appeared a gray boat with two of the boys at the oars. At their very feet had been the river. The boat carne
breasting out of the mist, and in they stepped. All new things in life were meant to come like that.
Bird dogs went streaking the upslanted pasture through the sweet long grass that swept them as high as their
noses. While it was still day on top of the mountain, the light still warm on the cheek, the valley was dyed blue
under them. While one of “the boys” was coming up, his white shirt would shine for a long time almost without
moving in her sight, like Venus in the sky of Mount Salus, while grandmother, mother, and little girl sat,
outlasting the light, waiting for him to climb home.
Wings beat again. Flying in from over the mountain, over the roof and a child’s head, high up in blue air,
pigeons had formed a cluster and twinkled as one body. Like a great sheet of cloth whipping in a wind of its own
making, they were about her ears. They came down to her feet and walked on the mountain. Laurel was afraid of
them, but she had been provided with biscuits from the table to feed them with. They walked about, opalescent
and solid, on worm-pink feet, each bird marked a little differently from the rest and each with a voice soft as a
person’s.
Laurel had stood panic-stricken, holding a biscuit in a frozen gesture of appeal.
“They’re just Grandma’s pigeons.” Her grandmother smoothed Laurel’s already too straight hair and pushed it
behind her ears. “They’re just hungry.”
But Laurel had kept the pigeons under eye in their pigeon house and had already seen a pair of them sticking
their beaks down each other’s throats, gagging each other, eating out of each other’s craws, swallowing down all
over again what had been swallowed before: they were taking turns. The first time, she hoped they might never do
it again, but they did it again next day while the other pigeons copied them. They convinced her that they could
not escape each other and could not themselves be escaped from. So when the pigeons flew down, she tried to
position herself behind her grandmother’s skirt, which was long and black, but her grandmother said again,
“They’re just hungry, like we are.”
No more than Laurel had known that rivers ran clear and sang over rocks might her mother have known that
her mother’s pigeons were waiting to pluck each other’s tongues out. “Up home,” just as Laurel was in Mount
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Salus, her mother was too happy to know what went on in the outside world. Besides, when her mother looked
closely, it was not in order to see pigeons but to verify something—the truth or a mistake; hers or another’s.
Laurel was ashamed to tell anybody else before she told her mother; as a result the pigeons were considered
Laurel’s pets.
“Come on!” cried ‘the boys’ to Grandma. “Let the little beggar feed her pigeons!”
Parents and children take turns back and forth, changing places, protecting and protesting each other: so it
seemed to the child.
Sometimes the top of the mountain was higher than the flying birds. Sometimes even clouds lay down the hill,
hiding the treetops farther down. The highest house, the deepest well, the tuning of the strings; sleep in the clouds;
Queen’s Shoals; the fastest conversations on earth—no wonder her mother needed nothing else!
Eventually her father would come for them—he would be called “Mr. McKelva;” and they would go home on
the train. They had taken a trunk with them—this trunk, with all the dresses made in this room: they might have
stayed always. Her father had not appeared to realize it. They came back to Mount Salus.
“Where do they get the mount?” her mother said scornfully. “There’s no ‘mount’ here.”
Grandma had died unexpectedly; she was alone. From the top of the stairs Laurel had heard her mother crying
uncontrollably: the first time she had ever heard anyone cry uncontrollably except herself.
“I wasn’t there! I wasn't there!”
“You are not to blame yourself, Becky, do you hear me?”
“You can’t make me lie to myself, Clinton!”
They raised their voices, cried out back and forth, as if grief could be fabricated into an argument to comfort
itself with. When, some time later, Laurel asked about the bell, her mother replied calmly that how good a bell
was depended on the distance away your children had gone.
Laurel’s own mother, after her sight was gone, lay in bed in the big room reciting to herself sometimes as she
had done on horseback at sixteen to make the long ride over the mountain go faster. She did not like being read to,
she preferred to do the reading, she said now.
“‘If the salt have lost his savor, wherewith shall it be salted?’”\fn{ Matthew 5:13.} she had asked, the most
reckless expression on her wasted face. She knew Dr, Courtland’s step, and greeted him with
“‘Man, proud man! Dress’t in a little brief authority!’”\fn{ Shakespeare, Measure for Measure II:ii.117-118.}
“Don’t let them tie me down,” her mother had whispered on the evening before the last of the operations. “If
they try to hold me, I’ll die.” Judge McKelva had let this pass, but Laurel had said,
“I know—you’re quoting the words of your own father.”
She had nodded at them fervently. When she was fifteen years old, Becky had gone with her father, who was
suffering pain, on a raft propelled by a neighbor, down the river at night when it was filled with ice, to reach a
railroad, to wave a lantern at a snowy train that would stop and take them on, to reach a hospital.
(“How could you make a fire on a raft?” asked Laurel, here on this matting. “How could a fire burn on water?”
“We had to have a fire,” said her mother, sewing on her fingers. “We made it burn.”)
In the city of Baltimore, when at last they reached the hospital, the little girl entrusted the doctors with what he
had told her:
“Papa said, ‘If you let them tie me down, I’ll die.’”
He could not by then have told the doctors for himself; he was in delirium. It turned out that he had suffered a
ruptured appendix. Two doctors came out of the operating room, to where Becky stood waiting in the hall. One
said,
“You’d better get in touch with whoever you know in Baltimore, little girl.”
“But I don’t know anybody in Baltimore, sir.”
“Not know anybody in Baltimore?”
This incredulity on the part of the hospital was the memory that had stayed sharpest in Becky’s mind, although
afterwards she had ridden home in the baggage car of the train, guided herself back to her mother and the houseful
of little boys, bearing the news and bringing the coffin, both together.
Neither of us saved our fathers, Laurel thought. But Becky was the brave one. I stood in the hall, too, but I did
not any longer believe that anyone could be saved, anyone at all. Not from others.
The house shook suddenly and seemed to go on shaking after a long roll of thunder.
“Up home, we loved a good storm coming, we’d fly outdoors and run up and down to meet it,” her mother
used to say. “We children would run as fast as we could go along the top of that mountain when the wind was
blowing, holding our arms wide open. The wilder it blew the better we liked it.” During the very bursting of a
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tornado which carried away half of Mount Salus, she said,
“We never were afraid of a little wind. Up home, we’d welcome a good storm.”
“You don’t know anybody in Baltimore?” they had asked Becky.
But Becky had known herself.
*
There had been so much confidence when first her vision had troubled her. Laurel remembered how her
mother, early in the morning of her first eye operation (and after an injection supposed to make her sleepy), was
affected with the gayest high spirits and anticipation, and had asked for her dressing case, and before the
inadequate mirror had powdered and dabbed rouge on her face and put on a touch of lipstick and even sprayed
about with her scent, as though she had been going to an evening party with her husband. She had stretched out
her hand in exhilaration to the orderly who came to wheel her out, as if after Nate Courtland had removed that
little cataract in the Mount Salus Hospital, she would wake up and be in West Virginia.
When someone lies sick and troubled for five years and is beloved, unforeseen partisanship can spring up
among the well. During her mother’s long trial in bed, Laurel, young and recently widowed, had somehow turned
for a while against her father: he seemed so particularly helpless to do anything for his wife. He was not
passionately enough grieved at the changes in her! He seemed to give the changes his same, kind recognition—to
accept them because they had to be only of the time being, even to love them, even to laugh sometimes at their
absurdity.
“Why do you persist in letting them hurt me?” her mother would ask him.
Laurel battled against them both, each for the other’s sake.. She loyally reproached her mother for yielding to
the storms that began coming to her out of her darkness of vision. Her mother had only to recollect herself! As for
her father, he apparently needed guidance in order to see the tragic.
What burdens we lay on the dying, Laurel thought, as she listened now to the accelerated rain on the roof:
seeking to prove some little thing that we can keep to comfort us when they can no longer feel—something as
incapable of being kept as of being proved: the lastingness of memory, vigilance against harm, self-reliance, good
hope, trust in one another.
Her father in his domestic gentleness had a horror of any sort of private clash, of divergence from the
affectionate and the real and the explainable and the recognizable. He was a man of great delicacy; what he had
not been born with he had learned in reaching toward his wife. He grimaced with delicacy. What he could not
control was his belief that all his wife’s troubles would turn out all right because there was nothing he would not
have given her. When he reached a loss he simply put on his hat and went speechless out of the house to his office
and worked for an hour or so getting up a brief for somebody.
“Laurel, open my desk drawer and hand me my old McGuffey’s Fifth Reader,” her mother would sometimes
say while she sat there alone with her. It had become a book of reference. Laurel’s hand, now, drew open the
drawer of the desk, and there lay McGuffey. She took it out and let it fall open.
The Cataract of Lodore.\fn{by Robert Southey (1774-1843).}
She could imagine every word on the page being recited in her mother’s voice—not the young mother who had
learned it on her mountain, but the mother blind, in this house, in the next room, in her bed.
… “Rising and leaping—
Sinking and creeping,
Swelling and sweeping—
Showering and springing,
Flying and flinging,
Writing and ringing …
Turning and twisting,
Around and around
With endless rebound;
Smiting and fighting,
A sight to delight in;
Confounding, astounding—“

Whatever she recited she put the same deep feeling into. With her voice she was saying that the more she could
call back of The Cataract of Lodore, the better she could defend her case in some trial that seemed to be going on
against her life.
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“And glittering and frittering,
and gathering and feathering,
and whitening and brightening,
And quivering and shivering,
And hurrying and scurrying,
And thundering and foundering …”

Then when he’d come home, her father would stand helpless in bewilderment by his wife’s bed. Spent, she had
whispered, “Why did I marry a coward?”—then had taken his hand to help him bear it.
Later still, she began to say—and her voice never weakened, never harshened, it was her spirit speaking in the
wrong words—
“All you do is hurt me. I wish I might know what it is I’ve done. Why is it necessary to punish me like this and
not tell me why?”
And still she held fast to their hands, to Laurel’s too. Her cry was not complaint; it was anger at wanting to
know and being denied knowledge; it was love’s deep anger.
“Becky, it’s going to be all right,” Judge McKelva whispered to her.
“I’ve heard that before.” One day her mother had from her torments gasped out the words,
“I need spiritual guidance!”
She, who had dared any McKelva missionary to speak his piece to her, sent out through Laurel an invitation to
the Presbyterian preacher to call upon her soon. Dr. Bolt was young then, and appealing to women—Miss
Tennyson Bullock used to say so; but his visit upstairs here had not been well taken. He had begun by reading her
a psalm, which she recited along with him. Her tongue was faster than his. When he was left behind on everything he tried, she told him,
“I’d like better than anything you can tell me just to see the mountain one more time.” When he wondered if
God intended her to, she put in a barb:
“And on that mountain, young man, there’s a white strawberry that grows completely in the wild, if you know
where to look for it. I think it very likely grows in only one spot in the world. I could tell you this minute where to
go, but I doubt if you’d see them growing after you got there. Deep in the woods, you’d miss them. You could
find them by mistake, and you could line your hat with leaves and try to walk off with a hatful: that would be how
little you knew about those berries. Once you’ve let them so much as touch each other, you’ve already done
enough to finish ’em.” She fixed him with her nearly sightless eyes.
“Nothing you ever ate in your life was anything like as delicate, as fragrant, as those wild white strawberries.
You had to know enough to go where they are and stand and eat them on the spot, that’s all.”
“I’ll take you back to your mountains, Becky,” her father had said into the despairing face after Dr. Bolt had
tiptoed away. Laurel was certain it was the first worthless promse that had ever lain between them. And the house
on the mountain had by that time, anyway, burned. Laurel had been in camp the summer it happened; but her
mother had been “up home.” She had run back into the flames and rescued her dead father’s set of Dickens at the
risk of her life, and brought the books down to Mount Salus and made room for them in the library bookcase, and
there they stood now. But before she died it had slipped her mind that the house had ever burned down at all.
“I’ll carry you there, Becky.”
“Lucifer!” she cried. “Liar!”
That was when he started, of course, being what he scowlingly called an optimist; he might have dredged the
word up out of his childhood. He loved his wife. Whatever she did that she couldn’t help doing was all right.
Whatever she was driven to say was all right. But it was not all right! Her trouble was that very desperation. And
no one had the power to cause that except the one she desperately loved, who refused to consider that she was
desperate. It was betrayal on betrayal.
In her need tonight Laurel would have been willing to wish her mother and father dragged back to any torment
of living because that torment was something they had known together, through each other. She wanted them with
her to share her grief as she had been the sharer of theirs. She sat and thought of only one thing, of her mother
holding and holding onto their hands, her own and her father’s holding onto her mother’s, long after there was
nothing more to be said.
Laurel could remember, too, her mother holding her own hands before her eyes, very close, so that she seemed
to be seeing them, the empty, working fingers.
“Poor hands in winter, when she came back from the well—bleeding from the ice, from the ice!” her mother
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cried.
“Who, Mother?” Laurel asked.
“My mother!” she cried accusingly.
After a stroke had crippled her further, she had come to believe—without being able to see her room, see a
face, to verify anything by seeing—that she had been taken somewhere that was neither home nor “up home,” that
she was left among strangers, for whom even anger meant nothing, on whom it would only be wasted. She had
died without speaking a word, keeping everything to herself, in exile and humiliation.
To Laurel while she still knew her, she had made a last remark:
“You could have saved your mother’s life. But you stood by and wouldn’t intervene. I despair for you.”
Baltimore was as far a place as you could go with those you loved, and it was where they left you.
*
Then Laurel’s father, when he was approaching seventy, had married Fay. Both times he chose, he had
suffered; she had seen him contain it. He died worn out with both wives—almost as if up to the last he had still
had both of them.
As he lay without moving in the hospital he had concentrated utterly on time passing, indeed he had. But
which way had it been going for him? When he could no longer get up and encourage it, push it forward, had it
turned on him, started moving back the other way?
Fay had once at least called Becky “my rival,” Laurel thought: But the rivalry doesn’t lie where Fay thinks. It’s
not between the living and the dead, between the old wife and the new; it’s between too much love and too little.
There is no rivalry as bitter; Laurel had seen its work.
Later and later into the night, with the buffeting kept at its distance, though it never let up, Laurel sat under the
lamp among the papers. She held in her hands her mother’s yellowed notebooks—correspondence records,
address books—Virginia aunts and cousins long dead, West Virginia nieces and nephews now married and moved
where Laurel no longer quite kept up with them. The brothers had moved down the mountain into town, into the
city, and the banjo player who had known so many verses to Where Have You Been, Billy Boy? had turned into a
bank official. Only the youngest had been able to come to Mount Salus to his sister’s funeral. He who had been
the Evening Star climbed on two canes to her grave and said to Judge McKelva, as they stood together,
“She’s a long way from West Virginia.”
A familiar black-covered “composition book” came off the shelf and lay open on Laurel’s lap to My Best
Bread, written out twenty or thirty years ago in her mother’s strict, pointed hand, giving everything but the steps
of procedure. (“A cook is not exactly a fool.”) Underneath it had lain something older, a class notebook. Becky
had sent herself to teacher’s college, wearing the deep-dyed blouse. It was her keeping her diagrams of Paradise
Lost and Milton’s Universe that was so like her, pigeonholing them here as though she’d be likely to find them
useful again. Laurel gazed down at the careful figuring of the modest household accounts, drifted along the lined
pages (this was an old Mount Salus Bank book) to where they eased into garden diaries and the plots of her rose
beds, her perennial borders.
“I have just come in. Clinton is still toiling. I see him now from my kitchen window, struggling with the
Mermaid rose.”
“That fool fig tree is already putting out leaves. Will it never learn?”
The last pigeonhole held letters her mother had saved from her own mother, from “up home.”
She slipped them from their thin envelopes and read them now for herself. Widowed, her health failing, lonely
and sometimes bedridden, Grandma wrote these letters to her young, venturesome, defiant, happily married
daughter as to an exile, without ever allowing herself to put it into so many words. Laurel could hardly believe the
bravery and serenity she had put into these short letters, in the quickened pencil to catch the pocket of one of “the
boys” before he rode off again, dependent—Grandma then, as much as Laurel now—upon his remembering to
mail them from “the courthouse.” She read on and met her own name on a page.
“I will try to send Laurel a cup of sugar for her birthday. Though if I can find a way to do it, I would like to
send her one of my pigeons. It would eat from her hand, if she would let it.”
*
A flood of feeling descended on Laurel. She let the papers slide from her hand and the books from her knees,
and put her head down on the open lid of the desk and wept in grief for love and for the dead. She lay there with
all that was adamant in her yielding to this night, yielding at last. Now all she had found had found her. The
deepest spring in her heart had uncovered itself, and it began to flow again.
If Phil could have lived—
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But Phil was lost. Nothing of their life together remained except in her own memory; love was sealed away
into its perfection and had remained there.
If Phil had lived—
She had gone on living with the old perfection undisturbed and undisturbing. Now, by her own hands, the past
had been raised up, and he looked at her, Phil himself—here waiting, all the time, Lazarus. He looked at her out of
eyes wild with the craving for his unlived life, with mouth open like a funnel’s.
What would have been their end, then? Suppose their marriage had ended like her father and mother’s? Or like
her mother’s father and mother’s? Like—
“Laurel! Laurel! Laurel!” Phil's voice cried. She wept for what happened to life.
“I wanted it!” Phil cried.
His voice rose with the wind in the night and went around the house and around the house. It became a roar.
“I wanted it!”
FOUR
She had slept in the chair, like a passenger who had come on an emergency journey in a train. But she had
rested deeply. She had dreamed that she was a passenger, and riding with Phil. They had ridden together over a
long bridge.
Awake, she recognized it: it was a dream of something that had really happened. When she and Phil were
coming down from Chicago to Mount Salus to be married in the Presbyterian Church, they came on the train.
Laurel, when she traveled back and forth between Mount Salus and Chicago, had always taken the sleeper—the
same crack train she had just ridden from New Orleans. She and Phil followed the route on the day train, and she
saw it for the first time.
When they were climbing the long approach to a bridge after leaving Cairo,\fn{ On the tip of southern Illinois.}
rising slowly higher until they rode above the tops of bare trees, she looked down and saw the pale light widening
and the river bottoms opening out, and then the water appearing, reflecting the low, early sun. There were two
rivers.. Here was where they came together. This was the confluence of the waters, the Ohio and the Mississippi.
They were looking down from a great elevation and all they saw was at the point of coming together, the bare
trees marching in from the horizon, the rivers moving into one, and as he touched her arm she looked up with him
and saw the long, ragged, pencil-faint line of birds within the crystal of the zenith, flying in a V of their own,
following the same course down. All they could see was sky, water, birds, light, and confluence.. It was the whole
morning world.
And they themselves were a part of the confluence. Their own joint act of faith had brought them here at the
very moment and matched its occurrence, and proceeded as it proceeded. Direction itself was made beautiful,
momentous. They were riding as one with it, right up front.
It’s our turn! She’d thought exultantly. And we’re going to live forever..
Left bodiless and graveless of a death made of water and fire in a year long gone, Phil could still tell her of her
life. For her life, any life, she had to believe, was nothing but the continuity of its love.
She believed it just as she believed that the confluence of the waters was still happening at Cairo. It would be
there the same as it ever was when she went flying over it today on her way back—out of sight, for her, this time,
thousands of feet below, but with nothing in between except thin air.
Philip Hand was an Ohio country boy. He had a country boy’s soft-spokenness and selfless energy and longrange plans. He had put himself through architectural school—Georgia Tech, because it was cheaper and warmer
there—in her country; then had met her when she came north to study in his, at the Art Institute in Chicago. From
far back, generations, they must have had common memories. (Ohio was across the river from West Virginia; the
Ohio was his river.)
But there was nothing like a kinship between them, as they learned. In life and in work and in affection they
were each shy, each bold, just where the other was not. She grew up in the kind of shyness that takes its refuge in
giving refuge. Until she knew Phil, she thought of love as shelter; her arms went out as a naïve offer of safety. He
had showed her that this need not be so. Protection, like self-protection, fell away from her like all one garment,
some anachronism foolishly saved from childhood.
Philip had large, good hands, and extraordinary thumbs—double-jointed where they left the palms, nearly at
right angles; their long, blunt tips curved strongly back. When she watched his right hand go about its work, it
looked to her like the Hand of his name.
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She had a certain gift of her own. He taught her, through his example, how to use it. She learned how to work
by working beside him. He taught her to draw, to work toward and into her pattern, not to sketch peripheries.
Designing houses was not enough for his energy. He fitted up a workshop in their South Side apartment, taking
up half the kitchen.
“I get a moral satisfaction out of putting things together,” he said. “I like to see a thing finished.” He made
simple objects of immediate use, taking unlimited pains. What he was, was a perfectionist.
But he was not an optimist—he knew that. Phil had learned everything he could manage to learn, and done as
much as he had time for, to design houses to stand, to last, to be lived in; but he had known they could equally
well, with the same devotion and tireless effort, be built of cards. When the country went to war, Philip said,
“Not the Army, not the Engineers. I’ve heard what happens to architects. They get put in Camouflage. This
war’s got to move too fast to stop for junk like camouflage.” He went into the Navy and ended up as a
communications officer on board a mine sweeper in the Pacific.
Taking the train, Laurel’s father made his first trip to Chicago in years to see Phil on his last leave. (Her mother
was unable to travel anywhere except “up home.”)
“How close have those kamikaze come to you so far, son?” the Judge wanted to know.
“About close enough to shake hands with,” Phil said.
A month later, they came closer still.
As far as Laurel had ever known, there had not happened a single blunder in their short life together. But the
guilt of outliving those you love is justly to be borne, she thought. Outliving is something we do to them. The
fantasies of dying could be no stranger than the fantasies of living. Surviving is perhaps the strangest fantasy of
them all.
*
The house was bright and still, like a ship that has tossed all night and come to harbor. She had not forgotten
what waited for her today. Turning off the panicky lights of last night as she went, she walked through the big
bedroom and opened the door into the hall.
She saw the bird at once, high up in a fold of the curtain at the stair window; it was still, too, and narrowed,
wings to its body.
As the top step of the stairs creaked under her foot, the bird quivered its wings rapidly without altering its
position. She sped down the stairs and closed herself into the kitchen while she planned and breakfasted. She’d
got upstairs again and dressed and come out again, still to find the bird had not moved from its position.
Loudly, like a clumsy, slow echo of the wing-beating, a pounding began on the front porch. It was no effort
any longer to remember anybody: Laurel knew there was only one man in Mount Salus who knocked like that, the
perennial jack-leg carpenter who appeared in spring to put in new window cords, sharpen the lawn mower, plane
off the back screen door from its wintertime sag. He still acted, no doubt, for widows and maiden ladies and for
wives whose husbands were helpless around the house.
“Well, this time it’s your dad. Old Miss been gone a dozen year. I miss her ever’ time I pass the old place,” said
Mr. Cheek. “Her and her ideas.”
Was this some last, misguided call of condolence?
“What is it, Mr. Cheek?” she asked.
“Locks holding?” he asked. “Ready for me to string your window cords? Change your furniture around?”
He was the same. He mounted the steps and came right across the porch at a march, with his knees bent and
turned out, and the tools knocking together inside his sack. Her mother had deplored his familiar ways and
blundering hammer, had called him on his cheating, and would have sent him packing for good the first time she
heard him refer to her as “Old Miss.” Now he was moving into what he must suppose was a clear field.
“Roof do any leaking last night?”
“No. A bird came down the chimney, that’s all,” said Laurel. “If you’d like to be useful, I’ll let you get it out
for me.”
“Bird in the house?” he asked. “Sign o’ bad luck, ain’t it?” He still walked up the stairs with a strut and
followed too close.
“I reckon I’m elected.”
The bird had not moved from its position. Heavy-looking, laden with soot, it was still pressed into the same
curtain fold.
“I spot him!” Mr. Cheek shouted. He stamped his foot, then clogged with both feet like a clown, and the bird
dropped from the curtain into flight and, barely missing the wall, angled into Laurel’s room—her bedroom door
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had come open. Mr. Cheek with a shout slammed the door on it.
“Mr. Cheek!”
“Well, I got him out of your hall.”
Laurel’s door opened again, of itself, with a slowness that testified there was nothing behind it but the morning
breeze.
“I’m not prepared for a joke this morning,” Laurel said. “I want that bird out of my room!”
Mr. Cheek marched on into her bedroom. His eye slid to the muslin curtains, wet, with the starch rained out of
them—she realized that her window had been open all night—where the shineless bird was frantically striking
itself; but she could see he was only sizing up the frayed window cords.
“It’ll get in every room in the house if you let it,” Laurel said, controlling herself from putting her hands over
her hair.
“It ain’t trying to get in. Trying to get out,” said Mr. Cheek, and crowed at her.
He marched around the room, glancing into Laurel’s suitcase, opened out on the bed—there was nothing for
him to see, only her sketchbook that she’d never taken out—and inspected the dressing table and himself in its
mirror, while the bird tried itself from curtain to curtain and spurted out of the room ahead of him. It had left the
dust of itself all over everything, the way a moth does.
“Where’s Young Miss?” asked Mr. Cheek, and opened the big bedroom door. The bird flew in like an arrow.
“Mr. Cheek!”
“That’s about my favorite room in the house,” he said. He gave Laurel a black grin; his front teeth had gone.
“Mr. Cheek, I thought I told you—I wasn’t ready for a joke. You’ve simply come and made things worse than
you found them. Exactly like you used to do!” Laurel said.
“Well, I won’t charge you nothing,” he said, clattering down the stairs behind her. “I don’t see nothing wrong
with you,” he added. “Why didn’t you ever go ’head and marry you another somebody?”
She walked to the door and waited for him to leave. He laughed good-naturedly.
“Yep, I’m all that’s left of my folks too,” he said. “Maybe me and you ought to get together.”
“Mr. Cheek, I’d be very glad if you’d depart.”
“If you don’t sound like Old Miss!” he said admiringly. “No hard feelings,” he called, skipping into his escape
down the steps. “You even got her voice.”
Missouri had arrived; she came out with her broom to the front porch.
“What happen?”
“A chimney swift! A chimney swift got out of the fireplace into the house and flew everywhere,” Laurel said.
“It’s still loose upstairs.”
“It’s because we get it all too clean, brag too soon,” said Missouri. “You didn’t ask that Mr. Cheeks? He just
waltz through the house enjoying the scenery, what I bet.”
“He was a failure. We’ll shoo it out between us.”
“That’s what it look like. It’s just me and you.”
Missouri, when she appeared again, was stuffed back into her raincoat and hat and buckled in tight. She
walked slowly up the stairs holding the kitchen broom, bristles up.
“Do you see it?” Laurel asked. She saw the mark on the stairway curtain where the bird had tried to stay
asleep. She heard it somewhere, ticking.
“He on the telephone.”
“Oh don’t hit—”
“How’m I gonna git him, then? Look,” said Missouri. “He ain’t got no business in your room.”
“Just move behind it. Birds fly toward light—I’m sure I’ve been told. Here—I’m holding the front door wide
open for it.” Missouri could be heard dropping the broom.
“It’s got a perfectly clear way out now,” Laurel called. “Why won’t it just fly free of its own accord?”
“They just ain’t got no sense like we have.”
Laurel propped the screen door open and ran upstairs with two straw wastebaskets.
“I’ll make it go free.”
Then her heart sank. The bird was down on the floor, under the telephone table. It looked small and unbearably
flat to the ground, like a child’s shoe without a foot inside it.
“Missouri, I’ve always been scared one would touch me,” Laurel told her. “I’ll tell you that.” It looked eyeless,
unborn, so still was it holding.
“They vermin,” said Missouri.
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Laurel dropped the first basket over the bird, then cupped the two baskets together to enclose it; the whole
operation was soundless and over in an instant.
“What if I’ve hurt it?”
“Cat’ll git him, that’s all.”
Laurel ran down the stairs and out of the house and down the front steps, not a step of the way without the
knowledge of what she carried, vibrating through the ribs of the baskets, the beat of its wings or of its heart, its
blind struggle against rescue.
On the front sidewalk, she got ready.
“What you doing?” called old Mrs. Pease through her window curtains. “Thought you were due to be gone!”
“I am, just about!” called Laurel, and opened the baskets. Something struck her face—not feathers; it was a
blow of wind. The bird was away. In the air it was nothing but a pair of wings—she saw no body any more, no
tail, just a tilting crescent being drawn back into the sky.
“All birds got to fly, even them no-count dirty ones,” said Missouri from the porch. “Now I got all that
wrenching out to do over.”
*
For the next hour, Laurel stood in the driveway burning her father’s letters to her mother, and Grandma’s
letters, and the saved little books and papers in the rusty wire basket where pecan leaves used to get burned—“too
acid for my roses.” She burned Milton’s Universe. She saw the words “this morning?” with the uncompromising
hook of her mother’s question mark, on a little round scrap of paper that was slowly growing smaller in the
smoke. She had a child’s desire to reach for it, like a coin left lying in the street for any passer-by to find and
legitimately keep—by then it was consumed. All Laurel would have wanted with her mother’s “this morning?”
would have been to make it over, give her a new one in its place. She stood humbly holding the blackened rake.
She thought of her father.
The smoke dimmed the dogwood tree like a veil over a face that might have shone with too naked a candor.
Miss Adele Courtland was hurrying under it now, at a fast teacher’s walk, to tell Laurel goodbye before time for
school. She looked at what Laurel was doing and her face withheld judgment.
“There’s one thing—I’d like you to keep it,” said Laurel. She reached in her apron pocket for it.
“Polly. You mustn’t give this up. You must know I can’t allow you—no, indeed, you must cling to this.”
She pressed the little soapstone boat back into Laurel’s hand quickly, told her goodbye, and fled away to her
school.
Laurel had presumed. And no one would ever succeed in comforting Miss Adele Courtland, anyway: she
would only comfort the comforter.
*
Upstairs, Laurel folded her slacks and the wrinkled silk dress of last night into her case, dropped in the other
few things she’d brought, and closed it. Then she bathed and dressed again in the Sibyl Connolly\fn{ An Irish fashion
designer (born in Wales) known for her use of one-of-a-kind designs in Irish textiles .} suit she’d flown down in. She was careful
with her lipstick, and pinned her hair up for Chicago. She stepped back into her city heels, and started on a last
circuit through the house. All the windows, which Missouri had patiently stripped so as to wash the curtains over
again, let in the full volume of spring light. There was nothing she was leaving in the whole shining and quiet
house now to show for her mother’s life and her mother’s happiness and suffering, and nothing to show for Fay’s
harm; her father’s turning between them, holding onto them both, then letting them go, was without any sign.
From the stair window she could see that the crab-apple tree had rushed into green, all but one sleeve that was
still flowery.
The last of the funeral flowers had been carried out of the parlor—the tulips, that had stayed beautiful until the
last petal fell. Over the white-painted mantel, where cranes in their circle of moon, the beggar with his lantern, the
poet at his waterfall hung in their positions around the clock, the hour showed thirty minutes before noon.
She was prepared for the bridesmaids. And then, from the back of the house, she heard a sound—like an empty
wooden spool dropped down through a cupboard and rolling away. She walked into the kitchen, where through
the open door she could see Missouri just beginning to hang out her curtains. The room was still odorous of hot
soapsuds.
The same wooden kitchen table of her childhood, strong as the base of an old square piano, stood bare in the
middle of the wooden floor. There were two cupboards, and only the new one, made of metal, was in daily use.
The original, wooden one Laurel had somehow passed over in her work, as forgetfully as she’d left her own
window open to the rain. She advanced on it, tugged at the wooden doors until they gave. She opened them and
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got the earnest smell of mouse.
In the dark interior she made out the fruitcake pans, the sack of ice-cream salt, the waffle irons, the punch bowl
hung with its cups and glinting with the oily rainbows of neglect. Underneath all those useless things, shoved
back as far as it would go but still on the point of pushing itself out of the cupboard, something was waiting for
her to find; and she was still here, to find it.
Kneeling, moving the objects rapidly out of her way, Laurel reached with both hands and drew it out into the
light of the curtainless day and looked at it. It was exactly what she thought it was. In that same moment, she felt,
more sharply than she could hear them where she was, footsteps that tracked through the parlor, the library, the
hall, the dining room, up the stairs and through the bedrooms, down the stairs, in the same path Laurel had taken,
and at last came to the kitchen door and stopped.
“You mean to tell me you’re still here?” Fay said. Laurel said,
“What have you done to my mother’s breadboard?”
“Breadboard?”
Laurel rose and carried it to the middle of the room and set it on the table. She pointed.
“Look. Look where the surface is splintered—look at those gouges. You might have gone at it with an ice
pick.”
“Is that a crime?”
“All scored and grimy! Or you tried driving nails in it.”
“I didn’t do anything but crack last year’s walnuts on it. With the hammer.”
“And cigarette burns—”
“Who wants an everlasting breadboard? It’s the last thing on earth anybody needs!”
“And there—along the edge!” With a finger that was trembling now, Laurel drew along it.
“Most likely a house as old as this has got a few enterprising rats in it,” Fay said.
“Gnawed and blackened and the dust ground into it—Mother kept it satin-smooth, and clean as a dish!”
“It’s just an old board, isn’t it?” cried Fay.
“She made the best bread in Mount Salus!”
“All right! Who cares? She’s not making it now.”
“You desecrated this house.”
“I don’t know what that word means, and glad I don’t. But I’ll have you remember it’s my house now, and I
can do what I want to with it,” Fay said. “With everything in it. And that goes for that breadboard too.”
And all Laurel had felt and known in the night, all she’d remembered, and as much as she could understand
this morning—in the week at home, the month, in her life—could not tell her now how to stand and face the
person whose own life had not taught her how to feel. Laurel didn’t know even how to tell her goodbye.
“Fay, my mother knew you’d get in her house. She never needed to be told,” said Laurel. “She predicted you.”
“Predict? You predict the weather,” said Fay.
You are the weather, thought Laurel. And the weather to come: there’ll be many a one more like you, in this
life.
“She predicted you.”
Experience did, finally, get set into its right order, which is not always the order of other people’s time. Her
mother had suffered in life every symptom of having been betrayed, and it was not until she had died, and the
protests of memory came due, that Fay had ever tripped in from Madrid, Texas. It was not until that later moment,
perhaps, that her father himself had ever dreamed of a Fay.
For Fay was Becky’s own dread. What Becky had felt, and had been afraid of, might have existed right here in
the house all the time, for her. Past and future might have changed places, in some convulsion of the mind, but
that could do nothing to impugn the truth of the heart. Fay could have walked in early as well as late, she could
have come at any time at all. She was coming.
“But your mother, she died a crazy!” Fay cried.
“Fay, that is not true. And nobody ever dared to say such a thing.”
“In Mount Salus? I heard it in Mount Salus, right in this house. Mr. Cheek put me wise. He told me how he
went in my room one day while she was alive and she threw something at him.”
“Stop,” said Laurel.
“It was the little bell off her table. She told him she deliberately aimed at his knee, because she didn’t have a
wish to hurt any living creature. She was a crazy and you’ll be a crazy too, if you don’t watch out.”
“My mother never did hurt any living creature.”
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“Crazies never did scare me. You can’t scare me into running away, either. You’re the one that’s got to do the
running,” Fay said.
“Scaring people into things. Scaring people out of things. You haven’t learned any better yet, Fay?”
Trembling, Laurel kept on.
“What were you trying to scare Father into—when you struck him?”
“I was trying to scare him into living!” Fay cried.
“You what? You what?”
“I wanted him to get up out of there, and start him paying a little attention to me, for a change.”
“He was dying,” said Laurel. “He was paying full attention to that.”
“I tried to make him quit his old-man foolishness. I was going to make him live if I had to drag him! And I
take good credit for what I did!” cried Fay. “It’s more than anybody else was doing.”
“You hurt him.”
“I was being a wife to him!” cried Fay. “Have you clean forgotten by this time what being a wife is?”
“I haven’t forgotten,” Laurel said. “Do you want to know why this breadboard right here is such a beautiful
piece of work? I can tell you. It’s because my husband made it.”
“Made it? What for?”
“Do you know what a labor of love is? My husband made it for my mother, so she’d have a good one. Phil had
the gift—the gift of his hands. And he planed-fitted-glued-clamped—it’s made on the true, look and see, it’s still
as straight as his T-square. Tongued and grooved—tight-fitted, every edge—”
“I couldn’t care less,” said Fay.
“I watched him make it. He’s the one in the family who could make things. We were a family of comparatively
helpless people—that’s what so bound us, bound us together. My mother blessed him when she saw this. She said
it was sound and beautiful and exactly suited her long-felt needs, and she welcomed it into her kitchen.”
“It’s mine now,” said Fay.
“But I’m the one that’s going to take care of it,” said Laurel.
“You mean you’re asking me to give it to you?”
“I’m going to take it back to Chicago with me.”
“What makes you think I’ll let you? What’s made you so brazen all at once?”
“Finding the breadboard!” Laurel cried. She placed both hands down on it and gave it the weight of her body.
“Fine Miss Laurel!” said Fay; “if they all could see you now! You mean you’d carry it out of the house the way
it is? It’s dirty as sin.”
“A coat of grime is something I can get rid of.”
“If all you want to do is tub the skin off your bones.”
“The scars it’s got are a different matter. But I’d work.”
“And do what with it when you got through?” Fay said mockingly.
“Have my try at making bread. Only last night, by the grace of God, I had my mother’s recipe, written in her
own hand, right before my eyes.”
“It all tastes alike, don’t it?”
“You never tasted my mother’s. I could turn out a good loaf too—I’d work at it.”
“And then who’d eat it with you?” said Fay.
“Phil loved bread. He loved good bread. To break a loaf and eat it warm, just out of the oven,” Laurel said.
Ghosts. And in irony she saw herself, pursuing her own way through the house as single-rnindedly as Fay had
pursued hers through the ceremony of the day of the funeral. But of course they had had to come together—it was
useless to suppose they wouldn’t meet, here at the end of it. Laurel was not late, not yet, in leaving, but Fay had
come early, and in time. For there is hate as well as love, she supposed, in the coming together and continuing of
our lives. She thought of Phil and the kamikaze shaking hands.
“Your husband? What has he got to do with it?” asked Fay. “He’s dead, isn’t he?”
Laurel took the breadboard in both hands and raised it up out of Fay’s reach.
“Is that. what you hit with? Is a moldy old breadboard the best you can find?”
Laurel held the board tightly. She supported it, above her head, but for a moment it seemed to be what
supported her, a raft in the waters, to keep her from slipping down deep, where the others had gone before her.
From the parlor came a soft whirr, and noon struck. Laurel slowly lowered the board and held it out level
between the two of them.
“I’ll tell you what: you just about made a fool of yourself,” said Fay. “You were just before trying to hit me
567

with that plank. But you couldn’t have done it. You don’t know the way to fight.” She squinted up one eye. “I had
a whole family to teach me.”
But of course, Laurel saw, it was Fay who did not know how to fight. For Fay was without any powers of
passion or imagination in herself and had no way to see it or reach it in the other person. Other people, inside their
lives, might as well be invisible to her. To find them, she could only strike out those little fists at random, or spit
from her little mouth. She could no more fight a feeling person than she could love him.
“I believe you underestimate everybody on earth,” Laurel said.
She had been ready to hurt Fay. She had wanted to hurt her, and had known herself capable of doing it. But
such is the strangeness of the mind, it had been the memory of the child Wendell that had prevented her.
“I don’t know what you’re making such a big fuss over. What do you see in that thing?” asked Fay.
“The whole story, Fay. The whole solid past,” said Laurel.
“Whose story? Whose past? Not mine,” said Fay. “The past isn’t a thing to me. I belong to the future, didn’t
you know that?”
And it occurred to Laurel that Fay might already have been faithless to her father’s memory.
“I know you aren’t anything to the past,” she said. “You can’t do anything to it now.”
And neither am I; and neither can I, she thought, although it has been everything and done everything to me,
everything for me. The past is no more open to help or hurt than was Father in his coffin. The past is like him,
impervious, and can never be awakened. It is memory that is the somnambulist. It will come back in its wounds
from across the world, like Phil, calling us by our names and demanding its rightful tears. It will never be
impervious. The memory can be hurt, time and again—but in that may lie its final mercy. As long as it’s
vulnerable to the living moment, it lives for us, and while it lives, and while we are able, we can give it up its due.
From outside in the driveway came the sound of a car arriving and the bridesmaids’ tattoo on the horn.
“Take it!” said Fay. “It’ll give me one thing less to get rid of.”
“Never mind,” said Laurel, laying the breadboard down on the table where it belonged. “I think I can get along
without that too.”
Memory lived not in initial possession but in the freed hands, pardoned and freed, and in the heart that can
empty but fill again, in the patterns restored by dreams. Laurel passed Fay and went into the hall, took up her coat
and handbag. Missouri came running along the porch in time to reach for her suitcase. Laurel pressed her quickly
to her, sped down the steps and to the car where the bridesmaids were waiting, holding the door open for her and
impatiently calling her name.
“There now,” Tish said. “You’ll make it by the skin of your teeth.”
They flashed by the Courthouse, turned at the school. Miss Adele was out with her first-graders, grouped for a
game in the yard. She waved. So did the children. The last thing Laurel saw, before they whirled into speed, was
the twinkling of their hands, the many small and unknown hands, wishing her goodbye.
55.15 Revenge\fn{by Ellen Gilchrist (1935- )} Vicksburg, Warren County, Mississippi, U.S.A. (F) 6
It was the summer of the Broad Jump Pit. The Broad Jump Pit, how shall I describe it! It was a bright orange
rectangle in the middle of a green pasture. It was three feet deep, filled with river sand and sawdust. A real cinder
track led up to it, ending where tall poles for pole-vaulting rose forever in the still Delta air.
I am looking through the old binoculars. I am watching Bunky coming at a run down the cinder path, pausing
expertly at the jump-off line, then rising into the air, heels stretched far out in front of him, landing in the sawdust.
Before the dust has settled Saint John comes running with the tape, calling out measurements in his high,
excitable voice. Next comes my thirteen-year-old brother, Dudley, coming at a brisk jog down the track, the polevaulting pole held lightly in his delicate hands, then vaulting, high into the sky. His skinny tanned legs. make a
last, desperate surge, and he is clear and over.
Think how it looked from my lonely exile atop the chicken house. I was ten years old, the only girl in a house
full of cousins. There were six of us, shipped to the Delta for the summer, dumped on my grandmother right in the
middle of a world war.
They built this wonder in answer to a V-Mail letter from my father in Europe. The war was going well, my
father wrote, within a year the Allies would triumph over the forces of evil, the world would be at peace, and the
Olympic torch would again be brought down from its mountain and carried to Zurich or Amsterdam or London or
Mexico City, wherever free men lived and worshipped sports. My father had been a participant in an Olympic
event when he was young.
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Therefore, the letter continued, Dudley and Bunky and Philip and Saint John and Oliver were to begin training.
The United States would need athletes now, not soldiers. They were to train for broad jumping and pole-vaulting
and discus throwing, for fifty-, one-hundred-, and four-hundred-yard dashes, for high and low hurdles. The letter
included instructions for building the pit, for making pole-vaulting poles out of cane, and for converting ordinary
sawhorses into hurdles. It ended with a page of tips for proper eating and admonished Dudley to take good care of
me as I was my father’s own dear sweet little girl.
The letter came one afternoon. Early the next morning they began construction. Around noon I wandered out
to the pasture to see how they were coming along. I picked up a shovel.
“Put that down, Rhoda,” Dudley said. “Don't bother us now. We’re working.”
“I know it,” I said. “I’m going to help.”
“No, you’re not,” Bunky said. “This is the Broad Jump Pit. We’re starting our training.”
“I’m going to do it too,” I said. “I’m going to be in training.”
“Get out of here now,” Dudley said. “This is only for boys, Rhoda. This isn’t a game.”
“I’m going to dig it if I want to,” I said, picking up a shovelful of dirt and throwing it on Philip. On second
thought I picked up another shovelful and threw it on Bunky.
“Get out of here, Ratface,” Philip yelled at me. “You German spy.” He was referring to the initials on my Girl
Scout uniform.
“You goddamn niggers,” I yelled. “You niggers. I’m digging this if I want to and you can’t stop me, you nasty
niggers, you Japs, you Jews.”
I was throwing dirt on everyone now. Dudley grabbed the shovel and wrestled me to the ground. He held my
arms down in the coarse grass and peered into my face.
“Rhoda, you’re not having anything to do with this Broad Jump Pit. And if you set foot inside this pasture or
come around here and, touch anything we will break your legs and drown you in the bayou with a crowbar around
your neck.”
He was twisting my leg until it creaked at the joints.
“Do you get it, Rhoda? Do you understand me?”
“Let me up,” I was screaming, my rage threatening to split open my skull. “Let me up, you goddamn nigger,
you Jap, you spy. I’m telling Grannie and you’re going to get the worst whipping of your life. And you better quit
digging this hole for the horses to fall in. Let me up, let me up. Let me go.”
“You’ve been ruining everything we’ve thought up all summer,” Dudley said, “and you’re not setting foot
inside this pasture.”
In the end they dragged me back to the house, and I ran screaming into the kitchen where Grannie and Calvin,
the black man who did the cooking, tried to comfort me, feeding me pound cake and offering to let me help with
the mayonnaise.
“You be a sweet girl, Rhoda,” my grandmother said, “and this afternoon we’ll go over to Eisenglas Plantation
to play with Miss Ann Wentzel.”
“I don’t want to play with Miss Ann Wentzel,” I screamed. “I hate Miss Ann Wentzel. She’s fat and she calls
me a Yankee. She said my socks were ugly.”
“Why, Rhoda,” my grandmother said. “I’m surprised at you. Miss Ann Wentzel is your own sweet friend. Her
momma was your momma’s roommate at All Saints. How can you talk like that?”
“She’s a nigger,' I screamed. “She’s a goddamned nigger German spy.”
“Now it’s coming. Here comes the temper,” Calvin said, rolling his eyes back in their sockets to make me
madder. I threw my second fit of the morning, beating my fists into a door frame. My grandmother seized me in
soft arms. She led me to a bedroom where I sobbed myself to sleep in a sea of down pillows.
The construction went on for several weeks. As soon as they finished breakfast every morning they started out
for the pasture. Wood had to be burned to make cinders, sawdust brought from the sawmill, sand hauled up from
the riverbank by wheelbarrow.
When the pit was finished the savage training began. From my several vantage points I watched them. Up and
down, up and down they ran, dove, flew, sprinted. Drenched with sweat they wrestled each other to the ground in
bitter feuds over distances and times and fractions of inches.
Dudley was their self-appointed leader. He drove them like a demon. They began each morning by running
around the edge of the pasture several times, then practicing their hurdles and dashes, then on to discus throwing
and calisthenics. Then on to the Broad Jump Pit with its endless challenges. They even pressed the old mare into
service. Saint John was from New Orleans and knew the British ambassador and was thinking of being a polo
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player. Up and down the pasture he drove the poor old creature, leaning far out of the saddle, swatting a basketball
with my grandaddy’s cane.
I spied on them from the swing that went out over the bayou, and from the roof of the chicken house, and
sometimes from the pasture fence itself, calling out insults or attempts to make them jealous.
“Guess what,” I would yell, “I’m going to town to the Chinaman’s store.”
“Guess what, I’m getting to go to the beauty parlor.”
“Doctor Biggs says you’re adopted.”
They ignored me. At meals they sat together at one end of the table, making jokes about my temper and my red
hair, opening their mouths so I could see their half-chewed food, burping loudly in my direction. At night they
pulled their cots together on the sleeping porch, plotting against me while I slept beneath my grandmother’s window, listening to the soft assurance of her snoring.
I began to pray the Japs would win the war, would come marching into Issaquena County and take them
prisoners, starving and torturing them, sticking bamboo splinters under their fingernails. I saw myself in the
Japanese colonel’s office, turning them in, writing their names down, myself being treated like an honored guest,
drinking tea from tiny blue cups like the ones the Chinaman had in his store. They would be outside, tied up with
wire. There would be Dudley, begging for mercy. What good to him now his loyal gang, his photographic
memory, his trick magnet dogs, his perfect pitch, his camp shorts, his Baby Brownie camera.
I prayed they would get polio, would be consigned forever to iron lungs. I put myself to sleep at night
imagining their labored breathing, their five little wheelchairs lined up by the store as I drove by in my father’s
Packard, my arm around the jacket of his blue uniform, on my way to Hollywood for my screen test.
Meanwhile, I practiced dancing. My grandmother had a black housekeeper named Baby Doll who was a
wonderful dancer. In the mornings I followed her around while she dusted, begging for dancing lessons. She was
a big woman, as tall as a man, and gave off a dark rich smell, an unforgettable incense, a combination of Evening
in Paris and the sweet perfume of the cabins.
Baby Doll wore bright skirts and on her blouses a pin that said REMEMBER, then a real pearl, then
HARBOR. She was engaged to a sailor and was going to California to be rich as soon as the war was over.
I would put a stack of heavy, scratched records on the record player, and Baby Doll and I would dance through
the parlors to the music of Glenn Miller\fn{ 1904-1944} or Guy Lombardo\fn{1902-1977} or Tommy
Dorsey.\fn{1899-1993.}
Sometimes I stood on a stool in front of the fire-place and made up lyrics while Baby Doll acted them out,
moving lightly across the old dark rugs, turning and swooping and shaking and gliding.
Outside the summer sun beat down on the Delta, beating down a million volts a minute, feeding the soybeans
and cotton and clover, sucking Steele’s Bayou up into the clouds, beating down on the road and the store, on the
pecans and elms and magnolias, on the men at work in the fields, on the athletes at work in the pasture.
Inside Baby Doll and I would be dancing. Or Guy Lombardo would be playing Begin the Beguine and I would
be belting out lyrics.
“Oh, let them begin … we don't care, America allways does its share, We’ll be there with plenty of ammo,
Allies don’t ever despair …”
Baby Doll thought I was a genius. If I was having an especially creative morning she would go running out to
the kitchen and bring anyone she could find to hear me.
“Oh, let them begin any warrr …” I would be singing, tapping one foot against the fireplace tiles, waving my
arms around like a conductor.
Uncle Sam will fight
for the underrr doggg.
Never fear, Allies, never fear.

A new record would drop. Baby Doll would swoop me into her fragrant arms, and we would break into an
improvisation on Tommy Dorsey’s Boogie-Woogie.
But the Broad Jump Pit would not go away. It loomed in my dreams. If I walked to the store I had to pass the
pasture: If I stood on the porch or looked out my grandmother’s window, there it was, shimmering in the sunlight,
constantly guarded by one of the Olympians.
Things went from bad to worse between me and Dudley. If we so much as passed each other in the hall a fight
began. He would hold up his fists and dance around, trying to look like a fighter. When I came flailing at him he
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would reach underneath my arms and punch me in the stomach.
I considered poisoning him. There was a box of white powder in the tool shed with a skull and crossbones
above the label. Several times I took it down and held it in my hands, shuddering at the power it gave me. Only
the thought of the electric chair kept me from using it.
Every day Dudley gathered his troops and headed out for the pasture. Every day my hatred grew and festered.
Then, just about the time I could stand it no longer, a diversion occurred.
One afternoon about four o’clock an official-looking sedan clattered across the bridge and came roaring down
the road to the house. It was my cousin, Lauralee Manning, wearing her WAVE uniform and smoking Camels in
an ivory holder.
Lauralee had been widowed at the beginning of the war when her young husband crashed his Navy training
plane into the Pacific. Lauralee dried her tears, joined the WAVES, and went off to avenge his death. I had not
seen this paragon since I was a small child, but I had memorized the photograph Miss Onnie Maud, who was
Lauralee’s mother, kept on her dresser. It was a photograph of Lauralee leaning against the rail of a destroyer.
Not that Lauralee ever went to sea on a destroyer. She was spending the war in Pensacola, Florida, being
secretary to an admiral.
Now, out of a clear blue sky, here was Lauralee, home on leave with a two-carat diamond ring and the news
that she was getting married.
“You might have called and given some warning,' Miss Onnie Maud said, turning Lauralee into a mass of
wrinkles with her embraces. “You could have softened the blow with a letter.”
“Who’s the groom,” my grandmother said. “I only hope he’s not a pilot.”
“Is he an admiral?” I said, “or a colonel or a major or a commander?”
“My fiance’s not in uniform, honey,” Lauralee said. “He’s in real estate. He runs the war-bond effort for the
whole state of Florida. Last year he collected half a million dollars.”
“In real estate!” Miss Onnie Maud said, gasping. “What religion is he?”
“He’s Unitarian,” she said. “His name is Donald Marcus. He’s best friends with Admiral Semmes, that’s how I
met him. And he’s coming a week from Saturday, and that’s all the time we have to get ready for the wedding.”
“Unitarian!” Miss Onnie Maud said. “I don’t think I’ve ever met a Unitarian.”
“Why isn’t he in uniform?” I insisted. “He has flat feet,” Lauralee said gaily. “But you’ll love him when you
see him.”
Later that afternoon Lauralee took me off by myself for a ride in the sedan.
“Your mother is my favorite cousin,” she said, touching my face with gentle fingers. “You’ll look just like her
when you grow up and get your figure.”
I moved closer, admiring the brass buttons on her starched uniform and the brisk way she shifted and braked
and put in the clutch and accelerated.
We drove down the river road and out to the bootlegger’s shack where Lauralee bought a pint of Jack Daniel’s
and two Cokes. She poured out half of her Coke, filled it with whiskey, and we roared off down the road with the
radio playing.
We drove along in the lengthening day. Lauralee was chainsmoking, lighting one Camel after another, tossing
the butts out the window, taking sips from her bourbon and Coke. I sat beside her, pretending to smoke a piece of
rolled-up paper, making little noises into the mouth of my Coke bottle.
We drove up to a picnic spot on the levee and sat under a tree to look out at the river.
“I miss this old river,” she said. “When I’m sad I dream about it licking the tops of the levees.”
I didn’t know what to say to that. To tell the truth I was afraid to say much of anything to Lauralee. She
seemed so splendid. It was enough to be allowed to sit by her on the levee.
“Now, Rhoda,” she said, “your mother was matron of honor in my wedding to Buddy, and I want you, her own
little daughter, to be maid of honor in my second wedding.”
I could hardly believe my ears! While I was trying to think of something to say to this wonderful news I saw
that Lauralee was crying, great tears were forming in her blue eyes.
“Under this very tree is where Buddy and I got engaged,” she said. Now the tears were really starting to roll,
falling all over the front of her uniform. “He gave me my ring right where we’re sitting.”
“The maid of honor?” I said, patting her on the shoulder, trying to be of some comfort. “You really mean the
maid of honor?”
“Now he’s gone from the world,” she continued, “and I’m marrying a wonderful man, but that doesn’t make it
any easier. Oh, Rhoda, they never even found his body, never even found his body.”
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I was patting her on the head now, afraid she would forget her offer in the midst of her sorrow.
“You mean I get to be the real maid of honor?”
“Oh, yes, Rhoda, honey,” she said. “The maid of honor, my only attendant.”
She blew her nose on a lace-trimmed handkerchief and sat up straighter, taking a drink from the Coke bottle.
“Not only that, but I have decided to let you pick out your own dress. We’ll go to Greenville and you can try
on every dress at Nell’s and Blum’s and you can have the one you like the most.”
I threw my arms around her, burning with happiness, smelling her whiskey and Camels and the dark Tabu
perfume that was her signature. Over her shoulder and through the low branches of the trees the afternoon sun
was going down in an orgy of reds and blues and purples and violets, falling from sight, going all the way to
China.
Let them keep their nasty Broad Jump Pit I thought. Wait till they hear about this. Wait till they find out I’m
maid of honor in a military wedding.
Finding the dress was another matter. Early the next morning Miss Onnie Maud and my grandmother and
Lauralee and I set out for Greenville.
As we passed the pasture I hung out the back window making faces at the athletes. This time they only pretended to ignore me. They couldn’t ignore this wedding. It was going to be in the parlor instead of the church so they
wouldn’t even get to be altar boys. They wouldn’t get to light a candle.
“I don’t know why you care what’s going on in that pasture,” my grandmother said. “Even if they let you play
with them all it would do is make you a lot of ugly muscles.”
“Then you’d have big old ugly arms like Weegie Toler,” Miss Onnie Maud said. “Lauralee, you remember
Weegie Toler, that was a swimmer. Her arms got so big no one would take her to a dance, much less marry her.”
“Well, I don’t want to get married anyway,” I said. “I’m never getting married. I’m going to New York City
and be a lawyer.”
“Where does she get those ideas?” Miss Onnie Maud said.
“When you get older you’ll want to get married,” Lauralee said. “Look at how much fun you’re having being
in my wedding.”
“Well, I’m never getting married,” I said. “And I’m never having any children. I’m going to New York and be
a lawyer and save people from the electric chair.”
“It’s the movies,” Miss Onnie Maud said. “They let her watch anything she likes in Indiana.”
We walked into Nell’s and Blum’s Department Store and took up the largest dressing-room. My grandmother
and Miss Onnie Maud were seated on brocade chairs and every saleslady in the store came crowding around
trying to get in on the wedding.
I refused to even consider the dresses they brought from the “girls” department.
“I told her she could wear whatever she wanted,” Lauralee said, “and I’m keeping my promise.”
“Well, she’s not wearing green satin or I’m not coming,” my grandmother said, indicating the dress I had found
on a rack and was clutching against me.
“At least let her try it on,” Lauralee said. “Let her see for herself.”
She zipped me into the green satin. It came down to my ankles and fit around my midsection like a girdle,
making my waist seem smaller than my stomach. I admired myself in the mirror. It was almost perfect. I looked
exactly like a nightclub singer.
“This one’s fine,” I said. “This is the one I want.”
“It looks marvelous, Rhoda,” Lauralee said, “but it’s the wrong color for the wedding. Remember I’m wearing
blue.”
“I believe the child’s color-blind,” Miss Onnie Maud said. “It runs in her father’s family.”
“I am not color-blind,” I said, reaching behind me and unzipping the dress. “I have twenty-twenty vision.”
“Let her try on some more,” Lauralee said. “Let her try on everything in the store.”
I proceeded to do just that, with the salesladies getting grumpier and grumpier. I tried on a gold gabardine
dress with a rhinestone-studded cummerbund, I tried on a pink ballerina-length formal and a lavender voile tea
dress and several silk suits. Somehow nothing looked right.
“Maybe we’ll have to make her something,” my grandmother said.
“But there’s no time,” Miss Onnie Maud said. “Besides first we’d have to find out what she wants. Rhoda,
please tell us what you’re looking for.”
Their faces all turned to mine, waiting for an answer.
But I didn’t know the answer. The dress I wanted was a secret. The dress I wanted was dark and tall and thin as
572

a reed. There was a word for what I wanted, a word I had seen in magazines. But what was that word? I could not
remember.
“I want something dark,” I said at last. “Something dark and silky.”
“Wait right there,” the saleslady said. “Wait just a minute.”
Then, from out of a pre-war storage closet she brought a black-watch plaid recital dress with spaghetti straps
and a white pique jacket. It was made of taffeta and rustled when I touched it. There was a label sewn into the
collar of the jacket. Little Miss Sophisticate, it said. Sophisticate, that was the word I was seeking.
I put on the dress and stood triumphant in a sea of ladies and dresses and hangers.
“This is the dress,” I said. “This is the dress I’m wearing.”
“It’s perfect,” Lauralee said. “Start hemming it up. She’ll be the prettiest maid of honor in the whole world.”
All the way home I held the box on my lap thinking about how I would look in the dress. Wait till they see me
like this, I was thinking. Wait till they see what I really look like.
I fell in love with the groom. The moment I laid eyes on him I forgot he was flat-footed. He arrived bearing
gifts of music and perfume and candy, a warm dark-skinned man with eyes the color of walnuts.
He laughed out loud when he saw me, standing on the porch with my hands on my hips.
“This must be Rhoda,” he exclaimed, “the famous red-haired maid of honor.” He came running up the steps,
gave me a slow, exciting hug, and presented me with a whole album of Xavier Cugat\fn{ 1900-1990.} records. I had
never owned a record of my own, much less an album.
Before the evening was over I put on a red formal I found in a trunk and did a South American dance for him
to Xavier Cugat’s Poinciana. He said he had never seen anything like it in his whole life.
The wedding itself was a disappointment. No one came but the immediate family and there was no aisle to
march down and the only music was Onnie Maud playing Liebstraum.
Dudley and Philip and Saint John and Oliver and Bunky were dressed in long pants and white shirts and ties.
They had fresh military crew cuts and looked like a nest of new birds, huddled together on the blue velvet sofa,
trying to keep their hands to themselves, trying to figure out how to act at a wedding.
The elderly Episcopal priest read out the ceremony in a gravely smoker’s voice, ruining all the good parts by
coughing. He was in a bad mood because Lauralee and Mr. Marcus hadn’t found time to come to him for marriage
instruction.
Still, I got to hold the bride’s flowers while he gave her the ring and stood so close to her during the ceremony
I could hear her breathing.
The reception was better. People came from all over the Delta. There were tables with candles set up around
the porches and sprays of greenery in every corner. There were gentlemen sweating in linen suits and the record
player playing every minute. In the back hall Calvin had set up a real professional bar with tall, permanently
frosted glasses and ice and mint and lemons and every kind of whiskey and liqueur in the world.
I stood in the receiving line getting compliments on my dress, then wandered around the rooms eating cake
and letting people hug me. After a while I got bored with that and went out to the back hall and began to fix
myself a drink at the bar.
I took one of the frosted glasses and began filling it from different bottles, tasting as I went along. I used plenty
of creme de menthe and soon had something that tasted heavenly. I filled the glass with crushed ice, added three
straws, and went out to sit on the back steps and cool off.
I was feeling wonderful. A full moon was caught like a kite in the pecan trees across the river. I sipped along
on my drink. Then, without planning it, I did something I had never dreamed of doing. I left the porch alone at
night. Usually I was in terror of the dark. My grandmother had told me that alligators come out of the bayou to eat
children who wander alone at night.
I walked out across the yard, the huge moon giving so much light I almost cast a shadow. When I was nearly to
the water’s edge I turned and looked back toward the house. It shimmered in the moonlight like a jukebox alive in
a meadow, seemed to pulsate with music and laughter and people, beautiful and foreign, not a part of me.
I looked out at the water, then down the road to the pasture. The Broad Jump Pit! There it was, perfect and
unguarded. Why had I never thought of doing this before?
I began to run toward the road. I ran as fast as my Mary Jane pumps would allow me. I pulled my dress up
around my waist and climbed the fence in one motion, dropping lightly down on the other side. I was sweating
heavily, alone with the moon and my wonderful courage.
I knew exactly what to do first. I picked up the pole and hoisted it over my head. It felt solid and balanced and
alive. I hoisted it up and down a few times as I had seen Dudley do, getting the feel of it. Then I laid it
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ceremoniously down on the ground, reached behind me, and unhooked the plaid formal. I left it lying in a heap on
the ground. There I stood, in my cotton underpants, ready to take up pole-vaulting.
I lifted the pole and carried it back to the end of the cinder path. I ran slowly down the path, stuck the pole in
the wooden cup, and attempted throwing my body into the air, using it as a lever.
Something was wrong. It was more difficult than it appeared from a distance. I tried again. Nothing happened.
I sat down with the pole across my legs to think things over.
Then I remembered something I had watched Dudley doing through the binoculars. He measured down from
the end of the pole with his fingers spread wide. That was it, I had to hold it closer to the end.
I tried it again. This time the pole lifted me several feet off the ground. My body sailed across the grass in a neat
arc and I landed on my toes. I was a natural!
I do not know how long I was out there, running up and down the cinder path, thrusting my body further and
further through space, tossing myself into the pit like a mussel shell thrown across the bayou.
At last I decided I was ready for the real test. I had to vault over a cane barrier. I examined the pegs on the
wooden poles and chose one that came up to my shoulder.
I put the barrier pole in place, spit over my left shoulder, and marched back to the end of the path. Suck up
your guts, I told myself. It’s only a pole. It won’t get stuck in your stomach and tear out your insides. It won’t kill
you.
I stood at the end of the path eyeballing the barrier. Then, above the incessant racket of the crickets, I heard my
name being called.
Rhoda … the voices were calling. Rhoda … Rhoda … Rhoda … Rhoda.
I turned toward the house and saw them coming. Mr. Marcus and Dudley and Bunky and Calvin and Lauralee
and what looked like half the wedding. They were climbing the fence, calling my name, and coming to get me.
Rhoda … they called out. Where on earth have you been? What on earth are you doing?
I hoisted the pole up to my shoulders and began to run down the path, running into the light from the moon. I
picked up speed, thrust the pole into the cup, and threw myself into the sky, into the still Delta night. I sailed up
and was clear and over the barrier.
I let go of the pole and began my fall, which seemed to last a long, long time. It was like falling through clear
water. I dropped into the sawdust and lay very still, waiting for them to reach me.
Sometimes I think whatever has happened since has been of no real interest to me.
135.74 The Rest Of Her Life\fn{by Steve Yarbrough (1956- )} Indianola, Sunflower County, Mississippi, U.S.A.
(M) 12
The dog was a mixture of God knows how many breeds, but the vet had told them he had at least some
rottweiler blood. You could see it in his shoulders, you could hear it when he barked, which he was doing that
night when they pulled up at the gate and Chuckie cut the engine.
“Butch is out,” Dee Ann said. “That’s kind of strange.”
Chuckie didn’t say anything. He’d looked across the yard and seen her momma’s car in the driveway, and he
was disappointed. Dee Ann’s momma had told her earlier that she was going to buy some garden supplies at
Western Auto and then eat something at the Sonic, and she’d said if she got back home and unloaded her
purchases in time, she might run over to Greenville with one of her friends and watch a movie. Dee Ann had
relayed the news to Chuckie tonight when he picked her up from work. That had gotten his hopes up.
The last two Saturday nights her momma had gone to Greenville, and they’d made love on the couch. They’d
done it before in the car, but Chuckie said it was a lot nicer when you did it in the house. As far as she was
concerned, the major difference was that they stood a much greater chance of getting caught. If her momma had
walked in on them, she would not have gone crazy and ordered Chuckie away, she would have stayed calm and
sat down and warned them not to do something that could hurt them later on.
“There’re things y’all can do now,” she would have said, “that can mess y’all’s lives up bad.”
Dee Ann leaned across the seat and kissed Chuckie.
“You don’t smell too much like a Budweiser brewery,” she said. “Want to come in with me?”
“Sure.”
Butch was waiting at the gate, whimpering, his front paws up on the railing. Dee Ann released the latch, and
they went in and walked across the yard, the dog trotting along behind them.
The front door was locked—a fact that Chuckie corroborated the next day. She knocked, but even though both
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the living room and the kitchen were lit up, her momma didn’t come. Dee Ann waited a few seconds, then
rummaged through her purse and found the key. It didn’t occur to her that somebody might have come home with
her momma, that they might be back in the bedroom together, doing what she and Chuckie had done. Her momma
still believed that if she could tough it out a few more months, Dee Ann’s daddy would recover his senses and
come back. Most of his belongings were still here.
Dee Ann unlocked the door and pushed it open. Crossing the threshold, she looked back over her shoulder at
Chuckie. His eyes were shut. They didn’t stay shut for long, he was probably just blinking, but that instant in
which she saw them closed was enough to frighten her. She quickly looked into the living room. Everything was
as it should be: the black leather couch stood against the far wall, the glass coffee table in front of it, two
armchairs pulled up to the table at forty-five-degree angles. The paper lay on the mantelpiece, right where her
momma always left it.
“Momma?” she called. “It’s me and Chuckie.”
As she waited for a reply, the dog rushed past her. He darted into the kitchen. Again they heard him whimper.
She made an effort to follow the dog, but Chuckie laid his hand on her shoulder.
“Wait a minute,” he said. Afterwards he could never explain to anyone’s satisfaction, least of all his own, why
he had restrained her.
*
Earlier that evening, as she stood behind the checkout counter at the grocery store where she was working that
summer, she had seen her daddy. He was standing on the sidewalk, looking in through the thick plate glass
window, grinning at her.
It was late, and as always on Saturday evening, downtown Loring was virtually deserted. If people wanted to
shop or go someplace to eat, they’d be out on the highway, at the Sonic or the new Pizza Hut. If they had enough
money, they’d just head for Greenville. It had been a long time since anything much went on downtown after
dark, which made her daddy’s presence here that much more unusual. He waved, then walked over to the door.
The manager was in back, totaling the day’s receipts. Except for him and Dee Ann and one stock boy, who was
over in the dairy aisle sweeping up, the store was empty.
Her daddy wore a pair of khaki pants and a short-sleeved pullover with an alligator on the pocket. He had on
his funny-looking leather cap that reminded her of the ones policemen wore. He liked to wear that cap when he
was out driving the MG.
“Hey, sweets,” he said. Even with the counter between them, she could smell whiskey on his breath. He had
that strange light in his eyes.
“Hi, Daddy.”
“When’d you start working nights?”
“A couple of weeks back.”
“Don’t get in the way of you and Buckie, does it?”
She started to correct him, tell him her boyfriend’s name was Chuckie, but then she thought, why bother? He’d
always been the kind of father who couldn’t remember how old she was or what grade she was in. Sometimes he
had trouble remembering she existed: years ago he’d brought her to this same grocery store, and after buying
some food for his hunting dog, he’d forgotten about her and left her sitting on the floor in front of the magazine
rack. The store manager had carried her home.
“Working nights is okay,” she said. “My boyfriend’ll be picking me up in a few minutes.”
“Got a big night planned?”
“We’ll probably just ride around a little bit and then head on home.”
Her daddy reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet. He extracted a twenty and handed it to her.
“Here,” he said. “You kids do something fun. On me. See a movie or get yourselves a six-pack of Dr. Pepper.”
He laughed, to show her he wasn’t serious about the Dr. Pepper, and then he stepped around the end of the counter
and kissed her cheek.
“You’re still the greatest little girl in the world,” he said. “Even if you’re not very little anymore.”
He was holding her close. In addition to whiskey, she could smell after-shave and deodorant and something
else—a faint trace of perfume. She hadn’t seen the MG on the street, but it was probably parked in the lot outside,
and she bet his girlfriend was in it. She was just three years older than Dee Ann, a junior up at Delta State, though
people said she wasn’t going to school anymore. She and Dee Ann’s daddy were living together in an apartment
near the flower shop he used to own and run. He’d sold the shop last fall, just before he left home.
He didn’t work anymore, and Dee Ann’s momma had said she didn’t know how he aimed to live, once the
575

money from his business was gone. The other thing she didn’t know—because nobody had told her—was that
folks said his girlfriend sold drugs. Folks said he might be involved in that too.
He pecked her on the cheek once more, told her to have a good time with her boyfriend and to tell her momma
he said hello, and then he walked out the door. Just as he left, the manager hit the switch, and the aisle lights went
off.
*
That last detail—the lights going off when he walked out of the store—must have been significant, because the
next day, as Dee Ann sat on the couch at her grandmother’s house, knee to knee with the Loring County sheriff,
Jim Wheeler, it kept coming up.
“You’re sure about that?” Wheeler said for the third or fourth time. “When your daddy left the Safeway, Mr.
Lindsey was just turning out the lights?”
Her grandmother was in bed down the hall. The doctor and two women from the Methodist church were with
her. She’d been having chest pains off and on all day. The dining room table was covered with food people had
brought: two hams, a roast, a fried chicken, dish upon dish of potato salad, cole slaw, baked beans, two or three
pecan pies, a pound cake. By the time the sheriff came, Chuckie had been there twice already—once in the
morning with his momma and again in the afternoon with his daddy—and both times he had eaten. While his
mother sat on the couch with Dee Ann, sniffling and holding her hand, and his father admired the knickknacks on
the mantelpiece, Chuckie had parked himself at the dining room table and begun devouring one slice of pie after
another, occasionally glancing through the doorway at Dee Ann. The distance between where he was and where
she was could not be measured by any known means. She knew it, and he did, but he apparently believed that if
he kept his mouth full, they wouldn’t have to acknowledge it yet.
“Yes, sir,” she told the sheriff. “He’d just left when Mr. Lindsey turned off the lights.”
A pocket-sized notebook lay open on Wheeler’s knee. He held a ballpoint pen with his stubby fingers. He
didn’t know it yet, but he was going to get a lot of criticism for what he did in the next few days. Some people
would say it cost him reelection.
“And what time does Mr. Lindsey generally turn off the lights on a Saturday night?”
“Right around eight o’clock.”
“And was that when he did it last night?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You’re sure about that?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, that’s what Mr. Lindsey says too,” Wheeler said. He closed the notebook and put it in his shirt pocket.
“’Course, being as he was in the back of the store, he didn’t actually see you talking with your daddy.”
“No,” she said. “You can’t see the checkout stands from back there.”
Wheeler stood, and she did too. To her surprise, he pulled her close to him. He was a compact man, not much
taller than she was.. She felt his warm breath on her cheek.
“I sure am sorry about all of this, honey,” he said. “But don’t you worry. I guarantee you I’ll get to the bottom
of it. Even if it kills me.”
*
Even if it kills me.
She remembers that phrase in those rare instances when she sees Jim Wheeler on the street downtown. He’s an
old man now, in his early sixties, white-haired and potbellied. For years he’s worked at the catfish plant, though
nobody seems to know what he does. Most people can tell you what he doesn’t do. He’s not responsible for
security—he doesn’t carry a gun. He’s not front office. He’s not a foreman or a shift supervisor, and he has
nothing to do with the live-haul trucks.
Chuckie works for Delta Electric, and once a month he goes to the plant to service the generators. He says
Wheeler is always outside, wandering around, his head down, his feet scarcely rising off the pavement.
Sometimes he talks to himself.
“I was out there last week,” Chuckie told her not long ago, “and I’d just gone through the front gates, and there
he was. He was off to my right, walking along the fence, carrying this bucket.”
“What kind of bucket?”
“Looked like maybe it had some kind of caulking mix in it—there was this thick white stuff sticking to the
sides. Anyway, he was shuffling along there, and he was talking to beat the band.
“What was he saying?”
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They were at the breakfast table when they had this conversation. Their daughter, Cynthia, was finishing a
bowl of cereal and staring into an algebra textbook. Chuckie glanced toward Cynthia, rolled his eyes at Dee Ann,
then looked down at the table. He lifted his coffee cup, drained it, and left for work.
But that night, when he crawled into bed beside her and switched off the light, she brought it up again.
“I want to know what Jim Wheeler was saying to himself,” she said. “When you saw him last week.”
They weren’t touching—they always left plenty of space between them—but she could tell he’d gone rigid. He
did his best to sound groggy.
“Nothing much.”
She was rigid now too, lying stiffly on her back, staring up into the dark.
“Nothing much is not nothing. Nothing much is still something.”
“Won’t you ever let it go?”
“You brought his name up. You bring his name up, then you get this reaction from me, and then you’re mad.”
He rolled onto his side. He was looking at her, but she knew he couldn’t make out her features. He wouldn’t
lay his palm on her cheek, wouldn’t trace her jawbone like he used to.
“Yeah, I brought his name up,” he said. “I bring his name up, if you’ve noticed, about once a year. I bring his
name up, and I bring up Lou Pierce’s name, and I’d bring up Barry Lancaster’s name too if he hadn’t had the good
fortune to move on to bigger things than being DA\fn{ District Attorney.} in a ten-cent town. I keep hoping I’ll bring
one of their names up, and after I say it, it’ll be like I just said John Doe or Cecil Poe or Theodore J. Bilbo. I keep
hoping I’ll say it and you’ll just let it go.”
The ceiling fan, which was turned off, had begun to take shape. It looked like a big dark bird, frozen in midswoop. Three or four times she had woken up near dawn and seen that shape there, and it was all she could do to
keep from screaming. One time she stuck her fist in her mouth and bit her knuckle.
“What was he saying?”
“He was talking to a quarterback.”
“What?”
“He was talking to a quarterback. He was saying some kind of crap like ‘Hit Jimmy over the middle.’ He
probably walks around all day thinking about. when he was playing football in high school, going over games in
his mind.”
He rolled away from her then, got as close to the edge of the bed as he could.
“He’s just like you,” he said. “He’s stuck back there too.”
*
She had seen her daddy several times in between that Saturday night—when Chuckie walked into the kitchen
murmuring, “Mrs. Williams? Mrs. Williams?”—and the funeral, which was held the following Wednesday
morning. He had come to her grandmother’s house Sunday evening, had gone into her grandmother’s room and
sat by the bed, holding her hand and sobbing. Dee Ann remained in the living room, and she heard their voices,
heard her daddy saying,
“Remember how she had those big rings under her eyes after Dee Ann was born? How we all said she looked
like a pretty little raccoon?” Her grandmother, whose chest pains had finally stopped, said,
“Oh, Allen, I raised her from the cradle, and I know her well. She never would’ve stopped loving you.” Then
her daddy started crying again, and her grandmother joined in.
When he came out and walked down the hall to the living room, he had stopped crying, but his eyes were redrimmed and his face looked puffy. He sat down in the armchair, which was still standing right where the sheriff
had left it that afternoon. For a long time he said nothing. Then he rested his elbows on his knees, propped his
chin on his fists, and said,
“Were you the one that found her?”
“Chuckie did.”
“Did you go in there?” She nodded.
“He’s an asshole for letting you do that.”
She didn’t bother to tell him how she’d torn herself out of Chuckie’s grasp and bolted into the kitchen, or what
had happened when she got in there. She was already starting to think what she would later know for certain: in
the kitchen she had died. When she saw the pool of blood on the linoleum, saw the streaks that shot like flames up
the wall, a thousand-volt jolt hit her heart. She lost her breath, and the room went dark, and when it relit itself she
was somebody else.
Her momma’s body lay in a lump on the floor, over by the door that led to the back porch. The shotgun that
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had killed her, her daddy’s Remington Wingmaster, stood propped against the kitchen counter. Back in what had
once been called the game room, the sheriff would find that somebody had pulled down all the guns—six rifles,
the other shotgun, both of her daddy’s thirty-eights—and thrown them on the floor. He’d broken the lock on the
metal cabinet that stood nearby and he’d removed the box of shells and loaded the Remington.
It was hard to say what he’d been after, this man who for her was still a dark, faceless form. Her momma’s
purse had been ransacked, her wallet was missing, but there couldn’t have been much money in it. She had some
jewelry in the bedroom, but he hadn’t messed with that. The most valuable things in the house were probably the
guns themselves, but he hadn’t taken them.
He’d come in through the back door—the lock was broken—and he’d left through the back door. Why Butch
hadn’t taken his leg off was anybody’s guess. When the sheriff and his deputies showed up, it was all Chuckie
could do to keep the dog from attacking.
“She wouldn’t of wanted you to see her like that,” her daddy said. "Nor me either." He spread his hands and
looked at them, turning them over and scrutinizing his palms, as if he intended to read his own fortune. “I reckon I
was lucky,” he said, letting his gaze meet hers. “Anything you want to tell me about it?”
She shook her head no. The thought of telling him how she felt seemed somehow unreal. It had been years
since she’d told him how she felt about anything that mattered.
“Life’s too damn short,” he said. “Our family’s become one of those statistics you read about in the papers.
You read those stories and you think it won’t ever be you. Truth is, there’s no way to insure against it.”
At the time, the thing that struck her as odd was his use of the word family. They hadn’t been a family for a
long time, not as far as she was concerned.
She forgot about what he’d said until a few days later. What she remembered about that visit with him on
Sunday night was that for the second time in twenty-four hours, he pulled her close and hugged her and gave her
twenty dollars. .
She saw him again Monday at the funeral home, and the day after that, and then the next day, at the funeral,
she sat between him and her grandmother, and he held her hand while the preacher prayed. She had wondered if
he would bring his girlfriend, but even he must have realized that would be inappropriate.
He apparently did not think it inappropriate, though, or unwise either, to present himself at the offices of an
insurance company in Jackson on Friday morning, bringing with him her mother’s death certificate and a copy of
the coroner’s report.
*
When she thinks of the morning—a Saturday—on which Wheeler came to see her for the second time, she
always imagines her own daughter sitting there on the couch at her grandmother’s place instead of her. She sees
Cynthia looking at the silver badge on Wheeler’s shirt pocket, sees her glancing at the small notebook that lies
open in his lap, at the pen gripped so tightly between his fingers that his knuckles have turned white.
“Now the other night,” she hears Wheeler say, “your boyfriend picked you up at what time?”
“Right around eight o’clock.”
Her voice is weak, close to breaking. She just talked to her boyfriend an hour ago, and he was scared. His
parents were pissed—pissed at Wheeler, pissed at him, but above all pissed at her. If she hadn’t been dating their
son, none of them would have been subjected to the awful experience they’ve just gone through this morning.
They’re devout Baptists, they don’t drink or smoke, they’ve never seen the inside of a nightclub, their names have
never before been associated with unseemly acts.
Now the sheriff has entered their home and questioned their son as if he were a common criminal. It will cost
the sheriff their votes come November. She’s already lost their votes. She lost them when her daddy left her
momma and started running around with a young girl.
“The reason I’m kind of stuck on this eight o’clock business,” Wheeler says, “is you say that along about that
time’s when your daddy was there to see you.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Now your boyfriend claims he didn’t see your daddy leaving the store. Says he didn’t even notice the MG on
the street.”
“Daddy’d been gone a few minutes already. Plus, I think he parked around back.”
“Parked around back,” the sheriff says.
“Yes, sir.”
“In that lot over by the bayou.” Even more weakly:
“Yes, sir.”
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“Where the delivery trucks come in—ain’t that where they usually park?”
“I believe so. Yes, sir.”
Wheeler’s pen pauses. He lays it on his knee. He turns his hands over, studying them as her daddy did a few
days before. He’s looking at his hands when he asks the next question.
“Any idea why your daddy’d park his car behind the Safeway—where there generally don’t nothing but
delivery trucks park, when Main Street was almost deserted and there was a whole row of empty spaces right in
front of the store?”
The sheriff knows the answer as well as she does. When you’re with a woman you’re not married to, you don’t
park your car on Main Street on a Saturday night. Particularly if it’s a little MG with no top on it, and your
daughter’s just a few feet away, with nothing but a pane of glass between her and a girl who’s not much older than
she is. That’s how she explains it to herself, anyway. At least for today.
“I think maybe he had his girlfriend with him.”
“Well, I don’t aim to hurt your feelings, honey,” Wheeler says, looking at her now, “but there’s not too many
people that don’t know about his girlfriend.”
“Yes, sir.”
“You reckon he might’ve parked out back for any other reason?”
She can’t answer that question, so she doesn’t even try.
“There’s not any chance, is there,” he says, “that your boyfriend could’ve been confused about when he picked
you up?”
“No, sir.”
“You’re sure about that?”
She knows that Wheeler has asked Chuckie where he was between seven-fifteen, when several people saw her
mother eating a burger at the Sonic Drive-in, and eight-thirty, when the two of them found her body. Chuckie has
told Wheeler he was at home watching TV between seven-fifteen and a few minutes till eight, when he got in the
car and went to pick up Dee Ann. His parents were in Greenville eating supper at that time, so they can’t confirm
his story.
“Yes, sir,” she says, “I’m sure about it.”
“And you’re certain your daddy was there just a few minutes before eight?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Because your daddy,” the sheriff says, “remembers things just a little bit different. The way your daddy
remembers it, he came by the Safeway about seven-thirty and hung around there talking with you for half an hour.
Course, Mr. Lindsey was in the back, so he can’t say yea or nay, and the stock boy don’t seem to have the sense
God give a betsy bug. Your daddy was over at the VFW drinking beer at eight o’clock—stayed there till almost
ten, according to any number of people, and his girlfriend wasn’t with him. Fact is, his girlfriend left the country
last Thursday morning. Took a flight from New Orleans to Mexico City, and from there it looks like she went on
to Argentina.”
Dee Ann, imagining this scene in which her daughter reprises the role she once played, sees Cynthia’s face go
slack as the full force of the information strikes her. She’s still sitting there like that—hands useless in her lap,
face drained of blood—when Jim Wheeler tells her that six months ago, her daddy took out a life insurance policy
on her momma that includes double indemnity in the event of accidental death.
“I hate to be the one telling you this, honey,” he says, “because you’re a girl who’s had enough bad news to
last the rest of her life. But your daddy stands to collect half a million dollars because of your momma’s death,
and there’s a number of folks—and I reckon I might as well admit I happen to be among them—who are starting
to think that ought not to occur.”
*
Chuckie gets off work at Delta Electric at six o’clock. A year or so ago she became aware that he’d started
coming home late. The first time it happened, he told her he’d gone out with his friend Tim to have a beer. She
saw Tim the next day buying a case of motor oil at Wal-Mart, and she almost referred to his and Chuckie’s night
out just to see if he looked surprised. But if he’d looked surprised, it would have worried her, and if he hadn’t, it
would have worried her even more: she would have seen it as a sign that Chuckie had talked to him beforehand.
So in the end she nodded at Tim and kept her mouth shut.
It began happening more and more often. Chuckie ran over to Greenville to buy some parts for his truck, he
ran down to Yazoo City for a meeting with his regional supervisor. He ran up into the north part of the county
because a fellow there had placed an interesting ad in National Rifleman—he was selling a shotgun with fancy
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scrollwork on the stock.
On the evenings when Chuckie isn’t home, she avoids latching on to Cynthia. She wants her daughter to have
her own life, to be independent, even if independence, in a sixteen-year-old girl, manifests itself as distance from
her mother. Cynthia is on the phone a lot, talking to her girlfriends, to boyfriends too. Through the bedroom door
Dee Ann hears her laughter.
On the evenings when Chuckie isn’t home, she sits on the couch alone, watching TV, reading, or listening to
music. If it’s a Friday or Saturday night and Cynthia is out with her friends, Dee Ann goes out herself. She doesn’t
go to movies, where her presence might make Cynthia feel crowded if she happened to be in the theater too, and
she doesn’t go out and eat at any of the handful of restaurants in town. Instead she takes long walks. Sometimes
they last until ten or eleven o’clock.
Every now and then, when she’s on one of these walks, passing one house after another where families sit
parked before the TV set, she allows herself to wish she had a dog to keep her company. What she won’t allow
herself to do—has never allowed herself to do as an adult—is actually own one.
*
The arrest of her father is preserved in a newspaper photo. He has just gotten out of Sheriff Wheeler’s car. The
car stands parked in the alleyway between the courthouse and the fire station. Sheriff Wheeler is in the picture
too, standing just to the left of her father, and so is one of his deputies. The deputy has his hand on her father’s
right forearm, and he is staring straight into the camera, as is Sheriff Wheeler. Her daddy is the only one who
appears not to notice that his picture is being taken. He is looking off to the left, in the direction of Loring Street,
which you can’t see in the photo, though she knows it’s there.
When she takes the photo out and examines it, something she does with increasing frequency these days, she
wonders why her daddy is not looking at the camera. A reasonable conclusion, she knows, would be that since
he’s about to be arraigned on murder charges, he doesn’t want his face in the paper. But she wonders if there isn’t
more to it. He doesn’t look particularly worried. He’s not exactly smiling, but there aren’t a lot of lines around his
mouth, like there would be if he felt especially tense. Were he not wearing handcuffs, were he not flanked on
either side by officers of the law, you would probably have to say he looks relaxed.
Then there’s the question of what he’s looking at. Lou Pierce’s office is on Loring Street, and Loring Street is
what’s off the page, out of the picture. Even if the photographer had wanted to capture it in this photo, he couldn’t
have, not as long as he was intent on capturing the images of these three men. By choosing to photograph them,
he chose not to photograph something else, and sometimes what’s outside the frame may be more important than
what’s actually in it.
After all, Loring Street is south of the alley. And so is Argentina.
*
“You think he’d do that?” Chuckie said. “You think he’d actually kill your momma?”
They were sitting in his pickup when he asked her that question. The pickup was parked on a turn row in
somebody’s cotton patch on a Saturday afternoon in August. By then her daddy had been in jail for the better part
of two weeks. The judge had denied him bail, apparently believing that he aimed to leave the country. The judge
couldn’t have known that her daddy had no intention of leaving the country without the insurance money, which
had been placed in an escrow account and wouldn’t be released until he’d been cleared of the murder charges.
The cotton patch they were parked in was way up close to Cleveland. Chuckie’s parents had forbidden him to
go out with Dee Ann again, so she’d hiked out to the highway, and he’d picked her up on the side of the road. In
later years she’ll often wonder whether or not she and Chuckie would have stayed together and gotten married if
his parents hadn’t placed her off-limits,
“I don’t know,” she said. “He sure did lie about coming to see me. And then there’s Butch. If somebody broke
in, he’d tear them to pieces. But he wouldn’t hurt Daddy.”
“I don’t believe it,” Chuckie said. A can of Bud stood clamped between his thighs. He lifted it and took a swig.
“Your daddy may have acted a little wacky, running off like he did and taking up with that girl, but to shoot
your momma and then come in the grocery store and grin at you and hug you? You really think anybody could do
a thing like that?”
What Dee Ann was beginning to think was that almost everybody could do a thing like that. She didn’t know
why this was so, but she believed it had something to do with being an adult and having ties. Having ties meant
you were bound to certain things—certain people, certain places, certain ways of living. Breaking a tie was a
violent act—even if all you did was walk out door number one and enter door number two—and one act of
violence could lead to another. You didn’t have to spill blood to take a life. But after taking a life, you still might
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spill blood, if spilling blood would get you something else you wanted.
“I don’t know what he might have done,” she said.
“Every time I was ever around him,” Chuckie said, “he was in a nice mood. I remember going in the flower
shop with Momma when I was a kid. Your daddy was always polite and friendly. Used to give me free lollipops.”
“Yeah, well, he never gave me any lollipops. And besides, your momma used to be real pretty.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It’s not supposed to mean anything. I’m just stating a fact.”
“You saying she’s not pretty now?”
His innocence startled her. If she handled him right, Dee Ann realized, she could make him do almost anything
she wanted. For an instant she was tempted to put her hand inside his shirt, stroke his chest a couple of times, and
tell him to climb out of the truck and stand on his head. She wouldn’t always have such leverage, but she had it
now, and a voice in her head urged her to exploit it.
“I’m not saying she’s not pretty anymore,” Dee Ann said. “I’m just saying that of course Daddy was nice to
her. He was always nice to nice-looking women.”
“Your momma was a nice-looking lady too.”
“Yeah, but my momma was his wife.”
Chuckie turned away and gazed out at the cotton patch for several seconds. When he looked back at her, he
said,
“You know what, Dee Ann? You’re not making much sense.” He took another sip of beer, then pitched the can
out the window.
“But with all you’ve been through,” he said, starting the engine, “I don’t wonder at it.”
He laid his hand on her knee. It stayed there until twenty minutes later, when he let her out on the highway
right where he’d picked her up.
*
Sometimes in her mind she has trouble separating all the men. It’s as if they’re revolving around her, her daddy
and Chuckie and Jim Wheeler and Lou Pierce and Barry Lancaster, as if she’s sitting motionless in a hard chair, in
a small room, and they’re orbiting her so fast that their faces blur into a single image which seems suspended just
inches away. She smells them too: smells after-shave and cologne, male sweat and whiskey.
Lou Pierce was a man she’d been seeing around town for as long as she could remember. He had red hair and
always wore a striped long-sleeved shirt and a wide tie that was usually loud-colored. You would see him crossing
Loring Street, a coffee cup in one hand, his briefcase in the other. His office was directly across the street from the
courthouse, where he spent much of his life—either visiting his clients in the jail, which was on the top floor, or
defending those same clients downstairs in the courtroom itself.
Many years after he represented her father, Lou Pierce would find himself up on the top floor again, on the
other side of the bars this time, accused of exposing himself to a twelve-year-old girl. After the story made the
paper, several other women, most in their twenties or early thirties, would contact the local police and allege that
he had also shown himself to them.
He showed himself to Dee Ann too, though not the same part of himself he showed to the twelve-year-old girl.
He came to see her at her grandmother’s on a weekday evening sometime after the beginning of the fall semester
—she knows school was in session because she remembers that the morning after Lou Pierce visited her, she had
to sit beside his son Raymond in senior English.
Lou sat in the same armchair that Jim Wheeler had pulled up near the coffee table. He didn’t have his briefcase
with him, but he was wearing another of those wide ties. This one, if she remembers correctly, had a pink
background, with white fleurs-de-lis.
“How you making it, honey?” he said. “You been holding up all right?”
She shrugged.
“Yes, sir. I guess so.”
“Your daddy’s awful worried about you.” He picked up the cup of coffee her grandmother had brought him
before leaving them alone.
“I don’t know if you knew that or not,” he said, taking a sip of the coffee. He set the cup back down. “He
mentioned you haven’t been to see him.” He was gazing directly at her.
“No, sir,” she said, “I haven’t gotten by there.”
“You know what that makes folks think, don’t you?” She dropped her head.
“No, sir.”
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“Makes ’em think you believe your daddy did it.”
That was the last thing he said for two or three minutes. He sat there sipping his coffee, looking around the
room, almost as if he were a real estate agent sizing up the house. Just as she decided he’d said all he intended to,
his voice came back at her.
“Daddies fail,” he told her. “Lordy, how we fail. You could ask Raymond. I doubt he’d tell the truth, though,
because sons tend to be protective of their daddies, just like a good daughter protects her momma. But the truth, if
you wanted to dig into it, is that I’ve failed that boy nearly every day he’s been alive. You notice he’s in the band?
Hell, he can’t kick a football or hit a baseball, and that’s nobody’s fault but mine. I remember when he was this
tall”—he held his hand, palm down, three feet from the floor—“he came to me dragging this little plastic bat and
said, ‘Daddy, teach me to hit a baseball.’ And you know what I told him? I told him, ‘Son, I’m defending a man
that’s facing life in prison, and I got to go before the judge tomorrow morning and plead his case. You can take
that bat and you can hitch a kite to it and see if the contraption won’t fly.’”
He reached across the table then and laid his hand on her knee. She tried to remember who else had done that
recently, but for the moment she couldn’t recall. When he spoke again, he kept his voice low, as if he were afraid
he’d be overheard.
“Dee Ann, what I’m telling you,” he said, “is I know there are a lot of things about your daddy that make you
feel conflicted. There’s a lot of things he’s done that he shouldn’t have, and there’s things he should have done
that he didn’t. There’s a bunch of shoulds and shouldn’ts bumping around in your head, so it’s no surprise to me
that you’d get confused on this question of time.”
She’d heard people say that if they were ever guilty of a crime, they wanted Lou Pierce to defend them. Now
she knew why. But she wasn't guilty of a crime, and she said so:
“I’m not confused about time. He came when I said he did.”
As if she were a sworn witness, Lou Pierce began, gently, regretfully, to ask her a series of questions. Did she
really think her daddy was stupid enough to take out a life insurance policy on her mother and then kill her? If he
aimed to leave the country with his girlfriend, would he send the girl first and then kill Dee Ann’s momma and try
to claim the money? Did she know that her daddy intended to put the money in a savings account for her? Did she
know that her daddy and his girlfriend had broken up, that the girl had left the country chasing some young South
American who, her daddy had admitted, probably sold her drugs?
When he saw that she wasn’t going to answer any of the questions, Lou Pierce looked down at the floor.
“Honey,” he said softly, “did you ever ask yourself why your daddy left you and your momma?”
That was one question she was willing and able to answer.
“He did it because he didn’t love us.”
When he looked at her again, his eyes were wet—and she hadn’t learned yet that wet eyes tell the most
effective lies.
“He loved y’all,” Lou Pierce said. “But your momma, who was a wonderful lady—angel, she wouldn’t give
your daddy a physical life. I guarantee you he wishes to God he hadn’t needed one, but a man’s not made that way
… and even though it embarrasses me, I guess I ought to add that I’m speaking from personal experience.”
*
At the age of thirty-eight, Dee Ann has acquired a wealth of experience, but the phrase personal experience is
one she almost never uses. She’s noticed men are a lot quicker to employ it than women are. Maybe it’s because
men think their experiences are somehow more personal than everybody else’s. Or maybe it’s because they take
everything personally.
“My own personal experience,” Chuckie told Cynthia the other day at the dinner table, after she’d finished
ninth in the voting for one of eight positions on the cheerleading squad, “has been that getting elected
cheerleader’s nothing more than a popularity contest, and I wouldn’t let not getting elected worry me for two
seconds.”
Dee Ann couldn’t help it.
“When in the world,” she said, “did you have a personal experience with a cheerleader election?”
He laid his fork down. They stared at each other across a bowl of spaghetti. Cynthia, who can detect a
developing storm front as well as any meteorologist, wiped her mouth on her napkin, stood up, and said,
“Excuse me.”
Chuckie kept his mouth shut until she’d left the room.
“I voted in cheerleader elections.”
“What was personal about that experience?”
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“It was my own personal vote.”
“Did you have any emotional investment in that vote?”
“You ran once. I voted for you. I was emotional about you then.”
She didn’t even question him about his use of the word then—she knew perfectly well why he used it.
“And when I didn’t win,” she said, “you took it personally?”
“I felt bad for you.”
“But not nearly as bad as you felt for yourself?”
“Why in the hell would I feel bad for myself?”
“Having a girlfriend who couldn’t win a popularity contest—wasn’t that hard on you? Didn’t you take it
personally?”
He didn't answer. He just sat there looking at her over the bowl of spaghetti, his eyes hard as sandstone and
every bit as dry.
*
Cynthia walks home from school, and several times in the last couple of years, Dee Ann, driving through town
on her way back from a shopping trip or a visit to the library, has come across her daughter. Cynthia hunches over
as she walks, her canvas backpack slung over her right shoulder, her eyes studying the sidewalk as if she’s trying
to figure out the pavement’s composition. She may be thinking about her boyfriend or some piece of idle gossip
she heard that day at school, or she may be trying to remember if the fourth president was James Madison or
James Monroe, but her posture and the concentrated way she gazes down suggest that she’s a girl who believes
she has a problem.
Whether or not this is so Dee Ann doesn’t know, because if her daughter is worried about something, she’s
never mentioned it. What Dee Ann does know is that whenever she’s out driving and she sees Cynthia walking
home, she always stops the car, rolls her window down, and says,
“Want a ride?”
Cynthia always looks up and smiles, not the least bit startled, and she always says yes. She’s never once said
no, like Dee Ann did to three different people that day twenty years ago, when, instead of going to her
grandmother’s after school, she walked all the way from the highway to the courthouse and climbed the front
steps and stood staring at the heavy oak door for several seconds before she pushed it open.
*
Her daddy has gained weight. His cheeks have grown round, the backs of his hands are plump. He’s not getting
any exercise to speak of. On Tuesday and Wednesday nights, he tells her, the prisoners who want to keep in shape
are let out of their cells, one at a time, and allowed to jog up and down three flights of stairs for ten minutes each.
He says an officer sits in a straight-backed chair down in the courthouse lobby with a rifle across his lap to make
sure that the prisoners don’t jog any farther.
Her daddy is sitting on the edge of his cot. He’s wearing blue denim pants and a shirt to match, and a patch on
the pocket of the shirt says Loring County Jail. The shoes he has on aren’t really shoes. They look like bedroom
slippers.
Downstairs, when she checked in with the jailer, Jim Wheeler heard her voice and came out of his office.
While she waited for the jailer to get the right key, the sheriff asked her how she was doing.
“All right, I guess.”
“You may think I’m lying, honey,” he said, “but the day’ll come when you’ll look back on this time in your life
and it won’t seem like nothing but a real bad dream.”
Sitting in a hard plastic chair, looking at her father, she already feels like she’s in a bad dream. He’s smiling at
her, waiting for her to say something, but her tongue feels like it’s fused to the roof of her mouth.
The jail is air-conditioned, but it’s hot in the cell, and the place smells bad. The toilet over in the corner has no
lid on it. She wonders how in the name of God a person can eat in a place like this. And what kind of person could
actually eat enough to gain weight? As if he knows what she’s thinking, her father says,
“You’re probably wondering how I can stand it.”
She doesn’t answer.
“I can stand it,” he says, “because I know I deserved to be locked up.”
He sits there a moment longer, then gets up off the cot and shuffles over to the window, which has three bars
across it. He stands there looking out.
“All my life,” he finally says, “I’ve been going in and out of all those buildings down there and I never once
asked myself what they looked like from above. Now I know. There’s garbage on those roofs, and bird shit. One
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day I saw a man sitting up there, drinking from a paper bag. Right on top of the jewelry store.”
He turns around then and walks over and lays his hand on her shoulder.
“When I was down there,” he says, “scurrying around like a chicken with its head cut off, I never gave myself
enough time to think. That’s one thing I’ve had plenty of in here. And I can tell you, I’ve seen some things I was
too blind to see then.”
He keeps his hand on her shoulder the whole time he’s talking.
“In the last few weeks,” he says, “I asked myself how you must have felt when I told you I was too busy to
play with you, how you probably felt every time you had to go to the theater by yourself and you saw all those
other little girls waiting in line with their daddies and holding their hands.” He says he’s seen all the ways in
which he failed them both, her and her mother, and he knows they both saw them a long time ago. He just wishes
to God he had.
He takes his hand off her shoulder, goes back over to the cot, and sits down. She watches, captivated, as his
eyes begin to glisten. She realizes that she’s in the presence of a man capable of anything, and for the first time
she knows the answer to a question that has always baffled her: why would her momma put up with so much for
so long?
The answer is that her daddy is a natural performer, and her momma was his natural audience. Her momma
lived for these routines, she watched till watching killed her.
With watery eyes, Dee Ann’s daddy looks at her, here in a stinking room in the county courthouse.
“Sweetheart,” he whispers, “you don’t think I killed her, do you?”
When she speaks, her voice will be steady, it won’t crack and break. She will display no more emotion than if
she were responding to a question posed by her history teacher.
“No, sir,” she tells her daddy. “I don’t think you killed her. I know you did.”
In that instant the weight of his life begins to crush her.
*
Ten-thirty on a Saturday night in 1997.
She’s standing alone in an alleyway outside the Loring County Courthouse. It’s the same alley where her father
and Jim Wheeler and the deputy had their pictures taken all those years ago. Loring is the same town it was then,
except now there are gangs, and gunfire is something you hear all week long, not just on Saturday night. Now
people kill folks they don’t know.
Chuckie is supposedly at a deer camp with some men she’s never met. He told her he knows them from a
sporting goods store in Greenville. They all started talking about deer hunting, and one of the men told Chuckie
he owned a cabin over behind the levee and suggested Chuckie go hunting with them this year.
Cynthia is out with her friends—she may be at a movie or she may be in somebody’s back seat. Wherever she
is, Dee Ann prays she’s having fun. She prays that Cynthia’s completely caught up in whatever she’s doing and
that she won’t come along and find her momma here, standing alone in the alley beside the courthouse, gazing up
through the darkness as though she hopes to read the stars.
The room reminds her of a Sunday school classroom. It’s on the second floor of the courthouse, overlooking
the alley. There’s a long wooden table in the middle of the room, and she’s sitting at one end of it in a straightbacked chair. Along both sides, in similar chairs, sit fifteen men and women who make up the grand jury. She
knows several faces, three or four names. It looks as if everyone of them is drinking coffee. They’ve all got
styrofoam cups.
Down at the far end of the table, with a big manila folder open in front of him, sits Barry Lancaster, the district
attorney, a man whose name she’s going to be seeing in newspaper articles a lot in the next twenty years. He’s just
turned thirty, and though it’s still warm out, he’s wearing a black suit, with a sparkling white shirt and a glossy
black tie.
Barry Lancaster has the reputation of being tough on crime, and he’s going to ride that reputation all the way to
the Mississippi attorney general’s office and then to a federal judgeship. When he came to see her a few days ago,
it was his reputation that concerned him. After using a lot of phrases like true bill and no bill without bothering to
explain precisely what they meant, he said,
“My reputation’s at stake here, Dee Ann. There’s a whole lot riding on you.”
She knows how much is riding on her, and it’s a lot more than his reputation. She feels the great mass bearing
down on her shoulders. Her neck is stiff and her legs are heavy. She didn’t sleep last night. She never really sleeps
anymore.
“Now, Dee Ann,” Barry Lancaster says, ‘we all know you’ve gone through a lot recently, but I need to ask you
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some questions today so that these ladies and gentlemen can hear your answers. Will that be okay?”
She wants to say that it’s not okay, that it will never again be okay for anyone to ask her anything, but she just
nods.
He asks her how old she is.
“Eighteen.”
What grade she’s in.
“I’m a senior.”
Whether or not she has a boyfriend named Chuckie Nelms.
“Yes, sir.”
Whether or not, on Saturday evening, August second, she saw her boyfriend.
“Yes, sir.”
Barry Lancaster looks up from the stack of papers and smiles at her.
“If I was your boyfriend,” he says, “I’d want to see you every night.”
A few of the men on the grand jury grin, but the women keep straight faces. One of them, a small red-haired
woman with lots of freckles, whose name she doesn’t know and never will know, is going to wait on her in a
convenience store over in Indianola many years later. After giving her change, the woman will touch Dee Ann’s
hand and say,
“I hope the rest of your life’s been easier, honey. It must have been awful, what you went through.”
Barry Lancaster takes her through that Saturday evening; from the time Chuckie picked her up until the
moment when she walked into the kitchen. Then he asks her, in a solemn voice, what she found there.
She keeps her eyes trained on his tie pin, a small amethyst, as she describes the scene in as much detail as she
can muster. In a roundabout way, word will reach her that people on the grand jury were shocked, and even
appalled, at her lack of emotion. Chuckie will try to downplay their reaction, telling her that they’re probably just
saying that because of what happened later on.
“It’s probably not you they’re reacting to,” he’ll say. “It’s probably just them having hindsight.”
Hindsight is something she lacks, as she sits here in a hard chair, in a small room, her hands lying before her
on a badly scarred table. She can’t make a bit of sense out of what’s already happened. She knows what her daddy
was and she knows what he wasn’t, knows what he did and didn’t do. What she doesn’t know is the whys and
wherefores.
On the other hand, she can see into the future, she knows what’s going to happen, and she also knows why. She
knows, for instance, what question is coming, and she knows how she’s going to answer it and why. She knows
that shortly after she’s given that answer, Barry Lancaster will excuse her, and she knows, because Lou Pierce has
told her, that after she’s been excused, Barry Lancaster will address the members of the grand jury.
He will tell them what they have and haven’t heard.
“Now she’s a young girl,” he’ll say, “and she’s been through a lot, and in the end this case has to rest on what
she can tell us. And the truth, ladies and gentlemen, much as I might want it to be otherwise, is that the kid’s gone
shaky on us. She told the sheriff one version of what happened at the grocery store that Saturday night when her
daddy came to see her, and she’s sat here today and told y’all a different version. She’s gotten all confused on this
question of time. You can’t blame her for that, she’s young and her mind’s troubled, but in all honesty a good
defense attorney’s apt to rip my case apart. Because when you lose this witness’s testimony, all you’ve got left is
that dog, and that dog, ladies and gentlemen, can’t testify.”
*
Even as she sits here, waiting for Barry Lancaster to bring up that night in the grocery store—that night which,
for her, will always be the present—she knows the statement about the dog will be used to sentence Jim Wheeler
to November defeat. The voters of this county will drape that sentence around the sheriff’s neck. If Jim Wheeler
had done his job and found some real evidence, they will say, that man would be on his way to Parchman.
They will tell one another, the voters of this county, how someone saw her daddy at the Jackson airport, as he
boarded a plane that would take him to Dallas, where he would board yet another plane for a destination farther
south. They will say that her daddy was actually carrying a briefcase filled with money, with lots of crisp green
hundreds, one of which he extracted to pay for a beer.
They will say that her daddy must have paid her to lie, that she didn’t give a damn about her mother. They will
wonder if Chuckie has a brain in his head, to go and marry somebody like her, and they will ask themselves how
she can ever bear the shame of what she’s done. They will not believe, not even for a moment, that she’s
performed some careful calculations in her mind. All that shame, she’s decided, will still weigh a lot less than her
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daddy’s life. It will be a while before she and Chuckie and a girl who isn’t born yet learn how much her faulty
math has cost.
Barry Lancaster makes a show of rifling through his papers. He pulls a sheet out and studies it, lets his face
wrinkle up as if he’s seeing something on the page that he never saw before. Then he lays the sheet back down.
He closes the manila folder, pushes his chair away from the table a few inches, and leans forward. She’s glad he’s
too far away to lay his hand on her knee.
“Now,” he says, “let’s go backwards in time.”
*MISSOURI*
211.94 Tom Sawyer\fn(by Mark Twain aka Samuel Langhorne Clemens (1835-1910)} Florida, Monroe County, Missouri,
U.S.A. (M) 94
1
“TOM!”
No answer.
“TOM!”
No answer.
“What’s gone with that boy, I wonder? You TOM!”
No answer.
The old lady pulled her spectacles down and looked over them, about the room; then she put them up and
looked out under them. She seldom or never looked through them for so small a thing as a boy; they were her
state pair, the pride of her heart, and were built for “style,” not service—she could have seen through a pair of
stove lids just as well. She looked perplexed for a moment, and then said, not fiercely, but still loud enough for the
furniture to hear:
“Well, I lay if I get hold of you I’ll—”
She did not finish, for by this time she was bending down and punching under the bed with the broom—and so
she needed breath to punctuate the punches with. She resurrected nothing but the cat.
“I never did see the beat of that boy!”
She went to the open door and stood in it and looked out among the tomato vines and “jimpson” weeds that
constituted the garden. No Tom. So she lifted up her voice, at an angle calculated for distance; and shouted:
“Y-o-u-u Tom!” There was a slight noise behind her and she turned just in time to seize a small boy by the
slack of his roundabout and arrest his flight.
“There! I might’a thought of that closet. What you been doing in there?”
“Nothing.”
“Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your mouth. What is that truck?”
“I don’t know, aunt.”
“Well I know. It’s jam—that’s what it is. Forty times I’ve said if you didn’t let that jam alone I’d skin you.
Hand me that switch.” The switch hovered in the air—the peril was desperate—
“My! Look behind you, aunt!”
The old lady whirled around, and, snatched her skirts out of danger. The lad fled, on the instant, scrambled up
the high board fence, and disappeared over it. His aunt Polly stood surprised a moment, and then broke into a
gentle laugh.
“Hang the boy, can’t I never learn anything? Ain’t he played me tricks enough like that for me to be looking
out for him by this time? But old fools is the biggest fools there is. Can’t learn an old dog new tricks, as the saying
is. But my goodness, he never plays them alike, two days, and how is a body to know what’s coming? He ’pears
to know just how long he can torment me before I get my dander up, and he knows if he can make out to put me
off for a minute or make me laugh, it’s all down again and I can’t hit him a lick. I ain’t doing my duty by that boy,
and that’s the Lord’s truth, goodness knows. Spare the rod and spile the child, as the Good Book says. I’m alaying up sin and suffering for us both, I know. He’s full of the Old Scratch, but laws-a-me! He’s my own dead
sister’s boy, poor thing, and I ain’t got the heart to lash him, somehow. Every time I let him off my conscience
does hurt me so, and every time I hit him my old heart most breaks. Well-a-well, man that is born of woman is of
few days and full of trouble, as the Scripture says, and I reckon it’s so. He’ll play hookey this evening,\fn{ South586

westerm for “afternoon”}

and I’ll just be obleeged to make him work, tomorrow, to punish him. It’s mighty hard to
make him work Saturdays, when all the boys is having holiday, but he hates work more than he hates anything
else, and I’ve got to do some of my duty by him, or I’ll be the ruination of the child.”
Tom did play hookey, and he had a very good time. He got back home barely in season to help Jim, the small
colored boy, saw next day’s wood and split the kindlings, before supper—at least he was there in time to tell his
adventures to Jim while Jim did three-fourths of the work. Tom’s younger brother, (or rather, half-brother) Sid,
was already through with his part of the work (picking up chips), for he was a quiet boy and had no adventurous,
troublesome ways.
While Tom was eating his supper, and stealing sugar as opportunity offered, aunt Polly asked him questions
that were full of guile, and very deep—for she wanted to trap him into damaging revealments. Like many other
simple-hearted souls, it was her pet vanity to believe she was endowed with a talent for dark and mysterious
diplomacy and she loved to contemplate her most transparent devices as marvels of low cunning. Said she:
“Tom, it was middling warm in school, warn’t it?”
“Yes’m.”
“Powerful warm, warn’t it?”
“Yes’m.”
“Didn’t you want to go in a-swimming, Tom?”
A bit of a scare shot through Tom—a touch of uncomfortable suspicion. He searched aunt Polly’s face, but it
told him nothing. So he said:
“No’m—well, not very much.” The old lady reached out her hand and felt Tom’s shirt, and said:
“But you ain’t too warm now, though.” And it flattered her to reflect that she had discovered that the shirt was
dry without anybody knowing that that was what she had in her mind. But in spite of her, Tom knew where the
wind lay, now. So he forestalled what might be the next move:
“Some of us pumped on our heads—mine’s damp yet. See?”
Aunt Polly was vexed to think she had overlooked that bit of circumstantial evidence, and missed a trick. Then
she had a new inspiration:
“Tom, you didn’t have to undo your shirt collar where I sewed it to pump on your head, did you? Unbutton
your jacket!”
The trouble vanished out of Tom’s face. He opened his jacket. His shirt collar was securely sewed.
“Bother! Well, go ’long with you. I’d made sure you’d played hookey and been a-swimming. But I forgive ye,
Tom. I reckon you’re a kind of a singed cat, as the saying is—better’n you look. This time.” She was half sorry
her sagacity had miscarried, and half glad that Tom had stumbled into obedient conduct for once. But Sidney said:
“Well, now, if I didn’t think you sewed his collar with white thread, but it’s black.”
“Why, I did sew it with white! Tom!”
But Tom did not wait for the rest. As he went out at the door he said:
“Siddy, I’ll lick you for that.”
In a safe place Tom examined two large needles which were thrust into the lappels of his jacket, and had thread
bound about them—one needle carried white thread and the other black. He said:
“She’d never noticed, if it hadn’t been for Sid. Consound it! Sometimes she sews it with white and sometimes
she sews it with black. I wish to geeminy she’d stick to one or t’other—I can’t keep the run of ’em. But I bet you
I’ll lam Sid for that. I’ll learn him!”
He was not the Model Boy of the village. He knew the model boy very well though—and loathed him.
Within two minutes, or even less, he had forgotten all his troubles. Not because his troubles were one whit less
heavy and bitter to him than a man’s are to a man, but because a new and powerful interest bore them down and
drove them out of his mind for the time—just as men’s misfortunes are forgotten in the excitement of new
enterprises. This new interest was a valued novelty in whistling, which he had just acquired from a negro, and he
was suffering to practice it undisturbed. It consisted in a peculiar bird-like turn, a sort of liquid warble, produced
by toucing the tongue to the roof of the mouth at short intervals in the midst of the music—the reader probably
remembers how to do it if he has ever been a boy. Diligence and attention soon gave him the knack of it, and he
strode down the street with his mouth full of harmony and his soul full of gratitude. He felt much as an
astronomer feels who has discovered a new planet. No doubt, as far as strong, deep, unalloyed pleasure is
concerned, the advantage was with the boy, not the astronomer.
The summer evenings were long. It was not dark, yet. Presently Tom checked his whistle. A stranger was
before him—a boy a shade larger than himself. A new-comer of any age or either sex was an impressive curiosity
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in the poor little shabby village of St. Petersburg. This boy was well dressed, too—well dressed on a week-day.
This was simply astounding. His cap was a dainty thing, his close-buttoned blue cloth roundabout was new and
natty, and so were his pantaloons. He had shoes on—and yet it was only Friday. He even wore a necktie, a bright
bit of ribbon. He had a citified air about him that ate into Tom’s vitals. The more Tom stared at the splendid
marvel, the higher he turned up his nose at his finery and the shabbier and shabbier his own outfit seemed to him
to grow. Neither boy spoke. If one moved, the other moved—but only sidewise, in a circle; they kept face to face
and eye to eye all the time. Finally Tom said:
“I can lick you!”
“I’d like to see you try it.”
“Well, I can do it.”
“No you can’t, either.”
“Yes I can.”
“No you can’t.”
“I can.”
“You can’t.”
“Can!”
“Can’t!”
An uncomfortable pause. Then Tom said:
“What’s your name?”
“’Tisn’t any of your business, maybe.”
“Well I low I’ll make it my business.”
“Well why don’t you?”
“If you say much I will.”
“Much-much-much! There now.”
“Oh, you think you’re mighty smart, don’t you? I could lick you with one hand tied behind me, if I wanted to.”
“Well why don’t you do it? You say you can do it.”
“Well I will, if you fool with me.”
“Oh yes—I’ve seen whole families in the same fix.”
“Smarty! You think you’re some, now, don’t you? Oh what a hat!”
“You can lump that hat if you don’t like it. I dare you to knock it off—and anybody that’ll take a dare will suck
eggs.”
“You’re a liar!”
“You’re another.”
“You’re a fighting liar and dasn’t take it up.”
“Aw—take a walk!”
“Say—if you gimme much more of your sass I’ll take and bounce a rock off’n your head.”
“Oh, of course you will.”
“Well I will.”
“Well why don’t you do it then? What do you keep saying you will, for? Why don’t you do it? It’s because
you’re afraid.”
“I ain’t afraid.”
“You are.”
“I ain’t.”
“You are.”
Another pause, and more eyeing and sidling around each other. Presently they were shoulder to shoulder. Tom
said:
“Get away from here!”
“Get away yourself!”
“I won’t.”
“I won’t either.”
So they stood, each with a foot placed at an angle as a brace, and both shoving with might and main, and
glowering at each other with hate. But neither could get an advantage. After struggling till both were hot and
flushed, each relaxed his strain with watchful caution, and Tom said:
“You’re a coward and a pup. I’ll tell my big brother on you, and he can thrash you with his little finger, and I’ll
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make him do it, too.”
“What do I care for your big brother? I’ve got a brother that’s bigger than he is—and what’s more, he can
throw him over that fence, too.” [Both brothers were imaginary.]
“That’s a lie.”
“Your saying so don’t make it so.” Tom drew a line in the dust with his big toe, and said:
“I dare you to step over that, and I’ll lick you till you can’t stand up. Anybody that’ll take a dare will steal a
sheep.” The new boy stepped over promptly, and said:
“Now you said you’d do it, now let’s see you do it.”
“Don’t you crowd me, now; you better look out.”
“Well you said you’d do it—why don’t you do it?”
“By jingo! for two cents I will do it.”
The new boy took two broad coppers out of his pocket and held them out with derision. Tom struck them to the
ground.
In an instant both boys were rolling and tumbling in the dirt, gripped together like cats; and for the space of a
minute they tugged and tore at each other’s hair and clothes, punched and scratched each other’s noses, and
covered themselves with dust and glory. Presently the confusion took form, and through the fog of battle Tom
appeared, seated astride the new boy and pounding him with his fists.
“Holler ’nuff!” said he.
The boy only struggled to free himself. He was crying—mainly from rage.
“Holler ’nuff!”—and the pounding went on. At last the stranger got out a smothered “Nuff!” and Tom let him
up and said:
“Now that’ll learn you. Better look out who you’re fooling with, next time.”
The new boy went off brushing the dust from his clothes, sobbing, snuffling, and occasionally looking back
and shaking his head and threatening what he would do to Tom the “next time he caught him out.” To which Tom
responded with jeers, and started off in high feather; and as soon as his back was turned the new boy snatched up
a stone, threw it and hit him between the shoulders and then turned tail and ran like an antelope. Tom chased the
traitor home, and thus found out where he lived. He then held a position at the gate for some time, daring the
enemy to come outside, but the enemy only made faces at him through the window and declined. At last the
enemy’s mother appeared, and called Tom a bad, vicious, vulgar child, and ordered him away. So he went away;
but he said he “lowed” to “lay” for that boy.
He got home pretty late, that night, and when he climbed cautiously in at the window, he uncovered an
ambuscade, in the person of his aunt; and when she saw the state his clothes were in her resolution to turn his
Saturday holiday into captivity at hard labor became adamantine in its firmness.
2
Saturday morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and fresh, and brimming with life. There
was a song in every heart; and if the heart was young the music issued at the lips. There was cheer in every face
and a spring in every step. The locust trees were in bloom and the fragrance of the blossoms filled the air. Cardiff
Hill, beyond the village and above it, was green with vegetation, and it lay just far enough away to seem a
Delectable Land, dreamy, reposeful and inviting.
Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He surveyed the fence,
and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards of board fence, nine
feet high. Life to him seemed hollow, and existence but a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it along
the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared the insignificant whitewashed streak with the
far-reaching continent of un-whitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged.
Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing “Buffalo Gals.” Bringing water from the town
pump had always been hateful work in Tom’s eyes, before, but now it did not strike him so. He remembered that
there was company at the pump. White, mulatto and negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns,
resting, trading playthings, quarreling, fighting, skylarking. And he remembered that although the pump was only
a hundred and fifty yards off, Jim never got back with a bucket of water under an hour—and even then somebody
generally had to go after him. Tom said:
“Say, Jim, I’ll fetch the water if you’ll whitewash some.” Jim shook his head and said:
“Can’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she tole me I got to go an’ git dis water an’ not stop foolin’ roun’ wid anybody.
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She say she spec’ Mars Tom gwyne to ax me to whitewash, an’ so she tole me go ’long an’ ’tend to my own
business—she ’lowed she’d ’tend to de whitewashin’.”
“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. That’s the way she always talks. Gimme the bucket—l won’t be gone
only a minute. She won’t ever know.”
“Oh, I dasn’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis she’d take an’ tar de head off’n me. ’Deed she would.”
“She! She never licks anybody—whacks ’em over the head with her thimble—and who cares for that, I’d like
to know. She talks awful, but talk don’t hurt—anyways it don’t if she don’t cry. Jim, I’ll give you a marvel. I’ll
give you a white alley!” Jim began to waver.
“White alley, Jim! And it’s a bully taw.”
“My! Dat’s a mighty gay marvel, I tell you! But Mars Tom I’s powerful ’fraid ole missis—”
“And besides, if you will I’ll show you my sore toe.”
Jim was only human—this attraction was too much for him. He put down his pail, took the white alley, and
bent over the toe with absorbing interest while the bandage was being unwound. In another moment he was fiying
down the street with his pail and a tingling rear, Tom was whitewashing with vigor, and aunt Polly was retiring
from the field with a slipper in her hand and triumph in her eye.
But Tom's energy did not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this day, and his sorrows
multiplied. Soon the free boys would come tripping along on all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would
make a world of fun of him for having to work—the very thought of it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly
wealth and examined it—bits of toys, marbles and trash; enough to buy an exchange of work, maybe, but not half
enough to buy so much as half an hour of pure freedom. So he returned his straightened means to his pocket and
gave up the idea of trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration burst upon him!
Nothing less than a great, magnificent inspiration!
He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight presently—the very boy, of all
boys, whose ridicule he had been dreading. Ben’s gait was the hop-skip-and-jump—proof enough that his heart
was light and his anticipations high. He was eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at intervals,
followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he was personating a steamboat. As he drew near,
he slackened speed, took the middle of the street, leaned far over to starboard and rounded to ponderously and
with laborious pomp and circumstance—for he was personating the Big Missouri, and considered himself to be
drawing nine feet of water. He was boat and captain and engine-bells combined, so he had to imagine himself
standing on his own hurricane deck giving the orders and executing them:
“Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling!” The headway ran almost out and he drew up slowly toward the sidewalk.
“Ship up to back! Ting-a-ling-ling!” His arms straightened and stiffened down his sides.
“Set her back on the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow! Chow!” His right hand, meantime,
describing stately circles—for it was representing a forty-foot wheel.
“Let her go back on the labbord! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow- ch-chow-chow!” The left hand began to describe
circles.
“Stop the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Stop the labbord! Come ahead on the stabboard! Stop her! Let your
outside turn over slow! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out that head-line! Lively, now! Come-out with your
spring-line—what’re you about there! Take a turn round that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that stage, now
—let her go! Done with the engines, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling! Sh’t! s’sh’t! sh’t!” (trying the gauge-cocks)
Tom went on whitewashing—paid no attention to the steamboat. Ben stared a moment and then said:
“Hi-yi! You’re up a stump, ain’t you!”
No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist; then he gave his brush another gentle sweep
and surveyed the result, as before. Ben ranged up alongside of him. Tom’s mouth watered for the apple, but he
stuck to his work. Ben said:
“Hello, old chap, you got to work, hey?” Tom wheeled suddenly and said:
“Why it’s you, Ben! I warn’t noticing.”
“Say—I’m going in a-swimming, I am. Don’t you wish you could? But of course you’d druther work—
wouldn’t you? ’Course you would!” Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said:
“What do you call work?”
“Why, ain’t that work?” Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly:
“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain’t. All I know, is, it suits Tom Sawyer.”
“Oh come, now, you don’t mean to let on that you like it?” The brush continued to move.
“Like it? Well I don’t see why I oughtn’t to like it. Does a boy get a chance to whitewash a fence every day?”
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That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his brush daintily back and forth
—stepped back to note the effect—added a touch here and there—criticised the effect again—Ben watching every
move and getting more and more interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he said:
“Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little.”
Tom considered; was about to consent; but he altered his mind:
“No—no, I reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see, aunt Polly’s awful particular about this fence—right
here on the street, you know—but if it was the back fence I wouldn’t mind and she wouldn’t. Yes, she’s awful
particular about this fence; it’s got to be done very careful; I reckon there ain’t one boy in a thousand, maybe two
thousand, that can do it the way it’s got to be done.”
“No—is that so? Oh come, now—lemme just try. Only just a little—I’d let you, if you was me, Tom.”
“Ben, I’d like to, honest injun; but aunt Polly—well Jim wanted to do it, but she wouldn’t let him; Sid wanted
to do it, and she wouldn’t let Sid. Now don’t you see how I’m fixed? If you was to tackle this fence and anything
was to happen to it—”
“Oh, shucks, I’ll be just as careful. Now lemme try. Say—I’ll give you the core of my apple.”
“Well, here—No, Ben, now don’t. I’m afeard—”
“I’ll give you all of it!”
Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face but alacrity in his heart. And while the late steamer Big
Missouri worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs,
munched his apple, and planned the slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material; boys happened
along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to whitewash. By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had
traded the next chance to Billy Fisher for a kite, in good repair; and when he played out Johnny Miller bought in
for a dead rat and a string to swing it with—and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And when the middle of the
afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He
had, beside the things before mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a jewsharp, a piece of blue bottle-glass to look
through, a spool cannon, a key that wouldn’t unlock anything, a fragment of chalk, a glass stopper of a decanter, a
tin soldier, a couple of tadpoles, six firecrackers, a kitten with only one eye, a brass doorknob, a dog collar—but
no dog—the handle of a knife, four pieces of orange peel, and a dilapidated old window sash.
He had had a nice, good, idle time all the while—plenty of company—and the fence had three coats of
whitewash on it! If he hadn’t run out of whitewash, he would have bankrupted every boy in the village.
Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world, after all. He had discovered a great law of human
action, without knowing it—namely, that in order to make a man or a boy covet a thing, it is only necessary to
make the thing difficult to attain. If he had been a great and wise philosopher, like the writer of this book, he
would now have comprehended that Work consists of whatever a body is obliged to do and that Play consists of
whatever a body is not obliged to do. And this would help him to understand why constructing artificial flowers or
performing on a treadmill is work, while rolling ten-pins or climbing Mont Blanc is only amusement. There are
wealthy gendemen in England who drive four-horse passenger-coaches twenty or thirty miles on a daily line, in
the summer, because the privilege costs them considerable money; but if they were offered wages for the service,
that would turn it into work and then they would resign.
The boy mused a while over the substantial change which had taken place in his worldly circumstances, and
then wended toward headquarters to report.
3
Tom presented himself before, aunt Polly, who was sitting by an open window in a pleasant rearward
apartment which was bed-room, breakfast-room, dining room and library combined. The balmy summer air, the
restful quiet, the odor of the flowers, and the drowsing murmur of the bees had had their effect, and she was
nodding over her knitting—for she had no company but the cat, and it was asleep in her lap. Her spectacles were
propped up on her gray head for safety. She had thought that of course Tom had deserted long ago, and she
wondered to see him place himself in her power again in this intrepid way. He said:
“Mayn’t I go and play now, aunt?”
“What, a’ready? How much have you done?”
“It’s all done, aunt.”
“Tom, don’t lie to me—I can’t bear it.”
“I ain’t, aunt; it is all done.”
Aunt Polly placed small trust in such evidence. She went out to see for herself; and she would have been
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content to find twenty per cent of Tom’s statement true. When she found the entire fence whitewashed, and not
only whitewashed but elaborately coated and recoated, and even a streak added to the ground, her astonishment
was almost unspeakable. She said:
“Well, I never! There’s no getting around it, you can work when you’re a mind to, Tom.” And then she diluted
the compliment by adding,
“But it’s powerful seldom you’re a mind to, I’m bound to say. Well, go ’long and play; but mind you get back
some time in a week, or I’ll tan you.”
She was so overcome by the splendor of his achievement that she took him into the closet and selected a
choice apple and delivered it to him, along with an improving lecture upon the added value and flavor a treat took
to itself when it came without sin through virtuous effort. And while she closed with a happy Scriptural flourish,
he “hooked” a doughnut.
Then he skipped out, and saw Sid just starting up the outside stairway that led to the back rooms on the second
floor. Clods were handy and the air was full of them in a twinkling. They raged around Sid like a hail-storm; and
before aunt Polly could collect her surprised faculties and sally to the rescue, six or seven clods had taken
personal effect and Tom was over the fence and gone. There was a gate, but as a general thing he was too crowded
for time to make use of it. His soul was at peace, now that he had settled with Sid for calling attention to his black
thread and getting him into trouble.
Tom skirted the block and came around into a muddy alley that led by the back of his aunt’s cow-stable; he
presently got safely beyond the reach of capture and punishment, and hasted toward the public square of the
village, where two “military” companies of boys had met for conflict, according to previous appointment. Tom
was General of one of these armies, Joe Harper (a bosom friend) General of the other. These two great
commanders did not condescend to fight in person—that being better suited to the still smaller fry—but sat
together on an eminence and conducted the field operations by orders delivered through aides-de-camp. Tom’s
army won a great victory, after a long and hard-fought battle. Then the dead were counted, prisoners exchanged,
the terms of the next disagreement agreed upon and the day for the necessary battle appointed; after which the
armies fell into line and marched away, and Tom turned homeward alone.
As he was passing by the house where Jeff Thatcher lived, he saw a new girl in the garden—a lovely little
blue-eyed creature with yellow hair plaited into two long tails, white summer frock and embroidered pantalettes.
The fresh-crowned hero fell without firing a shot. A certain Amy Lawrence vanished out of his heart and left not
even a memory of herself behind. He had thought he loved her to distraction, he had regarded his passion as
adoration; and behold it was only a poor little evanescent partiality. He had been months winning her; she had
confessed hardly a week ago; he had been the happiest and the proudest boy in the world only seven short days,
and here, in one instant of time she had gone out of his heart like a casual stranger whose visit is done.
He worshipped this new angel with furtive eye, till he saw that she had discovered him; then he pretended he
did not know she was present, and began to “show off” in all sorts of absurd boyish ways in order to win her
admiration. He kept up this grotesque foolishness for some time; but by and by, while he was in the midst of some
dangerous gymnastic performances, he glanced aside and saw that the little girl was wending her way toward the
house. Tom came up to the fence and leaned on it, grieving, and hoping she would tarry yet a while longer. She
halted a moment on the steps and then moved toward the door. Tom heaved a great sigh as she put her foot on the
threshold. But his face lit up, right away, for she tossed a pansy over the fence a moment before she disappeared.
The boy ran around and stopped within a foot or two of the flower, and then shaded his eyes with his hand and
began to look down street as if he had discovered something of interest going on in that direction. Presently he
picked up a straw and began trying to balance it on his nose, with his head tilted far back; and as he moved from
side to side, in his efforts, he edged nearer and nearer toward the pansy; finally his bare foot rested upon it, his
pliant toes closed upon it and he hopped away with the treasure, and disappeared around the comer. But only for a
minute—only while he could button the flower inside his jacket, next his heart—or next his stomach, possibly, for
he was not much posted in anatomy, and not hypercritical anyway.
He returned, now, and hung about the fence till nightfall, “showing off,” as before; but the girl never exhibited
herself again, though Tom comforted himself a little with the hope that she had been near some window,
meantime, and been aware of his attentions. Finally he went home reluctantly, with his poor head full of visions.
All through supper his spirits were so high that his aunt wondered “what had got into the child.” He took a
good scolding about clodding Sid, and did not seem to mind it in the least. He tried to steal sugar under his aunt’s
very nose, and got his knuckles rapped for it. He said:
“Aunt, you don’t whack Sid when he takes it.”
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“Well, Sid don’t torment a body the way you do. You’d be always into that sugar if I warn’t watching you.”
Presently she stepped into the kitchen, and Sid, happy in his immunity, reached for the sugar-bowl—a sort of
glorying over Tom which was well-nigh unbearable. But Sid’s fingers slipped and the bowl dropped and broke.
Tom was in ecstasies. In such ecstasies that he even controlled his tongue and was silent. He said to himself that
he would not speak a word, even when his aunt came in, but would sit perfectly still till she asked who did the
mischief; and then he would tell and there would be nothing so good in the world as to see that pet model “catch
it.” He was so brim-full of exultation that he could hardly hold himself when the old lady came back and stood
above the wreck discharging lightnings of wrath from over her spectacles. He said to himself,
“Now it’s coming!”
And the next instant he was sprawling on the floor! The potent palm was uplifted to strike again when Tom
cried out:
“Hold on, now, what’re you belting me, for? Sid broke it!”
Aunt Polly paused, perplexed, and Tom looked for healing pity. But when she got her tongue again, she only
said:
“Umf! Well, you didn’t get a lick amiss, I reckon. You been into some other owdacious mischief when I wasn’t
around, like enough.”
Then her conscience reproached her, and she yearned to say something kind and loving; but she judged that
this would be construed into a confession that she had been in the wrong, and discipline forbade that. So she kept
silence, and went about her affairs with a troubled heart. Tom sulked in a corner and exalted his woes. He knew
that in her heart his aunt was on her knees to him, and he was morosely gratified by the consciousness of it. He
would hang out no signals, he would take notice of none. He knew that a yearning glance fell upon him, now and
then, through a film of tears, but he refused recognition of it. He pictured himself lying sick unto death and his
aunt bending over him beseeching one little forgiving word, but he would turn his face to the wall, and die with
that word unsaid. Ah, how would she feel then? And he pictured himself brought home from the river, dead, with
his curls all wet, and his poor hands still forever, and his sore heart at rest. How she would throw herself upon
him, and how her tears would fall like rain, and her lips pray God to give her back her boy and she would never
never abuse him any more! But he would lie there cold and white and make no sign—a poor little sufferer whose
griefs were at an end. He so worked upon his feelings with the pathos of these dreams that he had to keep
swallowing, he was so like to choke; and his eyes swam in a blur of water, which overflowed when he winked,
and ran down and trickled from the end of his nose. And such a luxury to him was this petting of his sorrows, that
he could not bear to have any worldly cheeriness or any grating delight intrude upon it; it was too sacred for such
contact; and so, presently, when his cousin Mary danced in, all alive with the joy of seeing home again after an
age-long visit of one week to the country, he got up and moved in clouds and darkness out at one door as she
brought song and sunshine in at the other.
He wandered far from the accustomed haunts of boys, and sought desolate places that were in harmony with
his spirit. A log raft in the river invited him, and he seated himself on its outer edge and contemplated the dreary
vastness of the stream, wishing, the while, that he could only be drowned, all at once and unconsciously, without
undergoing the uncomfortable routine devised by nature. Then he thought of his flower. He got it out, rumpled
and wilted, and it mightily increased his dismal felicity. He wondered if she would pity him if she knew? Would
she cry, and wish that she had a right to put her arms around his neck and comfort him? Or would she turn coldly
away like all the hollow world? This picture brought such an agony of pleasurable suffering that he worked it over
and over again in his mind and set it up in new and varied lights till he wore it threadbare. At last he rose up
sighing, and departed in the darkness.
About half past nine or ten o’clock, he came along the deserted street to where the Adored Unknown lived; he
paused a moment; no sound fell upon his listening ear; a candle was casting a dull glow upon the curtain of a
second-story window. Was the sacred presence there? He climbed the fence, threaded his stealthy way through the
plants, till he stood under that window; he looked up at it long, and with emotion; then he laid him down on the
ground under it, disposing himself upon his back, with his hands clasped upon his breast and holding his poor
wilted flower. And thus he would die—out in the cold world, with no shelter over his homeless head, no friendly
hand to wipe the death-damps from his brow, no loving face to bend pityingly over him when the great agony
came. And thus she would see him when she looked out upon the glad morning—and Oh! would she drop one
little tear upon his poor lifeless form, would she heave one little sigh to see a bright young life so rudely blighted,
so untimely cut down?
The window went up, a maid-servant’s discordant voice profaned the holy calm, and a deluge of water
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drenched the prone martyr’s remains!
The strangling hero sprang up with a relieving snort, there was a whiz as of a missile in the air, mingled with
the murmur of a curse, a sound as of shivering glass followed, and a small vague form went over the fence and
shot away in the gloom.
Not long after, as Tom, all undressed for bed, was surveying his drenched garments by the light of a tallow dip,
Sid woke up; but if he had any dim idea of making any “references to allusions,” he thought better of it and held
his peace—for there was danger in Tom’s eye.
Tom turned in without the added vexation of prayers, and Sid made mental note of the omission.
4
The sun rose upon a tranquil world, and beamed down upon the peaceful village like a benediction. Breakfast
over, aunt Polly had family worship; it began with a prayer built from the ground up of solid courses of Scriptural
quotations welded together with a thin mortar of originality; and from the summit of this she delivered a grim
chapter of the Mosaic Law, as from Sinai.
Then Tom girded up his loins, so to speak, and went to work to “get his verses.” Sid had learned his lesson
days before. Tom bent all his energies to the memorizing of five verses; and he chose part of the Sermon on the
Mount because he could find no verses that were shorter. At the end of half an hour Tom had a vague general idea
of his lesson, but no more, for his mind was traversing the whole field of human thought, and his hands were busy
with distracting recreations. Mary took his book to hear him recite, and he tried to find his way through the fog:
“Blessed are the—a—a—”
“Poor …”
“Yes—poor; blessed are the poor—a—a—”
“In spirit …”
“In spirit; blessed are the poor in spirit, for they—they—”
“Theirs—”
“For theirs. Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs—is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are they that mourn,
for they—they—”
“Sh—”
“For they—a—”
“S, H, A—”
“For they S, H—Oh I don’t know what it is!”
“Shall!”
“Oh, shall! for they shall—for they shall—a—a—shall mourn—a—a—blessed are they that shall—they that—
a—they that shall mourn, for they shall—a—shall what? Why don’t you tell me, Mary?—what do you want to be
so mean, for”
“Oh, Tom, you poor thick-headed thing, I’m not teasing you. I wouldn’t do that. You must go and learn it
again. Don’t you be discouraged, Tom, you’ll manage it—and if you do, I’ll give you something ever so nice.
There, now, that’s a good boy.”
“All right! What is it, Mary, tell me what it is.”
“Never you mind, Tom. You know if I say it’s nice, it is nice.”
“You bet you that’s so, Mary. All right, I’ll tackle it again.”
And he did “tackle it again”—and under the double pressure of curiosity and prospective gain, he did it with
such spirit that he accomplished a shining success. Mary gave him a bran-new “Barlow” knife worth twelve and a
half cents; and the convulsion of delight that swept his system shook him to his foundations. True, the knife would
not cut anything, but it was a “sure-enough” Barlow, and there was inconceivable grandeur in that—though where
the western boys ever got the idea that such a weapon could possibly be counterfeited to its injury, is an imposing
mystery and will always remain so, perhaps. Tom contrived to scarify the cupboard with it and was arranging to
begin on the bureau, when he was called off to dress for Sunday-school.
Mary gave him a tin basin of water and a piece of soap, and he went outside the door and set the basin on a
little bench there; then he dipped the soap in the water and laid it down; turned up his sleeves; poured out the
water on the ground, gently, and then entered the kitchen and began to wipe his face diligently on the towel
behind the door. But Mary removed the towel and said:
“Now ain’t you ashamed, Tom. You mustn’t be so bad. Water won’t hurt you.”
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Tom was a trifle disconcerted. The basin was refilled, and this time he stood over it a little while, gathering
resolution; took in a big breath and began. When he entered the kitchen presently, with both eyes shut, and
groping for the towel with his hands, an honorable testimony of suds and water was dripping from his face. But
when he emerged from the towel, he was not yet satisfactory; for the clean territory stopped short at his chin and
his jaws, like a mask; below and beyond this line there was a dark expanse of unirrigated soil that spread
downward in front and backward around his neck. Mary took him in hand, and when she was done with him he
was a man and a brother, without distinction of color, and his saturated hair was neatly brushed, and its short curls
wrought into a dainty and symmetrical general effect. [He privately smoothed out the curls, with labor and
difficulty, and plastered his hair close down to his head; for he held curls to be effeminate, and his own filled his
life with bitterness.] Then Mary got out a suit of his clothing that had been used only on Sundays during two years
—they were simply called his “other clothes”—and so by that we know the size of his wardrobe. The girl “put
him to rights” after he had dressed himself; she buttoned his neat roundabout up to his chin, turned his vast shirt
collar down over his shoulders, brushed him off and crowned him with his speckled straw hat. He now looked
exceedingly improved and uncomfortable. And he was fully as uncomfortable as he looked; for there was a
restraint about whole clothes and cleanliness that galled him. He hoped that Mary would forget his shoes, but the
hope was blighted; she coated them thoroughly with tallow, as was the custom, and brought them out. He lost his
temper and said he was always being made to do everything he didn’t want to do. But Mary said, persuasively:
“Please, Tom—that’s a good boy.”
So he got into the shoes, snarling. Mary was soon ready, and the three children set out for Sunday-school—a
place that Tom hated with his whole heart; but Sid and Mary were fond of it.
Sabbath-school hours were from nine to half past ten; and then church service. Two of the children always
remained for the sermon, voluntarily; and the other always remained, too—for stronger reasons. The church’s
high-backed, uncushioned pews would seat about three hundred persons; the edifice was but a small, plain affair,
with a sort of pine board tree-box on top of it for a steeple. At the door Tom dropped back a step and accosted a
Sunday-dressed comrade:
“Say, Billy, got a yaller ticket?”
“Yes.”
“What’ll you take for her?”
“What’ll you give?”
“Piece of lickrish and a fish-hook.”
“Less see ’em.”
Tom exhibited. They were satisfactory, and the property changed hands. Then Tom traded a couple of white
alleys for three red tickets, and some small trifle or other for a couple of blue ones. He waylaid other boys as they
came, and went on buying tickets of various colors ten or fifteen minutes longer. He entered the church, now, with
a swarm of clean and noisy boys and girls, proceeded to his seat and started a quarrel with the first boy that came
handy. The teacher, a grave, elderly man, interfered; then turned his back a moment and Tom pulled a boy’s hair
in the next bench, and was absorbed in his book when the boy turned around; stuck a pin in another boy, presently,
in order to hear him say “Ouch!” and got a new reprimand from his teacher. Tom’s whole class were of a pattern
—restless, noisy and troublesome. When they came to recite their lessons, not one of them knew his verses
perfectly, but had to be prompted all along. However, they worried through, and each got his reward—in small
blue tickets, each with a passage of Scripture on it; each blue ticket was pay for two verses of the recitation. Ten
blue tickets equaled a red one, and could be exchanged for it; ten red tickets equaled a yellow one; for ten yellow
tickets the Superintendent gave a very plainly bound Bible, (worth forty cents in those easy times), to the pupil.
How many of my readers would have the industry and the application to memorize two thousand verses, even for
a Doré Bible? And yet Mary had acquired two Bibles in this way—it was the patient work of two years; and a boy
of German parentage had won four or five. He once recited three thousand verses without stopping; but the strain
upon his mental faculties was too great, and he was little better than an idiot from that day forth—a grievous
misfortune for the school, for on great occasions, before company, the Superintendent (as Tom expressed it) had
always made this boy come out and “spread himself.” Only the older pupils managed to keep their tickets and
stick to their tedious work long enough to get a Bible, and so the delivery of one of these prizes was a rare and
noteworthy circumstance; the successful pupil was so great and conspicuous for that day that on the spot every
scholar’s breast was fired with a fresh ambition that often lasted a couple of weeks. It is possible that Tom’s
mental stomach had never really hungered for one of those prizes, but unquestionably his entire being had for
many a day longed for the glory and the eclat that came with it.
595

In due course the Superintendent stood up in front of the pulpit, with a closed hymn-book in his hand and his
forefinger inserted between its leaves, and commanded attention. When a Sunday-school Superintendent makes
his customary little speech, a hymn-book in the hand is as necessary as is the inevitable sheet of music in the hand
of a singer who stands forward on the platform and sings a solo at a concert—though why, is a mystery: for
neither the hymn-book nor the sheet of music is ever referred to by the sufferer. This superintendent was a slim
creature of thirty-five, with a sandy goatee and short sandy hair; he wore a stiff standing-collar whose upper edge
almost reached his ears and whose sharp points curved forward abreast the corners of his mouth—a fence that
compelled a straight lookout ahead, and a turning of the whole body when a side view was required; his chin was
propped on a spreading cravat which was as broad and as long as a bank note, and had fringed ends; his boot toes
were turned sharply up, in the fashion of the day, like sleigh-runners—an effect patiently and laboriously
produced by the young men by sitting with their toes pressed against a wall for hours together. Mr. Walters was
very earnest of mien, and very sincere and honest at heart; and he held sacred things and places in such reverence,
and so separated them from worldly matters, that unconsciously to himself his Sunday-school voice had acquired
a peculiar intonation which was wholly absent on week-days. He began, after this fashion:
“Now children, I want you all to sit up just as straight and pretty as you can and give me all your attention for a
minute or two. There—that is it. That is the way good little boys and girls should do. I see one little girl who is
looking out of the window—I am afraid she thinks I am out there somewhere—perhaps up in one of the trees
making a speech to the little birds. [Applausive titter.] I want to tell you how good it makes me feel to see so
many bright, clean little faces assembled in a place like this, learning to do right and be good.”
And so forth and so on. It is not necessary to set down the rest of the oration. It was of a pattern which does not
vary, and so it is familiar to us all. The latter third of the speech was marred by the resumption of fights and other
recreations among certain of the bad boys, and by fidgetings and whisperings that extended far and wide, washing
even to the bases of isolated and incorruptible rocks like Sid and Mary. But now every sound ceased suddenly,
with the subsidence of Mr. Walters’s voice, and the conclusion of the speech was received with a burst of silent
gratitude.
A good part of the whispering had been occasioned by an event which was more or less rare—the entrance of
visitors; lawyer Thatcher, accompanied by a very feeble and aged man; a fine, portly, middle-aged gentleman with
iron-gray hair; and a dignified lady who was doubtless the latter’s wife. The lady was leading a child. Tom had
been restless and full of chafings and repinings; conscience-smitten, too—he could not meet Amy Lawrence’s
eye, he could not brook her loving gaze.
But when he saw this small new-comer his soul was all ablaze with bliss in a moment. The next moment he
was “showing off” with all his might—cuffing boys, pulling hair, making faces—in a word, using every art that
seemed likely to fascinate a girl and win her applause. His exaltation had but one alloy—the memory of his
humiliation in this angel’s garden—and that record in sand was fast washing out, under the waves of happiness
that were sweeping over it now.
The visitors were given the highest seat of honor, and as soon as Mr. Walters’s speech was finished, he
introduced them to the school. The middle-aged man turned out to be a prodigious personage—no less a one than
the county judge—altogether the most august creation these children had ever looked upon—and they wondered
what kind of material he was made of—and they half wanted to hear him roar, and were half afraid he might, too.
He was from Constantinople, twelve miles away—so he had traveled, and seen the world—these very eyes had
looked upon the county court house—which was said to have a tin roof. The awe which these reflections inspired
was attested by the impressive silence and the ranks of staring eyes. This was the great Judge Thatcher, brother of
their own lawyer. Jeff Thatcher immediately went forward, to be familiat: with the great man and be envied by
the school. It would have been music to his soul to hear the whisperings:
“Look at him, Jim! He’s a-going up there. Say—look! He’s a-going to shake hands with him—he is a-shaking
hands with him! By jings, don’t you wish you was Jeff?”
Mr. Walters fell to “showing off,” with all sorts of official bustlings and activities, giving orders, delivering
judgments, discharging directions here, there, everywhere that he could find a target. The librarian “showed
off”—running hither and thither with his arms full of books and making a deal of the splutter and fuss that insect
authority delights in. The young lady teachers “showed off”—bending sweetly over pupils that were lately being
boxed, lifting pretty warning fingers at bad little boys and patting good ones lovingly. The young gentlemen
teachers “showed off” with small scoldings and other little displays of authority and fine attention to discipline—
and most of the teachers, of both sexes, found business up at the library, by the pulpit; and it was business that
frequently had to be done over again two or three times (with much seeming vexation). The little girls “showed
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off"” in various ways, and the little boys “showed off” with such diligence that the air was thick with paper wads
and the murmur of scuffiings. And above it all the great man sat and beamed a majestic judicial smile upon all the
house, and warmed himself in the sun of his own grandeur—for he was “showing off,” too.
There was only one thing wanting, to make Mr. Walters’s ecstasy complete, and that was a chance to deliver a
Bible-prize and exhibit a prodigy. Several pupils had a few yellow tickets, but none had enough—he had been
around among the star pupils inquiring. He would have given worlds, now, to have that German lad back again
with a sound mind.
And now at this moment, when hope was dead, Tom Sawyer came forward with nine yellow tickets, nine red
tickets, and ten blue ones, and demanded a Bible.
This was a thunderbolt out of a clear sky. Walters was not expecting an application from this source for the
next ten years. But there was no getting around it—here were the certified checks, and they were good for their
face. Tom was therefore elevated to a place with the Judge and the other elect, and the great news was announced
from headquarters.
It was the most stunning surprise of the decade; and so profound was the sensation that it lifted the new hero
up to the judicial one’s altitude, and the school had two marvels to gaze upon in place of one. The boys were all
eaten up with envy-but those that suffered the bitterest pangs were those who perceived too late that they
themselves had contributed to this hated splendor by trading tickets to Tom for the wealth he had amassed in
selling whitewashing privileges. These despised themselves, as being the dupes of a wily fraud, a guileful snake in
the grass.
The prize was delivered to Tom with as much effusion as the Superintendent could pump up under the
circumstances; but it lacked somewhat of the true gush, for the poor fellow’s instinct taught him that there was a
mystery here that could not well bear the light, perhaps; it was simply preposterous that this boy had warehoused
two thousand sheaves of Scriptural wisdom on his premises—a dozen would strain his capacity, without a doubt.
Amy Lawrence was proud and glad, and she tried to make Tom see it in her face—but he wouldn’t look. She
wondered; then she was just a grain troubled; next a dim suspicion came and went—came again; she watched; a
furtive glance told her worlds—and then her heart broke, and she was jealous, and angry, and the tears came and
she hated everybody: Tom most of all (she thought).
Tom was introduced to the Judge; but his tongue was tied, his breath would hardly come, his heart quaked—
partly because of the awful greatness of the man, but mainly because he was her parent. He would have liked to
fall down and worship him, if it were in the dark. The Judge put his hand on Tom’s head and called him a fine
little man, and asked him what his name was. The boy stammered, gasped, and got it out:
“Tom.”
“Oh no not Tom—it is—”
“Thomas.”
“Ah, that’s it. I thought there was more to it, maybe. That’s very well. But you’ve another one I daresay, and
you’ll tell it to me, won’t you?”
“Tell the gentleman your other name, Thomas,” said Walters, “and say sir—you mustn’t forget your manners.”
“Thomas Sawyer—sir.”
“That’s it! That’s a good boy. Fine boy. Fine, manly little fellow. Two thousand verses is a great many—very,
very great many. And you never can be sorry for the trouble you took to learn them; for knowledge is worth more
than anything there is in the world; it’s what makes great men and good men; you’ll be a great man and a good
man yourself, someday, Thomas, and then you’ll look back and say, It’s all owing to the precious Sunday-school
privileges of my boyhood—it’s all owing to my dear teachers that taught me to learn—it’s all owing to the good
Superintendent, who encouraged me, and watched over me, and gave me a beautiful Bible—a splendid elegant
Bible, to keep and have it all for my own, always—it’s all owing to right bringing up! That is what you will say,
Thomas—and you wouldn’t take any money for those two thousand verses then—no indeed you wouldn’t. And
now you wouldn’t mind telling me and this lady some of the things you’ve learned—no, I know you wouldn’t—
for we are proud of little boys that learn. Now no doubt you know the names of all the twelve disciples. Won’t
you tell us the names of the first two that were appointed?”
Tom was tugging at a button and looking sheepish. He blushed, now, and his eyes fell. Mr. Walters’s heart sank
within him. He said to himself, It is not possible that the boy can answer the simplest question—why did the
Judge ask him? Yet he felt obliged to speak up and say:
“Answer the gentleman, Thomas—don’t be afraid.”
Tom still hung fire.
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“Now I know you’ll tell me,” said the lady. “The names of the first two disciples were—”
“DAVID AND GOLIATH!”
Let us draw the curtain of charity over the rest of the scene.
5
About half past ten the cracked bell of the small church began to ring, and presently the people began to gather
for the morning sermon. The Sunday-school children distributed themselves about the house and occupied pews
with their parents, so as to be under supervision. Aunt Polly came, and Tom and Sid and Mary sat with her—Tom
being placed next the aisle, in order that he might be as far away from the open window and the seductive outside
summer scenes as possible. The crowd filed up the aisles: the aged and needy postmaster, who had seen better
days; the mayor and his wife—for they had a mayor there, among other unnecessaries; the justice of the peace;
the widow Douglas, fair, smart and forty, a generous, good-hearted soul and well-to-do, her hill mansion the only
palace in the town, and the most hospitable and much the most lavish in the matter of festivities that St.
Petersburg could boast; the bent and venerable Major and Mrs. Ward; lawyer Riverson, the new notable from a
distance; next the belle of the village, followed by a troop of lawn-clad and ribbon-decked young heart-breakers;
then all the young clerks in town in a body—for they had stood in the vestibule sucking their cane-heads, a
circling wall of oiled and simpering admirers, till the last girl had run their gauntlet; and last of all came the
Model Boy, Willie Mufferson, taking as heedful care of his mother as if she were cut glass. He always brought his
mother to church, and was the pride of all the matrons. The boys all hated him, he was so good. And besides, he
had been “thrown up to them” so much. His white handkerchief was hanging out of his pocket behind, as usual on
Sundays—accidentally. Tom had no handkerchief, and he looked upon boys who had, as snobs.
The congregation being fully assembled, now, the bell rang once more, to warn laggards and stragglers, and
then a solemn hush fell upon the church which was only broken by the tittering and whispering of the choir in the
gallery. The choir always tittered and whispered all through service. There was once a church choir that was not
ill-bred, but I have forgotten where it was, now. It was a great many years ago, and I can scarcely remember
anything about it, but I think it was in some foreign country.
The minister gave out the hymn, and read it through with a relish, in a peculiar style which was much admired
in that part of the country. His voice began on a medium key and climbed steadily up till it reached a certain point,
where it bore with strong emphasis upon the topmost word and then plunged down as if from a spring-board:
Shall I be car-ri-ed to the skies, on flow’ry beds
of ease,
Whilst others fought to win the prize, and sailed through blood-y seas?

He was regarded as a wonderful reader. At church “sociables” he was always called upon to read poetry; and
when he was through, the ladies would lift up their hands and let them fall helplessly in their laps, and “wall” their
eyes, and shake their heads, as much as to say,
“Words cannot express it; it is too beautiful, too beautiful for this mortal earth.”
After the hymn had been sung, the Rev. Mr. Sprague turned himself into a bulletin board and read off “notices”
of meetings and societies and things till it seemed that the list would stretch out to the crack of doom—a queer
custom which is still kept up in America, even in cities, away here in this age of abundant newspapers. Often, the
less there is to justify a traditional custom, the harder it is to get rid of it.
And now the minister prayed. A good, generous prayer, it was, and went into details: it pleaded for the church,
and the little children of the church; for the other churches of the village; for the village itself; for the county; for
the State; for the State officers; for the United States; for the churches of the United States; for Congress; for the
President; for the officers of the government; for poor sailors, tossed by stormy seas; for the oppressed millions
groaning under the heel of European monarchies and Oriental despotisms; for such as have the light and the good
tidings, and yet have not eyes to see nor ears to hear withal; for the heathen in the far islands of the sea; and
closed with a supplication that the words he was about to speak might find grace and favor, and be as seed sown
in fertile ground, yielding in time a grateful harvest of good. Amen.
There was a rustling of dresses, and the standing congregation sat down. The boy whose history this book
relates, did not enjoy the prayer, he only endured it—if he even did that much. He was restive, all through it; he
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kept tally of the details of the prayer, unconsciously—for he was not listening, but he knew the ground of old, and
the clergyman’s regular route over it—and when a little trifle of new matter was interlarded, his ear detected it and
his whole nature resented it; he considered additions unfair, and scoundrelly.
In the midst of the prayer a fly had lit on the back of the pew in front of him and tortured his spirit by calmly
rubbing its hands together; embracing its head with its arms and polishing it so vigorously that it seemed to almost
part company with the body, and the slender thread of a neck was exposed to view; scraping its wings with its
hind legs and smoothing them to its body as if they had been coat tails; going through its whole toilet as tranquilly
as if it knew it was perfectly safe. As indeed it was; for as sorely as Tom’s hands itched to grab for it they did not
dare—he believed his soul would be instantly destroyed if he did such a thing while the prayer was going on. But
with the closing sentence his hand began to curve and steal forward; and the instant the “Amen” was out the fly
was a prisoner of war.
His aunt detected the act and made him let it go.
The minister gave out his text and droned along monotonously through an argument that was so prosy that
many a head by and by began to nod—and yet it was an argument that dealt in limitless fire and brimstone and
thinned the predestined elect down to a company so small as to be hardly worth the saving. Tom counted the
pages of the sermon; after church he always knew how many pages there had been, but he seldom knew anything
else about the discourse. However, this time he was really interested for a little while. The minister made a grand
and moving picture of the assembling together of the world’s hosts at the millennium when the lion and the lamb
should lie down together and a little child should lead them. But the pathos, the lesson, the moral of the great
spectacle were lost upon the boy; he only thought of the conspicuousness of the principal character before the
onlooking nations; his face lit with the thought, and he said to himself that he wished he could be that child, if it
was a tame lion.
Now he lapsed into suffering again, as the dry argument was resumed. Presently he bethought him of a treasure
he had and got it out. It was a large black beede with formidable jaws-a “pinch-bug,” he called it. It was in a
percussion-cap box. The first thing the beede did was to take him by the finger. A natural fillip followed, the
beetle went floundering into the aisle and lit on its back, and the hurt finger went into the boy’s mouth. The beetle
lay there working its helpless legs, unable to turn over. Tom eyed it, and longed for it; but it was safe out of his
reach. Other people uninterested in the sermon, found relief in the beetle, and they eyed it too.
Presently a vagrant poodle dog came idling along, sad at heart, lazy with the summer softness and the quiet,
weary of captivity, sighing for change. He spied the beetle; the drooping tail lifted and wagged. He surveyed the
prize; walked around it; smelt at it from a safe distance; walked around it again; grew bolder, and took a closer
smell; then lifted his lip and made a gingerly snatch at it, just missing it; made another, and another; began to
enjoy the diversion; subsided to his stomach with the beede between his paws, and continued his experiments;
grew weary at last, and then indifferent and absent-minded. His head nodded, and little by little his chin
descended and touched the enemy, who seized it.
There was a sharp yelp, a flirt of the poodle’s head, and the beetle fell a couple of yards away, and lit on its
back once more. The neighboring spectators shook with a gentle inward joy, several faces went behind fans and
handkerchiefs, and Tom was entirely happy. The dog looked foolish, and probably felt so; but there was
resentment in his heart, too, and a. craving for revenge. So he went to the beetle and began a wary attack on it
again; jumping at it from every point of a circle, lighting with his forepaws within an inch of the creature, making
even closer snatches at it with his teeth, and jerking his head till his ears flapped again. But he grew tired once
more, after a while; tried to amuse himself with a fly but found no relief; followed an ant around, with his nose
close to the floor, and quickly wearied of that; yawned, sighed, forgot the beetle entirely, and sat down on it!
Then there was a wild yelp of agony and the poodle went sailing up the aisle; the yelps continued, and so did
the dog; he crossed the house in front of the altar; he flew down the other aisle; he crossed before the doors; he
clamored up the home-stretch; his anguish grew with his progress, till presently he was but a woolly comet
moving in its orbit with the gleam and the speed of light. At last the frantic sufferer sheered from its course, and
sprang into its master’s lap; he flung it out of the window, and the voice of distress quickly thinned away and died
in the distance.
By this time the whole church was red-faced and suffocating with suppressed laughter, and the sermon had
come to a dead standstill. The discourse was resumed presently, but it went lame and halting, all possibility of
impressiveness being at an end; for even the gravest sentiments were constantly being received with a smothered
burst of unholy mirth, under cover of some remote pew-back, as if the poor parson had said a rarely facetious
thing. It was a genuine relief to the whole congregation when the ordeal was over and the benediction
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pronounced.
Tom Sawyer went home quite cheerful, thinking to himself that there was some satisfaction about divine
service when there was a bit of variety in it. He had but one marring thought; he was willing that the dog should
play with his pinch-bug, but he did not think it was upright in him to carry it off.
6
Monday morning found Tom Sawyer miserable. Monday morning always found him so—because it began
another week’s slow suffering in school. He generally began that day with wishing he had had no intervening
holiday, it made the going into captivity and fetters again so much more odious.
Tom lay thinking. Presently it occurred to him that he wished he was sick; then he could stay home from
school. Here was a vague possibility. He canvassed his system. No ailment was found, and he investigated again.
This time he thought he could detect colicky symptoms, and he began to encourage them with considerable hope.
But they soon grew feeble, and presendy died wholly away. He reflected further. Suddenly he discovered
something. One of his upper front teeth was loose. This was lucky; he was about to begin to groan, as a “starter,”
as he called it, when it occurred to him that if he came into court with that argument, his aunt would pull it out,
and that would hurt. So he thought he would hold the tooth in reserve for the present, and seek further. Nothing
offered for some little time, and then he remembered hearing the doctor tell about a certain thing that laid up a
patient for two or three weeks and threatened to make him lose a finger. So the boy eagerly drew his sore toe from
under the sheet and held it up for inspection. But now he did not know the necessary symptoms. However, it
seemed well worth while to chance it, so he fell to groaning with considerable spirit.
But Sid slept on unconscious. Tom groaned louder, and fancied that he began to feel pain in the toe.
No result from Sid.
Tom was panting with his exertions by this time. He took a rest and then swelled himself up and fetched a
succession of admirable groans.
Sid snored on.
Tom was aggravated. He said, "Sid, Sid!" and shook him.
This course worked well, and Tom began to groan again. Sid yawned, stretched, then brought himself up on his
elbow with a snort, and began to stare at Tom. Tom went on groaning. Sid said:
“Tom! Say, Tom!” [No response.]
“Here, Tom! Tom! What is the matter, Tom?” And he shook him, and looked in his face anxiously. Tom
moaned out:
“O don’t, Sid. Don’t joggle me.”
“Why what’s the matter, Tom? I must call auntie.”
“No—never mind. It’ll be over by and by, maybe. Don’t call anybody.”
“But I must! Don’t groan so, Tom, it’s awful. How long you been this way?”
“Hours. Ouch! O don’t stir so, Sid, you’ll kill me.”
“Tom, why didn’t you wake me sooner? 0, Tom, don’t! It makes my flesh crawl to hear you. Tom, what is the
matter?”
“I forgive you everything, Sid. [Groan.] Everything you’ve ever done to me. When I’m gone—”
“Oh, Tom, you ain’t dying, are you? Don’t, Tom—O, don’t. Maybe—”
“I forgive everybody, Sid. [Groan.] Tell ’em so, Sid. And Sid, you give my window-sash and my cat with one
eye to that new girl that’s come to town, and tell her—”
But Sid had snatched his clothes and gone. Tom was suffering in reality, now, so handsomely was his
imagination working, and so his groans had gathered quite a genuine tone. Sid flew down stairs and said:
“O, aunt Polly, come! Tom’s dying!”
“Dying!”
“Yes’m. Don’t wait—come quick!”
“Rubbage! I don’t believe it!”
But she fled up stairs, nevertheless, with Sid and Mary at her heels. And her face grew white, too, and her lip
trembled. When she reached the bedside she gasped out:
“You Tom! Tom, what’s the matter with you!”
“O auntie I’m—”
“What’s the matter with you—what is the matter with you, child!”
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“O, auntie, my sore toe’s mortified!”
The old lady sank down into a chair and laughed a little, then cried a lillie, then did both together. This restored
her and she said:
“Tom, what a turn you did give me. Now you shut up that nonsense and climb out of this.”
The groans ceased and the pain vanished from the toe. The boy felt a little foolish, and he said:
“Aunt Polly it seemed mortified, and it hurt so I never minded my tooth at all.”
“Your tooth, indeed! What’s the matter with your tooth?”
“One of them’s loose, and it aches perfectly awful.”
“There, there, now, don’t begin that groaning again. Open your mouth. Well—your tooth is loose, but you’re
not going to die about that. Mary, get me a silk thread, and a chunk of fire out of the kitchen.” Tom said:
“O, please auntie, don’t pull it out. It don’t hurt any more. I wish I may never stir if it does. Please don’t,
auntie. I don’t want to stay home from school.”
“Oh, you don’t, don’t you? So all this row was because you thought you’d get to stay home from school and go
a-fishing? Tom, Tom, I love you so, and you seem to try every way you can to break my old heart with your
outrageousness.”
By this time the dental instruments were ready. The old lady made one end of the silk thread fast to Tom’s tooth
with a loop and tied the other to the bedpost. Then she seized the chunk of fire and suddenly thrust it almost into
the boy’s face. The tooth hung dangling by the bedpost, now.
But all trials bring their compensations. As Tom wended to school after breakfast, he was the envy of every
boy he met because the gap in his upper row of teeth enabled him to expectorate in a new and admirable way. He
gathered quite a following of lads interested in the exhibition; and one that had cut his finger and had been a
centre of fascination and homage up to this time, now found himself suddenly without an adherent, and shorn of
his glory. His heart was heavy, and he said with a disdain which he did not feel, that it wasn’t anything to spit like
Tom Sawyer; but another boy said “Sour grapes!” and he wandered away a dismantled hero.
Shortly Tom came upon the juvenile pariah of the village, Huckleberry Finn, son of the town drunkard.
Huckleberry was cordially hated and dreaded by all the mothers of the town, because he was idle, and lawless,
and vulgar and bad—and because all their children admired him so, and delighted in his forbidden society, and
wished they dared to be like him. Tom was like the rest of the respectable boys, in that he envied Huckleberry his
gaudy outcast condition, and was under strict orders not to play with him. So he played with him every time he
got a chance. Huckleberry was always dressed in the cast-off clothes of full-grown men, and they were in
perennial bloom and fluttering with rags. His hat was a vast ruin with a wide crescent lopped out of its brim; his
coat, when he wore one, hung nearly to his heels and had the rearward buttons far down the back; but one
suspender supported his trousers; the seat of the trousers bagged low and contained nothing; the fringed legs
dragged in the dirt when not rolled up.
Huckleberry came and went, at his own free will. He slept on doorsteps in fine weather and in empty
hogsheads in wet; he did not have to go to school or to church, or call any being master or obey anybody; he
could go fishing or swimming when and where he chose, and stay as long as it suited him; nobody forbade him to
fight; he could sit up as late as he pleased; he was always the first boy that went barefoot in the spring and the last
to resume leather in the fall; he never had to wash, nor put on clean clothes; he could swear wonderfully. In a
word, everything that goes to make life precious, that boy had. So thought every harassed, hampered, respectable
boy in St. Petersburg. Tom hailed the romantic outcast:
“Hello, Huckleberry!”
“Hello yourself, and see how you like it.”
“What’s that you got?”
“Dead cat.”
“Lemme see him, Huck. My, he’s pretty stiff. Where’d you get him?”
“Bought him off’n a boy.”
“What did you give?”
“I give a blue ticket and a bladder that I got at the slaughter house.”
“Where’d you get the blue ticket?”
“Bought it off’n Ben Rogers two weeks ago for a hoop-stick.”
“Say—what is dead cats good for, Huck?”
“Good for? Cure warts with.”
“No! Is that so? I know something that’s better.”
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“I bet you don’t. What is it?”
“Why, spunk-water.”
“Spunk-water! I wouldn’t give a dem for spunk-water.”
“You wouldn’t, wouldn’t you? D’you ever try it?”
“No, I hain’t. But Bob Tanner did.”
“Who told you so?”
“Why he told Jeff Thatcher, and Jeff told Johnny Baker, and Johnny told Jim Hollis, and Jim told Ben Rogers,
and Ben told a nigger, and the nigger told me. There, now!”
“Well, what of it? They’ll all lie. Leastways all but the nigger. I don’t know him. But I never see a nigger that
wouldn’t lie. Shucks! Now you tell me how Bob Tanner done it, Huck.”
“Why he took and dipped his hand in a rotten stump where the rain water was.”
“In the daytime?”
“Cert’nly.”
“With his face to the stump?”
“Yes. Least I reckon so.”
“Did he say anything?”
“I don’t reckon he did. I don’t know.”
“Aha! Talk about trying to cure warts with spunk-water such a blame fool way as that! Why that ain’t a-going
to do any good. You got to go all by yourself to the middle of the woods, where you know there’s a spunk-water
stump, and just as it’s midnight you back up against the stump and jam your hand in and say:
Barley-corn, barley-corn, injun-meal shorts,
Spunk-water, spunk-water, swaller these warts;

and then walk away quick, eleven steps, with your eyes shut, and then turn around three times and walk home
without speaking to anybody. Because if you speak the charm’s busted.”
“Well that sounds like a good way; but that ain’t the way Bob Tanner done.”
“No, sir, you can bet he didn’t; becuz he’s the wartiest boy in this town; and he wouldn’t have a wart on him if
he’d knowed how to work spunk-water. I’ve took off thousands of warts off of my hands that way, Huck. I play
with frogs so much that I’ve always got considerable many warts. Sometimes I take ’em off with a bean.”
“Yes, bean’s good. I’ve done that.”
“Have you? What’s your way?”
“You take and split the bean, and cut the wart so as to get some blood, and then you put the blood on one piece
of the bean and take and dig a hole and bury it ’bout midnight at the cross-roads in the dark of the moon, and then
you burn up the rest of the bean. You see that piece that’s got the blood on it will keep drawing and drawing,
trying to fetch the other piece to it, and so that helps the blood to draw the wart, and pretty soon off she comes.”
“Yes, that’s it, Huck—that’s it; though when you’re burying it, if you say ‘Down bean; off, wart; come no
more to bother me!’ it’s better. That’s the way Joe Harper does, and he’s ben nearly to Constantinople and most
everywheres. But say—how do you cure ’em with dead cats?”
“Why you take your cat and go and get in the graveyard ’long about midnight when somebody that was
wicked has been buried; and when it’s midnight a devil will come, or maybe two or three, but you can’t see ’em,
you can only hear something like the wind, or maybe hear ’em talk; and when they’re taking that feller away, you
heave your cat after ’em and say ‘Devil follow corpse, cat follow devil, warts follow cat, I’m done with ye!’
That’ll fetch any wart.”
“Sounds right. D’you ever try it, Huck?”
“No, but old Mother Hopkins told me.”
“Well reckon it’s so, then. Becuz they say she’s a witch.”
“Say! Why, Tom, I know she is. She witched pap. Pap says so his own self. He come along one day, and he see
she was a-witching him, so he took up a rock, and if she hadn’t dodged he’d a got her. Well that very night he
rolled off’n a shed wher’ he was a-layin’ drunk, and broke his arm.”
“Why that’s awful. How did he know she was a-witching him?”
“Lord, pap can tell, easy. Pap says when they keep looking at you right stiddy, they’re a-witching you.
Specially if they mumble. Becuz when they mumble they’re a-saying the Lord’s Prayer back’ards.”
“Say, Huck, when you going to try the cat?”
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“Tonight. I reckon they’ll come after old Hoss Williams tonight.”
“But they buried him Saturday, Huck. Didn’t they get him Saturday night?”
“Why how you talk! How could their charms work till midnight?—and then it’s Sunday. Devils don’t slosh
around much of a Sunday, I don’t reckon.”
“I never thought of that. That’s so. Lemme go with you?”
“Of course—if you ain’t afeard.”
“Afeard! ’Tain’t likely. Will you meow?”
“Yes—and you meow back, if you get a chance. Last time, you kep’ me a-meowing around till old Hays went
to throwing rocks at me and says ‘Dern that cat!’ and so I hove a brick through his window—but don’t you tell.”
“I won’t. I couldn’t meow that night, becuz auntie was watching me, but I’ll meow this time. Say, Huck,
what’s that?”
“Nothing but a tick.”
“Where’d you get him?”
“Out in the woods.”
“What’ll you take for him?”
“I don’t know. I don’t want to sell him.”
“All right. It’s a mighty small tick, anyway.”
“O, anybody can run a tick down that don’t belong to them. I’m satisfied with it. It’s a good enough tick for
me.”
“Sho, there’s ticks aplenty. I could have a thousand of ’em if I wanted to.”
“Well why don’t you? Becuz you know mighty well you can’t. This is a pretty early tick, I reckon. It’s the first
one I’ve seen this year.”
“Say Huck—I’ll give you my tooth for him.”
“Less see it.”
Tom got out a bit of paper and carefully unrolled it. Huckleberry viewed it wistfully. The temptation was very
strong. At last he said:
“Is it genuwyne?”
Tom lifted his lip and showed the vacancy.
“Well, all right,” said Huckleberry, “it’s a trade.”
Tom enclosed the tick in the percussion-cap box that had lately been the pinch-bug/s prison, and the boys
separated, each feeling wealthier than before.
When Tom reached the little isolated frame school-house, he strode in briskly, with the manner of one who had
come with all honest speed. He hung his hat on a peg and flung himself into his seat with business-like alacrity.
The master, throned on high in his great splint-bottom arm-chair, was dozing, lulled by the drowsy hum of study.
The interruption roused him:
“Thomas Sawyer!” Tom knew that when his name was pronounced in full, it meant trouble.
“Sir!”
“Come up here. Now sir, why are you late again, as usual?” Tom was about to take refuge in a lie, when he saw
two long tails of yellow hair hanging down a back that he recognized by the electric sympathy of love; and by that
form was the only vacant place on the girl’s side of the school-house. He instantly said:
“I STOPPED TO TALK WITH HUCKLEBERRY FINN!”
The master’s pulse stood still, and he stared helplessly. The buzz of study ceased. The pupils wondered if this
fool-hardy boy had lost his mind. The master said:
“You—you did what?”
“Stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn.” There was no mistaking the words.
“Thomas Sawyer, this is the most astounding confession I have ever listened to. No mere ferule will answer for
this offense. Take off your jacket.”
The master’s arm performed until it was tired and the stock of switches notably diminished. Then the order
followed:
“Now sir, go and sit with the girls! And let this be a warning to you.”
The titter that rippled around the room appeared to abash the boy, but in reality that result was caused rather
more by his worshipful awe of his unknown idol and the dread pleasure that lay in his high good fortune. He sat
down upon the end of the pine bench and the girl hitched herself away from him with a toss of her head. Nudges
and winks and whispers traversed the room, but Tom sat still, with his arms upon the long, low desk before him,
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and seemed to study his book. By and by attention ceased from him, and the accustomed school murmur rose
upon the dull air once more. Presently the boy began to steal furtive glances at the girl. She observed it, “made a
mouth” at him and gave him the back of her head for the space of a minute. When she cautiously faced around
again, a peach lay before her. She thrust it away. Tom gently put it back. She thrust it away, again, but with less
animosity. Tom patiently returned it to its place. Then she let it remain. Tom scrawled on his slate,
“Please take it—I got more.”
The girl glanced at the words, but made no sign. Now the boy began to draw something on the slate, hiding his
work with his left hand. For a time the girl refused to notice; but her human curiosity presently began to manifest
itself by hardly perceptible signs. The boy worked on, apparently unconscious. The girl made a sort of noncommittal attempt to see, but the boy did not betray that he was aware of it. At last she gave in and hesitatingly
whispered:
“Let me see it.”
Tom partly uncovered a dismal caricature of a house with two gable ends to it and a cork-screw of smoke
issuing from the chimney. Then the girl’s interest began to fasten itself upon the work and she forgot everything
else. When it was finished, she gazed a moment, then whispered:
“It’s nice—make a man.”
The artist erected a man in the front yard, that resembled a derrick. He could have stepped over the house; but
the girl was not hypercritical; she was satisfied with the monster, and whispered:
“It’s a beautiful man—now make me coming along.”
Tom drew an hour-glass with a full moon and straw limbs to it and armed the spreading fingers with a
portentous fan. The girl said:
“It’s ever so nice—I wish I could draw.”
“It’s easy,” whispered Tom, “I’ll learn you.”
“O, will you? When?”
“At noon. Do you go home to dinner?”
“I’ll stay, if you will.”
“Good—that’s a whack. What’s your name?”
“Becky Thatcher. What’s yours? Oh, I know. It’s Thomas Sawyer.”
“That’s the name they lick me by. I’m Tom, when I’m good. You call me Tom, will you?”
“Yes.”
Now Tom began to scrawl something on the slate, hiding the words from the girl. But she was not backward
this time. She begged to see. Tom said:
“Oh it ain’t anything.”
“Yes it is.”
“No it ain’t. You don’t want to see.”
“Yes I do, indeed I do. Please let me.”
“You’ll tell.”
“No I won’t—deed and deed and double deed I won’t.”
“You won’t tell anybody at all?—Ever, as long as you live?”
“No, I won’t ever tell anybody. Now let me.”
“Oh, you don’t want to see!”
“Now that you treat me so, I will see.” And she put her small hand upon his and a little scuffle ensued, Tom
pretending to resist in earnest but letting his hand slip by degrees till these words were revealed:
“I love you.”
“O, you bad thing!” And she hit his hand a smart rap, but reddened and looked pleased, nevertheless.
Just at this juncture the boy felt a slow, fateful grip closing on his ear, and a steady, lifting impulse. In that vise
he was borne across the house and deposited in his own seat, under a peppering fire of giggles from the whole
school. Then the master stood over him during a few awful moments, and finally moved away to his throne
without saying a word. But although Tom’s ear tingled, his heart was jubilant.
As the school quieted down Tom made an honest effort to study, but the turmoil within him was too great. In
turn he took his place in the reading class and made a botch of it; then in the geography class and turned lakes into
mountains, mountains into rivers, and rivers into continents, till chaos was come again; then in the spelling class,
and got “turned down,” by a succession of mere baby words till he brought up at the foot and yielded up the
pewter medal which he had worn with ostentation for months.
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The harder Tom tried to fasten his mind on his book, the more his ideas wandered. So at last, with a sigh and a
yawn, he gave it up. It seemed to him that the noon recess would never come. The air was utterly dead. There was
not a breath stirring. It was the sleepiest of sleepy days. The drowsing murmur of the five and twenty studying
scholars soothed the soul like the spell that is in the murmur of bees. Away off in the flaming sunshine, Cardiff
Hill lifted its soft green sides through a shimmering veil of heat, tinted with the purple of distance; a few birds
floated on lazy wing high in the air; no other living thing was visible but some cows, and they were asleep.
Tom’s heart ached to be free, or else to have something of interest to do to pass the dreary time. His hand
wandered into his pocket and his face lit up with a glow of gratitude that was prayer, though he did not know it.
Then furtively the percussion-cap box came out. He released the tick and put him on the long flat desk. The
creature probably glowed with a gratitude that amounted to prayer, too, at this moment, but it was premature: for
when he started thankfully to travel off, Tom turned him aside with a pin and made him take a new direction.
Tom’s bosom friend sat next him, suffering just as Tom had been, and now he was deeply and gratefully
interested in this entertainment in an instant. This bosom friend was Joe Harper. The two boys were sworn friends
all the week, and embattled enemies on Saturdays. Joe took a pin out of his lapel and began to assist in exercising
the prisoner. The sport grew in interest momently. Soon Tom said that they were interfering with each other, and
neither getting the fullest benefit of the tick. So he put Joe’s slate on the desk and drew a line down the middle of
it from top to bottom.
“Now,” said he, “as long as he is on your side you can stir him up and I’ll let him alone; but if you let him get
away and get on my side, you’re to leave him alone as long as I can keep him from crossing over.”
“All right—go ahead—start him up.”
The tick escaped from Tom, presently, and crossed the equator. Joe harassed him a while and then he got away
and crossed back again. This change of base occurred often. While one boy was worrying the tick with absorbing
interest, the other would look on with interest as strong, the two heads bowed together over the slate, and the two
souls dead to all things else. At last luck seemed to settle and abide with Joe. The tick tried this, that, and the other
course, and got as excited and as anxious as the boys themselves, but time and again just as he would have victory
in his very grasp, so to speak, and Tom’s fingers would be twitching to begin, Joe’s pin would deftly head him off
and keep possession.
At last Tom could stand it no longer. The temptation was too strong. So he reached out and lent a hand with his
pin. Joe was angry in a moment. Said he:
“Tom, you let him alone.”
“I only just want to stir him up a little, Joe.”
“No, sir, it ain’t fair; you just let him alone.”
“Blame it, I ain’t going to stir him much.”
“Let him alone, I tell you!”
“I won’t!”
“You shall—he’s on my side of the line.”
“Look here, Joe Harper, whose is that tick?”
“I don’t care whose tick he is—he’s on my side of the line, and you shan’t touch him.”
“Well I’ll just bet I will, though. He’s my tick and I’ll do what I blame please with him, or die!”
A tremendous whack came down on Tom’s shoulders, and its duplicate on Joe’s; and for the space of two
minutes the dust continued to fly from the two jackets and the whole school to enjoy it. The boys had been too
absorbed to notice the hush that had stolen upon the school a while before when the master came tip-toeing down
the room and stood over them. He had contemplated a good part of the performance before he contributed his bit
of variety to it. When school broke up at noon, Tom flew to Becky Thatcher, and whispered in her ear:
“Put on your bonnet and let on you’re going home; and when you get to the comer, give the rest of ’em the
slip, and turn down through the lane and come back. I’ll go the other way and come it over ’em the same way.”
So the one went off with one group of scholars, and the other with another. In a little while the two met at the
bottom of the lane, and when they reached the school they had it all to themselves. Then they sat together, with a
slate before them, and Tom gave Becky the pencil and held her hand in his, guiding it, and so created another
surprising house. When the interest in art began to wane, the two fell to talking. Tom was swimming in bliss. He
said:
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“Do you love rats?”
“No! I hate them!”
“Well, I do too—live ones. But I mean dead ones, to swing round your head with a string.”
“No, I don’t care for rats much, anyway. What I like is chewing-gum.”
“O, I should say so! I wish I had some now.”
“Do you? I’ve got some. I’ll let you chew it a while, but you must give it back to me.”
That was agreeable, so they chewed it turn about, and dangled their legs against the bench in excess of
contentment.
“Was you ever at a circus?” said Tom.
“Yes, and my pa’s going to take me again some time, if I’m good.”
“I been to the circus three or four times—lots of times. Church ain’t shucks to a circus. There’s things going on
at a circus all the time. I’m going to be a clown in a circus when I grow up.”
“O, are you! That will be nice. They’re so lovely, all spotted up.”
“Yes, that’s so. And they get slathers of money—most a dollar a day, Ben Rogers says. Say, Becky, was you
ever engaged?”
“What’s that?”
“Why engaged to be married.”
“No.”
“Would you like to?”
“I reckon so. I don’t know. What is it like?”
“Like? Why it ain’t like anything. You only just tell a boy you won’t ever have anybody but him, ever, ever,
ever, and then you kiss and that’s all. Anybody can do it.”
“Kiss? What do you kiss for?”
“Why that, you know, is to—well, they always do that.”
“Everybody?”
“Why yes, everybody that’s in love with each other. Do you remember what I wrote on the slate?”
“Ye-yes.”
“What was it?”
“I shan’t tell you.”
“Shall I tell you?”
“Ye-yes-but some other time.”
“No, now.”
“No, not now-to-morrow.”
“O, no, now. Please Becky—I’ll whisper it. I’ll whisper it ever so easy.”
Becky hesitating, Tom took silence for consent, and passed his arm about her waist and whispered the tale ever
so softly, with his mouth close to her ear. And then he added:
“Now you whisper it to me—just the same.” She resisted, for a while, and then said:
“You turn your face away so you can’t see, and then I will. But you mustn’t ever tell anybody—will you, Tom?
Now you won’t, will you?”
“No, indeed, indeed I won’t. Now, Becky.”
He turned his face away. She bent timidly around till her breath stirred his curls and whispered,
“I-love-you!”
Then she sprang away and ran around and around the desks and benches, with Tom after her, and took refuge
in a corner at last, with her little white apron to her face. Tom clasped her about her neck and pleaded:
“Now Becky, it’s all done—all over but the kiss. Don’t you be afraid of that—it ain’t anything at all. Please,
Becky.” And he tugged at the apron and the hands.
By and by she gave up, and let her hands drop; her face, all glowing with the struggle, came up and submitted.
Tom kissed the red lips and said:
“Now it’s all done, Becky. And always after this, you know, you ain’t ever to love anybody but me, and you
ain’t ever to marry anybody but me, never, never and forever. Will you?”
“No, I’ll never love anybody but you, Tom, and I’ll never marry anybody but you—and you ain’t to ever marry
anybody but me, either.”
“Certainly. Of course. That’s part of it. And always coming to school or when we’re going home, you’re to
walk with me, when there ain’t anybody looking—and you choose me and I choose you at parties, because that’s
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the way you do when you’re engaged.”
“It’s so nice. I never heard of it before.”
“Oh it’s ever so gay! Why me and Amy Lawrence—”
The big eyes told Tom his blunder and he stopped, confused.
“O, Tom! Then I ain’t the first you’ve ever been engaged to!”
The child began to cry. Tom said:
“O don’t cry, Becky. I don’t care for her any more.”
“Yes you do, Tom—you know you do.”
Tom tried to put his arm about her neck, but she pushed him away and turned her face to the wall, and went on
crying. Tom tried again, with soothing words in his mouth, and was repulsed again. Then his pride was up, and he
strode away and went outside. He stood about, restless and uneasy, for a while, glancing at the door, every now
and then, hoping she would repent and come to find him. But she did not. Then he began to feel badly and fear
that he was in the wrong. It was a hard struggle with him to make new advances, now, but he nerved himself to it
and entered. She was still standing back there in the corner, sobbing, with her face to the wall. Tom’s heart smote
him. He went to her and stood a moment, not knowing exactly how to proceed. Then he said hesitatingly:
“Becky, I—I don’t care for anybody but you.”
No reply—but sobs.
“Becky,”—pleadingly. “Becky, won’t you say something?”
More sobs.
Tom got out his chiefest jewel, a brass knob from the top of an andiron, and passed it around her so that she
could see it, and said:
“Please, Becky, won’t you take it?”
She struck it to the floor.
Then Tom marched out of the house and over the hills and far away, to return to school no more that day.
Presently Becky began to suspect. She ran to the door; he was not in sight; she flew around to the play-yard; he
was not there. Then she called:
“Tom! Come back Tom!”
She listened intently, but there was no answer. She had no companions but silence and loneliness. So she sat
down to cry again and upbraid herself; and by this time the scholars began to gather again, and she had to hide her
griefs and still her broken heart and take up the cross of a long, dreary, aching afternoon, with none among the
strangers about her to exchange sorrows with.
8
Tom dodged hither and thither through lanes until he was well out of the track of returning scholars, and then
fell into a moody jog. He crossed a small “branch” two or three times, because of a prevailing juvenile
superstition that to cross water baffled pursuit. Half an hour later he was disappearing behind the Douglas
mansion on the summit of Cardiff Hill, and the school-house was hardly distinguishable away off in the valley
behind him. He entered a dense wood, picked his pathless way to the center of it, and sat down on a mossy spot
under a spreading oak. There was not even a zephyr stirring; the dead noonday heat had even stilled the songs of
the birds; nature lay in a trance that was broken by no sound but the occasional far-off hammering of a
woodpecker, and this seemed to render the pervading silence and sense of loneliness the more profound.
The boy’s soul was steeped in melancholy; his feelings were in happy accord with his surroundings. He sat
long with his elbows on his knees and his chin in his hands, meditating. It seemed to him that life was but a
trouble, at best, and he more than half envied Jimmy Hodges, so lately released; it must be very peaceful, he
thought, to lie and slumber and dream forever and ever, with the wind whispering through the trees and caressing
the grass and the flowers over the grave, and nothing to bother and grieve about, ever any more. If he only had a
clean Sunday-school record he could be willing to go, and be done with it all.
Now as to this girl. What had he done? Nothing. He had meant the best in the world, and been treated like a
dog—like a very dog. She would be sorry some day—maybe when it was too late. Ah, if he could only die
temporarily!
But the elastic heart of youth cannot be kept compressed into one constrained shape long at a time. Tom
presently began to drift insensibly back into the concerns of this life again. What if he turned his back, now, and
disappeared mysteriously? What if he went away—ever so far away, into unknown countries beyond the seas—
and never came back any more! How would she feel then!
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The idea of being a clown recurred to him now, only to fill him with disgust. For frivolity, and jokes, and
spotted tights were an offense, when they intruded themselves upon a spirit that was exalted into the vague august
ealm of the romantic. No, he would be a soldier, and return, after long years, all war-worn and illustrious. No—
better still, he would join the Indians, and hunt buffaloes and go on the warpath in the mountain ranges and the
trackless great plains of the Far West, and away in the future come back a great chief, bristling with feathers,
hideous with paint, and prance into Sunday-school, some drowsy summer morning, with a blood-curdling warwhoop, and sear the eyeballs of all his companions with unappeasable envy.
But no, there was something gaudier even than this. He would be a pirate! That was it! Now his future lay plain
before him, and glowing with unimaginable splendor. How his name would fill the world, and make people
shudder! How gloriously he would go plowing the dancing seas, in his long, low, black-hulled racer, the Spirit of
the Storm, with his grisly flag flying at the fore! And at the zenith of his fame, how he would suddenly appear at
the old village and stalk into church, all brown and weather-beaten, in his black velvet doublet and trunks, his
great jack-boots, his crimson sash, his belt bristling with horse-pistols, his crime-rusted cutlass at his side, his
slouch hat with waving plumes, his black flag unfurled, with the skull and crossbones on it, and hear with
swelling ecstasy the whisperings,
“It’s Torn Sawyer the Pirate!—the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main!”
Yes, it was settled; his career was determined. He would run away from home and enter upon it. He would start
the very next morning.
Therefore he must now begin to get ready. He would collect his resources together. He went to a rotten log
near at hand and began to dig under one end of it with his Barlow knife. He soon struck wood that sounded
hollow. He put his hand there and uttered this incantation impressively:
“What hasn’t come here, come! What’s here, stay here!”
Then he scraped away the dirt, and exposed a pine shingle. He took it up and disclosed a shapely little treasurehouse whose bottom and sides were of shingles. In it lay a marble.
Tom’s astonishment was boundless! He scratched his head with a perplexed air, and said:
“Well, that beats anything!”
Then he tossed the marble away pettishly, and stood cogitating. The truth was, that a superstition of his had
failed, here, which he and all his comrades had always looked upon as infallible. If you buried a marble with
certain necessary incantations, and left it alone a fortnight, and then opened the place with the incantation he had
just used, you would find that all the marbles you had ever lost had gathered themselves together there, meantime,
no matter how widely they had been separated. But now, this thing had actually and unquestionably failed.
Tom’s whole structure of faith was shaken to its foundations. He had many a time heard of this thing
succeeding, but never of its failing before. It did not occur to him that he had tried it several times before, himself,
but could never find the hiding places afterwards. He puzzled over the matter some time, and finally decided that
some witch had interfered and broken the charm. He thought he would satisfy himself on that point; so he
searched around till he found a small sandy spot with a little funnel-shaped depression in it. He laid himself down
and put his mouth close to this depression and called:
“Doodle-bug, doodle-bug, tell me what I want to know! Doodle-bug, doodle-bug tell me what I want to
know!”
The sand began to work, and presently a small black bug appeared for a second and then darted under again in
a fright.
“He dasn’t tell! So it was a witch that done it. I just knowed it.”
He well knew the futility of trying to contend against witches, so he gave up, discouraged. But it occurred to
him that he might as well have the marble he had just thrown away, and therefore he went and made a patient
search for it. But he could not find it. Now he went back to his treasure. house and carefully placed himself just as
he had been standing when he tossed the marble away; then he took another marble from his pocket and tossed it
in the same way, saying:
“Brother go find your brother!” He watched where it stopped, and went there and looked. But it must have
fallen short or gone too far; so he tried twice more. The last repetition was successful. The two marbles lay within
a foot of each other.
Just here the blast of a toy tin trumpet came faintly down the green aisles of the forest. Tom flung off his jacket
and trousers, turned a suspender into a belt, raked away some brush behind the rotten log, disclosing a rude bow
and arrow, a lath sword and a tin trumpet and in a moment had seized these things and bounded away, barelegged, with fluttering shirt. He presently halted under a great elm, blew an answering blast, and then began to tip608

toe and look warily out, this way and that. He said cautiously—to an imaginary company:
“Hold, my merry men! Keep hid till I blow.” Now appeared Joe Harper, as airily clad and elaborately armed as
Tom. Tom called:
“Hold! Who comes here into Sherwood Forest without my pass?”
“Guy of Guisborne wants no man’s pass. Who are thou that-that—”
—“Dares to hold such language,” said Tom, prompting—for they talked “by the book,” from memory.
“Who art thou that dares to hold such language?”
“I, indeed! I am Robin Hood, as thy caitiff\fn{ Middle English: A despicable coward; a wretch } carcase\fn{Variation
spelling of carcass; so WEB, 1913, 1935} soon shall know.”
“Then art thou indeed that famous outlaw? Right gladly will I dispute with thee the passes of the merry wood.
Have at thee!”
They took their lath swords, dumped their other traps on the ground, struck a fencing attitude, foot to foot, and
began a grave, careful combat, “two up and two down.” Presently Tom said:
“Now if you’ve got the hang, go it lively!” So they “went it lively,” panting and perspiring with the work. By
and by Tom shouted:
“Fall! fall! Why don’t you fall?”
“I shan’t! Why don’t you fall yourself? You’re getting the worst of it.”
“Why that ain’t anything. I can’t fall; that ain’t the way it is in the book. The book says ‘Then with one backhanded stroke he slew poor Guy of Guisborne.’ You’re to turn around and let me hit you in the back.”
There was no getting around the authorities, so Joe turned, received the whack, and fell.
“Now,” said Joe, getting up, “you got to let me kill you. That’s fair.”
“Why I can’t do that. It ain’t in the book.”
“Well it’s blamed mean—that’s all.”
“Well, say, Joe—you can be Friar Tuck, or Much the miller’s son and lam me with a quarter-staff; or I’ll be the
Sheriff of Nottingham and you be Robin Hood a little while and kill me.”
This was satisfactory, and so these adventures were carried out. Then Tom became Robin Hood again, and was
allowed by the treacherous nun to bleed his strength away through his neglected wound. And at last Joe,
representing a whole tribe of weeping outlaws, dragged him sadly forth, gave his bow into his feeble hands, and
Tom said,
“Where this arrow falls, there bury poor Robin Hood under the greenwood tree.” Then he shot the arrow and
fell back and would have died but he lit on a nettle and sprang up too gaily for a corpse.
The boys dressed themselves, hid their accouterments, and went off grieving that there were no outlaws any
more, and wondering what modern civilization could claim to have done to compensate for their loss. They said
they would rather be outlaws a year in Sherwood Forest than President of the United States forever.
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At half past nine, that night, Tom and Sid were sent to bed, as usual. They said their prayers, and Sid was soon
asleep. Tom lay awake and waited, in restless impatience. When it seemed to him that it must be nearly daylight,
he heard the clock strike ten! This was despair. He would have tossed and fidgeted, as his nerves demanded, but
he was afraid he might wake Sid. So he lay still, and stared up into the dark. Everything was dismally still.
By and by, out of the stillness little scarcely perceptible noises began to emphasize themselves. The ticking of
the clock began to bring itself into notice. Old beams began to crack mysteriously. The stairs creaked faintly.
Evidently spirits were abroad. A measured, muffled snore issued from Aunt Polly’s chamber.
And now the tiresome chirping of a cricket that no human ingenuity could locate, began. Next the ghastly
ticking of a death-watch in the wall at the bed’s head made Tom shudder—it meant that somebody’s days were
numbered. Then the howl of a far-off dog rose on the night air and was answered by a fainter howl from a remoter
distance.
Tom was in an agony. At last he was satisfied that time had ceased and eternity begun; he began to doze, in
spite of himself; the clock chimed eleven but he did not hear it. And then there came mingling with his halfformed dreams, a most melancholy caterwauling. The raising of a neighboring window disturbed him. A cry of
“Scat! you devil!” and the crash of an empty bottle against the back of his aunt’s woodshed brought him wide
awake, and a single minute later he was dressed and out of the window and creeping along the roof of the “ell” on
all fours. He “meowed” with caution once or twice, as he went; then jumped to the roof of the woodshed and
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thence to the ground. Huckleberry Finn was there, with his dead cat. The boys moved off and disappeared in the
gloom. At the end of half an hour they were wading through the tall grass of the graveyard.
It was a graveyard of the old-fashioned western kind. It was on a hill, about a mile and a half from the village.
It had a crazy board fence around it, which leaned inward in places, and outward the rest of the time, but stood
upright nowhere. Grass and weeds grew rank over the whole cemetery. All the old graves were sunken in. There
was not a tombstone on the place; round-topped, worm-eaten boards staggered over the graves, leaning for
support and finding none. “Sacred to the Memory of” So-and-so had been painted on them once, but it could no
longer have been read, on the most of them, now, even if there had been light.
A faint wind moaned through the trees, and Tom feared it might be the spirits of the dead complaining at being
disturbed. The boys talked little, and only under their breath, for the time and the place and the pervading
solemnity and silence oppressed their spirits. They found the sharp new heap they were seeking, and ensconced
themselves within the protection of three great elms that grew in a bunch within a few feet of the grave. Then they
waited in silence for what seemed a long time. The hooting of a distant owl was all the sound that troubled the
dead stillness. Tom’s reflections grew oppressive. He must force some talk. So he said in a whisper:
“Hucky, do you believe the dead people like it for us to be here?” Huckleberry whispered:
“I wisht I knowed. It’s awful solemn like, ain’t it?”
“I bet it is.”
There was a considerable pause, while the boys canvassed this matter inwardly. Then Tom whispered:
“Say, Hucky—do you reckon Hoss Williams hears us talking?”
“O’ course he does. Least his sperrit does.” Tom, after a pause:
“I wish I’d said Mister Williams. But I never meant any harm. Everybody calls him Hoss.”
“A body can’t be too partic’lar how they talk ’bout these-yer dead people, Tom.”
This was a damper, and conversation died again. Presently Tom seized his comrade’s arm and said:
“Sh!”
“What is it, Tom?” And the two clung together with beating hearts.
“Sh! There ’tis again! Didn’t you hear it?”
“I—”
“There! Now you hear it.”
“Lord, Tom they’re coming! They’re coming, sure. What’ll we do?”
“I dono. Think they’ll see us?”
“O, Tom, they can see in the dark, same as cats. I wisht I hadn’t come.”
“O, don’t be afeard. I don’t believe they’ll bother us. We ain’t doing any harm. If we keep perfectly still,
maybe they won’t notice us at all.”
“I’ll try to, Tom, but Lord I’m all of a shiver.”
“Listen!”
The boys! bent their heads together and scarcely breathed. A muffled sound of voices floated up from the far
end of the graveyard.
“Look! See there!” whispered Tom.
“What is it?”
“It’s devil-fire. O, Tom, this is awful.”
Some vague figures approached through the gloom, swinging an old-fashioned tin lantern that freckled the
ground with innumerable lime spangles of light. Presently Huckleberry whispered with a shudder:
“It’s the devils sure enough. Three of ’em! Lordy, Tom, we’re goners! Can you pray?”
“I’ll try, but don’t you be afeard. They ain’t going to hurt us. Now I lay me down to sleep, I—”
“Sh!”
“What is it, Huck?”
“They’re humans! One of ’em is, anyway. One of ’em’s old Muff Potter’s voice.”
“No—’tain't so, is it?”
“I bet I know it. Don’t you stir nor budge. He ain’t sharp enough to notice us. Drunk, same as usual, likely—
blamed old rip!”
“All right, I’ll keep still. Now they’re stuck. Can’t find it. Here they come again. Now they’re hot. Cold again.
Hot again. Red hot! They’re p’inted right, this time. Say Huck, I know another o’ them voices; it’s Injun Joe.”
“That’s so—that murderin’ half-breed! I’d druther they was devils, a dern sight. What kin they be up to?”
The whispers died wholly out, now, for the three men had reached the grave and stood within a few feet of the
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boys’ hiding place.
“Here it is,” said the third voice; and the owner of it held the lantern up and revealed the face of young Dr.
Robinson.
Potter and Injun Joe were carrying a hand-barrow with a rope and a couple of shovels on it. They cast down
their load and began to open the grave. The doctor put the lantern at the head of the grave and came and sat down
with his back against one of the elm trees. He was so close the boys could have touched him.
“Hurry, men!” he said in a low voice; “the moon might come out at any moment.”
They growled a response and went on digging. For some time there was no noise but the grating sound of the
spades discharging their freight of mould and gravel. It was very monotonous. Finally a spade struck upon the
coffin with a dull woody accent, and within another minute or two the men had hoisted it out on the ground. They
pried off the lid with their shovels, got out the body and dumped it rudely on the ground. The moon drifted from
behind the clouds and exposed the pallid face. The barrow was got ready and the corpse placed on it, covered with
a blanket, and bound to its place with the rope. Potter took out a large spring-knife and cut off the dangling end of
the rope and then said:
“Now the cussed thing’s ready, Sawbones, and you’ll just out with another five, or here she stays.”
“That’s the talk!” said Injun Joe.
“Look here, what does this mean?” said the doctor. “You required your pay in advance, and I’ve paid you.”
“Yes, and you done more than that,” said Injun Joe, approaching the doctor, who was now standing. “Five year
ago you drove me away from your father’s kitchen one night, when I come to ask for something to eat, and you
said I warn’t there for any good; and when I swore I’d get even with you if it took a hundred years, your father
had me jailed for a vagrant. Did you think I’d forget? The Injun blood ain’t in me for nothing. And now I’ve got
you, and you got to settle, you know!”
He was threatening the doctor, with his fist in his face, by this time. The doctor struck out suddenly and
stretched the ruffian on the ground. Potter dropped his knife, and exclaimed:
“Here, now, don’t you hit my pard!”
And the next moment he had grappled with the doctor and the two were struggling with might and main,
trampling the grass and tearing thc ground with their heels. Injun Joe sprang to his feet, his eyes flaming with
passion, snatched up Potter’s knife, and went creeping, catlike and stooping, round and round about the
combatants, seeking an opportunity. All at once the doctor flung himself free, seized the heavy headboard of
Williams’s grave and felled Potter to the earth with it—and in the same instant the half-breed saw his chance and
drove the knife to the hilt in the young man’s breast. He reeled and fell partly upon Potter, flooding him with his
blood, and in the same moment the clouds blotted out the dreadful spectacle and the two frightened boys went
speeding away in the dark.
Presently, when the moon emerged again, Injun Joe was standing over the two forms, contemplating them. The
doctor murmured inarticulately, gave a long gasp or two and was still. The half-breed muttered:
“That score is settled—damn you.”
Then he robbed the body. After which he put the fatal knife in Potter’s open right hand, and sat down on the
dismanded coffin. Three—four—five minutes passed, and then Potter began to stir and moan. His hand closed
upon the knife; he raised it, glanced at it, and let it fall, with a shudder. Then he sat up, pushing the body from
him, and gazed at it, and then around him, confusedly. His eyes met Joe’s.
“Lord, how is this, Joe?” he said.
“It’s a dirty business,” said Joe, without moving. “What did you do it for?”
“I! I never done it!”
“Look here! That kind of talk won’t wash.” Potter trembled and grew white:
“I thought I’d got sober. I’d no business to drink tonight. But it’s in my head yet—worse’n when we started
here. I’m all in a muddle; can’t recollect anything of it hardly. Tell me, Joe—honest now, old feller—did I do it?
Joe, I never meant to—’pon my soul and honor I never meant to, Joe. Tell me how it was Joe. O, it’s awful—and
him so young and promising.”
“Why you two was scuffling, and he fetched you one with me head-board and you fell flat; and then up you
come, all reeling and staggering, like, and snatched the knife and jammed it into him, just as he fetched you
another awful clip, and here you’ve laid, dead as a wedge till now.”
“O, I didn’t know what I was a-doing. I wish I may die this minute if I did. It was all on accounts of the
whisky; and the excitement, I reckon. I never used a weepon in my life before, Joe. I’ve fought, but never with
weepons. They’ll all say that. Joe, don’t tell! Say you won’t tell, Joe—that’s a good feller. I always liked you Joe,
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and stood up for you, too. Don’t you remember? You won’t tell, will you Joe?” And the poor creature dropped on
his knees before the stolid murderer, and clasped his appealing hands.
“No, you’ve always been fair and square with me, Muff Potter, and I won’t go back on you. There, now, that’s
as fair as a man can say.”
“O, Joe, you’re an angel. I’ll bless you for this the longest day I live.” And Potter began to cry.
“Come, now, that’s enough of that. This ain’t anytime for blubbering. You be off yonder way and I’ll go this.
Move, now, and don’t leave any tracks behind you.”
Potter started on a trot that quickly increased to a run. The half-breed stood looking after him. He muttered:
“If he’s as much stunned with the lick and fuddled with the rum as he had the look of being, he won’t think of
the knife till he’s gone so far he’ll be afraid to come back after it to such a place by himself—chicken-heart!”
Two or three minutes later the murdered man, the blanketed corpse, the lidless coffin and the open grave were
under no inspection but the moon’s. The stillness was complete again, too.
10
The two boys flew on and on, toward the village, speechless with horror. They glanced backward over their
shoulders from time to time, apprehensively, as if they feared they might be followed. Every stump that started up
in their path seemed a man and an enemy, and made them catch their breath; and as they sped by some outlying
cottages that lay near the village, the barking of the aroused watchdogs seemed to give wings to their feet.
“If we can only get to the old tannery, before we break down!” whispered Tom, in short catches between
breaths, “I can’t stand it much longer.”
Huckleberry’s hard pantings were his only reply, and the boys fixed their eyes on the goal of their hopes and
bent to their work to win it. They gained steadily on it, and at last, breast to breast they burst through the open
door and fell grateful and exhausted in the sheltering shadows beyond. By and by their pulses slowed down, and
Tom whispered:
“Huckleberry, what do you reckon’ll come of this?”
“If Dr. Robinson dies, I reckon hanging’ll come of it.”
“Do you though?”
“Why I know it, Tom.” Tom thought a while, then he said:
“Who’ll tell? We?”
“What are you talking about? S’pose something happened and Injun Joe didn’t hang? Why he’d kill us some
time or other, just as dead sure as we’re a-laying here.”
“That’s just what I was thinking to myself, Huck.”
“If anybody tells, let Muff Potter do it, if he’s fool enough. He’s generally drunk enough.”
Tom said nothing—went on thinking. Presently he whispered:
“Huck, Muff Potter don’t know it. How can he tell?”
“What’s the reason he don’t know it?”
“Because he’d just got that whack when Injun Joe done it. D’you reckon he could see anything? D’you reckon
he knowed anything?”
“By hokey, that’s so Tom!”
“And besides, look-a-here—maybe that whack done for him!”
“No, ’tain’t likely Tom. He had liquor in him; I could see that; and besides, he always has. Well when pap’s
full, you might take and belt him over the head with a church and you couldn’t phase him. He says so, his own
self. So it’s the same with Muff Potter, of course. But if a man was dead sober, I reckon maybe that whack might
fetch him; I dono.” After another reflective silence, Tom said:
“Hucky, you sure you can keep mum?”
“Tom, we got to keep mum. You know that. That Injun devil wouldn’t make any more of drownding us than a
couple of cats, if we was to squeak ’bout this and they didn’t hang him. Now look-a-here, Tom, less take and
swear to one another—that’s what we got to do—swear to keep mum.”
“I’m agreed, Huck. It’s the best thing. Would you just hold hands and swear that we—”
“O, no, that wouldn’t do for this. That’s good enough for little rubbishy common things—specially with gals,
’cuz they go back on you anyway, and blab if they get in a huff—but there otter be writing ’bout a big thing like
this. And blood.”
Tom’s whole being applauded this idea. It was deep, and dark, and awful; the hour, the circumstances, the
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surroundings, were in keeping with it. He picked up a clean pine shingle that lay in the moonlight, took a little
fragment of “red keel”\fn{ This would be a piece of red ochre, in its solid form at one time commonly used by workmen for marking
lumber prior to sawing, and in a powdered form for marking sheep whose wool is ready to be sheared:H } out of his pocket, got the
moon on his work, and painfully scrawled these lines, emphasizing each slow down-stroke by clamping his
tongue between his teeth, and letting up the pressure on the up-strokes:
Huck Finn and
Tom Sawyer swear
They will Keep mum
About This and they
Wish They may Drop
Down dead in Their
Tracks if They ever
Tell and Rot

Huckleberry was filled with admiration of Tom’s facility in writing, and the sublimity of his language.. He at
once took a pin from his lapel and was going to prick his flesh, but Tom said:
“Hold on! Don’t do that. A pin’s brass. It might have verdigrease on it.”
“What’s verdigrease?”
“It’s p’ison. That’s what it is. You just swaller some of it once—you’ll see.”
So Tom unwound the thread from one of his needles, and each boy pricked the ball of his thumb and squeezed
out a drop of blood. In time, after many squeezes, Tom managed to sign his initials, using the ball of his little
finger for a pen. Then he showed Huckleberry how to make an H and an F, and the oath was complete. They
buried the shingle close to the wall, with some dismal ceremonies and incantations, and the fetters that bound
their tongues were considered to be locked and the key thrown away.
A figure crept stealthily through a break in the other end of the ruined building, now, but they did not. notice it.
“Tom,” whispered Huckleberry, “does this keep us from ever telling—always?”
“Of course it does. It don’t make any difference what happens, we got to keep mum. We’d drop down dead—
don’t you know that?”
“Yes, I reckon that’s so.”
They continued to whisper for some little time. Presently a dog set up a long, lugubrious howl just outside—
within ten feet of them. The boys clasped each other suddenly, in an agony of fright.
“Which of us does he mean?” gasped Huckleberry.
“I dono—peep through the crack. Quick!”
“No, you, Tom!”
“I can’t—I can’t do it, Huck!”
“Please, Tom. There ’tis again!”
“O, lordy, I’m thankful!” whispered Tom. “I know his voice. It’s Bull Harbison.”\fn{ Author’s note: If Mr. Harbison
had owned a slave named Bull, Tom would have spoken of him as “Harbison’s Bull;” but a son or a dog of that name was “Bull
Harbison.”}

“O, that's good—I tell you, Tom, I was most scared to death; I’d a bet anything it was a stray dog.”
The dog howled again. The boys’ hearts sank once more.
“O, my! that ain’t no Bull Harbison!” whispered Huckleberry. “Do, Tom!”
Tom, quaking with fear, yielded, and put his eye to the crack. His whisper was hardly audible when he said:
“O, Huck, IT’S A STRAY DOG!”
“Quick, Tom, quick! Who does he mean?”
“Huck, he must mean us both—we’re right together.”
“O, Tom, I reckon we're goners. I reckon there ain’t no mistake ’bout where I’ll go to. I been so wickcd.”
“Dad fetch it! This comes of playing hookey and doing everything a feller’s told not to do. I might a been
good, like Sid, if I’d a tried—but no, I wouldn’t, of course. But if ever I get off this time, I lay I’ll just waller in
Sunday-schools!” And Tom began to snuffle a little.
“You bad!” and Huckleberry began to snuffle, too. “Consound it, Tom Sawyer, you’re just old pie, ’longside o’
what I am. 0, lordy, lordy, lordy, I wisht I only had half your chance.”
Tom choked off and whispered:
“Look, Hucky, look! He’s got his back to us!”
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Hucky looked, with joy in his heart. .
“Well he has, by jingoes! Did he before?”
“Yes, he did. But I, like a fool, never thought. O, this is bully, you know. Now, who can he mean?”
The howling stopped. Tom pricked up his ears.
“Sh! What’s that?” he whispered.
“Sounds like—like hogs grunting. No—it’s somebody snoring, Tom.”
“That is it? Where ’bouts is it, Huck?”
“I bleeve it’s down at t’other end. Sounds so, anyway. Pap used to sleep there, sometimes, ’long with the hogs,
but laws bless you, he just lifts things when he snores. Besides, I reckon he ain’t ever coming back to this town
any more.” The spirit of adventure rose in the boys’ souls once more.
“Hucky, do you das’t to go if I lead?”
“I don’t like to, much. Tom, s’pose it’s Injun Joe!”
Tom quailed. But presently the temptation rose up strong again and the boys agreed to try, with the
understanding that they would take to their heels if the snoring stopped. So they went tip-toeing stealthily down,
the one behind the other. When they had got to within five steps of the snorer, Tom stepped on a stick, and it broke
with a sharp snap. The man moaned, writhed a little, and his face came into the moonlight.
It was Muff Potter.
The boys’ hearts had stood still, and their bodies too, when the man moved, but their fears passed away now.
They tiptoed out, through the broken weather-boarding, and stopped at a little distance to exchange a parting
word. That long, lugubrious howl rose on the night air again! They turned and saw the strange dog standing
within a few feet of where Potter was lying, and facing Potter, with his nose pointing heavenward.
“O, geeminy, it’s him!” exclaimed both boys, in a breath.
“Say, Tom—they say a stray dog come howling around Johnny Miller’s house, ’bout midnight, as much as two
weeks ago; and a whipporwill come in and lit on the bannisters and sung, the very same evening; and there ain’t
anybody dead there yet.”
“Well I know that. And suppose there ain’t. Didn’t Gracie Miller fall in the kitchen fire and burn herself
terrible the very next Saturday?”
“Yes, but she ain’t dead. And what’s more, she’s getting better, too.”
“All right, you wait and see. She’s a goner, just as dead sure as Muff Potter’s a goner. That’s what the niggers
say, and they know all about these kind of things, Huck.”
Then they separated, cogitating. When Tom crept in at his bedroom window, the night was almost spent. He
undressed with excessive caution, and fell asleep congratulating himself that nobody knew of his escapade. He
was not aware that the gently-snoring Sid was awake, and had been so for an hour.
When Tom awoke, Sid was dressed and gone. There was a late look in the light, a late sense in the atmosphere.
He was startled. Why had he not been called—persecuted till he was up, as usual? The thought filled him with
bodings. Within five minutes he was dressed and down stairs, feeling sore and drowsy. The family were still at
table, but they had finished breakfast. There was no voice of rebuke; but there were averted eyes; there was a
silence and an air of solemnity that struck a chill to the culprit’s heart. He sat down and tried to seem gay, but it
was uphill work; it roused no smile, no response, and he lapsed into silence and let his heart sink down to the
depths.
After breakfast his aunt took him aside, and Tom almost brightened in the hope that he was going to be
flogged; but it was not so. His aunt wept over him and asked him how he could go and break her old heart so; and
finally told him to go on, and ruin himself and bring her gray hair with sorrow to the grave, for it was no use for
her to try any more.
This was worse than a thousand whippings. and Tom’s heart was sorer now than his body. He cried, he pleaded
for forgiveness, promised reform over and over again and then received his dismissal feeling that he had won but
an imperfect forgiveness and established but a feeble confidence.
He left the presence too miserable to even feel vengeful toward Sid; and so the latter’s prompt retreat through
the back gate was unnecessary. He moped to school gloomy and sad, and took his flogging, along with Joe
Harper, for playing hooky the day before, with the air of one whose heart was busy with heavier woes and wholly
dead to trifles. Then he betook himself to his seat, rested his elbows on his desk and his jaws in his hands and
stared at the wall with the stony stare of suffering that has reached the limit and can no further go.
His elbow was pressing against some hard substance. After a long time he slowly and sadly changed his
position, and took up this object with a sigh. It was in a paper. He unrolled it. A long, lingering, colossal sigh
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followed, and his heart broke.
It was his brass andiron knob!
This final feather broke the camel’s back.
11
Close upon the hour of noon the whole village was suddenly electrified with the ghastly news. No need of the
as yet undreamed-of telegraph; the tale flew from man to man, from group to group, from house to house with
little less than telegraphic speed. Of course the schoolmaster gave holiday for that afternoon; the town would have
thought strangely of him if he had not.
A gory knife had been found close to the murdered man, and it had been recognized by somebody as belonging
to Muff Potter—so the story ran. And it was said that a belated citizen had come upon Potter washing. himself in
the “branch” about one or two o’clock in the morning, and that Potter had at once sneaked off—suspicious
circumstances, especially the washing, which was not a habit with Potter. It was also said that the town had been
ransacked for this “murderer” (the public are not slow in the matter of sifting evidence and arriving at a verdict)
but that he could not be found. Horsemen had departed down all the roads in every direction, and the Sheriff “was
confident” that he would be captured before night.
All the town was drifting toward the graveyard. Tom’s heart-break vanished and he joined the procession, not
because he would not a thousand times rather go anywhere else, but because an awful, unaccountable fascination
drew him on. Arrived at the dreadful place, he wormed his small body through the crowd and saw the dismal
spectacle. It seemed to him an age since he was there before.
Somebody pinched his arm. He turned, and his eyes met Huckleberry’s. Then both looked elsewhere at once,
and wondered if anybody had noticed anything in their mutual glance. But everybody was talking, and intent upon
the grisly spectacle before them.
“Poor fellow!”
“Poor young fellow!”
“This ought to be a lesson to grave-robbers!”
“Muff Potter’ll hang for this if they catch him!” This was the drift of remark; and the minister said,
“It was a judgment; His hand is here.”
Now Tom shivered from head to heel; for his eye fell upon the stolid face of Injun Joe. At this moment the
crowd began to sway and struggle, and voices shouted,
“It’s him! It’s him! He’s coming himself!”
“Who? Who?” from twenty voices.
“Muff Potter!”
“Hallo, he’s stopped! Look out, he’s turning! Don’t let him get away!”
People in the branches of the trees over Tom’s head, said he wasn’t trying to get away—he only looked
doubtful and perplexed.
“Infernal impudence!” said a bystander; “wanted to come and take a quiet look at his work, I reckon—didn’t
expect any company.”
The crowd fell apart now, and the Sheriff came through, ostentatiously leading Potter by the arm. The poor
fellow’s face was haggard, and his eyes showed the fear that was upon him. When he stood before the murdered
man, he shook as with a palsy, and he put his face in his hands and burst into tears.
“I didn’t do it, friends,” he sobbed; “’pon my word and honor I never done it.”
“Who’s accused you?” shouted a voice.
This shot seemed to carry home. Potter lifted his face and looked around him with a pathetic hopelessness in
his eyes. He saw Injun Joe, and exclaimed:
“O, Injun Joe, you promised me you’d never—”
“Is that your knife?”—and it was thrust before him by the Sheriff.
Potter would have fallen if they had not caught him and eased him to the ground. Then he said:
“Something told me ’t if I didn’t come back and get—“ He shuddered; then waved his nerveless hand with a
vanquished gesture and said,
“Tell ’em, Joe, tell ’em—it ain’t any use any more.”
Then Huckleberry and Tom stood dumb and staring, and heard the stony-hearted liar reel off his serene
statement, they expecting every moment that the clear sky would deliver God’s lightnings upon his head, and
wondering to see how long the stroke was delayed: And when he had finished and still stood alive and whole,
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their wavering impulse to break their oath and save the poor betrayed prisoner’s life faded and vanished away, for
plainly this miscreant had sold himself to Satan and it would be fatal to meddle with the property of such a power
as that.
“Why didn’t you leave? What did you want to come here for?” somebody said.
“I couldn’t help it—I couldn’t help it,” Pottcr moaned. “I wanted to run away, but I couldn’t seem to come
anywhere but here.” And he fell to sobbing again.
Injun Joe repeated his statement, just as calmly, a few minutes afterward on the inquest, under oath; and the
boys, seeing that the lightnings were still withheld, were confirmed in their belief that Joe had sold himself to the
devil. He was now become, to them, the most balefully interesting object they had ever looked upon, and they
could not take their fascinated eyes from his face. They inwardly resolved to watch him, nights, when opportunity
should offer, in the hope of getting a glimpse of his dread master.
Injun Joe helped to raise the body of the murdered man and put it in a wagon for removal; and it was
whispered through the shuddering crowd that the wound bled a little! The boys thought that this happy
circumstance would turn suspicion in the right direction; but they were disappointed, for more than one villager
remarked:
“It was within three feet of Muff Potter when it done it.”
Tom’s fearful secret and gnawing conscience disturbed his sleep for as much as a week after this; and at
breakfast one morning Sid said:
“Tom, you pitch around and talk in your sleep so much that you keep me awake about half the time.”
Tom blanched and dropped his eyes.
“It’s a bad sign,” said Aunt Polly, gravely. “What you got on your mind, Tom?”
“Nothing. Nothing ’t I know of.” But the boy’s hand shook so that he spilled his coffee.
“And you do talk such stuff,” Sid said. “Last night you said ‘it’s blood, it’s blood, that’s what it is!’ You said
that over and over. And you said ‘Don’t torment me so—I’ll tell.’ Tell what? What is it you’ll tell?”
Everything was swimming before Tom. There is no telling what might have happened, now, but luckily the
concern passed out of Aunt Polly’s face and she came to Tom’s relief without knowing it. She said:
“Sho! It’s that dreadful murder. I dream about it most every night myself Sometimes I dream it’s me that done
it.”
Mary said she had been affected much the same way. Sid seemed satisfied.
Tom got out of the presence as quickly as he plausibly could, and after that he complained of toothache for a
week and tied up his jaws every night. He never knew that Sid lay nightly watching, and frequently slipped the
bandage free and then leaned on his elbow listening a good while at a time, and afterward slipped the bandage
back to its place again.
Tom’s distress of mind wore off gradually and the toothache grew irksome and was discarded. If Sid really
managed to make anything out of Tom’s disjointed mutterings, he kept it to himself.
It seemed to Tom that his schoolmates never would get done holding inquests on dead cats, and thus keeping
his trouble present to his mind. Sid noticed that Tom never was coroner at one of these inquiries, though it had
been his habit to take the lead in all new enterprises; he noticed, too, that Tom never acted as a witness—and that
was strange; and Sid did not overlook the fact that Tom even showed a marked aversion to these inquests, and
always avoided them when he could. Sid marveled, but said nothing. However, even inquests went out of vogue at
last, and ceased to torture Tom’s conscience.
Every day or two, during this time of sorrow, Tom watched his opportunity and went to the little grated jailwindow and smuggled such small comforts through to the “murderer” as he could get hold of. The jail was a
trifling little brick den that stood in a marsh at the edge of the village, and no guards were afforded for it; indeed it
was seldom occupied. These offerings greatly helped to ease Tom’s conscience.
The villagers had a strong desire to tar-and-feather Injun Joe and ride him on a rail, for body-snatching, but so
formidable was his character that nobody could be found who was willing to take the lead in the matter, so it was
dropped. He had been careful to begin both of his inquest-statements with the fight, without confessing the graverobbery the preceded it, therefore it was deemed wisest not to try the case by the courts at present.
12
One of the reasons why Tom’s mind had drifted away from its secret troubles was, that it had found a new and
weighty matter to interest itself about. Becky Thatcher had stopped coming to school.
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Tom had struggled with his pride a few days, and tried to “whistle her down the wind,” but failed. He began to
find himself hanging around her father’s house, nights, and feeling very miserable. She was ill. What if she should
die! There was distraction in the thought. He no longer took an interest in war, nor even in piracy. The charm of
life was gone; there was nothing but dreariness left. He put his hoop away, and his bat; there was no joy in them
any more.
His aunt was concerned. She began to try all manner of remedies on him. She was one of those people who are
infatuated with patent medicines and all newfangled methods of producing health or mending it. She was an
inveterate experimenter in these things. When something fresh in this line came out she was in a fever, right away,
to try it; not on herself, for she was never ailing, but on anybody else that came handy. She was a subscriber for
all the “Health” periodicals and phrenological frauds; and the solemn ignorance they were inflated with was
breath to her nostrils. All the “rot” they contained about ventilation, and how to go to bed, and how to get up, and
what to cat, and what to drink, and how much exercise to take, and what frame of mind to keep one’s self in, and
what sort of clothing to wear, was all gospel to her, and she never observed that her health-journals of the current
month customarily upset everything they had recommended the month before. She was as simple-hearted and
honest as the day was long, and so she was an easy victim. She gathered together her quack periodicals and her
quack medicines, and thus armed with death, went about on her pale horse, metaphorically speaking, with “hell
following after.” But she never suspected that she was not an angel of healing and the balm of Gilead in disguise,
to the suffering neighbors.
The water treatment was new, now, and Tom’s low condition was a windfall to her. She had him out at daylight
every morning, stood him up in the woodshed and drowned him with a deluge of cold water; then she scrubbed
him down with a towel like a file, and so brought him to; then she rolled him up in a wet sheet and put him away
under blankets till she sweated his soul clean and “the yellow stains of it came through his pores”—as Tom said..
Yet notwithstanding all this, the boy grew more and more melancholy and pale and dejected. She added hot
baths, sitz baths, shower baths and plunges. The boy remained as dismal as a hearse. She began to assist the water
with a slim oatmeal diet and blister plasters. She calculated his capacity as she would a jug’s, and filled him up
every day with quack cure-alls.
Tom had become indifferent to persecution, by this time. This phase filled the old lady’s heart with
consternation. This indifference must be broken up at any cost. Now she heard of Pain-Killer for the first time.
She ordered a lot at once. She tasted it and was filled with gratitude. It was simply fire in a liquid form. She
dropped the water treatment and everything else, and pinned her faith to Pain-Killer. She gave Tom a teaspoonful and watched with the deepest anxiety for the result. Her troubles were instantly at rest, her soul at peace
again; for the “indifference” was broken up. The boy could not have shown a wilder, heartier interest, if she had
built a fire under him.
Tom felt that it was time to wake up; this sort of life might be romantic enough, in his blighted condition, but it
was getting to have too little sentiment and too much distracting variety about it. So he thought over various plans
for relief, and finally hit upon that of professing to be fond of Pain-Killer. He asked for it so often that he became
a nuisance, and his aunt ended by telling him to help himself and quit bothering her. If it had been Sid, she would
have had no misgivings to alloy her delight; but since it was Tom, she watched the bottle clandestinely. She found
that the medicine did really diminish, but it did not occur to her that the boy was mending the health of a crack in
the sitting-room floor with it.
One day Tom was in the act of dosing the crack when his aunt’s yellow cat came along, purring, eyeing the teaspoon avariciously, and begging for a taste. Tom said:
“Don’t ask for it unless you want it, Peter.”
But Peter signified that he did want it.
“You better make sure.”
Peter was sure.
“Now you’ve asked for it, and I’ll give it to you, because there ain’t anything mean about me; but if you find
you don’t like it, you mustn’t blame anybody but your own self.”
Peter was agreeable.
So Tom pried his mouth open and poured down the Pain-Killer. Peter sprang a couple of yards into the air, and
then delivered a war-whoop and set off round and round the room, banging against furniture, upsetting flower
pots and making general havoc. Next he rose on his hind feet and pranced around, in a frenzy of enjoyment, with
his head over his shoulder and his voice proclaiming his unappeasable happiness. Then he went tearing around the
house again spreading chaos and destruction in his path. Aunt Polly entered in time to see him throw a few double
617

summersets, deliver a final mighty hurrah, and sail through the open window, carrying the rest of the flowerpots
with him. The old lady stood petrified with astonishment, peering over her glasses; Tom lay on the floor expiring
with laughter.
“Tom, what on earth ails that cat?”
“I don’t know, aunt,” gasped the boy.
“Why I never see anything like it. What did make him act so?”
“Deed I don’t know aunt Polly; cats always act so when they’re having a good time.”
“They do, do they?” There was something in the tone that made Tom apprehensive.
“Yes’m. That is, I believe they do.”
“You do?”
“Yes’m.”
The old lady was bending down, Tom watching, with interest emphasized by anxiety. Too late he divined her
“drift.” The handle of the tell-tale teaspoon was visible under the bed valance. Aunt Polly took it, held it up. Tom
winced, and dropped his eyes. Aunt Polly raised him by the usual handle—his ear—and cracked his head soundly
with her thimble.
“Now, sir, what did you want to treat that poor dumb beast so for?”
“I done it out of pity for him—because he hadn’t any aunt.”
“Hadn’t any aunt!—you numscull. What has that, got to do with it?”
“Heaps. Because if he’d a had one she’d a burnt him out herself! She’d a roasted his bowels out of him ’thout
any more feeling than if he was a human!”
Aunt Polly felt a sudden pang of remorse. This was putting the thing in a new light; what was cruelty to a cat
might be cruelty to a boy, too. She began to soften; she felt sorry. Her eyes watered a little, and she put her hand,
on Tom’s head and said gently:
“I was meaning for the best, Tom. And Tom, it did do you good.”
Tom looked up in her face with just a perceptible twinkle peeping through his gravity:
“I know you was meaning for the best, aunty, and so was I with Peter. It done him good, too. I never seen him
get around so since—”
“O, go ’long with you, Tom, before you aggravate me again. And you try and see if you can’t be a good boy,
for once, and you needn’t take any more medicine.”
Tom reached school ahead of time. It was noticed that this strange thing had been occurring every day latterly.
And now, as usual of late, he hung about the gate of the school yard instead of playing with his comrades. He was
sick, he said; and he looked it. He tried to seem to be looking everywhere but whither he really was looking—
down the road.
Presently Jeff Thatcher hove in sight, and Tom’s face lighted; he gazed a moment, and then turned sorrowfully
away. When Jeff arrived, Tom accosted him, and “led up” warily to opportunities for remark about Becky, but the
giddy lad never could see the bait. Tom watched and watched, hoping whenever a frisking frock came in sight,
and hating the owner of it as soon as he saw she was not the right one. At last frocks ceased to appear, and he
dropped hopelessly into the dumps; he entered the empty school house and sat down to suffer.
Then one more frock passed in at the gate, and Tom’s heart gave a great bound. The next instant he was out,
and “going on” like an Indian; yelling, laughing, chasing boys, jumping over thc fence at risk of life and limb,
throwing hand-springs, standing on his head—doing all the heroic things he could conceive of, and keeping a
furtive eye out, all the while, to see if Becky Thatcher was noticing.
But she seemed to be unconscious of it all; she never looked. Could it be possible that she was not aware that
he was there? He carried his exploits to her immediate vicinity; came war-whooping around, snatched a boy’s cap,
hurled it to the roof of the schoolhouse, broke through a group of boys, tumbling them in every direction, and fell
sprawling, himself, under Becky’s nose, almost upsetting her—and she turned, with her nose in the air, and he
heard her say,
“Mf! some people think they’re mighty smart—always showing off!”
Tom’s cheeks burned. He gathered himself up and sneaked off, crushed and crestfallen.
13
Tom’s mind was made up, now. He was gloomy and desperate. He was a forsaken, friendless boy, he said;
nobody loved him; when they found out what they had driven him to, perhaps they would be sorry; he had tried to
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do right and get along, but they would not let him; since nothing would do them but to be rid of him, let it be so;
and let them blame him for the consequences—why shouldn’t they? What right had the friendless to complain?
Yes, they had forced him to it at last: he would lead a life of crime. There was no choice.
By this time he was far down Meadow Lane, and the bell for school to “take up” tinkled faintly upon his ear.
He sobbed, now, to think he should never, never hear that old familiar sound any more—it was very hard, but it
was forced on him; since he was driven out into the cold world, he must submit—but he forgave them. Then the
sobs came thick and fast.
Just at this point he met his soul’s sworn comrade, Joe Harper—hard-eyed, and with evidently a great and
dismal purpose in his heart. Plainly here were “two souls with but a single thought.” Tom, wiping his eyes with
his sleeve, began to blubber out something about a resolution to escape from hard usage and lack of sympathy at
home by roaming abroad into the great world never to return; and ended by hoping that Joe would not forget him.
But it transpired that this was a request which Joe had just been going to make of Tom, and had come to hunt
him up for that purpose. His mother had whipped him for drinking some cream which he had never tasted and
knew nothing about; it was plain that she was tired of him and wished him to go; if she felt that way, there was
nothing for him to do but succumb; he hoped she would be happy, and never regret having driven her poor boy
out into the unfeeling world to suffer and die.
As the two boys walked sorrowing along, they made a new compact to stand by each other and be brothers and
never separate till death relieved them of their troubles. Then they began to lay their plans. Joe was for being a
hermit, and living on crusts in a remote cave, and dying, some time, of cold, and want, and grief; but after
listening to Tom, he conceded that there were some conspicuous advantages about a life of crime, and so he
consented to be a pirate.
Three miles below St. Petersburg, at a point where the Mississippi river was a trifle over l mile wide) there was
a long, narrow, wooded island with a shallow bar at the head of it, and this offered well as a rendezvous—it was
not inhabited; it lay far over toward the further shore, abreast a dense and almost wholly unpeopled forest. So
Jackson’s Island was chosen.
Who were to be the subjects of their piracies, was a matter that did not occur to them. Then they hunted up
Huckleberry Finn, and he joined them promptly, for all careers were one to him; he was indifferent. They
presently separated to meet at a lonely spot on the river bank two miles above the village at the favorite hour—
which was midnight. There was a small log raft there which they meant to capture. Each would bring hooks and
lines, and such provision as he could steal in the most dark and mysterious way—as became outlaws. And before
the afternoon was done, they had all managed to enjoy the sweet glory of spreading the fact that pretty soon, the
town would “hear something.” All who got this vague hint were cautioned to “be mum and wait.”
About midnight Tom arrived with a boiled ham and a few trifles, and stopped in a dense undergrowth on a
small bluff overlooking the meeting-place. It was starlight, and very still. The mighty river lay like an ocean at
rest. Tom listened a moment, but no sound disturbed the quiet. Then he gave a low, distinct whistle. It was
answered from under the bluff. Tom whistled twice more; these signals were answered in the same way. Then a
guarded voice said:
“Who goes there?”
“Tom Sawyer, the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main. Name your names.”
“Huck Finn the Red-Handed, and Joe Harper the Terror of the Seas.” Tom had furnished these titles, from his
favorite literature.
“‘Tis well. Give the countersign.”
Two hoarse whispers delivered the same awful word simultaneously to the brooding night:
“BLOOD!”
Then Tom tumbled his ham over the bluff and let himself down after it, tearing both skin and clothes to some
extent in the effort. There was an easy, comfortable path along the shore under the bluff, but it lacked the
advantages of difficulty and danger so valued by a pirate.
The Terror of the Seas had brought a side of bacon, and had about worn himself out with getting it there. Finn
the Red-Handed had stolen a skillet, and a quantity of half cured leaf tobacco, and had also brought a few
corncobs to make pipes with. But none of the pirates smoked or “chewed” but himself. The Black Avenger of the
Spanish Main said it would never do to start without some fire. That was a wise thought; matches were hardly
known there in that day. They saw a fire smouldering upon a great raft a hundred yards above, and they went
stealthily thither and helped themselves to a chunk.
They made an imposing adventure of it, saying “Hist!” every now and then and suddenly halting with finger
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on lip; moving with hands on imaginary dagger-hilts; and giving orders in dismal whispers that if “the foe” stirred
to “let him have it to the hilt,” because “dead men tell no tales.’ They knew well enough that the raftsmen were all
down at the village laying in stores or having a spree, but still that was no excuse for their conducting this thing in
an unpiratical way.
They shoved off, presently, Tom in command, Huck at the after oar and Joe at the forward. Tom stood
amidships, gloomy-browed, and with folded arms, and gave his orders in a low, stern whisper:
“Luff, and bring her to the wind!”
“Aye-aye, sir!”
“Steady, stead-y-y-y!”
“Steady it is, sir!”
“Let her go off a point!”
“Point it is, sir!”
As the boys steadily and monotonously drove the raft toward mid-stream, it was no doubt understood that
these orders were given only for “style,” and were not intended to mean anything in particular.
”What sail’s she carrying?”
“Courses, tops’ls and flying-jib, sir.”
“Send the r’yals up! Layout aloft, there, half a dozen of ye—foretopmast-stnnsI! Lively, now!”
“Aye-aye, sir!”
“Shake out that maintogalant Sheet and braces! Now, my hearties!”
“Aye-aye, sir!”
“Hellum-a-lee—hard a port! Stand by to meet her when she comes! Porr, parr! Now, men! With a will! Steady-y-y!”
“Steady it is, sir!”
The raft drew beyond the middle of the river; the boys pointed her head right, and then lay on their oars. The
river was not high, so there was nor more than a two- or three-mile current. Hardly a word was said during the
next three-quarters of an hour. Now the raft was passing before the distant town. Two or three glimmering lights
showed where it lay, peacefully sleeping, beyond the vague vast sweep of star-gemmed water, unconscious of the
tremendous event that was happening.
The Black Avenger stood, still with folded arms, “looking his last” upon the scene of his former joys and his
later sufferings, and wishing “she” could see him now, abroad on the wild sea, facing peril and death with
dauntless heart, going to his doom with a grim smile on his lips. It was but a small strain on his imagination to
remove Jackson’s Island beyond eye-shot of the village, and so he “looked his last” with a broken and satisfied
heart.
The other pirates were looking their last, too; and they all looked so long that they came near letting the current
drift them out of the range of the island. But they discovered the danger in time, and made shift to avert it. About
two o’clock in the morning the raft grounded on the bar two hundred yards above the head of the island, and they
waded back and forth until they had landed their. freight. Part of the little raft’s belongings consisted of an old
sail, and this they spread over a nook in the bushes for a tent to shelter their provisions; but they themselves
would sleep in the open air in good weather, as became outlaws.
They built a fire against the side of a great log twenty or thirty steps within the somber depths of the forest, and
then cooked some bacon in the frying pan for supper, and used up half of the corn “pone” stock they had brought.
It seemed glorious sport to be feasting in that wild free way in the virgin forest of an unexplored and uninhabited
island, far from the haunts of men, and they said they never would return to civilization. The climbing fire lit up
their faces and threw its ruddy glare upon the pillared tree trunks of their forest temple, and upon the varnished
foliage and festooning vines.
When the last crisp slice of bacon was gone, and the last allowance of corn pone devoured, the boys stretched
themselves out on the grass, filled with contentment. They could have found a cooler place, but they would not
deny themselves such a romantic feature as the roasting camp-fire.
“Ain’t it gay?” said Joe.
“It’s nuts!” said Tom. “What would the boys say if they could see us?”
“Say? Well they’d just die to be here—hey Hucky?”
“I reckon so, said Huckleberry; “anyways I’m suited. I don’t want nothing better’n this. I don’t ever get
enough to eat, gen’ally—and here they can’t come and pick at a feller and bullyrag him so.”
“It’s just the life for me,” said Tom. “You don’t have to get up, mornings, and you don’t have to go to school,
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and wash, and all that blame foolishness. You see a pirate don’t have to do anything, Joe, when he’s ashore, but a
hermit he has to be praying considerable, and then he don’t have any fun, anyway, all by himself that way.”
“O yes, that’s so,” said Joe, “but I hadn’t thought much about it, you know. I’d a good deal ruther be a pirate,
now that I’ve tried it.”
“You see,” said Tom, “people don’t go much on hermits, now-a-days, like they used to in old times, but a
pirate’s always respected. And a hermit’s got to sleep on the hardest place he can find, and put sack-cloth and
ashes on his head, and stand out in the rain, and—”
“What does he put sack-cloth and ashes on his head for?” inquired Huck.
“I dono. But they’ve got to do it. Hermits always do. You’d have to do that if you was a hermit.”
“Dern’d if I would,” said Huck.
“Well what would you do?”
“I dono. But I wouldn’t do that.”
“Why Huck you’d have to. How’d you get around it?”
“Why I just wouldn’t stand it. I’d run away.”
“Run away! Well you would be a nice old slouch of a hermit. You’d be a disgrace.”
The Red-Handed made no response, being better employed. He had finished gouging out a cob, and now he
fitted a weed stem to it, loaded it with tobacco, and was pressing a coal to the charge and blowing a cloud of
fragrant smoke—he was in the full bloom of luxurious contentment. The other pirates envied him this majestic
vice, and secretly resolved to acquire it shortly. Presently Huck said:
“What does pirates have to do?” Tom said:
“Oh they have just a bully time-take ships, and burn them, and get the money and bury it in awful places in
their island where there’s ghosts and things to watch it, and kill everybody in the ships—make ’em walk a plank.”
“And they carry the women to the island,” said Joe; “they don’t kill the women.”
“No,” assented Tom, “they don’t kill the women—they’re too noble. And the women’s always beautiful, too.”
“And don’t they wear the bulliest clothes! Oh, no! All gold and silver and di’monds,” said Joe, with
enthusiasm.
“Who?” said Huck.
“Why, the pirates.”
Huck scanned his own clothing forlornly.
“I reckon 1 ain’t dressed fitten for a pirate,” said he, with a regretful pathos in his voice; “but I ain’t got none
but these.”
But the other boys told him the fine clothes would come fast enough, after they should have begun their
adventures. They made him understand that his poor rags would do to begin with, though it was customary for
wealthy pirates to start with a proper wardrobe.
Gradually their talk died out and drowsiness began to steal upon the eyelids of the little waifs. The pipe
dropped from the fingers of the Red-Handed, and he slept the sleep of the conscience-free and the weary.
The Terror of the Seas and the Black Avenger of the Spanish Main had more difficulty in getting to sleep. They
said their prayers inwardly, and lying down, since there was nobody there with authority to make them kneel and
recite aloud; in truth they had a mind not to say them at all, but they were afraid to proceed to such lengths as that,
lest they might call down a sudden and special thunderbolt from Heaven.
Then at once they reached and hovered upon the imminent verge of sleep—but an intruder came, now, that
would not “down.” It was conscience. They began to feel a vague fear that they had been doing wrong to run
away; and next they thought of the stolen meat, and then the real torture came. They tried to argue it away by
reminding conscience that they had purloined sweetmeats and apples scores of times; but conscience was not to
be appeased by such thin plausibilities. It seemed to them, in the end, that there was no getting around the
stubborn fact that taking sweetmeats was only “hooking,” while taking bacon and hams and such valuables was
plain simple stealing—and there was a command against that in the Bible.
So they inwardly resolved that so long as they remained in the business, their piracies should not again be
sullied with the crime of stealing. Then conscience granted a truce, and these curiously inconsistent pirates fell
peacefully to sleep.
14
When Tom awoke in the morning, he wondered where he was. He sat up and rubbed his eyes and looked
around. Then he comprehended. It was the cool gray dawn, and there was a delicious sense of repose and peace in
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the deep pervading calm and silence of the woods. Not a leaf stirred; not a sound obtruded upon great Nature’s
meditation. Beaded dew-drops stood upon the leaves and grasses. A white layer of ashes covered the fire, and a
thin blue breath of smoke rose straight into the air. Joe and Huck still slept.
Now, far away in the woods a bird called; mother answered; presently the hammering of a woodpecker was
heard. Gradually the cool dim gray of the morning whitened, and as gradually sounds multiplied and life
manifested itself. The marvel of Nature shaking off sleep and going to work unfolded itself to the musing boy. A
little green worm came crawling over a dewy leaf, lifting two-thirds of his body into the air from time to time and
“sniffing around,” then proceeding again—for he was measuring, Tom said; and when the worm approached him,
of its own accord, he sat as still as a stone, with his hopes rising and falling, by turns, as the creature still came
toward him or seemed inclined to go elsewhere; and when at last it considered a painful moment with its curved
body in the air and then came decisively down upon Tom’s leg and began a journey over him, his whole heart was
glad—for that meant that he was going to have a new suit of clothes—without the shadow of a doubt a gaudy
piratical uniform.
Now a procession of ants appeared, from nowhere in particular, and went about their labors; one struggled
manfully by with a dead spider five times as big as itself in its arms, and lugged it straight up a tree-trunk. A
brown spotted lady-bug climbed the dizzy height of a grass-blade, and Tom bent down close to it and said, “Ladybug, lady-bug, flyaway home, your house is on fire, your children’s alone,” and she took wing and went off to see
about it—which did not surprise the boy, for he knew of old that this insect was credulous about conflagrations
and he had practiced upon its simplicity more than once.
A tumble-bug came next, heaving sturdily at its ball, and Tom touched the creature, to see it shut its legs
against its body and pretend to be dead. The birds were fairly rioting, by this time. A cat-bird, the northern
mocker, lit in a tree over Tom’s head, and trilled out her imitations of her neighbors in a rapture of enjoyment;
then a shrill jay swept down, a flash of blue flame, and stopped on a twig almost within the boy’s reach, cocked
his head to one side and eyed the strangers with a consuming curiosity; a gray squirrel and a big fellow of the
“fox” kind came scurrying along, sitting up at intervals to inspect and chatter at the boys, for the wild things had
probably never seen a human being before and scarcely knew whether to be afraid or not. All Nature was wide
awake and stirring, now; long lances, of sunlight pierced down through the dense foliage far and near, and a few
butterflies came fluttering upon the scene.
Tom stirred up the other pirates and they all clattered away with a shout, and in a minute or two were stripped
and chasing after and tumbling over each other in the shallow limpid water of the white sandbar. They felt no
longing for the little village sleeping in the distance beyond the majestic waste of water. A vagrant current or a
slight rise in the river had carried off their raft, but this only gratified them, since its going was something like
burning the bridge between them and civilization.
They came back to camp wonderfully refreshed, glad-hearted, and ravenous; and they soon had the camp-fire
blazing up again. Huck found a spring of clear cold water close by, and the boys made cups of broad oak or
hickory leaves, and felt that water, sweetened with such a wild-wood charm as that, would be a good enough
substitute for coffee. While Joe was slicing bacon for breakfast, Tom and Huck asked him to hold on a minute;
they stepped to a promising nook in the river bank and threw in their lines; almost immediately they had reward.
Joe had not had time to get impatient before they were back again with some handsome bass, a couple of sunperch and a small catfish-provision enough for quite a family. They fried the fish with the bacon and were
astonished; for no fish had ever seemed so delicious before. They did not know that the quicker a fresh water fish
is on the fire after he is caught the better he is; and they reflected little upon what a sauce open air sleeping, open
air exercise, bathing, and a large ingredient of hunger makes, too.
They lay around in the shade, after breakfast, while Huck had a smoke, and then went off through the woods
on an exploring expedition. They tramped gaily along, over decaying logs, through tangled underbrush, among
solemn monarchs of the forest, hung from their crowns to the ground with a drooping regalia of grapevines. Now
and then they came upon snug nooks carpeted with grass and jeweled with flowers.
They found plenty of things to be delighted with but nothing to be astonished at. They discovered that the
island was about three miles long and a quarter of a mile wide, and that the shore it lay closest to was only
separated from it by a narrow channel hardly two hundred yards wide. They took a swim about every hour, so it
was close upon the middle of the afternoon when they got back to camp. They were too hungry to stop to fish, but
they fared sumptuously upon cold ham, and then threw themselves down in the shade to talk.
But the talk soon began to drag, and then died. The stillness, the solemnity that brooded in the woods, and the
sense of loneliness, began to tell upon the spirits of the boys. They fell to thinking. A sort of undefined longing
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crept upon them. This took dim shape, presently—it was budding home-sickness. Even Finn the Red-Handed was
dreaming of his doorsteps and empty hogsheads. But they were all ashamed of their weakness, and none was
brave enough to speak his thought.
For some time, now, the boys had been dully conscious of a peculiar sound in the distance, just as one
sometimes is of the ticking of a clock which he takes no distinct note of. But now this mysterious sound became
more pronounced, and forced a recognition. The boys started, glanced at each other, and then each assumed a
listening attitude. There was a long silence, profound and unbroken; then a deep, sullen boom came floating down
out of the distance.
“What is it!” exclaimed Joe, under his breath.
“I wonder,” said Tom in a whisper.
“‘Tain’t thunder,” said Huckleberry, in an awed tone, “becuz thunder—”
“Hark!” said Tom. “Listen—don’t talk.”
They waited a time that seemed an age, and then the same muffled boom troubled the solemn hush.
“Let’s go and see!”
They sprang to their feet and hurried to the shore toward the town. They parted the bushes on the bank and
peered out over the water. The little steam ferry boat was about a mile below the village, drifting with the current.
Her broad deck seemed crowded with people. There were a great many skiffs rowing about or floating with the
stream in the neighborhood of the ferry boat, but the boys could not determine what the men in them were doing.
Presently a great jet of white smoke burst from the ferry-boat’s side, and as it expanded and rose in a lazy cloud,
that same dull throb of sound was borne to the listeners again.
“I know now!” exclaimed Tom; “somebody’s drownded!”
“That’s it!” said Huck; “they done that last summer, when Bill Turner got drownded; they shoot a cannon over
the water, and that makes him come up to the top. Yes, and they take loaves of bread and put quicksilver in ’em
and set ’em afloat, and wherever there’s anybody that’s drownded, they’ll float right there and stop.”
“Yes, I’ve heard about that,” said Joe. “I wonder what makes the bread do that.”
“Oh it ain’t the bread, so much,” said Tom; “I reckon it’s mostly what they say over it before they start it out.”
“But they don’t say anything over it,” said Huck. “I’ve seen ’em, and they don’t.”
“Well that’s funny,” said Tom. “But maybe they say it to themselves. Of course they do. Anybody might know
that.”
The other boys agreed that there was reason in what Tom said, because an ignorant lump of bread, uninstructed
by an incantation, could not be expected to act very intelligently when sent upon an errand of such gravity.
“By jings I wish I was over there, now,” said Joe.
“I do too,” said Huck. “I’d give heaps to know who it is.”
The boys still listened and watched. Presently a revealing thought flashed through Tom’s mind, and he
exclaimed:
“Boys, I know who’s drownded—it’s us!”
They felt like heroes in an instant. Here was a gorgeous triumph; they were missed; they were mourned; hearts
were breaking on their account; tears were being shed; accusing memories of unkindnesses to these poor lost lads
were rising up, and unavailing regrets and remorse were being indulged; and best of all, the departed were the talk
of the whole town, and the envy of all the boys, as far as this dazzling notoriety was concerned. This was fine. It
was worth while to be a pirate, after all.
As twilight drew on, the ferry boat went back to her accustomed business and the skiffs disappeared. The
pirates returned to camp. They were jubilant with vanity over their new grandeur and the illustrious trouble they
were making. They caught fish, cooked supper and ate it, and then fell to guessing at what the village was
thinking and saying about them; and the pictures they drew of the public distress on their account were gratifying
to look upon—from their point of view. But when the shadows of night closed them in, they gradually ceased to
talk, and sat gazing into the fire, with their minds evidently wandering elsewhere. The excitement was gone, now,
and Tom and Joe could not keep back thoughts of certain persons at home who were not enjoying this fine frolic
as much as they were. Misgivings came; they grew troubled and unhappy; a sigh or two escaped, unawares. By
and by Joe timidly ventured upon a round-about “feeler” as to how the others might look upon a return to
civilization—not right now, but—
Tom withered him with derision! Huck, being uncommitted, as yet, joined in with Tom, and the waverer
quickly “explained,” and was glad to get out of the scrape with as little taint of chicken-hearted home-sickness
clinging to his garments as he could. Mutiny was effectually laid to rest for the moment.
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As the night deepened, Huck began to nod, and presently to snore. Joe followed next. Tom lay upon his elbow
motionless, for some time, watching the two intently. At last he got up cautiously, on his knees, and went
searching among the grass and the flickering reflections flung by the camp-fire. He picked up and inspected
several large semi-cylinders of the thin white bark of a sycamore, and finally chose two which seemed to suit him.
Then he knelt by the fire and painfully wrote something upon each of these with his “red keel;” one he rolled up
and put in his jacket pocket, and the other he put in Joe’s hat and removed it to a little distance from the owner.
And he also put into the hat certain school-boy treasures of almost inestimable value—among them a lump of
chalk, an India rubber ball, three fish-hooks, and one of that kind of marbles known as a “sure ’nough crystal.”
Then he tiptoed his way cautiously among the trees till he felt that he was out of hearing, and straightway broke
into a keen run in the direction of the sandbar.
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A few minutes later Tom was in the shoal water of the bar, wading toward the Illinois shore. Before the depth
reached his middle he was half-way over; the current would permit no more wading, now, so he struck out
confidently to swim the remaining hundred yards. He swam quartering up stream, but still was swept downward
rather faster than he had expected. However, he reached the shore finally, and drifted along till he found a low
place and drew himself out. He put his hand on his jacket pocket, found his piece of bark safe, and then struck
through the woods, following the shore, with streaming garments.
Shortly before ten o’clock he came out into an open place opposite the village, and saw the ferry boat lying in
the shadow of the trees and the high bank. Everything was quiet under the blinking stars. He crept down the bank,
watching with all his eyes, slipped into the water, swam three or four strokes and climbed into the skiff that did
“yawl” duty at the boat’s stem. He laid himself down under the thwarts and waited, panting.
Presently the cracked bell tapped and a voice gave the order to “cast off.” A minute or two later the skiff’s head
was standing high up, against the boat’s swell, and the voyage was begun. Tom felt happy in his success, for he
knew it was the boat’s last trip for the night. At the end of a long twelve or fifteen minutes the wheels stopped,
and Tom slipped overboard and swam ashore in the dusk, landing fifty yards down stream, out of danger of
possible stragglers.
He flew along unfrequented alleys, and shortly found himself at his aunt’s back fence. He climbed over,
approached the “ell” and looked in at the sitting-room window, for a light was burning there. There sat Aunt Polly,
Sid, Mary, and Joe Harper’s mother, grouped together, talking. They were by the bed, and the bed was between
them and the door. Tom went to the door and began to softly lift the latch; then he pressed gently and the door
yielded a crack; he continued pushing cautiously, and quaking every time it creaked, till he judged he might
squeeze through on his knees; and so he put his head through and began, warily.
“What makes the candle blow so?” said Aunt Polly. Tom hurried up.
“Why that door’s open, I believe. Why of course it is. No end of strange things now. Go ’long and shut it, Sid.”
Tom disappeared under the bed just in time. He lay and “breathed” himself for a time, and then crept to where
he could almost touch his aunt’s foot.
“But as I was saying,” said Aunt Polly, “he warn’t bad, so to say—only mischeevous. Only just giddy, and
harum-scarum, you know. He warn’t any more responsible than a colt. He never meant any harm, and he was the
best-hearted boy that ever was”—and she began to cry.
“It was just so with my Joe—always full of his devilment, and up to every kind of mischief, but he was just as
unselfish and kind as he could be—and laws bless me, to think I went and whipped him for taking that cream,
never once recollecting that I throwed it out myself because it was sour, and I never to see him again in this world,
never, never, never, poor abused boy!” And Mrs. Harper sobbed as if her heart would break.
“I hope Tom’s better off where he is,” said Sid, “but if he’d been better in some ways—”
“Sid!”
Tom felt the glare of the old lady’s eye, though he could not see it.
“Not a word against my Tom, now that he’s gone! God’ll take care of him—never you trouble yourself, sir!
Oh, Mrs. Harper, I don’t know how to give him up, I don’t know how to give him up! He was such a comfort to
me, although he tormented my old heart out of me, ’most.”
“The Lord giveth and the Lord hath taken away. Blessed be the name of the Lord! But it’s so hard—Oh, it’s so
hard! Only last Saturday my Joe busted a fire-cracker right under my nose and I knocked him sprawling. Little did
I know then, how soon—O, if it was to do over again I’d hug him and bless him for it.”
“Yes, yes, yes, I know just bow you feel, Mrs. Harper, I know just exactly how you feel. No longer ago than
624

yesterday noon, my Tom took and filled the cat full of Pain-Killer, and I did think the cretur would tear the house
down. And God forgive me, I cracked Tom’s head with my thimble, poor boy, poor dead boy. But he’s out of all
his troubles now. And the last words I ever heard him say was to reproach—“
But this memory was too much for the old lady, and she broke entirely down. Tom was snuffling, now, himself
—and more in pity of himself than anybody else. He could hear Mary crying, and putting in a kindly word for him
from time to time. He began to have a nobler opinion of himself than ever before. Still he was sufficiently touched
by his aunt’s grief to long to rush out from under the bed and overwhelm her with joy—and the theatrical
gorgeousness of the thing appealed strongly to his nature, too, but he resisted and lay still. He went on listening,
and gathered, by odds and ends that it was conjectured at first that the boys had got drowned while taking a swim;
then the small raft had been missed; next, certain boys said the missing lads had promised that the village should
“hear something” soon; the wise-heads had “put this and that together” and decided that the lads had gone off on
that raft and would turn up at the next town below, presently; but toward noon the raft had been found, lodged
against the Missouri shore some five or six miles below the village—and then hope perished; they must be
drowned, else hunger would have driven them home by nightfall if not sooner. It was believed that the search for
the bodies had been a fruitless effort merely because the drowning must have occurred in mid-channel, since the
boys, being good swimmers, would otherwise have escaped to shore. This was Wednesday night. If the bodies
continued missing until Sunday, all hope would be given over, and the funerals would be preached on that
morning.
Tom shuddered. Mrs. Harper gave a sobbing good-night and turned to go.
Then with a mutual impulse the two bereaved women flung themselves into each other’s arms and had a good,
consoling cry, and then parted. Aunt Polly was tender far beyond her wont, in her good-night to Sid and Mary. Sid
snuffled a bit and Mary went off crying with all her heart.
Aunt Polly knelt down and prayed for Tom so touchingly, so appealingly, and with such measureless love in
her words and her old trembling voice, that he was weltering in tears again, long before she was through.
He had to keep still long after she went to bed, for she kept making broken-hearted ejaculations from time to
time, tossing unrestfully, and turning over. But at last she was still, only moaning a little in her sleep. Now the boy
stole out, rose gradually by the bedside, shaded the candle-light with his hand, and stood regarding her. His heart
was full of pity for her. He took out his sycamore scroll and placed it by the candle. But something occurred to
him, and he lingered, considering. His face lighted with a happy solution of his thought; he put the bark hastily in
his pocket. Then he bent over and kissed the faded lips, and straightway made his stealthy exit, latching the door
behind him.
He threaded his way back to the ferry landing, found nobody at large there, and walked boldly on board the
boat, for he knew she was tenantless except that there was a watchman, who always turned in and slept like a
graven image. He untied the skiff at the stern, slipped into it, and was soon rowing cautiously up stream. When he
had pulled a mile above the village, he started quartering across and bent himself stoutly to his work. He hit the
landing on the other side neatly, for this was a familiar bit of work to him. He was moved to capture the skiff,
arguing that it might be considered a ship and therefore legitimate prey for a pirate; but he knew a thorough search
would be made for it and that might end in revelations. So he stepped ashore and entered the wood.
He sat down and took a long rest, torturing himself meantime to keep awake, and then started wearily down
the homestretch. The night was far spent. It was broad daylight before he found himself fairly abreast the island
bar. He rested again until the sun was well up and gilding the great river with its splendor, and then he plunged
into the stream. A little later he paused, dripping, upon the threshold of the camp, and heard Joe say:
“No, Tom’s true-blue, Huck, and he’ll come back. He won’t desert. He knows that would be a disgrace to a
pirate, and Tom’s too proud for that sort of thing. He’s up to something or other. Now I wonder what?”
“Well, the things is ours, anyway, ain’t they?”
“Pretty near, but not yet, Huck. The writing says they are if he ain’t back here to breakfast.”
“Which he is!” exclaimed Tom, with fine dramatic effect, stepping grandly into camp.
A sumptuous breakfast of bacon and fish was shortly provided, and as the boys set to work upon it. Tom
recounted (and adorned) his adventures. They were a vain and boastful company of heroes when the tale was
done. Then Tom hid himself away in a shady nook to sleep till noon, and the other pirates got ready to fish and
explore.
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After dinner, all the gang turned out to hunt for turtle eggs on the bar. They went about poking sticks into the
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sand, and when they found a soft place they went down on their knees and dug with their hands. Sometimes they
would take fifty or sixty eggs out of one hole. They were perfectly round white things a trifle smaller than an
English walnut. They had a famous fried-egg feast that night, and another on Friday morning.
After breakfast they went whooping and prancing out on the bar, and chased each other round and round,
shedding clothes as they went, until they were naked, and then continued the frolic far away up the shoal water of
the bar, against the stiff current, which latter tripped their legs from under them from time to time and greatly
increased the fun. And now and then they stooped in a group and splashed water in each other’s faces with their
palms, gradually approaching each other, with averted faces to avoid the strangling sprays, and finally gripping
and struggling till the best man ducked his neighbor, and then they all went under in a tangle of white legs and
arms and came up blowing, sputtering, laughing and gasping for breath at one and the same time.
When they were well exhausted, they would run out and sprawl on the dry, hot sand, and lie there and cover
themselves up with it, and by and by break for the water again and go through the original performance once
more. Finally it occurred to them that their naked skin represented flesh-colored “tights” very fairly; so they drew
a ring in the sand and had a circus—with three clowns in it, for none would yield this proudest post to his
neighbor.
Next they got their marbles and played “knucks” and “ring-taw” and “keeps” till that amusement grew stale.
Then Joe and Huck had another swim, but Tom would not venture, because he found that in kicking-off his
trousers he had kicked his string of rattlesnake rattles off his ankle, and he wondered how he had escaped cramp
so long without the protection of this mysterious charm. He did not venture again until he had found it, and by
that time the other boys were tired and ready to rest.
They gradually wandered apart, dropped into the “dumps,” and fell to gazing longingly across the wide river to
where the village lay drowsing in the sun. Tom found himself writing “ BECKY” in the sand with his big toe; he
scratched it out, and was angry with himself for his weakness. But he wrote it again, nevertheless; he could not
help it. He erased it once more and then took himself out of temptation by driving the other boys together and
joining them.
But Joe’s spirits had gone down almost beyond resurrection. He was so homesick that he could hardly endure
the misery of it. The tears lay very near the surface. Huck was melancholy, too. Tom was down-hearted, but tried
hard not to show it. He had a secret which he was not ready to tell, yet, but if this mutinous depression was not
broken up soon, he would have to bring it out. He said, with a great show of cheerfulness:
“I bet there’s been pirates on this island before, boys. We’ll explore it again. They’ve hid treasures here
somewhere. How’d you feel to light on a rotten chest full of gold and silver—hey?”
But it roused only a faint enthusiasm, which faded out, with no reply. Tom tried one or two other seductions;
but they failed, too. It was discouraging work. Joe sat poking up the sand with a stick and looking very gloomy.
Finally he said:
“O, boys, let’s give it up. I want to go home. It’s so lonesome.”
“Oh, no, Joe, you’ll feel better by and by,” said Tom. “Just think of the fishing that’s here.”
“I don’t care for fishing. I want to go home.”
“But Joe, there ain’t such another swimming place anywhere.”
“Swimming’s no good. I don’t seem to care for it, somehow, when there ain’t anybody to say I shan’t go in. I
mean to go home.”
“O, shucks! Baby! You want to see your mother, I reckon.”
“Yes, I do want to see my mother—and you would too, if you had one. I ain’t any more baby than you are.”
And Joe snuffled a little.
“Well, we’ll let the crybaby go home to his mother, won’t we Huck? Poor thing—does it want to see its
mother? And so it shall. You like it here, don’t you Huck? We’ll stay, won’t we?” Huck said
“Y-e-s”—without any heart in it.
“I’ll never speak to you again as long as I live,” said Joe, rising. “There, now!” And he moved moodily away
and began to dress himself.
“Who cares!” said Tom. “Nobody wants you to. Go’long home and get laughed at. O, you’re a nice pirate.
Huck and me ain’t crybabies. We’ll stay, won’t we Huck? Let him go if he wants to. I reckon we can get along
without him, per’aps.”
But Tom was uneasy, nevertheless, and was alarmed to see Joe go sullenly on with his dressing. And then it
was discomforting to see Huck eyeing Joe’s preparations so wistfully, and keeping up such an ominous silence.
Presently, without a parting word, Joe began to wade off toward the Illinois shore.
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Tom’s heart began to sink. He glanced at Huck. Huck could not bear the look, and dropped his eyes. Then he
said:
“I want to go, too, Tom. It was getting so lonesome anyway, and now it’ll be worse. Let’s us go too, Tom.”
“I won’t! You can all go, if you want to. I mean to stay.”
“Tom, I better go.”
“Well go’long—who’s hendering you.”
Huck began to pick up his scattered clothes. He said:
“Tom, I wisht you’d come too. Now you think it over. We’ll wait for you when we get to shore.”
“Well you’ll wait a blame long time, that’s all.”
Huck started sorrowfully away, and Tom stood looking after him, with a strong desire tugging at his heart to
yield his pride and go along too. He hoped the boys would stop, but they still waded slowly on. It suddenly
dawned on Tom that it was become very lonely and still. He made one final struggle with his pride, and then
darted after his comrades, yelling: ..
“Wait! Wait! I want to tell you something!”
They presently stopped and turned around. When he got to where they were, he began unfolding his secret, and
they listened moodily till at last they saw the “point” he was driving at, and then they set up a war-whoop of
applause and said it was “splendid!” and said if he had told them that at first, they wouldn't have started away. He
made a plausible excuse; but his real reason had been the fear that not even the secret would keep them with him
any very great length of time, and so he had meant to hold it in reserve as a last seduction.
The lads came gaily back and went at their sports again with a will, chattering all the time about Tom’s
stupendous plan and admiring the genius of it. After a dainty egg and fish dinner, Tom said he wanted to learn to
smoke, now. Joe caught at the idea and said he would like to try, too. So Huck made pipes and filled them. These
novices had never smoked anything before but cigars made of grapevine, and they “bit” the tongue and were not
considered manly, anyway.
Now they stretched themselves out on their elbows and began to puff, charily, and with slender confidence.
The smoke had an unpleasant taste, and they gagged a little, but Tom said:
“Why it’s just as easy! If I’d a knowed this was all, I’d a learnt long ago.”
“So would I,” said Joe. “It’s just nothing.”
“Why many a time I’ve looked at people smoking, and thought well I wish I could do that; but I never thought
I could,” said Tom. “That’s just the way with me, hain’t it Huck? You’ve heard me talk just thataway—haven’t
you Huck? I’ll leave it to Huck if I haven’t.”
“Yes—heaps of times,” said Huck.
“Well I have too,” said Tom; “O, hundreds of times. Once down there by the slaughter-house. Don’t you
remember, Huck? Bob Tanner was there, and Johnny Miller, and Jeff Thatcher, when I said it. Don’t you
remember Huck, ’bout me saying that?”
“Yes, that’s so,” said Huck. “That was the day after I lost a white alley. No, ’twas the day before.”
“There—I told you so,” said Tom. “Huck recollects it.”
“I bleeve I could smoke this pipe all day,” said Joe. “I don’t feel sick.”
“Neither do I,” said Tom. “I could smoke it all day. But I bet you Jeff Thatcher couldn’t.”
“Jeff Thatcher! Why he’d keel over just with two draws. Just let him try it once. He’d see!”
“I bet he would. And Johnny Miller—I wish I could see Johnny Miller tackle it once.”
“O, don’t I!” said Joe. “Why I bet you Johnny Miller couldn’t any more do this than nothing. Just one little
snifter would fetch him.”
“Deed it would, Joe. Say—I wish the boys could see us now.”
“So do I.”
“Say,—boys, don’t say anything about it, and some time when they’re around, I’ll come up to you and say
‘Joe, got a pipe? I want a smoke.’ And you’ll say, kind of careless-like, as if it warn’t anything, you’ll say, ‘Yes, I
got my old pipe, and another one, but my tobacker ain’t very good.’ And I’ll say, ‘Oh, that’s all right, if it’s strong
enough.’ And then you’ll out with the pipes, and we’ll light up just as calm, and then just see ’em look!”
“By jings that’ll be gay, Tom! I wish it was now!”
“So do I! And when we tell ’em we learned when we was off pirating, won’t they wish they’d been along?”
“O, I reckon not! I’ll just bet they will!”
So the talk ran on. But presently it began to flag a trifle, and grow disjointed. The silences widened; the
expectoration marvelously increased. Every pore inside the boys’ cheeks became a spouting fountain; they could
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scarcely bail out the cellars under their tongues fast enough to prevent an inundation; little overflowings down
their throats occurred in spite of all they could do, and sudden retchings followed every time. Both boys were
looking very pale and miserable, now. Joe’s pipe dropped from his nerveless fingers. Tom’s followed. Both
fountains were going furiously and both pumps bailing with might and main. Joe said feebly:
“I’ve lost my knife. I reckon I better go and find it.” Tom said, with quivering lip and halting utterance:
“I’ll help you. You go over that way and I’ll hunt around by the spring. No, you needn’t come, Huck—we can
find it.”
So Huck sat down again, and waited an hour. Then he found it loncsome, and went to find his comrades. They
were wide apart in the woods, both very pale, both fast asleep. But something informed him that if they had had
any trouble they had got rid of it.
They were not talkative at supper that night. They had a humble look; and when Huck prepared his pipe after
the meal and was going to prepare theirs, they said no! they were not feeling very well—something they ate at
dinner had disagreed with them.
About midnight Joe awoke, and called the boys. There was a brooding oppressiveness in the air that seemed to
bode something. The boys huddled themselves together and sought the friendly companionship of the fire, though
the dull dead heat of the breathless atmosphere was stifling. They sat still, intent and waiting. The solemn hush
continued. Beyond the light of the fire everything was swallowed up in the blackness of darkness.
Presently there came a quivering glow that vaguely revealed the foliage for a moment and then vanished. By
and by another came, a little stronger. Then another. Then a faint moan came sighing through the branches of the
forest and the boys felt a fleeting breath upon their cheeks, and shuddered with the fancy that the Spirit of the
Night had gone by. There was a pause.
Now a weird flash turned night into day and showed every little grass-blade, separate and distinct, that grew
about their feet. And it showed three white, startled faces, too. A deep peal of thunder went rolling and tumbling
down the heavens and lost itself in sullen rumblings in the distance. A sweep of chilly air passed by, rustling all
the leaves and snowing the flaky ashes broadcast about the fire. Another fierce glare lit up the forest and an instant
crash followed that seemed to rend the tree-tops right over the boys’ heads. They clung together in terror, in the
thick gloom that followed. A few big raindrops fell pattering upon the leaves.
“Quick! boys, go for the tent!” exclaimed Tom.
They sprang away, stumbling over roots and among vines in the dark, no two plunging in the same direction. A
furious blast roared through the trees, making everything sing as it went. One blinding flash after another came,
and peal on peal of deafening thunder.
And now a drenching rain poured down and the rising hurricane drove it in sheets along the ground. The boys
cried out to each other, but the roaring wind and the booming thunder-blasts drowned their voices utterly.
However, one by one they straggled in at last and took shelter under the tent, cold, scared, and streaming with
water; but to have company in misery seemed something to be grateful for. They could not talk, the old sail
flapped so furiously, even if the other noises would have allowed them. The tempest rose higher and higher, and
presently the sail tore loose from its fastenings and went winging away on the blast.
The boys seized each others’ hands and fled, with many tumblings and bruises, to the shelter of a great oak that
stood upon the river bank. Now the battle was at its highest. Under the ceaseless conflagration of lightnings that
flamed in the skies, everything below stood out in clean-cut and shadowless distinctness: the bending trees, the
billowy river, white with foam, the driving spray of spume-flakes, the dim outlines of the high bluffs on the other
side, glimpsed through the drifting cloud-rack and the slanting veil of rain. Every little while some giant tree
yielded the fight and fell crashing through the younger growth; and the unflagging thunder-peals came now in earsplitting explosive bursts, keen and sharp, and unspeakably appalling. The storm culminated in one matchless
effort that seemed likely to tear the island to pieces, burn it up, drown it to the tree tops, blow it away, and deafen
every creature in it, all at one and the same moment. It was a wild night for homeless young heads to be out in.
But at last the battle was done, and the forces retired with weaker and weaker threatenings and grumblings, and
peace resumed her sway. The boys went back to camp, a: good deal awed; but they found there was still
something to be thankful for, because the great sycamore, the shelter of their beds, was a ruin, now, blasted by the
lightnings, and they were not under it when the catastrophe happened.
Everything in camp was drenched, the camp-fire as well; for they were but heedless lads, like their generation,
and had made no provision against rain. Here was matter for dismay, for they were soaked through and chilled.
They were eloquent in their distress; but they presently discovered that the fire had eaten so far up under the great
log it had been built against, (where it curved upward and separated itself from the ground,) that a hand-breadth or
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so of it had escaped wetting; so they patiently wrought until, with shreds and bark gathered from the undersides of
sheltered logs, they coaxed the tire to burn again. Then they piled on great dead boughs till they had a roaring
furnace and were glad-hearted once more. They dried their boiled ham and had a feast, and after that they sat by
the fire and expanded and glorified their midnight adventure until morning, for there was not a dry spot to sleep
on, anywhere around.
As the sun began to steal in upon the boys, drowsiness came over them and they went out on the sandbar and
lay down to sleep. They got scorched out, by and by, and drearily set about getting breakfast. After the meal they
felt rusty, and stiff-jointed, and a little homesick once more. Tom saw the signs, and fell to cheering up the pirates
as well as he could. But they cared nothing for marbles, or circus, or swimming, or anything. He reminded them
of the imposing secret, and raised a ray of cheer.
While it lasted, he got them interested in a new device. This was to knock off being pirates, for a while, and be
Indians for a change. They were attracted by this idea; so it was not long before they were stripped, and striped
from head to heel with black mud, like so many zebras,—all of them chiefs, of course—and then they went
tearing through the woods to attack an English settlement. By and by they separated into three hostile tribes, and
darted upon each other from ambush with dreadful war-whoops, and killed and scalped each other by thousands.
It was a gory day; consequently it was an extremely satisfactory one.
They assembled in camp toward supper time, hungry and happy; but now a difficulty arose—hostile Indians
could not break the bread of hospitality together without first making peace, and this was a simple impossibility
without smoking a pipe of peace. There was no other process that ever they had heard of. Two of the savages
almost wished they had remained pirates. However, there was no other way: so with such show of cheerfulness as
they could muster they called for the pipe and took their whiff as it passed, in due form.
And behold they were glad they had gone into savagery, for they had gained something; they found that they
could now smoke a little without having to go and hunt for a lost knife; they did not get sick enough to be
seriously uncomfortable. They were not likely to fool away this high promise for lack of effort. No, they practiced
cautiously, after supper, with right fair success, and so they spent a jubilant evening. They were prouder and
happier in their new acquirement than they would have been in the scalping and skinning of the Six Nations. We
will leave them to smoke and chatter and brag, since we have no further use for them at present.
17
But there was no hilarity in the little town that same tranquil Saturday afternoon. The Harpers, and Aunt
Polly’s family, were being put into mourning, with great grief and many tears. An unusual quiet possessed the
village, although it was ordinarily quiet enough, in all conscience. The villagers conducted their concerns with an
absent air, talked little; but they sighed often. The Saturday holiday seemed a burden to the children. They had no
heart in their sports, and gradually gave them up.
In the afternoon Becky Thatcher found herself moping about the deserted schoolhouse yard, and feeling very
melancholy. But she found nothing there to comfort her. She soliloquised;
“Oh, if I only had his brass andiron-knob again! But I haven’t got anything now to remember him by.” And she
choked back a little sob. Presently she stopped, and said to herself;
“It was right here. O, if it was to do over again, I wouldn’t say that—I wouldn’t say it for the whole world. But
he’s gone now; I’ll never never never see him any more.”
This thought broke her down and she wandered away, with the tears rolling down her cheeks. Then quite a
group of boys and girls—playmates of Tom’s and Joe’s—came by, and stood looking over the paling fence and
talking in reverent tones of how Tom did so-and-so, the last time they saw him, and how Joe said this and that
small trifle (pregnant with awful prophecy, as they could easily see now!)—and each speaker pointed out the
exact spot where the lost lads stood at the time, and then added something like “and I was a-standing just so—just
as I am now, and as if you was him—I was as close as that—and he smiled, just this way—and then something
seemed to go all over me, like,—awful, you know—and I never thought what it meant, of course, but I can see
now!”
Then there was a dispute about who saw the dead boys last in life, and many claimed that dismal distinction,
and offered evidences, more or less tampered with by the witness; and when it was ultimately decided who did see
the departed last, and exchanged the last words with them, the lucky parties took upon themselves a sort of sacred
importance, and were gaped at and envied by all the rest. One poor chap, who had no other grandeur to offer, said
with tolerably manifest pride in the remembrance;
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“Well, Tom Sawyer he licked me once."
But that bid for glory was a failure. Most of the boys could say that, and so that cheapened the distinction too
much. The group loitered away, still recalling memories of the lost heroes, in awed voices.
When the Sunday-school hour was finished, the next morning, the bell began to toll, instead of ringing in the
usual way. It was a very still Sabbath, and the mournful sound seemed in keeping with the musing hush that lay
upon nature. The villagers began to gather, loitering a moment in the vestibule to converse in whispers about the
sad event. But there was no whispering in the house; only the funereal rustling of dresses as the women gathered
to their seats, disturbed the silence there. None could remember when the little church had been so full before.
There was finally a waiting pause, an expectant dumbness, and then Aunt Polly entered, followed by Sid and
Mary, and they by the Harper family, all in deep black, and the whole congregation, the old minister as well, rose
reverently and stood, until the mourners were seated in the front pew. There was another communing silence,
broken at intervals by muffled sobs, and then the minister spread his hands abroad and prayed. A moving hymn
was sung, and the text followed:
“I am the resurrection and the life.”
As the service proceeded, the clergyman drew such pictures of the graces, the winning ways and the rare
promise of the lost lads, that every soul there, thinking he recognized these pictures, felt a pang in remembering
that he had persistently blinded himself to them, always before, and had as persistently seen only faults and flaws
in the poor boys. The minister related many a touching incident in the lives of the departed, too, which illustrated
their sweet, generous natures, and the people could easily see, now, how noble and beautiful those episodes were,
and remembered with grief that at the time they occurred they had seemed rank rascalities, well deserving of the
cowhide. The congregation became more and more moved, as the pathetic tale went on, till at last the whole
company broke down and joined the weeping mourners in a chorus of anguished sobs, the preacher himself giving
way to his feelings, and crying in the pulpit.
There was a rustle in the gallery, which nobody noticed; a moment later the church door creaked; the minister
raised his streaming eyes above his handkerchief, and stood transfixed! First one and then another pair of eyes
followed the minister’s, and then almost with one impulse the congregation rose and stared while the three dead
boys came marching up the aisle, Tom in the lead, Joe next, and Huck, a ruin of drooping rags, sneaking
sheepishly in the rear! They had been hid in the unused gallery listening to their own funeral sermon!
Aunt Polly, Mary and the Harpers threw themselves upon their restored ones, smothered them with kisses and
poured out thanksgivings, while poor Huck stood abashed and uncomfortable, not knowing exactly what to do or
where to hide from so many unwelcoming eyes. He wavered, and started to slink away, but Tom seized him arid
said:
“Aunt Polly, it ain’t fair. Somebody’s got to be glad to see Huck.”
“And so they shall. I’m glad to see him, poor motherless thing!”
And the loving attentions Aunt Polly lavished upon him were the one thing capable of making him more
uncomfortable than he was before.
Suddenly the minister shouted at the top of his voice:
“Praise God from whom all blessings flow—SING!—and put your hearts in it!”
And they did. Old Hundred swelled up with a triumphant burst, and while it shook the rafters Tom Sawyer the
Pirate looked around upon the envying juveniles about him and confessed in his heart that this was the proudest
moment of his life.
As the “sold” congregation trooped out they said they would almost be willing to be made ridiculous again to
hear Old Hundred sung like that once more.
Tom got more cuffs and kisses that day—according to Aunt Poly’s varying moods—than he had earned before
in a year; and he hardly knew which expressed the most gratefulness to God and affection for himself.
18
That was Tom’s great secret—the scheme to return home with his brother pirates and attend their own funerals.
They had paddled over to the Missouri shore on a log, at dusk on Saturday, landing five or six miles below the
village; they had slept in the woods at the edge of town till nearly daylight, and had then crept through back lanes
and alleys and finished their sleep in the gallery of the church among a chaos of invalided benches.
At breakfast, Monday morning, Aunt Polly and Mary were very loving to Tom, and very attentive to his wants.
There was an unusual amount of talk. In the course of it Aunt Polly said;
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“Well, I don’t say it wasn’t a fine joke, Tom, to keep everybody suffering ’most a week so you boys had a good
time, but it is a pity you could be so hard-hearted as to let me suffer so. If you could come over on a log to go to
your funeral, you could have come over and give me a hint some way that you warn’t dead, but only run off.”
“Yes, you could have done that, Tom,” said Mary; “and I believe you would if you had thought of it.”
“Would you Tom?” said Aunt Polly, her face lighting wistfully. “Say, now, would you, if you’d thought of it?”
“I—well I don’t know. ’Twould a spoiled everything.”
“Tom, I hoped you loved me that much,” said Aunt Polly, with a grieved tone that discomforted the boy. “It
would been something if you’d cared enough to think of it, even if you didn’t do it.”
“Now auntie, that ain’t any harm,” pleaded Mary; “it’s only Tom’s giddy way—he is always in such a rush that
he never thinks of anything.”
“More’s the pity. Sid would have thought. And Sid would have come and done it, too. Tom, you’ll look back,
some day, when it’s too late, and wish you’d cared a little more for me when it would have cost you so little.”
“Now auntie, you know I do care for you,” said Tom.
“I’d know it better if you acted more like it.”
“I wish now I’d thought,” said Tom, with a repentant tone; “but I dreamed about you anyway. That’s
something, ain’t it?”
“It ain’t much—a cat does that much—but it’s better than nothing. What did you dream?”
“Why Wednesday night I dreamt that you was sitting over there by the bed, and Sid was sitting by the woodbox, and Mary next to him.”
“Well, so we did. So we always do. I’m glad your dreams could take even that much trouble about us.”
“And I dreamt that Joe Harper’s mother was here.”
“Why, she was here! Did you dream any more?”
“O, lots. But it’s so dim, now.”
“Well, try to recollect—can’t you?”
“Somehow it seems to me that the wind—the wind blowed the-the—“
“Try harder, Tom! The wind did blow something. Come!” Tom pressed his fingers on his forehead an anxious
minute, and then said:
“I’ve got it now! I’ve got it now! It blowed the candle!”
“Mercy on us! Go on, Tom—go on!”
“And it seems to me that you said, ‘Why I believe that that door—’”
“Go on, Tom!”
“Just let me study a moment—just a moment. Oh, yes—you said you believed the door was open.”
“As I’m a-sitting here, I did! Didn’t I, Mary? Go on!”
“And then—and then—well I won’t be certain, but it seems like as if you made Sid go and-and—“
“Well? Well? What did I make him do, Tom? What did I make him do?”
“You made him—you—you made him shut it.”
“Well for the land’s sake! I never heard the beat of that in all my days! Don’t tell me there ain’t anything in
dreams any more. Sereny Harper shall know of this before I’m an hour older. I’d like to see her get around this
with her rubbage ’bout superstition. Go on, Tom!”
“Oh, it’s all getting just as bright as day, now. Next you said I warn’t bad, only mischeevous and harumscarum, and not any more responsible than—than—I think it was a colt, or something.”
“And so it was! Well, goodness gracious! Go on, Tom!”
“And then you began to cry.”
“So I did. So I did. Not the first time, neither. And then—”
“Then Mrs. Harper she began to cry, and said Joe was just the same and she wished she hadn’t whipped him
for taking cream when she’d throwed it out her own self—”
“Tom! The sperrit was upon you! You was a-prophecying—that’s what you was doing! Land alive, go on,
Tom!”
“Then Sid he said—he said—”
“I don’t think I said anything,” said Sid.
“Yes you did, Sid,” said Mary.
“Shut your heads and let Tom go on! What did he say, Tom?”
“He said—I think he said he hoped I was better off where I was gone to, but if I’d been better sometimes—”
“There, d’you hear that! It was his very words!”
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“And you shut him up sharp.”
“I lay 1 did! There must a been an angel there. There was an angel there, somewheres!”
“And Mrs. Harper told about Joe scaring her with a firecracker and you told about Peter and the Pain-Killer—”
“Just as true as I live!”
“And then there was a whole lot of talk ’bout dragging the river for us, and ’bout having the funeral Sunday,
and then you and old Miss Harper hugged and cried, and she went.”
“It happened just so! It happened just so, as sure as I’m a-sitting in these very tracks. Tom you couldn’t told it
more like, if you’d a seen it! And then what? Go on, Tom?”
“Then I thought you prayed for me—and I could see you and hear every word you said. And you went to bed,
and I was so sorry that I took and wrote on a piece of sycamore bark, ‘We ain’t dead—we are only off being
pirates,’ and put it on the table by the candle; and then you looked so good, laying there asleep, that I thought I
went and leaned over and kissed you on the lips.”
“Did you, Tom, did you! I just forgive you everything for that!” And she seized the boy in a crushing embrace
that made him feel like the guiltiest of villains.
“It was very kind, even though it was only a—dream,” Sid soliloquized just audibly.
“Shut up, Sid! A body does just the same in a dream as he’d do if he was awake. Here’s a big Milum apple I’ve
been saving for you Tom, if you was ever found again—now go’long to school. I’m thankful to the good God and
Father of us all I’ve got you back, that’s long-suffering and merciful to them that believe on Him and keep His
word, though goodness knows ‘'m unworthy of it, but if only the worthy ones got His blessings and had His hand
to help them over the rough places, there’s few enough would smile here or ever enter into His rest when the long
night comes. Go’long Sid, Mary, Tom—take yourselves off—you’ve hendered me long enough.”
The children left for school, and the old lady to call on Mrs. Harper and vanquish her realism with Tom’s
marvelous dream. Sid had better judgment than to utter the thought that was in his mind as he left the house. It
was this:
“Pretty thin—as long a dream as that, without any mistakes in it!”
What a hero Tom was become, now! He did not go skipping and prancing, but moved with a dignified swagger
as became a pirate who felt that the public eye was on him. And indeed it was; he tried not to seem to see the
looks or hear the remarks as he passed along, but they were food and drink to him. Smaller boys than himself
flocked at his heels, as proud to be seen with him and tolerated by him as if he had been the drummer at the head
of a procession or the elephant leading a menagerie into town. Boys of his own size pretended not to know he had
been away at all; but they were consuming with envy, nevertheless. They would have given anything to have that
swarthy sun-tanned skin of his, and his glittering notoriety; and Tom would not have parted with either for a
circus.
At school the children made so much of him and of Joe, and delivered such eloquent admiration from their
eyes, that the two heroes were not long in becoming insufferably “stuck-up.” They began to tell their adventures
to hungry listeners—but they only began; it was not a thing likely to have an end, with imaginations like theirs to
furnish material. And finally, when they got out their pipes and went serenely puffing around, the very summit of
glory was reached.
Tom decided that he could be independent of Becky Thatcher now. Glory was sufficient. He would live for
glory. Now that he was distinguished, maybe she would be wanting to “make up.” Well, let her—she should see
that he could be as indifferent as some other people.
Presently she arrived. Tom pretended not to see her. He moved away and joined a group of boys and girls and
began to talk. Soon he observed that she was tripping gaily back and forth with flushed face and dancing eyes,
pretending to be busy chasing schoolmates, and screaming with laughter when she made a capture; but he noticed
that she always made her captures in his vicinity, and that she seemed to cast a conscious eye in his direction at
such times, too. It gratified all the vicious vanity that was in him; and so, instead of winning him it only “set him
up” the more and made him the more diligent to avoid betraying that he knew she was about.
Presently she gave over skylarking, and moved irresolutely about, sighing once or twice and glancing furtively
and wistfully toward Tom. Then she observed that now Tom was talking more particularly to Amy Lawrence than
to anyone else. She felt a sharp pang and grew disturbed and uneasy at once. She tried to go away, but her feet
were treacherous, and carried her to the group instead. She said to a girl almost at Tom’s elbow—with sham
vivacity:
“Why Mary Austin! you bad girl, why didn’t you come to Sunday-school?”
“I did come—didn’t you see me?”
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“Why no! Did you? Where did you sit?”
“I was in Miss Peters’s class, where I always go. I saw you.”
“Did you? Why it’s funny I didn’t see you. I wanted to tell you about the picnic.”
“O, that’s jolly. Who’s going to give it?”
“My ma’s going to let me have one.”
“O, goody; I hope she’ll let me come.”
“Well she will. The picnic’s for me. She’ll let anybody come that I want, and I want you.”
“That’s ever; so nice. When is it going to be?”
“By and by. Maybe about vacation.”
“O, won’t it be fun! You going to have all the girls and boys?”
“Yes, every one that’s friends to me—or wants to be,” and she glanced ever so furtively at Tom, but he talked
right along to Amy Lawrence about the terrible storm on the island, and how the lightning tore the great sycamore
tree “all to flinders” while he was “standing within three feet of it.”
“O, may I come?” said Gracie Miller.
“Yes.”
“And me?” said Sally Rogers.
“Yes.”
“And me, too?” said Susy Harper. “And Joe?”
“Yes.”
And so on, with clapping of joyful hands till all the group had begged for invitations but Tom and Amy.
Then Tom turned coolly away, still talking, and took Amy with him.
Becky’s lip trembled and the tears came to her eyes; she hid these signs with a forced gayety and went on
chattering, but the life had gone out of the picnic, now, and out of everything else; she got away as soon as she
could and hid herself and had what her sex call “a good cry.” Then she sat moody, with wounded pride till the bell
rang. She roused up, now, with a vindictive cast in her eye, and gave her plaited tails a shake and said she knew
what she’d do.
At recess Tom continued his flirtation with Amy with jubilant self-satisfaction. And he kept drifting about to
find Becky and lacerate her with the performance. At last he spied her, but there was a sudden falling of his
mercury. She was sitting cosily on a little bench behind the school-house looking at a picture book with Alfred
Temple—and so absorbed were they, and their heads so close together over the book that they did not seem to be
conscious of anything in the world beside.
Jealousy ran red hot through Tom’s veins. He began to hate himself for throwing away the chance Becky had
offered for a reconciliation. He called himself a fool, and all the hard names he could think of. He wanted to cry
with vexation. Amy chatted happily along, as they walked, for her heart was singing, but Tom’s tongue had lost its
function. He did not hear what Amy was saying, and whenever she paused expectantly he could only stammer an
awkward assent, which was as often misplaced as otherwise.
He kept drifting to the rear of the school-house, again and again, to sear his eyeballs with the hateful spectacle
there. He could not help it. And it maddened him to see, as he thought he saw, that Becky Thatcher never once
suspected that he was even in the land of the living. But she did see, nevertheless; and she knew she was winning
her fight, too, and was glad to see him suffer as she had suffered.
Amy’s happy prattle became intolerable. Tom hinted at things he had to attend to; things that must be done;
and time was fleeting. But in vain—the girl chirped on. Tom thought,
“O hang her, ain’t I ever going to get rid of her?”
At last he must be attending to those things; she said artlessly that she would be “around” when school let out.
And he hastened away, hating her for it.
“Any other boy!” Tom thought, grating his teeth. “Any boy in the whole town but that Saint Louis smarty that
thinks he dresses so fine and is aristocracy! O, all right, I licked you the first day you ever saw this town, mister,
and I’ll lick you again! You just wait till I catch you out! I’ll just take and—”
And he went through the motions of thrashing an imaginary boy—pummeling the air, and kicking and
gouging. “Oh, you do, do you? You holler ’nough, do you? Now, then, let that learn you!” And so the imaginary
flogging was I finished to his satisfaction.
Tom fled home at noon: His conscience could not endure any more of Amy’s grateful happiness, and his
jealousy could bear no more of the other distress. Becky resumed her picture-inspections with Alfred, but as the
minutes dragged along and no Tom came to suffer, her triumph began to cloud and she lost interest; gravity and
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absent-mindedness followed, and then melancholy; two or three times she pricked up her ear at a footstep, but it
was a false hope; no Tom came.
At last she grew entirely miserable and wished she hadn’t carried it so far. When poor Alfred, seeing that he
was losing her, he did not know how, and kept exclaiming, “O here’s a jolly one! look at this!”, she lost patience
at last, and said, “Oh, don’t bother me! I don’t care for them!” and burst into tears, and got up and walked away.
Alfred dropped alongside and was going to try to comfort her, but she said:
“Go away and leave me alone, can’t you! I hate you!”
So the boy halted, wondering what he could have done—for she had said she would look at pictures all
through the nooning—and she walked on, crying.
Then Alfred went musing into the deserted school-house. He was humiliated and angry. He easily guessed his
way to the truth—the girl had simply made a convenience of him to vent her spite upon Tom Sawyer.. He was far
from hating Tom the less when this thought occurred to him. He wished there was some way to get that boy into
trouble without much risk to himself. Tom’s spelling book fell under his eye. Here was his opportunity. He
gratefully opened to the lesson for the afternoon and poured ink upon the page.
Becky, glancing in at a window behind him at the moment, saw the act, and moved on, without discovering
herself. She started homeward, now, intending to find Tom and tell him; Tom would be thankful and their troubles
would be healed.
Before she was half way home, however, she had changed her mind. The thought of Tom’s treatment of her
when she was talking about her picnic came scorching back and filled her with shame. She resolved to let him get
whipped on the damaged spelling-book’s account, and to hate him forever, into the bargain.
19
Tom arrived at home in a dreary mood, and the first thing his aunt said to him showed him that he had brought
his sorrow to an unpromising market:
“Tom, I’ve a notion to skin you alive!”
“Auntie, what have I done?”
“Well, you’ve done enough. Here I go over to Sereny Harper, like an old softy, expecting I’m going to make
her believe all that rubbage about that dream, when lo and behold you she’d found out from Joe that you was over
here and heard all the talk we had that night. Tom I don’t know what is to become of a boy that will act like that.
It makes me feel so bad to think you could let me go to Sereny Harper and make such a fool of myself and never
say a word.”
This was a new aspect of the thing. His smartness of the morning had seemed to Tom a good joke before, and
very ingenious. It merely looked mean and shabby now. He hung his head and could not think of anything to say
for a moment. Then he said:
“Auntie, I wish I hadn’t done it—but I didn’t think.”
“O, child you never think. You never think of anything but your own selfishness. You could think to come all
the way over here from Jackson’s Island in the night to laugh at our troubles, and you could think to fool me with
a lie about a dream; but you couldn’t ever think to pity us and save us from sorrow.”
“Auntie, I know now it was mean, but I didn’t mean to be mean. I didn’t, honest. And besides I didn’t come
over here to laugh at you that night.”
“What did you come for, then?”
“It was to tell you not to be uneasy about us, because we hadn’t got drowned.”
“Tom, Tom, I would be the thankfullest soul in this world if I could believe you ever had as good a thought as
that, but you know you never did—and I know it, Tom.”
“Indeed and ’deed I did, auntie—I wish I may never stir if I didn’”
“O, Tom, don’t lie—don’t do it. It only makes things a hundred times worse.”
“It ain’t a lie, auntie, it’s the truth. I wanted to keep you from grieving—that was all that made me come.”
“I’d give the whole world to believe that—it would cover up a power of sins Tom. I’d ’most be glad you’d run
off and acted so bad. But it ain’t reasonable; because, why didn’t you tell me, child?”
“Why, you see, auntie, when you got to talking about the funeral, I just got all full of the idea of our coming
and hiding in the church, and I couldn’t somehow bear to spoil it. So I just put the bark back in my pocket and
kept mum.”
“What bark?”
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“The bark I had wrote on to tell you we’d gone pirating. I wish, now, you’d waked up when I kissed you—I
do, honest.”
The hard lines in his aunt's face relaxed and a sudden tenderness dawned in her eyes.
“Did you kiss me, Tom?”
“Why, yes I did.”
“Are you sure you did, Tom?”
“Why, yes I did, auntie—certain sure.”
“What did you kiss me for, Tom?”
“Because I loved you so, and you laid there moaning and I was so sorry.”
The words sounded like truth. The old lady could not hide a tremor in her voice when she said:
“Kiss me again, Tom!—and be off with you to school, now, and don’t bother me any more.”
The moment he was gone, she ran to a closet and got out the ruin of a jacket which Tom had gone pirating in.
Then she stopped, with it in her hand, and said to herself:
“No, I don’t dare. Poor boy, I reckon he’s lied about it—but it’s a blessed, blessed lie, there’s such comfort
come from it. I hope the Lord—I know the Lord will forgive him, because it was such goodheartedness in him to
tell it. But I don’t want to find out it’s a lie; I won’t look.”
She put the jacket away, and stood by musing a minute. Twice she put out her hand to take the garment again,
and twice she refrained. Once more she ventured, and this time she fortified herself with the thought:
“It’s a good lie—it’s a good lie—I won’t let it grieve me.”
So she sought the jacket pocket. A moment later she was reading Tom's piece of bark through flowing tears and
saying
“I could forgive the boy, now, if he’d committed a million sins!”
20
There was something about Aunt Polly’s manner, when she kissed Tom, that swept away his low spirits and
made him light-hearted and happy again. He started to school and had the luck of coming upon Becky Thatcher at
the head of Meadow Lane. His mood always determined his manner. Without a moment’s hesitation he ran to her
and said:
“I acted mighty mean today, Becky, and I’m so sorry. I won’t ever, ever do that way again, as long as ever I
live—please make up, won’t you?” The girl stopped and looked him scornfully in the face:
“I’ll thank you to keep yourself to yourself, Mr. Thomas Sawyer. I’ll never speak to you again.”
She tossed her head and passed on. Tom was so stunned that he had not even presence of mind enough to say
“Who cares, Miss Smarty?” until the right time to say it had gone by. So he said nothing. But he was in a fine
rage, nevertheless. He moped into the schoolyard wishing she were a boy, and imagining how he would trounce
her if she were. He presently encountered her and delivered a stinging remark as he passed. She hurled one in
return, and the angry breach was complete. It seemed to Becky, in her hot resentment, that she could hardly wait
for school to “take in,” she was so impatient to see Tom flogged for the injured spelling-book. If she had had any
lingering notion of exposing Alfred Temple, Tom’s offensive fling had driven it entirely away.
Poor girl, she did not know how fast she was nearing trouble herself.
The master, Mr. Dobbins, had reached middle age with an unsatisfied ambition. The darling of his desires was,
to be a doctor, but poverty had decreed that he should be nothing higher than a village schoolmaster. Every day he
took a mysterious book out of his desk and absorbed himself in it at times when no classes were reciting. He kept
that book under lock and key. There was not an urchin in school but was perishing to have a glimpse of it, but the
chance never came. Every boy and girl had a theory about the nature of that book; but no two theories were alike,
and there was no way of getting at the facts in the case.
Now, as Becky was passing by the desk, which stood near the door, she noticed that the key was in the lock! It
was a precious moment. She glanced around; found herself alone, and the next instant she had the book in her
hands. The title-page—Professor somebody’s “Anatomy”—carried no information to her mind; so she began to
turn the leaves. She came at once upon a handsomely engraved and colored frontispiece—a human figure, stark
naked. At that moment a shadow fell on the page and Tom Sawyer stepped in at the door, and caught a glimpse of
the picture. Becky snatched at the book to close it, and had the hard luck to tear the pictured page half down the
middle. She thrust the volume into the desk, turned the key, and burst out crying with shame and vexation:
“Tom Sawyer, you are just as mean as you can be, to sneak up on a person and look at what they’re looking
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at.”
“How could I know you was looking at anything?”
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself Tom Sawyer; you know you’re going to tell on me, and O, what shall I
do, what shall I do! I’ll be whipped, and I never was whipped in school.” Then she stamped her little foot and
said:
“Be so mean if you want to! I know something that’s going to happen. You just wait and you’ll see! Hateful,
hateful, hateful!”—and she flung out of the house with a new explosion of crying.
Tom stood still, rather flustered by this onslaught. Presently he said to himself:
“What a curious kind of a fool a girl is. Never been licked in school! Shucks, what’s a licking! That's just like a
girl—they’re so thin-skinned and chicken-hearted. Well, of course I ain’t going to tell old Dobbins on this little
fool, because there’s other ways of getting even on her, that ain’t so mean; but what of it? Old Dobbins will ask
who it was tore his book. Nobody’ll answer. Then he’ll do just the way he always does—ask first one and then
t’other, and when he comes to the right girl he’ll know it, without any telling. Girls’ faces always tell on them.
They ain’t got any backbone. She’ll get licked. Well, it’s a kind of a tight place for Becky Thatcher, because there
ain’t any way out of it.” Tom conned the thing a moment longer, and then added:
“All right, though; she’d like to see me in just such a fix—let her sweat it out!”
Tom joined the mob of skylarking scholars outside. In a few moments the master arrived and school “took in.”
Tom did not feel a strong interest in his studies. Every time he stole a glance at the girls’ side of the room Becky’s
face troubled him. Considering all things, he did not want to pity her, and yet it was all he could do to help it. He
could get up no exultation that was really worthy the name. Presently the spelling-book discovery was made, and
Tom’s mind was entirely full of his own matters for a while after that. Becky roused up from her lethargy of
distress and showed good interest in the proceedings. She did not expect that Tom could get out of his trouble by
denying that he spilt the ink on the book himself; and she was right. The denial only seemed to make the thing
worse for Tom. Becky supposed she would be glad of that, and she tried to believe she was glad of it, but she
found she was not certain. When the worst came to the worst, she had an impulse to get up and tell on Alfred
Temple, but she made an effort and forced herself to keep still—because, said she to herself,
“He’ll tell about me tearing the picture, sure—I wouldn’t say a word, not to save his life!”
Tom took his whipping and went back to his seat not at all broken-hearted, for he thought it was possible that
he had unknowingly upset the ink on the spelling-book himself, in some skylarking bout—he had denied it for
form’s sake and because it was custom, and had stuck to the denial from principle.
A whole hour drifted by; the master sat nodding in his throne, the air was drowsy with the hum of study. By
and by, Mr. Dobbins straightened himself up, yawned, then unlocked his desk, and reached for his book, but
seemed undecided whether to take it out or leave it. Most of the pupils glanced up languidly, but there were two
among them that watched his movements with intent eyes. Mr. Dobbins fingered his book absently for a while,
then took it out and settled himself in his chair to read! Tom shot a glance at Becky. He had seen a hunted and
helpless rabbit look as she did, with a gun leveled at its head. Instantly he forgot his quarrel with her. Quick—
something must be done!—done in a flash, too! But the very imminence of the emergency paralyzed his
invention. Good!—he had an inspiration! He would run and snatch the book, spring through the door and fly! But
his resolution shook for one little instant, and the chance was lost—the master opened the volume. If Tom only
had the wasted opportunity back again! Too late; there was no help for Becky now, he said. The next moment the
master faced the school. Every eye sunk under his gaze. There was that in it which smote even the innocent with
fear. There was silence while one might count ten; the master was gathering his wrath. Then he spoke:
“Who tore this book?”
There was not a sound. One could have heard a pin drop. The stillness continued; the master searched face
after face for signs of guilt.
“Benjamin Rogers, did you tear this book?” A denial. Another pause.
“Joseph Harper, did you?” Another denial.
Tom’s uneasiness grew more and more intense under the slow torture of these proceedings. The master
scanned the ranks of boys—considered a while, then turned to the girls:
“Amy Lawrence?” A shake of the head.
“Gracie Miller?” The same sign.
“Susan Harper, did you do this?” Another negative. The next girl was Becky Thatcher. Tom was trembling
from head to foot with excitement and a sense of the hopelessness of the situation.
“Rebecca Thatcher,”—Tom glanced at her face—it was white with terror—“did you tear—no, look me in the
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face"—[her hands rose in appeal]—“did you tear this book?”
A thought shot like lightning through Tom's brain. He sprang to his feet and shouted:
“I done it!”
The school stared in perplexity at this incredible folly. Tom stood a moment, to gather his dismembered
faculties; and when he stepped forward to go to his punishment the surprise, the gratitude, the adoration that
shone upon him out of poor Becky's eyes seemed pay enough for a hundred floggings. Inspired by the splendor of
his own act, he took without an outcry the most merciless flaying that even Mr. Dobbins had ever administered;
and also received with indifference the added cruelty of a command to remain two hours after school should be
dismissed—for he knew who would wait for him outside till his captivity was done, and not count the tedious
time as loss, either.
Tom went to bed that night planning vengeance against Alfred Temple; for with shame and repentance Becky
had told him all, not forgetting her own treachery; but even the longing for vengeance had to give way, soon, to
pleasanter musings, and he fell asleep at last with Becky’s latest words lingering dreamily in his ear:
“Tom, how could you be so noble!”
21
Vacation was approaching. The schoolmaster, always severe, grew severer and more exacting than ever, for he
wanted the school to make a good showing on “Examination” day. His rod and his ferule were seldom idle now—
at least among the smaller pupils. Only the biggest boys, and young ladies of eighteen and twenty escaped
lashing. Mr. Dobbins’s lashings were very vigorous ones, too; for although he carried; under his wig, a perfectly
bald and shiny head, he had only reached middle age and there was no sign of feebleness in his muscle.
As the great day approached, all the tyranny that was in him came to the surface; he seemed to take a
vindictive pleasure in punishing the least shortcomings. The consequence was, that the smaller boys spent their
days in terror and suffering and their nights in plotting revenge. They threw away no opportunity to do the master
a mischief. But he kept ahead all the time. The retribution that followed every vengeful success was so sweeping
and majestic that the boys always retired from the field badly worsted.
At last they conspired together and hit upon a plan that promised a dazzling victory. They swore-in the signpainter’s boy, told him the scheme, and asked his help. He had his own reasons for being delighted, for the master
boarded in his father’s family and had given the boy ample cause to hate him. The master’s wife would go on a
visit to the country in a few days, and there would be nothing to interfere with the plan; the master always
prepared himself for great occasions by getting pretty well fuddled, and the sign-painter’s boy said that when the
dominie had reached the proper condition on Examination Evening he would “manage the thing” while he napped
in his chair; then he would have him awakened at the right time and hurried away to school.
In the fullness of time the interesting occasion arrived. At eight in the evening the schoolhouse was brilliantly
lighted, and adorned with wreaths and festoons of foliage and flowers. The master sat throned in his great chair
upon a raised platform, with his blackboard behind him. He was looking tolerably mellow. Three rows of benches
on each side and six rows in front of him were occupied by the dignitaries of the town and by the parents of the
pupils.
To his left, back of the rows of citizens, was a spacious temporary platform upon which were seated the
scholars who were to take part in the exercises of the evening; rows of small boys, washed and dressed to an
intolerable state of discomfort; rows of gawky big boys; snow-banks of girls and young ladies clad in lawn and
muslin and conspicuously conscious of their bare arms, their grandmothers’ ancient trinkets, their bits of pink and
blue ribbon and the flowers in their hair. All the rest of the house was filled with non-participating scholars.
The exercises began. A very little boy stood up and sheepishly recited, “You’d scarce expect one of my age to
speak in public on the stage, etc.”\fn{ From the poem Lines Written for a School Declamation by the American David Everett
(1769-1813)}—accompanying himself with the painfully exact and spasmodic gestures which a machine might have
used—supposing the machine to be a trifle out of order. But he got through safely, though cruelly scared, and got
a fine round of applause when he made his manufactured bow and retired.
A little shame-faced girl lisped “Mary had a little lamb, etc.,”\fn{ by the American poetess Sarah Josepha Hale (17881879), born in New Hampshire} performed a compassion-inspiring curtsy, got her meed of applause, and sat down
flushed and happy.
Tom Sawyer stepped forward with conceited confidence and soared into the unquenchable and indestructible
“Give me liberty or give me death” speech,\fn{ Made by the Virginian Patrick Henry (1736-1799) in 1775} with fine fury
and frantic gesticulation, and broke down in the middle of it. A ghastly stage-fright seized him, his legs quaked
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under him and he was like to choke. True, he had the manifest sympathy of the house—but he had the house’s
silence, too, which was even worse than its sympathy. The master frowned, and this completed the disaster. Tom
struggled a while and then retired, utterly defeated. There was a weak attempt at applause, but it died early.
“The Boy Stood on the Burning Deck” followed;\fn{ From the poem Casabianca by the English poetess Felicia Dorothea
Hemans (1793-1835), of Liverpool} also “The Assyrian Came Down,”\fn{ From the poem The Destruction of Sennacherib by the
English poet George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824), of Dover } and other declamatory gems. Then there were reading
exercises, and a spelling fight. The meager Latin class recited with honor. The prime feature of the evening was in
order, now—original “compositions” by the young ladies. Each in her turn stepped forward to the edge of the
platform, cleared her throat, held up her manuscript (tied with dainty ribbon), and proceeded to read, with labored
attention to “expression” and punctuation.
The themes were the same that had been illuminated upon similar occasions by their mothers before them,
their grandmothers, and doubtless all their ancestors in the female line clear back to the Crusades. “Friendship”
was one; “Memories of Other Days;” “Religion in History;” “Dream Land;” “The Advantages of Culture;”
“Forms of Political Government Compared and Contrasted;” “Melancholy;” “Filial Love;” “Heart Longings, etc.,
etc. A prevalent feature in these compositions was a nursed and petted melancholy; another was a wasteful and
opulent gush of “fine language;” another was a tendency to lug in by the ears particularly prized words and
phrases until they were worn entirely out; and a peculiarity that conspicuously marked and marred them was the
inveterate and intolerable sermon that wagged its crippled tail at the end of each and every one of them. No matter
what the subject might be, a brain-racking effort was made to squirm it into some aspect or other that the moral
and religious mind could contemplate with edification.
The glaring insincerity of these sermons was not sufficient to compass the banishment of the fashion from the
schools, and it is not sufficient today;\fn{ Tom Sawyer was first published in 1876:H } it never will be sufficient while the
world stands, perhaps. There is no school in all our land where the young ladies do not feel obliged to close their
compositions with a sermon; and you will find that the sermon of the most frivolous and least religious girl in the
school is always the longest and the most relentlessly pious.
But enough of this. Homely truth is unpalatable. Let us return to the “Examination.”
The first composition that was read was one entitled “Is this, then, Life?” Perhaps the reader can endure an
extract from it:
In the common walks of life, with what delightful emotions does the youthful mind look forward to some
anticipated scene of festivity! Imagination is busy sketching rose-tinted pictures of joy. In fancy, the voluptuous votary
of fashion sees herself amid the festive throng, “the observed of all observers.” Her graceful form, arrayed in snowy
robes, is whirling through the mazes of the joyous dance; her eye is brightest, her step is lightest in the gay assembly.
In such delicious fancies time quickly glides by, and the welcome hour arrives for her entrance into the elysian
world, of which she has had such bright dreams. How fairy-like does every thing appear to her enchanted vision! each
new scene is more charming than the last. But after a while she finds that beneath this goodly exterior, all is vanity: the
flattery which once charmed her soul, now grates harshly upon her ear; the ball-room has lost its charms; and with
wasted health and embittered heart, she turns away with the conviction that earthly pleasures cannot satisfy the
longings of the soul!

And so forth and so on. There was a buzz of gratification from time to time during the reading, accompanied
by whispered ejaculations of “How sweet!” “How eloquent!” “So true!” etc., and after the thing had closed with a
peculiarly afflicting sermon the applause was enthusiastic.
Then arose a slim, melancholy girl, whose face had the “interesting” paleness that comes of pills and
indigestion, and read a “poem.” Two stanzas of it will do:
A Missouri Maiden’s Farewell to Alabama
Alabama, good-bye! I love thee well!
But yet for awhile do I leave thee now!
Sad, yes, sad thoughts of thee my heart doth swell,
And burning recollections throng my brow!
For I have wandered through thy flowery woods;
Have roamed and read near Tallapoosa’s stream;
Have listened to Tallassee’s warring floods,
And wooed on Coosa’s side Aurora’s beam.
Yet shame I not to bear an o’er-full heart,
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Nor blush to turn behind my tearful eyes;
’Tis from no stranger land I now must part,
’Tis to no strangers left I yield these sighs.
Welcome and home were mine within this State,
Whose vales I leave—whose spires fade fast from me;
And cold must be mine eyes, and heart, and tête,\fn{Head}
When, dear Alabama! they turn cold on thee!

There were very few there who knew what tête meant, but the poem was very satisfactory, nevertheless.
Next appeared a dark complexioned, black eyed, black haired young lady, who paused an impressive moment,
assumed a tragic expression and began to read in a measured, solemn tone:
A Vision
Dark and tempestuous was night. Around the throne on high not a single star quivered; but the deep intonations of
the heavy thunder constantly vibrated upon the ear; whilst the terrific lightning reveled in angry mood through the
cloudy chambers of heaven, seeming to scorn the power exerted over its terror by the illustrious Franklin! Even the
boisterous winds unanimously came forth from their mystic homes, and blustered about as if to enhance by their aid the
wildness of the scene.
At such a time, so dark, so dreary, for human sympathy my very spirit sighed; but instead thereof,
“My dearest friend, my counselor, my comforter and guide—
My joy in grief, my second bliss in joy,” came to my side.

She moved like one of those bright beings pictured in the sunny walks of fancy’s Eden by the romantic and young, a
queen of beauty unadorned save by her own transcendent loveliness. So soft was her step, it failed to make even a
sound, and but for the magical thrill imparted by her genial touch, as other unobtrusive beauties, she would have glided
away unperceived—unsought. A strange sadness rested upon her features, like icy tears upon the robe of December, as
she pointed to the contending elements without, and bade me contemplate the two beings presented.

This nightmare occupied some ten pages of manuscript and wound up with a sermon so destructive of all hope
to non-Presbyterians that it took the first prize. This composition was considered to be the very finest effort of the
evening. The mayor of the village, in delivering the prize to the author of it, made a warm speech in which he said
that it was by far the most “eloquent” thing he had ever listened to, and that Daniel Webster himself might well be
proud of it.
It may be remarked, in passing, that the number of compositions in which the word “beauteous” was overfondled, and human experience referred to as “life’s page,” was up to the usual average.\fn{ A note reads: The
pretended “compositions” quoted in this chapter are taken without alteration from a volume entitled Prose and Poetry, by a Western Lady
—but they are exactly and precisely after the school-girl pattern and hence are much happier than any mere imitations could be . It appears
to be impossible now to discover anything more about this source:H}

Now the master, mellow almost to the verge of geniality, put his chair aside, turned his back to the audience,
and began to draw a map of America on the blackboard, to exercise the geography class upon. But he made a sad
business of it with his unsteady hand, and a smothered titter rippled over the house. He knew what the matter was,
and set himself to right it. He sponged out lines and re-made them; but he only distorted them more than ever, and
the tittering was more pronounced. He threw his entire attention upon his work, now, as if determined not to be
put down by the mirth.
He felt that all eyes were fastened upon him; he imagined he was succeeding, and yet the tittering continued; it
even manifestly increased. And well it might. There was a garret above, pierced with a scuttle over his head; down
through this scuttle came a cat, suspended around the haunches by a string; she had a rag tied about her head and
jaws to keep her from mewing; as she slowly descended she curved upward and clawed at the string, she swung
downward and clawed at the intangible air. The tittering rose higher and higher-the cat was within six inches of
the absorbed teacher’s head—down, down, a little lower, and she grabbed his wig with her desperate claws, clung
to it and was snatched up into the garret in an instant with her trophy still in her possession!
And how the light did blaze abroad from the master’s bald pate—for the sign-painter’s boy had gilded it!
That broke up the meeting. The boys were avenged. Vacation had come.
22
Tom joined the new order of Cadets of Temperance, being attracted by the showy character of their “regalia.”
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He promised to abstain from smoking, chewing and profanity as long as he remained a member. Now he found
out a new thing—namely, that to promise not to do a thing is the surest way in the world to make a body want to
go and do that very thing. Tom soon found himself tormented with a desire to drink and swear; the desire grew to
be so intense that nothing but the hope of a chance to display himself in his red sash kept him from withdrawing
from the order.
Fourth of July was coming; but he soon gave that up—gave it up before he had worn his shackles over fortyeight hours—and fixed his hopes upon old Judge Frazer, justice of the peace, who was apparently on his deathbed and would have a big public funeral, since he was so high an official. During three days Tom was deeply
concerned about the Judge’s condition and hungry for news of it. Sometimes his hopes ran high—so high that he
would venture to get out his regalia and practice before the looking-glass. But the Judge had a most discouraging
way of fluctuating. At last he was pronounced upon the mend—and then convalescent.
Tom was disgusted; and felt a sense of injury, too. He handed in his resignation at once—and that night the
Judge suffered a relapse and died.
Tom resolved that he would never trust a man like that again. The funeral was a fine thing. The Cadets paraded
in a style calculated to kill the late member with envy. Tom was a free boy again, however—there was something
in that. He could drink and swear, now—but found to his surprise that he did not want to. The simple fact that he
could, took the desire away, and the charm of it.
Tom presently wondered to find that his coveted vacation was beginning to hang a little heavily on his hands.
He attempted a diary—but nothing happened during three days, and so he abandoned it. The first of all the negro
minstrel shows came to town, and made a sensation. Tom and Joe Harper got up a band of performers and were
happy for two days.
Even the Glorious Fourth was in some sense a failure, for it rained hard, there was no procession in
consequence, and the greatest man in the world (as Tom supposed) Mr. Benton, an actual United States Senator,
proved an overwhelming disappointment—for he was not twenty-five feet high, nor even anywhere in the
neighborhood of it.\fn{Thomas Hart Benton (1782-1858), Senator from Missouri (1821-1851), the first Senator from Missouri and the
first Senator to serve five terms in the U. S. Senate; and a Democrat of the Jacksonian tradition:H }
A circus came. The boys played circus for three days afterward in tents made of rag carpeting—admission,
three pins for boys, two for girls—and then circusing was abandoned.
A phrenologist and a mesmerizer came—and went again and left the village duller and drearier than ever.
There were some boys-and-girls’ parties, but they were so few and so delightful that they only made the aching
voids between ache the harder. .
Becky Thatcher was gone to her Constantinople home to stay with her parents during vacation—so there was
no bright side to life anywhere.
The dreadful secret of the murder was a chronic misery. It was a very cancer for permanency and pain.
Then came the measles.
During two long weeks Tom lay a prisoner, dead to the world and its happenings. He was very ill, he was
interested in nothing. When he got upon his feet at last and moved feebly down town, a melancholy change had
come over everything and every creature. There had been a “revival,” and everybody had “got religion;” not only
the adults, but even the boys and girls. Tom went about, hoping against hope for the sight of one blessed sinful
face, but disappointment crossed him everywhere. He found Joe Harper studying a Testament, and turned sadly
away from the depressing spectacle. He sought Ben Rogers, and found him visiting the poor with a basket of
tracts. He hunted up Jim Hollis, who called his attention to the precious blessing of his late measles as a warning.
Every boy he encountered added another ton to his depression; and when, in desperation, he flew for refuge at last
to the bosom of Huckleberry Finn and was received with a Scriptural quotation, his heart broke and he crept home
and to bed realizing that he alone of all the town was lost, forever and forever.
And that night there came on a terrific storm, with driving rain, awful claps of thunder and blinding sheets of
lightning. He covered his head with the bedclothes and waited in a horror of suspense for his doom; for he had not
the shadow of a doubt that all this hubbub was about him. He believed he had taxed the forbearance of the powers
above to the extremity of endurance and that this was the result. It might have seemed to him a waste of pomp and
ammunition to kill a bug with a battery of artillery, but there seemed nothing incongruous about the getting up
such an expensive thunderstorm as this to knock the turf from under an insect like himself.
By and by the tempest spent itself and died without accomplishing its object. The boy's first impulse was to be
grateful, and reform. His second was to wait—for there might not be any more storms.
The next day the doctors were back; Tom had relapsed.
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The three weeks he spent on his back this time seemed an entire age. When he got abroad at last he was hardly
grateful that he had been spared, remembering how lonely was his estate, how companionless and forlorn he was.
He drifted listlessly down the street and found Jim Hollis acting as judge in a juvenile court that was trying a cat
for murder, in the presence of her victim, a bird. He found Joe Harper and Huck Finn up an alley eating a stolen
melon. Poor lads! they—like Tom—had suffered a relapse.
23
At last the sleepy atmosphere was stirred—and vigorously: the murder trial came on in the court.
It became the absorbing topic of village talk immediately. Tom could not get away from it. Every reference to
the murder sent a shudder to his heart, for his troubled conscience and his fears almost persuaded him that these
remarks were put forth in his hearing as “feelers;” he did not see how he could be suspected of knowing anything
about the murder, but still he could not be comfortable in the midst of this gossip. It kept him in a cold shiver all
the time. He took Huck to a lonely place to have a talk with him. It would be some relief to unseal his tongue for a
little while; to divide his burden of distress with another sufferer. Moreover, he wanted to assure himself that
Huck had remained discreet.
“Huck, have you ever told anybody about—that?”
“’Bout what?”
“You know what.”
“Oh—’course I haven’t.”
“Never a word?”
“Never a solitry word, so help me. What makes you ask?”
“Well, I was afeard.”
“Why Tom Sawyer, we wouldn’t be alive two days if that got found out. You know that.”
Tom felt more comfortable. After a pause:
“Huck, they couldn’t anybody get you to tell, could they?”
“Get me to tell? Why if I wanted that half-breed devil to drownd me they could get me to tell. They ain’t no
different way.”
“Well, that’s all right, then. I reckon we’re safe as long as we keep mum. But let’s swear again, anyway. It’s
more surer.”
“I’m agreed.” So they swore again with dread solemnities.
“What is the talk around, Huck? I’ve heard a power of it.”
“Talk? Well, it’s just Muff Potter, Muff Potter, Muff Potter all the time. It keeps me in a sweat, constant, so’s I
want to hide som’ers.”
“That’s just the same way they go on round me. I reckon he’s a goner. Don’t you feel sorry for him,
sometimes?”
“Most always—most always. He ain’t no account; but then he hain’t ever done anything to hurt anybody. Just
fishes a little, to get money to get drunk on—and loafs around considerable; but lord we all do that—leastways
most of us,—preachers and such like. But he’s kind of good—he give me half a fish, once, when there warn’t
enough for two; and lots of times he’s kind of stood by me when I was out of luck.”
“Well, he’s mended kites for me, Huck, and knitted hooks on to my line. I wish we could get him out of there.”
“My! we couldn’t get him out Tom. And besides ’twouldn’t do any good; they’d ketch him again.”
“Yes—so they would. But I hate to hear ’em abuse him so like the dickens when he never done—that.”
“I do too, Tom. Lord, I hear ’em say he’s the bloodiest looking villain in this country, and they wonder he
wasn’t ever hung before.”
“Yes, they talk like that, all the time. I’ve heard ’em say that if he was to get free they’d lynch him.”
“And they’d do it, too.”
The boys had a long talk, but it brought them little comfort. As the twilight drew on, they found themselves
hanging about the neighborhood of the little isolated jail, perhaps with an undefined hope that something would
happen that might clear away their difficulties. But nothing happened; there seemed to be no angels or fairies
interested in this luckless captive.
The boys did as they had often done before—went to the cell grating and gave Potter some tobacco and
matches. He was on the ground floor and there were no guards.
His gratitude for their gifts had always smote their consciences before—it cut deeper than ever, this time. They
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felt cowardly and treacherous to the last degree when Potter said:
“You’ve been mighty good to me, boys—better’n anybody else in this town. And I don’t forget it, I don’t.
Often I says to myself, says I, ‘I used to mend all the boys’ kites and things, and show ’em where the good fishin’
places was, and befriend ’em what I could, and now they’ve all forgot old Muff when he’s in trouble; but Tom
don’t, and Huck don’t—they don’t forget him,’ says I, ‘and I don’t forget them.’ Well, boys, I done an awful thing
—drunk and crazy at the time—that's the only way I account for it—and now I got to swing for it, and it’s right.
Right, and best, too I reckon—hope so, anyway. Well, we won’t talk about that. I don’t want to make you feel bad;
you’ve befriended me. But what I want to say, is, don’t you ever get drunk—then you won’t ever get here. Stand a
little furder west—so—that’s it; it’s a prime comfort to see faces that’s friendly when a body’s in such a muck of
trouble,—and there don’t none come here but yourn. Good friendly faces—good friendly faces. Git up on one
another’s backs and let me touch ’em. That’s it. Shake hands—yourn’ll come through the bars, but mine’s too big.
Little hands, and weak—but they’ve helped Muff Potter a power, and they’d help him more if they could.”
Tom went home miserable, and his dreams that night were full of horrors.
The next day and the day after, he hung about the court room, drawn by an almost irresistible impulse to go in,
but forcing himself to stay out. Huck was having the same experience. They studiously avoided each other. Each
wandered away, from time to time, but the same dismal fascination always brought them back presently. Tom kept
his ears open when idlers sauntered out of the court room, but invariably heard distressing news—the toils were
closing more and more relentlessly around poor Potter. At the end of the second day the village talk was to the
effect that Injun Joe’s evidence stood firm and unshaken, and that there was not the slightest question as to what
the jury’s verdict would be.
Tom was out late, that night, and came to bed through the window. He was in a tremendous state of
excitement. It was hours before he got to sleep.
All the village flocked to the Court house the next morning, for this was to be the great day. Both sexes were
about equally represented in the packed audience. After a long wait the jury filed in and took their places; shortly
afterward, Potter, pale; and haggard, timid and hopeless, was brought in, with chains upon him, and seated where
all the curious eyes could stare at him; no less conspicuous was Injun Joe, stolid as ever.
There was another pause, and then the judge arrived and the sheriff proclaimed the opening of the court. The
usual whisperings among the lawyers and gathering together of papers followed. These details and accompanying
delays worked up an atmosphere of preparation that was as impressive as it was fascinating.
Now a witness was called who testified that he found Muff Potter washing in the brook, at an early hour of the
morning that the murder was discovered, and that he immediately sneaked away. After some further questioning,
counsel for the prosecution said:
“Take the witness.” The prisoner raised his eyes for a moment, but dropped them again when his own counsel
said:
“I have no questions to ask him.”
The next witness proved the finding of the knife near the corpse. Counsel for the prosecution said:
“Take the witness.”
“I have no questions to ask him,” Potter's lawyer replied. A third witness swore he had often seen the knife in
Potter’s possession.
“Take the witness.”
Counsel for Potter declined to question him. The faces of the audience began to betray annoyance. Did this
attorney mean to throw away his client’s life without an effort?
Several witnesses deposed concerning Potter’s guilty behavior when brought to the scene of the murder. They
were allowed to leave the stand without being cross-questioned.
Every detail of the damaging circumstances that occurred in the graveyard upon that morning which all present
remembered so well, was brought out by credible witnesses, but none of them were cross-examined by Potter’s
lawyer. The perplexity and dissatisfaction of the house expressed itself in murmurs and provoked a reproof from
the bench. Counsel for the prosecution now said:
“By the oaths of citizens whose simple word is above suspicion, we have fastened this awful crime beyond all
possibility of question, upon the unhappy prisoner at the bar. We rest our case here.”
A groan escaped from poor Potter, and he put his face in his hands and rocked his body softly to and fro, while
a painful silence reigned in the court room. Many men were moved, and many women’s compassion testified
itself in tears. Counsel for the defence rose and said:
“Your honor, in our remarks at the opening of this trial, we foreshadowed our purpose to prove that our client
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did this fearful deed while under the influence of a blind and irresponsible delirium produced by drink. We have
changed our mind. We shall not offer that plea.” [Then to the clerk]:
“Call Thomas Sawyer!”
A puzzled amazement awoke in every face in the house, not even excepting Potter’s. Every eye fastened itself
with wondering interest upon Tom as he rose and took his place upon the stand. The boy looked wild enough, for
he was badly scared. The oath was administered.
“Thomas Sawyer, where were you on the seventeenth of June, about the hour of midnight?”
Tom glanced at Injun Joe’s iron face and his tongue failed him. The audience listened breathless, but the words
refused to come. After a few moments, however, the boy got a little of his strength back, and managed to put
enough of it into his voice to make part of the house hear:
“In the graveyard!”
“A little bit louder, please. Don’t be afraid. You were—”
“In the graveyard.”
A contemptuous smile flitted across Injun Joe’s face.
“Were you anywhere near Horse Williams’s grave?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Speak up—just a trifle louder. How near were you?”
“Near as I am to you.”
“Were you hidden, or not?”
“I was hid.”
“Where?”
“Behind the elms that’s on the edge of the grave.”
Injun Joe gave a barely perceptible start.
“Anyone with you?”
“Yes, sir. I went there with—”
“Wait—wait a moment. Never mind mentioning your companion’s name. We will produce him at the proper
time. Did you carry anything there with you?”
Tom hesitated and looked confused.
“Speak out my boy—don’t be diffident. The truth is always respectable. What did you take there?”
“Only a-a-dead cat.”
There was a ripple of mirth, which the court checked.
“We will produce the skeleton of that cat. Now my boy, tell us everything that occurred—tell it in your own
way—don’t skip anything, and don’t be afraid.”
Tom began—hesitatingly at first, but as he warmed to his subject his words flowed more and more easily; in a
little while every sound ceased but his own voice; every eye fixed itself upon him; with parted lips and bated
breath the audience hung upon his words, taking no note of time, rapt in the ghastly fascinations of the tale. The
strain upon pent emotion reached its climax when the boy said
“—and as the doctor fetched the board around and Muff Potter fell, Injun Joe jumped with the knife and—”
Crash! quick as lightning the half-breed sprang for a window, tore his way through all opposers, and was gone!
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Tom was a glittering hero once more—the pet of the old, the envy of the young. His name even went into
immortal print, for the village paper magnified him. There were some that believed he would be President, yet, if
he escaped hanging.
As usual, the fickle, unreasoning world took Muff Potter to its bosom and fondled him as lavishly as it had
abused him before. But that sort of conduct is to the world’s credit; therefore it is not well to find fault with it.
Tom’s days were days of splendor and exultation to him, but his nights were seasons of horror. Injun Joe
infested all his dreams, and always with doom in his eye. Hardly any temptation could persuade the boy to stir
abroad after nightfall. Poor Huck was in the same state of wretchedness and terror, for Tom had told the whole
story to the lawyer the night before the great day of the trial, and Huck was sore afraid that his share in the
business might leak out, yet, notwithstanding Injun Joe’s flight had saved him the suffering of testifying in court.
The poor fellow had got the attorney to promise secrecy, but what of that? Since Tom’s harassed conscience had
managed to drive him to the lawyer’s house by night and wring a dread tale from lips that had been sealed with
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the dismalest and most formidable of oaths, Huck’s confidence in the human race was well nigh obliterated. Daily
Muff Potter’s gratitude made Tom glad he had spoken; but nightly he wished he had sealed up his tongue.
Half the time Tom was afraid Injun Joe would never be captured; the other half he was afraid he would be. He
felt sure he never could draw a safe breath again until that man was dead and he had seen the corpse.
Rewards had been offered, the country had been scoured, but no Injun Joe was found. One of those omniscient
and awe-inspiring marvels, a detective, came up from St. Louis, moused around, shook his head, looked wise, and
made that sort of astounding success which members of that craft usually achieve. That is to say, he “found a
clew.” But you can’t hang a “clew” for murder, and so after that detective had got through and gone home, Tom
felt just as insecure as he was before.
The slow days drifted on, and each left behind it a slightly lightened weight of apprehension.
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There comes a time in every rightly constructed boy’s life when he has a raging desire to go somewhere and
dig for hidden treasure. This desire suddenly came upon Tom one day. He sallied out to find Joe Harper, but failed
of success. Next he sought Ben Rogers; he had gone fishing. Presently he stumbled upon Huck Finn the RedHanded. Huck would answer. Tom took him to a private place and opened the matter to him confidentially. Huck
was willing, Huck was always willing to take a hand in any enterprise that offered entertainment and required no
capital, for he had a troublesome superabundance of that sort of time which is not money.
“Where’ll we dig?” said Huck.
“O, most anywhere.”
“Why, is it hid all around?”
“No indeed it ain’t. It's hid in mighty particular places, Huck—sometimes on islands, sometimes in rotten
chests under the end of a limb of an old dead tree, just where the shadow falls at midnight; but mostly under the
floor in ha’nted houses.”
“Who hides it?”
“Why robbers, of course—who’d you reckon? Sunday-school sup’rintendents?”
“I don’t know. If ’twas mine I wouldn’t hide it; I’d spend it and have a good time.”
“So would I. But robbers don’t do that way. They always hide it and leave it there.”
“Don’t they come after it any more?”
“No, they think they will, but they generally forget the marks, or else they die. Anyway it lays there a long time
and gets rusty; and by and by somebody finds an old yellow paper that tells how to find the marks—a paper that’s
got to be ciphered over about a week because it’s mostly signs and hy’rogliphics.”
“Hyro-which?”
“Hy’rogliphics—pictures and things, you know, that don’t seem to mean anything.”
“Have you got one of them papers, Tom?”
“No.”
“Well then, how you going to find the marks?”
“I don’t want\fn{I.e., need} any marks. They always bury it under a ha’nted house or on an island, or under a
dead tree that’s got one limb sticking out. Well, we’ve tried Jackson’s Island a little, and we can try it again some
time; and there’s the old ha’nted house up the Still-House branch, and there’s lots of dead-limb trees—dead loads
of ’em.”
“Is it under all of them?”
“How you talk! No!”
“Then how you going to know which one to go for?”
“Go for all of ’em!”
“Why Tom, it’ll take all summer.”
“Well, what of that? Suppose you find a brass pot with a hundred dollars in it, all rusty and gay, or a rotten
chest full of di’monds. How’s that?”
Huck’s eyes glowed.
“That’s bully. Plenty bully enough for me. Just you gimme the hundred dollars and I don’t want no di’monds.”
“All right. But I bet you I ain’t going to throw off on di’monds. somme of ’em’s worth twenty dollars apiece—
there ain’t any, hardly, but’s worth six bits or a dollar.”
“No! Is that so?”
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“Cert’nly—anybody’ll tell you so. Hain’t you ever seen one, Huck?”
“Not as I remember.”
“O, kings have slathers of them.”
“Well, I don’t know no kings, Tom.”
“I reckon you don’t. But if you was to go to Europe you’d see a raft of ’em hopping around.”
“Do they hop?”
“Hop?—your granny! No!”
“Well what did you say they did, for?”
“Shucks, I only meant you’d see ’em—not hopping, of course—what do they want to hop for?—but I mean
you’d just see ’em—scattered around, you know, in a kind of a general way. Like that old hump-backed Richard.”
“Richard? What’s his other name?”
“He didn’t have any other name. Kings don’t have any but a given name.”
“No?”
“But they don’t.”
“Well, if they like it, Tom, all right; but I don’t want to be a king and have only just a given name, like a
nigger. But say—where you going to dig first?”
“Well, I don’t know. S’pose we tackle that old dead-limb tree on the hill t’other side of Still-House branch?”
“I’m agreed.”
So they got a crippled pick and a shovel, and set out on their three-mile tramp. They arrived hot and panting,
and threw themselves down in the shade of a neighboring elm to rest and have a smoke. .
“I like this,” said Tom.
“So do I.”
“Say, Huck, if we find a treasure here, what you going to do with your share?”
“Well I’ll have pie and a glass of soda every day, and I’ll go to every circus that comes along. I bet I’ll have a
gay time.”
“Well ain’t you going to save any of it?”
“Save it? What for?”
“Why so as to have something to live on, by and by.”
“O, that ain’t any use. Pap would come back to thish-yer town some day and get his claws on it if I didn’t
hurry up, and I tell you he’d clean it out pretty quick. What you going to do with yourn, Tom?”
“I’m going to buy a new drum, and a sure-’nough sword, and a red neck-tie and a bull pup, and get married.”
“Married!”
“That’s it.”
“Tom, you—why you ain’t in your right mind.”
“Wait—you’ll see.”
“Well that’s the foolishest thing you could do, Tom. Look at pap and my mother. Fight? Why they used to fight
all the time. I remember, mighty well.”
“That ain’t anything. The girl I’m going to marry won’t fight.”
“Tom, I reckon they’re all alike. They’ll all comb a body. Now you better think ’bout this a while. I tell you
you better. What’s the name of the gal?”
“It ain’t a gal at all—it’s a girl.”
“It’s all the same, I reckon; some says gal, some says girl—both’s right, like enough. Anyway, what’s her
name, Tom?”
“I’ll tell you some time—not now.”
“All right—that’ll do. Only if you get married I’ll be more lonesomer than ever.”
“No you won’t. You’ll come and live with me. Now stir out of this and we’ll go to digging.”
They worked and sweated for half an hour. No result. They toiled another half hour. Still no result. Huck said:
“Do they always bury it as deep as this?”
“Sometimes—not always. Not generally. I reckon we haven’t got the right place.”
So they chose a new spot and began again. The labor dragged a little, but still they made progress. They
pegged away in silence for some time. Finally Huck leaned on his shovel, swabbed the beaded drops from his
brow with his sleeve, and said:
“Where you going to dig next, after we get this one?”
“I reckon maybe we’ll tackle the old tree that’s over yonder on Cardiff Hill back of the widow’s.”
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“I reckon that’ll be a good one. But won’t the widow take it away from us, Tom? It’s on her land.”
“She take it away! Maybe she’d like to try it once. Whoever finds one of these hid treasures, it belongs to him.
It don’t make any difference whose land it’s on.”
That was satisfactory. The work went on. By and by Huck said,
“Blame it, we must be in the wrong place again. What do you think?”
“It is mighty curious Huck. I don’t understand it. Sometimes witches interfere. I reckon maybe that’s what’s
the trouble now.”
“Shucks, witches ain’t got no power in the daytime.”
“Well, that’s so. I didn’t think of that. Oh, I know what the matter is! What a blamed lot of fools we are! You
got to find out where the shadow of the limb falls at midnight, and that’s where you dig!”
“Then consound it, we’ve fooled away all this work for nothing. Now hang it all, we got to come back in the
night. It’s an awful long way. Can you get out?”
“I bet I will. We’ve got to do it tonight, too, because if somebody sees these holes they’ll know in a minute
what’s here and they’ll go for it.”
“Well, I’ll come around and maow tonight.”
“All right. Let’s hide the tools in the bushes.”
The boys were there that night, about the appointed time. They sat in the shadow waiting. It was a lonely place,
and an hour made solemn by old traditions. Spirits whispered in the rustling leaves, ghosts lurked in the murky
nooks, the deep baying of a hound floated up out of the distance, an owl answered with his sepulchral note. The
boys were subdued by these solemnities, and talked little. By and by they judged that twelve had come; they
marked where the shadow fell, and began to dig.
Their hopes commenced to rise. Their interest grew stronger, and their industry kept pace with it. The hole
deepened and still deepened, but every time their hearts jumped to hear the pick strike upon something, they only
suffered a new disappointment. It was only a stone or a chunk. At last Tom said,
“It isn’t any use, Huck, we’re wrong again.”
“Well but we can’t be wrong. We spotted the shadder to a dot.”
“I know it, but then there’s another thing.”
“What’s that?”
“Why we only guessed at the time. Like enough it was too late or too early.” Huck dropped his shovel.
“That’s it,” said he. “That’s the very trouble. We got to give this one up. We can’t ever tell the right time, and
besides this kind of thing’s too awful, here this time of night with witches and ghosts a-fluttering around so. I feel
as if something’s behind me all the time; and I’m afeard to turn around, becuz maybe there’s others in front awaiting for a chance. I been creeping all over, ever since I got here.”
“Well, I’ve been pretty much so, too, Huck. They most always put in a dead man when they bury a treasure
under a tree, to look out for it.”
“Lordy!”
“Yes, they do. I’ve always heard that.”
“Tom I don’t like to fool around much where there’s dead people. A body’s bound to get into trouble with ’em,
sure.”
“I don’t like to stir ’em up, either, Huck. S’pose this one here was to stick his skull out and say something!”
“Don’t, Tom! It’s awful.”
“Well it just is. Huck, I don’t feel comfortable a bit.”
“Say, Tom, let’s give this place up, and try somewheres else.”
“All right, I reckon we better.”
“What’ll it be?” Tom considered a while; and then said,
“The ha’nted house. That’s it!”
“Blame it, I don’t like ha’nted houses, Tom. Why they’re a dem sight worse’n dead people. Dead people might
talk, maybe, but they don’t come sliding around in a shroud, when you ain’t noticing, and peep over your shoulder
all of a sudden and grit their teeth, the way a ghost does. I couldn’t stand such a thing as that, Tom—nobody
could.”
“Yes, but Huck, ghosts don’t travel around only at night—they won’t hender us from digging there in the
daytime.”
“Well that’s so. But you know mighty well people don’t go about that ha’nted house in the day nor the night.”
“Well, that’s mostly because they don’t like to go where a man’s been murdered, anyway—but nothing’s ever
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been seen around that house except in the night—just some blue lights slipping by the windows—no regular
ghosts.”
“Well where you see one of them blue lights flickering around, Tom, you can bet there’s a ghost mighty close
behind it. It stands to reason. Becuz you know that they don’t anybody but ghosts use ’em.”
“Yes, that’s so. But anyway they don’t come around in the daytime, so what’s the use of our being afeard?”
“Well, all right. We’ll tackle the ha’nted house if you say so—but I reckon it’s taking chances.”
They had started down the hill by this time. There in the middle of the moonlit valley below them stood the
“ha’nted” house, utterly isolated, its fences gone long ago, rank weeds smothering the very doorstep, the chimney
crumbled to ruin, the window-sashes vacant, a corner of the roof caved in. The boys gazed a while, half expecting
to see a blue light flit past a window; then talking in a low tone, as befitted the time and the circumstances, they
struck far off to the right, to give the haunted house a wide berth, and took their way homeward through the
woods that adorned the rearward side of Cardiff Hill.
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About noon the next day the boys arrived at the dead tree; they had come for their tools. Tom was impatient to
go to the haunted house; Huck was measurably so, also—but suddenly said,
“Lookyhere, Tom, do you know what day it is?” Tom mentally ran over the days of the week, and then quickly
lifted his eyes with a startled look in them.
“My! I never once thought of it, Huck!”
“Well I didn’t neither, but all at once it popped onto me that it was Friday.”
“Blame it, a body can’t be too careful, Huck. We might a got into an awful scrape, tackling such a thing on a
Friday.”
“Might! Better say we would! There’s some lucky days, maybe, but Friday ain’t.”
“Any fool knows that. I don’t reckon you was the first that found it out, Huck.”
“Well, I never said I was, did I? And Friday ain’t all, neither. I had a rotten bad dream last night—dreampt
about rats.”
“No! Sure sign of trouble. Did they fight?”
“No.”
“Well that's good, Huck. When they don’t fight it’s only a sign that there’s trouble around, you know. All we
got to do is to look mighty sharp and keep out of it. We’ll drop this thing for today, and play. Do you know Robin
Hood, Huck?”
“No. Who’s Robin Hood?”
“Why he was one of the greatest men that was ever in England—and the best. He was a robber.”
“Cracky, I wisht I was. Who did he rob?”
“Only sheriffs and bishops and rich people and kings, and such like. But he never bothered the poor. He loved
’em. He always divided up with ’em—perfectly square.”
“Well, he must’a been a brick.”\fn{A regular guy:H}
“I bet you he was, Huck. Oh, he was the noblest man that ever was. They ain’t any such men now, I can tell
you. He could lick any man in England, with one hand tied behind him; and he could take his yew bow and plug a
ten cent piece every time, a mile and a half.”
“What’s a yew bow?”
“I don’t know. It’s some kind of a bow, of course. And if he hit that dime only on the edge he would set down
and cry—and curse. But we’ll play Robin Hood—it’s noble fun. I’ll learn you.”
“I’m agreed.”
So they played Robin Hood all the afternoon, now and then casting a yearning eye down upon the haunted
house and passing a remark about the morrow’s prospects and possibilities there. As the sun began to sink into the
west they took their way homeward athwart the long shadows of the trees and soon were buried from sight in the
forests of Cardiff Hill. .
On Saturday, shortly after noon, the boys were at the dead tree again. They had a smoke and a chat in the
shade, and then dug a little in their last hole, not with great hope, but merely because Tom said there were so
many cases where people had given up a treasure after getting down within six inches of it, and then somebody
else had come along and turned it up with a single thrust of a shovel. The thing failed this time, however, so the
boys shouldered their tools and went away feeling that they had not trifled with fortune but had fulfilled all the
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requirements that belong to the business of treasure-hunting.
When they reached the haunted house there was something so weird and grisly about the dead silence that
reigned there under the baking sun, and something so depressing about the loneliness and desolation of the place,
that they were afraid, for a moment, to venture in. Then they crept to the door and took a trembling peep. They
saw a weed-grown, floorless room, unplastered, an ancient fireplace, vacant windows, a ruinous staircase; and
here, there, and everywhere, hung ragged and abandoned cobwebs. They presently entered, softly, with quickened
pulses; talking in whispers, ears alert to catch the slightest sound, and muscles tense and ready for instant retreat.
In a little while familiarity modified their fears and they gave the place a critical and interested examination,
rather admiring their own boldness, and wondering at it, too. Next they wanted to look upstairs. This was
something like cutting off retreat, but they got to daring each other, and of course there could be but one result—
they threw their tools into a corner and made the ascent. Up there were the same signs of decay. In one corner they
found a closet that promised mystery, but the promise was a fraud—there was nothing in it. Their courage was up,
now, and well in hand. They were about to go down and begin work when,
“Sh!” said Tom.
“What is it?” whispered Huck, blanching with fright.
“Sh … There! … Hear it?”
“Keep still! Don’t you budge! They’re coming right toward the door.” The boys stretched themselves upon the
floor with their eyes to knot holes in the planking, and lay waiting, in a misery of fear.
“They’ve stopped … No—coming … Here they are. Don’t whisper another word, Huck. My goodness, I wish
I was out of this!”
Two men entered. Each boy said to himself:
“There’s the old deef and dumb Spaniard that’s been about town once or twice lately—I never saw t’other man
before.”
“T’other” was a ragged, unkempt creature, with nothing very pleasant in his face. The Spaniard was wrapped
in a serape; he had bushy white whiskers; long white hair flowed from under his sombrero, and he wore green
goggles. When they came in, “t’other” was talking in a low voice; they sat down on the ground, facing the door,
with their backs to the wall, and the speaker continued his remarks. His manner became less guarded and his
words more distinct as he proceeded:
“No,” said he, “I’ve thought it all over; and I don’t like it. It’s dangerous.”
“Dangerous!” grunted the ‘deaf and dumb’ Spaniard,-to the vast surprise of the boys. “Milksop!”
This voice made the boys gasp and quake. It was Injun Joe’s! There was silence for some time. Then Joe said:
“What’s any more dangerous than that job up yonder—but nothing’s come of it.”
“That’s different. Away up the river so, and not another house about. ’Twon’t ever be known that we tried,
anyway, long as we didn’t succeed.”
“Well, what’s more dangerous than coming here in the daytime?—anybody would suspicion us that saw us.”
“I know that. But there warn’t any other place as handy after that fool of a job. I want to quit this shanty. I
wanted to yesterday, only it warn’t any use trying to stir out of here, with those infernal boys playing over there
on the hill right in full view.”
“Those infernal boys” quaked again under the inspiration of this remark, and thought how lucky it was that
they had remembered it was Friday and concluded to wait a day. They wished in their hearts they had waited a
year. The two men got out some food and made a luncheon. After a long and thoughtful silence, Injun Joe said:
“Look here, lad—you go back up the river where you belong. Wait there till you hear from me. I’ll take the
chances on dropping into this town just once more, for a look. We’ll do that ‘dangerous’ job after I’ve spied
around a little and think things look well for it. Then for Texas! We’ll leg it together!”
This was satisfactory. Both men presently fell to yawning, and Injun Joe said:
“I’m dead for sleep! It’s your turn to watch.”
He curled down in the weeds and soon began to snore. His comrade stirred him once or twice and he became
quiet. Presently the watcher began to nod; his head drooped lower and lower; both men began to snore now.
The boys drew a long, grateful breath. Tom whispered,
“Now’s our chance—come!” Huck said:
“I can’t—I’d die if they was to wake.”
Tom urged—Huck held back. At last Tom rose slowly and softly, and started alone. But me first step he made
wrung such a hideous creak from the crazy floor that he sank down almost dead with fright. He never made a
second attempt. The boys lay there counting the dragging moments till it seemed to them that time must be done
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and eternity growing gray; and then they were grateful to note that at last the sun was setting.
Now one snore ceased. Injun Joe sat up, stared around, smiled grimly upon his comrade, whose head was
drooping upon his knees, stirred him up with his foot and said:
“Here! You’re a watchman, ain’t you! All right, though—nothing’s happened.”
“My! Have I been asleep?”
“Oh, partly, partly. Nearly time for us to be moving, pard. What’ll we do with what little swag we’ve got left?”
“I don’t know—leave it here as we’ve always done, I reckon. No use to take it away till we start south. Six
hundred and fifty in silver’s something to carry.”
“Well—all right—it won’t matter to come here once more.”
“No—but I’d say come in the night as we used to do—it’s better.”
“Yes; but look here; it may be a good while before I get the right chance at that job; accidents might happen;
’tain't in such a very good place; we’ll just regularly bury it—and bury it deep.”
“Good idea,” said the comrade, who walked across the room, knelt down, raised one of the rearward
hearthstones and took out a bag that jingled pleasantly. He subtracted from it twenty or thirty dollars for himself
and as much for Injun Joe and passed the bag to the latter, who was on his knees in the corner, now, digging with
his bowie knife.
The boys forgot all their fears, all their miseries in an instant. With gloating eyes they watched every
movement. Luck!—the splendor of it was beyond all imagination! Six hundred dollars was money enough to
make half a dozen boys rich! Here was treasure-hunting under the happiest auspices—there would not be any
bothersome uncertainty as to where to dig. They nudged each other every moment—eloquent nudges and easily
understood, for they simply meant
“O, but ain’t you glad now we’re here!” Joe’s knife struck upon something.
“Hello!” said he.
“What is it?” said his comrade.
“Half-rotten plank—no it’s a box, I believe. Here—bear a hand and we’ll see what it’s here for. Never mind,
I’ve broke a hole.” He reached his hand in and drew it out.
“Man, it’s money!”
The two men examined the handful of coins. They were gold. The boys above were as excited as themselves,
and as delighted. Joe’s comrade said,
“We’ll make quick work of this. There’s an old rusty pick over amongst the weeds in the corner the other side
of the fireplace—I saw it a minute ago.”
He ran and brought the boys’ pick and shovel. Injun Joe took the pick, looked it over critically, shook his head,
muttered something to himself, and then began to use it. The box was soon unearthed. It was not very large; it was
iron bound and had been very strong before the slow years had injured it. The men contemplated the treasure a
while in blissful silence.
“Pard, there’s thousands of dollars here,” said Injun Joe. “’Twas always said that Murrel’s gang used around
here one summer,” the stranger observed.
“I know it,” said Injun Joe; “and this looks like it, I should say.”
“Now you won’t need to do that job.” The half-breed frowned. Said he
“You don’t know me. Least you don’t know all about that thing. ’Tain’t robbery altogether—it’s revenge!” and
a wicked light flamed in his eyes. “I’ll need your help in it. When it’s finished—then Texas. Go home to your
Nance, and your kids, and stand by till you hear from me.”
“Well—if you say so. What’ll we do with this—bury it again?”
“Yes.” [Ravishing delight overhead.] “No! by the great Sachem, no!” [Profound distress overhead.] “I’d nearly
forgot. That pick had fresh earth on it!” [The boys were sick with terror in a moment.] “What business has a pick
and a shovel here? What business with fresh earth on them? Who brought them here—and where are they gone?
Have you heard anybody?—seen anybody? What! bury it again and leave them to come and see the ground
disturbed? Not exactly—not exactly. We’ll take it to my den.”
“Why of course! Might have thought of that before. You mean Number One?”
“No—Number Two—under the cross. The other place is bad—too common.”
“All right. It’s nearly dark enough to start.”
Injun Joe got up and went about from window to window cautiously peeping out. Presently he said:
“Who could have brought those tools here? Do you reckon they can be upstairs?”
The boys’ breath forsook them. Injun Joe put. his hand on his knife, halted a moment, undecided, and then
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turned toward the stairway. The boys thought of the closet, but their strength was gone. The steps came creaking
up the stairs—the intolerable distress of the situation woke the stricken resolution of the lads—they were about to
spring for the closet, when there was a crash of rotten timbers and Injun Joe landed on the ground amid the debris
of the ruined stairway. He gathered himself up cursing, and his comrade said:
“Now what’s the use of all that? If it’s anybody, and they’re up there, let them stay there—who cares? If they
want to jump down, now, and get into trouble, who objects? It will be dark in fifteen minutes—and then let them
follow us if they want to. I’m willing. In my opinion, whoever hove those things in here caught a sight of us and
took us for ghosts or devils or something. I’ll bet they’re running yet.”
Joe grumbled a while; then he agreed with his friend that what daylight was left ought to be economised in
getting things ready for leaving. Shortly afterward they slipped out of the house in the deepening twilight, and
moved toward the river with their precious box.
Tom and Huck rose up, weak but vastly relieved, and stared after them through the chinks between the logs of
the house. Follow? Not they. They were content to reach ground again without broken necks, and take the
townward track over the hill. They did not talk much. They were too much absorbed in hating themselves—hating
the ill luck that made them take the spade and the pick there. But for that, Injun Joe never would have suspected.
He would have hidden the silver with the gold to wait there till his “revenge” was satisfied, and then he would
have had the misfortune to find that money turn up missing. Bitter, bitter luck that the tools were ever brought
there!
They resolved to keep a lookout for that Spaniard when he should come to town spying out for chances to do
his revengeful job, and follow him to “Number Two,” wherever that might be. Then a ghastly thought occurred to
Tom:
“Revenge? What if he means us, Huck!”
“O, don’t!” said Huck, nearly fainting.
They talked it all over, and as they entered town they agreed to believe that he might possibly mean somebody
else—at least that he might at least mean nobody but Tom, since only Tom had testified.
Very, very small comfort it was to Tom to be alone in danger! Company would be a palpable improvement, he
thought.
27
The adventure of the day mightily tormented Tom’s dreams that night. Four times he had his hands on that rich
treasure, and four times it wasted to nothingness in his fingers as sleep forsook him and wakefulness brought back
the hard reality of his misfortune. As he lay in the early morning recalling the incidents of his great adventure, he
noticed that they seemed curiously subdued and far away—somewhat as if they had happened in another world,
or in a time long gone by. Then it occurred to him that the great adventure itself must be a dream! There was one
very strong argument in favor of this idea—namely, that the quantity of coin he had seen was too vast to be real.
He had never seen as much as fifty dollars in one mass before, and he was like all boys of his age and station in
life, in that he imagined that all references to “hundreds” and “thousands” were mere fanciful forms of speech,
and that no such sums really existed in the world. He never had supposed for a moment that so large a sum as a
hundred dollars was to be found in actual money in anyone’s possession. If his notions of hidden treasure had
been analyzed, they would have been found to consist of a handful of real dimes and a bushel of vague, splendid,
ungraspable dollars.
But the incidents of his adventure grew sensibly sharper and clearer under the attrition of thinking them over,
and so he presently found himself leaning to the impression that the thing might not have been a dream, after all.
This uncertainty must be swept away. He would snatch a hurried breakfast and go and find Huck.
Huck was sitting on the gunwale of a flatboat, listlessly dangling his feet in the water and looking very
melancholy. Tom concluded to let Huck lead up to the subject. If he did not do it, then the adventure would be
proved to have been only a dream.
“Hello, Huck!
“Hello yourself.” [Silence, for a minute.]
“Tom, if we’d a left the blame tools at the dead tree, we’d a-got the money. O, ain’t it awful!”
“’Tain’t a dream, then, ’tain’t a dream! Somehow I most wish it was. Dog’d if I don’t, Huck.”
“What ain’t a dream?”
“Oh, that thing yesterday. I been half thinking it was.”
“Dream! If them stairs hadn’t broke down you’d a-seen how much dream it was! I’ve had dreams enough all
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night—with that patch-eyed Spanish devil going for me all through ’em—rot him!”
“No, not rot him. Find him! Track the money!”
“Tom, we’ll never find him. A feller don’t have only one chance for such a pile—and that one’s lost. I’d feel
mighty shaky if I was to see him, anyway.”
“Well, so’d I; but I’d like to see him, anyway—and track him out—to his Number Two.”
“Number Two—yes, that’s it. I been thinking ’bout that. But I can’t make nothing out of it. What do you
reckon it is?”
“I dono. It’s too deep. Say, Huck—maybe it’s the number of a house!”
“Goody! … No, Tom, that ain’t it. If it is, it ain’t in this one-horse town. They ain’t no numbers here.”
“Well, that’s so. Lemme think a minute. Here—it’s the number of a room—in a tavern, you know!”
“O, that’s the trick! They ain’t only two taverns. We can find out quick.”
“You stay here, Huck, till I come.”
Tom was off at once. He did not care to have Huck’s company in public places. He was gone half an hour. He
found that in the best tavern, No.2 had long been occupied by a young lawyer, and was still so occupied. In the
less ostentatious house No.2 was a mystery. The tavern-keeper’s young son said it was kept locked all the time,
and he never saw anybody go into it or come out of it except at night; he did not know any particular reason for
this state of things; had had some little curiosity, but it was rather feeble; had made the most of the mystery by
entertaining himself with the idea that that room was ”ha’nted;” had noticed that there was a light in there the
night before.
“That’s what I’ve found out, Huck. I reckon that’s the very No.2 we’re after.”
“I reckon it is, Tom. Now what you going to do?”
“Lemme think.”
Tom thought a long time. Then he said:
“I’ll tell you. The back door of that No.2 is the door that comes out into that little close alley between the
tavern and the old rattle-trap of a brick store. Now you get hold of all the door-keys you can find, and I’ll nip all
of Auntie’s and the first dark night we’ll go there and try ’em. And mind you keep a lookout for Injun Joe,
because he said he was going to drop into town and spy around once more for a chance to get his revenge. If you
see him, you just follow him; and if he don’t go to that No.2, that ain’t the place.”
“Lordy I don’t want to foller him by myself!”
“Why it’ll be night, sure. He mightn’t ever see you—and if he did, maybe he’d never think anything.”
“Well, if it’s pretty dark I reckon I’ll track him. I dono—I dono. I’ll try.”
“You bet I’ll follow him, if it’s dark, Huck! Why he might a-found out he couldn’t get his revenge, and be
going right after that money.”
“It’s so, Tom, it’s so. I’ll foller him; I will, by-jingoes!”
“Now you’re talking! Don’t you ever weaken, Huck, and I won’t.”
28
That night Tom and Huck were ready for their adventure. They hung about the neighborhood of the tavern
until after nine, one watching the alley at a distance and the other the tavern door. Nobody entered the alley or left
it; nobody resembling the Spaniard entered or left the tavern door. The night promised to be a fair one; so Tom
went home, with the understanding that if a considerable degree of darkness came on, Huck was to come and
“maow,” whereupon he would slip out and try the keys. But the night remained clear, and Huck closed his watch
and retired to bed in an empty sugar-hogshead about twelve.
Tuesday the boys had the same ill luck. Also Wednesday.
But Thursday night promised better. Tom slipped out in good season with his aunt’s old tin lantern, and a large
towel to blindfold it with. He hid the lantern in Huck’s sugar hogs-head and the watch began. An hour before
midnight the tavern closed up and its lights (the only ones thereabouts) were put out. No Spaniard had been seen.
Nobody had entered or left the alley.
Everything was auspicious. The blackness of darkness reigned, the perfect stillness was interrupted only by
occasional mutterings of distant thunder. Tom got his lantern, lit it in the hogshead, wrapped it closely in the
towel, and the two adventurers crept in the gloom toward the tavern. Huck stood sentry and Tom felt his way into
the alley. Then there was a season of waiting anxiety that weighed upon Huck’s spirits like a mountain. He began
to wish he could see a flash from the lantern—it would frighten him, but it would at least tell him that Tom was
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alive yet. It seemed hours since Tom had disappeared. Surely he must have fainted; maybe he was dead; maybe
his heart had burst under terror and excitement.
In his uneasiness Huck found himself drawing closer and closer to the alley; fearing all sorts of dreadful
things, and momentarily expecting some catastrophe to happen that would take away his breath. There was not
much to take away, for he seemed only able to inhale it by thimblefuls, and his heart would soon wear itself out,
the way it was beating.
Suddenly there was a flash of light and Tom came tearing by him:
“Run!” said he; “run, for your life!”
He needn’t have repeated it; once was enough; Huck was making thirty or forty miles an hour before the
repetition was uttered. The boys never stopped till they reached the shed of a deserted slaughter-house at the lower
end of the village. Just as they got within its shelter the storm burst and the rain poured down. As soon as Tom got
his breath he said:
“Huck, it was awful! I tried two of the keys, just as soft as I could; but they seemed to make such a power of
racket that I couldn’t hardly get my breath I was so scared. They wouldn’t turn in the lock, either. Well, without
noticing what I was doing, I took hold of the knob, and open comes the door! It warn’t locked! I hopped in, and
shook off the towel, and, great Caesar’s ghost!”
“What!—what’d you see, Tom!”
“Huck, I most stepped onto Injun Joe’s hand!”
“No!”
“Yes! He was laying there, sound asleep on the floor, with his old patch on his eye and his arms spread out.”
“Lordy, what did you do? Did he wake up?”
“No, never budged. Drunk, I reckon. I just grabbed that towel and started!”
“I’d never a-thought of the towel, I bet!”
“Well, I would. My aunt would make me mighty sick if I lost it.”
“Say, Tom, did you see that box?”
“Huck, I didn’t wait to look around. I didn’t see the box, I didn’t see the cross. I didn’t see anything but a bottle
and a tin cup on the floor by Injun Joe; yes, and I saw two barrels and lots more bottles in the room. Don’t you
see, now, wha’'s the matter with that ha’nted room?”
“How?”
“Why it’s ha’nted with whisky! Maybe all the Temperance Taverns have got a ha’nted room, hey Huck?”
“Well I reckon maybe that’s so. Who’d a-thought such a thing? But say, Tom, now’s a mighty good time to get
that box, if Injun Joe’s drunk.”
“It is, that! You try it!”
Huck shuddered.
“Well, no—I reckon not.”
“And I reckon not, Huck. Only one bottle alongside of Injun Joe ain’t enough. If there’d been three, he’d be
drunk enough and I’d do it.” There was a long pause for reflection, and then Tom said:
"Lookyhere, Huck, less not try that thing any more till we know Injun Joe’s not in there. It’s too scary. Now if
we watch every night, we’ll be dead sure to see him go out, some time or other, and then we’ll snatch that box
quicker’n lightning.”
“Well, I’m agreed. I’ll watch the whole night long, and I’ll do it every night, too, if you’ll do the other part of
the job.”
“All right, I will. All you got to do is to trot up Hooper street a block and maow—and if I’m asleep, you throw
some gravel at the window and that’ll fetch me.”
“Agreed, and good as wheat!”
“Now Huck, the storm’s over, and I’ll go home. It’ll begin to be daylight in a couple of hours. You go back and
watch that long, will you?”
“I said I would, Tom, and I will. I’ll ha’nt that tavern every night for a year! I’ll sleep all day and I’ll stand
watch all night.
“That’s all right. Now where you going to sleep?”
“In Ben Rogers’s hayloft. He lets me, and so does his pap’s nigger man, Uncle Jake. I tote water for Uncle Jake
whenever he wants me to, and any time I ask him he gives me a little something to eat if he can spare it. That’s a
mighty good nigger, Tom. He likes me, becuz I don’t ever act as if I was above him. Sometimes I’ve set right
down and eat with him. But you needn’t tell that. A body’s got to do things when he’s awful hungry he wouldn’t
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want to do as a steady thing.”
“Well, if I don’t want you in the daytime, Huck, I’ll let you sleep. I won’t come bothering around. Any time
you see something’s up, in the night, just skip right around and maow.”
29
The first thing Tom heard on Friday morning was a glad piece of news—Judge Thatcher’s family had come
back to town the night before. Both Injun Joe and the treasure sunk into secondary importance for a moment, and
Becky took the chief place in the boy’s interest. He saw her and they had an exhausting good time playing “hispy” and “gully-keeper” with a crowd of their schoolmates.\fn{ These were “games also known as prisoner’s base or
goalkeeper that involved tagging opponents before they can enter the home base,” according to a note on page 157 of Bantam Classic
reissue of this book in January, 2004} The day was completed and crowned in a peculiarly satisfactory way: Becky

teased her mother to appoint the next day for the long-promised and long-delayed picnic, and she consented.
The child’s delight was boundless; and Tom’s not more moderate. The invitations were sent out before sunset,
and straightway the young folks of the village were thrown into a fever of preparation and pleasurable
anticipation. Tom’s excitement enabled him to keep awake until a pretty late hour, and he had good hopes of
hearing Huck’s “maow,” and of having his treasure to astonish Becky and the picnickers with, next day; but he
was disappointed. No signal came that night.
Morning came, eventually, and by ten or eleven o’clock a giddy and rollicking company were gathered at
Judge Thatcher’s, and everything was ready for a start. It was not the custom for elderly people to mar picnics
with their presence. The children were considered safe enough under the wings of a few young ladies of eighteen
and a few young gentlemen of twenty-three or thereabouts. The old steam ferry boat was chartered for the
occasion; presently the gay throng filed up the main street laden with provision baskets. Sid was sick and had to
miss the fun; Mary remained at home to entertain him. The last thing Mrs. Thatcher said to Becky, was—
“You’ll not get back till late. Perhaps you’d better stay all night with some of the girls that live near the ferry
landing, child.”
“Then I’ll stay with Susy Harper, mamma.”
“Very well. And mind and behave yourself and don’t be any trouble.” Presently, as they tripped along, Tom
said to Becky:
“Say—I’ll tell you what we’ll do. ’Stead of going to Joe Harper’s, we'll climb right up the hill and stop at
widow Douglas’s. She’ll have ice cream! She has it ’most every day—dead loads of it. And she’ll be awful glad to
have us.”
“O, that will be fun!” Then Becky reflected a moment and said: “But what will mamma say?”
“How’ll she ever know?” The girl turned the idea over in her mind, and said reluctantly:
“I reckon it’s wrong—but—”
“But shucks! Your mother won’t know, and so what’s the harm? All she wants is that you’ll be safe; and I bet
you she’d a-said go there if she’d a-thought of it. I know she would!”
The widow Douglas’s splendid hospitality .was a tempting bait. It and Tom’s persuasions presently carried the
day. So it was decided to say nothing to anybody about the night’s programme.
Presently it occurred to Tom that maybe Huck might come this very night and give the signal. The thought
took a deal of the spirit out of his anticipations. Still he could not bear to give up the fun at widow Douglas’s. And
why should he give it up, he reasoned—the signal did not come the night before, so why should it be any more
likely to come tonight? The sure fun of the evening outweighed the uncertain treasure; and boy-like, he
determined to yield to the stronger inclination and not allow himself to think of the box of money another time
that day.
Three miles below town the ferry boat stopped at the mouth of a woody hollow and tied up. The crowd
swarmed ashore and soon the forest distances and craggy heights echoed far and near with shoutings and laughter.
All the different ways of getting hot and tired were gone through with, and by and by the rovers straggled back to
camp fortified with responsible appetites, and then the destruction of the good things began. After the feast there
was a refreshing season of rest and chat in the shade of spreading oaks. By and by somebody shouted—
“Who’s ready for the cave?”
Everybody was. Bundles of candles were produced, and straightway there was a general scamper up the hill.
The mouth of the cave was high up the hillside—an opening shaped like a letter A. Its massive oaken door stood
unbarred. Within was a small chamber, chilly as an ice-house, and walled by Nature with solid limestone that was
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dewy with a cold sweat. It was romantic and mysterious to stand here in the deep gloom and look out upon the
green valley shining in the sun. But the impressiveness of the situation quickly wore off, and the romping began
again. The moment a candle was lighted there was a general rush upon the owner of it; a struggle and a gallant
defense followed, but the candle was soon knocked down or blown out, and then there was a glad clamor of
laughter and a new chase.
But all things have an end. By and by the procession went filing down the steep descent of the main avenue,
the flickering rank of lights dimly revealing the lofty walls of rock almost to their point of junction sixty feet
overhead. This main avenue was not more than eight or ten feet wide. Every few steps other lofty and still
narrower crevices branched from it on either hand—for McDougal’s cave was but a vast labyrinth of crooked
aisles that ran into each other and out again and led nowhere. It was said that one might wander days and nights
together through its intricate tangle of rifts and chasms, and never find the end of the cave; and that he might go
down, and down, and still down, into the earth, and it was just the same—labyrinth underneath labyrinth, and no
end to any of them. No man “knew” the cave. That was an impossible thing. Most of the young men knew a
portion of it, and it was not customary to venture much beyond this known portion. Tom Sawyer knew as much of
the cave as anyone.
The procession moved along the main avenue some three quarters of a mile, and then groups and couples
began to slip aside into branch avenues, fly along the dismal corridors, and take each other by surprise at points
where the corridors joined again. Parties were able to elude each other for the space of half an hour without going
beyond the “known” ground.
By and by, one group after another came straggling back to the mouth of the cave, panting, hilarious, smeared
from head to foot with tallow drippings, daubed with clay, and entirely delighted with the success of the day. Then
they were astonished to find that they had been taking no note of time and that night was about at hand. The
clanging bell had been calling for half an hour. However, this sort of close to the day’s adventures was romantic
and therefore satisfactory. When the ferry-boat with her wild freight pushed into the stream, nobody cared
sixpence for the wasted time but the captain of the craft.
Huck was already upon his watch when the ferryboat’s lights went glinting past the wharf. He heard no noise
on board, for the young people were as subdued and still as people usually are who are nearly tired to death. He
wondered what boat it was, and why she did not stop at the wharf—and then he dropped her out of his mind and
put his attention upon his business.
The night was growing cloudy and dark. Ten o’clock came, and the noise of vehicles ceased, scattered lights
began to wink out, all straggling foot passengers disappeared, the village betook itself to its slumbers and left the
small watcher alone with the silence and the ghosts. Eleven o’clock came, and the tavern lights were put out;
darkness everywhere, now Huck waited what seemed a weary long time, but nothing happened. His faith was
weakening. Was there any use? Was there really any use? Why not give it up and turn in?
A noise fell upon his ear. He was all attention in an instant. The alley door closed softly. He sprang to the
corner of the brick store. The next moment two men brushed by him, and one seemed to have something under his
arm. It must be that box! So they were going to remove the treasure. Why call Tom now? It would be absurd—the
men would get away with the box and never be found again. No, he would stick to their wake and follow them; he
would trust to the darkness for security from discovery. So communing with himself, Huck stepped out and glided
along behind the men, cat-like, with bare feet, allowing them to keep just far enough ahead not to be invisible.
They moved up the river street three blocks, then turned to the left up a cross street. They went straight ahead,
then, until they came to the path that led up Cardiff Hill; this they took. They passed by the old Welshman’s
house, half way up the hill, without hesitating, and still climbed upward. Good, thought Huck, they will bury it in
the old quarry.
But they never stopped at the quarry. They passed on, up the summit. They plunged into the narrow path
between the tall sumac bushes, and were at once hidden in the gloom. Huck closed up and shortened his distance,
now, for they would never be able to see him. He trotted along a while; then slackened his pace, fearing he was
gaining too fast; moved on a piece, then stopped altogether; listened; no sound; none, save that he seemed to hear
the beating of his own heart. The hooting of an owl came from over the hill-ominous sound! But no footsteps.
Heavens, was everything lost! He was about to spring with winged feet, when a man cleared his throat not four
feet from him! Huck’s heart shot into his throat, but he swallowed it again; and then he stood there shaking as if a
dozen agues had taken charge of him at once, and so weak that he thought he must surely fall to the ground.
He knew where he was. He knew he was within five steps of the stile leading into widow Douglas’s grounds.
Very well, he thought, let them bury it there; it won’t be hard to find. Now there was a voice—a very low voice—
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Injun Joe’s:
“Damn her, maybe she’s got company—there’s lights, late as it is.”
“I can’t see any.”
This was that stranger’s voice-the stranger of the haunted house. A deadly chill went to Huck’s heart—this,
then, was the “revenge” job! His thought was, to fly. Then he remembered that the widow Douglas had been kind
to him more than once, and maybe these men were going to murder her. He wished he dared venture to warn her;
but he knew he didn’t dare—they might come and catch him. He thought all this and more in the moment that
lapsed between the stranger’s remark and Injun Joe’s next—which was:
“Because the bush is in your way. Now—this way—now you see, don’t you?”
“Yes. Well there is company there, I reckon. Better give it up.”
“Give it up, and I just leaving this country forever! Give it up and maybe never have another chance. I tell you
again, as I’ve told you before, I don’t care for her swag—you may have it. But her husband was rough on me—
many times he was rough on me—and mainly he was the justice of the peace that jugged me for a vagrant. And
that ain’t all. It ain’t the millionth part of it! He had me horsewhipped!—horsewhipped in front of the jail, like a
nigger!—with all the town looking on! HORSEWHIPPED!—do you understand? He took advantage of me and died.
But I’ll take it out of her.”
“Oh, don’t kill her! Don’t do that!”
“Kill? Who said anything about killing? I would kill him if he was here; but not her. When you want to get
revenge on a woman you don’t kill her—bosh! you go for her looks. You slit her nostrils—you notch her ears, like
a sow’s!”
“By God, that’s—”
“Keep your opinion to yourself! It will be safest for you. I’ll tie her to the bed. If she bleeds to death, is that my
fault? I’ll not cry, if she does. My friend, you’ll help in this thing—for my sake—that’s why you’re here—I
mightn’t be able alone. If you flinch, I’ll kill you. Do you understand that? And if I have to kill you, I’ll kill her—
and then I reckon nobody’ll ever know much about who done this business.”
“Well, if it’s got to be done, let’s get at it. The quicker the better—I’m all in a shiver.”
“Do it now? And company there? Look here—I’ll get suspicious of you, first thing you know. No—we’ll wait
till the lights are out—there’s no hurry.”
Huck felt that a silence was going to ensue—a thing still more awful than any amount of murderous talk; so he
held his breath and stepped gingerly back; planted his foot carefully and firmly, after balancing, one-legged, in a
precarious way and almost toppling over, first on one side and then on the other. He took another step back, with
the same elaboration and the same risks; then another and another, and—a twig snapped under his foot! His breath
stopped and he listened. There was no sound—the stillness was perfect. His gratitude was measureless. Now he
turned in his tracks, between the walls of sumac bushes—turned himself as carefully as if he were a ship—and
then stepped quickly but cautiously along. When he emerged at the quarry he felt secure, and so he picked up his
nimble heels and flew. Down, down he sped, till he reached the Welshman’s. He banged at the door, and presently
the heads of the old man and his two stalwart sons were thrust from windows.
“What’s the row there? Who’s banging? What do you want?”
“Let me in—quick! I’ll tell everything.”
“Why who are you?”
“Huckleberry Finn—quick, let me in!”
“Huckleberry Finn, indeed! It ain’t a name to open many doors, I judge! But let him in, lads, and let’s see
what’s the trouble.”
“Please don’t ever tell I told you,” were Huck’s first words when he got in. “Please don’t—I’d be killed, sure
—but the widow’s been good friends to me sometimes, and I want to tell—I will tell if you’ll promise you won’t
ever say it was me.”
“By George he has got something to tell, or he wouldn’t act so!” exclaimed the old man; “out with it and
nobody here’ll ever tell, lad.”
Three minutes later the old man and his sons, well armed, were up the hill, and just entering the sumac path on
tiptoe, their weapons in their hands. Huck accompanied them no further. He hid behind a great boulder and fell to
listening. There was a lagging, anxious silence, and then all of a sudden there was an explosion of firearms and a
cry.
Huck waited for no particulars. He sprang away and sped down the hill as fast as his legs could carry him.
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As the earliest suspicion of dawn appeared on Sunday morning, Huck came groping up the hill and rapped
gently at the old Welshman’s door. The inmates were asleep but it was a sleep that was set on a hair-trigger, on
account of the exciting episode of the night. A call came from a window:
“Who’s there!” Huck’s scared voice answered in a low tone:
“Do please let me in! It’s only Huck Finn!”
“It’s a name that can open this door night or day, lad!—and welcome!”
These were strange words to the vagabond boy’s ears, and the pleasantest he had ever heard. He could not
recollect that the closing word had ever been applied in his case before. The door was quickly unlocked, and he
entered. Huck was given a seat and the old man and his brace of tall sons speedily dressed themselves.
“Now my boy I hope you’re good and hungry, because breakfast will be ready as soon as the sun’s up, and
we’ll have a piping hot one, too—make yourself easy about that! I and the boys hoped you’d turn up and stop
here last night.”
“I was awful scared,” said Huck, “and I run. I took out when the pistols went off, and I didn’t stop for three
mile. I’ve come now becuz I wanted to know about it, you know; and I come before daylight becuz I didn’t want
to run acrost them devils, even if they was dead.”
“Well, poor chap, you do look as if you’d had a hard night of it—but there’s a bed here for you when you’ve
had your breakfast. No, they ain’t dead, lad—we are sorry enough for that. You see we knew right where to put
our hands on them, by your description; so we crept along on tiptoe till we got within fifteen feet of them—dark
as a cellar that sumac path was—and just then I found I was going to sneeze. It was the meanest kind of luck! I
tried to keep it back, but no use—’twas bound to come, and it did come! I was in the lead, with my pistol raised,
and when the sneeze started those scoundrels a-rustling to get out of the path, I sung out, “Fire, boys!” and blazed
away at the place where the rustling was. So did the boys. But they were off in a jiffy, those villains, and we after
them, down through the woods. I judge we never touched them. They fired a shot apiece as they started, but their
bullets whizzed by and didn’t do us any harm. As soon as we lost the sound of their feet we quit chasing, and went
down and stirred up the constables. They got a posse together, and went off to guard the river bank, and as soon as
it is light the sheriff and a gang are going to beat up the woods. My boys will be with them presently. I wish we
had some sort of description of those rascals—’twould help a good deal. But you couldn’t see what they were
like, in the dark, lad, I suppose?”
“O, yes, I saw them down town and follered them.”
“Splendid! Describe them—describe them, my boy!”
“One’s the old deef and dumb Spaniard that’s ben around here once or twice, and to’ther’s a mean looking
ragged—”
“That’s enough, lad, we know the men! Happened on them in the woods back of the widow’s one day, and they
slunk away. Off with you, boys, and tell the sheriff—get your breakfast tomorrow morning!”
The Welshman’s sons departed at once. As they were leaving the room Huck sprang up and exclaimed:
“Oh, pleas; don’t tell anybody it was me that blowed on them! Oh, please!”
“All right if you say it, Huck, but you ought to have the credit of what you did.”
“Oh, no, no! Please don’t tell!” When the young men were gone, the old Welchman said:
“They won’t tell—and I won’t. But why don’t you want it known?”
Huck would not explain, further than to say that he already knew too much about one of those men and would
not have the man know that he knew anything against him for the whole world—he would be killed for knowing
it, sure. The old man promised secrecy once more, and said:
“How did you come to follow these fellows, lad? Were they looking suspicious?”
Huck was silent while he framed a duly cautious reply. Then he said:
“Well, you see, I’m a kind of a hard lot—least everybody says so, and I don’t see nothing agin it—and
sometimes I can’t sleep much, on accounts of thinking about it and sort of trying to strike out a new way of doing.
That was the way of it last night. I couldn’t sleep, and so I come along up street ’bout midnight, a-turning it all
over, and when I got to that old shackly brick store by the Temperance Tavern, I backed up agin the wall to have
another think. Well, just then along comes these two chaps slipping along close by me, with something under their
arm and I reckoned they’d stole it. One was a-smoking, and t’other one wanted a light; so they stopped right
before me and the cigars lit up their faces and I see that the big one was the deef and dumb Spaniard, by his white
whiskers and the patch on his eye, and t’other one was a rusty, ragged looking devil.”
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“Could you see the rags by the light of the cigars?”
This staggered Huck for a moment. Then he said:
“Well, I don’t know—but somehow it seems as if I did.”
“Then they went on, and you—”
“Follered ’em—yes. That was it. I wanted to see what was up—they sneaked along so. I dogged ’em to the
widder’s stile, and stood in the dark and heard the ragged one beg for the widder, and the Spaniard swear he’d
spile her looks just as I told you and your two—”
“What! The deaf and dumb man said all that!”
Huck had made another terrible mistake! He was trying his best to keep the old man from getting the faintest
hint of who the Spaniard might be, and yet his tongue seemed determined to get him into trouble in spite of all he
could do. He made several efforts to creep out of his scrape, but the old man's eye was upon him and he made
blunder after blunder. Presently the Welchman said:
“My boy, don’t be afraid of me. I wouldn’t hurt a hair of your head for all the world. No—I’d protect you—I’d
protect you. This Spaniard is not deaf and dumb; you’ve let that slip without intending it; you can’t cover that up
now. You know something about that Saniard that you want to keep dark. Now trust me—tell me what it is, and
trust me—I won’t betray you.”
Huck looked into the old man’s honest eyes a moment, then bent over and whispered in his ear:
“’Tai’t a Spaniard—it’s Injun Joe!”
The Welchman almost jumped out of his chair. In a moment he said:
“It’s all plain enough, now. When you talked about notching ears and slitting noses I judged that that was your
own embellishment, because white men don’t take that sort of revenge. But an Injun! That’s a different matter,
altogether.”
During breakfast the talk went on, and in the course of it the old man said that the last thing which he and his
sons had done, before going to bed, was to get a lantern and examine the stile and its vicinity for marks of blood.
They found none, but captured a bulky bundle of—
“Of what!”
If the words had been lightning they could not have leaped with a more stunning suddenness from Huck’s
blanched lips. His eyes were staring wide, now, and his breath suspended—waiting for the answer. The Welchman
started—stared in return—three seconds—five seconds—ten—then replied:
“Of burglar’s tools. Why what’s the matter with you?”
Huck sank back, panting gently, but deeply, unutterably grateful. The Welchman eyed him gravely, curiously—
and presently said:
“Yes, burglar’s tools. That appears to relieve you a good deal. But what did give you that turn? What were you
expecting we’d found?”
Huck was in a close place—the inquiring eye was upon him—he would have given anything for material for a
plausible answer—nothing suggested itself—the inquiring eye was boring deeper and deeper—a senseless reply
offered—there was no time to weigh it, so at a venture he uttered it—feebly:
“Sunday-school books, maybe.”
Poor Huck was too distressed to smile, but the old man laughed loud and joyously, shook up the details of his
anatomy from head to foot, and ended by saying that such a laugh was money in a man’s pocket, because it cut
down the doctor’s bills like everything. Then he added:
“Poor old chap, you’re white and jaded—you ain’t well a bit—no wonder you’re a little flighty and off your
balance. But you’ll come out of it. Rest and sleep will fetch you all right, I hope.”
Huck was irritated to think he had been such a goose and betrayed such a suspicious excitement, for he had
dropped the idea that the parcel brought from the tavern was the treasure, as soon as he had heard the talk at the
widow’s stile. He had only thought it was not the treasure, however—he had not known that it wasn’t—and so the
suggestion of a captured bundle was too much for his self-possession. But on the whole he felt glad the little
episode had happened, for now he knew beyond all question that that bundle was not the bundle, and so his mind
was at rest and exceedingly comfortable. In fact everything seemed to be drifting just in the right direction, now;
the treasure must be still in No.2, the men would be captured and jailed that day, and he and Tom could seize the
gold that night without any trouble or any fear of interruption.
Just as breakfast was completed there was a knock at the door. Huck jumped for a hiding place, for he had no
mind to be connected even remotely with the late event. The Welshman admitted several ladies and gentlemen,
among them the widow Douglas, and noticed that groups of citizens were climbing the hill—to stare at the stile.
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So the news had spread.
The Welshman had to tell the story of the night to the visitors. The widow’s gratitude for her preservation was
outspoken.
“Don’t say a word about it, madam. There’s another that you’re more beholden to than you are to me and my
boys, maybe, but he don’t allow me to tell his name. We wouldn’t ever have been there but for him.”
Of course this excited a curiosity so vast that it almost belittled the main matter—but the Welshman allowed it
to eat into the vitals of his visitors, and through them be transmitted to the whole town, for he refused to part with
his secret. When all else had been learned, the widow said:
“I went to sleep reading in bed and slept straight through all that noise. Why didn’t you come and wake me?”
“We judged it warn’t worth while. Those fellows warn’t likely to come again—they had’t any tools left to
work with, and what was the use of waking you up and scaring you to death? My three negro men stood guard at
your house all the rest of the night. They’ve just come back.”
More visitors came, and the story had to be told and retold for a couple of hours more. There was no Sabbath
school during day-school vacation, but everybody was early at church. The stirring event was well canvassed.
News came that not a sign of the two villains had been yet discovered. When the sermon was finished, Judge
Thatcher’s wife dropped alongside of Mrs. Harper as she moved down the aisle with the crowd and said:
“Is my Becky going to sleep all day? I just expected she would be tired to death.”
“Your Becky?”
“Yes,”—with a startled look—“didn’t she stay with you last night?”
“Why, no.”
Mrs. Thatcher turned pale, and sank into a pew, just as aunt Polly, talking briskly with a friend, passed by. Aunt
Polly said:
“Good morning, Mrs. Thatcher. Good morning Mrs. Harper. I’ve got a boy that’s turned up missing. I reckon
my Tom staid at your house last night—one of you. And now he’s afraid to come to church. I’ve got to settle with
him.”
Mrs. Thatcher shook her head feebly and turned paler than ever.
“He didn’t stay with us,” said Mrs. Harper, beginning to look uneasy. A marked anxiety came into Aunt Polly’s
face.
“Joe Harper, have you seen my Tom this morning?”
“No’m.”
“When did you see him last?”
Joe tried to remember, but was not sure he could say. The people had stopped moving out of church. Whispers
passed along, and a boding uneasiness took possession of every countenance. Children were anxiously
questioned, and young teachers. They all said they had not noticed whether Tom and Becky were on board the
ferryboat on the homeward trip; it was dark; no one thought of inquiring if anyone was missing. One young man
finally blurted out his fear that they were still in the cave!
Mrs. Thatcher swooned away; Aunt Polly fell to crying and wringing her hands. The alarm swept from lip to
lip, from group to group, from street to street, and within five minutes the bells were wildly clanging and the
whole town was up! The Cardiff Hill episode sank into instant insignificance, the burglars were forgotten, horses
were saddled, skiffs were manned, the ferryboat ordered out, and before the horror was half an hour old, two
hundred men were pouring down high-road and river toward the cave.
All the long afternoon the village seemed empty and dead. Many women visited Aunt Polly and Mrs. Thatcher
and tried to comfort them. They cried with them, too, and that was still better than words. All the tedious night the
town waited for news; but when the morning dawned at last, all the word that came was:
“Send more candles—and send food.”
Mrs. Thatcher was almost crazed; and aunt Polly also. Judge Thatcher sent messages of hope and
encouragement from the cave, but they conveyed no real cheer.
The old Welshman came home toward daylight, spattered with candle grease, smeared with clay, and almost
worn out. He found Huck still in the bed that had been provided for him, and delirious with fever. The physicians
were all at the cave, so the widow Douglas came and took charge of the patient. She said she would do her best by
him, because, whether he was good, bad, or indifferent, he was the Lord’s, and nothing that was the Lord’s was a
thing to be neglected. The Welshman said Huck had good spots in him, and the widow said:
“You can depend on it. That’s the Lord’s mark. He don’t leave it off. He never does. Puts it somewhere on
every creature that comes from His hands.”
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Early in the forenoon parties of jaded men began to straggle into the village, but the strongest of the citizens
continued searching. All the news that could be gained was that remotenesses of the cavern were being ransacked
that had never been visited before; that every corner and crevice was going to be thoroughly searched; that
wherever one wandered through the maze of passages, lights were to be seen flitting hither and thither in the
distance, and shoutings and pistol shots sent their hollow reverberations to the ear down the somber aisles. In one
place, far from the section usually traversed by tourists, the names “ BECKY & TOM” had been found traced upon
the rocky wall with candle smoke, and near at hand a grease-soiled bit of ribbon.
Mrs. Thatcher recognized the ribbon and cried over it. She said it was the last relic she should ever have of her
child; and that no other memorial of her could ever be so precious, because this one parted latest from the living
body before the awful death came. Some said that now and then, in the cave, a far-away speck of light would
glimmer, and then a glorious shout would burst forth and a score of men go trooping down the echoing aisle—and
then a sickening disappointment always followed; the children were not there; it was only a searcher’s light.
Three dreadful days and nights dragged their tedious hours along, and the village sank into a hopeless stupor.
No one had heart for anything. The accidental discovery, just made, that the proprietor of the Temperance Tavern
kept liquor on his premises, scarcely fluttered the public pulse, tremendous as the fact was. In a lucid interval,
Huck feebly led up to the subject of taverns, and finally asked—dimly dreading the worst—if anything had been
discovered at the Temperance Tavern since he had been ill?
“Yes,” said the widow. Huck started up in bed, wild-eyed:
“What! What was it!”
“Liquor!—and the place has been shut up. Lie down, child—what a turn you did give me!”
“Only tell me one thing—only just one—please! Was it Tom Sawyer that found it?”
The widow burst into tears.
“Hush, hush, child, hush! I’ve told you before, you must not talk. You are very, very sick!”
Then nothing but liquor had been found; there would have been a great pow-wow if it had been the gold. So
the treasure was gone forever—gone forever! But what could she be crying about? Curious that she should cry.
These thoughts worked their dim way through Huck’s mind, and under the weariness they gave him he fell
asleep. The widow said to herself:
“There—he’s asleep, poor wreck. Tom Sawyer find it! Pity but somebody could find Tom Sawyer! Ah, there
ain’t many left, now, that’s got hope enough, or strength enough, either, to go on searching.”
31
Now to return to to Tom and Becky's share in the picnic. They tripped along the murky aisles with the rest of
the company, visiting the familiar wonders of the cave—wonders dubbed with rather over-descriptive names, such
as “The Drawing Room,” “The Cathedral,” “Aladdin's Palace,” and so on. Presently the hide-and-seek frolicking
began, and Tom and Becky engaged in it with zeal until the exertion began to grow a trifle wearisome; then they
wandered down a sinuous avenue holding their candles aloft and reading the tangled web-work of names, dates,
post-office addresses and mottoes with which the rocky walls had been frescoed (in candle smoke). Still drifting
along and talking, they scarcely noticed that they were now in a part of the cave whose walls were not frescoed.
They smoked their own names under an overhanging shelf and moved on. Presently they came to a place
where a little stream of water, trickling over a ledge and carrying a limestone sediment with it, had, in the slowdragging ages, formed a laced and ruffled Niagara in gleaming and imperishable stone. Tom squeezed his small
body behind it in order to illuminate it for Becky's gratification. He found that it curtained a sort of steep natural
stairway which was enclosed between narrow walls, and at once the ambition to be a discoverer seized him.
Becky responded to his call, and they made a smoke-mark for future guidance and started upon their quest. They
wound this way and that, far down into the secret depths of the cave, made another mark, and branched off in
search of novelties to tell the upper world about. In one place they found a spacious cavern, from whose ceiling
depended a multitude of shining stalactites of the length and circumference of a man's leg; they walked all about
it, wondering and admiring, and presently left it by one of the numerous passages that opened into it. This shortly
brought them to a bewitching spring, whose basin was encrusted with a frost work of glittering crystals; it was in
the midst of a cavern whose walls were supported by many fantastic pillars which had been formed by the joining
of great stalactites and stalagmites together, the result of the ceaseless water-drip of centuries. Under the roof vast
knots of bats had packed themselves together, thousands in a bunch; the lights disturbed the creatures and they
came flocking down by hundreds, squeaking and darting furiously at the candles. Tom knew their ways and the
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danger of this sort of conduct. He seized Becky's hand and hurried her into the first corridor that offered; and none
too soon, for a bat struck Becky's light out with its wing while she was passing out of the cavern. The bats chased
the children a good distance; but the fugitives plunged into every new passage that offered, and at last got rid of
the perilous things. Tom found a subterranean lake, shortly, which stretched its dim length away until its shape
was lost in the shadows. He wanted to explore its borders, but concluded that it would be best to sit down and rest
a while, first.
Now, for the first time, the deep stillness of the place laid a clammy hand upon the spirits of the children.
Becky said:
“Why, I didnt notice, but it seems ever so long since I heard any of the others.”
“Come to think, Becky, we are away down below them—and I don't know how far away north, or south, or
east, or whichever it is. We couldn't hear them here.” Becky grew apprehensive.
“I wonder how long we've been down here, Tom. We better start back.”
“Yes, I reckon we better. P'raps we better.”
“Can you find the way, Tom? It's all a mixed-up crookedness to me.”
“I reckon I could find it—but then the bats. If they put both our candles out it will be an awful fix. Let's try
some other way, so as not to go through there.”
“Well. But I hope we won't get lost. It would be so awful!” And the child shuddered at the thought of the
dreadful possibilities.
They started through a corridor, and traversed it in silence a long way, glancing at each new opening, to see if
there was anything familiar about the look of it; but they were all strange. Every time Tom made an examination,
Becky would watch his face for an encouraging sign, and he would say cheerily:
“Oh, it's all right. This ain't the one, but we'll come to it right away!”
But he felt less and less hopeful with each failure, and presently began to turn off into diverging avenues at
sheer random, in the desperate hope of finding the one that was wanted. He still said it was “all right,” but there
was such a leaden dread at his heart, that the words had lost their ring and sounded just as if he had said,
“All is lost!”
Becky clung to his side in an anguish of fear, and tried hard to keep back the tears, but they would come. At
last she said:
“O, Tom, never mind the bats, let's go back that way! We seem to get worse and worse off all the time.”
Tom stopped.
“Listen!” said he.
Profound silence; silence so deep that even their breathings were conspicuous in the hush. Torn shouted. The
call went echoing down the empty aisles and died out in the distance in a faint sound that resembled a ripple of
mocking laughter.
“Oh, don't do it again, Tom, it is too horrid,” said Becky.
“It is horrid, but I better, Becky; they might hear us, you know;” and he shouted again.
The “might” was even a chillier horror than the ghostly laughter, it so confessed a perishing hope. The children
stood still and listened; but there was no result. Torn turned upon the back track at once, and hurried his steps. It
was but a little while before a certain indecision in his manner revealed another fearful fact to Becky—he could
not find his way back!
“O, Tom, you didn't make any marks!”
“Becky I was such a fool! Such a fool! I never thought we might want to come back! No—I can't find the way.
It's all mixed up.”
“Tom, Tom, we're lost! we're lost! We never never can get out of this awful place! O, why did we ever leave
the others!”
She sank to the ground and burst into such a frenzy of crying that Tom was appalled with the idea that she
might die, or lose her reason. He sat down by her and put his arms around her; she buried her face in his bosom,
she clung to him, she poured out her terrors, her unavailing regrets, and the far echoes turned them all to jeering
laughter. Tom begged her to pluck up hope again, and she said she could not. He fell to blaming and abusing
himself for getting her into this miserable situation; this had a better effect. She said she would try to hope again,
she would get up and follow wherever he might lead if only he would not talk like that any more. For he was no
more to blame than she, she said.
So they moved on, again—aimlessly—simply at random—all they could. do was to move, keep moving. For a
little while, hope made a show of reviving—not with any reason to back it, but only because it is its nature to
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revive when the spring has not been taken out of it by age and familiarity with failure.
By and by Tom took Becky's candle and blew it out. This economy meant so much! Words were not needed.
Becky understood, and her hope died again. She knew that Tom had a whole candle and three or four pieces in his
pockets—yet he must economize.
By and by, fatigue began to assert its claims; the children tried to pay no attention, for it was dreadful to think
of sitting down when time was grown to be so precious; moving, in some direction, in any direction, was at least
progress and might bear fruit; but to sit down was to invite death and shorten its pursuit.
At last Becky's frail limbs refused to carry her farther. She sat down. Tom rested with her, and they talked of
home, and the friends there, and the comfortable beds and above all, the light! Becky cried, and Tom tried to think
of some way of comforting her, but all his encouragements were grown threadbare with use, and sounded like
sarcasms.
Fatigue bore so heavily upon Becky that she drowsed off to sleep. Tom was grateful. He sat looking into her
drawn face and saw it grow smooth and natural under the influence of pleasant dreams; and by and by a smile
dawned and rested there. The peaceful face reflected somewhat of peace and healing into his own spirit, and his
thoughts wandered away to bygone times and dreamy memories. While he was deep in his musings, Becky woke
up with a breezy little laugh—but it was stricken dead upon her lips, and a groan followed it.
“Oh, how could I sleep! I wish I never never had waked! No, no, I don't, Tom! Don't look so! I won't say it
again.”
“I'm glad you've slept, Becky; you'll feel rested, now, and we'll find the way out.”
“We can try, Tom; but I've seen such a beautiful country in my dream. I reckon we are going there.”
“Maybe not, maybe not. Cheer up, Becky, and let's go on trying.”
They rose up and wandered along, hand in hand and hopeless. They tried to estimate how long they had been
in the cave, but all they knew was that it seemed days and weeks, and yet it was plain that this could not be, for
their candles were not gone yet.
A long time after this—they could not tell how long—Tom said they must go softly and listen for dripping
water—they must find a spring. They found one presently, and Tom said it was time to rest again. Both were
cruelly tired, yet Becky said she thought she could go a little farther. She was surprised to hear Tom dissent. She
could not understand it. They sat down, and Tom fastened his candle to the wall in front of them with some clay.
Thought was soon busy; nothing was said for some time. Then Becky broke the silence:
“Tom I am so hungry!”
Tom took something out of his pocket.
“Do you remember this?” said he. Becky almost smiled.
It's our wedding cake, Tom.”
“Yes—I wish it was as big as a barrel, for it's all we've got.”
“I saved it from the picnic for us to dream on, Tom, the way grown-up people do with wedding cake—but it'll
be our—”
She dropped the sentence where it was. Tom divided the cake and Becky ate with good appetite, while Tom
nibbled at his moiety. There was abundance of cold water to finish the feast with. By and by Becky suggested that
they move on again. Tom was silent a moment. Then he said:
“Becky, can you bear it if I tell you something?”
Becky's face paled, but she said she thought she could.
“Well then, Becky, we must stay here, where there's water to drink. That little piece is our last candle.”
Becky gave loose to tears and wailings. Tom did what he could to comfort her but with little effect. At length
Becky said:
“Tom!”
“Well, Becky?”
“They'll miss us and hunt for us!”
“Yes, they will! Certainly they will!”
“Maybe they're hunting for us now, Tom?”
“Why I reckon maybe they are. I hope they are.”
“When would they miss us, Tom?”
“When they get back to the boat, I reckon.”
“Tom, it might be dark, then—would they notice we hadn't come?”
“I don't know. But anyway, your mother would miss you as soon as they got home.”
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A frightened look in Becky's face brought Tom to his senses and he saw that he had made a blunder. Becky
was not to have gone home that night! The children became silent and thoughtful. In a moment a new burst of
grief from Becky showed Tom that the thing in his mind had struck hers also—that the Sabbath morning might be
half spent before Mrs. Thatcher discovered that Becky was not at Mrs. Harper's.
The children fastened their eyes upon the bit of candle and watched it melt slowly and pitilessly away; saw the
half inch of wick stand alone at last; saw the feeble flame rise and fall, rise and fall, climb the thin column of
smoke, linger at its top a moment, and then—the horror of utter darkness reigned!
*
How long afterward it was that Becky came to a slow consciousness that she was crying in Tom's arms, neither
could tell. All that they knew was, that after what seemed a mighty stretch of time, both awoke out of a dead
stupor of sleep and resumed their miseries once more. Tom said it might be Sunday, now—maybe Monday. He
tried to get Becky to talk, but her sorrows were too oppressive, all her hopes were gone. Tom said that they must
have been missed long ago, and no doubt the search was going on. He would shout, and maybe someone would
come. He tried it; but in the darkness the distant echoes sounded so hideously that he tried it no more.
“The hours wasted away, and hunger came to torment the captives again. A portion of Tom's half of the cake
was left; they divided and ate it. But they seemed hungrier than before. The poor morsel of food only whetted
desire. By and by Tom said:
“Shh! Did you hear that?”
Both held their breath and listened. There was a sound like the faintest, far-off shout. Instantly Tom answered
it, and leading Becky by the hand, started groping down the corridor in its direction. Presently he listened again;
again the sound was heard, and apparently a little nearer.
“It's them!” said Tom; “they're coming! Come along, Becky—we're all right now!”
The joy of the prisoners was almost overwhelming. Their speed was slow, however, because pitfalls were
somewhat common, and had to be guarded against. They shortly came to one and had to stop. It might be three
feet deep, it might be a hundred—there was no passing it, at any rate. Tom got down on his breast and reached as
far down as he could. No bottom. They must stay there and wait until the searchers came. They listened; evidently
the distant shoutings were growing more distant! a moment or two more and they had gone altogether.
The heart-sinking misery of it! Tom whooped until he was hoarse, but it was of no use. He talked hopefully to
Becky; but an age of anxious waiting passed and no sounds came again.
The children groped their way back to the spring. The weary time dragged on; they slept again, and awoke
famished and woe-stricken. Tom believed it must be Tuesday by this time.
*
Now an idea struck him. There were some side passages near at hand. It would be better to explore some of
these than bear the weight of the heavy time in idleness. He took a kite line from his pocket, tied it to a projection,
and he and Becky started, Tom in the lead, unwinding the line as he groped along. At the end of twenty steps the
corridor ended in a “jumping-off place.” Tom got down on his knees and felt below, and then as far around the
corner as he could reach with his hands conveniently; he made an effort to stretch yet a little further to the right,
and at that moment, not twenty yards away, a human hand, holding a candle, appeared from behind a rock!
Tom lifted up a glorious shout, and instantly that hand was followed by the body it belonged to Injun Joe's!
Tom was paralyzed; he could not move. He was vastly gratified, the next moment, to see the “Spaniard” take
to his heels and get himself out of sight. Tom wondered that Joe had not recognized his voice and come over and
killed him for testifying in court. But the echoes must have disguised the voice. Without doubt, that was it, he
reasoned.
Tom's fright weakened every muscle in his body. He said to himself that if he had strength enough to get back
to the spring he would stay there, and nothing should tempt him to run the risk of meeting Injun Joe again. He was
careful to keep from Becky what it was he had seen. He told her he had only shouted “for luck.”
But hunger and wretchedness rise superior to fears in the long run. Another tedious wait at the spring and
another long sleep brought changes. The children awoke tortured with a raging hunger. Tom believed it must be
Wednesday or Thursday or even Friday or Saturday, now, and that the search had been given over. He proposed to
explore another passage. He felt willing to risk Injun Joe and all other terrors.
But Becky was very weak. She had sunk into a dreary apathy and would not be roused. She said she would
wait, now, where she was, and die—it would not be long. She told Tom to go with the kite-line and explore if he
chose; but she implored him to come back every little while and speak to her; and she made him promise that
when the awful time came, he would stay by her and hold her hand until all was over.
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Tom kissed her, with a choking sensation in his throat, and made a show of being confident of finding the
searchers or an escape from the cave; then he took the kite-line in his hand and went groping down one of the
passages on his hands and knees, distressed with hunger and sick with bodings of coming doom.
32
Tuesday afternoon came, and waned to the twilight. The village of St. Petersburg still mourned. The lost
children had not been found. Public prayers had been offered up for them, and many and many a private prayer
that had the petitioner's whole heart in it; but still no good news came from the cave. The majority of the searchers
had given up the quest and gone back to their daily avocations, saying that it was plain the children could never be
found.
Mrs. Thatcher was very ill, and a great part of the time delirious. People said it was heart-breaking to hear her
call her child, and raise her head and listen a whole minute at a time, then lay it wearily down again with a moan.
Aunt Polly had drooped into a settled melancholy, and her gray hair had grown almost white. The village went to
its rest on Tuesday night, sad and forlorn.
Away in the middle of the night a wild peal burst from the village bells, and in a moment the streets were
swarming with frantic half-clad people, who shouted,
“Turn out! turn out! they're found! they're found!”
Tin pans and horns were added to the din, the population massed itself and moved toward the river, met the
children coming in an open carriage drawn by shouting citizens, thronged around it, joined its homeward march,
and swept magnificently up the main street roaring huzzah after huzzah!
The village was illuminated; nobody went to bed again; it was the greatest night the little town had ever seen.
During the first half hour a procession of villagers filed through Judge Thatcher's house, seized the saved ones and
kissed them, squeezed Mrs. Thatcher's hand, tried to speak but couldn't—and drifted out raining tears all over the
place.
Aunt Polly's happiness was complete, and Mrs. Thatcher's nearly so. It would be complete, however, as soon
as the messenger dispatched with the great news to the cave should get the word to her husband.
Tom lay upon a sofa with an eager auditory about him and told the history of the wonderful adventure, putting
in many striking additions to adorn it withal; and closed with a description of how he left Becky and went on an
exploring expedition; how he followed two avenues as far as his kite-line would reach; how he followed a third to
the fullest stretch of the kite-line, and was about to turn back when he glimpsed a far-off speck that looked like
daylight; dropped the line and groped toward it, pushed his head and shoulders through a small hole and saw the
broad Mississippi rolling by! And if it had only happened to be night he would not have seen that speck of
daylight and would not have explored that passage any more! He told how he went back for Becky and broke the
good news and she told him not to fret her with such stuff, for she was tired, and knew she was going to die, and
wanted to. He described how he labored with her and convinced her; and how she almost died for joy when she
had groped to where she actually saw the blue speck of daylight; how he pushed his way out at the hole and then
helped her out; how they sat there and cried for gladness; how some men came along in a skiff and Tom hailed
them and told them their situation and their famished condition; how the men didn't believe the wild tale at first,
“because,” said they, “you are five miles down the river below the valley the cave is in”—then took them aboard,
rowed to a house, gave them supper, made them rest till two or three hours after dark and then brought them
home.
Before day-dawn, Judge Thatcher and the handful of searchers with him were tracked out, in the cave, by the
twine clews they had strung behind them, and informed of the great news.
Three days and nights of toil and hunger in the cave were not to be shaken off at once, as Tom and Becky soon
discovered. They were bedridden all of Wednesday and Thursday, and seemed to grow more and more tired and
worn, all the time. Tom got about, a little, on Thursday, was downtown Friday, and nearly as whole as ever
Saturday; but Becky did not leave her room until Sunday, and then she looked as if she had passed through a
wasting illness.
Tom learned of Huck's sickness and went to see him on Friday, but could not be admitted to the bedroom;
neither could he on Saturday or Sunday. He was admitted daily after that, but was warned to keep still about his
adventure and introduce no exciting topic. The widow Douglas stayed by to see that he obeyed. At home Tom
learned of the Cardiff Hill event; also that the “ragged man's” body had eventually been found in the river near the
ferry landing; he had been drowned while trying to escape, perhaps.
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About a fortnight after Tom's rescue from the cave, he started off to visit Huck, who had grown plenty strong
enough, now, to hear exciting talk, and Tom had some that would interest him, he thought. Judge Thatcher's house
was on Tom's way, and he stopped to see Becky. The Judge and some friends set Tom to talking, and someone
asked him ironically if he wouldn't like to go to the cave again. Tom said yes, he thought he wouldn't mind it. The
Judge said:
“Well, there are others just like you, Tom, I've not the least doubt. But we have taken care of that. Nobody will
get lost in that cave any more.”
“Why?”
“Because I had its big door sheathed with boiler iron two weeks ago, and triple-locked—and I've got the keys.”
Tom turned as white as a sheet.
“What's the matter, boy! Here, run, somebody! Fetch a glass of water!”
The water was brought and thrown into Tom's face.
“Ah, now you're all right. What was the matter with you, Tom?”
“Oh, Judge, Injun Joe's in the cave!”
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Within a few minutes the news had spread, and a dozen skiff-loads of men were on their way to McDougal's
cave, and the ferryboat, well filled with passengers, soon followed. Tom Sawyer was in the skiff that bore Judge
Thatcher.
When the cave door was unlocked, a sorrowful sight presented itself in the dim twilight of the place. Injun Joe
lay stretched upon the ground, dead, with his face close to the crack of the door, as if his longing eyes had been
fixed, to the latest moment, upon the light and the cheer of the free world outside. Tom was touched, for he knew
by his own experience how this wretch had suffered. His pity was moved, but nevertheless he felt an abounding
sense of relief and security, now, which revealed to him in a degree which he had not fully appreciated before,
how vast a weight of dread had been lying upon him since the day he lifted his voice against this bloody-minded
outcast.
Injun Joe's bowie knife lay close by, its blade broken in two. The great foundation-beam of the door had been
chipped and hacked through, with tedious labor; useless labor, too, it was, for the native rock formed a sill outside
it, and upon that stubborn material the knife had wrought no effect; the only damage done was to the knife itself.
But if there had been no stony obstruction there the labor would have been useless still, for if the beam had been
wholly cut away Injun Joe could not have squeezed his body under the door, and he knew it. So he had only
hacked that place in order to be doing something—in order to pass the weary time—in order to employ his
tortured faculties. Ordinarily one could find half a dozen bits of candle stuck around in the crevices of this
vestibule, left there by tourists; but there were none now. The prisoner had searched them out and eaten them. He
had also contrived to catch a few bats, and these, also, he had eaten, leaving only their claws.
The poor unfortunate had starved to death. In one place near at hand, a stalagmite had been slowly growing up
from the ground for ages, builded by the water-drip from a stalactite overhead. The captive had broken off the
stalagmite, and upon the stump had placed a stone wherein he had scooped a shallow hollow to catch the precious
drop that fell once in every three minutes with the dreary regularity of a clock-tick—a dessert spoonful once in
four and twenty hours. That drop was falling when the Pyramids were new; when Troy fell; when the foundations
of Rome were laid; when Christ was crucified; when the Conqueror created the British empire; when Columbus
sailed; when the massacre at Lexington was “news.” It is falling now; it will still be falling when all these things
shall have sunk down the afternoon of history, and the twilight of tradition, and been swallowed up in the thick
night of oblivion.
Has everything a purpose and a mission? Did this drop fall patiently during five thousand years to be ready for
this flitting human insect's need? and has it another important object to accomplish ten thousand years to come?
No matter. It is many and many a year since the hapless half-breed scooped out the stone to catch the priceless
drops, but to this day the tourist stares longest at that pathetic stone and that slow dropping water when he comes
to see the wonders of McDougal's cave. Injun Joe's Cup stands first in the list of the cavern's marvels; even
“Aladdin's Palace” cannot rival it.
Injun Joe was buried near the mouth of the cave; and people flocked there in boats and wagons from the town
and from all the farms and hamlets for seven miles around; they brought their children, and all sorts of provisions,
and con- fessed that they had had almost as satisfactory a time at the funeral as they could have had at the
hanging.
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This funeral stopped the further growth of one thing—the petition to the Governor for Injun Joe's pardon. The
petition had been largely signed; many tearful and eloquent meetings had been held, and a committee of sappy
women been appointed to go in deep mourning and wail around the governor and implore him to be a merciful ass
and trample his duty under foot. Injun Joe was believed to have killed five citizens of the village, but what of that?
If he had been Satan himself there would have been plenty of weaklings ready to scribble their names to a pardonpetition and drip a tear on it from their permanently impaired and leaky water-works.
*
The morning after the funeral Tom took Huck to a private place to have an important talk. Huck had learned all
about Tom's adventure from the Welshman and the widow Douglas, by this time, but Tom said he reckoned there
was one thing they had not told him; that thing was what he wanted to talk about now. Huck's face saddened. He
said:
“I know what it is. You got into No. 2. and never found anything but whiskey. Nobody told me it was you; but
I just knowed it must'a ben you, soon as I heard 'bout that whiskey business; and I knowed you hadn't got the
money becuz you'd-a got at me some way or other and told me even if you was mum to everybody else. Tom,
something's always told me we'd never get holt of that swag.”
“Why Huck, I never told on that tavern-keeper. You know his tavern was all right the Saturday I went to the
picnic. Don't you remember you was to watch there that night?”
“Oh, yes! Why it seems 'bout a year ago. It was that very night that I follered Injun Joe to the widder's.”
“You followed him?”
“Yes—but you keep mum. I reckon Injun Joe's left friends behind him, and I don't want 'em souring on me and
doing me mean tricks. If it hadn't ben for me he'd be down in Texas now, all right.” Then Huck told his entire
adventure in confidence to Tom, who had only heard of the Welshmen's part of it before.
“Well,” said Huck, presently, coming back to the main question, “whoever nipped the whiskey in No.2, nipped
the money too, I reckon—anyways it's a goner for us, Tom.”
“Huck, that money wasn't ever in No.2!”
“What!” Huck searched his comrade's face keenly. “Tom, have you got on the track of that money again?”
“Huck, it's in the cave!”
Huck's eyes blazed.
“Say it again, Tom!”
“The money's in the cave!”
“Tom—honest injun, now—is it fun, or earnest?”
“Earnest, Huck—just as earnest as ever 1 was in my life. Will you go in there with me and help get it out?”
“I bet 1 will! I will if it's where we can blaze our way to it and not get lost.”
“Huck, we can do that without the least little bit of trouble in the world.”
“Good as wheat! What makes you think the money's—“
“Huck, you just wait till we get in there. If we don't find it I'll agree to give you my drum and everything I've
got in the world. I will, by jings!”
“All right—it's a whiz. When do you say?”
“Right now, if you say it. Are you strong enough?”
“Is it far in the cave? I ben on my pins a little, three or four days, now, but I can't walk more'n a mile, Tom—
least I don't think I could.”
“It's about five mile into there the way anybody but me would go, Huck, but there's a mighty short cut that they
don't anybody but me know about. Huck, I'll take you right to it in a skiff. I'll float the skiff down there, and I'll
pull it back again all by myself. You needn't ever turn your hand over.”
“Less start right off, Tom.”
“All right. We want some bread and meat, and our pipes, and a little bag or two, and two or three kite-strings,
and some of these new-fangled things they call lucifer matches. I tell you many's the time I wished I had some
when I was in there before.”
*
A trifle after noon the boys borrowed a small skiff from a citizen who was absent, and got under way at once.
When they were several miles below “Cave Hollow,” Tom said:
“Now you see this bluff here looks all alike all the way down from the cave hollow—no houses, 110 woodyards, bushes all alike. But do you see that white place up yonder where there's been a land-slide? Well, that's one
of my marks. We'll get ashore, 110W.”
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They landed.
“Now Huck, where we're a-standing you could touch that hole I got out of with a fishing-pole. See if you can
find it.”
Huck searched all the place about, and found nothing. Tom proudly marched into a thick clump of sumach
bushes and said:
“Here you are! Look at it, Huck; it's the snuggest hole in this country. You just keep mum about it. All along
I've been wanting to be a robber, but I knew I'd got to have a thing like this, and where to run across it was the
bother. We've got it now, and we'll keep it quiet, only we'll Let Joe Harper and Ben Rogers in—because of course
there's got to be a. Gang, or else there wouldn't be any style about it. Tom Sawyer's Gang—it sounds splendid,
don't it, Huck?”
“Well it just does, Tom. And who'll we rob?”
“Oh, most anybody. Waylay people—that's mostly the way.”
“And kill them?”
“No—not always. Hide them in the cave till they raise a ransom.”
“What's a ransom?”
“Money. You make them raise all they can, off'n their friends; and after you've kept them a year, if it ain't
raised then you kill them. That's the general way. Only you don't kill the women. You shut up the women, but you
don't kill them. They're always beautiful and rich, and awfully scared. You take their watches and things, but you
always take your hat off and talk polite. They ain't anybody as polite as robbers—you'll see that in any book. Well
the women get to loving you, and after they've been in the cave a week or two weeks they stop crying and after
that you couldn't get them to leave. If you drove them out they'd turn right around and come back. It's so in all the
books.”
“Why it's real bully, Tom. I b'lieve it's better'n to be a pirate.”
“Yes, it's better in some ways, because it's close to home and circuses and all that.”
By this time everything was ready and the boys entered the hole, Tom in the lead. They toiled their way to the
farther end of the tunnel, then made their spliced kite-strings fast and moved on. A few steps brought them to the
spring and Tom felt a shudder quiver all through him. He showed Huck the fragment of candle-wick perched on a
lump of clay against the wall, and described how he and Becky had watched the flame struggle and expire.
The boys began to quiet down to whispers, now, for the stillness and gloom of the place oppressed their spirits.
They went on, and presently entered and followed Tom's other corridor until they reached the “jumping-off
place.” The candles revealed the fact that it was not really a precipice, but only a steep clay hill twenty or thirty
feet high. Torn whispered:
“Now I'll show you something, Huck.” He held his candle aloft and said:
“Look as far around the corner as you can. Do you see that? There—on the big rock over yonder-done with
candle smoke.”
“Tom, it's a cross!”
“Now where's your Number Two? 'Under the cross,' hey? Right yonder's where I saw Injun Joe poke up his
candle, Huck!” Huck stared at the mystic sign a while, and then said with a shaky voice:
“Tom, less git out of here!”
“What! and leave the treasure?”
“Yes—leave it. Injun Joe's ghost is round about there, certain.”
“No it ain't, Huck, no it ain't. It would ha'nt the place where he died—away out at the mouth of the cave—five
mile from here.”
“No, Tom, it wouldn't. It would hang round the money. I know the ways of ghosts, and so do you.”
Torn began to fear that Huck was right. Misgivings gathered in his mind. But presently an idea occurred to
him:
“Looky-here, Huck, what fools we're making of ourselves! Injun Joe's ghost ain't a-going to come around
where there's a cross!”
The point was well taken. It had its effect.
“Tom I didn't think of that. But that's so. It's luck for us, that cross is. I reckon we'll climb down there and have
a hunt for that box.”
*
Tom went first, cutting rude steps in the clay hill as he descended. Huck followed. Four avenues opened out of
the small cavern which the great rock stood in. The boys examined three of them with no result. They found a
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small recess in the one nearest the base of the rock, with a pallet of blankets spread down in it; also an old
suspender, some bacon rind, and the well gnawed bones of two or three fowls.
But there was no money box. The lads searched and re-searched this place, but in vain. Torn said:
“He said under the cross. Well, this comes nearest to being under the cross. It can,t be under the rock itself,
because that sets solid on the ground.”
They searched everywhere once more, and then sat down discouraged. Huck could suggest nothing. By and by
Tom said:
“Looky-here, Huck, there's footprints and some candle grease on the clay about one side of this rock, but not
on the other sides. Now what's that for? I bet you the money is under the rock. I'm going to dig in the clay.”
“That ain't no bad notion, Tom!” said Huck with animation.
Tom's “real Barlow” was out at once, and he had not dug four inches before he struck wood.
“Hey, Huck!—you hear that?”
Huck began to dig and scratch now. Some boards were soon uncovered and removed. They had concealed a
natural chasm which led under the rock. Tom got into this and held his candle as far under the rock as he could,
but said he could not see to the end of the rift. He proposed to explore.
He stooped and passed under; the narrow way descended gradually. He followed its winding course, first to the
right, then to the left, Huck at his heels. Tom turned a short curve, by and by, and exclaimed“My goodness, Huck, looky-here!”
It was the treasure box, sure enough, occupying a snug little cavern, along with an empty powder keg, a couple
of guns in leather cases, two or three pairs of old moccasins, a leather belt, and some other rubbish well soaked
with the water-drip.
“Got it at last!”said Huck, plowing among the tarnished coins with his hand. “My, but we're rich, Tom!”
“Huck, I always reckoned we'd get it. It's just too good to believe, but we have got it, sure! Say—let's not fool
around here. Let's snake it out. Lemme see if I can lift the box.”
It weighed about fifty pounds. Tom could lift it, after an awkward fashion, but could not carry it conveniently.
“I thought so,” he said; “they carried it like it was heavy, that day at the ha'nted house. I noticed that. I reckon I
was right to think of fetching the little bags along.”
The money was soon in the bags and the boys took it up to the cross-rock.
“Now less fetch the guns and things,” said Huck.
“No, Huck—leave them there. They're just the tricks to have when we go to robbing. We'll keep them there all
the time, and we'll hold our orgies there, too. It's an awful snug place for orgies.”
“What's orgies?”
“I dono. But robbers always have orgies, and of course we've got to have them, too. Come along, Huck, we've
been in here a long time. It's getting late, I reckon. I'm hungry, too. We'll eat and smoke when we get to the skiff.”
They presently emerged into the clump of sumach bushes, looked warily out, found the coast clear, and were
soon lunching and smoking in the skiff. As the sun dipped toward the horizon they pushed out and got under way.
Tom skimmed up the shore through the long twilight, chatting cheerily with Huck, and landed shortly after dark.
“Now Huck,” said Tom, “we'll hide the money in the loft of the widow's wood-shed, and I'll come up in the
morning and we'll count it and divide, and then we'll hunt up a place out in the woods for it where it will be safe.
Just you lay quiet here and watch the stuff till I run and hook Benny Taylor's little wagon; I won't be gone a
minute.”
He disappeared, and presently returned with the wagon, put the two small sacks into it, threw some old rags on
top of them, and started off, dragging his cargo behind him. When the boys reached the Welshman's house, they
stopped to rest. Just as they were about to move on, the Welshman stepped out and said:
“Hallo, who's that?”
“Huck and Tom Sawyer.”
“Good! Come along with me, boys, you are keeping everybody waiting. Here—hurry up, trot ahead—I'l haul
the wagon for you. Why, it's not as light as it might be. Got bricks in it? or old metal?”
“Old metal,” said Tom.
“I judged so; the boys in this town will take more trouble and fool away more time, hunting up six bits worth
of old iron to sell to the foundry than they would to make twice the money at regular work. But that's human
nature—hurry along, hurry along!”
The boys wanted to know what the hurry was about.
“Never mind; you'll see, when we get to the widow Douglas's.” Huck said with some apprehension-for he was
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long used to being falsely accused:
“Mr. Jones, we haven't been doing nothing.” The Welshman laughed.
“Well, I don't know, Huck, my boy. I don't know about that. Ain't you and the widow good friends?”
“Yes. Well, she's ben good friends to me, any ways.”
“All right, then. What do you want to be afraid for?”
This question was not entirely answered in Huck's slow mind before he found himself pushed, along with Tom,
into Mrs. Douglas's drawing room. Mr. Jones left the wagon near the door and followed.
The place was grandly lighted, and everybody that was of any consequence in the village was there. The
Thatchers were there, the Harpers, the Rogerses, Aunt Polly, Sid, Mary, the minister, the editor, and a great many
more, and all dressed in their best. The widow received the boys as heartily as anyone could well receive two such
looking beings. They were covered with clay and candle grease. Aunt Polly blushed crimson with humiliation,
and frowned and shook her head at Tom. Nobody suffered half as much as the two boys did, however. Mr. Jones
said:
“Tom wasn't at home, yet, so I gave him up; but I stumbled on him and Huck right at my door, and so I just
brought them along in a hurry.”
“And you did just right,” said the widow. “Come with me, boys.” She took them to a bed chamber and said:
“Now wash and dress yourselves. Here are two new suits of clothes—shirts, socks, everything complete.
They're Huck's—no, no thanks Huck—Mr. Jones bought one and I the other. But they'll fit both of you. Get into
them. We'll wait—come down when you are slicked up enough.” Then she left.
34
Huck said:
“Tom, we can slope, if we can find a rope. The window ain't high from the ground.”
“Shucks, what do you want to slope for?”
“Well I ain't used to that kind of a crowd. I can't stand it. I ain't going down there, Tom.”
“O, bother! It ain't anything. I don't mind it a bit. I'll take care of you.”
Sid appeared
“Tom,” said he, “Auntie has been waiting for you all the afternoon. Mary got your Sunday clothes ready, and
everybody's been fretting about you. Say—ain't this grease and clay, on your clothes?”
“Now Mr. Siddy, you jist 'tend to your own business. What's all this blow-out about, anyway?”
“It's one of the widow's parties that she's always having. This time it's for the Welshman and his sons, on
account of that scrape they helped her out of the other night. And say—I can tell you something, if you want to
know.”
“Well, what?”
“Why old Mr. Jones is going to try to spring something on the people here to-night, but I overheard him tell
auntie today about it, as a secret, but I reckon it's not much of a secret now. Everybody knows—the widow, too,
for all she tries to let on she don't. Oh, Mr. Jones was bound Huck should be here—a could't get along with his
grand secret without Huck, you know!”
“Secret about what, Sid?”
“About Huck tracking the robbers to the widow's. I reckon Mr. Jones was going to make a grand time over his
surprise, but I bet you it will drop pretty flat.” Sid chuckled in a very contented and satisfied way.
“Sid, was it you that told?”
“O, never mind who it was. Somebody told—that's enough.”
“Sid, there's only one person in this town mean enough to do that, and that's you. If you had been in Huck's
place you'd-a sneaked down the hill and never told anybody on the robbers. You can't do any but mean things, and
you can't bear to see anybody praised for doing good ones. There—no thanks, as the widow says”—and Tom
cuffed Sid's ears and helped him to the door with several kicks.
“Now go and tell auntie if you dare—and tomorrow you'll catch it!”
Some minutes later the widow's guests were at the supper table, and a dozen children were propped up at little
side tables in the same room, after the fashion of that country and that day. At the proper time Mr. Jones made his
little speech, in which he thanked the widow for the honor she was doing himself and his sons, but said that there
was another person whose modesty—
And so forth and so on. He sprung his secret about Huck's share in the adventure in the finest dramatic manner
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he was master of, but the surprise it occasioned was largely counterfeit and not as clamorous and effusive as it
might have been under happier circumstances. However, the widow made a pretty fair show of astonishment, and
heaped so many compliments and so much gratitude upon Huck that he almost forgot the nearly intolerable
discomfort of his new clothes in the entirely intolerable discomfort of being set up as a target for everybody's gaze
and everybody's laudations.
The widow said she meant to give Huck a home under her roof and have him educated; and that when she
could spare the money she would start him in business in a modest way. Tom's chance was come. He said:
“Huck don't need it. Huck's rich!”
Nothing but a heavy strain upon the good manners of the company kept back the due and proper
complimentary laugh at this pleasant joke. But the silence was a little awkward. Tom broke it:
“Huck's got money. Maybe you don't believe it, but he's got lots of it. Oh, you needn't smile—I reckon I can
show you. You just wait a minute.”
Tom ran out of doors. The company looked at each other with a perplexed interest—and inquiringly at Huck,
who was tongue-tied.
“Sid, what ails Tom?” said aunt Polly. “He—well, there ain't ever any making of that boy out. I never—”
Tom entered, struggling with the weight of his sacks, and Aunt Polly did not finish her sentence. Tom poured
the mass of yellow coin upon the table and said:
“There—what did I tell you? Half of it's Huck's and half of it's mine!”
The spectacle took the general breath away. All gazed, nobody spoke for a moment. Then there was a
unanimous call for an explanation. Tom said he could furnish it, and he did. The tale was long, but brim full of
interest. There was scarcely an interruption from anyone to break the charm of its flow. When he had finished, Mr.
Jones said:
“I thought I had fixed up a little surprise for this occasion, but it don't amount to anything now. This one makes
it sing mighty small, I'm willing to allow.”
The money was counted. The sum amounted to a little over twelve thousand dollars. It was more than anyone
present had ever seen at one time before, though several persons were there who were worth considerably more
than that in property.
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The reader may rest satisfied that Tom'’s and Huck’s windfall made a mighty stir in the poor little village of St.
Petersburg. So vast a sum, all in actual cash, seemed next to incredible. It was talked about, gloated over,
glorified, until the reason of many of the citizens tottered under the strain of the unhealthy excitement. Every
“haunted” house in St. Petersburg and the neighboring villages was dissected, plank by plank, and its foundations
dug up and ransacked for hidden treasure—and not by boys, but men—pretty grave, unromantic men, too, some
of them. Wherever Tom and Huck appeared they were courted, admired, stared at. The boys were not able to
remember that their remarks had possessed weight before; but now their sayings were treasured and repeated;
everything they did seemed somehow to be regarded as remarkable; they had evidently lost the power of doing
and saying commonplace things; moreover, their past history was raked up and discovered to bear marks of
conspicuous originality. The village paper published biographical sketches of the boys.
The widow Douglas put Hucks money out\fn{ I.e., she invested it: (H)} at six per cent, and Judge Thatcher did the
same with Tom’s at aunt Polly’s request. Each lad had an income, now, that was simply prodigious—a dollar for
every weekday in the year and half of the Sundays. It was just what the minister got—no, it was what he was
promised—he generally couldn’t collect it. A dollar and a quarter a week would board, lodge and school a boy in
those old simple days—and clothe him and wash him, too, for that matter.
Judge Thatcher had conceived a great opinion of Tom. He said that no commonplace boy would ever have got
his daughter out of the cave. When Becky told her father, in strict confidence, how Tom had taken her whipping at
school, the Judge was visibly moved; and when she pleaded grace for the mighty lie which Tom had told in order
to shift that whipping from her shoulders to his own, the Judge said with a fine outburst that it was a noble, a
generous, a magnanimous lie—a lie that was worthy to hold up its head and march down through history breast to
breast with George Washington’s lauded Truth about the hatchet! Becky thought her father had never looked so
tall and so superb as when he walked the floor and stamped his foot and said that. She went straight off and told
Tom about it.
Judge Thatcher hoped to see Tom a great lawyer or a great soldier some day. He said he meant to look to it that
Tom should be admitted to the National military academy and afterwards trained in the best law school in the
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country, in order that he might be ready for either career or both.
Huck Finn’s wealth and the fact that he was now under the widow Douglas’s protection, introduced him into
society—no, dragged him into it, hurled him into it—and his sufferings were almost more than he could bear. The
widow’s servants kept him clean and neat, combed and brushed, and they bedded him nightly in unsympathetic
sheets that had not one little spot or stain which he could press to his heart and know for a friend. He had to eat
with knife and fork; he had to use napkin, cup and plate; he had to learn his book, he had to go to church; he had
to talk so properly that speech was become insipid in his mouth; whithersoever he turned, the bars and shackles of
civilization shut him in and bound him hand and foot.
He bravely bore his miseries three weeks, and then one day turned up missing. For forty-eight hours the widow
hunted for him everywhere in great distress. The public were profoundly concerned; they searched high and low,
they dragged the river for his body. Early the third morning Tom Sawyer wisely went poking among some old
empty hogsheads down behind the abandoned slaughterhouse, and in one of them he found the refugee. Huck had
slept there; he had just breakfasted upon some stolen odds and ends of food, and was lying off, now, in comfort
with his pipe. He was unkempt, uncombed, and clad in the same old ruin of rags that had made him picturesque in
the days when he was free and happy.
Tom routed him out, told him the trouble he had been causing, and urged him to go home. Huck's face lost its
tranquil content, and took a melancholy cast. He said:
“Don’t talk about it, Tom. I’ve tried it, and it don't work; it don’t work, Tom. It ain’t for me; I ain't used to it.
The widder's good to me, and friendly; but I can't stand them ways. She makes me git up just at the same time
every morning; she makes me wash, they comb me all to thunder; she won't let me sleep in the woodshed; I got to
wear them blamed clothes that just smothers me, Tom; they don't seem to any air git through 'em, somehow; and
they're so rotten nice that I can't set down, nor lay down, nor roll around anywhers; I hain't slid on a cellar-door
for—well, it 'pears to be years; I got to go to church and sweat and sweat—I hate them ornery sermons! I can't
ketch a fly in there, I can't chaw,\fn{ Meaning he can't chew tobacco: boys in my country had to do these things, it seems, then as
well as now, and whether it was good for them or not. (H) } I got to wear shoes all Sunday. The widder eats by a bell; she
goes to bed by a bell; she gits up by a bell—everything's so awful reglar a body can't stand it.”
“Well, everybody does that way, Huck.”
“Tom, it don't make no difference. I ain't everybody, and I can't stand it. It's awful to be tied up so. And grub
comes too easy—I don't take no interest in vittles, that way. I got to ask, to go a-fishing; I got to ask, to go in aswimming—dern'd if I hain't got to ask to do everything. Well, I'd got to talk so nice it wasn't no comfort—I'd got
to go up in the attic and rip out a while, every day, to git a taste in my mouth, or I'd a died, Tom. The widder
wouldn't let me smoke; she wouldn't let me yell, she wouldn't let me gape, nor stretch, nor scratch, before folks—
then with a spasm of special irritation and injury—“and dad fetch it, she prayed all the time! I never see such a
woman! I had to shove,\fn{As in shove-off; escape. (H)} Tom—I just had to.
“And besides, that school's going to open, and I'd a had to go to it—well, I wouldn't stand that, Tom. Lookyhere, Tom, being rich ain't what it's cracked up to be. It's just worry and worry, and sweat and sweat, and awishing you was dead all the time. Now these clothes suits me, and this bar'l suits me, and I ain't ever going to
shake 'em anymore. Tom, I wouldn't ever got into all this trouble if it hadn't-a ben for that money; now you just
take my sheer of it along with yourn,\fn{ Share of it along with yours. (H)} and gimme a ten-center sometimes— not
many times, becuz I don't give a dem for a thing 'thout it's tollable\fn{ Thing without it's terribly. (H) } hard to git—and
you go and beg off for me with the widder.”
“Oh, Huck, you know I can't do that. 'Tain't fair; and besides if you'll try this thing just a while longer you'll
come to like it.”
“Like it! Yes—the way I'd like a hot stove if I was to set on it long enough. No, Tom, I won't be rich, and I
won't live in them cussed smothery houses. I like the woods, and the river, and hogsheads, and I'll stick to 'em,
too. Blame it all! just as we'd got guns, and a cave, and all just fixed to rob, here this dern foolishness has got to
come up and spile it all!”
Tom saw his opportunity.
“Looky-here, Huck, being rich ain't going to keep me back from turning robber.”
“No! Oh, good-licks, are you in real dead-wood earnest, Tom?”
“Just as dead earnest as I'm a-sitting here. But Huck, we can't let you into the gang if you ain't respectable, you
know.”
Huck's joy was quenched.
“Can't let me in, Tom? Didn't you let me go for a pirate?”
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“Yes, but that's different. A robber is more high-toned than what a pirate is—as a general thing. In most
countries they're awful high up in the nobility—dukes and such.”
“Now Tom, hain't you always ben friendly to me? You wouldn't shet\fn{ Shut: (H)} me out, would you, Tom?
You wouldn't do that, now, would you, Tom?”
“Huck, I wouldn't want to, and I don't want to—but what would people say? Why they'd say, 'Mph! Tom
Sawyer's Gang! pretty low characters in it!' They'd mean you, Huck. You wouldn't like that, and I wouldn't.”
Huck was silent for some time, engaged in a mental struggle. Finally he said:
“Well, I'll go back to the widder for a month and tackle it and see if I can come to stand it, if you'll let me
b'long to the gang, Tom.”
“All right, Huck, it's a whiz! Come along, old chap, and I'll ask the widow to let up on you a little, Huck.”
“Will you Tom—now will you? That's good. If she'll let up on some of the roughest things, I'll smoke private
and cuss private, and crowd through or bust. When you going to start the gang and turn robbers?”
“Oh, right off. We'll get the boys together and have the initiation tonight, maybe.”
“Have the which?”
“Have the initiation.”
“What's that?”
“It's to swear to stand by one another, and never tell the gang's secrets, even if you're chopped all to flinders,
and kill anybody and all his family that hurts one of the gang.”
“That's gay—that's mighty gay, Tom, I tell you.”
“Well I bet it is. And all that swearing's got to be done at midnight, in the lonesomest, awfulest place you can
find—a h'nted house is the best, but they're all ripped up, now.”
“Well, midnight's good, anyway, Tom.”
“Yes, so it is. And you've got to swear on a coffin, and sign it with blood.”
“Now that's something like! Why it's a million times bullier than pirating. I'll stick to the widder till I rot, Tom;
and if I git to be a reglar ripper of a robber, and everybody talking 'bout it, I reckon she'll be proud she snaked me
in out of the wet.”
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So endeth this chronicle. It being strictly a history of a boy, it must stop here; the story could not go much
further without becoming the history of a man. When one writes a novel about grown people, he knows exactly
where to stop—that is, with a marriage; but when he writes of juveniles, he must stop where he best can.
Most of the characters that perform in this book still live, and are prosperous and happy. Some day it may seem
worth while to take up the story of the younger ones again and see what sort of men and women they turned out to
be; therefore it will be wisest not to reveal any of that part of their lives at present.
107.154 The Story Of An Hour\fn{by Katherine Chopin (1851-1904)} St. Louis, St. Louis County, Missouri, U.S.A.
(F) 1
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 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
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the other in the west facing her window.
She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up
into her throat and shook her, as a child who as 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 her breath: “free, free, free!” The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes.
They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her
body.
She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception
enable her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.
She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had
never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long
procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them
in welcome.
There would be no one to live for her 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 no less a
crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.
And yet she had loved him—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved
mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest
impulse of her being!
“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.
Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission. “Louise,
open the door! I beg; open the door—you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’s sake
open the door.”
“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.
Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days
that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought
with a shudder that life might be long.
She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes,
and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister’s waist, and together they
descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom.
Some one was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travelstained, composedly carrying his gripsack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not
even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine’s piercing cry; at Richards’ quick motion to screen
him from the view of his wife.
But Richards was too late.
When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease—of joy that kills.
132.86 Excerpt from Daughter Of Earth\fn{by Agnes Smedley (1892-1950)} Osgood, Sullivan County, Missouri,
U.S.A. (F) 10
… The first thing I remember of life was a strange feeling of love and secrecy. I was a baby so young that I
recall only the feeling—nothing else. My father was holding me close to his huge body in sleep. Was it the dawn
of memory … or was it a dream!
I must have been no more than a year old—for it was much earlier than those beautiful sunny days of my
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babyhood in the middle 1890s that I spent playing with my older sister Annie under a wide-spreading walnut tree
down in the sun-flecked meadows. Above on the hill I heard the voice of my father, the deep beautiful voice, as he
labored in the hayfields. My mother came walking down the long path, carrying two pails of water to our tiny log
home on the hill. She was barefoot and the wind caught her loose-flowing calico dress and wrapped it close to her
slender body.
If you went two steps beyond the well you came to a ditch shadowed by thick bushes and tall elm trees. On the
further bank, far back under the clustering bushes, grew flowers so fat and velvety that a ray of sunshine withered
them. They grew singly, and the blossoms hung in gentle sprays. Delicate secret thoughts of flowers they were.
They were as living beings to my child soul and I talked to them as I talked to the wind in the top of the walnut
tree down in the meadows.
We were very poor. But that I did not know. For all the world seemed to be just like our home—at least that
world of ours that stretched for some two hundred miles across northern Missouri. The rolling, stony earth that
yielded so reluctantly seemed to stretch far beyond the horizon and to touch the sky where the sun set. For us, this
world was bounded on one side by the county seat and on the other by the Missouri River. The northern frontier
was a town of a few hundred people. The south ended at—well, my father’s imagination reached to a mysterious
city called St. Joseph on the Missouri River.
But then he was a man with the soul and imagination of a vagabond. People listened to his stories, filled with
color and adventure, but they did not always believe. For he was not one of them; he was almost a foreigner, in
fact. His family was unknown to our world. They were not farmers, and some said they were unsteady, unreliable
—a shiftless crew; that was the Indian blood in their veins … you never could trust foreigners or Indians.
Later the horizon of our world was extended to Kansas City. That was when the whole countryside was
aroused by a young cousin of mine who ran away. In three months he returned—an educated man. He had learned
to be a barber … and he wore store clothes!
*
As I sit here I think vaguely of love … of fire … of the color red. Was it that red bird that came to our cherry
tree … was it the red cloak I wore as a child … now I remember, it was long ago:
I was building a fire—a lovely fire. My stove was made of stones but its back was the wall of our two-room
log home. I built the fire on the side near the two tall cedar trees with the swing hanging between them. It burned
brilliantly and beautifully, and would have been still more beautiful if my mother had not found it and tapped me
on the head with her steel thimble. She was always tapping me with a hard steel thimble that aroused all my
hatred. My beautiful fires, my glorious fires that she stamped out when she found them … it was like stamping
out something within me … when the flame flared up it was so warm and friendly! Now I know the spiritual link
between fire and the instinct of love. But my mother did not know it. She had gone only to the sixth grade in
school. My father did not know—he had gone only through the third: a man didn’t need more, he said. Education
was only for women and men who wore dudes.
I remember my mother’s thimble taps, and I remember a tough little switch that cut like a knife into the flesh.
Why she whipped me so often I do not know. I doubt if she knew. But she said that I built fires and that I lied.
What business that was of hers I was unable to see. As the years of her unhappy married life increased, as more
children arrived, she whipped me more and more. At first I did not know that I could sometimes hit back at a
person who deliberately struck me; but as time passed I learned that only by virtue of her size she had the power
to do what she would with me. I longed to grow up.
She developed a method in her whippings: standing with her switch in her hand, she would order me to come
before her. I would plead or cry or run away. But at last I had to come. Without taking hold of me, she forced me
to stand in one spot of my own will, while she whipped me on all sides. Afterwards, when I continued to sob as
children do, she would order me to stop or she would “stomp me into the ground.” I remember once that I could
not and with one swoop she was upon me—over the head, down the back, on my bare legs, until in agony and
terror I ran from the house screaming for my father. Yet what could I say to my father—I was little and could not
explain. And he would not believe.
My mother continued to say that I lied. But I did not know it. I was never clear. What was truth and what was
fancy I could not know. To me, the wind in the tree tops really carried stories on its back; the red bird that came to
our cherry tree really told me things; the fat, velvety flowers down in the forest laughed and I answered; the little
calf in the field held long conversations with me.
But at last I learned to know what a lie was: to induce my mother to stop beating me I would lie—I would say,
yes, I had lied and was sorry, and then she would whip me for having withheld the admission so long. As time
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went on, to avoid a whipping, I learned to tell her only the things I thought she wanted to hear.
“I have but one child who is stubborn and a liar, and that is Marie,” she would tell strangers or neighbors.
At first I was humiliated to tears; later I became hardened; later still I accepted it as a fact and did not even try
to deny it.
It has been one of the greatest struggles in my life to learn to tell the truth. To tell something not quite true
became almost an instinct. In pain and tears I have had to unlearn all that my mother beat into my unformed mind.
It was difficult for her to beat my need of her love out of me. It took years, for with the least return of kindness in
her my love swept back. I see now that she and my father, and the conditions about us, perverted my love and my
life. They made me believe I was an evil creature. I accepted that as I accepted the statement that I lied; for they
seemed infallible. Still there are tears I have never forgotten … childish tears that are said to have no meaning,
and pain that children are said to forget. I am weary of memories of tears and pain.
*
In the west a deep blue cloud was rising and riding on the wind in our direction. It became black and a sinister
yellow streak in the center grew and swept onward with it. In terror we watched the yellow streak—my older
sister Annie, six, my toddling baby sister Beatrice, and I; for the yellow streak meant danger. A cyclone was
coming.
My father and mother were not at home. I had been building another fire behind the house when Annie’s cry
had interrupted me. She started to drag us across the big cornfield to a farmhouse far away, but suddenly she stood
still and screamed with joy. We looked: there, turning a distant curve and sweeping down the long white lane my
father and mother came, riding the two snow-white horses of which my father was so proud. Down the lane, faster
than the approaching storm they came, and I heard the drum of the horses’ flying feet on the hard white road. It
grew louder and louder. They swung in at the gate, dashed up to the door, my mother sprang from the saddle and
my father, without halting, dashed away with the horses to the stable.
In a few moments we were in the underground cave, my father following with mattresses, feather beds,
blankets and an ax. My mother was screaming to him to bring the new sewing machine and the clock—her two
most valued possessions—and to bar the door of the house. The wind before the approaching storm had already
reached us. My father rushed down the steps, drew the cave door down against the flat earth and bolted it. Then
we waited.
The cave was lighted only by a lantern. About us hung the damp odor of earth, of jars of canned fruits, of
melons, apples, sweet butter and thick cream in crocks. It was just like going to a picnic to have a cyclone like this
and to lie down in the soft warm featherbed and smell and hear and see and feel everything! There came a great
roaring, as of rain and wind, and something fell against the cave door.
“Be quiet,” said my father to my mother. “If we’re buried, I’ve got the ax.”
“Suppose somethin’ falls on the air-hole?” and she glanced up at the little wooden air escape in the middle of
the cave roof.
“I’ll cut us out, I’m tellin’ you. There ain’t no need losin’ your head until somethin’ happens.”
I listened to his voice and knew that I could put him up against any cyclone that existed.
The roaring continued. My father’s voice came from the passage leading up the steps to the door.
“It ain’t no cyclone,” and he unlocked the door and peered through the crack.
“The house’s still standin’. The cedars break the wind.” A long silence.
“The wind’s goin’ down. There ain’t no danger.”
“You never can tell.”
“I know. I know the cyclone that struck St. Joe. It sucked up cattle an’ horses in it, an’ men an’ houses an’
fences, an’ set ’em down miles away. It cut right across country fer sixty miles an’ they tried to dynamite it to
break it up. You could see it comin’ fer miles, a long black funnel … it sucked up a smokehouse in one place, an’
left the house, ten feet away, standin’ as clean as a whistle! I think there musta been well nigh a hundert people
lost in that there cyclone.”
Long afterwards I remember telling a girl friend of mine that once a cyclone swept our smokehouse away,
along with the horses and cattle, but left our house, just ten feet away, standing as clean as a whistle! Well nigh a
hundred people were lost in that there cyclone, I related, and told her just how houses, fences, men and horses
tumbled out of the air around us.
For I was my father’s daughter!
*
Strange men from beyond the hills came to our farm and brought a huge black stallion. The women could not
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follow the men to the field where our horses ran loose, and we children were told to play behind the house. That
was just reason enough for not playing behind the house. My father came to my mother, took money and went
back to the field again. Then the men took the stallion away. Mystery hung over everything; and a secrecy of
which no one spoke.
A few days before a baby calf had been born and I had seen it. It was I who brought the news of the marvelous
event; but. then my father and mother forced me to keep out of sight of the field where the mother and calf were,
and where I had been but a few moments before. The thing I had seen I dared not talk about or ask about without
“deservin’ to have my years boxed.”
Slowly I was learning of the shame and secrecy of sex. With it I was learning other things—that male animals
cost more than female animals and seemed more valuable; that male fowls cost more than females and were
chosen with more care. Even when my little brother was about to be born, we children were hurried off to another
farmhouse, and secrecy and shame settled like a clammy rag over everything. At sunset, a woman, speaking with
much forced joy and in a tone of mystery, asked us if we wanted a little brother. It seems a stork had brought him.
But the woman’s little girl of ten, very wise to the ways of the world, took us out behind the henhouse and
explained the stork story with very horrible details and much imagination.
The next day my father bought a box of cigars from the town and distributed them among men who drove up
to congratulate him as if he had achieved something remarkable. They passed a whiskey flask around. A son had
been born! I felt neglected, and when I ran to my father and threw my arms around one of his pillar-like legs, he
shook me off and told me to go away. There seemed something wrong with me … something too deep to even cry
about.
“Why?” I have asked over and over again, but have received no answer.
*
Our log home had but two rooms. In one stood our two beds; .the other was the kitchen, dining, sewing and
workroom all in one. In one bed my father, mother and baby brother slept. In the other, my two sisters and I.
One night I was awakened by some sound and I turned uneasily. It came again. It left me lying, tense with a
nameless fear, my eyes closed, yet trembling in terror. An instinct that lies at the root of existence had reared its
head in the crudest form in my presence, and on my mind was engraved a picture of terror and revulsion that
poisoned the best years of my life. From that moment the mother who was above wrong disappeared, and
henceforth I faced another woman.
Strange emotions of love and disgust warred within me, and now when she struck my body she aroused only
primitive hatred. Only a little later I heard her tell something that was not true, and the perfection I had thought
hers, cruel though it was, vanished.
For years afterwards she and I gazed at each other across a gulf of hostility. When she came to know that her
word or wish had no influence upon me, she began to threaten me with my father. She failed; for he had never
struck me and I knew he never would. She was fallible but he was not. His word was enough for me—I obeyed.
To be like him, to drive horses as he drove them, to pitch hay as he pitched it, to make him as proud of me as he
was of my aew baby brother George, was my one desire in life.
There was another day when my mother laughed at little George, sitting flat on the floor of our wagon bed as
we all bumped along over a rutty road. His fat cheeks were trembling from the jolting, and when he saw my
mother laughing at him, tears rolled down his face.
“That’s it, laugh at the boy!” my fa.ther shouted bitterly.
Something gripped my heart and I crept up to my baby brother and put my arms around him. He snuggled
against me and was comforted. My father glanced at us and said no more and my mother ceased her laughing.
From that moment my brother George was dear to me above all things.
*
My grandmother was a tall, strong woman with stringy gray hair flying about her face, and eyes as black as the
night when there is no moon. She went barefoot, smoked a corn-cob pipe, and wore loose-flowing Mother
Hubbards. Since my grandfather was slowly dying of consumption, she managed their farm, as well as five grown
sons and eight grown daughters. She had brought three daughters and two sons into this marriage; my grandfather
had contributed the rest. Mildred, a daughter just my age, had been the fruit of the marriage of these two.
This grandmother of mine was, strangely enough, my aunt as well, for she was my father’s elder sister. My
grandfather always complained against the worthlessness of her family, against my father in particular. He had not
intended to marry her, it seems. It had been an accident. My father and mother had met, fallen in love almost at
first sight, and although my mother was but seventeen, had run away to a distant town and were married. My
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grandfather had raced after them in hot anger, for he was determined that his daughter should not throw herself
away on such a man, a man who was part Indian at that! He had found them in this woman’s home, she a widow
wringing a living from life for herself and her children. Perhaps it was unfortunate that he was a widower and a
gentle, pliable soul. For this indomitable woman led him to the altar and married him as quickly and as securely
as my father had married my mother.
Thus she became in due course of time my grandmother also. The two families became hopelessly mixed up,
and I never knew exactly whether I should call her grandmother or aunt, or whether to call her children cousins or
aunts and uncles. I compromised by calling her Aunt Mary.
She was a woman with the body and mind of a man. Once married she assumed control of her new husband
and all that he possessed. When her word failed with her own or his children, she used her hand. It was a big
hand. She milked the cows each morning and night with the sweeping strength and movements of a man. She
carried pails of skimmed milk and slopped the hogs; when she kneaded bread for baking, it whistled and snapped
under her hands, and her arms worked like steam pistons. She awoke the men at dawn and she told them when to
go upstairs to bed at night. She directed the picking of fruit-apples, pears, peaches, berries of every kind, and she
taught her girls how to can, preserve, and dry them for the winter. In the autumn she directed the slaughtering of
beef and pork, and then smoked the meat in the smokehouse. When the sugar cane ripened in the summer she saw
it cut, and superintended the making of molasses in the long, low, sugar cane mill at the foot of the hill.
She extended her managing ability to the love affairs of her daughters. Her sons went courting at other farms
where she, unfortunately, could hardly follow. But not so with her daughters. When their beaus called she herself
would see that the parlor was in proper order, that the organ was conspicuously open so that the young man might
know that this was no house to trifle with. She gave her daughters instructions in private, and when the victim
called, she herself locked the parlor door and ordered us children out into the back yard to play. After the young
man had called as many times as she thought necessary for any man to make up his mind, she herself went in the
parlor and asked him his intentions. No man could look her in the eye and have anything but honorable intentions.
She was like an invading army in a foreign country. And like all invaders, she was a tyrant. On Sundays we
were always at her home—no one thought of it as other than her home—for dinner. She sat at one end of the
table, and my gentle, complaining grandfather at the other. They were almost shouting distances apart; for, along
one side sat some eight men and women; along the other as many more, with children wedged in between. I sat
near my mother and tried to eat unobtrusively. But one day I found a fly in the piece of blackberry cobbler she had
carved and put on my plate. I pushed it aside. She turned her black eyes on me and laid down a law I have never
forgotten:
“Flies won’t hurt you if they’re well cooked!”
The table was silent; no one dared speak. All looked at me as if I had sinned. I hesitated, then ate the fly and
the blackberries together.
Only two of her children Aunt Mary did not beat. One was Mildred, the daughter of her second marriage, a
mean, spoilt child. If this child wanted anything of mine or any other child’s, she got it. Her hair was thick and
long; mine was thin and hung in one tiny scrawny pig-tail—it was much like Aunt Mary’s. But Aunt Mary would
stand the two of us together and laugh at me.
“When I grow up I’ll have long hair,” I would say.
But her laughter left deep wounds. Each Sunday she would ask me if my hair had grown. She gave Mildred
lessons on the organ as soon as she was old enough to reach the keys. Music aroused deep feelings in me and I
would creep into the parlor alone and try to play.softly so that no one might hear. But this woman would appear in
the door and tell me to stop strumming or she would “box my years.”
The other girl my grandmother never touched was her stepdaughter Helen, a girl of some fifteen years, with
deep bronze hair touched here and there with fiery gold. She walked immune through her stepmother’s wrath. She
feared no one and she openly threatened everyone. She teased me with a strange, gentle humor, and laughed at my
tears. She would learn some new, long word, and then use it on me:
“You’re an insurrection,” or
“You’re a pillage,” or
“You’re an unornamented freckle-faced snicklefritz!”
To be called such names! Who would not have wept!
Helen wanted to leave home and work. She asked all the neighboring farmers if they didn’t want a hired girl.
She was going to earn a lot of money and buy clothes with it! Eventually she found a place and after a number of
quarrels with her father, became a hired girl in a far-away farmhouse, earning three dollars a month—with
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prospects.
That was long ago. Since then I have seen her desire for the beautiful, her love of life, walk hand in hand with
unloveliness and all that negates life. Why, I ask, must the opposites walk hand in hand? Why should the things
that gave distinction to Helen lead her to destruction?
*
Today a woman passed me and her smile might have been that of a great-aunt of mine. I had an aunt who
smiled like that.
Once we sat about her dinner table. She was handsome and long past forty. Near her sat a thin-faced man, a
guest whom it was considered an honor to feed because he was a minister of religion. When he spoke everyone
listened in respectful silence. His power over others impressed me. Just before we started our dinner I saw him
bow his head over his plate and clasp his hands together. Everyone did likewise. With closed eyes they listened
while he mumbled some words.
“Mammie!” I cried in a shrill voice, “what’s he doin’?”
“Sh-h-h!” Her hand grasped my shoulder and shook me.
I ate in shamed silence, watching the minister in fascination. He ate and ate and ate, and they respectfully
pressed him to take more. Then, finished, he pushed his chair back, yawned widely and spread himself in a
mighty stretch of satisfaction. The other men also stretched to keep him company. But it was not good bringin’ up
for women to do so.
Such was my introduction to Christianity, and such was my first encounter with prayer.
*
This minister came to my great-aunt’s house because she was famous throughout the countryside since her
husband had been sent to prison for murder. No one passed the white farmhouse perched high on the hill without
finding an excuse to stop; it was a glass of water they needed, or they called to ask about the crops; or merely to
pass the time of day. Then they went away to gossip over how she looked and what she said. And they retold her
story for the thousandth time.
For years she had lived with my great-uncle and had borne him seven children; she had been a good wife and
mother. I heard my own mother and other women tell how this great-aunt used to steal away to meet the man she
loved—a man named Wolf who had a wife and children. For years they had met and had their love in a little,
unused shed at the foot of a wheatfield in a little valley. Wolf was really the father of her twins, now thirteen years
of age, although they bore her husband’s name. But anyone could see, they said, that yellow hair did not run in the
family. As they elaborated and developed the story through the months, I—unnoticed—listened. I saw the big
golden wheat field, and at the foot of it the shed; and in the front of the shed the wheat all broken and beaten flat
as if animals had rolled there endlessly! As the story grew, the place rolled flat became greater and greater.
My great-uncle learned in some way of the trysting place. Then he waited for days—waited and watched. At
last Wolf came driving that way to town. My great-uncle saw him coming far over a distant hill; he took his
shotgun, loaded for the purpose, and walked down the road to meet him. Some said he told Wolf why he was
shooting him; others said, no, he just stepped up and pulled the trigger.
He was given life imprisonment at hard labor. The farmers for miles about drove to the county seat to hear the
trial. They went prepared to tell my great-aunt what they thought of her; but, instead, they found that she and her
husband clung to each other as if repelling them and the whole world. She comforted him with low words when
the sentence was passed, and they heard her tell him that she would secure his pardon even if it took all that they
had accumulated through the years.
She carried on her life as usual thereafter, placidly and peacefully, a bit flattered by the attention she received,
a bit conscious of her enviable position. Her sons honored her always and labored faithfully in the fields. People
came in and tried to catch a glimpse of the twins. She answered their questions frankly and proudly; she was
working for her husband’s pardon, and he was learning a trade in prison. He wrote her long letters and she replied.
He made such fine boots! She was very proud of him and spoke as if he were in a fine establishment in a distant
city. Men admired her and women envied her. The minister, who never before thought of stopping at her home,
now never failed to come regularly for Sunday dinner; he ate, talked with her grown sons about the crops, and
listened with approval to the progress her husband was making in the shoe business. Arid he watched her with
hungry eyes.
She smiled always; some said, no, that wasn’t a smile, it was just an expression.
*
The harvest dance and supper were drawing near, and this year our home was the scene of the great event. For
677

weeks the farmers for miles about—too poor to employ hired hands—had joined in the annual communal labor,
going from farm to farm to do the harvesting. Our house was the last to be reached.
While the sky in the east was still a cold, dull gray, they and their wives came driving down the road to our
farm. There they found a crowd of farmers and their womenfolk, and although the air was chilly and the grass still
cold and wet with dew, their voices were filled with gay expectancy.
Here was the kingdom of the women! Alone before their husbands, these women were complaining, obedient
and dull, and the men spoke little; when they did speak it was to assert the age-long rights and privileges of their
sex. But here in a crowd! My, how the women ordered the men folks about! And how the men stepped around,
calling upon everybody to witness their martyrdom! They stood in groups around a long pine-board table,
drinking black coffee and eating crisply fried bacon, fried eggs and doughnuts. Then the women bustled them off
to the fields or the forests just—as if they wouldn’t have thought of going without orders.
All day the men worked in the fields or cut wood in the forests. The faint click of their axes came across the
big sunny clearing. The forests were cool and the earth sweet; the trees were beginning to turn. Teams of horses
drew high loads of cut wood and piled it in cords against the north side of our house and all along the drive. It was
our firewood for winter, serving also as a shelter from the cold north winds.
All day long the women peeled, sliced and canned fruit. By noon the sloping roof of the house was covered
with a solid white mass of sliced apples drying in the sun, and by the afternoon long rows of jars of jellies and
preserves stood along the kitchen tables. When you looked at them you felt as if you’d really worked and not just
enjoyed yourselves. For there are so many things to tell when you have lived alone on a little farm for weeks at a
stretch, with no one to talk to but the few neighbors who pass and have only time to stop for a greeting. There was
all the news about new scandals; there were recipes for cooking, new dress patterns, and there was the ever-green
interest in just who was courtin’ who. Occasionally there was a tragedy that deserved a whole morning’s
discussion. My great-aunt’s story was retold. Helen was said to be keepin’ company with Sam Walker, the elder
son of the family where she worked. That guardian of family honor—the shotgun—had been taken to a young
man over the hills; but he married the girl, someone related of another case. Now and then a silence settled over
the kitchen while one of the group related an exclusive bit of scandal. At such moments I was sent out of the
room. But I hovered near enough once to hear my mother exclaim:
“Forced her! You don’t say! Well, I do declare!”
Dinnertime came and the men returned to eat. The table was laid out under the tall cedar trees on long boards
supported by sawhorses. Something seemed to stir in the blood of the men and women. Bonds of ownership were
dropped or openly flouted. Men flirted with other men’s wives. Women triumphantly marched off with other
women’s husbands to eat their dinner, and the men publicly announced their intention of eloping. There was much
teasing and laughing, and jealousy would have been considered a very bad breach of etiquette. At home, men
might torture their wives by recalling certain words or looks, but here they dared show no resentment. Everyone
seemed to hover close to some tantalizing, communal racial memory.
Then work began again and continued, sometimes one day, sometimes two, sometimes three. It was a time
filled with happy, cheerful, although hard labor. And with much high excitement when the men and women were
together. And then came the eventful night. Outside our house the men had constructed a huge square platform for
dancing, over which they scattered candle shavings until it was as smooth as glass. It was a grand dance—a grand
dance! The orchestra consisted of a guitar and a fiddle. I was proud of my father and mother—my mother slender
and graceful, and my father standing so finely in his shirt sleeves in the center of the platform and calling:
“Now, folks, choose yer partners fer a round dance!”
Such a father! At his word the fiddler started and my father and mother led off. Around and around in an oldfashioned waltz, my mother bending back slightly, her ruffled skirts flying, and my father swinging her with a
right good will. I was so excited that I ran about through the crowd, not knowing whither. Wherever I went I could
see my father’s head above the crowd of swaying figures on the platform. The big sweeping hat that he always
wore with a debonair air down over one eye and that gave him a reputation as a dangerous man with the women,
had been thrown aside. For this night was filled with moonlight and music. He held his position as leader during
the night as during the day. Even the way he wore his clothing distinguished him: there was his broad leather belt
of many colors, with its buckle of real silver. He had bought it in St. Joe, he said. Any other man would have been
ashamed to wear so much color. But my father was a colorful man who dared what no one else dared.
As he danced, he sang, and with the first sound of his voice the swaying men and women moved with
rhythmical abandon. He was the living, articulate expression of their desires. He knew all the songs he had ever
heard and if he didn’t remember the music, he composed on the spot.
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The music ceased. The silence was the silence that always follows when one has been moved by emotions
deeper than the conscious mind. But in a few moments my father again stood on the platform.
“Partners fer a square dance!” he called, for the night was young and the dance only begun.
I saw him bow before Helen, my beautiful aunt with the bronze hair. She and Sam Walker, the son of her
employer, had driven twelve miles to attend the dance that night. She was “keepin’ company with him regular,” it
was said. To be a hired girl drawing your own money gave you a position of authority and influence in the
community. Everyone at the dance knew she earned three dollars a month; you could tell it by her proud bearing
and her independent attitude toward her new beau. She commanded! It was but right that a woman of such
importance should be my father’s choice for the second dance.
“Bow to yer partners!” my father's voice shouted. The couples bowed low. His voice came intermittently above
the dashing music:
“All hands around! … Ladies in the center, gents around! … Grapevine twist!” The violin screeched through
the strains of Turkey in the Straw, and someone began to bawl,
Oh-h-h! A monkey settin’ in a pile of straw
A-winkin’ at his mother-in-law!

and others joined in the chorus:
Turkey in the straw, Haw! Haw! Haw!
Turkey in the straw, Haw! Haw! Haw!
Rake ’em up, scrape ’em up,
Any way at all,
Rake up a tune called the turkey in the straw.

The dancers separated in two lines, and down between the two rows of figures my father and Helen danced,
their feet flying, Helen’s hair flaming as the light from the swinging lanterns in the trees caught its glow. In the
center they met, bowed and danced back again; once more—to the center; once more—right hand; left hand, and
then around. Then down the center once again, their feet as light as the drifting clouds. He caught her by both
hands and like a swaying flower she was swung around and around. The men broke into the soft rhythm of
clapping as accompaniment.
“Swing yer partners!” came the call again.
And in the dance that followed, the driver of a fine pair of sorrels swung his partner high above his head into
the air, supporting her under one arm. She braced herself with her hands on his shoulder; around and around he
danced, she swinging in mid-air by his side, her face grave and proud at his strength. The people “settin’ out”
watched in admiration.
Another dancer broke loose from his partner and, bending half double, broke into such a clog dance as you
have never seen! He knew just how to dance to make the most noise, and the “clickety-click-click, clickety-clickclick” of his heels nearly drowned the music.
In my excitement I climbed up on the platform and stood just under the raised arm of the fiddler. Before me
surged a sea of swinging legs and skirts. The dance ceased … there was a hush … from the back I felt my mother
pull at me and tell me to come down and get to bed. She rushed me before her through the sea of moving figures.
In the bedroom I had to crawl through a mass of baby carriages and stumble over rows and rows of other children
lying in sleep on pallets on the floor. I climbed into bed beside my two sisters, but after my mother was gone I sat
up, listening to the smothered sound of excited voices, the shrieks of the fiddle, shuffling feet and the calling of
the figures in the square dances.
A long lull followed … then … they were eating! Chicken and chocolate cake and mince pie and ice cream and
all the good things in the world! It would continue until the east was gray.
I wept. Not even my father thought of me … oh, to be so little, so little!
*
The winter snows came, covering the rolling hills and burdening the forests beyond the meadows. The
slaughtering and smoking of swine and perhaps a calf had been finished and barrels of pickles, hominy and
mincemeat stood in the smokehouse. The mincemeat barrels were just low enough for me to reach all the raisins
that lay on top. The cellar was filled with rows of canned fruit; yellow pumpkins filled a corner. Between the
smokehouse and cellar lay two soft mounds, as gentle as the breasts of a woman, and if you wanted red apples,
679

you shoveled through the snow at the edge of one of the mounds, through the soft earth beneath until you struck
layers of them, separated by layers of yellow straw. Or, if you wanted cabbage or potatoes, you dug into the other
mound. The crib in the barn was heaped with corn that slipped between your fingers in a rain of yellow gold.
Above, the hayloft was stuffed to the roof with sweet-smelling, dusty hay. Up there it was always soft as twilight,
and one could dream strange, formless dreams.
There was knitting to be done through the long winter months, and my mother now had a big loom for
weaving carpets and rugs. On pleasant afternoons women from nearby farms would sometimes drive to a “carpet
tacking.” Gathered in our kitchen, they tore or cut into narrow strips all the old clean colored cloth and rags to be
found, sewed the ends together after color schemes of their own, and then wound them into big balls. Later, when
my mother wove carpets during lulls in her other work, I wound shuttles for her from these balls. While the
wqmen tacked rags, the men husked corn for winter feed. At other times sewing bees were held, women gathering
at various homes to help sew or knit the necessary winter clothing. The men chopped the cordwood into kindling
or, on pleasanter days, mended fences.
You always knew, weeks in advance, of a molasses pulling, and for this all the young couples of dancing age
prepared. When the day arrived you hitched a team or two to a big bobsled, filled the bed with hay, threw in hot
bricks or stones along the center to keep the feet warm, and then quilts to cover you up to the chin. Then the
bobsled glided off into the moonlit night, collecting couples as it went. It met other bobsleds, or single sleighs,
greeted them with merry shouts and swept onward. Everybody sang, and the sleigh bells jingled in tuneless
medley. You were at last dumped into somebody’s big clean kitchen, which was gayly decked with four or five
lamps, branches of cedar and red berries. Logs blazed in the fireplace and the kitchen stove was steaming in
readiness.
The pop corn poppers were brought out—mesh wire cages on long handles. You threw in a handful of pop corn
and locked down the mesh lid. A row of men and women stood before the fireplace, shaking the cages back and
forth over the coals until the corn burst into flakes as white as snow. Other women boiled black molasses over the
kitchen stove and you could eat your pop corn as you wished: with salt and melted butter poured over it; or in
balls as round and white as snow-balls, held together with the hot molasses.
At last the boiled and tested molasses was poured into deep plates to cool. Then men and women alike put on
big long aprons and with screams of laughter at the transformation, buttoned each other up the back. They chose
partners, greased their hands with butter, and rolled the cooled molasses out into their hands. Facing each other
they pulled the soft candy, standing farther apart as it became cooler and tougher, and throwing the ends back and
forth to each other. They pulled and laughed and gossiped and flirted. When their candy was tough, they laid it out
on buttered plates or along the greased kitchen tables, scoured to virgin whiteness, and worked it into dozens of
designs—curled sticks, corkscrews, animals and men, towers, figures, and hearts with bleeding arrows.
Then they made ready for the dance. Between numbers there were cries for a song from my father. Once he
sang Sweet Marie. I remember it well—for was not my name Marie?
There’s a secret in my heart, sweet Marie
A tale I would impart, love, to thee,
Every daisy in the dell
Knows my secret,
Knows it well,
And yet I dare not tell
Sweet Marie.
Come to me, sweet Marie;
Sweet Marie, Come to me!
Not because thy face is fair,
Love, to see.
But because thou art pure and sweet,
Makes my happiness complete,
Makes me falter at thy feet,
Sweet Marie.

Strange it is, yet I remember his voice, his face, every tone that fell from his lips when he sang. I remember
every note of it, the way his voice lingered over the last word in each stanza; and I remember that I felt
embarrassed.
After the songs, the dance continued. The dancers stopped at midnight and at two or three for coffee and cake.
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The stars went out, the moon faded, but still they danced. Only when the dawn came creeping from the east did
they cease. Then they harnessed the horses, brought in the stones or bricks from the sleds, heated them and
bundled in for the long drive home. The sleds glided silently over the beaten snow and the sleigh bells jingled in
loneliness. For the east was gray and the dancers slept.
*
My father and mother were quarreling. Such a quarrel it was that it struck terror into my heart. My father
cursed and my mother wept. It was the beginning of many terrible quarrels that blackened my child life.
My father wanted to make money, he said—a lot of money—and he could make it now if we went away
somewhere. He wanted to break away from the farm with its endless pettiness. Our life there had indeed been
poor, but as I see it now, it had been healthy and securely rooted in the soil. My mother was satisfied to work
ceaselessly and to save a few pennies a year, but for my father such an existence was death, and he had stood it as
long as he could. There were but three or four festivals a year. The rest of the time he had to follow the lone plow
over badly yielding, stony soil, stumbling over the clods with his bare feet. He wanted to wear shoes all the year,
but my mother thought if she could carry two buckets of water at a time from the well a mile away—and in her
bare feet; if she could, as she put it, “work like a dog,” he had nothing to complain of. No, he replied, he wasn’t a
Garfield, like her folks—satisfied, stingy like the whole family! He was a Rogers! Yes, indeed, he was a Rogers,
my mother replied—he was a Rogers every bit of him, and all that her father had said against him was true—he
was never able to stick to anything more than a year! Always wanting to change, always complaining, always
telling stories that weren’t true and singing songs instead of working; and thinking hard-working people couldn’t
see through him!
That touched my father to the quick. He said he’d leave her and never come back.
“Come here, Marie!” he commanded, and then, “Come here, George!”
He was going to take George and me with him! My mother sank into a kitchen chair and began to weep. My
father ordered me to come to him again, telling my mother that she treated George and me as if we were dogs!
But there was something about my mother that made me disobey the father that night. I ran to my mother and
placed my hand on her knee and her tears fell on it.
My father did not go away, and I thought it was because I would not go with him. But he won at last, for we all
went away. And from that moment our roots were torn from the soil and we began a life of wandering, searching
for success and happiness and riches that always lay just beyond—where we were not. Only since then I have
heard the old saying:
“Where I am not, there is happiness.”
We went by covered wagon for a long distance, traveling for days. In the wagon were two beds and a cooking
stove, together with boxes of food and clothing. At night one bed was removed from on top of the other and put
under the wagon. There my father and mother slept. We children slept in the wagon. We reached a forest and
stopped; a tent was pitched, bedsteads were made and erected, and a table constructed from white pine. My father
began to cut trees for a man who lived in a white house on the hill. The man sometimes came down to our tent
and my mother called him “Sir” and insisted upon his sitting down while she made him a cup of coffee. When he
was gone she cried and quarreled with my father again.
The forest smelled of a thousand sweet things. We built fires at night from its pine branches. All day long I
played where it was deeply silent and dusky, and the earth was soft and yielding to my feet. And since we lived in
a tent in the open and had our meals out under the sky a fascinating transitoriness hovered over our lives; there
was talk of distant prospects; and the road swept over hills into magical distances. At times I stood at a crossroad
and watched the white ribbon of a highway stretching to the further end of the world. Sometimes a handsome
woman rode by on a black horse. Her hair and her eyes were black and she wore a black riding costume. Beneath
her black hat her cheek was fair and soft. My mother came to know the wives of other woodchoppers and they
talked about the beautiful woman. She was very rich, they said, but she had been attacked by a tramp down by the
bridge over the river. That was a few years ago and that was the reason she had reached the advanced age of
twenty-two and no man would marry her!
After I heard that I watched for the woman often. Strange! She didn’t seem at all unhappy that no one would
marry her! Her lovely face was dignified and calm. Calmer than my mother’s.
With the first heavy fall of snow we left the silent forest and returned to our little farm where the soil was so
gray and hard. My father and mother hardly spoke to each other, and she wept much. Then once more he left us
and went away and we did not see him again for many months. Our house was cold and lonely and my mother’s
eyes were often red with weeping. My grandfather brought sacks of food for us; he would stand in the kitchen and
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talk with my mother. His face was thin and very pale with a fugitive beauty seldom seen in men; his beard was
black and he wore a black hat with a wide brim. And his eyes, so like my mother’s, were hard and bitter as he
talked. She stood in her loose faded calico wrapper, her hands clasped before her, her head bowed, and she cried
very softly.
Her tears … they embittered my life!
*
That winter I went to school. The road was long and the one-room, unpainted board schoolhouse stood on a
hill that was slimy and slippery with yellow clay. At the end of the schoolroom was a blackboard and I learned
that when I sat facing it, that was north, while south was back over my shoulder. East was on my right side and
west on my left. Even now, after twenty-five years, I think north is always in front of me and south over my
shoulder and if I wish to be correct I must turn around until the little school building seems before me.
Figures, too, were strange little creatures. Number one stood on the lowest rung of a tall ladder, and number
one hundred sat high up on the top rung almost hidden in the clouds. When compelled to add a big figure to a
little one I had to run all the way up the ladder, find him and carry him down and sit him beside the little one. It
was very tiring work and took me a long, long time, and my teacher scolded me for my stupidity.
I learned words from a yellow spelling book that was so much alive and smelled so new that I took it to bed
with me at night. It has been many years, yet even now the smell from the crisp leaves comes through the years.
That teacher, thin and cruel and fearful! He played games with the older boys in the forest and girls could not
go there. Once I crept under a bush and watched. The cries rang through the woods, and boys chased each other
wildly. The teacher fled past, in full pursuit of a boy, his face tense and his eyes staring. He caught the boy … I
crouched under the bush in dumb terror, fearful even to breathe. Later the teacher was discharged, but people
liked to talk in low, shocked voices of him.
I learned another very important thing that winter: it was when I fell and broke my arm and the older school
boys carried me home. My mother cared for me for weeks, talking tenderly as I lay in bed, and people called to
ask how I was. It was very depressing and cheerless to get well again, and to find that people ceased noticing me.
So I complained of my broken arm long after it was healed. Thus I learned that if you are sick or injured, people
love you; if you are well they do not. Another paradox impressed itself upon my being—that the way to love lies
through suffering. And throughout my child life I was known as a sickly child.
*
One evening at sunset as I stood watching the hard, white, dusky lane, a carriage turned the curve. It was
drawn by two snow-white horses traveling with sweeping ease and swiftness. In the carriage sat two dark figures.
They came soundlessly as a dream comes, the horses tossing their heads against the painted sky. The click of
hoofs grew clearer, then the carriage rolled in at our gate and my father leaped over the wheel. The other man
followed slowly and carefully and I saw that he had white hair. Both he and my father were dressed in store
clothes. My father’s broad-brimmed soft hat was pulled down over his left eye and he wore a black tie that flew in
the wind. As he turned I saw the shining buckle of his many-colored belt.
So it was that my father returned after more than seven months of absence. And he returned to find that another
baby boy—Dannie—had been added to our household. He had gone to St. Joseph with his horses and in some
way or other entered the service of an eye specialist. He drove for the doctor and said he was learning to be a
doctor himself. In those days in the Middle West, doctors were often made, not by university training, but by
practical work.
My father brought my mother black silk for a dress and she stood in her loose calico wrapper and bare feet,
with her hands folded, gazing at it sadly.
“Now you can’t say any more that I ain’t done nothin’ fer you!” he said to her.
“Ain’t you even got a kind word?” he continued bitterly, when she made no answer.
“It’s awful purty,” she answered, and her tears began to fall on the gleaming silk.
He turned and tramped into the kitchen and sat down with the white-haired doctor. They passed the whiskey
bottle to each other.
The next day I heard the sound of angry voices and weeping from the kitchen. With dread I crept in at the door,
drawn to something that I knew would torture me. My father stood near the door, accusing my mother of having
drunk whiskey with the doctor. He accused her of other mysterious things … she was first angry and then wept.
He kept shouting at her something about “carryin’ on with other men.” Small as I was, I knew instinctively by
some loose expression about his mouth that he was lying and knew that he was lying. He was making a deliberate
effort to keep his voice convincingly angry, and I felt ashamed … as if I myself had done something.
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My mother accused him of saying things he knew were not true. He said he would teach her to call him a liar!
He turned and went to the stable, and in a few minutes returned with the horses hitched to the carriage. The doctor
came down the lane and my father went to meet him. Then he returned to the kitchen.
“Go out an’ shake hands with the doctor an’ say goodby! It’s a nice way my wife treats my company!” My
mother fell on her knees and cried in uncontrolled anguish:
“Don’t go, John! Don’t go! Think of me an’ the children!”
But he turned and left the house. My mother lay prostrate on the floor, crying with hard, dry sobs. I ran to the
door. The carriage was going down the hard white lane, and the snow-white horses were traveling with sweeping
ease and swiftness. Occasionally they tossed their heads proudly, in clear outline against the sky.
*
In the autumn of the next year my grandfather moved us away from the farm to a little village, on whose
outskirts stood an old, abandoned, two-room board house. It had no plaster on the inside and there was no ceiling.
You could stand in the room and look straight up to the roof where there were holes that let the sky in. That I
liked. Outside the house the earth was packed hard, as if baked, and no grass, trees or flowers grew there. That
also I liked, for it was different.
My mother now talked to me as if we were friends. She always did that when my father was not there.
Together we put up her loom and she began to weave rag carpets and rugs. The village people not only gave her
work to do, but they brought us bundles of newspapers and with these we papered the house. We made big pans of
paste from flour and water; I spread out the newspapers on the floor and my mother smeared the mixture over
them. Then we pasted them on the walls, layer upon layer, for they would keep out the cold of the winter. We
talked of plaster as we worked, and my imagination, that always swept beyond the bonds of reality, now dwelt in
the realm of plaster. I dreamed dreams: my mother was away and she returned to find I had plastered the two
rooms with lovely plaster! She stood in the center of the front room with its single window in the corner, and
exclaimed:
“Well, I do declare! Who plastered the house?” Then I would look at her slender figure and beautiful eyes and
proudly reply:
“I did!”
So the dream ended—no dream of mine ever came nearer to reality than that. Even now—sometimes I wonder
what is real and what phantasy; even now I think, sometimes, that perhaps these past years will fade and I shall
know that I was only dreaming; for it is difficult to know what is lasting.
After my mother and I had papered our house—I hardly remember my brothers and sisters—we tried to dig up
the packed earth around the house to plant sweet-peas there in the spring. But the soil was too hard and poor. It
needed manure, my mother said longingly'. So I took a bucket and a shovel and walked along the road collecting
manure, dreaming of fragrant flower beds.
We were town people now and that was something to boast of; not everybody lived in towns. Our village had a
main street with a board walk down one side of it. The girls walked back and forth there on Sundays and flirted
with the men lolling against the stores. There was a schoolhouse where I went to school and a little church which
my mother called the Christian Church. Now that we lived in town she thought we ought not “act like tramps;” so
one Sunday she made us wash our feet very clean and follow her across the vacant lot to the Christian Church.
There a woman gave each of us a little card with a picture on it. This picture showed a man in a long red robe
talking to a little girl. It was Jesus, but who Jesus was I had never heard. My attention was riveted on the packet of
colored cards which the woman held in her hand and I waited for the moment when she would lay them down for
a second and forget them. For in my imagination I saw our house papered with them—long rows of gorgeous red
pictures. But that dream remained unrealized also, for the woman kept the cards in her hand!
It was a few days later that my father returned to us. He came walking along the railroad track, and asked
someone for our house. Now he spoke no more of his dreams of becoming a doctor, of earning much money
quickly, nor of dressing my mother in silk. Instead, he was shorn of all his glory. His fine clothes had been
replaced by a soiled shirt and a pair of blue overalls. His white horses that traveled with such swiftness, were gone
—where he would not say. But to me he was unchanged. He may have forgotten his dreams of becoming a doctor
—but I did not. There were many times, even in my adult years, when someone asked me the profession of my
father, that I involuntarily replied,
“He was a doctor.”
Then when I suddenly recalled that he was not I was swept with a strange doubt—was he, or was he not; had I
had a dream that still left its imprint upon me? And I wondered again what was reality and what a dream.
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My father had been with us but a few minutes when, in a mysterious voice, he told my mother he had killed a
man and must leave the country or get caught and be “hung” or sent to the “Pen” for life! And again I saw that
loose expression about his mouth that made me feel ashamed and embarrassed.
My mother was now hard and silent and did not weep. He became angry and accused her of not believing him
—her own husband! She turned her back to him and gazed out of the door at the vacant lot beyond covered with
ugly, tough jimpson weeds.
“Y’ought to be ashamed of yerself, tellin’ such things before the children,” was all she said, and then with a
flash of wrath:
“If you want to run away and leave us like you’ve already done, jist go; don’t come tellin’ me stories fer an
excuse!”
He was taken aback that she could see through his tales. He talked to her back; he could make a lot of money
in the West; he would send for her and us children! She turned swiftly and looked at his mouth. He gazed at her
standing there in her old calico wrapper, at her face, once so delicate and now scarred with wrinkles. Even the
wrinkles could not hide the wistfulness and longing; the eyes were still young, a beautiful blue-black with long
silky lashes; and her hair was as black, as smooth and glossy, as a raven’s wing. She. looked so frail, standing
before him.
My father’s lips could become thin and firm and his jaw square—as now. With a movement so quick that I
hardly saw it, my mother was in his arms and sobbing as if her heart were breaking, her wet face hidden in his
neck just where the shirt flared open at the front.
I had never seen affection between them before. I ran out into the back yard and lay down behind the henhouse
and cried. Why, I did not know, and I was ashamed, afraid that someone would see me and laugh. As the tears
ceased to flow I began to make up a story in case anyone should see my red eyes: I would say I was just walking
down the road and fell down and hurt my leg! Or that I was sick with the measles again! But to avoid even that
eventuality I arose and, keeping the henhouse between me and the kitchen door, slipped out into the jimpson
weeds in the vacant lot. I lay down flat on the earth for a long time. Above me were waving weeds and
sunflowers, and beyond, the blue sky covered with softly sailing baby clouds, pushed by some wind carrying
stories on its back. Of course there were stories up there … who wouldn’t ride on the back of the wind if he got
the chance!
The next day my father left us again. He went away on a railroad handcar. A number of men sat around the
edge. We all stood on the track and watched and my mother’s face was very wistful. Sometimes my father waved
his hand. When he was afar off he waved his hat. We watched until he was a black speck in the distance. Even
then we strained our eyes to catch the last glimpse of him.
Yes, there he was … then he was no more … surely that was a black speck … then he was gone. The shining
railway tracks stretched to the horizon, melted together, and plunged over the edge of the world … and over there
my father had gone … into the distance where happiness was. …
1920
136.28 A Stop On The Way To Texas\fn{by Ward Allison Dorrance (1904-1996)} Jefferson City, Cole County,
Missouri, U.S.A. (M) 6
The white mares pulled the van into High Street and whinnied and shook their bells. Their driver sat up
straight, and his gray eyes narrowed.
The ruts of High Street lay ahead of him in the melting snow. Women in poke bonnets and men in top hats
were milling about among the farmers. All afternoon he had watched them stroll along the plank walks, nodding
and smiling in the air’s beady thaw. Now, just as the lamps were beginning to come on in the stores, and the
people were about to return to their musty rooms, their eyes lit up to see the white team and the red wagon.
The driver reined the mares in until they pressed their chins to their breastbands.
“Make it pretty!” he called to them, and when two lines of oval faces had gathered at the hitching rails, he
laughed and gave the mares their heads. They sprang forward in a trot. For all their grooved backs and big feet,
they seemed to hang in the air an instant before they lit, sprinkling notes from the sleigh bells, and the stars on
their blinkers and the knobs of their hames\fn{ The two curved pieces of wood or metal, in the type of harness used to guide
heavy draft animals, to which the traces are fastened .} twinkled. The crowd laughed and yelled and tossed up hats, while
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the driver, pretending to dodge the children’s snowballs, shook his whip. At the corner where the mares turned
into a side street, he doffed his cap and showed his teeth in his dark beard.
“That was worth a dog fight,” he said. He sat back on the box with a smile and let the team jog on through the
empty street. At the end of it, where the road entered a cleft in the bluff and fell steeply to the river, he stopped
and stood up on a hub. His eyes, which were as deep-set as a monkey’s, darted into the drop below.
Three crows were flying between him and the depot and freight house, which lay down by the tracks along the
river. One bird held itself apart, above the two beneath it, and their slow coasting flight made his knees tremble, as
if, van and all, he were plunging into space. He ran his hand across his eyes and squinted downward, through his
fingers. The frozen river looked narrow between its fringes of naked trees; and beyond it, the three miles of flat
snow over to the bluffs on the other side seemed like a single field.
All day the whole town and the bluffs and the river had lain under clouds, and although the men back in High
Street had said that it meant more snow, he noted that none had fallen. Instead, the air had mellowed, and dripping
icicles had made holes in the drifts below the eaves. He looked back uncertainly into the cedars that grew on a
ledge beside him, and grinned and felt of the air with his fingers.
At home the young leaves would be casting a shade. Frogs would be singing in the ditch water. But here, in
this country, people ran out without their coats, looking up and wondering and chattering to one another at a little
check in the cold. He bent down to get under the hood of the van, but halted halfway to glance back into the
valley.
From both banks, a line of shallow fog was beginning to roll out on the ice. It twined within itself, idling,
swelling out like pipe smoke, he thought, when a man takes a draw on the stem and leaves his mouth open. The
crows wheeled over it, cawing.
He watched them until a cluster of lights came on, one by one, in a settlement across the river; then he nodded and
picked up his reins.
The mares took the grade slowly. Limping, and halting while the single-trees pushed against their hocks, they
made their way down through the wet brush that crowded into the trail. At the bottom, they turned left and trotted
past a hut that sat against the base of the bluff.
The hut was small and its logs had settled. The door and the one window were squeezed out of shape, but the
words Depot Saloon appeared in white on the stone above the roof. At the window, in a spot that had been rubbed
in the steam on the pane, a hand was waving.
The driver touched his hat, but glanced away and shut one eye and scanned the river. Here by the tracks it
looked its mile across. The band of clear ice between the rolls of fog had shrunk. If the two rolls met before he
returned from taking the freight across to the settlement, it would be up to the mares. He would have to sit, poised
to jump, while they remembered the snags and the air pockets. That, he thought, will be worth a dog fight, too.
His eyes lit up; then he suddenly recalled the girl who had waved to him, and he moved to the side of the box and
looked back.
She had come out of the saloon to watch him by. Dimly lit by a beam from the open door, she stood with her
feet in the swirling ground fog, as if she were walking on water. He was not sure that she made him out, and he
cracked his whip and would have called back something jolly, but the mares were already jolting the van across a
spur of track into the freight yard.
They swept into a curve and stopped where he could back to the platform, and he hopped out and sat down on
the splintered boards, with his shoulders to the freight house wall. A line of hogsheads, capped with sooty snow,
stood along the fence rails. The fence stretched back to the bluff, and there the rock rose, black and dripping, like
a prison wall.
“It may be a thaw,” he said, “but it’s not much to look at.”
At the sound of voices inside, he turned toward the lamp-lit, window.
“Two for town,” a man was saying, “and one for over the river.” A weight shook the floor and a second man
repeated,
“One for over the river.” After a while he added, “Where is Johnnie Reb?”
The driver smiled, but he sat still and let them have their joke. The men were German, and in their accent they
made of his name, John Webb, something that sounded like John Reb. It made them laugh. The civilian buttons on
his butternut jacket were still new.
He watched the men through the dirty pane—Kurt with his pale blue eyes and his nose that had no bridge;
Helmut, with his hair sticking out like straw from his leather cap. They were stooping and rising and squinting at
labels, as grave as two old women cleaning a room. He yawned and looked back at the team. The near mare was
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sniffing at the mist which crawled along the ground around her feet. She craned her head about when he whistled
and, in the lamp light that fell from the window, walled her eyes at him, he thought, as she had done on the night
he had met her.
Kurt and Helmut that night, leading the way to the stable with a lantern, had brought him past the van. It was
long and bowed in the middle, and the canvas hood gleamed white. The polished bed—how well the civilians did
themselves!—reflected their faces. He had supposed that a team which was fit to draw this must be stallions, but
Kurt and Helmut, ahead of him, were talking about “them girls.”
“Tame as pigeons,” Helmut said. “Them mares, they wouldn’t hurt a baby.”
At the box stall, John had stopped and let out a low whistle.
“Where did you Yanks steal them?” he had asked. There the mares had stood; fat and white and matched, and
as soft as glove leather; steaming, in the warm light, as if they had just broken out of the mold that had formed
them. Each had looked around with hay between her lips and stared and, seeing the stranger, lowered her black
lashes. They look like very fat women, whose faces happened to be pretty, and he had thrown back his head and
laughed to hear that their names were Violet and Maud.
“So now you take the job?” Kurt had asked. He had stood, rubbing his hands together, until John wiped his
eyes and said,
“Sure. You fellows’ve sold me a ticket.”
Now, while Violet looked back, and pensively studied him where he sat on the platform, Kurt spoke up inside
the freight house.
“I didn't hear Johnnie come up yet,” he said.
“He’s maybe hanging around Elsa at the saloon,” Helmut suggested. He added something in German, and they
both laughed.
“But Elsa is a good girl, and smart,” Kurt said sternly. “Wait and see what happens to her Pa’s trade when she
finds her man.”
“Anyway,” Helmut said, after a silence, “if that Dumkopf goes over the ice this evening, a shot of whiskey
won’t do him no harm.” John looked at the mare.
“Do you hear that, Vi?” he asked. “It’s not a bad idea, is it?”
He jumped down from the platform and stopped beside her, and kneaded her plump, divided chest with his
fingers. She swelled her nostrils and tried to lay her head across his shoulder, but he pushed her away and made
off through the fog toward the lighted window of the saloon.
A round-bellied stove stood glowing on the sanded floor, inside. An old man with no teeth and a young one, in
a fur cap with ear flaps, looked up from their drinks at a table in the center of the room. Behind the bar, a young
woman wearing a black dress glanced back as she reached up to place a bottle on a shelf.
“I thought you’d forgotten me,” she said.
Her hair was cut into bangs above her startled blue eyes and drawn into a yellow knot at the back of her head.
She turned around to face him, between the two lamps that shone to either side of the bar, and held out her hands.
“Now what can I give you, Johnnie?” she asked.
He looked at her, pursing his lips, until she laughed.
“I know,” she said, and she whispered as she filled a shot glass, “Tell Mama hello.” He waved to a gray-haired
woman who sat upright in a hard chair behind the bar.
“Good evening, Mrs. Sensentaffer!” he called out, and she looked up from a piece of fancy work and nodded.
The girl was leaning on her elbows across from him, watching him drink.
“You’re not going out tonight,” she said. “Kurt and Helmut say you shouldn’t.”
“Forget that,” he told her. “Stand up and let me look at you.”
She straightened up and threw her big shoulders back playfully. The blue stones in her earrings glittered. A
gold crucifix, lying where her breasts came into a line above the yoke of her dress, lifted with her breath and
caught the lamp light.
“You know what, Elsa,” he said. “You’re prettier than Vi.”
They laughed, but they both jumped when the old woman spoke. She dropped her crocheting in her lap and
wagged the square comb that stood high in her hair, and began a speech in German. John stared at Elsa until she
blushed.
“I thought you told me she was hard of hearing,” he said.
“A deaf woman can hear some things,” Elsa protested. “She says a nice boy shouldn’t talk like that. You
shouldn’t call me a horse; you should look at the bedspread she’s making. A nice boy would like that.”
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The old woman watched him as Elsa spoke, and snatched up her work as if she were angry with it when he
shook his head.
“They're all alike,” he said softly. He held his glass up to the light and added, “Now, take my Ma …” Elsa
picked up a cloth and rubbed at the bar top.
“You’ve got a mother, then,” she asked.
“And a father,” he said. “What did you think? They got me back out of the army, and right away they wanted
to get me out to the field—and marry me off to the girl on the next place.”
“I expect she was pretty,” Elsa said.
“About like you. Yellow hair, but her eyes were brown. It wasn’t her so much; it was my folks. They’re all
church and farm work.” Elsa put her head to one side and watched him as he went on.
“They had better luck with the older boys. The older boys were broke in before the War.”
“Nice steady men,” the old woman said in clear English. She lifted her needles to the light and examined her
stitches. “My Elsa will get a section,” she added. “Every acre of it cleared.” Elsa looked away.
“Mama knows a little bit of English,” she said. Her lips trembled and her lashes blinked, as if she were going
to weep; then suddenly jolly, she thrust her plump hands toward him and called out,
“Toss!” She caught his glass and returned it, full.
“Is it true, like Kurt says,” she asked, tracing a figure with her thumb on the bar, “that you rode around the
Union lines one night?”
“With Stuart, sure!” His loud voice startled him, and he added meekly, “It was just a bunch of us boys out
burning some hay ricks.” He bolted the whiskey and held the glass out again, but she did not take it.
“Not if you’re going across tonight,” she said. “You’ve had enough.” Seeing tears in her eyes, he glanced at the
old woman and whispered,
“We caught the Feds with their pants down.”
Elsa did not smile.
“I know why you have the job you’ve got,” she said, and her voice grew tense. “Oh, I know why!”
“So do I,” Mrs. Sensentaffer said. “He likes the red wagon.” She tilted her head back and gave him a good look
at her square cheek bones and her pale gray eyes.
“With little boys it should always be the Fourth of July. He would like fire crackers, too.” Elsa was slowly
shaking her head at him.
“Not fire crackers,” she said. “Guns is what you want. You wish you were back with those Rebels.” He met her
gaze soberly. “Listen, Elsa,” he said, and he moved his hand up and down before him. “I’ve told you before; now
I’ll tell you again. I left home to get out to Texas.”
“Texas,” the old woman cried. “That’s big enough to hide in.”
“You’re right!” He grinned at her and looked back at Elsa. “At Natchez, I had to get a job on a boat. At Saint
Louis, I heard about this work up here in the State capital. This job”—he raised his voice and pounded on the bar
—“is just a little something to keep a man alive till spring.”
“That’s not true,” she said simply. She hid her face in her apron a moment, then dropped the apron. “You
wanted that job,” she spat out, “because you may break your neck at it!”
He laughed and put up an elbow before his face.
“Hey, wait,” he said. “You act like I was a drunk. Or took dope, maybe.” She backed away from the bar and
looked at him, wide-eyed.
“In a way you do,” she said.
“All right then,” he said, and he stood up to go. “You know how those boys act.”
“I do,” Mrs. Sensentaffer broke in. “They double the dose,” and Elsa said,
“Mama’s right. Just look behind you.”
The young man with the ear flaps on his cap had gone. His old companion lay asleep, resting his head on the
table. One of his eyes was partly open. His tongue protruded from his lips. John turned away from the bar and
strode past him to the door.
“Much good may it do you,” Mrs. Sensentaffer called, over Elsa’s goodby. He did not answer them, but looked
back with a smile at the threshold. Nobody saw him. The old mother had risen from her chair. The two women
were walking past one another with their arms uplifted, shrilly disputing, between the lamps. He grinned and
shrugged his shoulders and stepped out into the dusk to face the river.
Along the bank, the fog lay level at the height of his knees. Seeing that it hid his trail across the ice, he put his
elbows to his sides and jogged back, at a dogtrot, past the van and up the steps and into the room where the men
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were still sorting parcels. Helmut looked at him silently. Kurt, who was tacking on a label, put his hammer down.
“It’s warm outside, Johnnie,” he said. “The ice is maybe soft?”
“Why talk to him?” Helmut asked when John did not speak. “If you’re so afraid for him, you should see the
agent, Kurt.”
“I did it already,” Kurt said. “The agent does like this.” Kurt held his shoulders up to his earlobes. “He says,
‘When the ferry don’t run, I hire a man to cross the ice.’” John stood with his feet wide apart, frowning at them.
“You boys scared of something?” he asked. They looked at him and at one another, and dropped their hands to
their sides.
“If that’s the way you feel about it,” Kurt said, “come help us load up, then. This load ain’t feathers.”
When the last crate was roped down in the van, the men walked with John to the left front wheel. They went
silently, in step, and crowded so close to him that he stopped and laughed at them.
“You fellows deputies?” he asked. “Are you taking me in?”
He shook off the hand which Kurt laid on his arm and leapt up to the box. Leaning over, so that they would see
his smile, he said,
“You grannies get back to your stove.” He reached for the whip, and as the van lumbered over the rails toward
the river, he yelled back,
“Go knit me a bedspread!”
Then he slipped to the far side of the box, to be ready with a good-night for Elsa; but when the van drew
abreast of the hut, the place was dark. The lamps on the bar had been put out.
The mares slid down the muddy bank and halted on the ice. He shook the reins, and at his cluck they trotted
on, holding their noses above the fog as if they had been swimming. He gave them their heads for a few hundred
yards, then stopped them, and looked back to see the town.
Upstream, high on the bluff., he found the State capitol building by its little galaxy of lights. Downstream, tiny
tier on tier of lights pricked out the cell blocks in the penitentiary, and between the two big buildings a lamp here
and a lantern there, some of them moving, flickered in the woods that hid the streets. The combined glow lit up
the clouds, and as the clouds parted, showing the white dome of the State House, the town appeared to be burning.
Involuntarily, he looked back to the spot where he knew the landing was, behind the fog. It was quiet. No band of
horsemen was out to take him, but his heart was pounding. He put both hands to his chest, and when the clouds
roiled up about the dome again and hid it, he bore down in his boots as if they had been stirrups.
“Get the son of a bitch!” he yelled. “Get the raider!”
“Raider!” the stone of the bluff repeated, and the mares, as if they had been spoken to, moved on. He sat down,
breathing through his mouth, and stared at their weaving heads.
A short way before them the rolls of fog, which had been moving out from either bank, now met. They
mingled, and rose into a bluff much higher than the one he had left, but at the top a narrow slit through the mist
and clouds revealed a bit of the outer sky. He lifted his face to its clear, sunset pink—wondering at it, as if it were
a thing he had once known and now, in a rush, recalled—and let the mares walk on.
They entered the high fog and drew the van into it after them. Their heads rocked from side to side as they
plodded forward, and their ears, he thought, seemed oddly far from the buckboard. Once when a wheel scraped
the side of the wagon, he realized that they were making an unfamiliar turn, but he sat back in the half dark,
listening to their bells, and allowed them to choose the way.
When they pulled up short and stopped, he sat up alert. And when they would not start again, he leaned out and
tried to see the ice beneath the wheels. Was the van resting in its old ruts, he wondered, and did horse sense tell
the mares that the ice in the ruts would have melted first? He spoke to them, but they stood fast, and by the rattle
of the bells he knew they were trembling. He reached for the whip, but they backed delicately into the traces.
“Well,” he said, “we’ll soon fix that.”
He jumped down to the ice and scuffed about it with his boot. He could not find the trail, even though he
dropped to his hands and knees, but he saw that Maud had got a leg out of her chains. She shuddered when he
struck her, and made him lift her foot. Vi too, he saw, was shaking. He walked around to her and pulled her head
down by one ear, and kissed her warm skull.
“What’s the matter, girl?” he asked. “Did you lose the road?'”
He waited, but she kept her nose pointed tensely ahead.
“I’ll get you back on the trail,” he said. “You watch,” and he set off alone in the fog.
After a dozen steps he lost the team, but he stumbled on with his arms out before him. A sludge covered the
ice, and here and there the water lay in pools. He could not see. He stopped, and stood still until he felt his socks
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grow wet.
“Hell,” he said. “We’ll have to give it up.”
He made a complete turn and walked back, but the spot where the team should have been was vacant. They
made no answer when he called. He thrust out his left hand and shuffled after it until a slight tinkle of bells drew
him over to the right. Presently his fingers touched the end-gate and he felt his way along the van. At the front
wheel, he forced himself to crawl up slowly.
“Don’t you get scared,” he told himself. “They’ll smell it on you.”
He sat silent a while.
“All in God’s world we can do,” he said finally, “is make a dash for it.”
He cut the air with the whip, but the mares did not budge and he let them wait. If they went on willingly, and at
a walk, all the better. Still, they weighed two tons apiece. The van, loaded, would double that, and meanwhile here
the whole rig sat. If they did not get on, and keep off of one spot, a line of cleavage might flick around them. They
would stand on a wobbling cake of ice. The team would go wild when it felt the “give.”
While he held the whip poised again, a muffled shot rang out and a long ripping sound followed it. Somewhere
close, the ice was pulling away from a log that was frozen in it, and though he saw that the mares had started off,
his arm brought down the whip about their ears.
Their lunge knocked him down. His head struck the seat-back and he lay limp, smiling sleepily. The van
hummed and swayed and whipped back into line. He listened to the spinning hubs and to the mares’ feet, and he
thought, You got away one more time. After a while a second thought occurred—You are galloping a team on ice
—and he got up. He braced himself and found the reins and worked his wrists downward, alternately, upon the
leather until they ached. But the mares ran on.
A common runaway, he thought. He let the reins slip through his fingers and forced himself to sit down.
“Let them tire themselves a bit,” he said. “There is time to turn them before we hit the bank.” But when a rear
wheel bounced and shook the load, and the rope that held the crates in the van behind him snapped, he sprang up
and jerked back with all his might upon the reins.
One of the mares screamed, but they both galloped on. They had come out of the high fog into a ground mist
near a bank. In a wide curve, they were making for a row of lights that floated above a wall on the shore to the
right. He gazed at the lights, open-mouthed.
“There are too many of them,” he said. He stood swaying as he counted them and added weakly, “They’re on
the wrong bank.”
The mares’ legs were moving like shuttles in the thinning mist, and he knew by their level pull on the bits that
they would not stop. Meanwhile the shore line grew higher and darker. He watched the black rocks that jutted
from it and thought, This is it.
He grasped the buckboard and sank on his knees to leap—then looked around. At the sight of the two white
necks, fending the mist that rose from the ground fog, he drew back and sat down slowly.
“I’m going to give you one more chance,” he said.
It was Vi, on the outside of the curve, that he would have to turn. He sorted out her left rein, and lifted it and
drew in a breath, then glanced out ahead of the team and yelled.
Fifty feet away, a log thrust its muzzle at the mares, pointing the blunt end up, like a mortar, out of the ice.
They never saw it. It passed between them and missed the tongue, but splintered along the belly of the van and
lifted it, knocking the load from side to side, and as if it had fired off a charge, it split the rear axle.
He was down on the ice, spinning forward on his chest. Maud was gone, but Vi was sliding on her back, ahead.
A wheel tottered and fell against her and he heard her cry out, then turned his eyes to the van. It was skidding,
without its rear wheels, toward a ridge of ice that rose up before it. The ridge rolled onward a moment, rolled
higher and stood like a fold of skin, and shot up in chunks when the tongue pierced it.
He fell into the pool where the van had sunk, and turned over. His head emerged, but when he tried to make for
the solid ice, his arms would not move. He went under and slowly rode downward, sucking in his lips. For a long
while the dark and the stillness, even the cold, made him drowsy, until finally his feet landed on the hood of the
van, and his mind cleared. He felt his knees flex; his torso descended as if it were about to sit down. Then his hair,
which had been erect, lay back. He was rising, in an updraft of bubbles from the van.
The bubbles seemed to draw him up, and to help them he forced himself to raise an arm. It, too, appeared to lift
him faster, and he held it high until his hand struck an object above him and darted back, with a force that roused
him.
The thing was cold and tough, and whatever it belonged to was making the water whirr about his head. He
689

jack-knifed to dive, but as he thought, That was old Vi’s bag! a rush of air from his mouth pulled him back.
She had lowered her feet around him. She was humping her back and wrenching herself from side to side; and
the thing to do, he thought, was to feel along her to one end, and if he could miss her hooves, get out.
His hands on her stomach made her crazy. She twisted wildly and went limp and dropped her weight upon
him. It bent his head down. The air in his gullet fought for room. He hiccoughed and let a stream of bubbles
escape his lips. But he opened his eyes and blinked them as he thought, I am under a horse!
He said it again, and the thought so numbed his mind that the mare’s shoe, when it hit his temple, did not hurt.
It made his jaws spread slowly open, like a snake’s. The cold water filled his throat and he was only conscious of
a loud humming.
*
The humming went on as he slept, and dreamed that he lay under a blanket. The board beneath him felt like a
table top, and now and then it seemed that the humming was trying to tell him something. He moaned and stirred,
and after a while he asked,
“Did somebody speak?”
“Do you hear me now, young man?” a voice answered.
He opened his eyes. Lanterns, in a wide, low room, were standing about on packing boxes, lighting up a wall
that was made of bread-loaf stones and wet with seepage water.
“It smells like tadpoles in here,” he said, and a second voice, as kind as an old Negro’s, whispered at his ear,
“Don’t you study about no frogs. You just listen.”
He tried to remember the Negroes on the place, but gave it up.
“Ask Pa to get the arnica,” he told the man. “I think I’m hurt.”
“That boy’s ravin’, Doc,” a third voice said. “He thinks he’s home,”
The voice was wheedling. It would belong to a white man, he thought, but to a thin one, with a weasel face. He
lay still, and rolled his eyes toward a stout man in black, who had moved into view. The lamp light caught the
man’s blond beard, and his blue eyes and yellow lashes, as he leaned down to speak.
“Young man,” he said, “you mistook our lights for those across the river. You were headed downstream, not
across. These men are convicts. With my permission, they went out.” He hesitated, and made as if to brush
something back from John’s brow, and John asked,
“Did they get my team?”
“One of ’em’s in. She’s the off mare, by what’s left of the harness.” It was the man with the fawning voice who
had answered, and John felt his eyes grow wet.
“I scared her to death,” he said. “Poor Vi.” His chest shook as he heard the man in black go on,
“You are in the cellar of the State penitentiary, my boy. We must do what we can for you here. You cannot be
moved.”
The voice trailed off. The doctor had turned around, and was lifting an instrument from a satchel by one of the
lanterns. It flashed as he wiped it with a rag, and John sat up. He had time to see the two men in striped clothes—
at the big Negro with gray hair, and the little white man with the long nose and small eyes, who smiled and drew
back against the Negro. Before they could pull him back, he put up a hand and felt a section of skin that hung
down above his eye. .
“Jesus Christ!” he said. “Is it the bone, too, mister?”
“Takin’ the Lord’s name!” the Negro whispered. His breath was hot on John’s ear as he said, “Watch out!”
Then he stood aside, with his head bowed, while the doctor strode up to the table.
“Jace!” the doctor said, “did you let him up?”
“He was cussin’, Doc,” the other convict said. “He ain’t got time.”
John widened his eyes at him.
“Some pickpockets,” he tried to get out, “have got a lot to say.”
But his lips grew stiff. A film, that seemed to rise from a gust in his lungs, spread between him and the man,
and he could not see. The doctor shook the Negro by the arm.
“Jace, you fool,” he began, but he halted and for a long moment looked at the form beneath the blanket. Then
he wheeled about and threw his scalpel into the bag and wiped his hands upon the cloth.
“All right, Jace,” he said. “It’s your turn now.”
The Negro dropped to his knees. He wagged his white head from side to side, nosing his face into his palms
and talking hoarsely to himself.
The ferret-faced man glanced around, from lantern to lantern, about the room, and back at the ridge of toes
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under the blanket. Hearing the clasp of the satchel snap, he put a finger into his mouth and whimpered, and as if it
hurt him, he got down to his knees, too. He did not move his lips, but he clasped his hands before his chest and
stared at the wall, rapt, as if a fair shape were moving through its sweaty stones, outward, into the pure night air.
136.119 The Butcherbirds\fn{by Esther Patt (1914- )} St. Joseph, Buchanan County, Missouri, U.S.A. (F) 5
I was just a kid when 1 first saw her. The iceman had been by and I was sucking ice through a washcloth. The
coldness was much pleasanter than candy and imagined sweetness tasted better than any other. I first noticed the
ball fringe bobbing along her horse’s side while it beat the brick with its shoe and flexed poor muscles under the
fly net. The movement, complete with fanning of the tail, fascinated me and I sucked deep into the cold and
watched the ball fringe and the horse.
The horse was fixed to a wagon full of dewberries. Up on the seat, still as a robin on a nest, she was.
“Hello,” I said.
Her hair was looped well above her ears before it hid under the undecided brim, but perhaps she hadn’t heard
me. I tried again.
“Hi,” I said. There weren’t any kids to play with and I was ready to talk to anyone. There wasn’t any sound
except the lurching of the wagon—a rebound of the efforts of the horse.
“My name’s Marnie,” I said. “I used to have a brother, but he’s dead. He died before I was born. His name was
Elvis. Do you have a brother?”
My mother called me then, but I didn’t go until 1 was sure she wasn’t going to answer. Deciding she was deaf,
1 went on home. At our gate—the third down—I met a man coming out. He looked so mean I turned to watch him
and he went straight to the wagon. My mother was on the porch.
“Who was that?” 1 said.
“A huckster,” she said.\fn{I.e. a retailer of small articles, provisions, etc.; a peddler .}
I saw her every once in awhile, after that, but it was always the same. She took no notice of me whatever, and
certain she couldn’t hear me, it was easy saying anything I wished to her. It gave me satisfaction I had lost with
dolls and I pretended she talked back to me. She sat quiet—holding onto the reins. I don’t think she even ever
sneezed or coughed. Through the weeks the load shifted from berries to peas and potatoes and the like, but if her
clothes varied I never noticed. I never saw her without her hat—dull reminder of the happy doings of younger
women in a younger year.
I was careful not to talk to her when there were passers-by. Somehow I knew it might not be understood and if
it got back to my mother, it might even be unpleasant. Maybe if there had been kids in the neighborhood, it would
have been different. Once when I was in the drugstore, Mr. Farrow who ran it said,
“Saw you talkin’ to Quare Beanblossom. What did Quare have to say?”
His face wasn’t big enough to hold his grin, and the bow tie twitched under pressure of the laugh that waited
for my answer. I snatched my mother’s medicine from off the counter and ran for the door, and the laughter rolled
along the boards burning my bare heels in its fire.
“Wouldn’t want folks to think you was quare, too—would you?” he called after me.
I ran home fast, but the question chased me all the way. I put the powders on the kitchen cabinet and ran out to
the boxwoods. There was a place there where they made a kind of square, and when I squatted on my knees no
one could see. There against the stiffness I cried harder than a ten-year-old should know how. My folks were from
north of the Ridge, and we always noticed when people said things like hoose for house and quare for queer, but I
didn’t know the words were wrong.
Next time I saw her I didn’t say anything at all. I just sat a little ways apart and looked at her. She didn’t seem
to notice, but I still stood up for her, deciding she wasn’t only deaf, but blind. That word quare would wedge into
my chest and make it hard to breathe.
*
One evening before supper was when it happened. I guess my mother was in the kitchen—anyway she didn’t
see me. I was playing jacks—trying to keep the ball from bouncing between bricks. I looked up and there she was,
motioning from on the wagon. I remember dabbing at my eyes with my wad of handkerchief, trying to rub off the
imagining, but the jacks hurt squeezing into my hand and I knew I wasn’t sleeping. I got up and went over to the
wagon.
It was the first time she had ever looked at me. Into—more than at me. Since I’m grown, I recognize it for the
look of those with knowing - a kind of fusing. She said,
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“Get in the wagon.”
It didn't come to me to ask where we were going. I just climbed onto the seat. She kept looking at my house
until we turned the corner into Churning road which wasn’t paved. The mood had got into the horse, and its quick
beats muffled by the dust were like the poundings in my neck. Even the trees were allies, and for the first time I
felt a part of everything I saw—as though everything breathed together for excitement. We were flying—the horse
kept trotting, I know—but we were flying. She didn’t say any more—but it didn’t matter when you were flying.
We left Churning road for another—might even have left the whole state of Virginia for a state of happiness. I
shared no sense of space or time but, looking back, we could perhaps have gone five or six miles. My spine bent
to the right for the curves to the south and to the left for those that sloped into the woods. It was cooler, but the
sun still had a long ways to drop. When our pacing slowed to meet a curve, I heard her voice close by my ear.
“Do you know who I am?” she said.
My breath was sucked away in waves that left me drowned in silence. I couldn’t say her name to her.
“No, ma’am,” I said. My eyes flooded with the lie, and I wanted to beg her not to tell me who she was.
“I’m Quivera Baneblaus,” she said.
How beautiful a name—Quivera! Mr. Fowler was a liar, I thought. She took off her hat and dropped it in the
emptiness back of the seat, and I saw her hair braided to a crown on top her head. She wasn’t pretty—not the way
women were supposed to be—but she had—she had projection. She was a silent sort of spokesman for—the road
—the trees—the horse—and she was—really beautiful. I didn’t think it through—I only felt it with the tasting
edge of any child that age.
“The first time you seen me,” she said, “you asked have I a brother. I got one—he should have died before my
time.”
“Brothers is supposed to be fun,” I said.
“Sometimes things is different from what they’s supposed to be,” she said, “and sometimes things oughtn’t be
the way they is.”
We kept on going and I tried to figure out how things were like she said, but the more I thought the harder it
got, till I forgot what it was she said.
“I thought you was deaf,” I said. She didn’t say anything to that.
“I thought you was blind, too,” I said.
We pulled away from the road into a place where rocks had spread so long before that they were dyed with
damp, and moss and reddish earth. The horse shuddered and wouldn’t go ahead, and I wondered if it saw the mill.
It was a stooping mill with empty stares. I had to grab the seat then, till she could hold the horse.
“Mares is like most women,” she said. “They don’t hold with snakes.”
I saw it then. I thought I was going to be sick, but I only sat there—watching the writhing and the thrashing in
the air. Hanging by the neck—a snake—on a thorntree that was strung with dead snakes hanging there like ropes
from spikes along the limbs. It made such vivid motion—such green and boneless efforts—and the hooking of its
tail—piercing just the air—
I felt a solid tube explore my throat and gagged with such a force that she held me then, and I felt safer in her
nearness even though she fought quick breathing. She held the mare to flinching, and the three of us were—all of
life—all life—watching all of death.
“It’s ugly,” I said, pushing close against her.
“They’s pretty, gentle grass snakes. Likes to play, they do—in the clearin’s and the marshes same as you. And
they don’t never bite,” she said. “It’s a sorry sight—a sorry, sorry sight.”
I leaned hard against the safeness that was her and looked again. I was very tired—but the sureness in her
voice helped me see the things, perhaps the way they should be seen. All movement gone, they hung alike. I
counted—there were 21. Some were shriveled—dry, and even black; and some were brown like grass, but mostly
they were bright and green. I looked back at the mill, to see if it was there, I guess, and saw two dead snakes in
another tree, and a mouse—its head was gone.
“Yes,” she said, “they’s all around.
Back of us were four more—even closer—and.a lizard. Stuck, they were—all stuck right through the necks.
My legs felt bruised—as though I’d tried to run and couldn’t.
“How’d they get there?” I said.
“Butcherbirds,” she said.
I’d never heard of butcherbirds, and didn’t know what they were.
“I hate them!” I said, very loud. “Hate them—hate them—“
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I got hot and sick and started coughing—spitting up. She put the firm coolness of her hand on my forehead and
wiped the sweat away, and she wiped the sickness off my dress with her petticoat. I looked back at the mill,
expecting birds to fly out blackened windowholes and kill me in the dimness that was beginning evening. The
wagon lurched and I cried out, but it was only that the mare was reaching grass. She held me close, and rocked
me.
“We cain’t hate butcherbirds,” she said, “’cause butcherbirds ain’t bad. It’s a sorry sight—the snakes, it is—but
it ain’t bad of the butchers. It’s their way,” she said. She rocked me, easy. “They’s just like folks—and so’s the
snakes. I broke my leg and set it once, and I had to pull and hoist. 1 learned respectin’ for the snakes. They have a
thrustin’ way, and they thrust up or downhill without legs or tryin’. They love their mates, and they chin their
pretty backs to tell ’em so. I know,” she said, “I watch ’em.”
I loved her then, I think. Loved her way—as was awed by all she knew. I’d never compared animals with
people, and so I was ashamed, even of mashed ant hills and all my jars of fireflies.
“Tell me about butcherbirds,” I said.
She looked all around, and up into the trees—and over by the mill. I followed, clinging with my eyes to her
line of power—stretching along the rope that was her vision—aiming safely—knowing that our eyes held hands,
exploring forests of the leaves that were the parent trees of those small ones strung with death. But these were all
we saw.
“The butcher’s gone,” she said. “He’s a chubby one—got a hook-beak like lots of folks.”
She stopped talking, and just sat.
“Why does he do like what he does?” I remember asking.
“He has weak-like feet,” she said, “and sticks his meat up so’s he won’t need hold it while he eats. Sometimes
he’s a-flyin’ back—but mostly he goes off butcherin’ again.”
She shook her head.
“Killin’ is a sorry way,” she said. She looked at me—and all sadness looked—and darkness came and took the
day away. I felt the sureness of her hand lift reins from off the whip hook, and I heard wheels turning on the rocks
—and so I knew we’d left the snakes.
*
The road we came was different going back—and so was I. Maybe 1 discovered then that wonder rides at night
along with love—and growth—or maybe that the things I saw by day I felt by night. She, herself, was boundless,
and I warmed against her—limp—content to doze and share the slight and rhythmic movement that was life. I
think we took the very pulse of night—pounding in the creekbed through the frog that felt it on his belly. I think
we were the breathing core of everything that was.
The mare had knowing feet, and seemed to be familiar with flight into the night. I slept against Quivera, and
woke only when we stopped. It was so cold—sitting up away from her.
“You’re goin’ to have some supper before I take you home,” she said. “If he ain’t here, you are.”
“If who ain’t here?” I said.
She pulled up to a door and didn’t answer. There were dark things in the yard around the house, but I couldn’t
see just what they were.
“Wait,” she said. I sat there in the wagon, sleepy—chilling—while she went inside. She limped easily—or
perhaps it was a rhythm of her own. I saw a lamp go by a window to another—then back again—and she held it at
the door.
“Come, child,” she said.
The words were quiet, as though fearful of waking up the night. I climbed down, past the dark arm of a pump.
There was a cat behind electric eyes. I was going to pick it up, but it went squirming underneath the house. She
put down the lamp and motioned me to sit. My dress smelled, there inside the house. I didn’t want to sit up to the
table. She came—unbuttoned it down the back—slipping it off my head—and I sat in my petticoat. She had a
listening way.
“What you listenin’ for?” I said.
“The butcherbird,” she said. I thought that she was fooling me, and so I grinned.
“What butcherbird?” I said. I let my voice coast down the hill to show I knew a joke.
“My brother,” she said.
She told it simply, and I knew it for a truth. At least I knew she meant it—and there was nothing more to say.
She lit another lamp and turned the wick up high.
“Preserves,” she said. “You like—strawberry?”
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“Oh, yes,” I said. Quickly I was very hungry.
“Come with me,” she said. “We’ll get you some.”
We went out again into the night. Her very touch had turned the lamp into a giant firefly breathing flame inside
its tummy. It showed us to a mound of ground—such a swollen, rounding grave with a wooden door that moaned
and lay there still and quiet when we dropped it on its side. Down along decaying stairs I hugged my arms to hide
my bareness from the eyes that were reflected lamps in jars of fruits and jellies. It seemed to me they stared from
out deep sleep.
She handed me a pail to carry, and a jar. She took a crock, and took the lamp back from its watch there on the
floor, and we went up and out into the night—and back into the house.
The butter from the crock was sweet and sweating on the bread, and the berry juice ran pink veins in between.
The milk was thick with cream, and cool. I hadn’t known I was so hungry—and yet I swallowed fear with every
bite. She—the heroine of all my life—who knew the snakes and dark—she was limping to the window—peering
out—listening at the door.
“If he comes,” she said, “go quiet to the wagon.”
When she filled the mug again with milk, I saw the trembling of the pail. Silence cowered in the corners, and I
knew it for a house that never laughed—but then I hadn’t known a house that had. A cat explored the cold stove in
the corner, and she was watching me. I said,
“Ain’t you hungry?” She moved the soaking berries closer to my plate.
“They’s a different kind of hungry,” she said, “an’ that’s the kind I am.”
“Ain’t you goin’ to eat?” I said.
She smiled. I thought maybe she was pulling jokes, and so I grinned. She was very pretty then—even like
women were supposed to be.
“How come about your brother?” I said.
“He cain’t help bein’ what he is,” she said.
The quiet started clattering. She was quick to stand in front of me, and I could only see the folds and folds that
were her skirt. The cat came darting—pushing on my legs like bony knuckles in a glove. Quivera picked the
empty pans up off the floor and put them back—up on the stove, and when she turned, I saw the fear.
“I was thinkin’ it was him,” she said.
She held my dress for me and I climbed in, not breathing till my head was out—and she listened at the door—
and then we slipped out to the wagon.
It was there we knew the safeness. Settled there against her, I wanted nothing else. Just to ride—to ride—and
be forever with her—there. Once again we went, bending to the right and to the left—and the moon had such a
long, long climb to make—but going back was shortest, and even when I shoved the town clear with my carried
feet, I knew the mare would win. And so, like this, I saw the end of Churning road.
Drawing to the side, she pulled up on the reins. I didn’t want to go back home—I didn’t want to leave her—but
that was all there was to do. She held her hand against my cheek.
“The day when you’ll be hurt—will be a sorry day,” she said. “Remember then, that butcherbirds cain’t help
bein’ what they is.”
It was the loving in her that made me cry. She kissed my cheek. I knew that she expected me to go. I lingered
though, after I was finally down—and waved until I couldn’t hear the hoofing of the mare—and then I went three
houses down, and started up the walk to squares of light that were my house.
*
I could hear my father. He was almost shouting. There was a bursting in my chest like too much running—and
I had to go to the bathroom. The screen was hooked. I rattled the little white knob.
My father came. He came to the door with his shirt off, frowning at the dark. When he passed the lamp the
light came through all the hair on his chest and made it glisten. There were red marks just below his neck where
he had rubbed, and he was rolling fingers the way I hated. He flipped the hook on the door.
“Where’ve you been?” he said. He grabbed my shoulders and shook me hard. “It’s late!” he said. “Where’ve
you been?” My mother came in from the kitchen with a powder in her hand and a glass of water.
“Shut up,” she said. “The neighbors can hear you!”
“I don’t give a God damn,” my father said.
My mother unfolded the wrapper like chewing gum and dumped the powder in the water. She shook it in a
careful circle and drank it all. She set the glass down on the table and belched. There was a moth flying around,
batting the sides of the glass shade over the dining table. She looked at the moth and kept belching three or four
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times. When she was through she said,
“Tell your father where you was.”
I couldn’t tell them—I couldn’t. They wouldn’t understand. I stood there looking at the moth, and the walls
moved in around me—only they weren't walls. They were just remembered walls that I used to know, and they
didn’t matter. When I looked at them closer, I saw the gold between the roses was all tarnished, and I knew I’d
been gone a long, long time.
“I want to go to bed,” I said.
My mother was looking at my dress.
“What’s that?” she said, pointing to where I had been sick.
“I got sick,” I said.
“You got sick,” she said. “You got sick.I’m always sick—and you make me sicker when you don’t show up for
supper.”
I started to my room—but she stopped me.
“Where was you?”
“I was riding with the huckster-woman,” I said miserably.
“That goofy woman?” my mother said. “You went riding with that nitwit—in that wormy wagon?”
“She’s not goofy!” I yelled. “She’s not a nitwit.”
I was shaking all over, like the mare when it saw the snake.
“Not half as goofy as you are,” I said.
My father was stocky, and my mother would have been, if she hadn’t had an ulcer. They just stood there,
looking—and then my father hit the side of my head with his hand.
“Don’t you talk that way to your mother!” he shouted.
I wanted to run away, but there was no place to run to but my room, so I ran there.
132.136 Living To Be A Hundred\fn{by Robert Boswell (1953- )} Sikeston, Scott County, Missouri, U.S.A. (M) 9
It’s fair to say that our house was not in order. Furniture from the living room filled the kitchen. Chairs
inverted on chairs surrounded the dining table. A long tan couch, stripped of its cushions, blocked the hall. In our
bedroom, beside the dresser, a wooden coffee table stood upright like a basset hound begging for scraps.
On our knees in the emptied living room, we pieced together carpet remnants. I aligned a wide strip of tape,
bending low to hold it, my shirt wrinkling against my back like molting skin. Harvis applied heat with Linda’s
travel iron while she held the odd-shaped pieces together. We inched across the floor, inhaling the odors of
scorched glue, new carpet, our own sweating bodies. An oscillating fan vibrated against the wall every fifteen
seconds, the air from it blocked by Mix, our sleeping golden retriever.
“This is not the way I thought it would work,” Linda said.
She pressed against the upside down carpet—material rough and woven like a gunny sack. In the crush of
hands, her fingers lay on top of mine, our wedding rings grating.
“It’s going so slowly.”
Drops of sweat glistened at the base of her neck and on her chest, the straps of her white blouse turning gray
with it. Her hair, gathered in a bun behind her head, had ends like the teeth of a comb, and even they drooped in
the heat.
“It’s going to take forever.”
Her voice sounded desperate, with an edge that suggested she was about to cry. Ordinarily, Linda was the
handy one around the house—fixing the clock radio when the numbers quit rolling, building a box to cover
Kitty’s litter bed—but putting a carpet together had been my idea. For weeks Harvis and I had collected remnants
from the construction site where we worked.
“Maybe we should take a break,” I said.
The fan rattled against the wall. Linda shook her head until the noise stopped.
“The house is such a mess. We can’t quit now.”
She was twenty-eight, with a sweetly freckled face and hair as blond as running water. We’d met in college, an
archaeology class, which had been my major. She’d studied art history. We had been married seven years and put
up with a lot of lousy jobs and bad apartments, but the past couple of years it had become harder because we
couldn’t see an end to it.
“Damn.” Harvis shook his hand in the air. “Burned my pinkie.”
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A bubble of glue coagulated on a finger as thick as a wiener. He put his hands on his knees and straightened his
back. Beads of perspiration shone on his forehead.
“We won’t finish today,” he said. “That’s clear enough.”
The dog groaned at this remark, which made us laugh, and, just like that, we changed our moods and worked
happily again.
Linda bought and sold used clothing at a hip secondhand store. Before I got the job working construction, I
had been a short-order cook, and before that, a cashier at a convenience market. I was thirty-two. Construction
paid best and it wasn’t so killing. You know what I mean, killing? The past couple of years had been tough, but I
had begun to think things were looking up. Linda started talking about a woman who had come into the store
carrying a black fingertip coat and wanting another just like it.
“We don’t stock many coats this time of year. I knew I couldn’t help her.” She ran her hand across the base of
her neck as she spoke, wiping the sweat onto her jeans. Harvis leaned against the iron.
“What’d she want with a coat like the one she already had?” Linda nodded.
“That’s what I wanted to know.” It seemed obvious to me.
“Someone had told her what a nice coat it was, and she wanted to make a gift of one just like it.”
“Women don’t do that,” Harvis said. “They never want anyone to have the same clothes.”
“I asked her.” Linda pushed a new piece of carpet toward me, leaning low. I could see down her blouse. We
slept in the same bed every night, but the sight of her breasts at that moment pleased me as it would a teenager.
Harvis was looking too.
“She wanted to get rid of the coat but couldn’t bear to do it until she had another like it. She said she just felt
like a change.” I laughed.
“Sounds like a nut.” I cut another strip of tape. The dog groaned again and rolled onto his back.
“She didn’t look like one,” Linda said. “She looked very normal.”
“You can’t tell a nut by its shell.” Harvis smiled at his joke. Then he jerked his hand away from the iron.
“Life is too much,” he said and stuck his thumb in his mouth.
“Let me iron for a while.” I pushed him out of the way. “You aren't going to have any fingers left.”
“I’m going to make some iced tea.” Linda smiled as she stood. We were all happy, even Harvis with his burned
fingers. I shoved the scraps we hadn’t used into a corner, making a path from the front door to the kitchen. There
was no point in returning furniture. We were only half finished. The theater down the street offered a discount in
the afternoon, and we had decided to get out of the heat and away from the mess. Harvis showered first, then took
Mix on a walk.
“That was almost fun,” Linda said, her back to the shower nozzle, water spraying off her head in all directions.
“It was almost awful, too.” Her teeth were as white as porcelain.
“It’ll be nice once we’re through,” I said. “And we could never afford it otherwise.”
“You don’t have to convince me.” She rubbed soap on my chest. A year earlier, after a Sunday of sweating and
only half finishing, we would have been angry with one another. We would have blamed and accused. Linda ran
the bar of soap across my stomach, down my thighs, and kissed me.
“Harvis is a good friend,” she said, soaping me now between my legs, and kissing me again, so that the only
way I had to agree was to nod.
*
“We can save Harvis a seat.”
Linda stood in the hall, tucking a purple T-shirt into a pair of khaki shorts. The couch separated us. She
combed her wet hair with her fingers. “I can’t stand this.”
Kitty was in her box, wailing. She was an old cat, one Linda had been given for her fifteenth birthday. Over the
course of the past year almost everything had become painful for her. Linda had built the box to reduce odor, but
it had become the container for such yowls of anguish that each time the cat entered we were afraid she would not
come out. Linda crawled across the couch, and just as we opened the front door, the wailing stopped. Kitty padded
across the room and out to the porch, where she leaped to the railing, stretched, and closed her eyes. Linda rubbed
the cat’s belly.
“Lazy Kitty,” she said, then stepped down from the porch and to the hibiscus bush, which was in bloom. The
flowers were red and long, shaped like the end of a bugle. She put one behind her ear, giggling.
Down the hill, Harvis approached, hands in his pockets, Mix loping beside him, leash trailing the ground.
Harvis saw this as a way of getting around the leash law. He liked circumventing rules. While we watched, Mix
abruptly lifted his head and darted into the street. A yellow cat streaked across the pavement to a utility pole. Mix,
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as usual, arrived late, barking and standing on his hind legs. The cat climbed straight up the pole.
“That’s why there’s a leash law,” Linda called out so that Harvis could hear. He had already grabbed the dog
by the collar and pulled him away.
“Mix wouldn’t hurt anything.”
“You better hurry,” I said. “We’ll miss the start of the movie.” Then everyone was in motion. Harvis and Mix
ran to the house while Linda and 1 walked toward the pole.
“Hey, cat,” Linda called. “You can come down now.” The cat looked at us but kept climbing.
“Here, kitty,” she said. “Here, kitty, kitty.” The yellow cat reached the transformer box and stepped onto it.
“Maybe she needs to turn around,” 1 said, but Linda kept calling. Meanwhile, Kitty had jumped down from the
porch railing and obediently trotted down the hill.
“Did you think I was calling you?” Linda said. She retrieved Kitty and began walking back to the house,
passing Harvis, who had bolted out of the door to catch us.
“You're going the wrong way,” he said.
At that moment, high above me—a loud electric snap. I spun, raising my arms. The yellow cat paused in
midair, three feet above the transformer box, before beginning her fall to the asphalt. She bounced once, then lay
still.
Linda screamed. She looked at me in disbelief, as if it were I who had fallen.
“God,” she said, her voice squeaking, and ran into the house. Harvis stood on the pavement like a statue, hands
suspended above his waist, legs spread as if he were about to run.
Here’s what I couldn’t decide: should I go to the cat or to my wife? The cat surely was dead. My wife was
crying. What comfort can you give the dead? I wish that was all there was to my decision, but there was also this:
I didn’t want to touch a thing so newly dead. Linda knelt on a pile of carpet scraps, crying, stroking Kitty.
“How could that happen? How bad is it hurt?”
“It’s dead. The shock killed it.” I dropped to one knee and touched her back.
“Or maybe the fall.”
“I should have kept Mix on the leash.” Harvis stood by the door, hands in his pockets.
“It was a freak thing,” I said. “We should get a trash bag. We shouldn’t leave it out there.”
“A box,” Linda said, leaving me, stepping over another mound of carpet and then onto the couch, ducking her
head as she crossed into the hall. She returned with a cardboard box from our bedroom closet. From the porch,
Linda watched Harvis and me walk back down the street, but the cat was gone.
“Jesus,” I said and knelt as if it were still there. A tiny square of blood marked the asphalt. “I was sure it was
dead.”
“It must be in terrible pain,” Harvis said.
“They hide,” Linda called as she ran toward us. “When they’re hurt or something’s wrong, they find a place to
hide.”
We searched under cars and porch steps, beneath an old tub in a neighbor’s yard, inside a tipped garbage can. I
lifted a sheet of plywood that leaned against the side of an adobe house. A black and white cat stared at me,
nothing like the one who had fallen. We searched separately until dark, and we returned separately, Linda several
steps ahead, arms crossed as if against a chill, and I thought what little it took to throw your life off, to turn it
upside down.
*
“Castellani,” Johansson said to me. “Tella truth. You think any of these punks they got fighting today could
stand up to Joe Louis? Or Ezzard Charles? Ingemar Johansson? Tella truth, what you think?”
We sat together for lunch in what little shade the skeletal building offered—Johansson, Lernic, Harvis, and I.
There used to be more of us, but this was a desert town and it dried out in the summer, everyone going away, out
of the heat. Then Graham was fired for drinking and Iglesia deported. The apartments were almost completed.
Our crew stayed small.
“I don’t follow boxing,” I said and finished off the sandwich I’d thrown together before leaving for work. It
had been a bad night, Linda and I with no place to sit but the bed, nothing to do but the carpet, and neither of us
willing to work on that. Harvis had gone home, but I’d wished that he’d stayed for a while. Sometimes he made it
easier for us to be together. Linda, I’m pretty sure, had felt the same.
“They couldn’t hold Ingemar’s mouthpiece,” Johansson said. “He’s practically a relative of yours truly, more
or less, like we’d be cousins if he lived around here.”
Johansson was in charge of us, a red-faced little man who wore long-sleeve plaid shirts rolled to the elbows.
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“And he could punch. You ever seen those films of him whupping Patterson? Tella truth, you ever seen such a
punch? On my father’s side, we all been fighters.”
Johansson and Lernic sat on the tailgate of a company truck. Harvis and I reclined against concrete, the
foundation for the apartments. Dry-wallers worked down the site from us, where we’d been the week before. At
the far end were painters and carpet layers. Eventually it would be a big complex. The pool was already in.
“I like to watch girls fight,” Lernic said. “They don’t have rules for that.” His face was big, sloppy; his skin,
the color and texture of angel food cake.
“Rip those clothes, Mama. Yank that hair. Bite that tit.” He laughed and leaned back on his elbows.
“Harvis was a boxer, I bet. Big and dumb enough. Fag enough. You a boxer, Harvis?”
“Fuck off,” Harvis said.
“Scratch you like a girl, I bet.” Lernic laughed again. “Big old nothing Harvis rip at your shirt. ‘Let me at them
titties. Let me at them titties.’” Lernic waggled his fingers at Johansson’s shirt, then leaned back again.
“Bite this, Harvis.” He gripped the crotch of his pants. I stood and nudged Harvis on the shoulder.
“Let’s walk off lunch. We’ve got fifteen minutes.”
“He don’t mean nothing,” Johansson said. “Tell them you don’t mean nothing, Lernic. It’s his way of being
funny.”
Lernic’s hand was still at his crotch.
“Watch your step, Castellani. That big fag’ll corn hole you in the behind.”
“That’s redundant,” I said, walking away. “Like saying Lernic the dumbass.”
“There you go,” Johansson said. “Everybody’s got a way of being funny.”
“That guy makes me crazy,” Harvis said, throwing his thumb over his shoulder when we’d walked far enough
away.
“Screw Lernic,” I said. “You let assholes get to you and your life is shit.”
“I’m supposed to act like he doesn’t exist?”
“He’s a pathetic boob.”
“You’ve got Linda,” Harvis said. “You can say that stuff. I’ve got to take boobs seriously. I could wind up one.
Hell, I could be one already. You’ve got Linda. You can let the rest go.”
“So, you’ve got me and Linda,” I said.
“See?” Harvis put one of his big fingers square in my chest. “That’s just the kind of thing you say to a pathetic
boob. See there?”
After lunch I took off my shirt. That was one of the things I liked about the job. I could take off my shirt and
work on the high boards, stepping from scaffolding to beam. And the smell of lumber. The pull and give of my
muscles. The paycheck. I had planned to be an archaeologist, although I know now I might as well have planned
to be an astronaut.
“You can be whatever you want,” my mother had told me, “whatever you put your heart into.”
A good-natured lie. I could not be an archaeologist, not and make enough money to eat. Our plan, Linda’s and
mine, had been for her to go to graduate school to become a librarian. It wasn’t exactly what she’d wanted, but it
sounded all right to her. Then she’d get a job and I’d study archaeology again, give it a shot. That was why we’d
moved here, near a university. There was nothing wrong with our plan, but we couldn’t make it work. At first we
needed Linda’s income to get by. Then we bought a television on time; we went to the movies. Sometimes we
went out and ate steak. We didn’t sell out our dreams—we siphoned them off.
Construction was better than cooking burgers, a lot better, but once, years ago, I went as a student on a dig in
Mexico, and with a whisk and an airbrush, I uncovered a clay jar, a carved spoon, the curved line of a jawbone. I
studied people by looking at what had endured. At the ruins of Palenque,\fn{ An ancient Mayan city dating from the
classical period of Mayan civilization (300-900AD) and located in dense jungle in Chiapas State, near the modern village of Palenque .} I
climbed to the opening in the temple, then descended dark stairs, turned a narrow corner, and there was the
sepulchral slab, covering the body of an ancient priest. What I felt was wonder, and no matter how many nails I
pounded or boards I sawed, I could not claim wonder at seeing a building become. There were some who could; I
was not among them. My life hadn’t worked out the way I’d planned.
“Johansson!” Lernic yelled although Johansson was only a few feet away.
I looked down at them. Lernic, on his knees, marked a sheet of plywood. Johansson and Harvis unloaded
lumber from the truck.
“You see that show on TV last night?” Lernic said. “I almost forgot. You see it?”
“My television gets nothing but static these days. Lot like you, Mr. Lernic.”
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Johansson backed away from the truck with an armload of two-by-fours. Harvis lifted the other end.
“It was educational, Mr. Johansson. And you could have used it to save one of your employees—Mr. Harvis.
You do have a Mr. Harvis working for you?”
He quit marking the plywood and stared at Johansson, as if Harvis weren’t there. I could see it all from the
second-story scaffolding.
“Go to fucking hell,” Harvis said.
“Lay off,” Johansson said.
“I got something to tell you, goddamn it.” Lernic stood and faced Harvis.
“This guy on TV said you can die from screwing nothing but your hand, and here I am trying to save your
worthless life, and you got no gratitude.”
Harvis dropped his end of the lumber. The boards rattled against the tailgate.
“You fuck,” he said and stepped toward him. Lernic picked up the circular saw and revved it once.
“Come on, meat. Come get carved.”
“Put that down,” Johansson said. “Quit being funny. You want a keep your job, you put that down.”
Lernic turned his head from Harvis to Johansson and back to Harvis. For an instant, none of us moved. I lifted
the hammer from my belt and let it drop near Lernic’s feet. He jumped, then smiled up at me.
“Huh,” he grunted, put down the saw, and went back to work.
I couldn’t hate Lernic, although I wanted to. There had been a day, only a couple of weeks back, when Harvis
was down with the flu and staying at our house because his cooler was out and he had no television. I had gone
home at lunch break to have a bowl of soup with him and was ten minutes late getting back. I didn’t want Lernic
to have anything else to throw at Harvis, so I said it was Linda who was sick.
Johansson let it go, but Lernic, of course, didn’t.
“You pussy-whipped bastard. Worst case I’ve ever seen,” he said. He'd met Linda when she used to take me to
work, before I knew Harvis well enough to ride with him. That same afternoon Johansson told us about a book
he’d like to write, The Life and Legend of Ingemar Johansson.
“I got the first sentence. That’s the hardest part. You listen a this,” he said. “Every man has a day in his life
when nobody can defeat him, and that day for Ingemar Johansson happened when he was fighting for the
heavyweight championship of the world.” He beamed.
“You read that sentence, who’s gonna be able to stop? I figure I write about that whole idea, how everybody
gets one day when they’re the best. Ingemar, he got his day when he had the big fight. That’s a difference between
a great man and one a us.”
“Shit,” Lernic said.
“No,” Johansson said. “Really, what you think? Most people, they get their day, they probably sleep through it
or lay around drunk. A Johansson don’t. He gets the fight of his life.”
Lernic snorted.
“You’re not related to any champion, and you know it.”
“We got the same name.”
“A name don’t mean shit.”
“Name’s as good as anything. Tella truth, if they’d been a Ingemar Lernic who whupped Joe Frazier, say.
You’d be proud as two peacocks.”
“The only guy could have beaten Frazier was just what beat him: another big, dumb nigger. I’m going to be
proud because I got the same name as a big, dumb nigger?”
Lernic hammered against a board three times, as if in answer to his question.
“Names mean a lot,” Johansson said. “Castellani, tella truth. If there was a Ingemar Castellani, you’d be as
proud as two peacocks.”
“You never called anybody a nigger when Graham worked here,” I said to Lernic.
“So? He was a nigger. You think I’m stupid?” He raised the hammer to pound the board again. There were no
nails in the board.
“Names must mean something,” I said.
“You see there.” Johansson waggled a knobby finger. “Now that’s settled. We got work to do.”
Johansson walked away, but Lernic put his hand on my shoulder.
“Your wife is pretty,” he said. He looked at me as if I should understand something. “I know all about it.” He
squeezed my shoulder slightly, then looked at Johansson’s back for a second.
“The hardest thing for a man is to be a man and still keep a woman.” He dropped his hand to the head of his
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hammer, which rode in his carpenter’s belt.
“I just thought I’d say that.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Okay.”
He lifted the hammer to eye level, staring at it self-consciously. For an instant I saw it as an archaeologist
might hundreds of years from now, how the blunt black head and sweeping rear prongs resembled the head of a
dragon.
“We got work to do,” Lernic said, and since then, I couldn’t hate him, much as I tried.
*
Harvis and I arrived at the house before Linda. The living room, the mess of carpet and tape, and the kitchen,
the tangle of chairs around Kitty’s box, kept us from entering. We sat on the front porch, stalling, until she arrived.
“We can’t seem to face it,” I said as she walked up the porch steps. She shielded her eyes with her hands and
looked in the window.
“This is a test.” She spoke somberly, her lips inches from the glass. “A trial of some sort.” Linda believed in
God, not a man with a gray beard, but a force that gave reason to being.
“If we can get through this, it’ll mean something.”
“If we get through this, it’ll mean there is no intelligent life on this planet,” I said. Harvis shook his big head.
“If we get through this, it’ll mean we’ll live to be a hundred.”
Linda turned from the window. She wasn’t smiling.
“Let’s go somewhere and have a beer,” she said. Harvis chucked his thumb toward the window.
“I left some in the refrigerator.”
“I know that.”
She stepped from the porch and we followed. We had pepperoni pizza with extra sauce and drank beer by the
pitcher. Harvis told us how he used to be a mugger.
“It’s the truth,” he said. “For about a week. I wasn’t any good at it.”
I wanted to know what made him do it. Linda wanted to know what made him quit.
“I was broke and living in this little dump in Chicago, and my head was all turned around every which way,
and I couldn’t get a job, and I couldn’t think straight, and I’d see these women by themselves or with little kids,
and they all had purses, and all I had to do was go and yank it away and run off, and there it was.”
Harvis, when he drank, rambled.
“You were a purse snatcher,” Linda said. “That’s not the same as a mugger.”
“Whatever you call it, it was low, and I felt mean about it, but I couldn’t get turned around the right way until
one day I was out in the park and along comes a young woman carrying a bundle with both arms and a big purse
hanging from her elbow, one of those hippie bags, and I figured she wouldn’t have much money, but I could just
run by and grab the purse and keep on running, and I didn’t need all that much money—you see, I was all turned
around in my head, but I wasn’t greedy.” He took an enormous drink from his glass, filled it again, and took
another big drink. He emptied the pitcher, then tapped it against the table, holding it as if it were a mug, tapping it
as if it were a gavel.
“I ran right up to her, and I had my hand out to rip off her purse, and just then she turned to me, and stared
right at me, and she said,
“‘I need to find the hospital. My baby has died.’”
He brought the pitcher down again, breaking it, the handle remaining in his hand, the pitcher falling into his
lap. His palm began to bleed.
“My head wasn’t on straight, and I didn’t know what was up, and I didn’t know what was down, and that little
baby was no bigger than a football, and I wanted to do something good for that woman, and you know, I couldn’t
think of anything, except taking her to the hospital, which is what I did.”
Linda reached into his lap and retrieved the pitcher. She kissed him on the forehead and on the cheek.
Each night we found a reason not to work on the carpet, or we worked for half an hour, then sat next to the fan
and drank beer and talked. Friday morning, I stepped out of the shower, and Linda lay over the arm of the couch
in the hall, crying. I tried to lift her to me, but she didn’t want to be held.
“We’ll finish this tomorrow,” I said, “if it takes all day and night.”
She just crawled across the couch.
After work, Harvis drove me to the florist, then dropped me off at the secondhand store, where I waited in our
car until Linda was free. We went out to eat, then drove to a motel.
What I’m saying is I knew there was real danger. I was trying to ward it off. The motel room was a pastel
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yellow. A painting of the ocean at night hung above our bed. The air conditioner, which lined the wall beneath the
window, hummed and chortled like a friendly drunk. We crawled under the sheets and watched a movie on
television. A red-headed woman walked briskly down a city street, wearing a red blouse, red skirt, red shoes. She
practically skipped. Linda put her hand on my chest.
“How can we afford this?” It was the first thing either of us had said for a long time.
“We needed to get out of the house.” I spoke softly and touched her hair. “We can fix it tomorrow. Tonight we
needed to get out.”
“We could have stayed with Harvis,” she said. “We didn’t have to spend all this money.”
“This is better,” I said.
The woman, in an office now, lifted her red blouse over her head, untied her red skirt, and she was naked. It
startled me, like going to a friend’s house and a stranger answers the door.
“This must be cable.” Linda leaned forward in the bed. “Do you think she’s pretty?”
“I don’t know,” I said, although she was obviously very pretty.
“She is,” Linda said. The woman walked around the office in high heels. A man behind a desk smoked a cigar
as he watched her.
“Why do you think Harvis can’t get a girlfriend?”
“I don’t know that he can’t. He just doesn’t. He’s shy around women.”
Linda crossed her arms across her breasts. We were naked, and I had been hoping we would make love.
“He’s not shy around me,” she said.
“He knows you.”
The woman stepped behind the desk and began undressing the man..
“Are they going to show everything?” Linda said. “Are they going to do it? Is this that kind of movie?”
We watched the man and woman make love. The camera moved in close and then backed away.
“They’re really doing it.”
Linda raised herself to her knees and watched. I ran my hand along her leg, but she took it in her palms, patted
it gently just the way she pats Mix, then placed it back at my side.
“You know who would enjoy this?” she said. “You know what would be fun?”
“That’s not a good idea,” I said.
“I’ll just call and tell him about it.” She had already moved toward the phone. “We haven’t seen him all day.”
“I worked with him eight hours. He took me to the florist. He drove me to the store.”
She had begun to dial. I reached between her arms and stopped the call. Linda dropped the receiver and walked
to the window. She peeked through the curtains.
“Oh,” she said softly, and I thought she said something more.
“Come back to bed.” I sat on the edge. She faced me, my beautiful wife, naked, almost crying.
“Let me do what I want.”
“I’ve been with him all day. I don’t want to see Harvis.”
Before I could say anything else, she opened the door and stepped outside. The night was warm. Cicadas
rattled. The sky dark, as if blackened by fire. She stood with her back to me in the parking lot. I dragged along the
bedspread and threw it over both of us. Her fingers locked around my neck, elbows at my chest. We rested
forehead to forehead.
“Did you feed Mix?” she whispered. “Did you put something out for Kitty?”
“Harvis said he’d take care of it. He wanted to walk Mix.” Tears appeared on her lashes.
“I’m all turned around inside,” she said. Whether she knew she was echoing Harvis, I’m not sure. “I want to
run through this parking lot naked. I want to scream and wake up everyone. I want to hit you. I want this off of
me.” She yanked the bedspread down. “I want to stand in the middle of the street and shout the meanest things I
can think of. I want to leave you.”
She tried to pull away from me, but I had a good grip around her waist.
“We’ll go back inside.” I jerked her even closer. “You can call anyone you want.”
She shook her head once, sharply. But she came with me and turned off the television and turned off the lights
and lay near me in the dark until she could sleep.
We woke early and drove home. Harvis got there at eight, work time. He had Mix with him.
“You let this dog sleep in bed with you? He’s a bed hog. Almost nuzzled me to the floor.”
“You want coffee?” I said.
“Yeah.” He petted Mix and looked at Linda. “He farts too.” She laughed and pointed at me.
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“He won’t let him on our bed.”
“I don’t blame him,” Harvis said. “There’s too much dog in this dog.”
By ten it was sweltering. We worked steadily, switching jobs, crawling across the floor. Linda and I were in
shorts; our knees and elbows burned. We had used all the big scraps, and now pieced together the small ones,
which took longer and accomplished less.
“Maybe we don’t have enough to make it,” Linda said. She sounded hopeful..
“We’ve got plenty,” Harvis said.
“We’ve got enough for the hall, too,” I added, but she didn’t laugh.
We ate lunch on the porch, sitting on the rough, sun-dried planks, our backs against the railing.. The odor of
hibiscus, normally sweet, smelled like smoke, as if cooked by the sun.
“This is good.” Harvis waved his egg salad sandwich, his arm brilliant with sweat.
“Oh yeah?” Linda said. “You must have something different from mine. Let me have a bite.”
“No way,” he said.
She grabbed his arm and tried to wrestle it toward her.
“A bite … A bite,” she said, laughing, pressing her cheek against his bicep.
“Forget it,” he said.
She leaned into him hard and pulled on his slick arm..
“I’ll get it.” I tried to sound conspiratorial.. Before I could snatch the sandwich she threw herself on top of
Harvis and dug her face into the smashed sandwich. Egg salad covered her mouth and cheeks, the bridge of her
nose.
“Delicious,” she said, lifting her head. She wiped off her chin and offered me the finger. When I parted my
lips, she pressed her finger deep into my mouth.
*
At two-thirty Harvis and I crept across the couch to the bedroom and searched through drawers until I found
PE shorts that fit him. His jeans had become unbearable. We crawled back and worked bare-chested.
“Cheats,” Linda said when we took off our shirts. She pulled off her shoes and socks, then wiped her face with
the tail of her T-shirt. Her bare stomach startled me as the television had the night before. She saw my face,
looked to Harvis, who had his nose in the carpet, then lifted the T-shirt higher, wiping her forehead and exposing
her white breasts. My heart beat against my chest like a paddle. By three, we knew we would not finish before
dark, probably not even if we worked well into the night. A screech came from the kitchen, from Kitty’s box, a
scale of pain.
“I can’t stand it,” Linda said. She ran to the couch, ducked low, and disappeared down the hall.
“I’m a fool,” I said. A rash had begun on my chest. The cat’s cry flattened, then lifted again.
“Give me some more tape,” Harvis said. We heard the shower begin. We fitted more carpet and ironed. When
Linda stepped off the couch, she had on a clean white T-shirt and the bottom half of her black bikini. Her wet
breasts showed through the shirt like the mounds of a relief map.
We worked as if under water, each movement deliberate and unreal. Harvis pointed at my rash and put his shirt
back on, but I knew and Linda knew it was to hide his erection. He turned his back to us to button the shirt. I
looked at Linda and shook my head. It was the wrong thing to do.
She touched Harvis’s thigh. He was on his knees facing away, hands still at his buttons.
“Linda,” I whispered, as if she would hear and not Harvis. She touched his thigh above the knee, lightly, then
moved up his leg. He stared at the wall. Her fingers reached the bottom of the PE shorts, ran along the narrow
hem. For an instant, none of us moved.
I wish I could say that I yanked her hand away or that I burst into tears, but there was a trembling inside me, a
vacillation of spirit. Some part of me wanted to see her fingers continue their climb up his leg, and that part kept
the rest of me silent for the long seconds that followed, until Linda pulled her hand away.
We worked another twenty minutes.
“I’ll make iced tea,” Linda said, almost a whisper, but she did not go to the kitchen. She crawled onto the
couch and down the hall.
Harvis stood and stared at the doorway where she had just vanished.
“I’ve never wanted anything so bad in my life,” he said, then wiped the sweat from his face. I stood and he put
his arm around me. “Do something,” he said. “Do something fast.”
He hugged me for an instant. I felt his erection against my hip. He picked up his jeans and left.
I waited for her, expecting her to appear in just the T-shirt. Or less. When she stepped off the couch, she was
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wearing an old pair of trousers and a blue work shirt. Her eyes were red, her face mottled.
“Harvis had to go,” I said.
“Oh.” She looked at her pants. “I’ve been crying.”
“It’s been tough today.” She nodded.
“Do you think we should quit or stick it out?” My heart pounded again.
“I can do a lot myself, if you’re tired.”
She shook her head and knelt beside me to return to the hard work. Near dawn, we glued the final fragment
into place and flipped the carpet side up, a difficult maneuver, then inched it into the corners, pushing and pulling,
flattening. We lay side by side on the carpet we’d made. She put her head against my shoulder.
“We should have bought a mat to go beneath it,” she said. “It looks so good. How long will it last without a
mat? A year? Two years?”
“It could last a long time,” I said.
She rose and turned off the light, then lay beside me again in the dark. "This was a test."
“No, it wasn’t.” I closed my eyes. “This was just one of those things.”
“Oh, is that what this was?” She whispered this in my ear, laughing gently. “I want to sleep here tonight.”
I nodded, and our long fatigue settled us one against the other, letting us sleep.
*
Almost a month later, Harvis and I were asked to work a Saturday for time and a half pay. The smallness of our
crew had permitted the dry-wallers to catch up. Johansson refused on principle.
“They don’t want this thing built,” he told us. “They just want us to fry out there. I worked construction thirty
years. I don’t gotta take this. My kid could do better than this. Tella truth, boys, you ever seen such a mess?”
I worked the high boards, pounding a tenpenny nail through a two-by-four into a four-by-four column. I had
taken my shirt off. The rash was gone.
Harvis and Lernic hammered beneath me. Hung over, Lernic had been quiet the first hour, but once he started,
he talked as if it was all that kept him standing. He talked as if his life depended on it.
“How far up your ass do you shove this hammer every night, Harvis? I’m taking a scientific survey. Three
inches? Six inches? I suppose it depends on which end goes in first.”
Harvis handled him by being mute, which seemed to push Lernic on. I tried to speak for him, but it did no
good. Maybe Johansson could have stopped it. He had the power to fire. We would quit at noon, I thought. We’d
go home and eat with Linda and not return.
At ten-twenty, I stepped from the scaffolding to the crossbeams. Below me, between my legs, were the two of
them, Harvis, like me, hitting a nail, Lernic looking up.
“Castellani,” Lernic said, “settle something for me. That wife of yours, Linda?”
I stared at him and nodded.
“She do fags like Harvis here, or—”
Harvis’s hammer swung away from its board, a backhanded swing of the dragon-head hammer, the blood from
Lernic’s forehead a sudden hibiscus bloom. His knees gave simultaneously, and he fell to them, and then to the
cement, where his body began quivering, and the life shook out of him. The nail I'd been hammering still stuck
out half an inch. My arm swelled with the next swing. That was my position in it: Would I hit the nail while
Lernic bled beneath me?
I did not.
“Give me an a hour,” Harvis said. “I can get to Mexico.”
“I’ll try,” I said.
“Life’s too much.”
He unbuckled his carpenter's belt, letting it fall, the hammer still in his hand. I nodded, clinging now to the
column, arms tight around it.
“Explain to Linda,” he said. “Make her understand. As best you can.” I said,
“Check his pulse, Harvis.” Harvis shook his head.
“He’s dead.”
“Check it, Harvis.”
“I don’t want to touch the bastard.”
“We have to make sure he’s dead,” I said. “He could still be alive.”
Harvis knelt over Lernic, his knee in the red puddle. He raised his hammer high.
“No!”
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I yelled it.
Harvis threw the hammer past me. I ducked, but it missed me by a few feet.
“Some things you don’t ask,” he said, and he ran to his car.
I stayed up there a while. Lernic’s blood made a big pool. I had to be careful getting down.
The police kept me a couple of hours. Johansson was called. He put on a coat and tie and drove over, his hair
greased flat against his head and perfectly parted, a gesture of respect, I guess, for the dead or for the police.
“The deceased was a no good who liked to cause trouble,” he said. “He was asking for something like this all a
his life.”
They wanted to know where Harvis might run. I told them he’d lived in Chicago, that he might have family
there, or friends. It wasn’t exactly a lie. They didn’t hassle me too much. They believed me when I said that I was
on the high boards when it happened.
I walked home.
I could tell you about the walk, the alleys I deliberately took, the broken glass and rotting fruit, the sweating
magazines peeking out of the trash lids. I could tell you how, when I finally came down to earth, I tried to
pinpoint the moment my life had turned wrong, and how I came to decide that I never should have married Linda,
that I should have struggled to pursue my obsessions, that I had been made a coward by love.
I would make my life over, I decided. I would let Linda leave me.
I could tell you about my plans, grand ones and petty ones, but when I came out of the alley near our house, I
saw Linda in the afternoon sun. She was in the grass on her hands and knees. Her hair was thrown over her head
to dry, the way women for generations have dried their hair, a position as timeless as the curve of bone. The back
of her neck was white and smooth, an exposed and vulnerable swatch. A thing of wonder.
*MONTANA*
201.186 Excerpt from The Life Story Of A Great Indian\fn{by Alaxchiiaahush aka Many-achievements, or Plenty-coup
(1848-1932)} The-cliff-that-has-no-pass, nr. Billings, Yellowstone County, Montana, U.S.A. (M) 8
On this beautiful day, with its flowers, its sunshine, and green grass, a man in his right mind should speak
straight to his friends. I will begin at the beginning.\fn{ This book is an autobiography, and the quotations below are all the
words of Alaxchiiaahush, and they are all set down in order as he spoke them. Everything else has been omitted, for it is not his:H }
I was born eighty snows ago this summer\fn{ 1848} at the place we call The-cliff-that-has-no-pass. It is not far
from the present site of Billings. My mother’s name was Otter-woman. My father was Medicine-bird. I have
forgotten the name of one of my grandmothers, but I remember her man’s name, my grandfather’s. It was Coyoteappears. My other grandmother, a Crow woman, married a man of the Shoshone. Her name was It-might-havehappened. She was my mother’s mother.\fn{Here he was asked what his earliest memories were and he answered: }
*
Play. All boys are much alike. Their hearts are young, and they let them sing. We moved camp very often, and
this to me, and the other boys of my age, was great fun. As soon as the crier rode through the village telling the
people to get ready to travel, I would find my young friends and we would catch up our horses as fast as the
herders brought them in. Lodges would come down quickly, horses would be packed, travois loaded, and then
away we would go to some new place we boys had never seen be- fore. The long line of pack-horses and travois
reaching farther than we could see, the dogs and bands of loose horses, all sweeping across the rolling plains or up
a mountain trail to some mysterious destination, made our hearts sing with joy.
But even in all this we were not completely happy, because we were obliged to travel with the women and
loaded travois. Young men, riding high-spirited horses whose hoofs scarcely touched the ground, would dash past
us, and, showing off before the young women, race out of our sight. Then our mothers would talk among
themselves, but so that we might hear.
“That young man on the white horse is Little-wolf, son of Medicine-woman,” one would say admiringly. “He
is brave, and so handsome.”
“Yes, and he has already counted coup and may marry when he chooses,” another would boast.
“Think of it,” another mother would exclaim. “He has seen but twenty snows.” Perhaps she would lay her hand
over her mouth, which is the sign for astonishment.
This talking between our mothers, firing us with determination to distinguish ourselves, made us wish we were
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men. It was always going on—this talking among our elders, both men and women—and we were ever listening.
On the march, in the village, everywhere, there was praise in our ears for skill and daring. Our mothers talked
before us of the deeds of other women’s sons, and warriors told stories of the bravery and fortitude of other
warriors until a listening boy would gladly die to have his name spoken by the chiefs in council, or even by the
women in their lodges.
More and more we gathered by ourselves to talk and play. Often our talking was of warriors and war, and
always in our playing there was the object of training ourselves to become warriors. We had our leaders just as our
fathers had, and they became our chiefs in the same manner that men become chiefs, by distinguishing
themselves.
*
My people were wise. They never neglected the young or failed to keep before them deeds done by illustrious
men of the tribe. Our teachers were willing and thorough. They were our grandfathers, fathers, or uncles. All were
quick to praise excellence without speaking a word that might break the spirit of a boy who might be less capable
than others. The boy who failed at any lesson got only more lessons, more care, until he was as far as he could go.
Our first task was learning to run. How well I remember my first lesson, and how proud I felt because my
grandfather noticed me.
The day was in summer, the world green and very beautiful. I was playing with some other boys when my
grandfather stopped to watch.
“Take off your shirt and leggings,” he said to me.
I tore them from my back and legs, and, naked except for my moccasins, stood before him.
“Now catch me that yellow butterfly,” he ordered. “Be quick!”
Away I went after the yellow butterfly. How fast these creatures are, and how cunning! In and out among the
trees and bushes, across streams, over grassy places, now low near the ground, then just above my head, the
dodging butterfly led me far before I caught and held it in my hand. Panting, but concealing my shortness of
breath as best I could, I offered it to Grandfather, who whispered, as though he told me a secret,
“Rub its wings over your heart, my son, and ask the butterflies to lend you their grace and swiftness.”
“O Butterflies, lend me your grace and swiftness,” I repeated, rubbing the broken wings over my pounding
heart. If this would give me grace and speed I should catch many butterflies, I knew. But instead of keeping the
secret I told my friends, as my grandfather knew I would, and how many, many we boys caught after that to rub
over our hearts. We chased butterflies to give us endurance in running, always rubbing our breasts with their
wings, asking the butterflies to give us a portion of their power. We worked very hard at this, because running is
necessary both in hunting and in war. I was never the swiftest among my friends, but not many could run farther
than I.\fn{He was asked if running was a greater accomplishment than swimming, and he replied: }
Yes, but swimming is more fun. In all seasons of the year most men were in the rivers before sunrise. Boys had
plenty of teachers here. Sometimes they were hard on us, too. They would often send us into the water to swim
among cakes of floating ice, and the ice taught us to take care of our bodies. Cold toughens a man. The buffalorunners, in winter, rubbed their hands with sand and snow to prevent their fingers from stiffening in using the bow
and arrow. Perhaps we would all be in our fathers’ lodges by the fire when some teacher would call,
“Follow me, and do as I do!”
Then we would run outside to follow him, racing behind him to the bank of a river. On the very edge he would
turn a flip-flop into the water. Every boy who failed at the flip-flop was thrown in and ducked. The flip-flop was
difficult for me. I was ducked many times before I learned it.
We were eager to learn from both the men and the beasts who excelled in anything, and so never got through
learning. But swimming was most fun, and therefore we worked harder at this than at other tasks. Whenever a
boy’s father caught a beaver, the boy got the tail and brought it to us. We would take turns slapping our joints and
muscles with the flat beaver’s tail until they burned under our blows.
“Teach us your power in the water, O Beaver!” we said, making our skins smart with the tail
*
I remember the day my father gave me a bow and four arrows. The bow was light and small, the arrows blunt
and short. But my pride in possessing them was great, since in spite of its smallness the bow was like my father’s.
It was made of cedar and was neatly backed with sinew to make it strong.\fn{ He was then asked to demonstrate how he
held his bow and arrow, and he said:}
Both hands and both arms must work together—at once. The left must push and the right must pull at the same
time if an arrow is to go straight or far. The left hand, grasping the bow, must be in its center. The right hand, palm
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toward one, its fingers straddling the arrow, must know and keep the center of the bow-string without the eyes
having to look.
We always straightened our arrows with a bone straightener or with our teeth, before using them. First we shot
for distance. No particular care was given to accuracy until the required distance was reached. Then we were
taught to shoot with precision. This requires even more work than shooting for distance. My grandfather would
place a buffalo-chip for me as a target. When I could put an arrow through its center three times out of five shots,
he would roll the chip for me to shoot at. This was an exciting game, shooting at a rolling buffalo-chip.
Sometimes our teachers would try a shot themselves.
There never was any argument as to whose arrow finally pinned the chip to the ground, because all arrow
shafts were marked. Each boy knew his own arrows, and those of the other boys as well. Even the men of the tribe
knew each other’s arrows by their marks.
Speed in shooting was very necessary, since both in war and hunting a man must be quick to send a second
arrow after his first. We were taught to hold one, and sometimes more arrows in the left hand with the bow. They
were held points down, feathers up, so that when the right hand reached and drew them, the left would not be
wounded by their sharp heads. Sometimes men carried an extra arrow in their mouths. This was quicker than
pulling them from a quiver over the shoulder, but was a method used only in fighting, or dangerous situations.
The bow was the best of weapons for running the buffalo. Even the old-time white men, who had only the
muzzle-loading guns, were quick to adopt the bow and arrow in running buffalo. But a powerful arm and a strong
wrist are necessary to send an arrow deep into a buffalo. I have often seen them driven through.\fn{ He was asked
how old he was when he was given his first genuine bow, and he replied: }
Seven. When I was seven, my arrows had good iron points which my father got from the white trader on Elk
River. This trader’s name was Lumpy-neck.\fn{ Perhaps Charles Larpenteur, who traded along the Yellowstone River into the late
1860s and was afflicted with a goiter}
I thought it was strong. It was much stronger than my first one, and we hunted deer in the river bottoms and
antelope on the plains. But our teachers were still our masters, and each day we had work to do.
*
Sometimes when the camp was filled with drying meat, an uncle of some boy, or perhaps a grandfather, would
walk through the village telling us secretly to meet at some place on the river bank. The place he selected would
be timbered and shady, and there would be mud near at hand. As soon as we got the message, we would slip into
our fathers’ lodges and steal out a wolf’s skin. Then we would run to the appointed place to meet our teacher. We
knew what was intended, but each time the adventure was new to us, and we were like shadows slipping away
from the village to the camp on the river bank.
Our teacher had been a boy himself and knew just how we felt. When we were all met we seated ourselves to
listen to what he had to tell us, and nobody who has not been a boy can know the thrills we had when our teacher
stood up to speak to us as warriors. He did not mention meat. He called it horses and spoke in this fashion:
“Young men, there is an enemy village near us. Our Wolves\fn{ Scouts} have seen it and counted many fine
horses tied near the lodges. To enter this village and cut a fine horse is to count coup. See! I have here some nice
coup-sticks.” He would hold up several peeled sticks to which were tied small breath-feathers of a war-eagle
Off would go our shirts and leggings. There was no talking, no laughing, but only carefully suppressed
excitement while our teacher painted our bodies with the mud that was sure to be there. He made ears of it and set
them on our heads, so that they were like the ears of wolves. When the mud dried a little, it became gray-looking
and closely resembled a wolf’s color. Down on our hands and knees, our teacher would cover our backs with the
wolf skins we had stolen out of our fathers’ lodges. Ho! Now we were a real party of Crow Wolves and anxious to
be off.
We scattered then, each boy feeling the thrill I a grown warrior knows when he is going into battle. I have felt
them both, and they are the same. I shall never forget the first time I went in to steal meat.
“Now,” our teacher said when we were all ready, “be Wolves! Go carefully. Beware of the old women. Bring
back some good horses, and I will give you a feast.”
The village was on Elk River, and the sum- mer was old; The racks of drying meat stretched through the
village, and in a little time I was near them, looking for a fine fat piece to carry away. But always a little farther
along I thought I saw a fatter piece and, acting like a wolf, crept toward it, only to discover it was no better than
the others. At last I said to myself,
“This will not do. Somebody will be seen. I will take this piece and go.”
I raised myself up, my wolf skin dangling from my shoulders. Just as I took hold of the meat an old woman
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came out of a lodge on the other side of the rack. I stood very still, the wolf skin tickling my bare legs. I do not
believe the old woman saw me, but somehow she had been made suspicious that everything was not right and
kept looking around, as though she smelled something on the wind. She picked up a stick of wood and turned to
go in again, her head still going from one side to the other. I thought she would go inside, but she didn’t.
“Ho! Ho!” she cried out, dropping her stick of wood. “The Magpies, the Magpies! Look out for your meat!”
“I was sure she had not seen me, but I must not stand there. I dropped quietly to my hands and knees and
started away without any meat. Women were running from their lodges and calling out to one another, as though
they expected to be killed, before I could reach the thick brush. And that old woman caught me by the arm.
“Who are you?” she asked, looking sharply into my mud-covered face with eyes like knives. I didn’t answer,
even when she pinched my arm and shook me till my ribs rattled.
“Ha-ha-ha!” she laughed, dragging me to the river. “I’ll find out soon enough; I’ll know you when I get this
mud off.” She was a strong old woman and held me easily while she washed my face.
“Oh, it’s you, is it?” she grunted, when my features showed through the mud. “I thought I recognized you. Ha!
I’ll give you some meat, a good piece, too!”
And she did. I had the best piece in the whole lot when I got back; but I could not say I stole it, because my
face was clean.
When the last boy was safely back at our meeting place, our teacher would go carefully over the pile of stolen
meat, looking at each piece separately, as though examining a horse!
“This is a fine band of horses, a very, very fine band indeed. Ho! this is an especially fine horse! Who stole this
one?” He would hold up a piece of back- fat.
“I did,” some boy would answer.
“Good! Here is a stick. Count coup, Fire-bull, Yellow-wing, or whoever it might be.”
The lucky one would take the stick and poke it into the ground before him.
“I stole this fine horse,” he would say, while we cheered him as though he had actually cut a horse in an
enemy’s village. But our teacher was always stingy with his offers of sticks, and sometimes only the best piece
was counted.
Then we feasted on the stolen meat, each boy telling at length what had happened to him in the village and just
how he had acted. Those feasts were the sweetest I ever tasted. The stolen meat, roasted by our teacher, was the
fattest and best-cooked of any I have known. But we worked very hard. Boys do not work today as we did. They
do not appear to care if their bodies are strong.
*
We worked very hard, We never knew when we might be called by our teachers. Perhaps the morning would
be cold and stormy, and we would all be sitting by our fathers’ fires when some teacher would cry,
“All Magpies come out!”
And out we would come to follow wherever he led. He might lead us to the river, where ice-cakes floated
thickly. And he might toss a handful of peeled sticks into the water, calling out,
“Go get them, Magpies!”
While we stripped off our shirts and leggings, he would tell us that the boy who brought him the most sticks
from the water might count coup. There was no waiting, no shirking. In we plunged amid the floating ice. The
more difficulties we faced, the better for us, since they forced us to use our heads as well as our muscles. Nothing
was overlooked that might lead us to self-reliance or give us courage in the face of sudden danger.
*
One morning after I was eight years old we were called together by my grandfather. He had killed a grizzly
bear the day before, and when we gathered near him I saw that he held the grizzly’s heart in his hand. We all knew
well what was expected of us, since every Crow warrior has eaten some of the heart of a grizzly bear, so that he
may truthfully say, “I have the heart of a grizzly!” I say this, even to this day, when there is trouble to face, and
the words help me to keep my head. They clear my mind, make me suddenly calm. I felt myself growing stronger,
more self-reliant, and cool from the day I ate a piece of that bear’s heart. 1 believed 1 might soon be taken on warparties, and with my friends began to play war.
I hoped to become a chief, even then, and in my actions while playing games never permitted myself to be
unjust to my companions. 1 tried hard to excel them in everything, and yet was very careful to let them see that 1
was fair. I soon became a leader among them, and they spoke my name with respect.
My grandfather, who had given me my name, had told my mother that I should live to count many coups and
be old. His dream had also told him that I should be a chief.
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“I name him Alaxchiiaahush,”\fn{Many Achievements} he told my mother, “because in my dream I saw him
count many coups.”
Of course all the people knew this, and even as a boy I felt obliged to excel my companions, to be a leader
among those of my own age. I must live up to my name, you see; and now I was beginning to think of dreaming.
*
One day when the chokecherries were black and the plums red on the trees, my grandfather rode through the
village, calling twenty of us older boys by name. The buffalo-runners had been out since daybreak, and we
guessed what was before us.
“Get on your horses and follow me,” said my grandfather, riding out on the plains.
We rode fast. Nothing was in sight until Grandfather led us over a hill. There we saw a circle of horsemen
about one hundred yards across, and in its center a huge buffalo bull. We knew he had been wounded and
tormented until he was very dangerous, and when we saw him there defying the men on horseback we began to
dread the ordeal that was at hand.
The circle parted as we rode through it, and the bull, angered by the stir we made, charged and sent us flying.
The men were laughing at us when we returned, and this made me feel very small. They had again surrounded the
bull, and I now saw an arrow sticking deep in his side. Only its feathers were sticking out of a wound that dripped
blood on the ground.
“Get down from your horses, young men,” said my grandfather. “A cool head, with quick feet, may strike this
bull on the root of his tail with a bow. Be lively, and take care of yourselves. The young man who strikes, and is
himself not hurt, may count coup.”
“I was first off my horse. Watching the bull, I slipped out of shirt and leggings, letting them fall where I stood.
Naked, with only my bow in my right hand, I stepped away from my clothes, feeling that I might never see them
again. I was not quite nine years old.
The bull saw me, a human being afoot! He seemed to know that now he might kill, and he began to paw the
ground and bellow as I walked carefully toward him.
Suddenly he stopped pawing, and his voice was still. He came to meet me, his eyes green with anger and pain.
I saw blood dropping from his side, not red blood now, but mixed with yellow.
I stopped walking and stood still. This seemed to puzzle the bull, and he too stopped in his tracks. We looked at
each other, the sun hot on my naked back. Heat from the plains danced on the bull’s horns and head; his sides
were panting, and his mouth was bloody.
I knew that the men were watching me. I could feel their eyes on my back. I must go on.
One step, two steps. The grass was soft and thick under my feet.
Three steps.
“I am a Crow. I have the heart of a grizzly bear,” I said to myself. Three more steps. And then he charged!
A cheer went up out-of a cloud of dust. I had struck the bull on the root of his tail! But I was in even greater
danger than before.
Two other boys were after the bull now, but in spite of them he turned and came at me. To run was foolish. I
stood still, waiting. The bull stopped very near me and bellowed, blowing bloody froth from his nose. The other
boys, seeing my danger, did not move. The bull was not more than four bows’ lengths from me, and I could feel
my heart beating like a war-drum.
Two large gray wolves crossed the circle just behind him, but the bull did not notice them, did not move an
eye. He saw only me, and I was growing tired from the strain of watching him. I must get relief, must tempt him
to come on. I stepped to my right. Instantly he charged—but I had dodged back to my left, across his way, and I
struck him when he passed. This time I ran among the horsemen, with a lump of bloody froth on my breast. I had
had enough.
*
When I was nine years old, a happening made me feel that I was a grown-up man, almost in a day.
I had a brother. I shall not speak his name, but if there were four brave, handsome young men in our tribe my
brother was one of them. I loved him dearly, and he was always an inspiration to me.
One morning when our village was going to move, he went on the war-trail against our enemy, the Lakota\fn{ A
tribe of the Sioux} All that day he was in my thoughts. Even when we crossed Elk River, where usually there was
satisfying excitement, I kept thinking of my brother. Rafts had to be made for the old people and children, and
these, drawn by four men on good horses, had ever given me plenty to think about. But this day nothing interested
me.
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That night I could not sleep, even when all but the wolves were sleeping. When the village was set up on the
Big River,\fn{The Missouri} news reached us that my brother was gone—killed by Sioux on Powder River.
My heart fell to the ground and stayed there. I mourned with my father and mother, and alone. I cut my flesh
and bled myself weak. I knew now that I must dream if I hoped to avenge my brother, and I at once began to fast
in preparation, first taking a sweat-bath to cleanse my body.
Nobody saw me leave the village. I slipped away and climbed The-buffalo’s-heart, where I fasted two more
days and nights, without success. I saw nothing at all and gave up to travel back to my father’s lodge, where I
rested. The fourth night, while I was asleep, a voice said to me,
“You did not go to the right mountain, Plenty-coups.” I knew then that I should sometime succeed in dreaming.
The village was preparing to move to the Little Rockies, a good place for me, and before the women began to
take down the lodges I started out alone. Besides extra moccasins, I had a good buffalo robe, and as soon as I
reached the mountains I covered a sweat-lodge with the robe and again cleansed my body. I was near the Two
Buttes and chose the south one, which I climbed, and there I made a bed of sweet-sage and ground-cedar. I was
determined that no smell of man should be on me and burned some e-say\fn{A root that grows in the mountains } and
sweet-sage, standing in their smoke and rubbing my body with the sage.
The day was hot; and naked I began walking about the top of the mountain crying for Helpers, but got no
answer, no offer of assistance. I grew more tired as the sun began to go toward the west, and finally I went to my
bed, lying down so my feet would face the rising sun when he came again. Weakened by my walking and the days
of fasting, I slept, remembering only the last rays of the sun as he went to his lodge.
When I wakened, looking into the sky, 1 saw that The-seven-stars\fn{ The Big Dipper} had turned round The-starthat-does-not-move.\fn{The North Star} The night was westward. Morning was not far away, and wolves were
howling on the plains far below me. I wondered if the village would reach the Little Rockies before night came
again.
“Plenty-coups.”
My name was spoken! The voice came from behind me, back of my head. My heart leaped like a deer struck
by an arrow.
“Yes,” I answered, without moving.
“They want you, Plenty-coups. I have been sent to fetch you,” said the voice yet behind me, back of my head.
“I am ready,” I answered, and stood up, my head clear and light as air.
The night had grown darker, and I felt rather than saw some Person go by me on my right side. I could not tell
what Person it was, but thought he beckoned me.
“I am coming,” I said, but the Person made no answer and slipped away in a queer light that told me where he
was. I followed over the same places I had traveled in the afternoon, not once feeling my feet touch a stone. They
touched nothing at all where the way was rough, and without moccasins I walked in the Person’s tracks as though
the mountain were as smooth as the plains. My body was naked, and the winds cool and very pleasant, but I
looked to see which way I was traveling. The stars told me that I was going east, and I could see that I was
following the Person downhill. I could not actually see him, but I knew I was on his trail by the queer light ahead.
His feet stirred no stone, nothing on the way, made no sound of walking, nor did mine.
A coyote yelped on my right, and then another answered on my left. A little farther on I heard many coyotes
yelping in a circle around us, and as we traveled they moved their circle along with us, as though they were all
going to the same place as we. When the coyotes ahead stopped on a flat and sat down to yelp together, the ones
behind closed in to make their circle smaller, all yelping loudly, as though they wished to tell the Person
something. I knew now that our destination was not far off.
The Person stopped, and I saw a lodge by his side. It seemed to rise up out of the ground. I saw that he came to
it at its back, that it faced east, and that the Person reached its door by going around it to the right. But I did not
know him, even when he coughed to let someone inside the lodge know he was there. He spoke no word to me
but lifted the lodge door and stepped inside.
“Come, Plenty-coups,” he said gently. And I too stepped into the lodge.
There was no fire burning, and yet there was light in the lodge. I saw that it was filled with Persons I did not
know. There were four rows of them in half-circles, two rows on each side of the center, and each Person was an
old warrior. I could tell this by their faces and bearing. They had been counting coup. I knew this because before
each, sticking in the ground, was a white coup-stick bearing the breath-feathers of a war-eagle. Some, however,
used no stick at all, but only heavy first-feathers whose quills were strong enough to stick in the ground. These
first-feathers were very fine, the handsomest I had ever seen, and I could not count them, they were so many.
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“Why have you brought this young man into our lodge? We do not want him. He is not our kind and therefore
has no place among us.”
The words came from the south side, and my heart began to fall down. I looked to see what Persons sat on the
south side, and my eyes made me afraid. They were the Winds, the Bad Storms, the Thunders, the Moon, and
many Stars, all powerful, and each of them braver and much stronger than men.
“Come, Plenty-coups, and sit with us.” This voice was kind. It came from the north side.
“Sit,” said the Person who had brought me there, and then he was gone. I saw him no more.
They, on the north side of the lodge, made a place for me. It was third from the head on the left, and I sat down
there. The two parties of Persons were separated at the door, which faced the east, and again in the west, which
was the head of the lodge, so that the Spirit-trail from east to west was open, if any wished to travel that way. On
neither side were the Persons the same as I. All were different, but I knew now that they had rights in the world, as
I had, that Ah-badt-dadt-deah\fn{The all-powerful deity of the Crow } had created them, as He had me and other men.
Nobody there told me this, but I felt it in the lodge as I felt the presence of the Persons. I knew that to live on the
world I must concede that those Persons across the lodge who had not wished me to sit with them had work to do,
and that I could not prevent them from doing it. I felt a little afraid but was glad I was there.
“Take these, Plenty-coups.”
The Person at the head of the lodge on the north side handed me several beautiful first-feathers of a war-eagle.
I looked into his eyes. He was a Dwarf-person, chief of the Little-people who live in the Medicine-rock,\fn{ Near
Pryor, Montana} which you can almost see from here, and who made the stone arrow points. I now saw that all on
my side were the same as he, that all were Dwarfs not tall as my knee.
“Stick one of your feathers in the ground before you and count coup,” said the Dwarf-chief.
I hesitated. I had never yet counted coup, and here in this lodge with old warriors was no place to lie.
“Count coup!” commanded the Dwarf-chief.
I stuck a first-feather into the ground before me, fearing a dispute.
“That,” said the Dwarf-chief, “is the rider of the white horse! I first struck him with my coup-stick, and then,
while he was unharmed and fighting, I took his bow from him.” The Thunders, who sat at the head of the lodge on
the south side, said,
“Nothing can be better than that.”
“Stick another feather before you, Plenty-coups,” said the Dwarf-chief.
I stuck another first-feather in the ground, wondering what the Dwarf-chief would say for it. But this time I
was not afraid.
“That,” he said, “is the rider of the black horse. I first struck him with my bow. Then, while he was armed with
a knife and fighting me, I took his bow from him, also his shield.”
“Enough!” said the Persons on the south side. “No Person can do better than that.”
“Let us leave off counting coups. We are glad you have admitted this young man to our lodge,” said the Bad
Storms, “and we think you should give him something to take back with him, some strong medicine that will help
him.”
I had not spoken, and could not understand why the Dwarf-chief had ordered me to stick the feathers, nor why
he had counted coups in my name before such powerful Persons.
“He will be a Chief,” said the Dwarf-chief. “I can give him nothing. He already possesses the power to become
great if he will use it. Let him cultivate his senses, let him use the powers which Ah-badt-dadt-deah has given
him, and he will go far. The difference between men grows out of the use, or non-use, of what was given them by
Ah-badt-dadt-deah in the first place.” Then he said to me,
“Plenty-coups, we, the Dwarfs, the Little-people, have adopted you and will be your Helpers throughout your
life on this world. We have no medicine-bundle to give you. They are cumbersome things at best and are often in
a warrior’s way. Instead, we will offer you advice. Listen!
“In you, as in all men, are natural powers. You have a will. Learn to use it. Make it work for you. Sharpen your
senses as you sharpen your knife. Remember the wolf smells better than you do because he has learned to depend
on his nose. It tells him every secret the winds carry because he uses it all the time, makes it work for him. We can
give you nothing. You already possess everything necessary to become great. Use your powers. Make them work
for you, and you will become a Chief.”
*
When I wakened, I was perspiring. Looking into the early morning sky that was growing light in the north, I
went over it all in my mind.
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I saw and understood that whatever I accomplished must be by my own efforts, that I must myself do the
things I wished to do.
And I knew I could accomplish them if I used the powers that Ah-badt-dadt-deah had given me. I had a will
and I would use it, make it work for me, as the Dwarf-chief had advised.
I became very happy, lying there looking up into the sky.
My heart began to sing like a bird, and I went back to the village, needing no man to tell me the meaning of my
dream.
I took a sweat-bath and rested in my father’s lodge.
I knew myself now.”
1920
168.18 O Tannenbaum\fn{by Maile Meloy (1972- )} Helena, Lewis and Clark County, Montana, U.S.A. (F) 7
It was a fine tree, Everett’s daughter agreed. His wife sat it was lopsided and looked like a bush. But that was
part of its fineness—it was a tall, lopsided Douglas fir, bare on one side where it had crowded out its neighbour.
The branchless side could go against the living-room wall, the bushy side was for decorations, and now the
crowded tree in the woods had room to grow. Everett dragged their quarry through the snow by the trunk, and
Anne Marie, who was four, clung to the upper branches and rode on her stomach, shouting,
“Faster, Daddy!'”
Pam, his wife, followed with an armload of pine boughs and Juniper branches. She seemed to have decided not
to say anythmg more about the tree, which was fine with Everett.
The Jimmy was parked where the trail split off from the logging road, and Everett opened the back to throw
the tools and boughs in, then roped the tree to the roof with nylon cords. Pam brushed off Anne Marie’s snowsuit
and buckled her in the front so she wouldn’t get carsick. The smell of pine and juniper filled the car as they drove
down the mountain.
“Chestnuts roasting on an open fire,” Everett sang, in his best lounge-singer croon. “Jack Frost nipping at your
nose.”
Here he reached over and nipped at Anne Marie’s, and she squealed. He stopped, forgetting the words. Pam
prompted, “Yuletide carols,” half-singing, shy about her voice.
“Being sung by a choir …” He reached for the high note.
*
That was when they saw the couple at the side of the road. Folks dressed up like Eskimos: Everett thought for
a second that he had conjured them up with his song. The two of them stood in the snow, under the branches of a
big lodgepole pine. The man wore a blue parka and held up a broken cross-country ski. The woman wore red
gaiters over wool trousers, a man’s pea coat and a fur hat. They waved, and Everett slowed to a stop and rolled
down the window.
“Nice day for a ski,” he said.
“It was,” the man said bitterly. He was about Everett’s height and age, not yet pushing forty, with a day or two
of bristle on his chin.
“I broke a ski and we’re lost—” the woman began.
“We’re not lost,” the man said.
“We are completely lost,” the woman said.
She was younger than the man, with high, pink cheekbones in the cold. Everett felt friendly and warm from the
tree and the singing.
“Your car must be close,” he said. “You;’re on the road.”
“The car is on a different road,” the woman said.
“Well, we’ll find it,” Everett said.
In the rear-view mirror, he saw Pam’s eyes widen at him from the back seat. She was slight and dark-haired,
and accused him of favouring the kind of blonde who held sorority car washes. It was a joke, but it was partly
true. With a bucket and sponge, this girl would fit right in. But arguing over giving them a ride would make
everyone uncomfortable, and Pam would agree in the end.
Everett got out of the car and untied a nylon cord to open the back hatch. His wife had sleds and jackets in the
back seat with her, and he thought she would want some separation of family and hitchhikers. She wouldn’t look
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at him now.
“You’ll have to sit with the juniper boughs,” he told the couple.
“Better than freezing in a snowbank,” the blonde said, climbing into the way back. Even in the wool pants, she
had a sweet figure, of the car-soaping type.
“We really appreciate this,” the man said.
Everett shut them all in, lashed on the skis and tied the tree down. It made no sense for Pam to be angry. This
wasn’t country where you left people in the snow. The man looked strong but not too strong; Everett could take
him, if he needed to. Back in the driver’s seat, Everett pulled on to the road, as snow fell in clumps off the big
pine the couple had stood under. His daughter turned around in her seat, as well as she could with her seat belt on,
and announced to the new passengers,
“We have a CB radio.”
The warning tone in her voice came straight from Pam. It was identical in some technical, musical way to
Pam’s We’re going to be late and her I’m not going to tell you again.
“What’s your handle?” the man in the parka asked. Anne Marie looked confused.
“Your name,” Everett explained. “On the radio.”
“Batgirl,” Anne Marie told the strangers, her cheeks flushing. Oh, he loved Anne Marie! Loved it when she
blushed. There had been a rocky time when Pam was pregnant, when he had felt panicked and young and trapped,
and slept with the wife of a friend. It had only been once, in 1974, aftcr many beers at a co-ed softball game, but
the girl had gone and told Pam. She said she needed to clear her conscience, which didn’t make any sense to
Everett.
He’d ended up driving Pam to the emergency room after a screaming fight, when she threw a shoe at him and
started to have shooting pains in her abdomen. The doctors were worried: Pam was anaemic, and if she lost the
baby she might bleed to death. Everett spent the night in her hospital room, frozen with grief. The baby decided to
stay put, and came along fine two months later, but the night in the hospital had scared him. He would never put
his wife and child in danger again. He hadn’t put them in danger now, and he resented Pam’s eye-widened
implication that he had.
“You got a handle?” he asked the hitchhikers in back.
“I’m Clyde,” the man said.
“Bonnie,” the woman said. Everyone was silent for a moment.
“That’s really funny,” Everett finally said—though between his shoulder blades he felt a prick of worry. “You
must have a CB, too.”
“No, those are our names,” the man said. The CB crackled on.
“What’s this continental divide?” a man's voice asked. Everett picked up the handset, still thinking about
Bonnie and Clyde.
“You mean what is it?”
“Yeah,’ the voice said. So Everett said that the snow and rain on the west side of the mountains ran to the
Pacific, and the water on the east side ran to the Gulf of Mexico.
“I never heard of such a thing,” the voice said.
“That’s what it is,” Everett said. He thought of something, the recruitmg of a witness.
“We just picked up some hitchhikers named Bonnie and Clyde,” he said. “How about that?”
A wheezing laugh came over the radio.
“No kidding?” the voice asked. “You watch your back, then. So long.” Everett hung up the handset.
“So,” he saId to his passengers, as if he hadn’t just acted out of fear of them, “where’s your stolen jalopy?”
“We parked by Fire Creek.”
“You didn’t get far.”
“No,” Bonnie said.
“How’d you break the ski?”
Bonnie and Clyde both fell silent. Everett drove. The windows were iced from everyone’s breathing and he
turned up the defroster. The fan seemed very loud. He took the road to Fire Creek, which was unpaved under the
packed snow.
“This is it,” Everett said, stopping the Jimmy.
There was a place at the trailhead to park cars, but there were no cars. Just snow and trees, and the creek
running under the ice. Everett didn’t look back at his wife. He scanned the empty turnout and hoped this was not
one of those times you look back on and wish you had done one thing different, though it had seemed perfectly
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natural to do what you did at the time.
“Where’s the car?” Bonnie asked.
“This is where we parked,” Clyde said.
They were genuinely surprised, and Everett almost laughed with relief. There was no con, no ambush. He
untied the rope, and the couple climbed out and walked to where their car had been. The girl’s arm brushed
against Everett’s when she passed, but he didn’t think she meant it. She was thinking about the missing car. He
got in the Jimmy to let them discuss it. Pam reached into the way back to pull the saw and the axe from under the
boughs Clyde and Bonnie had been sitting on, and she tucked the tools under her feet.
“What are we doing with these people in our car?” she asked.
“Can’t leave people in the snow.”
“We have a child, Everett.”
“And,” he said, with the confidence he had just now recovered, “we’re showing her that you don’t leave people
in the snow. Right, Anne Marie?”
“Right,” Anne Marie said, but she watched them both. Pam gave Everett a dark, unforgiving stare. He turned
back in his seat and looked out at the hitchhikers. The girl, Bonnie, stamped her foot on the ground, her bare
hands in fists. He liked the pea coat and fur hat combination a lot. He guessed Pam knew that. But he didn’t like
to be glowered at.
“I just worry,” he said, trying to adopt a musing tone, “that someday 1 could roll all your things into a ditch, or
take up with your sister, and you wouldn’t have any looks left to give me. You’d have used them all up.”
Pam said nothing, but looked out the window. Everett had once argued that his affair—if one drunken night
could be called that—had saved their marriage. He had been restless and thought he wanted out, but he had seen
that he was wrong, and had come back for good. Pam had not been convinced by that argument. The girl he’d
slept with still gave him looks at parties, looks that suggested things might start up again. Even in her confessional
fit, she hadn’t felt compelled to tell her husband what had happened, but Everett avoided him anyway, and the
friendship had died.
Outside in the snow, Bonnie and Clyde’s voices rose a notch.
“You said we could leave the keys in it!” Bonnie said. “You said this was Montana, and that’s what people
do!”
“That is what they do,” Clyde said.
“Then who the fuck stole our car?”
Snow off the trees drifted around them, and the two stood staring at each other for a minute, then Bonnie
started to laugh. She had a throaty, movie-star laugh that rose into a series of uncontrolled giggles. Her husband
shook his head at her in exasperation. Everett felt the opposite; he liked her even more. A woman who could laugh
at her own stolen car, and who looked like that when she did it. She was still laughing when they started back to
the car.
“You ask for a ride,” she told her husband, her voice not lowered enough.
Everett looked to Pam in the back seat; Pam frowned, then nodded. He got out of the Jimmy, and this time the
girl did brush his arm on purpose, he was sure of it. When she and Clyde were bundled in the way back again,
with the tree tied down, Everett called in the theft of the car on the CB.
“Do you think we should wait for the cops?” Clyde asked.
“I’m not waiting in the cold any more,” Bonnie said. “Jesus, who steals a car at Christmas?”
“People do all kinds of things at Christmas,” Clyde said. No one had any response to that.
The road was empty and the sky was clear. Barbed-wire fences ran evenly beside the road, and the wooden
posts ticked past as they drove. In the snowy fields beyond, yellow winter grass showed through in patches.
Everett peered up at the tip of the tree, which seemed stable on the roof. He wondered if Pam could ever laugh off
a stolen car. He wondered if he could. Years ago, when Pam was still in school and they were broke, they had
been evicted from an attic apartment near the train yard, with nowhere to go. They had gone out for burgers to
celebrate their escape from the noisy, smelly trains. He couldn’t see them doing that now.
“Let’s sing a song,” Anne Marie said.
“Dashing through the snow,” Everett began, and Bonnie joined in from the way back. But then Everett caught
Pam’s look in the mirror and stopped singing, and Anne Marie trailed out in shyness. Bonnie gamely finished,
“laughing all the way,” in a clear voice, and then she stopped, too. Everett looked for antelope in the snow. The
fence posts ticked past. After a while, Bonnie asked,
“What will you do with the boughs?”
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“Make wreaths,” Pam said.
“I hope we’re not crushing them.”
“No.”
The two women settled back into a silence just hostile enough that Everett could feel it. There didn’t seem to
be any antelope. There were hundreds in summer. The white-capped mountains in the east, beyond the low yellow
hills, were lit up by the late sun through the clouds, and he was about to point them out to Anne Marie.
“I broke the ski,” Bonnie said, out of the blue. Everett had forgotten he had asked.
“I was cold,” she said, “so we tried to take a shortcut through some fallen trees with snow on them. Clyde took
his skis off, but the snow was deep and I tried to go over the logs. And the ski snapped right in half. Clyde, I’m so
fucking sorry.”
“Bonnie, the kid,” he said.
“Sorry,” she said. “But Clyde, I am.”
“I know.”
The sunlight had faded on the mountains again and Everett watched the road.
“He came up here to find himself,” Bonnie said. “From Arizona, where we live, and he met this woman. She
reminds me of you, actually.”
Pam glanced at the woman in surprise.
“You’re totally his type,” Bonnie said.
“Bonnie,” Clyde said.
There was a long pause, and Everett wondered what Pam was thinking, if she was at all stirred by that.
“Anyway,” Bonnie went on, “she skis, and dives into glacial lakes, and canoes through rapids and what doesn’t
she do. And he writes me and says the air is so high and clear up here that he understands everything, and he’s met
his soulmate.”
“Bonnie, shut up,” Clyde said.
“But we’re married,” Bonnie said, like she was telling a funny joke. “And have a child. So I have this crazy
feeling that I’m supposed to be his soulmate. So I leave our son with my parents and come up here, too. And we
go to a party where people get naked in a hot tub and roll around in the snow. And I meet the woman, his perfect
woman, and the first thing she does is proposition me.”
Everett glanced at his daughter, to see what she understood. He couldn’t tell. She was looking straight out the
windshield. She’d seen people naked in hot tubs, so she’d understand that. He looked back at the road.
“So I told Clyde about it,” Bonnie said, “thinking he’d defend my honour. And he said it was a good idea. He
thought we might just move into his soulmate’s cabin and get along.”
She seemed to think about this for a second, about the right way to sum it up.
“So we tried to go for a mind-clearing ski,” she said finally, “and the karmic gods stole our fucking car.” She
started to laugh again, the throaty start and then the giggle.
No one answered her; the only sound was her trying to stop laughing. Everett pulled quickly to the centre of
the road to miss a strip of black rubber truck tyre. The CB crackled on.
“Continental Divide?” a voice asked. Everett answered that he was there.
“You been shot full of bullet holes?” the man asked.
“Nope,” Everett said.
“That you reportmg a stoLen car?”
“Have you seen it?”
“Yeah,” the voice said. “I just seen Baby Face Nelson drivin’ it down the road. Ha. No, I ain’t seen it. I’ll keep
a eye out.”
Everett thanked him and replaced the receiver.
“Why did he say Baby Face?” Anne Marie asked.
“There was a Bonnie and Clyde,” Everett told her, “not these ones, who were bank robbers. And Baby Face
Nelson was a bank robber. But he didn’t like to be called Baby Face.” In the back, Bonnie said,
“My first mistake was marrying someone named Clyde.”
“I don’t recall you being real reluctant,” Clyde said.
“Do you have to talk about this here?” Pam burst out, and Everett was surprised. It wasn’t like Pam to burst
out, especially in front of strangers.
“We have to talk about it sometime,” the woman said. “We were supposed to be talking up here. Then we got
lost and I broke the ski and Clyde goes apeshit.”
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“I did not go apeshit.”
“You did,” Bonnie said. “Because I’m not good at things like that, I’m not your soulmate. And we’re ruining
our son’s life. These are the years that matter, he’s three.”
“I’m four,” Anne Marie said.
Everett rumpled his daughter’s hair. His wife was glaring out the window, with her arms crossed over her
chest. He turned back to the road. Pam wouldn’t speak again, he could tell. Whatever she was thinking would
bubble and ferment and grow, but it wouldn’t come out. Or it would come out where he least expected it, where it
least made sense.
They were nearing the outskirts of town, the first houses. A few had decorations out: Santas and snowmen.
Windows were already lit with red and green outlines, in the dim afternoon.
“Should I take you to the police station?” Everett asked, because he didn’t know what else to say.
“That would be great,” Clyde said.
“I’m sorry,” Bonnie said. “This has been a hard time.”
There was a long silence.
“What’s the little girl’s name?” Bonnie asked. His daughter turned in her seat belt.
“Anne Marie.”
“Do you have ornaments for the tree?” Bonnie asked her. '
“Yes,” Anne Marie said.
“What kind?”
“Angels, and two mice sleeping in a nutshell,” she said. “And some fish. And a baby Jesus in a crib.”
“Those sound nice,” Bonnie said, her voice wistful. “We’ve never had a tree. Clyde thinks you shouldn’t cut
down trees to put in your house.”
“Bonnie,” Clyde said. Anne Marie said,
“Our tree was crowding up another tree. So we made the other tree have room.”
“Would that meet your standards, Clyde?” Bonnie asked.
Clyde said nothing.
Anne Marie looked out the windshield again, trained in the prevention of carsickness.
“They could help decorate our tree,” she said.
“I think they want to find their car,” Everett said. Anne Marie turned back in her seat.
“Do you want to help with our tree?”
“Honey, they’re busy,” Pam said.
“I would love that more than anything in the world,” Bonnie said.
“No,” her husband said. .
“Baby, please,” Bonnie said. “We’ve never had a tree.”
“Leave these people alone,” Clyde said.
*
Everett turned on Broadway and stopped at the police station. He untied the rope and opened the back of the
Jimmy for his passengers. Clyde didn’t get out right away. He said, in a low voice to Pam,
“Look, I’m really sorry about this. Thank you for the ride.” Then he climbed out, past Everett, and walked with
what seemed like dignity into the station.
Bonnie sat on the boughs with her legs straight out and gave Everett a forlorn look. In her fur hat, she looked
like a Russian doll. She didn’t say anything, as if she knew that silence was better, that it was what he was used to.
Pam had leaned forward and was talking quietly to Anne Marie in the front seat.
“Why don’t you go make your report,” Everett told Bonnie. “See what they can do. I’ll go home and unload,
and then come back and get you both.”
Two things happened at once, as in a movie, one close up and one in deep focus. Bonnie broke into a brilliant,
tear-sparkled smile, and Pam’s leaning form stiffened and she half turned her head. Then she looked away again
and occupied herself more fiercely with Anne Marie. Bonnie clambered out of the back and kissed the side of
Everett’s mouth, her wool-bundled breasts pressing against him for a long second.
“Thank you,” she said.
Embarrassed, Everett stepped back and unlashed the skis and poles from the roof. He gave them to Bonnie,
and she stood with the spiky bundle in her arms as Everett pulled away.
Pam said nothing as they drove. Their daughter must have felt the tension in the air. Everett whistled Chestnuts
roasting on an open fire for lack of anything more sensible to do.
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At the house, he parked the Jimmy and started untying the tree. Pam pulled the boughs out of the back,
dumped them on the front deck and took Anne Marie inside. Everett carried the tree around to the sliding glass
door and tugged on the handle. The door didn’t open. He thought it might be frozen and he tugged again. They
never locked the doors. He went around the corner of the deck and pulled on the other sliding glass door, the one
to the kitchen. It was locked, too. He rapped on the glass and Pam came to it.
“The door’s locked,” he said, pointing to the handle.
“Say you’re not going back for them,” she said, her voice muffled by the glass.
The tree was heavy on his shoulder and he stood it up on the deck, holding the slender trunk through the
branches. He studied it. It was a fine tree. He turned back to his wife.
“It’s Christmas,” he said.
“I don’t want them here,” she said through the glass. “Say you won’t go.”
“Did you lock all the doors?”
“Say it,” she said.
He sighed. The temperature had dropped when the sun went down and it was cold outside.
“I won’t go back for them,” he said. “I’ll leave them stranded and unhappy, without a tree, at Christmastime.
Are you happy?”
“They’re crazy,” she said.
“Of course they are. Now let me in.”
She unlocked the door. He carried the tree through the kitchen, set it up in the corner of the living room and
turned it until the bare side faced the wall. It looked like a lopsided bush. Anne Marie clapped her hands in
approval. He showed her how to fill the reservoir in the stand with water. Then he crumpled newspaper in the
fireplace, built a hut of kindling, and set it alight. Pam called the police station to renege on the hospitality, asking
them to deliver the message to the people whose car was stolen.
Everett strung the lights on the tree, and lifted Anne Marie to put the angel on top. There wasn’t really a single
top to the tree, but he helped her pick one. Pam moved around the kitchen, making dinner. A stranger watching
would have thought it a perfectly ordinary December night, and it was true that they talked no more than they
often did. Anne Marie gamely kept up an almost professional patter, like a hostess who knows her party has gone
wrong and her guests are miserable. She hung the ornaments: the two mice sleeping in the nutshell, the fish, the
baby Jesus in the crib. Everett sat in the big chair between the fireplace and the kitchen, feeling the soreness from
chopping and hauling set in. He wasn’t twenty-five any more. Anne Marie sang Christmas carols to herself: It
Came Upon a Midnight Clear and Good King Wenceslas.
Leaving a pot of soup on the stove, Pam made a juniper swag for the mantelpiece, her slimness in jeans set off
by the firelight. She cut and arranged the boughs as she had every year they had been in the house, and as her
mother had every year before that. She nestled three white candles among the branches, evenly spaced, and lit
them. Everett watched her, thinking about the fact that she was Clyde’s type, wondering why he still wanted to go
get the outlaws and put himself in the way of temptation.
Pam turned from the mantel-there was sometimes a funny, ironic smile that came over her face when she
caught him looking at her, a grown-up smile, at once confident and self-deprecating. But now she looked defiant
and young. It was the look Anne Marie got at bedtime, when made to choose how to spend her dwindling time:
this book or that book? Staying up by the fire or having ten minutes more with her dolls? Anne Marie always
delayed and evaded, and chose the longest book, the most involved game. Pam said,
“Look, if you want to go get them, just go.”
“They’ll have gone by now,” he said, with a catch in his voice.
Pam threw the burnt matches into the fire. In the kitchen she put the matchbook in the kitchen drawer. Then
she picked up and dialled the phone, watching Everett, as if waiting for him to stop her.
“I called earlier about the couple with the stolen car,” she said, in her businesslike phone voice. “Are they still
there?” She waited, looking out the dark glass door she had locked against him.
“Hi, Bonnie,” she said into the phone. “It’s Pam—from the car. We picked you up. Hi.”
Her laugh sounded social, but Everett could hear the nervousness in it.
“No, I don’t think I introduced myself. Do you still want to help with the tree? Everett could run down and get
you.” She paused, listening.
“Put Clyde on,” she said, and she turned away from Everett. He watched the curve of his wife’s ass as she
leaned on the kitchen counter, lifting her right foot and nervously tapping the toe on the floor.
“Clyde,” she said. “Please come up for dinner. Anne Marie would love to show off the tree.” The pause again.
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“Really, we’d love it,” she said. Then, “Good. He’ll be right down.”
She hung up the phone and turned to Everett.
“Merry Christmas,” she said.
He was not sure how to behave. Anne Marie was still decorating the lower branches of the tree, singing We
three kings, of orientare. There were plenty of branches left for Bonnie.
“So,” Pam said. She stirred the pot on the stove with a wooden spoon, tapped the spoon against the rim and set
it on the counter.
“Do you want to go get them?” Everett pushed himself out of the chair.
“Want to come along, Anne Marie?” he asked. His daughter looked up at him.
“Are you going to get those people?”
“Yes,” he said.
“To help with the tree.”
Anne Marie nodded, untangling the loop of string on a tiny ukulele.
“I’ll stay here,” she said.
He kissed Pam goodbye on the top of her head. Was she attracted to Clyde? He wanted to take off her clothes
right now and see. He was conscious of his own breathing, and he could tell she was unsteady.
“It’s Christmastime,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”
He went out into the cold air. The Jimmy started up easily and he headed in low gear down the hill towards
town.
He wanted to decide, as he drove, what they were doing. He wanted to separate his impulse to be a good
Samaritan from the kiss on the corner of his mouth. Bonnie did not, he was fairly sure, just want to hang angels on
a tree. Clyde’s asking her to move in with his mistress had put her in a giddy, reckless mood, and Everett was the
beneficiary. He wasn’t going to think about Clyde’s low, sincere apology to Pam. Or about Pam turning away on
the phone to ask Clyde to come to the house. Although he found he wanted very much to think about that.
He thought instead about Anne Marie, and how the evening might work out for her. The lesson about not
abandoning people was a good one. The silent, submerged unhappiness of the evening couldn’t be good for a kid,
and now it was gone, dissolved by Pam’s call into the buzz of unsettled excitement.
The streets were dark and empty, the houses warm with light. He wanted to keep thinking, but he was at the
station before he had sorted things out, and Bonnie was waiting on the kerb. She climbed into the front seat and
kicked the snow off her boots.
“Hi,” she said, and she clutched her hands in her lap. She shuddered once, from nervousness or cold. “Clyde’ll
be here in a second,” she said. “He’s signing something about the car.”
“Okay,” he said.
She looked at Everett and seemed about to say something, and then she was in his arms. He gathered her up as
well as he could, given her thick coat and the awkward position, and kissed her sweet face. Her cheeks were cold
but her lips were warm, and she was trembling. The pea coat was unbuttoned and he reached inside to feel the
curve of her breast through her sweater.
A second later they pulled apart—the time required to sign papers measured somewhere in both their minds—
and Bonnie smoothed her hair. The lighted glass door of the police station opened, and Clyde walked with his
long stride towards them and got in the back seat.
Everett thought there must be a smell in the car from the kiss, an electricity. But the husband said nothing, and
Everett drove the outlaws back to his house. They talked about the stolen car, and the cold, and the tree. All the
while, Everett felt both the threat of disorder and the steady, thrumming promise of having everything he wanted,
all at once.
*NEBRASKA*
159.59 Excerpt from Miss Morissa: Doctor Of The Gold Trail\fn{by Mari Sandoz aka Mary Susette Sandoz (1896-1966)}
nr. Hay Springs, Sheridan County, Nebraska, U.S.A. (F) 10
The wheels of the stagecoach stirred up a long trail of dust, to sift away eastward like a plume of smoke
sprouting from the wide spring prairie. All except one of the passengers were content to be closed in by the heavy
side curtains of the coach, even the sunburnt rancher and the naked-faced youth with small dark freckles thick
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across his cheeks. But the young city woman pulled back the stiff canvas and thrust her head out. She did it with a
practicality and foresight that belied the feathered little hat tipped toward her nose. She had asked to change seats
so she could look out on the windy side, away from most of the dust. But the wind was strong. The feathers on her
hat struggled like agitated yellow birds, and her fashionable bangs that had seemed so duskily black in the shadow
were shot with gleaming copper light where the sun ran over them.
With her white skin unprotected by powdering or veil, Morissa Kirk leaned far out to look at the guard
carrying a Winchester across his knee, and to watch the driver swing his six fast horses out around the slower
travelers. They passed gold seekers, mule freight outfits, and files of canvas-covered wagons drawn by long teams
of bulls, the whackers plodding in the dust, their whips snaking out in the afternoon sun, but silently, the wind
carrying the sharp, explosive sound away.
As the coach jounced and jolted, a little round-topped trunk tied with other luggage in the rack on top jounced,
too, a new pressed-metal trunk that was to have accompanied Morissa Kirk on her wedding journey to Scotland,
and was still filled with her trousseau, although her hand was bare of every ring. Beside the small trunk was a
doctor’s black bag and a chest of surgical instruments, while inside, cradled on Morissa’s lap from the rougher
bumps, was a case of vials and bottles and other physician’s glass.
The coach swung down toward a rugged range of buttes like low, timber-flanked mountains that tapered off to
Courthouse and Jail Rocks, standing out together and alone. At their feet the trail turned northwestward, upon the
broad North Platte valley of Nebraska, the spreading bottoms grazed so bare that no stock was nearer than the far
blue slopes. Morissa could get no glimpse of the river, only a smudging of dust against the ridges beyond, and
then gradually a thickening line that reached for miles up and down where the stream must be—a wide, dark
gathering like the great buffalo herds that had rested here not ten years ago.
But as the swift coach approached the river, Morissa saw what she had known must be there: at least thirty
great circle corrals of covered freight wagons and a far spreading of other vehicles, with tents and bedrolls
scattered among them, and knots of men—all jammed together closer and closer toward the new bridge. The
crowd was thick as a close-corralled herd, particularly in the one short stretch of trail that was like a street, lined
on both sides by tents and low buildings, mostly log and sod, and little taller than the bearded, sunburnt, waiting
men.
The crowd milled restless as corralled longhorns, too, all waiting for the bridge to carry them over the roily,
flooded stream, release them to hurry toward the Black Hills where gold lay thick at the grass roots. They had
seen the real and shining proof of it captured in the tiny bottles of yellow dust that were set in the windows of
every depot across the nation—to catch the sun and the eyes of the gold-hungry, and of all those others eager to
live on, to prey on, them.
It was this rush to the new Eldorado of Deadwood Gulch that had gathered the great wagon trains of mine
machinery and equipment here, trains of whisky, too, and mahogany bars and roulette tables, guns and
ammunition, and the finery, the mirrors and couches for the fancy-houses. It had drawn all the men waiting here,
and the curled and tint-cheeked, impatient women.
*
While still far off the driver on the box of the stagecoach called out his loud “Yip, yip, yip; yi, yi, yi!”—the
signal to get the change of horses ready for the ride to Deadwood if the bridge was opened today, otherwise for
the return trip to Sidney. And it would be the return once more, for as they neared the river the passengers could
hear the dull thump of the pile driver and knew that none of those so eager to go on would cross this afternoon
unless he swam the flood and the quicksand, or took a chance on the French breed, old Joe Lenway, who had his
hand-written sign in all the outfitting places back down at Sidney:
I haul you over north river safe
$2.00 dollar a wagon.

Horsebackers had met the coach a mile out to make a flying wedge for it past the little rows of shacks and tents
to the stage station that sat beside the river. The galloping escort split the packed crowd, afoot and horseback,
turning each side back upon itself, like treetops bent both ways by a spearhead of wind that was the thundering
stage. The horses stopped with snort and clatter of harness, and the driver carried the lines down in his jump from
the high box, the guard with his rifle climbing down, the gun still ready. Inside, the passengers stretched stiffly
and one after the other stooped out and down into the curious crowd.
“Hey!—a lady-woman, an’ a good looker!” a tipsyish youth shouted over the noise as Morissa Kirk was helped
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off the high step by a station hand. Then she stood alone in her feathered hat and the traveling suit, dusty but still
the dark green of a young cedar on a hillside, with sun-darkened faces turned toward her from all around.
After Morissa, the freckled young man came out. He had peered carefully from both coach windows, his hand
on his gun, and now he jumped down and slipped away into the crowd, a man or two speaking of him as he went:
“Fly Speck, Fly Speck Billy,” but keeping the voice down.
A weary crinkle came to Morissa’s hazel eyes. Of course—the dark freckles. But she remembered something
else now: This must be the highwayman from up around Dakota Territory, a roadagent as Robin, her stepfather,
called him. That smooth boy-face hid a thief, a coldblooded murderer. And yet, well-recognized, he walked free
and unchalenged through this public place.
Uneasily the young woman glanced around the rough crowd eyeing her. There were few women beyond those
from the saloons, and most of the dusty, wind-burnt men had guns in their holsters or tucked inside the belly band,
as Robin called it. Most of the horsebackers seemed to be cowboys, with big hats, coiled lariats at the saddle horn,
guns hanging over their leather chaps, gleaming spurs at the boot heels. Morissa managed to push through to her
belongings, wondering how she could ever find Robin in all this throng of people, so far beyond anything she
could have imagined. And as she stood there, with nowhere to go, she finally had to doubt the wisdom of her
impulsive, unannounced journey into this wilderness. There could be no place here for her, not even a spot to
spread a blanket for a night. Truly none was so bold as the blind mare who would not see.
*
When the crowd began to drift back to the whisky stores and to watch thumping pile driver, Morissa Kirk
found the station keeper.
“Yeh,” he admitted, replenishing his cud now that he had the opporty, “Yeh, I know Robin Thomas.” But
Robin was off across the river there, boss of the graders refilling the new approach to the bridge. Washed out
yesterday. Water came roaring down the old Platte so they couldn’t even set pilings.
“Across there’s where he’s working.”
The keeper pointed off over his shoulder with the plug of tobacco he had gnawed, off to the weathering bridge
that stood like some long, low, many-legged creature, the pile driver at the far end like a lifted head, looking.
As Morissa followed her trunk to the log station building, a shouting came from the riverbank, followed by a
surge of the crowd down that way. On the far side of the wide rolling Platte, a wagon broke from the mass of
people waiting there also. It swung around far out, and then headed in toward the river, turned expertly a little
upstream, coming at a good pace—the momentum to carry it through the quarter mile of flood and quicksand. At
the shouting the bridge workers all stopped to look, the piling hammer silent as they relayed a message across.
“It’s old Joe Lenway!” the palm-shielded voices called out. “Hold the Sidney coach. Lenway’s bringin’ a sick
man over!”
A murmuring and a movement stirred around Morissa, with words of uneasiness and protest. The river was too
high, after the sudden thaw in the western mountains and a May blizzard that had buried the Fort Laramie region
last week. Too dangerous, but Joe Lenway would try anything for two dollars.
“Whyn’t the man wait a little, so’s they can lay planks over the missing spans a the bridge when they gets
closer?” someone demanded.
“Hell, he’s probably bad sick—an’ the stage don’t wait,” another another swered.
Morissa was being carried along toward the river by the push of the crowd, the yellow feathers of her hat
squeezed in between trail-soiled shoulders and dusty beards, but she could see the moving wagon and a man rise
up to whip his team into the gray stream. The horses tried to rear sideways at the flood edge, but with firm line
and whip old Joe got them in, throwing water high as they went off into the river, still struggling to turn back.
Under the fury of the driver’s lashes, they settled to the pull, the current boiling up around their bellies, then at
their breasts. The wagon swayed and lifted, the end swung downward by the current’s force.
But the man fought and cursed to hold the horses steady to their upstream turn until they began floundering as
in quicksand, and tried to rear above it, leap its pull. The sudden jerk threw the driver to the dashboard, then, as he
recovered himself, the team and the wagon lurched forward together once more and went off into deep water as
over a bank, sunk clear under.
Joe grabbed the tail of a swimming horse, and behind him a bed-roll—no, a man—was washed up on the
flood. For a moment the appalled crowd watched a feeble splashing and then the man was gone.
“Save him!” Morissa Kirk cried out, commanding them as though none could see that this must be done, even
before the man came up, free of the blankets now and still struggling a little, trying to help himself. But the
current was too swift, boiling, turning, rolling, and he was drawn back under almost at once.
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By now two riders had broken from the watchers at the far side and spurred downstream. Where the current
swept in toward the bank, they sent their horses into the water. When the man reappeared, like a chunk of dark
waterlogged piling, and rolling low, their ropes shot out—once, twice, and again. Suddenly a loop caught, the man
stopped, swung in an arc against the angry water, and then one of the horses was struggling back against a taut
rope, drawing the man in like a bawling calf to the branding fire.
At the bank the cowboys carried him out, laid him on dry ground, still and unmoving, while they stood around
him, helpless.
*
Now Morissa Kirk could not restrain herself. Grabbing up her wide skirts she pushed back to the stage station
and with her little doctor’s bag hanging from her arm she swung herself up on one of the horses at the hitchracks
before anyone could stop her. With a knee crooked around the horn like the knob of a lady’s sidesaddle, she was
off on the rearing, fighting, white-stockinged black, through the crowd and then over the bank into the cold snow
water in one splashing leap, the shouts of anger and warning lost behind her.
The horse snorted and began to plunge as he felt the sand moving and alive under his feet, but a sharp cut of
the saddle quirt sent him forward in a wild, angry thrusting against the water, and when they hit the edge of the
worst quicksand, the most treacnerous shift and suck of it, he quieted and forged ahead, a well-trained animal long
experienced in such streams. Free in deep water at last, he swam the current with strong, steady strokes, but the
flood swirling about Morissa's thighs caught at her skirts, swept them out to balloon in the weight and force of the
current, to drag at the horse. Hampered by the pounding bag on her arm she grabbed at the heavy garments, kept
drawing them up as she could. But gradually the laboring horse was forced downstream, slowing in his wild push
across the current, sinking lower into the water for all her quirting until only his nose was out and it seemed she
must kick her skirts off and swim for it herself. Shouts rose all along the banks and anxious riders plunged in from
both sides but suddenly Morissa’s horse began to paw for footing again-in quicksand. Yet with the feel of
something like bottom, he strengthened and finally they were out on the other side, the crowd pressing close
around.
Morissa was soaked, even her yellow feathers hanging wet, but the doctor's bag was still on her arm and as
someone grabbed the bit of the horse she slipped off and ran in her pounding skirts. The watchers parted for her,
opening the circle around the man still so quiet and remote there on the ground. She stooped over him, felt for his
heart under the wet clothing and laid an ear to his breast, but there was no beat, no warmth, nothing of life.
Quickly she motioned for space, drew the tongue free, and showed a cowboy how to turn the man, grasp him
about the middle and lift up, bringing a gush of dirty water bursting from his mouth and nose. Then, with the
man’s head turned up sideways on his arm, Morissa knelt over him, lifting, pressing, forcing herself to calm her
breath to the slow rhythm as someone brought a buffalo robe and started a little fire. When she tired she shook
back the hair stringing over her face and gave her place to one of the men while she opened her bag, hoping for
something that might help, something to save this man, drowning and sick with a disease of which she knew
nothing at all.
By now most of those waiting on the north bank had gathered in close, curious, watching, barely shifting for a
man who came pushing through, elbowing his way. The young woman did not notice him or his exclamation
when he saw her, but the one word—“Morissa!”—from Robin Thomas started a wave of low voices that spread
clear back.
Morissa?—then this must be his stepdaughter, who was a lady doc.
While the young woman fingered her vials and powders, she glanced anxiously at the man on the ground, and
the cowboy bending up and down over him. Still no color came, and gradually the watchers began to murmur
among themselves.
“He’s a goner,” some were saying. “Sick man dumped in the cold water like that—”
“Yeh, probably same as dead anyway, hurrying him off to Sidney like they was.”
“Well, he won’t die for nobody tryin’—the poor little bastard!”
The words brought Morissa’s head up sharply, her face suddenly dark and flushed. But the speaker was not
observing her at all, only the man, and so she hid her foolish anger. Yet she was less confident now, more fearful
that in her hurry and her inexperience she might have forgotten something, something that could have been done.
The man had no life to swallow anything, no signs of any living that she could see, and so without hope she took
over from the cowboy again, knowing that one moment lost could be the fatal one, or one second of faltering in
the rhythm.
The young doctor worked until the studied breathing made her dizzy and her arms ached to breaking. But
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when it seemed that she must give up, a change came, an almost imperceptible change, without a movement or
any other indication that she could identify, yet she knew they were winning. Against the excitement of this, she
held herself to the steady pressures and finally a tiny bubble rose to linger at the man’s gray lips. Tears stung the
young woman’s eyes but she shook them away, and when there was breathing, shallow and weak, but breathing,
she turned the man up and groped for her bag.
Somebody pushed a bottle into her hand. Without glancing around she looked at the Old Crow label. licked a
test drop spilled on the back of her hand, and nodded. Carefuly she gave the man a little swallow and then
another, and finally she got him out of his wet clothing and rolled into the warmed buffalo robe beside the fire.
“I been sick couple weeks, I guess, bad sick,” the man murmured to the doctor’s questions. “I been havin’ a
gnawin’ a long time, inside the belly there, like it had a hole …”
That, and his name, Tom Reeder, was all Morissa discovered before his voice trailed off into exhaustion and
sleep. So she had him carried away toward a tent and when she had time to thank the man who offered the shelter,
she realized that it was Robin, still waiting in his long patience. He let her sob out her relief against his bearded
cheek while he stroked her shoulder and held back his rush of questions for a more appropriate time.
But in a moment Morissa remembered her patient and gathered up her awkward, bedraggled skirts to run after
him, barely seeing a man who stopped his horse in her path. The fine bay he was riding was wet to the mane, the
rider soaked too from a Platte crossing—a tall, sunburnt man of the region there to stop her, stern, his gray eyes
very angry.
“Don’t ever do that again, ma’am,” he warned. “That Cimarron horse isn’t broke for ladies. A wonder you
wasn’t killed.” At first Morissa was angry, too, but her manners came back swiftly enough.
“Did I take your horse? I’m sorry. but I don’t think I’ve hurt him, Mr.—”
“Polk. Tris Polk.”
“Thank you, Mr. Polk. You have a good right to be proud of that splendid animal, so ready for an emergency.”
But the man did not rein aside. Instead he stood his stirrups, his hands crossed easily on the saddle horn.
“Well, let me tell you something, ma’am,” he said. “In these parts taking the poorest crowbait without the
owner’s permission’s a hanging matter—”
“Oh, really?” Morissa inquired, her anger back. “I am sure in these parts, as in all others, letting a man die
without attempting succor would be a matter of murder to an enlightened conscience, Mr. Polk.”
With this she went around him and his horse, leaving the man free to look after this soft-voiced girl who could
muster such fire to go with her courage, and poise too—muddy and bedraggled as she was, with a hat as silly as
any that the women of the roadranches or the Black Hills dance halls might be wearing. But now it clung very
unfashionably and slaunchwise to the heavy hair that drooped over the shoulders of the once-handsome green suit.
“I’ll try to make arrangements for a plankway to get you back by the bridge,” the man called after the girl, his
horse slipping daintily through the crowd behind her.
“Thank you, sir,” Morissa Kirk replied, only half turning, hiding the wry smile. “My father is Robin Thomas,
boss grader here. He’ll see that I am cared for.”
Then she hurried on to her patient, the handsome smoky eyes that followed her almost forgotten.
*
When the full moon rose to silver the boiling flood waters, the pile driver was still working, but in the yellower
glow of the lanterns strung up along the tower, as though to guide the hammer that fell with such urgency.
Beyond, up toward the ridges against the north, a bonfire lit the sandpits where teams worked at plow and buck
scrapers to drag earth down to the new abutment. Understandably Clarke, the builder, wanted to open his toll
bridge as soon as possible, before the high water eased off and the more daring and impatient tried to ford the
stream. Many of the hungrier gold seekers had planned to risk a crossing in the morning but they hesitated now
that they had seen a man come so close to drowning. Even old Joe Lenway, with all his experience, had lost one
of Reeder’s horses for him—just laid down and died after he got the wagon out half a mile down the river. True, a
white woman with feathers on her hat had made it across, but she was on Tris Polk’s best saddler, one that had
swum the flood waters of every stream from the Red River of Texas past the Yellowstone up north. Besides, this
young woman for all her city fripperies seemed to have the daring of an Indian squaw running from the military.
*
By night Morissa Kirk was settled in Robin’s one-room soddy, set beside his wagon corral south of the river.
Undismayed by the bare earthen walls inside, almost as though she didn’t see them, or the dirt floor and the nailkeg chairs, she had changed her drying suit and brought out her diploma and arranged her medical books and
essentials in a big box, pegged up on the sod wall for shelving and cupboard. She hung her clothing and the white
721

hospital jacket behind a blanket above the cot; she unpacked a few of her pretty things from the trunk, too, and set
her silver toilet articles and the crystal scent bottles on the bare window sill. She even shook out her China silk
and the reception gown of rose and gold brocade, making a steady fussing of it all, giving herself no free moment
to think of what lay under the thin ice of her energy all the last week, covered over, shut away.
The rising moon had brought a chill creeping up from the river, carrying the raw smell of cold flood waters
with it. Far down the valley and up past the haze-veiled Chimney Rock, and on west, scattered lights were
blinking long past the supper cooking—mostly the fires of those who had little interest or money for the inviting
doorways near the bridge. Coyotes howled off in the breaks, answered by the dogs in the camp and perhaps a wolf
or two, drawn toward this gathering of men and yet afraid; drawn also by the bawling of the beef herds being held
along the river, and the occasional low of the quieter work bulls.
In the camp near the bridge there was the thin sawing of the breed fiddlers, the thunder of cowboys galloping
in through the moonlight, with their “Yahoos!” and pistol shots. Their horses scattered the cursing crowd from
their path, and the dust they raised shimmered in the lantern light from swinging doors and lifted tent flaps.
Although his graders must work through to morning, Robin Thomas felt that no matter how worn by the trip
and the day, Morissa should not be left all alone tonight. He asked no questions of her, no explanation, just
washed the dust from his long graying hair and beard, buckled on his gun, and took down the lantern. Then, with
Morissa neat in a scotch-plaid walking suit only moderately bustled, and a sailor tilted over her bangs, he took her
to see the camp, from Clarke’s supply and whisky store at one end to the roadranch of Ettier, the Canadian
Frenchman, at the other. They followed the light thrown by the lantern around to Etty’s place first—a string of
weathered sod and log shacks surrounded by a thick sod wall with strategic gun slits for defense.
“Old Etty’s been around here, on and off, more than twenty years. Stood off outlaw gangs and a few Sioux
bucks full of whisky too, although he’s married to a Sioux breed—nice woman,” Robin said.
Inside the smoke hung thick around the kerosene wall lamps, the low rooms packed, particularly around the
bar and the fiddlers. In one Morissa stared at stacks of gold coin glinting in the smoky light, so open and handy
for any holdup’s taking.
“Yes, it does look easy,” Robin admitted, “but I saw a couple in here one night, trying to take it away from
Etty. Instead they got that sawed-off shotgun he keeps under the bar, sticking up over it and aimed at the belly. I
helped bury one of the robbers.”
Between Etty’s place and Clarke’s were shacks, tents, and open-front shelters with counters rough-sawed from
pine in the Wild Cat Mountains. These counters were all that separated the crowd from the whisky and the card
sharps or perhaps a beckoning woman, her crib no more than a cot or bunk on stakes sunk into the ground behind
a piece of hanging canvas. There were even covered wagons offering the evening’s entertainment and necessities,
the price a little less because it was three steps up, with the need to duck the head under the wagon bows.
All were busy tonight, particularly where there was gambling, with so many doubly hopeful now that a belt of
gold nuggets had been found on Tom Reeder after he was pulled out of the water today, and more yellow dust in
the little plank box in his wagon, fortunately chained tight to the wagon bed. Morissa saw the leather pouches of
gold it contained—enough to keep the man for life, it seemed. How he got it all, or where, she did not ask, but
because the box was carried into the stage station by two men with armed guards riding alongside, all the camp
knew what it must contain, and that it was a great deal.
The news of the gold and the nearness of it, the actual sight of such a treasure accumulated somehow by this
one puny little man was like the swift warming fire of a placer strike in their midst. Within an hour some had
traded their wagons and outfits for saddle horses, tame enough, if possible, to carry a pick and shovel and gold
pan. Only half of those who started across the river made it, and one who was washed up on the north bank left
his horse to drown in the quicksand. The rest were turned back by the refusal of their horses or their own courage.
Some hurried west along the old Overland trail to the rock ford up the river, but that route was a couple days
longer, and led up through wild and rugged country full of Indians and outlaws. Besides, tomorrow the native
planking of Clarke’s bridge would surely thunder to the thousands of impatient hoofs, and so for this one night
many spent as though the hot drag of fortune already weighted down their jeans. Some even dropped coins into
the hat of the sky pilot\fn{ Evangelist.} outside a whisky saloon, a tall, gaunt, bearded man with the anger of God on
his tongue and the fire of another Eldorado burning in his eyes.
The girl held the hem of her skirts out of the dust as Robin Thomas guided her skillfully around the thickest
press, past the lurching drunks, the loud-mouthed trouble-seekers whose guns should be taken away before they
found it, and the urgently woman-hungry. Several times he stopped to introduce Morissa—“My daughter, Doctor
Kirk”—saying it proudly to the handsome, bearded and warm-eyed Henry Clarke of the bridge, and to some
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Army officers.
“Yes, we’re heading for Red Cloud Agency up the trail there,” the young lieutenant said. "Reports are that the
Sioux warriors have been slipping away north to Crazy Horse—gathering against our troops headed into the
Yellowstone country.”
“Plenty of them red devils’re workin’ up around the Black Hills,” a freighter standing nearby complained. He
had some mules driven off his last trip to Deadwood, and had bullet holes in his wagons to prove the attack.
“There’s thousands of them hungry bucks no more than a day’s ride from here. Claim the bridge’s on their land.
Probably be burning it some cloudy night.”
“Won’t be an Indian loose by frost time,” the officers promised as they moved jauntily away into the crowd,
kept close together by the glowering faces all around them—men who remembered that the miners, even the
women, were thrown out of the Black Hills by the troops last year. One word from them could shut out every man
here, close up the gold trail and its bridge tight as a jailhouse door.
Robin offered no softening words to all of this. Instead he showed Morissa her first ranch forman, a man
working for Bosler, the rancher and beef contractor charged with defrauding the Indians on government beef
deliveries. Bosler had one of the biggest cattle outfits of the West. Claimed a hundred fifty miles of water here,
and had the guns to hold it.
“But that’s the north bank, across the river.”
Morissa glanced over that way in the pale moonlight, but there was no time to consider these things tonight.
She met several owners of the big freight outfits and an advance man for an English troupe of singers. They
planned to put on some Gilbert and Sullivan for the miners at Deadwood Gulch, if a hall could be found, or some
natural outdoor amphitheater.
“Anywhere out under God’s gentle sky,” he said fervently, and received a roar of boisterous laughter,
particularly from men who had faced blizzard and dust storm and hail.
Tris Polk came up, too, courteous this time, impersonally complimenting Morissa’s riding and her skill with
the sick.
“I hear the man is sleeping for the first time in days,” he said.
“But it may not mean much. We can only hope,” Morissa replied, matching the man’s impersonality before the
hundreds of people who stopped to watch this second encounter, to listen.
There were only a few women out tonight, mostly around the dances, particularly Etty’s big one where the
breed fiddlers sawed and stomped, and with Huff Johnson, who had a handsome Junoesque blonde standing
beside him at the faro table. She couldn’t be lured away even by Tris Polk, it seemed.
“But Huff’ll have trouble keeping Gilda Ross if Polk really wants her,” Robin predicted.
He pointed out a dozen men who were known as outlaws: holdup men, roadagents, murderers. Fly Speck Billy
was still there, but when the young man lifted his hat gravely to Morissa, so recently his fellow traveler, Robin
looked at the girl in surprised concern. She managed to laugh a little.
“Oh, water finds its own level very quickly. Or, as you recall Mother saying, ‘Short grace for hungry folk.’”
“Or rubbin’ your nose in a hog trough don’t even make friends of the hogs,” Robin answered sourly. Fly Speck
was just out of the Ogallala jail because everybody was afraid to testify against a cold-blooded killer. And tonight
many others of his kind were here, with the nearest sheriff clear down at Sidney and probably as anxious to stay
alive as the next man. Robin had seen too many like Fly Speck since the days he helped grade the Union Pacific
to Utah. He wondered what fat cow was drawing these buzzards here tonight. Clarke and the others hired good
protection for their property. Sure, such protection was by gunmen too, professional killers picked for their wide
reputation, swift as striking rattlers, ready to shoot for the highest bidder. If that happened to be the law, it was
lucky.
“I got my fill of their breed years ago, but Jackie’s excited as a kid by them,” Robin said with deep concern. “I
try to keep him up with my horse herd, helping the guard against Indians and horse thieves. Hard on him but
keeps him away from the show-offs around the bridge here.”
“Oh, Jackie’s only sixteen,” Morissa started to comfort. “He’ll be all right—he’s of your good stock—” but she
caught herself, always having to stop her stupid tongue.
Robin seemed not to notice the girl’s confusion.
“Most of the outlaws here probably seemed good boys at sixteen to their mothers or older sisters,” he said,
“although I hear Fly Speck and many of the others were already hitting it for the frontier only a jump ahead of the
sheriff by then.”
Morissa stirred from her sudden weariness to look around again. Over half of those moving through the
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patches of light and shadow wore heavy cartridge belts, as Robin himself did. Some of the others, the gamblers at
least, were certainly armed, too, if less conspicuously. It was a silencing thought, and after a while Robin decided
that the girl was finally wearied to sleeping, so he took her back through the pool of light his lantern cast for their
feet.
They stopped at the grading corral to look in on Tom Reeder in one of the bowed wagons, sleeping heavily
although his small dose of morphia should have done no more than quiet him. As Morissa replenished the fire in
the little wagon heater and smoothed the buffalo robe over the man, she wondered how much of this was disease
and how much exhaustion and anxiety from guarding his treasure through the long dangers of Deadwood Gulch
and the robber-infested trail. But it might be pneumonia developing after the snow water, or only a drug-given
respite from a bad conscience.
Robin still seemed uneasy.
“Reeder’s gold could be what tolled in so many outlaws who’re usually more comfortable operating over in
Wyoming,” he said. “Still, there can’t be that much dust in that ditty box of his. If it got out that a haul was
coming down, why wasn’t that little string of wagons he traveled with held up? It must be something else. I better
get back to my outfit.”
But in the little soddy beside the corral gate the father delayed his going and finally settled down on a nail keg
for his evening pipe. Morissa sat hunched forward on the cot, worn and pale now for all her sunburn, her hat still
on, staring straight before her. For a moment Robin thought of a grouse or a dove, wounded and huddled close as
possible to the ground, looking straight ahead, as a man does with blood in his mouth, his staring eyes slowly
whitening. But this girl who had pulled herself up from her days as a woods colt on a poor-farm was no dove or
even a grouse, no matter what the wounding, nor how surely she had fled to crouch here on the cot beside a
wilderness river, here where none except her stepfather knew her, or few were sufficiently whole to see her pain.
“Morissa,” Robin said softly, “Morissa, do you want to tell me why you came? Last I knew the wedding was
next week.”
A long time the girl made no reply, so still the old cot did not creak.
“No—I guess there’s nothing to tell,” she said at last.
“It wasn’t just a lovers’ quarrel?”
Morissa shook her head, her eyes bleak in the lantern light.
“He asked for his ring back,” she said. “Couldn’t take me into the family, not after what his sister found out—”
The girl stopped, her full soft lips quivering for the first time.
“Found out?—about your mother? Oh, I could kill the fool!” Robin exploded, his voice loud as though
shouting against a northwest blizzard wind. “No,” he added, more moderately, “that wouldn’t help. But you know
you are welcome here with me, Morissa, to all these poor accommodations. Now get a little sleep. We’ll need you
tomorrow. There will be man and animal hurt in the tearing hurry tomorrow.”
He started out, but turned at the door and slowly unbuckled his gun.
“I better leave this with you. There’s no law here for anybody, you know, except what you make.”
Reluctantly the girl reached out and took the heavy cartridge belt, holding it away from her as she laid it on the
end of the cot, not touching the grip of the revolver that fit so snugly into its worn leather nest.
*
Morissa awoke into the emptiness of a great sorrow and loss. She kept her eyes closed and held herself quiet,
waiting for what seemed a nightmare to pass. But the sense of it remained, and finally she had to acknowledge
that she was not asleep, that the foolish goosemush of dead tears in her eyes was real, and to admit once more that
her grief and desolation were of the daytime, of the waking hours.
“Allston—Allston,” she found herself repeating monotonously, over and over, the dull sound of it like some
far, hard-heeled foot on stone.
But there was another drumming, the memory of one of her grandmother’s sayings:
“It’s nae lack o’ tongue that keeps the kine from speech.”
Nor lack of the beloved that keeps a woman from her work.
So, while still hiding in her own darkness, Morissa swung her long, gown-covered legs over the side of the bed
and was astonished that they dropped so soon, the bed so nanow, only a creaking cot. Her sleep-blurred eyes flew
open to the bare sod walls and the early sun stretched over the packed dirt floor from the bare dusty window.
Horsebackers were riding by on the trail that passed just outside, the campers beyond it out and shouting, rattling
harness, getting under way. Then she remembered.
She was at the North Platte bridge and she had a patient in one of Robin's wagons, a man who almost died
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yesterday.
Amazed that she could have slept so deeply when there seemed so little rest all the last week, she dressed
quickly, slipping into her gray street brilliantine with the mustard-colored braiding, although calico would have
been more suitable to a wilderness. But this was warmer, and would shed the dust of today. Then, with her hair
still in the thick braid down her back, she went out, stopping to look under her palm toward the sun just up over
the long, low bridge that waited in silence now, the hammer down, the last of the pilings set, work teams moving
to draw the tower away.
But a very sick patient was waiting, so the young doctor hurried across the dewy ground. The man was awake,
attempting to sit up, his gaunt, gray-stubbled face bleak with fear at the approach. When he saw who it was
stooping under the wagon bows, he let himself back, yet still uneasy, alarmed.
“My outfit—was it all lost?” he whispered.
“Oh, no, Mr. Reeder, only one of the horses. Your box is safe at the stage station, your gold belt too,” Morissa
Kirk assured him cheerfully as she turned out the swinging lantern, refolded the soogan that served as a pillow,
and turned the heavy buffalo robe back. She smiled down into the whitened, suspicious eyes and nodded in
approval that his tin cup of soup was empty. Then she took the man’s temperature and pulse, washed his gaunt
face and prepared him for the examination she had postponed when there was still the shock and exhaustion and
the danger of pneumonia from the flood. Yesterday he was a man to be kept alive; today he was one to be cured.
After a while he began to taJk, slowly, weakly at first, but with urgent snatches about some trouble last night.
“All that yellin’ an’ shootin’,” he complained in a vague, futile anger. “Maybe they was stickin’ up the stage
station, my gold all gone.”
“Oh, I don’t think so. Mr. Clarke has a good guard set,” Morissa comforted. “But there are a lot of wild,
lawless people around a place like this. I know a little about such things. My father is boss grader here.”
The man’s pale eyes considered the young woman, still suspicious, guarded.
“They was a powerful lot a that noise last night,” he argued stubbornly. “An’ they hung a man.”
Morissa looked up at thIs, and put the thermometer back between the gray lips. He mumbled around it, and she
shook her head, but when she squinted in satisfaction at the tube he started his rambling talk about the night again.
“Well, at least your dreams aren’t dull,” the young doctor soothed as she started to go over the man
methodically, particularly the hollow belly and the bony chest that was only yellowish skin over bones as bare as
the wagon bows.
“It’s there, the hole that’s gnawin’,” the man said as she probed below the ribs for a possible growth or sign of
infection, congestion—anything that might cause this emaciation, and was pleased that there was only a general
tenderness, and also that the man seemed able to forget that she was a woman. But suddenly, in the midst of his
aimless rambling about the hanging, Tom Reeder stopped and grabbed for the buffalo robe.
“I ain’t gonna be shamed this way by no she-doc!” he shouted hoarsely, sweat popping out milky on his face.
Morissa tucked in the comers of her mouth and wiped the man’s forehead.
“Would you object to your nakedness if I was a prostitute?”
That brought a swift flush of weakness to the hollow eye sockets.
“No,” the man admitted, looking away from the face of the handsome girl. “No, I guess not. Maybe the body’s
an evil thing, an’ that’s shamin’ to decent eyes.”
“Nonsense. Have you never heard that the body is God’s temple? It can be desecrated but never made
shameful. Here, turn this way.”
And at the matter-of-factness of the young woman, Tom Reeder became silent, apparently in weakness,
although his wasted muscles were tense, ungiving as ropes of chicken wire. So Morissa turned the talk to his
dream again.
“Maybe it was after you awoke this morning, and then dozed off. That’s when you remember the dreams so
clearly.”
“No, I hearn him, yellin’.”
“Who?”
“I don’t know—some poor bastard,” he said, closing his eyes. He did not see the pain his words brought to the
young face bent above him.
Quickly the doctor spread the buffalo robe over the man as over a child and went out. Later she brought him
beef broth that Clarke’s cook sent over and the egg she whipped up in a little hot whisky and sugar. The man
helped lift himself obediently to the cup, but was palsied with weakness, and then lay back, belching and
exhausted, his fading eyes closed.
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Her head stooped to the wagon bows, Morissa considered her patient, a frown of perplexity under her soft
bangs. Such weakness and emaciation without real pain, only that feeling of a hole through the middle—it might
be an ulcer. Not yet perforated, judging by the low temperature, but a serious ulcer nevertheless. Surely the man
had a very bad stomach. Yet the West, with its game eaten before the juices broke down into carrion fit only for
the iron stomach of a buzzard, had relieved many such ailments.
“Fresh meat and the healthy weariness of the outdoors,” Dr. Aiken of the medical school had told Morissa’s
class. “We used to send our chronic stomach cases out to the Indian country to die, get them off our doorstep, but
they had a way of returning robust and cured. Many developed a taste for game with the animal heat.”
*
From the step of the wagon, Morissa looked toward the bridge, with its railings that were like the rickrack
edgings of an apron string. The last span of planks was being put down and the scrapers glistened as their smooth
undersides were flipped over to the sun. The queue of those waiting to cross reached far back along the trail, as far
as the turn at Courthouse Rock. Up close horsebackers and lighter wagon outfits, the actual gold seekers, were
trying to push into the space saved for Clarke’s pony express rider and the stagecoaches, the nearer ones
maneuvering and shouting, ready to jam the narrow bridge the moment the long toll arm went up. But mounted
men with rifles across their saddles stood against them.
There was another group of watchers, a smaller one and mostly afoot, down at the water’s edge. They looked
toward the bridge too, but were motioning to a span where something hung from a point of the railing, something
that resembled a suspended man.
Shielding the sun from her eyes, Morissa went over that way planning to laugh a little, if she could, as one did
at the dummies hung to telegraph poles along the tracks at Sidney to shock the gullible Eastern passersers. But she
slowed her step when one of the group called to her.
“That’s number one on this bridge, Doc, an’ room for a lot more!”
The form was unmistakably a man, a man with a tortured, an awful tilt to the head, his chin turned up and a
little to the side, as though in pained disdain of the noose about his neck, the horror only in the staring eyes, and in
the body’s acceptance of defeat in all the downhanging lines, the hands turned palm out in pitiful supplication. To
Morissa it seemed a willful, a deliberate and dreadful violence; a sacrilege put upon the most beautifully balanced
and artistic instrument, the human body; a defilement upon the finest, the noblest creation, the mind of man.
In a cold fury at this tolerance, this public approval of such violence, such murder, the young doctor could
endure no further sight of these people here, not one glimpse. Forgetting her hair still in the braid, she gathered up
her skirts as from contamination and hurried over to the bridge owner’s office.
Henry Clarke was not there, but she saw him on his star-faced bay at the toll shack. She pushed past the men
who would hold her back and stopped before Clarke, forgetting that he was her father’s employer, knowing only
that he was in command here.
“It seems to me you might have the humanity to take down that terrible thing hanging at the bridge, no matter
who is guilty of the crime,” she burst out, speaking over-loud to cover the weakness of her emotion.
The bridge builder turned to look down upon her, his long gauntleted hands settling to the saddle horn, his
reddish beard glowing in the sun. After a long time of silent, remote appraisal he spoke.
“I am sorry that I must deny a beautiful woman anything.”
“Shall we put it on a basis of humanity, Mr. Clarke?” Morissa insisted firmly.
“Yes, oh, yes, Miss Morissa,” the man said, the preoccupations of the day already back upon him. “It is that—a
humane act, keeping the owls away by nailing up an example.”
“But this is sinful, or, if sin is a word of no meaning here, let us say it is unlawful.”
“Yes, unlawful, Miss Morissa. But have you heard of the murder of the Metz family, up the trail in the Hills?”
“What pertinency could that have here?—that massacre by Indians, by savages?”
“By Indians for gold dust? That’s all that was taken, Miss Morissa. No clothing, no food, not even the gun they
had or the cartridges. Persimmon Bill’s gang of roadagents have already made their brags all around about it.
Even the arrows and moccasin tracks they left all over the place are old tricks.”
For a moment Morissa was nonplused.
“I still don’t see what that has to do with this.” she objected finally.
“My child, there were at least twenty thousand people around here within five, ten miles last night. Fortunes in
money on this side, and in gold dust on the other, all without a sheriff or police or court. No law for the protection
of property or of life, and perhaps a hundred Persimmon Bills among us, ready for murder. That’s why the man is
hanging there—because we have no law except the gun and the rope.”
726

“But what did this man do?” Morissa still persisted.
“That, my dear, cannot be put into words today, but you might notice that there is not one known outlaw left
here this morning, no Persimmons, no Dunc Blackburn, not even Fly Speck Billy. Now if you will excuse me, I
hope to get the bridge opened by noon.”
*
Angry and humiliated, Morissa Kirk strode away, pushing through the crowd to the stage station. There she
bought space on the coach that would start back to Sidney in two, three hours. Then she hurried as fast as she
could across the bottoms to the little soddy, so gray and sad beside Robin’s standing wagons. Inside she began to
throw her clothing, her belongings, back into the little pressed-metal trunk, all the garments that had once been so
carefully folded for another, a happier journey. One moment she stopped to wonder how Tris Polk would look
upon this hanging at the bridge, but only for a moment, then she stuffed in the last of her petticoats and jammed
the lid down.
It did not matter to Morissa Kirk now that she had no plans. Certainly she could not return to the practice she
gave up so gaily for her wedding. No, it must be somewhere new, still in the West, Kansas perhaps, or in Colorado
along the mountains, but not so far beyond the law next time, not where she need look upon this mortal
humiliation that man can put upon his kind.
And in her horror and anger she forgot her patient in the wagon. Before she thought of him there was a sound
of hoofs galloping towards her door, a shouting—“Hey! Lady Doc! Hey!”—and of horses stopped in mid-run, a
man off, pounding properly but urgently at the jamb of the open door.
Quickly Morissa Kirk wiped the wet from her cheeks and went out into the sunlight.
“I’m from Polk’s beef herd down river a couple miles. Man with a party of gold seekers near us been knifed,”
the sunburnt cowboy said, motioning to the extra horse he led. “Bleeding bad, about gone.”
Morissa snatched up her black bag and, with her hair still in the heavy braid, she swung into the saddle, knee
about the horn, holding on as she followed the man spurring ahead around the thickest of the crowd. When they
neared the party a knot of men in black came from the wagons to meet the doctor and then drew together, their
bearded faces darkening at her approach.
“No—not a woman doctoress!” one shouted, with a Pennsylvania Dutch accent. “This we want not.”
“No! We hold not with females working spells!” the others agreed angrily.
“But at least let me look at the man,” Morissa pleaded with them. “I’ve been told he’s dying. Let me see him;
perhaps I can tell you what to do!”
“No! No!” they said sternly, gathering in a dark wall around the fire where the man apparently lay.
“You damn fools! Doc saved a life here yesterday,” the cowboy said angrily. “She fetched a man back who was
drowned sure as hell!”
But the dusty group only drew nearer to each other, seeming even more determined and afraid, muttering in
their own language, making secret gestures and signs among themselves.
“Ignorant bigots!” Morissa wanted to cry against them, but she held herself to an inner raging that made her
tremble. Plainly there was no use waiting, so she turned back to her horse, mounted as he whirled from her
blowing skirts. She let him start off in a shying run, leaning forward in the saddle to steady her bag, her braid
snapping out behind her.
“I had no idea, Doc,” the cowboy apologized when he caught up. “I’m from over in Wyoming myself. We
don’t see things that way. Women got the vote there years ago.”
Back at the soddy the young doctor sank down in the duskiness of her sun-blinded eyes, still shaking with
anger. Not that she hadn’t met this attitude before, both in medical school and in her practice, but here it was a
direct, a desperate and perhaps a fatal thing—not just a preference for a male doctor but a preference of none at all
to a woman, even of letting a man die.
As she sat despondently on the cot Morissa recalled the words of a slight, earnest young army surgeon named
Walter Reed. He had given up a good position in New York and stopped on his way to an Arizona post to speak to
a group of young doctors.
“I suggest that you go to the frontier,” he had told them. “Your patients will be the young, with the ills of youth
and a new country. Epidemics, appalling accidents and violence.”
He spoke of the two frontiers of medicine: the laboratory for research against such scourges as diphtheria,
typhoid, and the yellow fever that swept up from the South every summer to kill tens of thousands; the other the
West, where the ills of a whole region would be administered to by strong young hands like those he saw before
him, or perhaps by none at all.
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“Too often there are only the grieving to watch the sick tonight, and many are dying entirely alone.”
Yet just now, she, Dr. Morissa Kirk, had been ready to sit beside such a one with the little that her hands could
offer. And what would it matter to the man, dead or alive, that the doctor had been a woman?
But the stage taking her back to Sidney and away would soon be leaving. She must dress, try to eat something.
Wearily she combed her long hair in the doorway, the sun running like fire over its moving darkness, her eyes
touched by the same golden flame, and the dash of freckles already seeding her short nose. With the hair pinned
up, her bangs smooth, she looked through the covered tin cans back of Robin’s little two-holed stove: flour for
flapjacks, tea, smoked side meat, dried peaches, apples, and white beans. …
1920
116.98 Dog’s Lives\fn{by Michael Bishop (1945- )} Lincoln, Lancaster County, Nebraska, U.S.A. (M) 9
All knowledge, the totality of all questions and all answers, is contained in the dog.
—Franz Kafka

Three\fn{The author has placed certain words in capitals before this and every section of his story. The ones in front of this section
are: “I AM TWENTY-SEVEN”.} weeks ago a black Great Dane stalked into my classroom as I was passing out theme
topics. My students turned about to look. One of the freshman wits made an inane remark, which I immediately
topped: “That may be the biggest dog I’ve ever seen.” Memorable retort. Two of my students sniggered.
I ushered the Great Dane into the hall. As I held its collar and maneuvered it out of English 102 (surely it was
looking for the foreign language department), the dog’s power and aloofness somehow coursed up my arm.
Nevertheless, it permitted me to release it onto the north campus. Sinews, flanks, head. What a magnificent
animal. It loped up the winter hillock outside Park Hall without looking back. Thinking on its beauty and selfpossession, I returned to my classroom.
And closed the door.
*
All\fn{Bishop begins this section with the words: “TWENTY-SEVEN, AND HOLDING”} of this is true. The incident of the
Great Dane has not been out of my thoughts since it happened. There is no door in my mind to close on the image
of that enigmatic animal. It stalks into and out of my head whenever it wishes.
As a result, I have begun to remember some painful things about dogs and my relationships with them. The
memories are accompanied by premonitions. In fact, sometimes I—my secret self—go inside the Great Dane’s
head and look through its eyes at tomorrow, or yesterday. Every bit of what I remember, every bit of what I
foresee, throws light on my ties with both human kind and dogdom.
Along with my wife, my fifteen-month-old son, and a ragged miniature poodle, I live in Athens, Georgia, in a
rented house that was built before World War I. We have lived here seven months. In the summer we had bats.
Twice I knocked the invaders out of the air with a broom and bludgeoned them to death against the dining room
floor. Now that it is winter the bats hibernate in the eaves, warmer than we are in our beds. The furnace funs all
day and all night because, I suppose, no one had heard of insulation in 1910 and our fireplaces are all blocked up
to keep out the bats.
At night I dream about flying into the center of the sun on the back of a winged Great Dane.
*
Van\fn{Bishop begins this section with the words: “I AM EIGHT”.} Luna, Kansas. It is winter. At four o’clock in the
morning a hand leads me down the cold concrete steps in the darkness of our garage. Against the wall, between a
stack of automobile tires and a dismantled Ping-Pong table, a pallet of rags on which he new puppies lie.
Everything smells of dog flesh and gasoline. Outside the wind whips about frenetically, rattling the garage door.
In robe and slippers I bend down to look at the furred-over lumps that huddle against one another on their rag
pile. Frisky, their mother, regards me with suspicion. Adult hands have pulled her aside. Adult hands hold her
back.
“Pick one up,” a disembodied adult voice commands me.
I comply.
The puppy, almost shapeless, shivers in my hands, threatens to slide out of them onto the concrete. I press my
cheek against the lump of fur and let its warm, faintly fecal odor slip into my memory. I have smelled this smell
before.
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“Where are its eyes?”
“Don’t worry, punkin,” the adult voice says. “It has eyes. They just haven’t opened yet.”
The voice belongs to my mother. My parents have been divorced for three years.
*
Our\fn{Bishop begins: “I AM FIVE”} ship docks while it is snowing. We live in Tokyo, Japan: Mommy, Daddy, and
I.
Daddy comes home in a uniform that scratches my face when I grab his trouser leg. Government housing is
where we live. On the lawn in the big yard between the houses I grab Daddy and ride his leg up to our front door.
I am wearing a cowboy hat and empty holsters that go flap flap flap when I jump down wand run inside.
Christmas presents: I am a cowboy.
The inside of the house gathers itself around me. A Japanese maid named Peanuts. (Such a funny name.)
Mommy there, too. We have a radio. My pistols are in the toy box. Later, not for Christmas, they give me my first
puppy. It is never in the stuffy house, only on the porch. When Daddy and go inside from playing with it the radio
is singing “How Much Is That Doggy in the Window?” Everybody in Tokyo likes that song.
The cowboy hat has a strong with a bead to pull tight under my chin. I lose my hat anyway. Blackie runs off
with the big dogs from the city. The pistols stay shiny in my toy box.
On the radio, always singing, is Patti Page.\fn{ Aka Clara Ann Fowler, American pops singer (1927- )}
*
Blackie,\fn{“DOGS I HAVE KNOWN”} Frisky, Wiggles, Seagull, Mike, Pat, Marc, Boo Boo, Susie, Mandy,
Heathcliff, Pepper, Sam, Trixie, Andy, Taffy, Tristram, Squeak, Christy, Fritz, Blue, Tammi, Napoleon, Nickie,
B.J., Viking, Tau, and Canicula, whom I sometimes call Threastie (or 3C, short, you see, for Cybernetic Canine
Construct).
“Sorry. There are no more class cards for this section of 102.”
How the spurned dogs bark, how they howl.
*
Cheyenne\fn{“I AM FOURTEEN”} Canyon, Colorado. It is August. My father and I are driving up the narrow
canyon road toward Helen Hunt Falls. Dad’s Labrador retriever Nick—too conspicuously my namesake—rides
with us. The dog balances with his hind legs on the back seat and lolls his massive head out the driver’s window,
his dark mouth open to catch the wind. Smart, gentle, trained for the keen competition of field trials, Nick is an
animal that I can scarcely believe belongs to us—even if he is partially mine only three months out of the year,
when I visit my father during the summer.
The radio, turned up loud, tells us that the Russians have brought back to Earth from an historic mission the
passengers of Sputnik V, the first two animals to be recovered safely from orbit.
They , of course, are dogs. Their names are Belka and Strelka, the latter of whom will eventually have six
puppies as proof of her power to defy time as well as space.
“How ’bout that, Nick?” my father says. “How’d you like to go free-fallin’ around the globe with a pretty little
bitch?”
Dad is talking to the retriever, not to me. He calls me Nicholas. Nick, however, is not listening. His eyes are
half shut against the wind, his ears flowing silkenly in the slipstream behind his aristocratic head.
I laugh in delight. Although puberty has not yet completely caught up with me, my father treats me like an
equal. Sometimes on Saturday, when we’re watching Dizzy Dean on The Game of the Week, he gives me my own
can of beer.
We park and climb the stone steps that lead to a little bridge above the falls. Nick runs on ahead of us. Very
few tourists are about. Helen Hunt Falls is more picturesque than imposing; the bridge hangs only a few feet over
the mountain stream roaring and plunging beneath it. Hardly a Niagara. Nick looks down without fear, and Dad
says, “Come on, Nicholas. There’s a better view on up the mountain.”
We cross the bridge and struggle up the hillside above the tourist shop, until the pine trunks, which we pull
ourselves up by, have finally obscured the shop and the winding canyon road. Nick still scrambles ahead of us,
causing small avalanches of sand and loose soil.
Higher up, a path. We can look across the intervening blueness at a series of falls that drop down five or six
tiers of sloping granite and disappear in a mist of trees. In only a moment, it seems, we have walked to the highest
tier.
My father sits me down with an admonition to stay put. “I’m going down to the next slope, Nicholas, to see if I
can see how many falls there are to the bottom. Look out through the trees there. I’ll bet you can see Kansas.”
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“Be careful,” I urge him.
The water sliding over the rocks beside me is probably not even an inch deep, but I can easily tell that below
the next sloping of granite the entire world falls away into a canyon of blue-green.
Dad goes down the slope. I notice that Nick, as always, is preceding him. On the margin of granite below, the
dog stops and waits. My father joins Nick, puts his hands on his hips, bends at the waist, and looks down into an
abyss altogether invisible to me. How far down it drops I cannot tell, but the echo of falling water suggests no
inconsequential distance.
Nick wades into the silver flashing from the white rocks. Before I can shout warning, he lowers his head to
drink. The current is not strong, these falls are not torrents—but wet stone provides no traction and the Lab’s feet
go slickly out from under him. His body twists about, and he begins to slide inexorably through the slow silver.
“Dad! Dad!” I am standing.
My father belatedly sees what is happening. He reaches out to grab at his dog. He nearly topples. He loses his
red golf cap.
And then Nick’s body drops, his straining head and forepaws are pulled after. The red golf cap follows him
down, an ironic afterthought.
I am weeping. My father stand upright and throws his arms above his head. “Oh, my dear God!” he cries. “Oh
my dear God!” The canyon echoes these words, and suddenly the universe has changed.
Time stops.
Then begins again.
Miraculously, even anticlimatically, Nick comes limping up to us from the hell to which we had both
consigned him. He comes limping up through the pines. His legs and flanks tremble violently. His coat is matted
and wet, like a newborn puppy’s. When he reaches us he seems not even to notice that we are there to care for
him, to take him back down the mountain into Colorado Springs.
“He fell at least a hundred yarads, Nicholas,” my father says. “At least that—onto solid rock.”
On the bridge above Helen Hunt Falls we meet a woman with a Dalmatian. Nick growls at the Dalmatian, his
hackles in an aggressive fan. But in the car he stretches out on the back seat and ignores my attempts to console
him. My father and I do not talk. We are certain that there must be internal injuries. We drive the regal Lab—
AKC\fn{American Kennel Club.} designation, “Black Prince Nicholas”—almost twenty miles to the veterinarian’s at
the Air Force Academy.
Like Belka and Strelka, he survives.
*
Black\fn{“SNAPSHOT”} Prince Nicholas returning to my father through the slate-grey verge of a Wyoming Lake,
a wounded mallard clutched tenderly in his jaws. The photograph is grainy, but the huge Labrador resembles a
panther coming out of creation’s first light: he is the purest distillation of power.
*
I\fn{“ROLL CALL FOR SPRING QUARTER”} walk into the classroom with my new roll sheets and the same wellthumbed textbook. As usual, my new students regard me with a mixture of curiosity and dispassionate calculation.
But thee is something funny about them this quarter.
Something not right.
Uneasily I begin calling the alphabetized list of their names: “Andy … B.J. … Blackie … Blue … Boo Boo …
Canicula … Christy … Frisky …”
Each student responds with an inarticulate yelp rather than a healthy “Here!” As I proceed down the roll, the
remainder of the class dispenses with even this courtesy. I have a surly bunch on my hands. A few have actually
begun to snarl.
“… Pepper … Sam … Seagull … Squeak …”
They do not let me finish. From the front row a collie leaps out of his seat and crashes against my lectern. I am
borne to the floor by his hurtling body. Desperately I try to protect my throat.
The small classroom shakes with the thunder of my students’ barking, and I can tell that all the animals on my
roll have fallen upon me with the urgency of their own peculiar bloodlusts.
The fur flies. Me, they viciously devour.
Before the lights go out completely, I tell myself that it is going to be a very difficult quarter. A very difficult
quarter indeed.
*
Old\fn{“I AM FORTY-SIX”} for an athlete, young for a president, maybe optimum for an astronaut. I am learning
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new tricks.
The year is 1992, and it has been a long time since I have taught freshman English or tried my hand at spinning
monstrously improbable tales. (With the exception, of course, of this one.) I have been too busy.
After suffering a ruptured aneurysm while delivering a lecture in the spring of 1973, I underwent surgery and
resigned from the English department faculty. My recovery took eight or nine months.
Outfitted with several vascular prostheses and wired for the utmost mobility, I returned to the university
campus to pursue simultaneous majors in molecular biology and astrophysics. The G.I Bill and my wife and my
parents footed the largest part of our expenses—at the beginning, at least. Later, when I volunteered for a
government program involving cybernetic experimentation with human beings (reasoning that the tubes in my
brain were a good start on becoming a cyborg, anyway), money ceased to be a problem.
This confidential program changed me. In addition to the synthetic blood vessels in my brain, I picked up three
artificial internal organs, a transparent skull cap, an incomplete auxiliary skeletal system consisting of resistant
inert plastcis, and a pair of removable visual adapters that plug into a plate behind my brow and so permit me to
see expertly in the dark. I can even eat wood if I have to. I can learn the most abstruse technical matters without
even blinking my adapters. I can jump off a three-story building without even jarring my kneecaps. These skills,
as you may imagine, come I handy.
With a toupee, a pair of dark glasses, and a little cosmetic surgery, I cold leave the government hospitals where
I had undergone these changes and take up a seat in any classroom in any university in the nation. I was
frequently given leave to do so. Entrance requirements were automatically waived. I never saw a fee card, and not
once did my name fail to appear on the rolls of any of the classes I sat in on.
I studied everything. I made A pluses in everything. I could read a textbook from cover to cover in thirty
minutes and recall even the footnotes verbatim. I awed professors who had worked for thirty-forty years in
chemistry, physics, biology, astronomy. It was the ultimate wish-fulfillment fantasy com true, and not all of it can
be attributed to the implanted electrodes, the enzyme inoculations, and the brain meddlings of the government
cyberneticists. No, I have always had a talent for doing things thoroughly.
My family suffered.
We moved many, many times, and for days on end I was away from whatever home we had newly made.
My son and daughter were not particularly aware of the physical changes that I had undergone—at least not at
first—but Katherine, my wife, had to confront them each time we were alone. Stoically, heroically, she accepted
the passion that drove me to alter myself toward the machine, even as she admitted that she did not understand it.
She never recoiled from me because of my strangeness, and I was grateful for that. I have always believed that
human beings discover a major part of the meaning in their lives from, in Pound’s\fn{ Ezra Loomis Pound (1885-1972)
American poet.} phrase, “the quality of the affections,” and Katherine could see through the mechanical artifice
surrounding and buttressing Nicholas Parsons to the man himself. And I was grateful for that, too, enormously
grateful.
Still, we all have doubts. “Why are you doing this?” Katherine asked me one night. “Why are you letting them
change you”
“Tempus fugit.\fn{Time flies.} Time’s winged chariot. I’ve got to do everything I can before there’s none left.
And I’m doing it for all of us—for you, for Peter, for Erin. It’ll pay off. I know it will.”
“But what started all this? Before the aneurysm—”
“Before the aneurysm I’d begun to wake up at nights with a strange new sense of power. I could go inside the
heads of dogs and read what their lives were like. I could time-travel in their minds.”
“You had insomnia, Nick. You couldn’t sleep.”
“No, no, it wasn’t just that. I was learning about time by riding around inside the head of that Great Dane that
came into my classroom. We went everywhere, everywhen. The aneurysm had given me the ability to do that—
when it ruptured, my telepathic skill went too.”
Katherine smiled. “Do you regret that you can’t read dogs’ minds anymore?”
“Yes. A little. But this compensates, what I’m doing now. If you can stand it a few more years, if you can
tolerate the physical changes in me, it’ll pay off. I know it will.”
And we talked for a long time that night, in a tiny bedroom in a tiny apartment in a big Texas city many miles
from Van Luna, Kansas, or Cheyenne, Wyoming, or Colorado Springs, or Athens, Georgia.
Tonight, nearly seventeen years after that thoughtful conversation. I am free-falling in orbit with my trace-mate
Canicula, whom I sometimes call Threasie (or 3C, you see, short for Cybernethic Canine Construct). We have
been up here a month now, in preparation for our flight to the star system Sirius eight months hence.
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Katherine has found this latest absence of mine particularly hard to bear. Peter is a troubled young man of
twenty, and Erin is a restless teen-ager with many questions about her absent father. Further, Katherine knows that
shortly the Black Retriever will fling me into the interstellar void with eight other trace-teams. Recent advances in
laser-fusion technology, along with the implementation of the Livermore-Parsons Drive, will no doubt get us out
to Sirius in no time flat (i.e., less than four years for those of you who remain Earthbound, a mere fraction of that
for us aboard the Black Retriever), but Katherine does not find this news at all cheering.
“Tempus fugit,” she told me somewhat mockingly during a recent laser transmission. “And unless I move to
Argentina, God forbid, I won’t even be able to see the star you’re traveling toward.”
In Earth orbit, however, both Canicula and I find that time drags. We are ready to be off to the small Spartan
world that no doubt circles our starfall destination in Canis Major. My own minute studies of the “wobble” in
Sirus’ proper motion have proved that such a planet exists; only once before has anyone else in the scientific
community detected a dark companion with a mass less than that of Jupiter, but no one doubts that I know what I
am doing.
Hence this expedition.
Hence this rigorous though wearing training period in Earth orbit. I do not exempt even myself, but dear God
how time drags.
Canicula is my own dark companion. He rescues me from doubt, ennui, and orbital funk. He used to be a Great
Dane. Even now you can see that beneath his streamlined cybernetic exterior a magnificent animal breathes.
Besides that, Canicula has wit.
“Tempus fugit,” he says during an agonizingly slow period. He rolls his eyes and then permits his body to
follow his eyes’ motion: an impudent, free-fall somersault.
“Stop that nonsense, Threasie,” I commanded him with mock severity. “See to your duties.”
“If you’ll remember,” he says, “one of my most important ones is, uh, hounding you.”
I am forty-six. Canicula-Threasie is seven.
And we’re both learning new tricks.
*
Somewhere,\fn{“I AM THIRTY-EIGHT”} perhaps, Nicholas Parsons is a bona fide\fn{Authentic.} astronaut-intraining, but in this tributary of history—the one containing me now—I am nothing but a writer projecting himself
into that grandiose wish-fulfillment role. I am an astronaut in the same dubious way that John Glenn or Neil
Armstrong is a writer. For never eleven years my vision has been on hold. What success I have achieved in this
tributary I have fought for with the sometimes despairing tenacity of my talent and a good deal of help from my
friends. Still, I cannot keep from wondering how I am to overcome the arrogance of an enemy for whom I am
only a name, not a person, and how dangerous any visionary can be with a gag in the mouth to thwart any
intelligible recitation of the dream.
Where in my affliction is encouragement or comfort? Well, I can always talk to my dog. Nickie is dead, of
course, and so is Pepper, and not too long ago a big yellow school bus struck down the kindly mongrel who
succeeded them in our hearts. Now we have B.J., a furrow-browed beagle. To some extent he has taken up the
slack. I talk to him while Katherine works and Peter and Erin attend their respective schools. B.J. understands
very little of what I tell him—his expression always seems a mixture of dread and sheepishness—but he is a good
listener for as long as I care to impose upon him; and maybe when his hind leg thumps in his sleep, he is
dreaming not of rabbit hunts but of canine heroics aboard a vessel bound for Sirius. In my capacity as dreamer I
can certainly pretend that he is doing so. …
*
The\fn{“A SUMMER’S READING”} Call of the Wild and White Fang by Jack London. Bob, Son of Battle by Alfred
Ollivant. Eric Knight’s Lassie Come Home. Silver Chief, Dog of the North by someone whose name I cannot
recall. Beautiful Joe by Marshall Saunders. Lad, a Dog and its various sequels by Albert Payson Terhune. And
several others.
All of these books are on the upper shelf of a closet in the home of my mother and step-father in Wichita,
Kansas. The books have been collecting dust there since 1964. Before that they had been in my own little grey
bookcase in Tulsa, Oklahoma.
From the perspective of my thirty-eighth or forty-sixth year I suppose that it is too late to try to fetch them
home for Peter and Erin. They are already too old for such stories. Or maybe not. I am unable to keep track of
their ages because I am unable to keep track of mine.
In any event, if Peter and Erin are less than fourteen, thee is one book that I do not want either of them to have
732

just yet. It is a collection of Stephen Crane’s short stories. The same summer that I was blithely reading London
and Terhune, I read Crane’s story “A Small Brown Dog.” I simply did not know what I was doing. The title lured
me irresistible onward. The other books had contained ruthless men and incidents of meaningless cruelty, yes, but
all had concluded well: either virtue or romanticism had ultimately triumphed, and I was made glad to have
followed Buck, Lassie, and Lad through their doggy odysseys.
The Crane story cut me up. I was not ready for it. I wept openly and could not sleep that night.
And if my children are still small, dear God I do not want them even to see the title “A Small Brown Dog,”
much less read the text that accompanies it.
“All in good time,” I tell myself. “All in good time.”
*
Tulsa,\fn{“I AM TWELVE”} Oklahoma. Coming home from school, I find my grown-and-married step-sister’s
collie lying against the curbing in front of a neighbor’s house. It is almost four in the afternoon, and hot. The
neighbor woman comes down her porch when she sees me.
“You’re the first one home, Nicholas. It happened only a little while ago. It was a cement truck. It didn’t even
stop.”
I look down the hill toward the grassless building sites where twenty or thirty new houses are going up. Piles
of lumber, sheetrock, and tarpaper clutter the cracked, sun-baked yards. But no cement trucks. I do not see a
single cement truck.
“I didn’t know what to do, Nicholas. I didn’t want to leave him—”
We have been in Tulsa a year. We brought the collie with us from Van Luna, Kansas. Rhonda, whose dog he
originally was, lives in Wichita now with her new husband.
I look down at the dead collie, remembering the time when Rhonda and I drove to a farm outside Van Luna to
pick him out of a litter of six.
“His name will be Marc,” Rhonda said, holding him up. “With a c instead of a k. That’s classier.” Maybe it
was, maybe it wasn’t. At the time, though, we both sincerely believed that Marc deserved the best. Because he
was not a registered collie, Rhonda got him for almost nothing.
Now I see him lying dead in the street. The huge tires of a cement truck have crushed his head. The detail that
hypnotizes me, however, is the pool of gaudy crimson blood in which Marc lies. And then I understand that I am
looking at Marc’s life splattered on the concrete.
At supper that evening I break down crying in the middle of the meal, and my mother has to tell my step-father
what has happened. Earlier she had asked me to withhold he news until my father has had a little time to relax. I
am sorry that my promise is broken, I am sorry that Marc is dead.
In a week, though, I have nearly forgotten. It is very seldom that I remember the pool of blood in which the
collie’s body lay on that hot spring afternoon. Only at night do I remember its hypnotizing crimson.
*
One\fn{“175 YEARS AGO IN RUSSIA”} night before the beginning of spring I go time-traveling—spirit-faring, if you
like—in the mind of the Great Dane who once stalked into my classroom.
I alter his body into that of a hunting hound and drop him into the kennels on the estate of a retired Russian
officer. Hundreds of my kind surround me. We bay all night, knowing that in the morning we will be turned loose
on an eight-year-old serf boy who yesterday struck the general’s favorite hound with a rock.
I jump against the fence of our kennel and out-bark dogs even larger than I am. The cold is invigorating. My
flanks shudder with expectation, and I know that insomnia is a sickness that afflicts only introspective university
instructors and failed astronaut candidates.
In the morning they bring the boy forth. The general orders him stripped naked in front of his mother, and the
dog-boys who tend us make the child run. An entire hunting party in full regalia is on hand for the festivities. At
last the dog-boys turn us out of the kennels, and we surge across the estate after our prey.
Hundreds of us in pursuit, and I in the lead.
I am the first to sink my teeth into his flesh. I tear away half of one of his emaciated buttocks with a single
ripping motion of my jaws. Then we bear the child to the ground and overwhelm his cries with our brutal baying.
Feeble prey, this; incredibly feeble. We are done with him in fifteen minutes.
When the dog-boys return us slavering to our kennels, I release my grip on the Great Dane’s mind and let him
go foraging in the trashcans of Athens, Georgia.
Still shuddering, I lie in my bed and wonder how it must feel to be run down by a pack of predatory animals. I
cannot sleep.
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*
We\fn{“APPROACHING SIRIUS”} eight men are physical extensions of the astrogation and life-support components
of the Black Retriever. We feed on the ship’s energy; no one must eat to stay alive, though, of course, we do have
delicious food surrogates aboard for the pleasure of our palates. All our five senses have been technologically
enhanced so that we see, hear, touch, smell, and taste more vitally than do you, our brethren, back on Earth.
Do not let it be said that a cybernetic organism sacrifices its humanity for a sterile and meaningless
immortality., Yes, yes, I know. That’s the popular view, but one promulgated by pessimists, cynics, and prophets
of doom.
Would that the nay-sayers could wear out synthetic skins for only fifteen minutes. Would that they could look
out with new eyes on the fierce cornucopian emptiness of interstellar space. There is beauty here, and we of the
Black Retriever are a part of it.
Canicula-Threasie and the other Cybernetic Canine Constructs demonstrate daily their devotion to us. It is not
a slavish devotion, however. Often they converse for hours among themselves about the likelihood of finding
intelligent life on the planet that circles Sirius.
Some of their speculation has proved extremely interesting, and I have begun to work their suggestions into
our tentative Advance Stratagem for First Contact. As Threasie himself delights in telling us, “It’s good to be
ready for any contingency. Do you want the tail to wag the dog or the dog to wag the tail?” Not the finest example
of his wit, but he invariably chuckles. His own proposal is that a single trace-team confront the aliens without
weapons and offer them our lives. A gamble, he says, but the only way of establishing our credibility from the
start.
Late at night—as we judge it by the shipboard clocks—the entire crew gathers around the eerily glowing
shield of the Livermore-Parsons Drive Unit, and the dogs tell us stories out of their racial subconscious. Canicula
usually takes the lead in these sessions, and my favorite account is his narrative of how dog and man first joined
forces against the indifferent arrogance of a bestial environment. That story seems to make the drive shield burn
almost incandescently, and man and dog alike—woman and dog alike—can feel their sins humming, prickling,
with an unknown but immemorial power.
Not much longer now, Sirius beckons, and the long night of this journey will undoubtedly die in the blaze of
our planetfall.
*
When\fn{“I AM FIFTEEN”} I return to Colorado Springs to visit my father the year after Nick’s fall from the
rocks, I find the great Labrador strangely changed.
There is a hairless saddle on Nick’s back, a dark grey area of scar tissue at least a foot wide. Moreover, he has
grown fat. When he greets me, he cannot leap upon me as he has done in past years. In nine months he has
dwindled from a panther into a kind of heartbreaking and outsized lap dog.
As we drive home from the airport my father tries to explain:
“We had him castrated, Nicholas. We couldn’t keep him in the house—not with the door locked, not with the
windows closed, not with rope, not with anything we tried. There’s always a female in heat in our neighborhood
and he kept getting out. Twice I had to drive to the pound and ransom him. Five bucks a shot.
“Finally some old biddy who had a cocker spaniel or something caught him—you know how gentle he is with
people—and tied him to her clothesline. Then she poured a pan of boiling water over his back. That’s why he
looks like he does now. It’s a shame, Nicholas, it really is. A goddamn shame.”
The summer lasts an eternity.
*
Behind\fn{“TWENTY-SEVEN, AND HOLDING”} our house on Virginia Avenue there is a small self-contained
apartment that our landlord rents to a young woman who is practice-teaching. This young woman owns a mongrel
bitch named Tammi.
For three weeks over the Christmas holidays Tammi was chained to her dog house in temperatures that
occasionally plunged into the teens. Katherine and I had not volunteered to take of her because we know that we
would be away ourselves for at least a week, and because we hoped that Tammi’s owner would make more human
arrangements for the dog’s care. She did not. She asked a little girl across the street to feed Tammi once a day and
to give her water.
This, of course, meant that Katherine and I took care of the animal for the two weeks that we were home. I
went out several times a day to untangle Tammi’s chain from the bushes and clothesline poles in the vicinity of
her doghouse. Sometimes I fed her, sometimes played with her, sometimes tried to make her stay in her house.
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This, of course, meant that Katherine and I took care of the animal for the two weeks that we were home. I
went out several times a day to untangle Tammi’s chain from the bushes and clothesline poles in the vicinity of
her doghouse. Sometimes I fed her, sometimes played with her, sometimes tried to make her stay in her house.
Some days it rained, others it sleeted. And for the second time in our life Tammi came into heat.
One night I awoke to hear her helping as if in pain. I struggled out of bed, put on a pair of blue jeans and my
shoes, and let myself quietly out the back door.
A monstrous gsoiver-black dog—was it a Great Dane?—had mounted Tammi. It was raining, but I could see
the male’s pistoning silhouette in the residual glow of the falling raindrops themselves. Or so it seemed to me.
Outraged by the male’s brutality, I gathered a handful of stones and approached the two dogs.
Then I threw.
I struck the male in the flank. He lurched away from Tammi and rushed blindly to a fenced-in corner of the
yard. I continued to throw, missing every time. The male saw his mistake and came charging out of the cul-de-sac
toward me. His feet churned in the gravel as he skidded by me. Then he loped like a jungle cat out our open gate
and was gone. I threw eight or nine futile stones into the dark street after him. And stood there barechested in the
chill December rain.
For a week this went on. New dogs appeared on some nights, familiar ones returned on others. And each time,
like a knight fighting for his lady’s chastity, I struggled out of bed to fling stones at Tammi’s bestial wooers.
Today is March the fifth, and this morning Katherine took our little boy out to see Tammi’s three-week-old
puppies. They have a warm, faintly fecal odor, but their eyes are open and Peter played with them as if they were
stuffed stockings come to life. He had never seen anything quite like them before, and Katherine says that he cried
when she brought him in.
*
A\fn{“I AM AGELESS”} beautiful, kind-cruel planet revolves about Sirius. I have given this world the name
Elsinore because the name is noble, and because the rugged fairness of her seascapes and islands calls up the
image of a more heroic era than any we have known on Earth of late.
Three standard days ago, seven of our trace-teams descended into the atmosphere of Elsinore. One trace-team
remains aboard the Black Retriever to speed our evangelical message to you, our brethren, back home. Shortly, we
hope to retrieve many of you to this brave new world in Canis Major.
Thanks to the flight capabilities of our cybernetic dogs, we have explored nearly all of Elsinore in three days’
time. We divided the planet into hemispheres and the hemispheres into quadrants, and each trace-team flew
cartographic and exploratory missions over its assigned area. Canicula and I took upon ourselves the
responsibility of charting two of the quadrants, since only seven teams were available for this work, and as a
result he and I first spotted and made contact with the indigenous Elsinorians.
As we skimmed over a group of breaktakingly stark islands in a northern sea, the heat-detecting unit in
Canicula’s belly gave warning of this life. Incredulous, we made several passes over the islands.
Each time we plummeted, the sea shimmered beneath us like windblown silk. As we searched the islands’
coasts and heartlands, up-jutting rocks flashed by us on every sad. And each time we plummeted, our heat sensors
told us that sentient beings did indeed dwell in this archipelago.
At last we pinpointed their location.
Canicula hovered for a time. “You ready to be wagged?” he asked me.
“Wag away,” I replied.
We dropped five hundred meters straight down and then settled gently into the aliens’ midst: a natural senate of
stone, open to the sky, in which the Elsinorians carry on the simple affairs of their simple state.
The Elsinorians are dogs. Dogs very like Canicula-Threasie. They lack, of course, the instrumentation that so
greatly intensifies the experience of the cyborg. They are creatures of nature who have subdued themselves to
reason and who have lived out their apparently immortal lives in a spirit of rational expectation. For millennia
they have waited, patiently waited.
Upon catching sight of me, every noble animal in their open-air senate began wagging his or her closescropped tail. All eyes were upon me.
By himself Canicula sought out the Elsinorians’ leader and immediately began conversing with him (no doubt
implementing our Advance Strategm for First Contact). You see, Canicula did not require the assistance of our
instantaneous translator; he and the alien dog shared a heritage more fundamental than language.
I stood to one side and waited for their conference to conclude.
“His name translates as Prince,” Canicula said upon returning to me, “even though their society is democratic.
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He wishes to address us before all of the assembled senators of his people. Let’s take up a seat among them. You
can plug into the translator. The Elsinorians, Nicholas, recognize the full historical impact of this occasion, and
Prince may have a surprise or two for you, dear Master.”
Having said this, 3C grinned. Damned irritating.
We nevertheless took up our seats among the Elisinorian dogs, and Prince strolled with great dignity onto the
senate floor. The I.T. System rendered his remarks as several lines of nearly impeccable blank verse. English
blank verse, of course.
Fragmented by the lack of any object
Beyond ourselves to beat for, our sundered hearts
Thud in a vacuum not of our making.
We are piecemeal beasts, supple enough
To look upon, illusorily whole;
But all this heart-sore time, down the aeons
Illimitable of our incompleteness,
We have awaited this, your arrival,
Men and Dogs of Earth.
And you, Canicula,
We especially thank for bringing to us
The honeyed prospect of Man’s companionship.
Tell your Master that we hereby invite
His kinspeople to our stern but unspoiled world
To be the medicine which heals the lesions
In our shambled hearts.
Together we shall share
Eternity, deathless on Elsinore!

And so he concluded. The senators, their natural reticence overcome, barked, bayed, and bellowed their
approval.
That was earlier this afternoon. Canicula-Threasie and I told the Elsinorians that we would carry their message
to the other trace-teams and, eventually, to the people of Earth. Then we rose above their beautifully barbaric
island and flew into the eye of Sirius, a ball of sinking fire on the windy sea’s westernmost rim.
Tonight we are encamped on the peak of a great mountain on one of the islands of the archipelago. The air is
brisk, but not cold. To breathe here is to ingest energy.
Peter, Erin, Katherine—I call you to this place. No one dies on Elisnore, no one suffers more than he can bear,
no one suffocates in the pettiness of day-to-day existence. That is what I had hoped for. That is why I came here.
That is why I sacrificed, on the altar of this dream, so much of what I was before my aneurysm ruptured. And now
the dream has come true, and I call you to Elsinore.
Canicula and I make our beds on a lofty slab of granite above a series of waterfalls rumbling to the sea. The
mist from these waterfalls boils up beneath us. We stretch out to sleep.
“No more suffering,” I say.
“No more wasted potential,” Canicula says.
“No more famine, disease, or death,” I say, looking at the cold stars and trying to find the cruel one upon
which my beloved family even yet depends.
Canicula then says, “Tempus?”
“Yes?” I reply.
“Fug it!” he barks.
And we both go to sleep with laughter on our lips.
*
I\fn{“TWENTY-SEVEN, AND COUNTING”} have renewed my contract for the coming year. You have to put food on
he table. I am three weeks into spring quarter already, and my student are students like other students. I like some
of them, dislike others.
I will enjoy teaching them Othello once we get to it. Thank God our literature text does not contain Hamlet: I
would find myself making hideous analogies between the ghost of Hamlet’s father and the Great Dane who
haunted my thoughts all winter quarter.
I am over that now. Dealing with the jealous Moor again will be, in the terminology of our astronauts, “a piece
of cake.”
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Katherine’s pregnancy is in its fourth month now, and Peter has begun to talk a little more fluently. Sort of. The
words he knows how to say include Dada, juice, and dog. Dog, in fact, is the first word that he ever clearly spoke.
Appropriate.
In fifteen years—or eleven, or seventeen—I probably will not be able to remember a time when Peter could
not talk. Or Erin, either, for that matter, even though she has not been born yet. For now all a father can do is live
his life and, loving the, let his children—born and unborn—live their own.
“Dog!” my son emphatically cries. “Dog!”
*NEVADA*
152.60 Excerpt from Life Among The Piutes\fn{by Sarah Winnemucca (1841/44-1891)} Humbolt Sink, Churchill
County, Arizona, U.S.A. (F) 14
I was born somewhere near 1844. but am not sure of the precise time. I was a very small child when the first
white people came into our country. They came like a lion, yes, like a roaring lion, and have continued so ever
since, and I have never forgotten their first coming.
My people were scattered at that time over nearly all the territory now known as Nevada. My grandfather was
chief of the entire Piute nation, and was camped near Humboldt Lake, with a small portion of his tribe, when a
party travelling eastward from California was seen coming. When the news was brought to my grandfather, he
asked what they looked like? When told that they had hair on their faces, and were white, he jumped up and
clasped his hands together, and cried aloud:
“My white brothers—my long-looked for white brothers have come at last!”
He immediately gathered some of his leading men, and went to the place where the party had gone into camp.
Arriving near them, he was commanded to halt in a manner that was readily understood without an interpreter.
Grandpa at once made signs of friendship by throwing down his robe and throwing up his arms to show them
he had no weapons; but in vain—they kept him at a distance. He knew not what to do. He had expected so much
pleasure in welcoming his white brothers to the best in the land, that after looking at them sorrowfully for a little
while, he came away quite unhappy.
But he would not give them up so easily. He took some of his most trustworthy men and followed them day
after day, camping near them at night, and travelling in sight of them by day, hoping in this way to gain their
confidence. But he was disappointed, poor dear old soul!
I can imagine his feelings, for I have drank deeply from the same cup. When I think of my past life, and the
bitter trials I have endured, I can scarcely believe I live, and yet I do; and, with the help of Him who notes the
sparrow’s fall, I mean to fight for my down-trodden race while life lasts.
Seeing they would not trust him, my grandfather left them, saying,
“Perhaps they will come again next year.” Then he summoned his whole people, and told them this tradition:
“In the beginning of the world there were only four, two girls and two boys. Our forefather and mother were
only two, and we are their children. You all know that a great while ago there was a happy family in this world.
One girl and one boy were dark and the others were white. For a time they got along together without quarrelling,
but soon they disagreed, and there was trouble. They were cross to one another and fought, and our parents were
very much grieved. They prayed that their children might learn better, but it did not do any good; and afterwards
the whole household was made so unhappy that the father and mother saw that they must separate their children;
and then our father took the dark boy and girl, and the white boy and girl, and asked them,
“‘Why are you so cruel to each other?’
“They hung down their heads, and would not speak. They were ashamed. He said to them,
“‘Have I not been kind to you all, and given you everything your hearts wished for? You do not have to hunt
and kill your own game to live upon. You see, my dear children, I have power to call whatsoever kind of game we
want to eat; and I also have the power to separate my dear children, if they are not good to each other.’ So he
separated his children by a word. He said,
“‘Depart from each other, you cruel children; go across the mighty ocean and do not seek each other’s lives.’
“So the light girl and boy disappeared by that one word, and their parents saw them no more, and they were
grieved, although they knew their children were happy. And by-and-by the dark children grew into a large nation;
and we believe it is the one we belong to, and that the nation that sprung from the white children will some time
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send some one to meet us and heal all the old trouble.
“Now, the white people we saw a few days ago must certainly be our white brothers, and I want to welcome
them. I want to love them as I love all of you. But they would not let me; they were afraid. But they will come
again, and I want you one and all to promise that, should I not live to welcome them myself, you will not hurt a
hair on their heads, but welcome them as I tried to do.”
How good of him to try and heal the wound, and how vain were his efforts. My people had never seen a white
man, and yet they existed, and were a strong race. The people promised as he wished, and they all went back to
their work.
The next year came a great emigration, and camped near Humboldt Lake. The name of the man in charge of
the trains was Captain Johnson, and they stayed three days to rest their horses, as they had a long journey before
them without water. During their stay my grandfather and some of his people called upon them, and they all shook
hands. and when our white brothers were going away they gave my grandfather a white tin plate. Oh, what a time
they had over that beautiful gift—it was so bright!
They say that after they left, my grandfather called for all his people to come together, and he then showed
them the beautiful gift which he had received from his white brothers. Everybody was so pleased; nothing like it
was ever seen in our country before. My grandfather thought so much of it that he bored holes in it and fastened it
on his head. and wore it as his hat. He held it in as much admiration as my white sisters hold their diamond rings
or a sealskin jacket.
So that winter they talked of nothing but their white brothers. The following spring there came great news
down the Humboldt River, saying that there were some more of the white brothers coming, and there was
something among them that was burning all in a blaze. My grandfather asked them what it was like. They told
him it looked like a man; it had legs and hands and a head, but the head had quit burning, and it was left quite
black.
There was the greatest excitement among my people everywhere about the men in a blazing fire. They were
excited because they did not know there were any people in the world but the two—that is, the Indians and the
whites. They thought that was all of us in the beginning of the world, and, of course, we did not know where the
others had come from, and we don’t know yet. Ha! ha! oh, what a laughable thing that was! It was two negroes
wearing red shirts!
The third year more emigrants came, and that summer Captain Fremont, who is now Ganeral Fremont.
My grandfather met him, and they were soon friends. They met just where the railroad crosses Truckee River,
now called Wadsworth, Nevada. Captain Fremont gave my grandfather the name of Captain Truckee, and he also
called the river after him. Truckee is an Indian word, it means all right, or very well. A party of twelve of my
people went to California with Captain Fremont. I do not know just how long they were gone.
During the time my grandfather was away in California, where he stayed till after the Mexican war, there was a
girl-baby born in our family. I can just remember it. It must have been in spring, because everything was green. I
was away playing with some other children when my mother called me to come to her. So I ran to her. She then
asked me to sit down, which I did. She then handed me some beautiful beads, and asked me if I would like to buy
something with them. I said:
“Yes, mother, some pine nuts.” My mother said,
“Would you like something else you can love and play with? Would you like to have a little sister?” I said,
“Yes, dear mother, a little, little sister; not like my sister Mary, for she won’t let me play with her. She leaves
me and goes with big girls to play.” And then my mother wanted to know if I would give my pretty beads for the
little sister.
Just then the baby let out such a cry it frightened me; and I jumped up and cried so that my mother took me in
her arms, and said it was a little sister for me, and not to be afraid. This is all I can remember about it.
When my grandfather went to California he helped Captain Fremont fight the Mexicans. When he came back
he told the people what a beautiful country California was. Only eleven returned home, one having died on the
way back.
They spoke to their people in the English language, which was very strange to them all. Captain Truckee, my
grandfather, was very proud of it, indeed. They all brought guns with them. My grandfather would sit down with
us for hours, and would say over and over again,
“Goodee gun, goodee, goodee gun, heap shoot.”
They also brought some of the soldiers’ clothes with all their brass buttons, and my people were very much
astonished to see the clothes, and all that time they were peaceable toward their white brothers. They had learned
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to love them, and they hoped more of them would come. Then my people were less barbarous than they are
nowadays.
That same fall, after my grandfather came home, he told my father to take charge of his people and hold the
tribe, as he was going back to California with as many of his people as he could get to go with him. So my father
took his place as Chief of the Piutes, and had it as long as he lived. Then my grandfather started back to California
again with about thirty families.
That same fall, very late, the emigrants kept coming. It was this time that our white brothers first came
amongst us. They could not get over the mountains, so they had to live with us. It was on Carson River, where the
great Carson City stands now.
You call my people bloodseeking. My people did not seek to kill them, nor did they steal their horses—no, no,
far from it. During the winter my people helped them. They gave them such as they had to eat. They did not hold
out their hands and say, “You can’t have anything to eat unless you pay me.” No—no such word was used by us
savages at that time; and the persons I am speaking of are living yet; they could speak for us if they choose to do
so.
The following spring, before my grandfather returned home, there was a great excitement among my people on
account of fearful news coming from different tribes, that the people whom they called their white brothers were
killing everybody that came in their way, and all the Indian tribes had gone into the mountains to save their lives.
So my father told all his people to go into the mountains and hunt and lay up food for the coming winter. Then we
all went into the mountains. There was a fearful story they told us children. Our mothers told us that the whites
were killing everybody and eating them.
So we were all afraid of them. Every dust that we could see blowing in the valleys we would say it was the
white people. In the late fall my father told his people to go to the rivers and fish, and we all went to Humboldt
River, and the women went to work gathering wild seed, which they grind between the rocks. The stones are
round, big enough to hold in the hands. The women did this when they got back, and when they had gathered all
they could they put it in one place and covered it with grass, and then over the grass mud. After it is covered it
looks like an Indian wigwam.
Oh, what a fright we all got one morning to hear some white people were coming. Every one ran as best they
could. My poor mother was left with my little sister and me. Oh, I never can forget it. My poor mother was
carrying my little sister on her back, and trying to make me run; but I was so frightened I could not move my feet,
and while my poor mother was trying to get me along my aunt overtook us, and she said to my mother:
“Let us bury our girls, or we shall all be killed and eaten up.”
So they went to work and buried us, and told us if we heard any noise not to cry out, for if we did they would
surely kill us and eat us. So our mothers buried me and my cousin, planted sage bushes over our faces to keep the
sun from burning them, and there we were left all day.
Oh, can anyone imagine my feelings buried alive, thinking every minute that I was to be unburied and eaten up
by the people that my grandfather loved so much? With my heart throbbing, and not daring to breathe, we lay
there all day. It seemed that the night would never come. Thanks be to God! the night came at last. Oh, how I
cried and said:
“Oh, father, have you forgotten me? Are you never coming for me?” I cried so I thought my very heartstrings
would break.
At last we heard some whispering. We did not dare to whisper to each other, so we lay still. I could hear their
footsteps coming nearer and nearer. I thought my heart was coming right out of my mouth. Then I heard my
mother say,
“‘Tis right here!”
Oh, can anyone in this world ever imagine what were my feelings when I was dug up by my poor mother and
father? My cousin and I were once more happy in our mothers’ and fathers’ care, and we were taken to where all
the rest were.
I was once buried alive; but my second burial shall be for ever, where no father or mother will come and dig
me up. It shall not be with throbbing heart that I shall listen for corning footsteps. I shall be in the sweet rest of
peace—I, the chieftain’s weary daughter.
Well, while we were in the mountains hiding, the people that my grandfather called our white brothers came
along to where our winter supplies were. They set everything we had left on fire. It was a fearful sight. It was all
we had for the winter, and it was all burnt during that night. My father took some of his men during the night to
try and save some of it, but they could not; it had burnt down before they got there.
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These were the last white men that came along that fall. My people talked fearfully that winter about those
they called our white brothers. My people said they had something like awful thunder and lightning, and with that
they killed everything that came in their way.
This whole band of white people perished in the moun- tains, for it was too late to cross them. We could have
saved them, only my people were afraid of them. We never knew who they were, or where they came from. So,
poor things, they must have suffered fearfully, for they all starved there. The snow was too deep.\fn{ This is a
reference to the party of travelers trapped in the Bonner Pass, nearly all of whom perished there from exposure and starvation. }
Early in the following spring, my father told all his people to go to the mountains, for there would be a great
emigration that summer. He told them he had had a wonderful dream, and wanted to tell them all about it. He said,
“Within ten days come together at the sink of Carson, and I will tell you my dream.”
The sub-chiefs went everywhere to tell their people what my father had told them to say; and when the time
came we all went to the sink of Carson.
Just about noon, while we were on the way, a great many of our men came to meet us, all on their horses. Oh,
what a beautiful song they sang for my father as they came near us! We passed them, and they followed us, and as
we came near to the encampment, every man, woman, and child were out looking for us. They had a place all
ready for us. Oh, how happy everybody was! One could hear laughter everywhere, and songs were sung by happy
women and children.
My father stood up and told his people to be merry and happy for five days. It is a rule among our people
always to have five days to settle anything. My father told them to dance at night, and that the men should hunt
rabbits and fish, and some were to have games of football, or any kind of sport or playthings they wished, and the
women could do the same, as they had nothing else to do. My people were so happy during the five days; the
women ran races, and the men ran races on foot and on horses.
My father got up very early one morning, and told his people the time had come—that we could no longer be
happy as of old, as the white people we called our brothers had brought a great trouble and sorrow among us
already. He went on and said,
“These white people must be a great nation, as they have houses that move. It is wonderful to see them move
along. I fear we will suffer greatly by their coming to our country; they come for no good to us, although my
father said they were our brothers, but they do not seem to think we are like them. What do you all think about it?
Maybe I am wrong. My dear children, there is something telling me that I am not wrong, because I am sure they
have minds like us, and think as we do; and I know that they were doing wrong when they set fire to our winter
supplies. They surely knew it was our food.”
And this was the first wrong done to us by our white brothers.
Now comes the end of our merrymaking. Then my father told his people his fearful dream, as he called it. He
said,
“I dreamt this same thing three nights—the very same. I saw the greatest emigration that has yet been through
our country. I looked North and South and East and West, and saw nothing but dust, and I heard a great weeping. I
saw women crying, and I also saw my men shot down by the white people. They were killing my people with
something that made a great noise like thunder and lightning, and I saw the blood streaming from the mouths of
my men that lay all around me. I saw it as if it was real. Oh, my dear children! You may all think it is only a
dream; nevertheless, I feel that it will come to pass. And to avoid bloodshed, we must all go to the mountains
during the summer, or till my father comes back from California. He will then tell us what to do. Let us keep away
from the emigrant roads and stay in the mountains all summer. There are to be a great many pine-nuts this
summer, and we can lay up great supplies for the coming winter, and if the emigrants don’t come too early, we
can take a run down and fish for a month, and lay up dried fish. I know we can dry a great many in a month, and
young men can go into the valleys on hunting excursions, and kill as many rabbits as they can. In that way we can
live in the mountains all summer and all winter too.”
So ended my father’s dream. During that day one could see old women getting together talking over what they
had heard my father say. They said,
“It is true what our great chief has said, for it was shown to him by a higher power. It is not a dream. Oh, it
surely will come to pass. We shall no longer be a happy people, as we now are; we shall no longer go here and
there as of old; we shall no longer build our big fires as a signal to our friends, for we shall always be afraid of
being seen by those bad people.”
“Surely they don’t eat people?”
“Yes, they do eat people, because they ate each other up in the mountains last winter.”\fn{ It was true; some of the
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Donner Party people did eat the flesh of their dead comrades, thinking to stay alive by cannibalism. }

This was the talk among the
old women during the day.
“Oh, how grieved we are! Oh, where will it end?”
That evening one of our doctors called for a council, and all the men gathered together in the council-tent to
hear what their medicine man had to say, for we all believe our doctor is greater than any human being living. We
do not call him a medicine man because he gives medicine to the sick, as your doctors do. Our medicine man
cures the sick by the laying on of hands, and we have doctresses as well as doctors. We believe that our doctors
can communicate with holy spirits from heaven. We call heaven the Spirit Land.
Well, when all the men get together, of course there must be smoking the first thing. After the pipe has passed
round five times to the right, it stops, and then he tells them to sing five songs. He is the leader in the songsinging. He sings heavenly songs, and he says he is singing with the angels. It is hard to describe these songs.
They are all different, and he says the angels sing them to him.
Our doctors never sing war-songs, except at a war-dance, as they never go themselves on the war-path. While
thry were singing the last song, he said,
“Now I am going into a trance. While I am in the trance you must smoke just as you did before; not a word
must be spoken while I am in the trance.”
About fifteen minutes after the smoking was over, he began to make a noise as if he was crying a great way
off. The noise came nearer and nearer, until he breathed, and after he came to, he kept on crying. And then he
prophesied, and told the people that my father’s dream was true in one sense of the word; that is,
“Our people will not all die at the hands of our white brothers. They will kill a great many with their guns, but
they will bring among us a fearful disease that will cause us to die by hundreds.”
We all wept, for we believed this word came from heaven. So ended our feast, and every family went to its
own home in the pine-nut mountains, and remained there till the pine-nuts were ripe. They ripen about the last of
June.
Late in that fall, there came news that my grandfather was on his way home. Then my father took a great many
of his men and went to meet his father, and there came back a runner, saying, that all our people must come
together. It was said that my grandfather was bringing bad news.
All our people came to receive their chieftain; all the old and young men and their wives went to meet him.
One evening there came a man, saying that all the women who had little children should go to a high mountain.
They wanted them to go because they brought white men’s guns. and they made such a fearful noise, it might
even kill some of the little children. My grandfather had lost one of his men while he was away.
So all the women that had little children went. My mother was among the rest; and every time the guns were
heard by us, the children would scream. I thought, for one that my heart would surely break. So some of the
women went down from the mountain and told them not to shoot any more, or their children would die with
fright. When our mothers brought us down to our homes the nearer we came to the camp, the more I cried,
“Oh, mother, mother, don’t take us there!”
I fought my mother; I bit her. Then my father came, and took me in his arms and carried me to the camp. I put
my head in his bosom, and would not look up for a long time. I heard my grandfather say,
“So the young lady is ashamed because her sweetheart has come to see her. Come, dearest, that won’t do after I
have had such a hard time to come to see my sweetheart, that she should be ashamed to look at me.” Then he
called my two brothers to him, and said to them,
“Are you glad to see me?” And my brothers both told him that they were glad to see him. Then my grandfather
said to them,
“See that young lady; she does not love her sweetheart any more, does she? Well, I shall not live if she does
not come and tell me she loves me. I shall take that gun, and I shall kill myself.”
That made me worse than ever, and I screamed and cried so hard that my mother had to take me away. So they
kept weeping for the little one three or four days. I did not make up with my grandfather for a long time.
He sat day after day, and night after night, telling his people about his white brothers. He told them that the
whites were really their brothers, that they were very kind to everybody, especially to children; that they were
always ready to give something to children. He told them what beautiful things their white brothers had—what
beautiful clothes they wore, and about the big houses that go on the mighty ocean, and travel faster than any horse
in the world. His people asked him how big they were.
“Well, as big as that hill you see there, and as high as the mountain over us.”
“Oh, that is not possible; it would sink, surely.”
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It is every word truth, and that is nothing to what I am going to tell you. Our white brothers are a mighty
nation, and have more wonderful things than that. They have a gun that can shoot a ball bigger than my head, that
can go as far off as that mountain you see over there.”
The mountain he spoke of at that time was about twenty miles across from where we were. People opened their
eyes when my grandfather told of the many battles they had with the Mexicans, and about their killing so many of
the Mexicans, and taking their big city away from them, and how mighty they were.. These wonderful things were
talked about all winter long. The funniest thing was that he would sing some of the soldier’s roll-calls, and the air
to the Star-Spangled Banner, which everybody learned during the winter.
He then showed us a more wonderful thing than all the others that he had brought. It was a paper, which he
said could talk to him. He took it out and he would talk to it, and talk with it. He said,
“This can talk to all our white brothers, and our white sisters, and their children. Our white brothers are
beautiful, and our white sisters are beautiful, and their children are beautiful!” He also said the paper can travel
like the wind, and it can go and talk with their fathers and brothers and sisters, and come back to tell what they are
doing, and whether they are well or sick. After my grandfather told us this, our doctors and doctresses said,
“If they can do this wonderful thing, they are not truly human, but pure spirits. None but heavenly spirits can
do such wonderful things. We can communicate with the spirits, yet we cannot do wonderful things like them. Oh,
our great chieftain, we are afraid your white brothers will yet make your people’s hearts bleed. You see if they
don’t; for we can see it. Their blood is all around us, and the dead are lying all about us, and we cannot escape it.
It will come. Then you will say our doctors and doctresses did know. Dance, sing, play, it will do no good; we
cannot drive it away. They have already done the mischief, while you were away.”
But this did not go far with my grandfather. He kept talking to his people about the good white people, and told
them all to get ready to go with him to California the following spring.
Very late that fall, my grandfather and my father and a great many more went down to the Humboldt River to
fish. They brought back a great many fish, which we were very glad to get; for none of our people had been down
to fish the whole summer. When they came back, they brought us more news. They said there were some white
people living at the Humboldt sink. They were the first ones my father had seen face to face. He said they were
not like “humans.” They were more like owls than any thing else. They had hair on their faces, and had white
eyes, and looked beautiful.\fn{A note reads: When asked to explain this, she said, “Oh, their eyes were blue, and they had long
beards.”}
I tell you we children had to be very good, indeed, during the winter; for we were told that if we were not good
they would come and eat us up. We remained there all winter; the next spring the emigrants came as usual, and
my father and grandfather and uncles, and many more went down on the Humboldt River on fishing excursions.
While they were thus fishing, their white brothers came upon them and fired on them, and killed one of my
uncles, and wounded another. Nine more were wounded, and five died afterwards. My other uncle got well again,
and is living yet. Oh, that was a fearlul thing, indeed!
After all these things had happened, my grandfather still stood up for his white brothers. Our people had
council after council, to get my grandfather to give his consent that they should go and kill those white men who
were at the sink of Humboldt. No; they could do nothing of the kind while he lived. He told his people that his
word was more to him than his son’s life, or anyone else’s life either.
“Dear children,” he said, I think of your own words to me—you promised. You want me to say to you, Go and
kill those that are at the sink of Humboldt. After your promise, how dare you to ask me to let your hearts be
stained with the blood of those who are innocent of the deed that has been done to us by others? Is not my dear
beloved son laid alongside of your dead, and you say I stand up for their lives. Yes, it is very hard, indeed; but,
nevertheless, I know and you know that those men who live at the sink are not the ones that killed our men.”
While my grandfather was talking, he wept, and men, women, and children, were all weeping. One could
hardly hear him talking.
After he was through talking, came the saddest part. The widow of my uncle who was killed, and my mother
and father all had long hair. They cut off their hair, and also cut long gashes in their arms and legs, and they were
all bleeding as if they would die with the loss of blood. This continued for several days, for this is the way we
mourn for our dead. When the woman’s husband dies, she is first to cut off her hair, and then she braids it and puts
it across his breast; then his mother and sisters, his father and brothers and all his kinsfolk cut their hair. The
widow is to remain unmarried until her hair is the same length as before, and her face is not to be washed all that
time, and she is to use no kind of paint, nor to make any merriment with other women until the day is set for her
to do so by her father-in-law, or if she has no father-in-law, by her mother-in-law, and then she is at liberty to go
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where she pleases. The widower is at liberty when his wife dies; but he mourns for her in the same way, by cutting
his hair off.
It was late that fall when my grandfather prevailed wth his people to go with him to California. It was this time
that my mother accompanied him. Everything had been got ready to start on our journey. My dear father was to be
left behind. How my poor mother begged to stay with her husband! But my grandfather told her that she could
come back in the spring to see her husband;so we started for California, leaving my poor papa behind. All my
kinsfolk went with us but one aunt and her children.
The first night found us camped at the sink of Carson, and the second night we camped on Carson River. The
third day, as we were travelling along the river, some of our men who were ahead, came back and said there were
some of our white brothers’ houses ahead of us. So my grandfather told us all to stop where we were while he
went to see them. He was not gone long, and when he came back he brought some hard bread which they gave
him. He told us that was their food, and he gave us all some to taste. That was the first I ever tasted. Then my
grandfather once more told his people that his paper talked for him, and he said,
“Just as long as I live and have that paper which my white brothers’ great chieftain has given me, I shall stand
by them, come what will.” He held the paper up towards heaven and kissed it, as if it was really a person.
“Oh, if I should lose this,” he said, “we shall all be lost. So, children, get your horses ready, and we will go on,
and we will camp with them tonight, or by them, for I have a sweetheart along who is dying for fear of my white
brothers.”
He meant me; for I was always crying and hiding under somebody’s robes, for we had no blankets then.
Well, we went on; but we did not camp with them, because my poor mother and brothers and sisters told my
grandfather that I was sick with crying for fright, and for him not to camp too close to them. The women were
speaking two words for themselves and one for me, for they were just as afraid as I was. I had seen my brother
Natchez crying when the men came back, and said there were white men ahead of us. So my grandfather did as
my mother wished him to do, and we went on by them; but I did not know it, as I had my head covered while we
were passing their camp. I was riding behind my older brother, and we went on and camped quite a long way from
them that night.
So we travelled on to California, but did not see any more of our white brothers till we got to the head of
Carson River, about fifteen miles above where great Carson City now stands. ,
“Now give me the baby.”
It was my baby-sister that grandpa took from my mother, and I peeped from under my mother’s fur, and I saw
some one take my little sister. Then I cried out,
“Oh, my sister! Don’t let them take her away!”
And once more my poor grandfather told his people that his white brothers and sisters were very kind to
children. I stopped crying, and looked at them again. Then I saw them give my brother and sister something
white. My mother asked her father what it was, and he said it was Pe-har-be, which means sugar. Just then one of
the women came to my mother with some in her hand, and grandpa said :“Take it, my child.”
Then I held out my hand without looking. That was the first gift I ever got from a white person, which made
my heart very glad.
When they went away, my grandfather called me to him, and said I must not be afraid of the white people, for
they are very good. I told him that they looked so very bad I could not help it.
We travelled with them at that time two days, and the third day we all camped together where some white
people were living in large white houses. My grandpa went to one of the houses, and when he came back he said
his white brothers wanted him to come and get some beef and hard bread. So he took four men with him to get it,
and they gave him four boxes of hard bread and a whole side of beef, and the next morning we got our horses
ready to go on again. There was some kind of a fight—that is, the captain of the train was whipping negroes who
were driving his team. That made my poor grandfather feel very badly. He went to the captain, and told him he
would not travel with him. He came back and said to his people that he would not travel with his white brothers
any farther.
We travelled two days without seeing any more of my grandfather’s white brothers. At last we came to a very
large encampment of white people, and they ran out of their wagons, or wood-houses, as we called them, and
gathered round us. I was riding behind my brother. I was so afraid, I told him to put his robe over me, but he did
not do so. I scratched him and bit him on his back, and then my poor grandfather rode up to the tents where they
were, and he was asked to stay there all night with them. After grandpa had talked awhile, he said to his people
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that he would camp with his brothers. So he did.
Oh, what nice things we all got from my grandpa’s white brothers! Our men got red shirts, and our women got
calico for dresses. Oh, what a pretty dress my sister got! I did not get anything, because I hid all the time. I was
hiding under some robes. No one knew where I was. After all the white people were gone, I heard my poor
mother cry out,
“Oh, where is my little girl? Oh, father, can it be that the white people have carried her away? Oh, father, go
and find her—go, go, and find her!”
And I also heard my brothers and sister cry. Yet I said nothing, because they had not called me to get some of
the pretty things. When they began to cry, I began crawling out, and then my grandfather scolded me, and told me
that his brothers loved good children, but not bad ones like me. How I did cry, and wished that I had stayed at
home with my father! I went to sleep crying.
I did not forget what had happened. There was a house near where we camped. My grandfather went down to
the house with some of his men, and pretty soon we saw them coming back. They were carrying large boxes, and
we were all looking at them. My mother said there were two white men coming with them.
“Oh, mother, what shail I do? Hide me!”
I just danced round like a wild one, which I was. I was behind my mother. When they were coming nearer, I
heard my grandpa say,
“Make a place for them to sit down.” Just then, I peeped round my mother to see them. I gave one scream, and
said,
“Oh, mother, the owls!” I only saw their big white eyes, and I thought their faces were all hair. My mother
said,
“I wish you would send your brothers away, for my child will die.”
I imagined I could see their big white eyes all night long. They were the first ones I had ever seen in my life.
We went on the next day, and passed some more of our white brothers’ houses, as we called their wagons at
that time. We camped on the Sanvada mountains and spent the night. My grandfather said everything that was
good about the white people to me. At last we were camped upon the summit, and it snowed very hard all night,
and in the morning my grandfather told his people to hurry and get their horses, and travel on, for fear we might
get snowed into the mountains.
That night we overtook some emigrants who were camped there to rest their oxen. This time I watched my
grandfather to see what he would do. He said,
“I am going to show them my rag friend again.”
As he rode up to one of their tents, three white men came out to him; then they took him to a large tent. Quite a
number of white men came out to him. I saw him take out the paper he called his rag friend and give it to one of
the men who stood looking at it; then he looked up and came toward him and held out his hand to my grandfather,
and then the rest of the white men did the same all round. Then the little children and the women did the same,
and I saw the little ones running to their tents and back again with something in their hands, and they were giving
it to each man. The next morning I could not eat, and said to my mother,
“ Let us go back to father—let us not go with grandpa, for he is bad.” My poor mother said,
“We can’t go alone; we would all be killed if we go, for we have no rag friend as father has. And dear, you
must be good, and grandpa will love you just as well as ever. You must do what he tells you to do.”
Oh, how badly I did feel! I held my two hands over my face, and was crying as if my heart would break.
“My dear, don’t cry; here comes grandpa.” I heard him say,“Well, well, is my sweetheart never going to stop crying? Come, dear, I have something for my baby; come
and see what it is.”
So I went to him with my head down, not because I was afraid he would whip me—no, no, for Indians do not
whip their children. Oh, how happy I was when he told me he would give me something very beautiful. It was a
little cup, and it made me very glad, indeed; and he told me it was to drink water out of, not to wear. He said,
“I am going to tell you what I did with a beautiful gift I received from my white brothers. It was of the same
kind, only it was fiat and round, and it was as bright as your cup is now.” He said to his wife, “Give me my bright
hat,” and she did so.
“You see I used to wear it on my bead, because my white brother did not tell me wbat it was for.” Then he
began to laugh, and he laughed so long! then he stopped and said,
“It was not to wear, but to eat out of, and I have made myself a fool by wearing it as a hat. Oh, how my
brothers did laugh at me because I wore it at our first fight with Mexicans in Mexico. Now, dearest children, I do
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not want you to think my brothers laughed at me to make fun of me; no, no—it was because I wore the tin plate
for a hat, that’s all.”
He also said they had much prettier things than this to eat out of. He went on and told us never to take anything
belonging to them or lying outside of his white brothers’ houses.
“They hang their clothes out of doors after washing them; but they are not thrown away, and for fear some of
you might think so and take them, I tell you about it. Therefore, never take anything unless they give it to you;
then they will love you.” So I kept thinking over what he said to me about the good white people, and saying to
myself,
“I will make friends with them when we cbme into California.”
When we came to Sacramento valley (it is a very beautiful valley), my grandfather said to his people that a
great many of his white brothers were there, and he knew a great many of them; but we would not go there—we
would go on to Stockton. There he had a very good brother, who had a very big house, made of red stone; it was
so high that it would tire anyone to go up to some of the rooms. My uncle, my mother’s brother, asked him how
many rooms were up there? My grandpa said,
“We have to climb up three times to get to the top.” They all laughed, as much as to say my grandpa lied. He
said,
“You will not laugh when I show you what wonderful things my white brothers can do. I will tell you
something more wonderful than that. My brother has a big house that runs on the river, and it whistles and makes
a beautiful noise, and it has a bell on it which makes a beautiful noise also.”
My uncle asked again how big it was.
“Oh, you will see for yourself; we will get there tomorrow night. We will stop there ten days, and you can see
for yourselves, and then you will know, my brothers, that what I have told you is true.”
After travelling all day we went into camp for the night. We had been there but a little while, and there came a
great many men on horseback, and camped near us. I ran to my mother and said I was sleepy, and wanted to go to
bed. I did so because I did not want to see them, and I knew grandpa would have them come to see us. I heard him
say he was going to see them. I lay down quietly for a little while, and then got up and looked round to see if my
brother was going too. There was no one but my mother and little sister. They had all gone to see them.
“Lie down, dear,” my mother said.
I did so, but I did not sleep for a long time, for I was thinking about the house that runs on the water. I
wondered what it was like. I kept saying to myself,
“Oh, I wish it was tomorrow now.” I heard mother say,
“They are coming.” Pretty soon I heard grandpa say,
“They are not my brothers.” Mother said,
“Who are they?”
“They are what my brothers call Mexicans. They are the people we fought; if they knew who I was they would
kill me, but they shall not know. I am not going to show them my rag friend, for fear my rag friend will tell of
me.”
Oh my! oh my! That made me worse than ever. I cried, so that one could have heard my poor heart beat. Oh,
how I wished I was back with my father again! All the children were not afraid of the white people—only me.
My brothers would go everywhere with grandpa. I would not have been so afraid of them if I had not been told
by my own father and grandmamma that the white people would kill little children and eat them.
Everything was all right, and the next day we went on our journey, and after a whole day’s journey we came
within a mile of the town. The sun was almost down when grandpa stopped and said,
“Now, one and all, listen as you go on. You will hear the water-house bell ring.”
So we did, and pretty soon we heard the prettiest noise we had ever heard in all our lifetime. It became dark
before we got to the town, but we could see something like stars away ahead of us. Oh, how I wished I had stayed
with my father in our own country. I cried out, saying,
“Oh, mother, I am so afraid. I cannot go to the white people. They are so much like the owls with their big
white eyes. I cannot make friends with them.” I kept crying until we came nearer the town, and camped for the
night. My grandpa said to his men,
“Unsaddle your horses while I go and see my friend.” He came back in a few moments, and said,
“Turn your horses into the corral, and now we will go to bed without making any fire.”
So we did, and I for one was glad. But although very tired I could not sleep, for grandpa kept telling us that at
daybreak we would hear the water-house’s whistle. The next morning my mother waked me, and I got up and
745

looked round me. I found no one but mother.
“Oh, where is sister, mother?”
“Oh, she has gone with the rest to see the water-house.”
“Mother, did you hear it whistle?”
“Yes, we all heard it, and it made such a fearful noise! The one that whistled has gone on. But another came in
just like it, and made just such a noise. Your brother was here awhile ago. He said the water-house had many
looking-glasses all round it, and when it came in it was so tired, it breathed so hard, it made us almost deaf.”
“Say, mother, let us go and see.” But mother said,“No, your brother said there were so many white people that one can hardly get along. We will wait until your
grandpa comes, and hear what they all say. Aren’t you hungry, my child?” I said,
“Yes.”
“Your brother brought something that tastes like sugar.”
It was cake, and I ate so much it made me sick. I was sick all day and night, and the next day I had the chills.
Oh, I was very, very sick; my poor mother thought I would die. I heard her say to grandpa one day,
“The sugar-bread was poisoned which your white brother gave us to eat, and it has made my poor little girl so
sick that I am afraid she will die.”
My poor mother and brothers and sisters were crying; mother had me in her arms. My grandpa came and took
me in his arms and said to me,
“Open your eyes, dear, and see your grandpa!”
I did as he told me, because I had not forgotten what mother had said to me, to do whatever he told me to do,
and then he would love me. The reason I had not opened my eyes was because my head ached so badly that it hurt
me so I shut them again. My poor mother cried the more, and all our people gathered around us and began to cry.
My mother said to grandpa, “Can there be anything done for her?”
“Dear daughter,” he said, “I am sorry you have such bad hearts against my white brothers. I have eaten some
sugar-bread, and so have you, and all the rest of us, and we did not get sick. Dear daughter, you should have
blessed the strange food, before you gave it to your child to eat; maybe this is why she is sick.”
It is a law among us that all strange food is blessed before eaten, and also clothing of any kind that is given to
us by anyone, Indians or white people, must be blessed before worn. So all my people came together and prayed
over me, but it was all in vain.
I do not know how long I was sick, but very long. I was indeed poisoned, not by the bread I had eaten, but by
poison oak. My face swelled so that I could not see for a long time, but I could hear everything. At last some one
came that had a voice like an angel. I really thought it must be an angel, for I had been taught by my father that an
angel comes to watch the sick one and take the soul to the spirit land. I kept thinking it must be so, and I learned
words from the angel (as I thought it). I could not see, for my eyes were swollen shut. These were the words,
“Poor little girl, it is too bad!”
It was said so often by the pretty sweet voice, I would say it over and over when I was suffering so badly, and
would cry out,
“Poor little girl, it is too bad!”
At last I began to get well, and I could hear my grandpa say the same words. Then I began to see a little, and
the first thing I asked my mother, was,
“What was the angel saying to me?”
Oh, how frightened my poor mother was! She cried out,
“Oh, father, come here! My little girl is talking to the angels—she is dying.”
My sister and brothers ran to her, crying, and for the first time since I was sick I cried out,
“Oh, don’t, don’t cry! I am getting well—indeed I am. Stop crying, and give me something to eat. I was only
asking you what the angel meant by saying ‘Poor little girl, it is too bad!’”
“Oh,” says grandpa, “it is the good white woman; I mean my white sister, who comes here to see you. She has
made you well. She put some medicine on your face, and has made you see. Aren’t you glad to see?” I said,
“Can I see her now?”
“Yes, she will come pretty soon; she comes every day to see you.” Then my mother came with something for
me to eat, but I said,
“Wait, grandpa, tell me more about the good woman.” He said,
“My dear child, she is truly an angel, and she has come every day to see you. You will love her, I know.”
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“Dear grandpa, will she come pretty soon? I want to see her.” Grandpa said,
“I will go and get her. You won’t be afraid, will you?”
So my grandpa went. I tried my best to eat, but I could not, it was so hard. My sister said,
“They are coming.” I said,
“Mother, fix my eyes so I can see the angel. Has it wings, mother?” Mother said,
“You will see for yourself.” Just then they came, and grandpa said,
“Here she is.”
The first thing she did she put her beautiful white hand on my forehead. I looked at her; she was, indeed, a
beautiful angel. She said the same words as before. I asked my grandpa what she was saying. Then he told me
what she meant by it. I began to get well very fast, and this sweet angel came every day and brought me
something nice to eat; and oh, what pretty dresses she brought me. When she brought the dresses she talked to my
grandpa a long time, and she cried, and after she went away he said to my mother,
“The dresses which my white sister gave my child were her dead child’s clothes, so they should be burned.” I
began to cry, because I did not want them burned. He said to me,
“Don’t cry, my child; you will get nicer ones than these if you learn to love my white sister.”
Of course the clothes were burned, and after I got well my grandpa took great delight in taking us all to see his
white brothers and sisters, and I knew what he meant when he said “my little girls;” I knew he meant me and
sister, and he also would say “my little boys,” when he was talking about my brothers. He would say, pointing to
my brother, “my Natchez;”\fn{Natchez means boy.} he always said this. So the white people called one of my
brothers Natchez, and he has had that name to this day.
So I came to love the white people.
We left Stockton and went on farther to a place called San Joaquin River. It took us only one day to go there.
We only crossed that river at that time.
One of my grandpa’s friends was named Scott, and the other Bonsal. After we got there, his friend killed beef
for him and his people. We stayed there some time. Then grandpa told us that he had taken charge of Mr. Scott’s
cattle and horses, and he was going to take them all up to the mountains to take care of them for his brothers. He
wanted my uncles and their families and my mother and her two sons and three daughters to stay where they
were; that is, he told his dear daughter that he wanted her two sons to take care of a few horses and cows that
would be left. My mother began to cry, and said,
“Oh, father, don’t leave us here! My children might get sick, and there would be no one to speak for us; or
something else might happen.” He again said,
“I don’t think my brothers will do anything that is wrong to you and your children.”
Then my mother asked my grandfather if he would take my sister with him. My poor mother felt that her
daughter was unsafe, for she was young and very good-looking.
“I would like to take her along,” he said, “but I want her to learn how to work and cook. Scott and Bonsal say
they will take the very best care of you and the children. It is not as if I was going to leave you here really alone;
your brothers will be with you.”
So we stayed. Two men owned the ferry, and they had a great deal of money. So my brothers took care of their
horses and cows all winter, and they paid them well for their work. But, oh, what trouble we had for a while! The
men whom my grandpa called his brothers would come into our camp and ask my mother to give our sister to
them. They would come in at night, and we would all scream and cry; but that would not stop them. My sister,
and mother, and my uncles all cried and said,
“Oh, why did we come? Oh, we shall surely all be killed some night.”
My uncles and brothers would not dare to say a word, for fear they would be shot down. So we used to go
away every night after dark and hide, and come back to our camp every morning. One night we were getting
ready to go, and there came five men. The fire was out; we could see two men come into the tent and shut off the
postles outside. My uncles and my brothers made such a noise! I don’t know what happened; when I woke I asked
my mother if they had killed my sister. She said,
“We are all safe here. Don’t cry.”
“Where are we, mother?”
“We are in a boarding-house.”
“Are my uncles killed?”
“No, dear, they are all near here, too.” I said,
“Sister, where are you? I want to come to you.” She said,
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“Come on.”
I laid down, but I could not sleep. I could hear my poor sister’s heart beat. Early the next morning we got up
and went downstairs, for it was upstairs where we slept. There were a great many in the room. When we came
down, my mother said,
“We will go outside.” My sister said,
“There is no outlet to the house. We can’t get out.” Mother looked round and said,
“No, we cannot get out.”
I as usual began to cry. My poor sister! I ran to her, I saw tears in her eyes. I heard some one speak close to my
mother. I looked round and saw Mr. Scott holding the door open. Mother said,
“Children, come.”
He went out with us and pointed to our camp, and shook his head, and motioned to mother to go into a little
house where they were cooking. He took my hand in his, and said the same words that I had learned,
“Poor little girl.”
I could see by his looks that he pitied me, so I was not afraid of him. We went in and sat down on the floor. Oh,
what pretty things met my eyes. I was looking all round the room, and I saw beautiful white cups, and every
beautiful thing on something high and long, and around it some things that were red.
I said to my sister, “Do you know what those are?” for she had been to the house before with my brothers. She
said,
“That high thing is what they use when eating, and the white cups are what they drink hot water from, and the
red things you see is what they sit upon when they are eating.” There was one now near us, and I thought if I
could sit upon it I should be so happy! I said to my mother,
“Can I sit on that one?” She said,
“No, they would whip you.”
I did not say any more, but sat looking at the beautiful red chair. By-and-by the white woman went out, and I
wished in my heart I could go and sit upon it while she was gone. Then she came in with her little child in her
arms. As she came in she went right to the very chair I wanted to sit in so badly, and set her child in it. I looked up
to my mother, and said,
“Will she get a whipping?”
“No, dear, it belongs to her father.”
So I said no more. Pretty soon a man came in. She said something to him, and he went out, and in a little while
they all came in and sat round that high thing, as I called it. That was the table. It was all very strange to me, and
they were drinking the hot water as they ate. I thought it was indeed hot water. After they got through, they all
went out again, but Mr. Scott staid and talked to the woman and the man a long time. Then the woman fixed five
places and the men went out and brought in my brothers, and kept talking to them. My brother said,
“Come and sit here, and you, sister, sit there.” But as soon as I sat down in the beautiful chair I began to look
at the pretty picture on the back of the chair.
“Dear, sit nice and eat, or the white woman will whip you,” my mother said.
I was quiet, but did not eat much. I tasted the black hot water; I did not like it. It was coffee that we called hot
water. After we had done, brother said,
“Mother, come outside; I want to talk to you.” So we all went out. Brother said,
“Mother, Mr. Scott wants us all to stay here. He says you and sister are to wash dishes, and learn all kinds of
work. We are to stay here all the time and sleep upstairs, and the white woman is going to teach my sister how to
sew. I think, dear mother, we had better stay, because grandpa said so, and our father Scott will take good care of
us. He is going up into the mountains to see how grandpa is getting along, and he says he will take my uncles with
him.”
All the time brother was talking, my mother and sister were crying. I did not cry, for I wanted to stay so that I
could sit in the beautiful red chairs. Mother said,
“Dear son, you know if we stay here sister will be taken from us by the bad white man. I would rather see her
die than see her heart full of fear every night.”
“Yes, dear mother, we love our dear sister, and if you say so we will go to papa.”
“Yes, dear son, let us go and tell him what his white brothers are doing to us.”
“Then I will go and tell Mr. Scott we want to go to our papa.” He was gone some time, and at last came back.
“Mother,” he says, “we can’t go—that is, brother and I must stay—but you and sister can go if you wish to.”
“Oh no, my dear children, how can I go and leave you here ? Oh, how can that bad man keep you from going?
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You are not his children. How dare he say you cannot go with your mother? He is not your father; he is nothing
but a bad white man, and he dares to say you cannot go. Your own father did not say you should not come with
me. Oh, had my dear husband said those words I would not have been here today, and see my dear children suffer
from day to day. Oh, if your father only knew how his children were suffering, I know he would kill that white
man who tried to take your sister. I cannot see for my life why my father calls them his white brothers. They are
not people; they have no thought, no mind, no love. They are beasts, or they would know I, a lone woman, am
here with them. They tried to take my girl from me and abuse her before my eyes and yours too, and oh, you must
go, too.”
“Oh, mother, here he comes!” My mother got up. She held out her two hands to him, and cried out,“Oh, good father, don’t keep my children from me. If you have a heart in you, give them back to me. Let me
take them to their good father, where they can be cared for!”
We all cried to see our poor mother pleading for us. Mother held on to him until he gave some signs of letting
her sons go with her; then he nodded his head: they might go. My poor mother’s crying was turned into joy, and
we were all glad. The wagon was got ready; we were to ride in it. Oh, how I jumped about because I was going to
ride in it! I ran up to sister, and said,
“Ain’t you glad we are going to ride in that beautiful red house?” I called it house. My sister said,
“Not I, dear sister, for I hate everything that belongs to the white dogs. I would rather walk all the way; oh, I
hate them so badly!”
When everything was got ready, we got into the red house, as we called the wagon. I soon got tired of riding in
the red house and went to sleep. Nothing happened during the day, and after a while mother told us not to say a
word about why we left, for grandpa might get mad with us. So we got to our people, and grandpa ran out to meet
us. We were all glad to see him. The white man stayed all night, and went home the next day. After he left us my
grandpa called my brothers to him.
“Now, my dear little boys, I have something to tell you that will make you happy. Our good father (he did not
say my white brother, but he said our good father) has left something with me to give you, and he also told me
that he had given you some money for your work. He says you are all good boys, and he likes you very much; and
he told me to give you three horses apiece, which makes six in all, and he wants you and your brother to go back
and to go on with the same work, and he will pay you well for it. He is to come back in three days; then if you
want to go with him you can.” Brother said,
“Will mother and sisters go too?”
“No, they will stay with me.” My brothers were so happy over their horses.
Now, my dear reader, there is no word so endearing as the word father, and that is why we call all good people
father or mother; no matter who it is, negro, white man, or Indian, and the same with the women. Grandpa talked
to my mother a long time, but I did not hear what he said to her, as I went off to play with the other children. But
the first thing I knew the white man came and stayed four days. Then all the horses were got up, and he saw them
all, and the cattle also. I could see my poor mother and sister crying now and then, but I did not know what for. So
one morning the man was going away, and I saw mother getting my brothers’ horses ready too. I ran to my
mother, and said,
“Mother, what makes you cry so?” Grandpa was talking to her. He said,
“They will not be hurt; they will have quite a number of horses by the time we are ready to go back to our
home again.”
I knew then that my brothers were going back with this man. Oh, then I began to cry, and said everything that
was bad to them. I threw myself down upon the ground.
“Oh, brothers, I will never see them any more. They will kill them, I know. Oh, you naughty, naughty grandpa,
you want my poor brothers to be ki1led by the bad men. You don’t know what they do to us. Oh, mother, run,
bring them back again!”
Oh, how we missed our brothers for a long time. We did not see them for a long time, but the men came now
and then. They never brought my brothers with them. After they went away, grandpa would come in with his rag
friend in hand and say to mother,
“My friend here says my boys are all right, not sick.” My mother said,
“Father, why can you not have them come and see us sometimes?”
“Dear daughter, we will get ready to go home. It is time now that the snow is off the mountains. In ten days
more we will go, and we will get the children as we go by.”
Oh, how happy everybody was! Everybody was singing here and there, getting beautiful dresses made, and
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before we started we had a thanksgiving dance. The day we were to start we partook of the first gathering of food
for that summer. So that morning everybody prayed, and sang songs, and danced, and ate before starting. It was
all so nice, and everybody was so happy because they were going to see their dear country and the dear ones at
home. Grandpa took all the horses belonging to the white men. After we got home the horses were put into the
corral for all night, and the two white men counted their horses the next morning. They gave my grandpa eight
horses for his work, and two or three horses each to some of the people. To my two brothers they gave sixteen
horses and some money, and after we all got our horses, grandpa said to his people,
“Now, my children, you see that what I have told you about my white brothers is true. You see we have not
worked very much, and they have given us all horses. Don’t you see they are good people?”
All that time, neither my uncles nor my mother had told what the white men did while we were left all alone.
So the day was set for starting. It was to be in five days. We had been there three days when we saw the very
men who were so bad to us. Yes, they were talking to grandpa. Mother said to sister,
“They are talking about us. You see they are looking this way.” Sister said,
“Oh, mother, I hope grandpa will not do such a wicked thing as to give me to those bad men.”
Oh, how my heart beat! I saw grandpa shake his head, and he looked mad with them. He came away and left
them standing there. From that day my grandma took my sister under her care, and we got along nicely.
Then we started for our home, and after travelling some time we arrived at the head of Carson River. There we
met some of our people, and they told us some very bad news, indeed, which made us all cry. They said almost all
the tribe had died off, and if one of a family got sick it was a sure thing that the whole family would die. He said
the white men had poisoned the Humboldt River, and our people had drank the water and died off. Grandpa said,
“Is my son dead?”
“No, he has been in the mountains all the time, and all who have been there are all right.”
The men said a great many of our relations had died off.
We stayed there all night, and the next day our hair was all cut off. My sister and my mother had such beautiful
hair! So grandpa said to the man,
“Go and tell our people we are coming. Send them to each other, and tell my son to come to meet us.”
So we went on our journey, and after travelling three days more we came to a place called Genoa, on the west
side of Carson River, at the very place where I had first seen a white man. A saw-mill and a grist-mill were there,
and five more houses. We camped in the very same place where we did before. We stayed there a long time
waiting for my father to come to meet us.
At last my cousin rode into our camp one evening, and said my father was coming with many of his people.
We heard them as they came nearer and nearer; they were all crying, and then we cried too, and as they got off
their horses they fell into each other’s arms, like so many little children, and cried as if their hearts would break,
and told what they had suffered since we went away, and how our people had died off. As soon as one would get
sick he would drink water and die right off. Every one of them was in mourning also, and they talked over the sad
things which had happened to them during the time we were away. One and all said that the river must have been
poisoned by the white people, because that they had prayed, and our spirit-doctors had tried to cure the sick; they
too died while they were trying to cure them. After they had told grandpa all, he got angry and said,
“My dear children, I am heartily sorry to hear your sad story, but I cannot and will not believe my white
brothers would do such a thing. Oh, my dear children, do not think so badly of our white fathers, for if they had
poisoned the river, why, my dear children, they too would have died when they drank of the water. It is this, my
dear children, it must be some fearful disease or sickness unknown to us, and therefore, my dear children, don’t
blame our brothers. The whole tribe have called me their father, and I have loved you all as my dear children, and
those who have died are happy in the Spirit-land, though we mourn tbeir loss here on earth. I know my
grandchildren and daughters and brothers are in that happy bright Spirit-land, and I shall soon see them there.
Some of you may live a long time yet, and don’t let your hearts work against your white fathers; if you do, you
will not get along. You see they are already here in our land; here they are all along the river, and we must let our
brothers live with us. We cannot tell them to go away.
“I know your good hearts. I know you won’t say kill them. Surely you all know that they are human. Their
lives are just as dear to them as ours to us. It is a very sad thing indeed to have to lose so many of our dear ones;
but maybe it was to be. We can do nothing but mourn for their loss.” He went on to say,
“My dear children, you all know the tradition says: ‘Weep not for your dead; but sing and be joyful, for the
soul is happy in the Spirit-land.’ But it is natural for man or woman to weep, because it relieves our hearts to weep
together, and we all feel better afterwards.”
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Everyone hung their heads while grandpa talked on. Now and then one could hear some of them cry out, just
as the Methodists cry out at their meetings; and grandpa said a great many beautiful things to his people. He
talked so long, I for one wished he would stop, so I could go and throw myself into my father’s arms, and tell him
what the white people were.
At last he stopped, and we all ran to our father and threw our arms around his neck, and cried for joy; and then
mother came with little sister. Papa took her in his arms, and mother put her hand in his bosom, and we all wept
together, because mother had lost two sisters, and their husbands, and all their children but one girl; and thus
passed away the day. Grandpa had gone off during our meeting with father, and prayer was offered, and every one
washed their face, and were waiting for something else. Pretty soon grandpa came, and said:
“This is my friend,” holding up his paper in his hand. “Does it look as if it could talk and ask for anything? Yet
it does. It can ask for something to eat for me and my people. Yet, it is nothing but a rag. Oh, wonderful things my
white brothers can do. I have taken it down to them, and it has asked for sacks of flour for us to eat. Come, we
will go and get them.”
So the men went down and got the flour. Grandpa took his son down to see the white men, and by-and-by we
saw them coming back. They had given my father a red blanket and a red shirt. …
1920
200.64 Excerpt from Nevada’s Paul Laxalt: A Memoir{by Paul Laxalt (1922-after 2016)} Reno, Washoe County,
Nevada, U.S.A. (M) 14
1
How did the son of immigrant Basque parents, who disliked large social functions, who had a strong penchant
for privacy, who once dreaded the prospect of making a speech, who had six young children, who was engaged in
a successful law practice in a delightfully parochial small town, who had a disdain for politics and politicians, end
up in politics?
Unlike others whom I met later in public life, I had no “grand plan”—the right schools, the right profession,
gradual elevation into the social and business world, laying the right foundation for the inevitable plunge. None of
that happened to me.
Indeed, in my high school days when I was an unreconstructed “jock,” moving from one sport to the other as
the weather changed, I would dream of one day being a coach, which to me would indeed be the summit.
Looking back, what may have launched and continued my career in politics was a sense of obligation, a sense
of “paying back” through public service to a state and country which had treated an “old country” family such as
ours so well.
In 1906, as a lad of 18, my father—“Pop”—came to the American West, as many other Basques did in those
days, to herd sheep. It was their ticket to the “Sweet Promised Land,” the title of the beautiful book published in
1957 that my brother Bob wrote about our father.
Thousands left their homes in the Basque Country, in the Pyrenees Mountains of France and Spain, because
the tradition and the law there were that the eldest child would receive the family’s properties upon the death of
the parents. The younger ones, like my father, were shut out of any inheritance. For many years, I had felt he had
been wrongfully dispossessed of some handsome inheritance—that is, until I visited his birthplace in Tardets
when I was Governor.
The “homestead” consisted of an old stone house with a few acres of land, upon which a family could barely
subsist. People there had simply come to grips with the grim reality that their property could only support the
eldest son and his family; the rest had to leave.
I’ve often thought how gut-wrenching it must have been for Pop to leave a close-knit family, travel thousands
of miles on ships and trains, not knowing a word of English, and end up in some God-forsaken sheep camp in the
deserts of Nevada. I guess the human critter is amazingly flexible, and if a person has the requisite will and
courage, he’ll eventually prevail. And I suppose, too, that the natural excitement of a young man in going to
America, making a fortune in a few years, and returning home as the “Master of the Basque Universe” was a real
motivation.
Later, as Governor, when I was delivering commencement addresses all over Nevada, I used to tell high school
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graduates that by modern standards Pop’s work was modest and humble. After all, he was a sheepherder, but he
was a damned good one! Like most Basques, he combined hard work with entrepreneurial spirit. As he
accumulated a few dollars, he bought sheep. Before long, he owned thousands of sheep.
By about 1920, he was one of the major figures in the sheep business in the West. He was dashing, handsome
and drove a resplendent Cadillac. His forays into the city of Reno (population 15,000) became legendary.
In many respects, the 1920s were free-wheeling years. Whatever you wanted to borrow from the banks, they
were ready to lend—with a hefty rate of interest, of course. Although the analogy is a bit loose, Dominique Laxalt
in the ’20s had the same kind of cozy relationship with the banks (which he would greatly regret later) that
Donald Trump enjoyed in New York in the ’80s
It was in 1921 that Mom innocently visited Reno. She had been on a mission of mercy to pick up her younger
brother, Michel, a French officer, who had been gassed in World war I. Michel had been sent to Ltterman’s
Hospital at the San Francisco Presidio for treatment. When his condition worsened, he was sent to a medical
facility in Colfax, California. Mom moved to Reno and commuted back and forth to visit Michel there. He died,
and Mom started to return home to the French officer to whom she was engaged at the time.
In Reno, she met my father. From that point on, the French officer’s stock sunk out of sight. Ever strongwilled, well-educated and cultured (the Cordon Bleu School in Paris), she succumbed to Dominique’s charms and
—perhaps to a lesser extent—his Cadillac. On October 8, 1921, they were married at a festive wedding in a
Basque gathering place in Reno called the Indart Hotel. (Reports of many broken female hearts at the time were
exaggerated.)
Ten months later, I was born. They tended to be rather efficient souls. Mom was a woman no one—including
Pop, me, the Governor, the President, the Pope—would or should trifle with. She was without a doubt the
strongest-willed person I’ve ever known. She combined that with a great tenderness toward those she loved.
I’ve always felt that fate dealt the Laxalt family a fantastic hand when Momma Laxalt decided to make Carson
City our home. What has always been intriguing to me was not so much the landing, but the course that brought
us there.
*
Pop came to America, as his older brothers had before him, to make a living for himself As I noted earlier, the
law of primogeniture in the Basque country, which is still followed today, is that the family property passes to the
eldest male upon the death of the parents. Pop, as the youngest in a family of seven, saw the handwriting on the
wall and came to this country in 1906.
For many years, he herded sheep on lonely ranges in Northern California and Nevada. Equipped with a tent, a
trusted donkey that carried his camp supplies, a sheep dog, which exhibited almost human skills in handling the
sheep, Pop would spend months on end in near isolation, tending to the sheep.
Pop was a gregarious man, which has always made me wonder how he endured those years. Many didn’t, as
evidenced by the high suicide rate among young herders.
But endure he did! Year after year, he would take his “wages” and with anything left after bare essentials and
the dollars he sent home, he would buy sheep. It wasn’t long before he was an owner himself, hiring others like
him.
The years around 1920 were boom years everywhere, but particularly in the sheep and cattle industries. Prices
were high and so was the demand for meat and wool. The sky was the limit; and, of course, the bankers saw their
chance to have a piece of the killing. They constantly pressed young Basques such as my dad to increase their
flocks and holdings, all with highly leveraged financing.
Before long, Pop was involved in a huge livestock operation known as the Allied Land and Livestock
Company, which was located on a ranch near Yerington, Nevada. People told me later that they were one of the
biggest outfits in Western Nevada, eventually accumulating about 20,000 sheep and 1,000 cattle.
And, of course, all this quick wealth turned heads, including Pop’s. Before long, Pop, who wasn’t the least bit
materialistic, was sporting his Cadillac and became quite the bon vivant in Reno, spending much of his time at the
Indart Hotel.
As noted, it was there that Pop met Mom. And what an unlikely event that was. The odds are probably better in
a lottery.
Pop, who was born in 1887, came from the mountanous area on the French side of the Pyrenees, where his
people lived hard-working, simple lives.
In later trips to visit Pop’s home in Tardets, I never could figure outr how in the world so many people could
live in such a relatively small house. And, as I was to learn later, my grandparents never owned their home
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property. They were always renters.
*
Mom, whose maiden name was Theresa Alpetche, was born and raised in St. Etienne de Baigorry, a small
Basque village about an hour’s drive down the mountain from where Pop was raised. Today, it’s much the same as
it was during Mom’s days there as a child and as a young woman.
One of my greatest joys is to go to the same church that Mom did. The women sit on the main floor, the men in
the balconies. Sunday masses there have a musical quality unlike anything else I’ve ever seen or heard. To hear all
those beautiful Basque voices join as one in chanting centuries-old hymns is a thrilling experience.
Mom’s background was quite different from Pop’s. Her family had the means to expose her to educational and
cultural opportunities that resulted in a beautiful, sophisticated young woman. She attended and graduated from
the Cordon Bleu, the premier cooking school in all of France in those days, and still numbered among the best.
Yes, Mom’s beginnings were a lot different from Pop’s. As he would at times comment, particularly when
Mom would be critical:
“That woman is sure high-toned.”
Of course, when such verbal dueling took place, Mom wasn’t the least hesitant about reminding Pop of his
humble origins “living with the sheep and the pigs.”
Had it not been for the injuries her brother suffered in World War I, Mom probably never would have come to
America. She was comfortably situated, living at the family hotel in Bordeaux, and happily engaged to the French
Major.
Unfortunately for the Major, fate intervened when Mom’s father directed her to travel to the States to provide
her brother Michel with company and thereafter to bring him home. As noted, Michel died shortly after her
arrival.
While she was in Reno, she met Pop. After their marriage, Pop took Mom to live at the spacious ranch house
near Yerington. It served as the headquarters for the Allied outfit. She quickly undertook her duties as lady of the
house. Just as quickly, she “became with child,” as the saying went.
On August 2, 1922, she gave birth to a nine-and-a-half pound son and tried to name him Paul Dominique. I say
“tried” because, as I learned years later, she and her nurse had a communications problem. The nurse’s
boyfriend’s name was Arthur and Laxalt was a strange name to her. Besides, Rene Lacoste was then a world
renowned French tennis player. So, on the official records of St. Mary’s Hospital in Reno, and the records of the
State of Nevada, Theresa Laxalt gave birth to a son whose name was “Arthur Lacoste.” I had the darndest time
sorting this out many years later! The birth certificate was finally corrected in 1942.
After me came Robert in 1923, Suzanne in 1925, John in 1926, Marie in 1928 and Peter in 1931.
Did Dominique and Theresa live happily ever after? I guess the answer depends on your perspective. If
“happily ever after” meant reigning over the ranch in Gone With the Wind style, it didn’t quite work out that way.
*
Around the time of my birth (and I hope the events weren’t connected), economic depression struck in the
West. Overnight, Pop was wiped out. All the money he'd sweated and worked for was gone! Over-extended on
their bank loans, people like Pop were unable to keep up their payments when revenues fell. Then came the
inevitable foreclosure, and Pop and Mom were literally out in the streets, or, to be exact, out in the sheep camps.
Pop returned to sheepherding, and Mom found herself in a primitive camp, cooking for several sheepherders,
ranch hands and cowboys. Several months of that were enough for Mom. Somehow, through the Basque
“grapevine,” she learned that a small Basque hotel in Carson City could be purchased.
Quickly, Mom, who, looking back, must have been one of the first feminists, bought the hotel for one hundred
dollars. Thereby, in 1926, Mom, brother Bob (who had been born in the sheep camp days in Alturas, California)
and I became full-fledged residents of Carson City, Nevada.
It was the smallest capital in the country, with a population of a little more than 1000 people, almost all of
whom were dependent on state government. Pop, who never really enjoyed “living inside”—as he called town life
—stayed in the hills herding sheep. Occasionally, he came to town, which, over the course of a few years,
accounted for the Laxalt family’s increase from two to six kids.
Lest the reader think the “Hotel” was of Bellagio proportions, it wasn’t. It consisted of a two-floored wooden
structure, a virtual firetrap, which had been built in the 1870s during the Comstock Lode gold and silver rush. It
was, as I recall, about 40 feet wide and 100 feet long. The ground floor was divided in half lengthwise. On one
side was the dining room and kitchen. On the other, the bar.
In the back were our living quarters, in an area no more than 30 by 40 feet. On the second floor were a half
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dozen small rooms, all served by one bathroom. Sheepherders, Virginia & Truckee Railroad employees and
highway department workers were our main patrons.
Mom somehow managed to raise us, working 16 to 18 hours a day.
The “French Hotel” was an instant success. Mom was a fabulous cook, and word of her culinary skills spread
rapidly through the area. It was truly a family enterprise. As soon as we kids were old enough, we worked in the
kitchen, served in the dining room and bar and kept the upstairs in livable condition (although I don’t recall
“turned down” beds to be part of the service).
Meals were served family style at long rectangular tables. There were no preferred places. As soon as the bell
rang, the rush for seats began. Nor did it make any difference what position you might have in the community, the
state or country—save for one, the Honorable Pat McCarran, Nevada’s senior United States Senator.
Senator McCarran was like a deity in our household. The fact that he was a man of international renown and
highly controversial in some circles was of no moment when compared to his real achievement: He was the
champion of young Basque sheep-herders immigrating to the U.S. At a time when his powerful voice was closing
the door to many newcomers, he kept the “Basque door” wide open.
This led later to an ironic political development for me. When I became interested in politics, I found that
almost every Basque in the West was a registered Democrat. Some cynics suggested that a McCarran condition
for entry to the U.S. by a Basque was that he become a Democrat. So what about Pop, a staunch Republican? He
was “pre-McCarran.”
On those rare days when the Senator would grace our table, he would hold court while he spoke at length
(helped a bit by our good bourbon) on subjects that hardly anyone in Carson City knew or cared about. Yet, he
always sounded so good, and he was so well-informed that his audience listened raptly to everthing he said. We
had other political figures in from time to time, and whenever “brandy time” came, the political discussions
started.
Those occasions may have been the awakening of my political interest—sort of a process of “osmosis.”
*
Eventually, Pop decided to leave the range and move to Carson City.
What a tough decision that must have been for him! Most all his life, Pop had been an “outdoorsman” with no
walls to confine him, no roof to hide the sky. He must have keenly felt that Mom was working too hard, and the
time had come for him to give up his beloved sheep and help out.
People told me later that he fit in well—for awhile. He was very good with people. Everyone loved
Dominique. And we kids loved having a full-time Pop.
But, as time passed, he felt increasingly trapped. Inside life simply wasn’t for him.
One day it all came to the surface in a violent way. And I was there to witness it all as a young boy.
Most every small town has its bully. At least it seemed so in those days. In Carson City, the town bully was a
big, strapping Irishman whom everyone tried to avoid, particularly when he was boozing. One evening,
unfortunately for him, he wandered into the French Hotel “three sheets to the wind.”
That was his first mistake. Mom was tending bar that night with Pop playing cards at a nearby table with some
of his Basque pals. I don’t know what “Irish” said to Mom, but whatever it was, it was his next mistake. Pop
overheard something that he thought was insulting, and like a switch flipping on, he went into a white-hot rage.
I was next door cleaning up the dining room when all hell broke loose. I ran into the bar and saw Pop beating
and kicking “Irish” unmercifully. Before he knew it, and probably to his complete relief, “Irish” found himself in
the middle of Carson Street, his pride badly damaged, but at least he was alive. He never darkened the door of the
French Hotel again.
The only other time I saw Pop lose his cool was a few years later when he and I were riding our sheep range
together. Suddenly, we observed a huge band of sheep on our range that shouldn’t have been there. Herding them
was a young man who had no idea what deep trouble he was in.
As soon as Pop spotted him, he spurred his horse into a gallop, with me trailing behind. Before I knew it, he
was off his horse, his face and eyes blazing, with his trusty 30-30 rifle in hand heading straight for the young man.
I almost passed away on the spot. So did the herder. In no uncertain terms, he was advised to “get the goddamn
hell off my range … now!”
In record time, the young man was gone with his sheep, never to trespass Dominique’s range again.
Lest the reader gain the impression that Pop was some kind of brutish animal given to frequent temper
tantrums, he was anything but that. He was soft-spoken, gentle and loved people. Above all, he loved to talk to
them—at length. Often I would accompany him to Reno and would wait seemingly forever for him to say
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goodbye to his friends. Reflecting on this, I think he was making up time for those lonely years when he had no
one but his dog and donkey to talk to.
Despite the fact that he was away so often, he was a good father. I don’t recall him ever saying that he loved
us. Had he done so, I am sure that we would have been embarrassed. He displayed his care for us in other ways.
We always knew he was there. We also knew that we should never “sass” him. We wouldn’t dare think about
showing disrespect to either of our parents. They didn’t demand respect; they commanded it by their innate
dignity and example. Besides, “Irish’s” experience was always buried not too deeply in our consciousness.
Pop was one of the most curious people I’ve known. His appetite for knowledge was insatiable. Each time I
took provisions to him at his sheep camp, his first question was how many newspapers and magazines had I
brought with me. He had a fourth-grade education, yet spoke several languages and was fully conversant with
public affairs. What a career he might have had if he had been exposed to a full education.
Despite his love of people, Pop hated social events if they were the least bit formal. He loved sitting in a
Basque hotel, drinking wine and jawboning with his friends. But birthdays, graduations, weddings, baptisms—
forget it. When any such thing loomed on the calendar, he simply disappeared.
He even ducked my inauguration as Governor. When I asked him to attend—not so much for me, but for the
family and the people of the State—he simply and firmly said,
“No.”
It was only after sensitive negotiations, headed by brother Robert, that he reluctantly agreed to a compromise.
He would attend, if it was “private.” So, we family members—with a few close friends, and nine other recentlyelected state officials—ended up in the Supreme Court of Nevada with Chief Justice Gordon Thompson
administring the oath and Dominique Laxalt as the principal witness.
Poor Pop! If he hated two groups in the world, they were lawyers and politicians. And here his eldest son had
turned his back on the sheep business and became both a lawyer and a politician!
On the other hand, he wasn’t all that enthusiastic about my sheepherding abilities. He often said later that he’d
sent me to law school in self-defense, for each time I tended the flock alone, I’d lose at least a hundred sheep!
*
We grew up exposed to foreign languages. French, Basque, Italian and Spanish were used almost
interchangeably with English. By the time I went to school, I was a linguist of sorts, but my knowledge of English
left much to be desired. That led to my being teased by my “American” classmates, which in turn led to my
addressing that problem head on with my fists. After a couple of victories—first-grade style—the criticism waned,
then stopped.
I’ve watched with interest the efforts of certain minority groups to establish “bilingual rights” in America.
They, wouldn’t have had any support from Momma Laxalt. From the time we started school, we Laxalts spoke
only English. She felt strongly that if her children were to live in America and enjoy its benefits, it was essential
that we make an all-out effort to speak English.
Since that time, I have had occasion to wish we had kept up our other languages as well. Many times in
Europe, particularly in France, the Basque Country, Spain and Italy, I’ve yearned to be able to speak the native
language. To speak through another diminishes the quality and intensity of the conversation. Until I went to
school, I had a conversational knowledge of each, but over the years, alas, I’ve lost it.
School in Carson City consisted of the usual 12 grades, but all 12 were housed in one building! It was just
three blocks from home. When I see the difficulty these days that my grandchildren have in just getting to school,
I harken back to our “good old days” when school was three short blocks from home.
Our class, which averaged about 30 students, went to school in that same building for II years, all the way
from the ground floor to the second floor as “mighty” Juniors.
In 1937, the school board decided to open a new high school a couple of blocks up the street. I remember our
first visit to our new school. For us athletes, the high point was a new gym that could seat as many as 500 people.
No longer would we have to play in the old armory across town, which had long since outlived its usefulness.
If I were to describe my school in those days from my present perspective, I would use the words “stability and
constancy.” The teachers often spent their entire careers teaching the same grade in the same school. They taught
traditional subjects in the traditional style. Reading, writing and arithmetic, and variations thereof were the order
of the day.
Whatever those old-timers did served us well. In later years, at the university, in law school, and later in
professional life, we Laxalts were always able to compete. Our early training in English under a young teacher
named Grace Bordewich was invaluable. My brother Bob, the writer, would be the first to credit Grace for
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spawning his later career as an author.
In the 1930s, Carson City proclaimed itself “the smallest capital in the world.” And it was! In those days, its
population was a little more than a thousand people.
Since it was the seat of government where the Capitol and various state buildings were located, most of the
residents were directly or indirectly connected to the state government. A large percentage from Carson High took
state jobs after they graduated. Most then served until they retired. Many never left the Carson City area.
Looking back, life was so simple in those days. Perhaps too simple. As in all small towns, the general lament
among the young was,
“I can hardly wait to get out of this one-horse town.”
Horizons were very limited. So was access to outside information. There was no television. I don’t recall any
of the news magazines or any discussion about them. Certainly, no one had heard of The New York Times or The
Washington Post. If we wanted to find out what was going on in the outside world, information had to be gleaned
from Movietone News, Current Events at school or from our radios. In any case, living in an informational
wasteland didn’t bother us any. We really didn’t give a damn what happened outside of Carson City. It was pretty
much our whole world.
Even though it was the state capital, Carson City had few paved steets. Carson Street, the main drag, was
paved and had diagonal parking. In the early days, we had bike races on Carson Street. Any motorist who
interrupted them was greeted with contempt.
We had one movie house, the Carson Theater. Admission: 25 cents. It was there that I first succumbed to hero
worship, consisting mainly of Western stars such as Tom Mix, Buck Jones, Hopalong Cassidy and Roy Rogers. I
don’t remember any women making the list, mainly, I’m sure, because they seemed so remote and unattainable.
What in the world would a kid from Carson City do with a fancily dressed, bejeweled beauty who wanted to dine
at “21” in New York City.
When I was 15, I became a golf caddy at Glenbrook, Lake Tahoe, a bastion of “old wealth.” For me, it was a
new world hearing wealthy golfers talk about strangers such as Hitler and Mussolini, and what a “son-of-a-bitch”
President Roosevelt was.
It was also at Glenbrook that I had the great fortune of playing tennis with Helen Wills Moody, one of the
greatest women tennis players of all time. During her illustrious career, she won 31 major titles, including eight
Wimbletons and seven U.S. Open singles titles.
In 1937, Mrs. Moody had come to Glenbrook to establish residence for a Nevada divorce. She asked the locals
for some names of people with whom she might practice. Since I had just won a junior tournament, I was
recommended.
For several weeks, I had the privilege of playing almost daily with Mrs. Moody. As a result, she completely
overhauled my tennis game, and I went on to play in high school and college and still enjoy playing competitively
to this day.
*
After a few years of living in the back of the hotel, Momma Laxalt decided to buy a house at 402 North
Minnesota Street. As I remember, it cost about $3000. It had some historical significance, which was lost on me
as a child and remains so now.
Compared to our cramped quarters in the hotel, the house seemed immense. It had a huge living room
adjoining an equally large dining room, which in later years proved to be the center for family get-togethers. We
also “brought in” the 1962 Lieutenant Governor, 1964 Senate and 1966 Governor races in those rooms.
The house was short of bedrooms for our brood. Two bedrooms didn’t do it. Mom solved the problem by
having a screen porch attached to the back of the house. This became a dorm of sort for us four boys. Great in the
summer, but a killer in the winter. Considering there were no windows, only screens, sleeping out there was quite
a challenge—or so it seems in retrospect. Yet we youngsters didn’t think it was any big deal.
Our home was across the street from Judge Clark Guild’s stately house, replete with turrets. The neighborhood
was in what is now the heart of the historical district with large frame houses with porches, most of which were
built in the late 19th Century.
The location couldn’t have been better: Three blocks from school and church; four blocks from downtown;
four blocks to an open pasture of ranches to the west of Carson where we could roam wild and free from the stress
and tension of “city life.”
When I have told my children and later my grandchildren how we fared under Theresa “The Warden” Laxalt,
I’ve had the impression they thought I was spinning tall tales.
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She was the unquestioned “boss.” Pop was making his family contribution by herding sheep in some distant
range. It was Mom’s responsibility to raise six kids.
And raise us she did … in “old country” fashion. There were no guests for dinner. Certainly no overnight
guests. Come to think of it, I don’t recall in the years I was in school staying overnight at any house.
Mom subscribed to the early-to-bed-early-to-rise school of thought. This was just as well, for there wasn’t
much to do at night except listen to the radio (such shows as “The Shadow” and “Jack Armstrong” which were
over early in any case).
There were no disciplinary problems in our house, at least none that I recall. There were no problems because
no one would dare challenge Mom. Her word was the absolute law. There certainly weren’t any “Come, let us
reason together” sessions. She didn’t believe in democracy when it came to family matters.
Her administration was an iron-handed dictatorship with no semblance of “due process.” Authority was to be
respected, never challenged, whether in school, in church or at home. I suppose that in these so-called enlightened
days of parenting her approach would be regarded as harsh and outdated. I won’t discuss that here, but I do know
that Mom’s hard-line approach worked.
Mom was intensely religious. We lived only a short distance from St. Theresa’s Catholic Church, which was
like a second home.
The church was presided over by Monseignor Henry J. Wientjes, a Dutch priest who served his parishoners in
Carson City unselfishly for 24 years until his retirement in 1959.
He believed that parishoners should carry their share by contributing handsomely to his many collections.
Realizing that some might need a little nudge once in a while, he would on certain occasions read the
contributions from his pulpit. As kids, we were always proud to see Mom top the list with a contribution of $10.
As the eldest, I was quickly drafted by Monsignor and Mom to be an altar boy. In the winter, I also served the
Lord as the “furnace man” by lighting the church furnace at three or four in the morning. That duty, as much as
anything, tested my faith in the Roman Catholic Church.
I did my work so well that by the time I was about 14, Monsignor and Mom conspired that I should become a
priest. They wanted to send me to a seminary in California the next fall.
Now, I didn’t mind being an altar boy or even the “furnace man,” but becoming a priest was going too far, in
my opinion. A few days before my dreaded departure for the seminary, I really started to feel “the noose
tightening.” Going to Mom and Monsignor would, I was sure, be a waste of time. They weren’t about to thwart
“God’s will.” So, I went to Pop, who fortunately was home from the hills.
Never had I gone to him to “appeal” any decision of Mom’s. Because his work with the sheep kept him away
from home so much, he simply didn’t intrude and backed Mom completely when it came to family decisions.
“Pop,” I said, “Mom and Monsignor want me to go to a school in California to become a priest. I know that it
would be an honor for the family, but I don’t think I'm cut out to be a priest. Do I have to go?” He said,
“No, you don’t, Paul. It would be wrong for you, and the church, if you haven’t been called. Don’t worry about
it. I’ll talk to Momma.”
He did—and the idea never surfaced again. Mom never held it against me, but Monsignor was different. He
was decidedly cool toward me for awhile, but eventually he got over it. He probably figured that the church’s loss
was his gain. After all, how would he find such a highly-qualified “furnace man”?
I didn’t know until much later that the recruiting of new priests had extended to Reno. There, Maurice Welsh
agreed to go to the seminary and later became an excellent priest. He took great delight in telling people in later
years:
“And there I was at the train station waiting to go to the seminary in California with Paul Laxalt. But he never
showed!”
*
I’ll never know what seminary life was like, but life at Carson High School couldn’t have been more
enjoyable.
In 1937, our class was the first to go into the new high school. In addition to new classrooms, we had a brand
new gym and a football field—with grass, no less.
From the time we were able to throw a ball, each of us Laxalt boys loved athletics. Name the sport, we tried it.
We boxed, played basketball, football and even indulged in track. Later, we became golf and tennis addicts.
In the winter, when we were small, we often moved the furniture in the living room to the walls so we could
play a game of indoor football. I’ve often thought how patient Mom was for allowing her living room to be turned
into a gridiron. As a father, I doubt I would have!
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Of all the sports, basketball was the most popular in Carson City. I’ve heard about Indiana high school
basketball being a “religion,” but it couldn’t have been more important to a community than it was to Carson City.
We were blessed with a coach, George McElroy, who could motivate youngsters better than anyone else I’ve
ever met. Quiet and soft-spoken, he nonetheless was a strict disciplinarian. In the 1930s, little Carson High School
was the team to beat in all of Nevada. During one period, Coach McElroy led Carson to three straight state
championships. I was honored to play on the 1938 championship team.
Over the years, I’ve been blessed to be a part of many momentous and exciting events. But nothing will ever
match the sheer joy and excitement of the evening we won it all. The fans, the cheerleaders, our teammates—all
of us screamed our lungs out. Even Coach “Mac” managed a wan smile. And to top it all off: Momma Laxalt
enjoyed every minute of it—and was she ever proud!
Graduating from high school and going to college was so much easier then than it is now. Although Santa
Clara was a top school, all it took to get me in was a presentable transcript; a “sign off” by Monsignor Wientjes,
plus a trip with Momma Laxalt to Union Federal Savings to float a loan for $500 for my first year’s expenses.
Now, after recently going through the experience with my grandson, Adam—entrance exams, interviews,
endorsements by prominent alumni—I pine for those “good old days.”
We never thought about it much then, but the education we Laxalts received at Carson High must have been a
very good one. Later, we went to prime colleges throughout the country. We all owe our teachers like Grace
Bordewich and Coach McElroy a huge debt of gratitude.
2
If I’d had my way, I would happily have gone to the University of Nevada in Reno. Mom would have none of
it.
“You just want to go to Reno to drink beer and not do your studies.” (Little did she realize that while we
weren’t beer drinkers at Santa Clara, we became avid California wine drinkers—at $1.00 a gallon!) Instead, she
decided that her boys would be enrolled—some would say incarcerated—at Santa Clara University in Northern
California.
Santa Clara, at that time, was an all-male school with about 500 students. It was run by the Jesuits, an order
which was founded by a Basque—St. Ignatius. The school was well-walled, and local lore was to the effect that in
the “old days,” before I arrived, they even had dogs to make tertain the students wouldn’t drift away from campus.
Mom, in order to insure that I’d make it, decided that the family should hand-deliver me to the Father
President. The whole clan (Mom and six kids) loaded into Pop’s truck, with the back open, for our ride from
Carson City to Reno, where a train would carry us to Santa Clara. Pop, of course, took a pass. It was the first train
trip for us kids.
And so it was on a September day in 1940 that Theresa Laxalt entrusted me to the safekeeping of the Jesuits of
Santa Clara. Although Mom’s entourage seemed perfectly natural at the time, I suspect that Father President
thought that he had just been visited by the Beverly Hillbillies.
Santa Clara provided me with a marvelous academic education. I quickly became exposed to such exotic
subjects as philosophy, epistemology, world history, political science and religion. To this day, I can almost hear
my old professors whispering in my ears.
But my real education came from exposure to my fellow students. Santa Clara then enjoyed, as it does now, an
excellent reputation. As a result, it attracted students from around the country. We even had several students from
foreign countries. For a small town kid who thought that his horizons were broadened by meeting someone from
Reno, Santa Clara was a world-widening experience.
There I met students who became life-long friends. Stan Patrick was my roommate after my first year. He was
an All-American high school basketball player from St. Leo’s on the Southside of Chicago, who, although only
6’1” could jump like a deer. At Santa Clara, he set many scoring records.
He was such a marvelous all-round athlete that one day Buck Shaw, Santa Clara’s outstanding football coach,
who would later coach the Eagles\fn{ The Philadelphia Eagles:H} to the NFL championship, saw Stan punting and
promptly drafted him. After a few pratfalls, initiated by our opponents, Stan lost interest in football and
concentrated on the more genteel game of basketball.
Aside from our mutual athletic interests, Stan and I hit it off because we were both “first generation”—the
children of immigrant parents. His dad’s name was Patrickus, but as so often happened in those days, in an effort
to be “Americanized,” Patrickus became Patrick.
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After the war, Stan went on to graduate from the University of Illinois and marry his beautiful wife, Betty. He
later became one of the originals in the Basketball Association of America, the forerunner to the NBA. Thereafter,
he taught school and coached in his wife’s home-town of Belvedere, Illinois, until he retired. To this day, we stay
in touch, although Betty passed away while I was writing this book.
Wally McGovern also became a close friend. He was an all-star basketball player from Seattle. At Santa Clara,
he became the playmaker, equivalent to a point guard these days. All heart, he invited Stan and me to be his guests
at the McGovern family home in Seattle, where we worked as longshoremen for one of our college summers. That
experience convinced us that a comfortable job involving inside work, with much less heavy lifting, was the way
to go.
Wally went on to become a Naval officer, a lawyer and a highly-respected federal judge in Seattle. He and his
wife, Rita, continue to be close friends of ours.
For an athlete like me, Santa Clara was heaven. Buck Shaw, the fabled “Silver Fox,” was the football coach. In
the late 1930s, he had the best five-year football record nationally of any major university. At the time, Santa
Clara was called “the Notre Dame of the West.”
Of particular pride to Nevadans like me was the fact that Frank Petersen of Reno High School became a firststring halfback under Shaw. Frank, who later became a Reno lawyer, was for many years one of Nevada’s greatest
football players.
For a youngster from Carson High where a “crowd” at a football game would be fewer than a thousand fans, I
was thrilled with my first visit to Kezar Stadium in San Francisco, which was filled with 60,000 shouting fans. It
was a spine-tingling experience for me.
Santa Clara also excelled in basketball. By the time I arrived, they had a national reputation, even playing in
New York’s famed Madison Square Garden. After the war, such stars as Bruce Hale, Bob Feerick, Marty Passaglia
and others went on to make their marks with professional teams.
But in the small town of Santa Clara, football was king. One day attending Mass, I heard the parish priest refer
to the twelve apostles as the Santa Clara football team and one substitute!
Despite the fact that we were under a near-constant curfew, we had an adequate social life. Although most of
us were nearly always broke (my allowance was five dollars a month, which I usually shared with Patrick and
McGovern), we managed to go to an occasional movie (25 cents) and have a milkshake at the local creamery (10
cents). As a result of our constant hitch-hiking, which was a relatively safe and benign activity in those days,
transportation was never a problem. An "S.C.” letter sweater was a cinch to get a ride to nearby San Jose.
*
Several of us went to a movie in San Jose on December 7, 1941. As we left the theater, all hell had broken
loose. Newspaper “Extras” were everywhere, announcing that Pearl Harbor had been bombed by the Japanese.
Our first reaction, like that of most Americans, was,
“Where the hell is Pearl Harbor?”
Beyond that, I don’t recall any hand-wringing among the students. For all we knew, this would all be over far
before any of us would be called up.
Being totally non-political, we had no idea that Pearl Harbor would trigger a war that would change our lives
forever. Before it was over, many of our fellow students would go to war and never come home.
As the months wore on, it became clearer that it was not “if” but “when” we would all go into the service.
More and more, we made it our business to be educated about the various services. The question became:
“Should we go into the Army, Navy, Air Corps or Marine Corps?”
Not once did I hear anyone discuss how he could avoid service. If anyone had questioned our involvement in
the war or even thought about leaving for Canada or anyplace else, he would have been strung up on the nearest
yardarm. Different war; different times.
In the summer of 1942, the Army had done a full-court press on those Santa Clarans who hadn’t already
committed. Their pitch was that if we signed up, we’d be able to complete our junior year before being called.
Many of us signed up and became members of the Army Enlisted Reserve Corps (E.R.C.).
The year 1943 seemed oddly peaceful—at first. We knew we’d be leaving for military service by the end of the
school year, but at the moment that seemed far off. Studies, athletics and life went forward as if we were
insulated. In the spring, we even conducted our school elections, knowing full well that if elected there was no
way we could serve.
*
Our E.R.C. unit was “mustered in” at Fort Ord, California, on the coast near Monterey. We arrived from Santa
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Clara by bus. It was a far cry from our school vacations when we traveled to the Monterey and Carmel beaches to
stay at one of the summer homes of the parents of our Santa Clara friends. In those carefree days, we looked
forward to a few “beach days” with good friends. Now, we were headed toward a new life in the Army. With all
the “horror stories” we’d heard about basic training and overseas combat, our future didn’t seem too appealing.
Fort Ord gave us a first look at what our lives would be like in the service of our country. We were quickly
issued clothing and other essentials. And, of course, we had to have our “shots.”
Many had never had a vaccination before. To see in line ahead of me big, hulking men the size of football
players, keel over like falling timber was not reassuring. Reminding myself that having a needle stuck into my
arm was no big deal, that the fear was all in my head, when my turn came, I stepped up bravely, thrust my arm
forward, took the shot like a man—and promptly passed out.
Ord included various tests to determine our strengths and weaknesses, both physically and emotionally. That
testing resulted in each of us being “classified” for assignment to the proper unit. Since my phobias included not
being able to stand the sight of blood or shots in the arm, the Army, in its wisdom, assigned me to the Medical
Corps.
As a result, I was soon off on a long, rainy ride to Camp Barkeley, in central Texas near Abilene. Camp
Barkeley was activated in 1941 as an infantry division training center, specializing in basic training. At Barkeley,
our quarters consisted of pyramidal tents. Each tent had a senior noncommissioned officer from the regular Army
assigned to it. Wisely, the powers that be had decided that we college “slobs” needed someone to maintain order.
We learned all about footlockers and how to pack them properly. With six men to a tent, there was no place for
strewn clothes. Everything had to be carefully hung and stored. Since then, I’ve often thought that service life
caused milIions of young Americans to be far more tidy and organized than they would have been otherwise.
I guess that “basic” was good for us in a perverse way. Our routine—reveille at dawn, forced marches up to 25
miles, overnight bivouacs, obstacle courses, lengthy and tedious lectures given by bored lecturers (which tested
fully our ability to stay awake)—made life so miserable that we thought combat would be a welcome relief
After basic, we trainees went in several directions. Many went straight to combat units. Most went, as did I, for
further training. Since I was classified as a “medic,” I was assigned to Fort Sam Houston in San Antonio, Texas.
After “Tent City” at Barkeley, “Fort Sam” seemed like checking into the Plaza Hotel in New York City. At the
time, Fort Sam was one of the old Army military bases with immaculate grounds, buildings, golf courses and
tennis courts. Of particular importance were the barracks assigned to us—as big and comfortable as barracks can
be. It seemed like heaven to us recent basic trainees.
Then the humidity hit! Coming from Nevada and Northern California, I’d never experienced humidity. To
leave the post in a bus, freshly laundered and pressed, and arrive in downtown San Antonio a soaking mess was a
shock. This was all before air conditioning was generally available. It was so hot and wet during the summer that
three or four showers per night were not uncommon.
I was assigned to the 18th Medical General Laboratory, a brand new outfit, whose purpose was to bring lab
facilities into the field and to conduct battlefield research, such as the effect of a flame-thrower on the human skin
and other pleasant subjects.
The outfit was small (fewer than 100 men) and composed almost exclusively of doctors, lab technicians and
other research types who probably wondered what they’d done to deserve getting into such an unmilitary outfit. It
bore a striking resemblance to televisions “M.A.S.H.”\fn{ Mobile Army Surgical Hospital:H} unit.
Although long, forced marches werent required of us, the medical training for me was harrowing. It seemed
that each phase resulted in at least one complete “pass out.” Keep in mind that here was a guy who couldn’t stand
the sight of blood or who dissolved even at the prospect of being shot with a needle. Having that same guy walk
into an autopsy room where some GI in a white jacket is calmly sawing the skull of another GI, recently departed,
as part of an autopsy—well, you can guess the result.
The “pecker parade” was another winner. We were assigned for a period to Brooke General Hospital to observe
the genitals of our fellow GIs, and treat them for syphilis and gonorrhea. These poor guys who had contracted a
venereal disease really suffered. I’m sure that try as we might, we didn’t look very professional in treating them.
Early in our training, a gruff old sergeant who delighted in rattling wimps such as us would happily proclaim:
“Listen up. I know that some of you have problems with the needles. Hell, some of you can’t even take a shot
in the arm without passing out. (Boy, did he have me figured!) You’ll soon be in combat situations where you’ll
be drowning in the blood of the wounded. During the next few weeks, we’ll try to make half-ass medics out of
you, including how to draw blood. On graduation day—a few weeks from now—we’ll divide you into pairs, and
each of you will draw blood from the other.”
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His merely saying it caused me to go into a cold sweat. The thought of not only sticking a needle into one of
my buddy’s veins, but also drawing blood, was more than I could bear. I learned later that quite a few others had
reacted the same way.
On graduation day, the dreaded moment came. We drew lots to see who would stick whom. Bill White and I
drew one another. Bill was aptly named. He was a skinny kid with a ghostly look about him. We flipped a coin to
see who would go first.
Unhappily, I won. I summoned all the courage I could so that Bill, who sensed my fear, wouldn’t panic. I
applied the tourniquet and asked him to pump his hand. Then I picked up the needle and syringe and shakily
pointed it at a decent sized vein that even I couldn’t miss,
During training we’d been instructed that the needle should be inserted laterally. I tried but failed. Instead of
slipping into the vein, I went through it, causing a hematoma. Blood started to ooze slowly over Bill’s arm. His
eyes rolled back, and he keeled over in a dead faint. Instantly, so did I.
We awoke on the floor—to uproarious laughter from our classmates. Who would have thought that in a few
months, I’d be in combat with blood everywhere, and I didn’t pass out once.
*
After graduation, the 18th received orders for us to be shipped overseas—through Seattle. After a few weeks of
orientation at Fort Lewis, we were assigned to a troop ship headed to Oahu in the Hawaiian Islands. We didn’t
know it then, but for some of us, Oahu was just a stopping-off place en route to General Douglas MacArthur’s
invasion of Leyte in the Philippines.
The trip from Seattle to Oahu was no fun. One unforgettable memory was the sight of thousands of GIs in
heavy seas, heaving with seasickess for a good portion of the trip. After that, the sight of Diamond Head on Oahu
looked like the gates of Heaven. We were billeted in a delightful place in the interior of the island called
Ekahanui, where an Army camp had been established in the midst of pineapple fields.
Labs were quickly established so that our researchers could do their work. We support troops tried to look busy
(an Army preoccupation). In between, we had frequent trips to Waikiki Beach and to Schofield barracks for
basketball games between college all-stars now in the service.
In spring 1944, a few of us were notified that we had been selected to join the 7 th Infantry Division.
Soon, we were in jungle training preparing for combat in the Pacific. We thought we were in pretty good shape
until we went into training on Oahu. Quickly, we recognized that being “combat ready” was a level we’d never
reached before or after.
After a few weeks, the expected orders came. We shipped out for Asia. Several thousand of us GIs boarded the
President Hayes, which had been a luxury liner. We spent some three months at sea, traveling from Oahu to New
Zealand, to Hollandia, Biak and eventually north to Leyte in the Philippines.
I wish I could say now—some 50 years later—that life on the Hayes was a pleasant experience. It wasn’t, by a
long shot. I suppose there were luxury suites somewhere, but we “dogfaces” didn’t see them. Our quarters were
on deck. The whole deck was allocated, in sections, to groups of six or seven. Each group was allocated one cot,
without a mattress. But a feather bed couldn’t have felt better! For the rest of the week, we slept on steel decking.
If it rained, and it often did, we put on our ponchos and waited out the storm. Boredom was our biggest
problem. We played cards by the hour.
Occasionally, we’d stop off at some isolated island for a “beer break.” Beer and coconuts were the order of the
day.
Considering the ship was full of combat infantry troops—many of whom had already fought in such places as
Guadalcanal and Tarawa—everyone got on fairly well. But those who had been in combat had a particular stare
that was frightening.
I’ve often thought of that ship. Considering the circumstances, a crowded boat full of trained killers waiting
anxiously to go into combat, it is a credit to the discipline of the troops that there weren’t any serious
confrontations.
*
In early October 1944, we were told that the 7 th and the 96th Infantry Divisions were going to lead the invasion
of Leyte, General Douglas MacArthur’s first target in the Philippines. It was at Leyte that the famous picture of
MacArthur was taken where he and his top aides are seen walking ashore in knee-deep water.
Never in history have so many ships been assembled in one area as there were in Leyte Harbor. MacArthur
later described it as “one of the greatest Armadas of history.” In total, there were about 700 carriers, battleships,
cruisers, destroyers, transports and landing craft. It was an amazing display of American power.
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It also demonstrated how well the Navy had recovered after the Pearl Harbor disaster less than three years
earlier.
The battle plan, as explained to us, was to soften up the invasion area with Naval shellfire prior to the actual
invasion. Our intelligence reports indicated the Japanese were “dug in” and would be formidable opposition. We’d
learned that lesson the hard way in previous Pacific island invasions where we’d suffered huge casualties. Since
General MacArthur had promised in 1942 when he was forced to leave the Philippines that “I shall return,” the
Leyte invasion had enormous implications, not only militarily but also psychologically. For MacArthur to return
successfully to the Philippines meant that the momentum of the Pacific War would be seen as having moved in
our direction.
After an awesome pounding of the Leyte coastal areas, the word came down that we would be invading the
next day, October 20, 1944.
The most difficult area was a place called Catlan Hill. The 96 th Division was to assault the hill. It was
composed mainly of college students. The naval fire had swept the hill mercilessly. During the shelling, there was
so much dust and dirt that we couldn’t even see the hill. Everyone felt that there couldn’t be many Japanese left.
Everyone was wrong—very wrong. When the 96th went in, they were met with fierce opposition, and casualties
were high.
The 7th went in at dawn. The night before, when the order came down, the troops grew quiet. Those who had
been in prior invasions knew well that the casualties could be even worse than what they had seen before.
To everyone’s surprise, our troops landed and established a foothold without great difficulty. Compared to the
invasion of Normandy, it was a “cakewalk.” There was scattered small arms fire, but nothing heavy.
*
After we landed, there began for me the most miserable and depressing 53 days of my life. All I can remember
now is a blur of rain, mud, foxholes, broken bodies, blood, gore and death. In 40 days, it rained 34 inches.
Everyone was constantly dog-tired, physically and emotionally. If anyone out there might think that war is
somehow glamorous, that surely was not my experience. It was awful.
We used tents to make a rough field hospital. One early morning, I just couldn’t function any longer and finally
crashed in a vacant cot in a tent full of wounded soldiers. After a few hours of sleep, I woke to find that the
soldiers on either side of me had died during the night.
At some time months before, an experience like that would have given me the “willies,” but by that time I was
so inured to horrible injuries and death that I had become numb to it, which was a necessity. Otherwise, my sanity
would have been endangered.
Over the years, I’ve blotted out most of my ugly Leyte memories. But one incident still remains with me.
One day the litter carriers brought in a young private who had suffered one of the toughest wounds one can
suffer in war—he’d been slashed by a bayonet from his stomach to his throat. Apparently, he’d been caught in a
foxhole by a Japanese soldier the night before. As I was tending to his horrible wound, he looked up at me, and in
a voice wracked with pain, said,
“Sergeant, do you suppose I’ll get a Purple Heart for this?”
He died shortly thereafter.
On another morning, I couldn’t believe it when I ran into a couple of wounded infantry officers—Bill
Cassinelli of Reno and Leon Etchemendy of Gardnerville—both of whom I’d known in Nevada. Fortunately, Bill.
and Leon survived, although Bill lost a leg.
One morning, our commanding officer advised those of us from the 18 th that we were being shipped back to
our outfit on Oahu. Talk about joy! Within days, during Christmas time, 1944, we returned “home” to Ekahanui.
My “Leyte trip” had cost me 40 pounds!
*
We returnees noticed right away that our buddies in the outfit treated us differently. We were now “combat
veterans.”
Within a few monshs, I decided that I’d try to become an officer. I was shipped to Fort Sill, in Oklahoma, and
was in the midst of training when the war in the Pacific ended, thanks to President Truman’s courage in
authorizing the use of the atom bombs in Japan.
A few months later, in late 1945, I was discharged. It was one of the happiest days of my life!
Not that the Army years weren’t helpful to me. The discipline, the organization, the travels, the people, and
above all, the satisfaction I derived from serving my country in wartime, these were all things that gave me
needed perspective in the years ahead.
762

But from the day I enlisted, I had lost my freedom. During my years in the service, I felt too often that I was in
a form of confinement. My joy reflected the fact that that was no longer the case.
For a boy whose father was a sheepherder, whose home was the hills and mountains of Nevada, not being able
to be fully in control of my life was at times a heavy burden.
3
I observed with regret the shoddy treatment accorded the Vietnam veterans when they returned home in the
1966s and 1970s. Was it their fault that they served honorably in an unpopular war? Did that make their unselfish
service for their country less meaningful? I don’t think so.
When we World War II vets returned home, we were treated as conquering heroes. Everywhere we went,
people thanked us for our service. We had helped save the world from the Nazis, the Fascists and the Japanese
militarists.
After my discharge, I went home to Carson City. For months, there was a holiday atmosphere. It was the same,
I’m sure, throughout the country. Each time a vet came home, it gave rise to a series of parties. They were
boisterous, happy occasions—and very “wet.”
Hardly anybody had trouble getting a job. Those of us who had their educations interrupted marked time until
the fall of 1946.
In June that year, I married Jackie Ross, the daughter of the city’s most prominent lawyer, at St. Theresa’s
Catholic Church. I’m afraid the groom brought nothing to the marriage but good will and good intentions. I was
so broke that I even borrowed my wedding suit from one of my friends. Our honeymoon trip was to a mountain
cabin in the Sierra Nevada. The Rosses even furnished the car for the trip. Obviously, no one could say that Jackie
Ross married Paul Laxalt for his money.
Marrying into the Ross family was a huge turning point in my life. John R. “Jack” Ross, in addition to being a
top lawyer, was one of the most prominent Republican politicians in the state. He had served previously as a
District Attorney in Lyon County, Nevada, and had run a good but losing race for Nevada Attorney General in
1942 against Alan Bible, who thereafter served with distinction in the U.S. Senate.
Aside from elective politics, Jack thoroughly enjoyed Republican party politics. He and his wife, Margaret,
were staunch Taft supporters in the Presidential race of 1948. The Rosses even traveled by car all the way to
Philadelphia for the national Republican convention.
Exposure to the Rosses and their friends—leading political figures of Nevada—broadened my horizons
considerably and contributed later to my decision to go into elective politics.
Jack was one of the most brilliant men I’ve ever known. It’s a shame that his destiny wasn’t Washington, D.C.
He would have been a giant there. Instead of political office, he became a federal judge, and served with
distinction for many years until he died prematurely in 1963 from a stroke.
*
After our marriage, Jackie and I had to decide upon our future. I was ambivalent. Medical school in Saint
Louis, where my Army C.O.\fn{Commanding Officer:H} was a dean, was a possibility. But it was clear that my
history major at Santa Clara didn’t help much to qualify me for medical school. To qualify would require a couple
of more years of undergraduate studies, and we were too impatient to wait.
We finally decided on Santa Clara Law School.
I’m sure the “Ross influence” had much to do with that call. Besides, Santa Clara, like most universities,
permitted veterans to enter law school after three years rather than fulfill the usual four years of undergraduate
work. So, in fall 1946, off we went to Santa Clara for me to become a lawyer.
If it hadn’t been for the GI Bill, law school would have been out of the question financially. In later years,
when I decried excessive federal spending, guess which program was always excepted?
I’m not sure if Santa Clara was ready for the returning vets and their wives. The law school was heavily
influenced by Ivy League-types who were as traditional as they come. They felt that the practice of law was for
the select few, and students should come from established “legal families.”
World War II changed all that. As a result, the legal profession became fully democratized.
For a school that had only been for men since its inception, Santa Clara did its best to accommodate the influx
of married couples. They developed an area within the campus for “married housing.” This consisted of several
prefabricated Quonset huts, with three or four couples assigned to each building. There was no soundproofing.
For a complex full of recently-returned vets with their newly acquired wives, all operating at a hormonal high, it
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made for many interesting situations.
For the GIs who had served overseas, the huts seemed not so bad, but our poor wives must have done a lot of
quiet suffering.
Returning to the books, particularly at a tough school, was difficult. In my own case, after years of not reading
anything heavier than a comic book or a detective novel, school was sheer hell. For one who hardly ever had to
crack a book before, it was wrenching to read and re-read and read yet again the cases before they sunk in. Added
to that was the old law school philosophy of scaring the hell out of the new, students from the first day. One of the
favorite tactics of terrorization was to assemble all first-year students. A grim faced dean would announce,
“Look to either side of you. Before this first year is over, only one of you will be left.”
Needless to say, this approach wasn’t too welcome for a bunch of grizzled vets.
Another source of pressure was the fact that the school had a policy of making grade “77” almost sacred. If
you made 77, you were “in.” If you managed only a 76, you were “out.”
Despite all the irritation and pressure, I managed to squeak through that first year. So did most of my
classmates, although some withdrew.
That summer I ran into Walt Schwed, one of my undergrad classmates before the war. He was from Denver
and had been going to law school at Denver University. His father was one of the leading lawyers in Colorado.
When I told Walt about my first year at Santa Clara, his reaction was instant.
“Hell, man, why go to a bullshit school like that? Denver’s different. Instead of trying to push you out, they do
everything possible to keep you in.”
Walt noted that D.U. recognized that vets were far more mature than typical students and were serious about
both school and graduating.
That’s all I needed to hear. Jackie agreed that a move to Denver was right for us. Her father wasn’t so sure. He
wasn’t used to law school students transferring after one year. He probably wasn’t sure whether his new son-inlaw was a “rolling stone flake.” But he didn’t stand in the way and even furnished us with a new Fraser
automobile for the long journey from Carson City to Denver.
*
So in the fall of 1947, the Paul Laxalts went to Denver. Before long, we found a one-room apartment on the
top floor of an old house in East Denver. The postage stamp-size kitchen had been created out of an old closet.
When the in-laws came to visit, they were aghast, but we convinced them we were doing fine.
Many years later, when we lived in the Governor’s Mansion, we’d harken back to our “closet” days in Denver
and with some wonderment tried to understand why we were so content there. Perhaps it was because we were
living such basic lives, living “without” in order to achieve our goal of obtaining a law degree.
D.U. law school in those days was operating out of various storefronts downtown. It had just the bare
necessities—classrooms, a small library and a dedicated faculty, most of whom had other jobs in order to make
ends meet. But what a marvelous education they gave us in the most positive environment any student could
want!
D.U. was progressive in its approach, too, and far ahead of most traditional law schools. The school was
located in the same area as the state courts. If we were studying criminal law, for example, and a comparable case
was being tried in the court there, off we’d go to.the courtroom to see justice in action.
Seeing it live was far more meaningful than simply reading about it in some casebook. This early courtroom
experience served me well when I started trying cases in Nevada. When I graduated, as the old saying went, I
“knew where the courthouse was” and what went on there, unlike most law school graduates who had spent their
school days almost wholly in the world of “academic cases” with little or no attention given to the practicality of
actually practicing law.
In later years, I became a good frieqd of John Love, who became Governor of Colorado, and Pete Domenici,
who became a U.S. Senator from New Mexico. As fellow alumni, both shared my positive sentiments about the
D.U. Law School. Many years later, our oldest daughter, Gail, graduated from D.U. and successfully practiced
law in Denver until she opted to become a full-time wife and mother.
After a couple years, working right through the summers, I graduated from law school. After flirting briefly
with staying in Colorado, we decided to go home to Nevada. A strong motivator was the fact that my father-inlaw, Jack Ross, said that I could practice with him.
Next came the bar exam. After years of college and law school, a law student’s professional future still is very
much in doubt until he successfully concludes his or her “baptism of fire”—the bar exam.
Since the exam covered three years of material, most of us took a refresher course. Mine was in San Francisco
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and was conducted by a legal genius by the name of Witkin. It lasted several weeks and was as tedious as law
school.
In fall 1949, I took the Nevada Bar Exam. The bar exam in those days took three days. It consisted of hours of
answering questions based upon various subjects of law. Three long days of unshirted hell! Then came the “sweat
period,” which lasted several days.
Finally, in November 1949, the great news came! I had passed! All I had to do was take the oath, and I’d be a
full-fledged lawyer! For a kid who came from the most humble beginnings, this was pretty heady stuff. It took my
practical Mom, as usual, to bring me down to earth. While proud of her eldest, she pointed out that all I had was a
license to practice law. It would be years before I really became a real lawyer.
How right she was!
*
Jackie and I, in true Catholic fashion, had tried for some five years to have children. After some heartbreaking
miscarriages, we received the sad news that Jackie probably would not be able to have children. We decided to
adopt.
Adoption in those days was far less complicated than it is now. We simply applied to the Catholic Welfare
people in Reno. After an investigation, we were approved. Within weeks, we received word that a beautiful baby
had been born on October 12, 1951, in San Francisco, and was ready to be hand-delivered to us. What joy is was
holding Gail in our arms for the first time (tempered a bit by the fact that she wet all over my lap right off the
bat)!
The experience was so beautiful that we soon adopted John Paul as a newborn, too, also born in San Francisco.
Thereafter, we adopted Sheila, Jackie’s niece, whose mother had died. Then, as so often happens, the floodgates
opened. In short order, Jackie gave birth to Michelle, Kevin and Kathleen. Within a few short years, the Paul
Laxalt family had grown from two to eight!
*
John R. “Jack” Ross announced in November 1949, that he had a new associate in his law office by the name
of Paul D. Laxalt. Under his careful and competent tutelage, I started to learn the basics of practicing law.
Before long, I had completed my first brief which he proudly presented to me at a family dinner, drafted my
first complaint, completed my first title search, made my first court appearance (carried Jack’s books) and had my
first client interview and collected my first fee ($150).
I couldn’t have served a more productive internship. To break in under Jack’s watchful eye was so valuable to
me in later years. For that, and his friendship and support, I shall be forever grateful. …
*NEW HAMPSHIRE*
199.38 Excerpt from Female Quixotism\fn{by Tabitha Gilman Tenney (1762-1837)} Exeter, Rockingham County, New
Hampshire, U.S.A. (F) 15
1
On the beautiful banks of the Delaware, about thirty miles from Philadelphia, dwelt a worthy and venerable
man, by the name of Sheldon. In his younger days, he had been a considerable traveller, and had consequently
seen much of the world. Some disappointments and mortifications, to which a turn of mind somewhat singular
had subjected him, in some European city, had inspired him with a total dislike of all populous places. On his
return, therefore, from his last foreign tour, he could not be persuaded to fix his residence in Philadelphia, the
place of his nativity; but having married a wife, a necessary ingredient in man’s domestic happiness, he purchased
an estate near enough to this capital of North America, to enjoy its conveniences and the society of a few of its
inhabitants, for whom he had a particular friendship; and devoted himself to agriculture.
One daughter was the only fruit of this connexion.—Her history, being filled with incidents of a singular
nature, we are now about to give to the public.
At the age of three years, this child had the misfortune to lose an excellent mother, whose advice would have
pointed out to her the plain rational path of life; and prevented her imagination from being filled with the airy
delusions and visionary dreams of love and raptures, darts, fire and flames, with which the indiscreet writers of
that fascinating kind of books, denominated Novels, fill the heads of artless young girls, to their great injury, and
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sometimes to their utter ruin.
Little Dorcas, for so was our heroine called after her paternal grandmother, was too young to be sensible of the
loss she had sustained; but her father lamented their common bereavement with keen and unutterable anguish. It
is wisely ordered, by a kind Providence, that time should blunt the edge of the sharpest sorrows. Were it
otherwise, and were our grief for the death of a dear friend to be always as lively and keen as in its first days, life
would be a burden too heavy to be borne. But, thanks to that benign Power, who kindly “tempers the wind to the
shorn lamb,” every day usually lessens its poignancy.
Thus it was with Mr. Sheldon. By degrees his grief subsided, and his affection for his infant daughter
increased, till it engrossed almost every thought of his mind; and his very existence seemed to be bound up in
her’s. He attended to her education with the utmost care and assiduity; procuring her suitable instructors of every
kind, and frequently executing the pleasing office himself, for which his native good sense and various
acquirements eminently fitted him. In every branch of her education, Miss Sheldon made great proficiency. She
had received from nature a good understanding, a lively fancy, an amiable cheerful temper, and a kind and
affectionate heart.
What a number of valuable qualities were here blended! But it is a mortifying truth that perfection is not to be
found in human nature. With all these engaging endowments, she was unfortunately of a very romantic turn, had a
smal1gegree of obstinacy, and a spice too much of vanity.
Now I suppose it will be expected that, in imitation of sister novel writers (for the ladies of late seem to have
almost appropriated this department of writing) I should describe her as distinguished by the elegant form,
delicately turned limbs, auburn hair, alabaster skin, heavenly languishing eyes, silken eyelashes, rosy cheeks,
aquiline nose, ruby lips, dimpled chin, and azure veins, with which almost all our heroines of romance are
indiscriminately decorated. In truth she possessed few of those beauties, in any great degree. She was of a
middling stature, a little embonpoint,\fn{ Stout} but neither elegant nor clumsy. Her complexion was rather dark;
her skin somewhat rough; and features remarkable neither for beauty nor deformity. Her eyes were gray and full
of expression, and her whole countenance rather pleasing than otherwise.
In short, she was a middling kind of person; like the greater part of her countrywomen; such as no man would
be smitten with at first sight, but such as any man might love upon intimate acquaintance.
Mr. Sheldon, as was before observed, had conceived an extreme aversion to cities. He therefore, after the death
of his wife, visited Philadelphia but rarely; and still more rarely took his daughter thither. In his neighbourhood
were a few genteel families, with whom he associated occasionally; but with one only intimately. He had a
fondness for books which he indulged to the utmost extent. History was his favourite reading; and next to that (a
singular taste for a man) he delighted in novels. Consequently his library was furnished with the best histories,
ancient and modem; and every novel, good, bad and indifferent, which the bookstores of Philadelphia afforded.
Miss Dorcas Sheldon, either from nature or education, possessed nearly the same taste in books as her father,
with this difference only, that novels were her study, and history only her amusement. Mr. Sheldon, who himself
had experienced nothing but pleasure in the time spent in reading the former, unfortunately indulged his daughter
in the full latitude of her inclination; never considering their dangerous tendency to a young inexperienced female
mind; nor the false ideas of life and manners, with which they would inspire a fanciful girl, educated in retirement
and totally unacquainted with the ways of the world.
One year after another passed away in great harmony and domestic happiness, Dorcas dividing her time
between her father, (of whom she was extremely fond) the superintendance of his domestic concerns, and her
favourite occupation of reading, till she had reached her eighteenth year.
At this time Miss Dorcas became extremely dissatisfied with her unfashionable and unromantic name; but as
she could not easily change it, she was determined to alter and give it a romantic termination. She, therefore, one
day, after expressing great dislike to it, begged her father, in future, to call her Dorcasina. Mr. Sheldon laughed, at
first, at the whim which she had conceived, and endeavoured to rally her out of it; but finding that it was to her a
matter of serious importance, and thinking there could be neither harm nor impropriety in granting her request, he
acceded to her wishes, and she was ever after called Dorcasina.
About two years after this, a circumstance happened which formed an important era in the life of Miss
Dorcasina. Mr. Sheldon, one day, received a letter from an old esteemed friend in Virginia, whom he had not seen
for fifteen years, informing him of his intention of making him a visit; adding that he should bring with him his
only son, the stay and prop of his declining age, and the darling of his fondest affections. Lysander (by which
name we shall call the young gentleman) was about twenty-five. His person was noble and commanding; his
countenance open and liberal; and his address manly and pleasing. His understanding was rather solid than
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brilliant, and much improved by education and travel. His ideas of domestic happiness were just and rational; and
he judged from what he had observed, that an agreeable matrimonial connexion was much the happiest state in
life. He, therefore, wished to marry; but there happened to be no lady in the circle of his acquaintance, who
perfectly both satisfied his judgement, and pleased his fancy.
Miss Dorcasina, on perusing the letter, handed by her father, thought the time was now come, when she should
experience the sweet satisfaction of loving and being loved. The similarity of their circumstances; Lysander an
only son and she an only daughter; the old gentleman’s coming so far to see her father; his never having done it
before; and his bringing his son with him, all served to confirm her in the opinion, that he was the person decreed
by the stars to become her husband.
She would, to be sure, have been better pleased, had their acquaintance commenced in a more romantic
manner. She wished that, in passing by, his carriage had broken down, and he been brought in wounded; or, that
he had accidentally met her scouring the woods on horseback (an amusement in which she took great delight) and
that her horse being unruly, he had arrived just in time to save her from falling; or, which would have been still
more to her taste, that some resolute fellow, in love with her to distraction, but who had made no impression on
her heart, had carried her off by force to marry her, and that Lysander had rescued her by his gallantry, and
conveyed her back in safety to the arms of her distressed parent. But as none of these romantic adventures, with
which she had been so delighted in novels, had ever happened to her, she thought she must be satisfied if, at their
first interview, he beheld her with raptures of delight; and of this she entertained not a shadow of doubt.
The night previous to the day, on which, with alternate emotions of hope, fear and pleasure, she expected the
arrival of Lysander, she returned at her usual hour to her chamber, attended by a female domestic, who, having
been brought up in the family from seven years old, had become her confidante and favourite. This she considered
indispensable; for it would have been entirely out of character, and setting aside a most essential circumstance in
the life of a heroine, not to have had either a friend, to whom she could confide the secret of her love, or a maid
who could be bribed by an enamorato, to place a letter in her way, and then confidentially assert that she knew not
from whence it came.
Both these characters are frequently united in the same person, as was the case in the present instance; for there
being no female among her acquaintance in the neighbourhood, whose notions of love were so refined, or, if you
please, so romantic, as were those of Miss Dorcasina, she declined all intimacy with them, and preferred Betty to
the double capacity of servant and confidante. Betty was a few years older than her mistress: she was a goodhearted, honest creature, possessed of a tolerably good natural understanding; but very ignorant and extremely
superstitious.
After Dorcasina had disposed herself in bed, she requested Betty to sit down by the bedside, saying she had
something of consequence to communicate. Betty having seated herself in an attentive posture, Dorcasina began
by informing her that it was impressed on her mind, that she and the young gentleman, who was next day
expected, should, at first sight, fall violently in love with each other; and that she had not the least doubt but he
was the person destined by Heaven to become her husband. Betty remaining silent, (for indeed she was at a loss
for a reply) Dorcasina thus continued:
“Though I know that love is stronger than death, and that with a beloved object a person may be happy on the
top of the Alleghanies, or among the snows of Greenland; yet I must confess I shall feel a sensible pain at quitting
my dear and affectionate father, and this delightful spot where I have passed all my life, and to which I feel the
strongest attachment. But what gives me the greatest pain, is, that I shall be obliged to live in Virginia, be served
by slaves, and be supported by the sweat, toil and blood of that unfortunate and miserable part of mankind.”
“Perhaps, ma’am,” said Betty, “Lysander and his father treat their slaves well, and they live comfortable and
happy.”
“Comfortable they may be,” replied Dorcasina, “but slavery and happiness are, in my opinion, totally
incompatible; ‘disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, slavery, thou art a bitter pill.’ They complain of the idle, thievish,
unfaithful disposition of their slaves; but let the proprietors in their turn, be degraded to servitude, let them be
made prisoners by the Algerines,\fn{ Natives of Algeria; i.e., “the arabs,” a sub-stratum of whom were generally supposed by the
date of the publication of this novel (1801) to be the source of slaves for North America:H } let them have task-masters set over
them, to drive them out to labour in herds, like the beasts of the field; then should we see whether they would be
more faithful or more industrious than the wretched Africans: then should we see whether, after a number of years
had elapsed, and they knew their servitude would terminate but with life, their minds would not become degraded
and vicious with their situation.”
“I heard your father and another gentleman arguing upon this very point, ma’am, t’other day; and says your
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father, says he, for I remembers his very words, ‘the most judicious among the proprietors of slaves think it is a
great evil transmitted them by theIr forefathers; but an evil they know not how to remedy.’”
“Yes, but there is a remedy,” replied Dorcasina, with quickness, {who by this time was warmed with the
subject, it being one upon which she never could with patience reflect) “it is said, that some whole districts in one
of the Southern States, have emancipated their slaves, and pay them wages for their labour; and that they find
their account in it; the negroes with a spirit of emulation and gratitude, performing much more service than while
held in bondage.”
“Well ma’am,” said Betty, “’tis pity you should make yourself so uneasy beforehand; perhaps you and the
young gentleman won’t fall so violently in love with each other as you imagine; and perhaps you never will
become his wife.”
“Oh! I have so strong a presentiment, that I am as sure of it as if we were actually married.”
“If that is the case,” said Betty (who seeing the young lady so fixed in her expectations, declined disputing
farther about it) “may be you will prove a blessing to the poor blacks. If you marry Lysander, perhaps, you can
coax him to set them at liberty, and hire them as you hire white servants.”
“Who knows but I shall,” exclaimed Dorcasina, quite transported with the idea, “and I assure you, Betty, my
influence shall be exerted to the utmost in their favour, when I become their mistress.”
Having no farther occasion for Betty, she dismissed her. She then indulged herself in the agreeable, humane,
but romantic idea, that, being the wife of Lysander, she should become the benefactress of his slaves. She even
extended her benevolent reveries beyond the plantation of her future husband, and, wrapt in the glow of
enthusiasm, saw his neighbours imitating his example, and others imitating them, till the spirit of justice and
humanity should extend to the utmost limits of the United States, and all the blacks be emancipated from
bondage, from New-Hampshire even to Georgia. By these pleasing illusions, her mind was so soothed and
composed that she soon become a fit companion for the drowsy god, who held her fast locked in his embraces till
late the next morning.
2
When Dorcasina arose, her features were lighted up with an unusual glow; and an uncommon degree of
expression sparkled in her eyes. Her father observing it, as they sat at breakfast, told her, that by the pleasure
which appeared in her countenance, he fancied her dreams had been agreeable. She blushed extremely at a
consciousness of the cause; but made him no reply. The whole of that day she amused herself by forming ideas of
the person of Lysander, and his first address when he should be introduced to her.
The long expected hour at length arrived. Just as they were sitting down to tea a carriage drove up to the gate,
and Lysander and his father were announced. The two old gentlemen were extremely pleased at meeting again,
after so long an absence. They had travelled together upon an intimate footing, in their youth; and had never met
but once since, which was in Philadelphia, fifteen years before. Mr. Sheldon received the son of his friend with
the greatest satisfaction; who, on his part, was equally pleased with a person whom he had so often heard his
father mention in terms of the warmest friendship. Mr. Sheldon then introducing his daughter to the father and
son, the latter complimented her in the same style of easy politeness in which he had done her father; no
trembling, no emotion, no hesitation in speaking to her.
What a thunder-stroke for poor Dorcasina, who had calculated upon piercing him through and through at the
very first glance! So great was her chagrin and disappointment, that she appeared to great disadvantage, sitting
silent and thoughtful through the tedious hours of evening, which to her had never before appeared so long.
Lysander, several times, politely endeavoured to engage her in conversation; but all his attempts proving fruitless,
he listened the remainder of the evening to the two old gentlemen, who were talking over the adventures of their
youth.
As soon as supper was over, and the gentlemen retired, Dorcasina retreated to her chamber, in a far different
state of mind from that in which she had entered it the evening preceding. Disappointed in her sanguine
expectations of making an immediate conquest of the heart of Lysander, she felt the same indifference towards
him that he had manifested towards her. Her mind being so warped by the false and romantic ideas of love, which
she had imbibed from her favourite authors, she never considered that the purest and most lasting affection is
founded upon esteem and the amiable qualities of the mind, rather than upon transitory personal attractions. Her
understanding was not, however, so entirely perverted as to prevent her seeing that she had, by her coolness and
reserve, treated Lysander in a very improper manner.
She, therefore, though baulked in her dearest hopes, determined to repair her fault, and to treat him with the
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same polite attention with which her conduct was marked towards every other person. With this determination she
composed herself to rest; not, however, without a sigh at the sudden downfal of the pleasing fabric she had the
night before raised.
Lysander, on his part, was much disappointed in Dorcasina, having heard that she was a sensible, agreeable,
and amiable girl. Amiable, he knew not but she might be; but she appeared far from agreeable; nor did he discover
any striking marks of understanding, either in her looks or conversation.
Dorcasina, the next morning, arose with more composure than she had experienced for some days before. She
frequently addressed her discourse to Lysander, resolved to make amends for her last night’s deficiency. Her usual
intelligence sparkled in her countenance; affability and attention to her guests, and duty and affection to her
father, were so eminently conspicuous, that Lysander could hardly persuade himself to believe that she was the
same cold, inanimate piece of clay he had attempted to converse with the preceding evening.
The two gentlemen were so well pleased with their visit, that they lengthened it out to almost a month; during
which time Lysander became insensibly fond of the company of Dorcasina; he discovered new beauties in her
every day; and saw so many proofs of her sweetness of temper, condescension to the servants, and duty and
affection to her father, that he thought he never had beheld a lady so well calculated to render a man happy; and,
although at first, he thought her ordinary in person, she now, by the force of her many engaging qualities,
appeared to his admiring eyes to be almost a beauty.
But he was not sensible of the strength of his attachment, till the time arrived to bid her adieu. The reluctance
with which he performed it, and the pain he felt at parting, fully convinced him that he had left his heart at L——.
As soon, therefore, as he reached home, he formed a design to address her by letter, on the subject of a
connexion. The only reason for not putting it in immediate execution, was the uncertainty of its success. He did
not relish the idea of a refusal. She being the only lady to whom he ever thought of making an offer of his hand,
he wished at least, to be sensible that he was not wholly indifferent to her.
He ran over in his mind every circumstance of her conduct towards him, and recognized in it a great deal of
sweetness and politeness; but nothing that indicated any partiality, or preference of him to any other gentleman
who was a guest at the house, even for a few hours. After having deliberated for several days and nights, (for so
much was his mind engaged in this affair, that it deprived him of a good part of his sleep) he determined to
communicate to her the sentiments with which she had inspired him, in the manner before mentioned; wisely
considering that such a prize was worth endeavouring to obtain, though he should fail in the attempt. He,
therefore, by the next post sent her the following letter:
Will the amiable Miss Sheldon be offended at my consulting her on a subject, in which my heart is deeply
interested? Before my late visit at L—— I never had seen the woman whom I wished to make my wife; but it was
impossible to live under the same roof with you a month, to have daily opportunities of observing your numerous
virtues and amiable qualities, and to remain indifferent to you. I knew not how deeply my heart was engaged, until I
had quitted your hospitable mansion. I then felt in it a void, which I am confident nothing but your presence can ever
fill. We are now no strangers to each other’s person, character or situation. I flatter myself, therefore, that you will not
judge this an abrupt declaration, or think me presuming when I solicit the happiness of being considered as your lover.
From the opinion I have of your goodness, I imagine that you will not take pleasure in inflicting pain, or in keeping in
suspense an honest heart, entirely devoted to you. I, therefore, beg the favour of you to grant me a speedy answer. If I
find I am not agreeable to you, it will render me extremely unhappy; but if my passions meet your approbation, I shall
esteem myself the most fortunate of mankind.
Lysander

Upon the perusal of this letter, Dorcasina experienced but one sentiment, and that was mortification. She read it
over and over again; and was, to the last degree, chagrined at its coldness. She compared it with various letters in
her favourite authors; and found it so widely different in style and sentiment, that she abhorred the idea of a
connexion with a person who could be the author of it. What added greatly to her disgust was, that he said not a
word of her personal charms, upon which she so much valued herself. Not even the slightest compliment to her
person; nothing of angel or goddess, raptures or flames, in the whole letter. She determined, therefore, without
much deliberation, to answer it in plain terms, and to give him a flat refusal; and accordingly wrote as follows:
Sir,
I received your letter safe by the post, and will answer you with the same sincerity by which it appears to have been
dictated. I know not the man who possesses a larger share of my esteem. I have noticed your good qualities, and
acknowledge your merit; and your friendship I should think it an honour to deserve. But my heart is untouched; and I
experienced not that violent emotion, at first sight of you, which always accompanies genuine love; nor do I think the
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passion with which I have inspired you, sufficiently ardent to ensure my happiness; as your letter was such as I suppose
your grandfather might write, were he, at the age of eighty, to take it into his head to marry. I hope you will not take
amiss the freedom with which I speak my sentiments, or suppose it the effect of levity; but be assured that it is from a
firm conviction, that we are not destined by Heaven to make each other happy. With sentiments of the highest esteem, I
wish to remain your friend,
Dorcasina Sheldon

Upon the receipt of this curious epistle, Lysander was lost in astonishment. He could hardly credit the evidence
of his own senses, or believe that the agreeable Miss Sheldon could think and write in so whimsical and romantic
a manner, when, upon every other subject, she conversed with the greatest good sense and propriety. He at length
concluded that to be her weak side; and endeavoured to console himself by reflecting that he was fortunate in
escaping a connexion with a woman whose ideas of matrimonial happiness were too exalted ever to be realized;
convinced that violent raptures are never lasting, and that the greatest connubial happiness is enjoyed, where the
passion on both sides is founded on the solid basis of esteem, and heightened by a knowledge of the good
qualities of the beloved object.
3
After this affair had passed over, there was nothing of the kind took place to disturb Dorcasina’s tranquillity for
a long period of time. Although the reputed heiress of a thousand pounds a year, which at that time was
considered, in America, as a great fortune, she was not troubled with many admirers. Several concurring causes
kept her free from solicitations of this kind; one of which was, that the retired manner in which she lived
prevented her from being very extensively known; add to this that some of the gentlemen who were fortunate
enough to be of her acquaintance, knew how much of her time was dedicated to novels, and how uneasy she was
when a new one appeared, till she could make herself mistress of it; reckoning these books her greatest treasures,
and perusing them, her supreme felicity. Those, therefore, who were acquainted with this circumstance,
notwithstanding the temptation of her money, and her agreeable person, were too prudent to think of seeking her
in marriage; wisely foreseeing the inconveniencies which would result from having a wife whose mind was
fraught with ideas of life and manners so widely different from what they appear on trial.
Others there were, who understood only that she spent much time in books, without any knowledge of the kind
which best pleased her. It was sufficient to keep them at a distance, to know that she read at all. Those enemies to
female improvement, thought a woman had no business with any book but the Bible, or perhaps the art of
cookery; believing that everything beyond these served only to disqualify her for the duties of domestic life.
Dorcasina passed that part of her life from her twentieth to her twenty-fourth year, between her books, her
attendance upon her father, and acts of piety and charity. Let not the youthful reader start at the mention of piety
in the catalogue of a young lady’s virtues; I can assure them that Miss Sheldon was really pious, but not
ostentatious; and the mild, charitable, and liberal complexion of her religion was one of her greatest ornaments.
Her mind was also “open as day to melting charity.” The fame of this virtue extended far beyond the sphere of her
own little neighbourhood. All the poor for many miles round applied to her, and were sure to be relieved; for it
was her invariable rule to send none away empty-hand; and the poor and weary traveller was sure to find
entertainment and refreshment under this hospitable roof.
It is true, she was sometimes imposed on by unworthy objects; but that gave her no uneasiness, as she was
frequently heard to say, that she had rather supply the wants of two unworthy objects, than that one worthy one
should go away dissatisfied. Some, perhaps, may wonder that her father did not put a check upon her liberality, as
age generally renders callous the sweet and fine feeling of benevolence. He had in his youth been as
enthusiastically charitable as his daughter, often observing that riches were put into the hands of one part of
mankind that they might assist the other; and that it was an incumbent duty upon the rich to impart liberally to
their poor brethren.
In other respects he was not of an expensive turn; and living considerably within his income, he was highly
gratified to have his beloved daughter become his almoner.\fn{ An office of royalty and the aristocracy during the Middle
Ages and before, which distributed charity to the poor and needy:H } He, therefore, with pleasure supplied her with whatever
money she had occasion for, as well to bestow in acts of charity as for any other purpose.
About this period an event happened in the neighbourhood, which afterwards became to Dorcasina a source of
great pleasure. This was no other than the birth of a daughter to a Mrs. Stanly, a very intimate friend and
acquaintance. Dorcasina was naturally fond of children; she was, therefore, highly gratified when her most
esteemed friend was blessed with a charming little girl; and immediately begged the favour of furnishing it with a
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name, a favour which the parents cheerfully granted. It was, therefore, agreeably to Dorcasina’s request,
christened by the names of Harriet Caroline Clementina, being the names of persons whose history she had taken
great delight in reading. An attention to, and fondness for this child, was now added to her other avocations, and
she seldom passed a day without seeing it, either at home or at Mr. Stanly’s.
This, Mrs. Stanly, in the infantine age of her daughter cheerfully permitted: but being a lady of an excellent
understanding, and great discretion, she very wisely determined, as soon as she should arrive at a proper age, to
send her out of the reach of Dorcasina’s influence, who she was sure, would not fail to infect the mind of her
young friend with the same poison which had operated so powerfully on her own. And this resolution she put in
practice some years after, by sending her to an entinent boarding-school in Philadelphia, with an express
injunction to the governess, never to indulge her in perusing novels: so great was her aversion to them, from
seeing their effects on a person, who, in other respects, was worthy of being held up as a perfect pattern of
goodness, discretion and virtue.
4
The thirty-fourth year of Dorcasina, was another remarkable era of her life, as at that age she was addressed in
a style of love and gallantry exactly adapted to her taste.
The year before, there had arrived at Philadelphia, from Europe, a young Irishman, about twenty-one years of
age. He was natural son to the steward of an Irish nobleman. During his lifetime, his father had kept him at
school. The boy was likely, impudent, and a good scholar; always at the head of all mischief in every school he
attended; and remarkable for having always a pack of cards in his pocket, and for attending every cock-fight and
horse-race, within a dozen miles of him. Upon the death of his father, which happened when he was about twenty,
being left in a destitute situation, he repaired to London, the general resort of people of all conditions, to try his
luck at gambling, or any other kind of villany which would procure him a subsistence.
Upon his first arrival at this metropolis, he chanced to form an acquaintance with a gang of young highway
robbers; who, finding him a lad of true spirit and mettle, persuaded him to attach himself to their company. In his
first attack, he was bold and successful, receiving fifty guineas for his share of the booty; but being afterwards
recognized by the person whom he had robbed, he was apprehended and committed to prison in order to take his
trial.
Here his reflections were not of the most pleasing nature, as he expected nothing less than to swing for his
villany; and he fully determined, in his own mind, that, should he have the good fortune to escape the impending
danger, he would forever renounce the business which brought him into it. The day of trial came, and with it an
increase of his terrors; but he escaped his expected fate by an error in the indictment.
Overjoyed at being once more at liberty, he continued firm in his determination of quitting an employment
which had led him into such dangers, in spite of all the remonstrances and even threats of his companions. He
next pitched upon an occupation\fn{ Cheating at cards:H} which he thought would be attended with less hazard, as it
was practiced by all ranks from the peer to the beggar. He was for some time successful and unsuspected; but
being elated by his good fortune, he became by degrees, so bold and unguarded in his practices, and was so
frequently detected in unfair play, that no person would venture to engage him.
He thought it now high time to decamp, and repair to some place, where, being unknown, he might pass
unsuspected. He hesitated for some time what part of the world to visit; but becoming accidentally acquainted
with a master of a vessel from America, he engaged passage for Philadelphia. The captain, though perfectly
acquainted with his character, was induced by the offer of a generous reward, to import him; never considering
what mischiefs have been occasioned to this country by its being an asylum to European convicts, fugitives from
justice, and other worthless characters.
On our young gentleman’s arrival in Philadelphia, he betook himself to his old employment of gambling, and
became equally notorious as he had been in London. Finding his credit ruined, he formed the resolution of
travelling over this extensive continent, to seek his fortune and get money by whatever means he could. The first
night of his peregrination, he happened to stop at L—— on the banks of the Delaware, the place of residence of
Dorcasina. Being a young fellow of genteel and engaging appearance, he was complimented with the best room in
the inn at which he put up.
Before he reached it, he passed the house of Mr. Sheldon, which being the best in the village, raised his
curiosity to know something of the owner: accordingly, when the landlord appeared, he requested to know to
whom it belonged. The landlord being of a communicative disposition, informed him of every particular
respecting the inhabitants, not forgetting Dorcasina’s affair with Lysander, which had been long publickly known,
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as well as her motives for refusing him. Our hero immediately perceived the weak side of her character, and
thought he might avail himself of the discovery to obtain possession of her person and future fortune.
Filled with these exhilerating ideas, he closed not his eyes during the whole night; but ruminating on the most
probable means of engaging the affections of his future dulcinea. Being informed by the loquacious landlord, that
she often walked alone in a beautiful grove behind her father’s house, upon the banks of the Delaware, revolving
the plan many times in his mind, he determined upon meeting her as if by chance, in this wood.
He was now just turned of twenty-two; his person was tall, well proportioned and graceful. He had fine black
eyes, good features, and a florid complexion. In a word, superficial observers would have called him handsome;
but those of more nice discernment would pretend to discover, by the expression of his countenance, that he
possessed neither a good heart, nor a good temper.
Be that as it may, he valued himself not a little upon his personal beauty, and thought, to a person of
Dorcasina’s ignorance of the world, and romantic turn of mind, he should be wholly irresistible. Possessed with
these flattering ideas, he arose with the sun, and he waited with impatience for the afternoon, that being the time
in which, he was informed, that Dorcasina generally took her solitary walks.
At four o’clock, on a warm summer’s day, he dressed himself to the greatest advantage; took with him his
flute, upon which he played in a masterly manner; put a book in his pocket, and sallied forth into the wood, armed
at all points for conquest, in the fullest expectation of making his fortune. He rambled about, upon his first
entrance, for some time, admiring the solitude and beauty of the grove. Indeed, nature seemed to have expressly
formed it a place in which lovers might breath their sighs, and pledge their mutual vows.
At length he seated himself upon a little knoll, surrounded by venerable elms, whose wide spreading branches
meeting with each other, formed a beautiful natural arbour, almost impervious to the rays of the sun. Having
rested himself a little, he pulled out his flute and played till the whole wood resounded with its melody. After
every tune he would stop, listen and look round, to see if he could not discover the divinity of the place. But no
mortal footstep was to be heard; no immortal goddess to be seen.
After having almost exhausted his breath, he threw aside his flute, and, taking out his book, began to read,
apparently with great attention; but his mind was otherwise engaged. He began at length to grow impatient; and
feared that he should not meet with the mistress, not of his soul, but what was in his opinion of much more
consequence, of a thousand pounds a year. After having turned over the book till he was weary, he again took up
his flute; when stopping after a tune to listen, he distinctly heard the sound of distant footsteps. They approach,
and his heart palpitates with unusual violence.
At length he perceives at a distance among the trees, a number of fine large cows, driven by a chubby-faced
boy, “who whistled as he went for want of thought.” These were no other than the cows of Mr. Sheldon, going to
pour their evening treasure into the pails of the ruddy milk-maids. The disappointment and vexation of O’Connor
(for that was the name of this Hibernian fortune-hunter) were almost too great for one of his sanguine temper to
bear. It being now after sunset, he almost despaired of seeing his charmer, for that day. He, however, addressing
the boy in a very condescending manner, asked where he lived, and to whom belonged all those fine cows. The
boy replied, that he lived in the great house yonder, and that the cows belonged to squire Sheldon. He then
inquired his name, and how old he was; and being answered that his name was Patrick, called him namesake,
(Patrick being the christian name of our adventurer) and, giving him a piece of money, dismissed him. All this he
did that it might be reported at the house, and possibly reach the ears of Dorcasina.
Nor was he deceived in his conjectures. The boy went home quite delighted, telling the milk-maid that he had
seen the beautifulest and the kindest gentleman, in the grove that he ever saw in his life; that he was not proud, for
he called him namesake, and gave him some money, which he shewed her; and finally, that he made the woods
ring again with his music. This intelligence was communicated by the milk-maid to Betty, and from her it went
immediately to the chamber of Dorcasina, where she was confined by a cold taken a few evenings before, by
walking too late in the grove, and which had prevented her on this day from making her appearance there.
Her imagination was immediately at work in conjecturing who this fine stranger could be. It was no
uncommon thing for the people in the vicinity to amuse themselves by walking in the grove; but she had never
met a stranger there alone. She asked Betty a thousand questions, which the latter being unable to answer, the boy
was called up, and every particular of his form, features, and dress inquired into, with surprising minuteness.
The answers given by Patrick served only to inflame her curiosity. His being seated with his flute and book,
indicated that he was not a traveller hastening to the end of his journey, but rather pursuing it leisurely, and
stopping to enjoy every agreeable situation; or it might be some person, who had come to reside in the country
during the intense heat of summer. At any rate, she regretted extremely her having been prevented from taking her
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accustomed and favourite walk, as there would have been something beautifully romantic in meeting an
accomplished stranger, in so retired and charming a spot. The idea of conquest immediately occurred; and she
gave her imagination the reins in forming the tender interviews and vows of everlasting love, which she would
probably receive, in a place so suited to inspire this passion.
As for O’Connor, he waited with the utmost impatience, until it became quite dark; when, chagrined at his
disappointment, in a musing and thoughtful mood, he slowly and reluctantly took his solitary way to his lodgings.
He was, however, too enterprising and persevering to give up the pursuit for one disappointment; but went to bed
fully determined to haunt the grove every day till he should meet there with the object of his wishes.
Accordingly, the next day, he repaired to the spot, dressed in a more elegant manner than before. There he
passed the time in reading, walking, and playing on the flute, till near sunset; at which time the snowy robe of an
elegant female appearing through the trees, caught his attention. He entertained not the smallest doubt but that he
had now met with the object of his wishes. In conformity, however, to the plan he had arranged, pretending not to
see her, he took up his flute and exerted all his art to charm her senses, by its most soft and melodious notes.
Casting now and then a stolen glance towards her, he observed that she approached; when, all at once, she having
come sufficiently near him, he lifted up his eyes and appeared lost in astonishment. His flute dropped from his
hands, and he stood, for some minutes, fixed like a statue.
This surprise was partly affected and partly real; for the female, who now stood before him, appeared to his
ravished senses beautiful beyond anything he had ever seen. Her form and features were elegant and regular; and
by the assistance of paint laid on in the nicest manner, her complexion vied with the lily and the rose, while the
hour and the situation heightened every charm. O’Connor at length addressed her in the following manner:
“What angel, what goddess, what celestial charms are these which now bless my admiring eyes? I am lost in
transports of love and admiration.” Then dropping on one knee, and kissing the hem of her garment, he
exclaimed,
“Condescend, goddess of beauty, if I am not too presumptious, to inform me whether you are of celestial
origin, or a mortal clothed in heavenly charms?”
The fair one looking upon him with a bewitching smile, reached out her fair hand, and bidding him rise, told
him that he greatly overrated her small portion of beauty; that she was neither angel nor goddess, but a mere
mortal, come to seek shelter from the sun’s too ardent rays, in that cool and channing retreat. Our hero, seizing
with eagerness the proffered hand, almost devoured it with his kisses; and, encouraged by her freedom, he
requested her to be seated. Placing himself by her side, one arm thrown round her delicate waist, and one of her
hands fast locked in his, he poured forth a torrent of compliments, and expressions of love and raptures; declared
that he never before had seen the woman who had made the smallest impression on his heart; and that he could
not support existence if she did not lend a favourable ear to his addresses.
Turning upon him, in a languishing manner, a pair of lovely blue eyes, the lady affected to behave with some
little shew\fn{Show} of propriety; telling him that as they were utter strangers to each other, she should incur the
censures of an ill-natured world, should she listen too abruptly to his addresses. But to these remonstrances he
objected the violence of his passions, and the impossibility of his living without her; adding, that though their
persons were strangers, he was sure their souls were entirely congenial. At length, by repeated protestations of
everlasting love, he brought her to confess, that, having observed him for some time before she approached, she
did not look upon him with an eye of indifference. He returned her a thousand.thanks for this favourable
declaration, and immediately renewed his entreaties that she would receive his addresses.
“I should like,” said she smilingly, “to be acquainted at least with your name, before I consent to receive you
as a lover.”
“My name, my angel,” replied he, “is O’Connor; a name celebrated in the annals of Ireland.”
Then, without entering into further particulars concerning himself, he observed that her name was a matter of
perfect indifference to him, since he was so well satisfied with her divine person; and again urged his request that
she would lend a favourable ear to his addresses. After a few more trifling objections, which he found no
difficulty in removing, the obliging fair one blessed him with her consent.
Everything thus far succeeding according to his wishes; the facility with which he had gained the most
material point, urged him on to push his good fortune as far as it would go. He thought it much the wisest way to
secure his prize, if possible, while within his power; fearing that her father would never give his consent to the
match, when he should come to inquire into his character and situation. He, therefore, proposed that she should
accompany him to his lodgings, and there pass the night; that in the morning they should set off for Philadelphia,
and have the indissoluble knot tied, as soon as the law would admit.
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At this proposal the lady appeared much offended, assuring him that she could not think of being so
precipitate, (though in her heart it was the very thing she wished) nor take a step to wound her reputation, which,
being a jewel of immense value, had hitherto remained unsullied. Any person of the least degree of modesty
would have been repulsed at this reply to so extravagant a request; but, happily, modesty was not in the catalogue
of our adventurer’s good qualities. He, therefore, urged his request with all the eloquence and address of which he
was master; assuring her that she should have an apartment at the inn, which he would not presume to enter; and
that at Philadelphia he would procure separate lodgings.
The modest fair one, appearing overcome by his importunity, held down her head and answered not a word.
Our adventurer, therefore, considering her silence and apparent embarrassment as omens in his favour, seized the
propitious moment, saying,
“Come my adorable angel, let us despise the censures of an ill-judging world; let us follow the dictates of allpowerful love; let us be united and happy, and bid defiance to its malice.”
So saying, he raised her from the ground, and hurried her out of the wood, being greatly astonished, with all
his confidence, at his unexpected success; and fearing greatly lest she should change her mind, and repent her
precipitancy; or, that some unforeseen occurrence should intercept his happiness. It being now nearly dark, they
walked with hurried steps till they reached the inn, which was about a quarter of a mile from the grove. Upon their
arrival, he ushered into a room not commonly used by the family, till he should go and bespeak an apartment,
where she would be free from all intrusion.
Fatigued with her walk, she threw herself into a chair, pulled out her handkerchief, let fall a few tears, which
were always at command, and pretended to be greatly affected with the rash step she had taken. This, she
observed, it was now too late to remedy; since her accompanying him to his lodgings could not fail of being
known, and would irretrievably ruin her reputation, should she now think of retracting. Her lover endeavoured to
soothe her to calmness, by the kindest words and most endearing expressions; assuring her that the endeavours of
his whole future life should be to repay her condescension; and he trusted, that, with the blessing of Heaven, she
would have no reason to repent her choice. Having succeeded in calming her apparent uneasiness, he left her to
seek the landlord, and met him standing in a thoughtful posture at the outward door.
Our adventurer and his dulcinea did not enter so suddenly as not to be observed by the landlord. As he was
perfectly acquainted with the person and character of the lady, he was determined, immediately, to dislodge her;
and stood then hesitating whether to enter the apartment, or wait till O’Connor should come out; which he no
sooner did, than the landlord, no longer able to restrain his indignation, thus addressed him:
“So, young gentleman, these are fine doings, ain’t they?” O’Connor, fearing the lady should overhear their
conversation, said in a low voice,
“Hush, for Heaven’s sake! be silent, and let her have an apartment for this night only; tomorrow she goes with
me to Philadelphia: when I am master of her estate and person, and come to reside among you, you may depend
upon my favour, and that I shall be one of your firmmest friends.” The landlord perplexed and irritated at a reply
which he could not understand, answered in a voice not at all softened;
“Estate! yes, a fine estate you’ll have with a w—— I’ll warrant. But you may seek another lodging: she shall
go packing directly. I’m not going to have the credit of my house ruined, which for twenty years has been
perfectly good, by no such madams, I’ll assure you, sir.” O’Connor, perplexed and confounded, in his turn, at
what he had just heard, answered:
“What is it you say? Pray explain yourself. What mean you by calling Miss Sheldon such opprobrious names?”
“Ha! ha! ha! very good, excellent, by jingo; and so she has been and palmed herself on you for Miss Sheldon.
But she’s an impudent baggage, and no more Miss Sheldon than our Moll is.”
“Who then, for Heaven’s sake, is she?” interrogated the astonished Irishman.
The landlord then gave him to understand, that she was one of those unhappy females, who are lost to all sense
of modesty and virtue; too many of whom are to be found in all our large towns: that, about a month before, she
had come into the village with a young gentleman from Philadelphia, where she had passed for some time, for his
wife; that, about a week before, they had a violent quarrel, and parted; that, in his anger he exposed her character,
left her, and returned to Philadelphia; since which time, she had been strolling about in quest of prey, and it was
natural to suppose she would have no objection to obtaining so handsome a young fellow as O’Connor for a
husband.
Our adventurer at this relation lost all patience. He cursed himself a thousand times for his foolish credulity;
and could hardly be prevented, by the landlord, from kicking out of the house a person whom he had just before
prevailed on, with much apparent reluctance, to enter it. The landlord then persuaded him to retire to his chamber;
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while he went and ordered the lady to decamp; which he did without any resistance or hesitation.
O’Connor, then calling the landlord into his chamber, inquired very particularly and minutely about the person
of Miss Sheldon, that he might not again be so egregiously deceived. The landlord who did not want for
penetration, immediately perceived the drift of O’Connor’s inquiries, and was satisfied that he had some design
upon Miss Sheldon; but of what nature, whether honourable or otherwise, he was not able to determine. He
resolved, however, to give her intelligence of it, that she might be upon her guard against his machinations. He
would even, if necessary, have fought for her to the last drop of his blood; so much had her goodness,
condescension and charity endeared her to every person in the village. In consequence of his determination, he,
the same evening, sent her the following epistle:
Madam,
There is at my house a young gentleman that axes many questions about you. He is handsom, dreses well, and seems
to have plenty of money. He walks every afternoon in the groove, and this evening picked up a drab and brought her
home, who he thought was you; but when he found he had got the rong sow by the ear, was as mad as a march hare,
and would have kicked her out a dores, if I had not prevented him. I hope you will excuse my boldness in riting, and be
assured it is out of pure friendship, and good wil, and wilingness to sarve you. From your humble sarvant,
Jonathan Greenough

Miss Sheldon was surprised and perplexed, but not greatly displeased at this intelligence. There was something
mysterious and romantic in the affair, which she impatiently wished to unravel. She compared it with the account
the boy gave of the gentleman he had seen in the grove, and justly concluded tha it must be the same person. His
mistaking a woman of bad fame for her, wounded, indeed, her delicacy; and his carrying her to his lodgings was
what she could not account for. His committing the mistake, however, was a plain proof that he was a stranger to
her person; so that it could be nobody who had fallen in love with her at sight. She thus tortured her imagination
the whole night, without once closing her eyes to sleep; and as her cold was now so much better as to admit of her
leaving the house, she determined, at all events, to gratify her inflamed curiosity the next afternoon, by throwing
herself purposely in his way.
She judged it most proper to take Betty with her, lest he should have some bad design upon her. She waited
with the utmost impatience till four o’clock, her usual hour for walking, and then, thus accompanied, set out for
the grove.
On entering the borders of this sequestered scene, she requested Betty to remain there, while she went forward
to explore the interior, with no other companion than one of her favourite novels. She then sauntered along till she
arrived at the very spot, where, upon the tender hooks of impatience, O’Connor had, for three days, waited to get
a sight of her, being a little natural arbour, where Dorcasina had passed many happy hours. She had not long been
seated, when the persevering O’Connor, determined not to give up the chace, entered the grove; and, coming over
against the arbour, perceived it occupied by a female form. Fearful of being again deceived, he walked softly
towards her, and critically examined her whole person, which agreed so well with the landlord’s description, as to
leave no doubt on his mind, that he had at length found the object of his search. Ever fruitful in expedients, he had
got a plan ready formed, to have the identity of her person confirmed by her own mouth. Fortified with this
resolution, he walked directly up to her, so that she saw him not till he was just before her. Upon lifting up her
eyes, and seeing so near her his graceful figure, she started and blushed involuntarily. O’Connor, on his side, with
all his confidence, was somewhat awed by her modest and dignified appearance, so widely different from the bold
and forward air of the beautiful, but depraved female, he had the day before met there. So great a power has
female virtue, though unaided by external charms, over even the most abandoned of men. O’Connor bowed in a
graceful manner, and said,
“Your humble servant, madam.”
“Your servant, sir,” returned Dorcasina.
A silence of some moments ensued. It was at length broken by O’Connor, who observed, that it was a fine
afternoon; and added, fixing his eyes full on the face of Miss Sheldon, that she had chosen a most delightful place
in which to enjoy it.
“A very charming one indeed, sir,” replied she.
“No person of taste, sentiment, or feeling could reside near this charming spot, without passing much time
here: you live in its vicinity, I presume, madam?”
“I do, sir, and here many of my leisure hours are most agreeably spent.”
“Think me not impertinent, ma’am, if I venture to hazard a conjecture, that the person whom I now have the
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honour of addressing, is the amiable Miss Sheldon, whom I have so often heard mentioned by my friend
Lysander.”
“My name is Sheldon, sir.”
“I was very sure of it; no other person could answer the description given by Lysander, who is the most
unhappy of men, and has in vain endeavoured to erase your image from his heart. Many times have I attempted to
console him, and urged him to make another choice; but all my endeavours were ineffectual; he constantly
answered that the world could produce but one Miss Sheldon. I then thought him unreasonable and extravagant;
but now that I have the supreme delight of beholding her, for whom he sighs, I am no longer surprised at his fixed
determination of never seeking another connexion.”
“Lysander, sir, is a man of great merit and one whom I very highly esteem. When saw you him last?”
“About six weeks since,” replied our confident adventurer; though before his loquacious landlord had
informed him of the particulars of the affair between Lysander and Miss Sheldon, he knew not that such a person
existed.
After this, they entered into a conversation of a more general nature; Dorcasina imagining, that if he were the
friend of Lysander, she ran no risque in his acquaintance, as she was very sure that none but men of honour and
character would be admitted to a place in his friendship. They, therefore, conversed together in an easy and
agreeable manner. O’Connor entertained her with an account of the customs and manners of Europe, and of all the
British modern authors of the greatest celebrity; but dwelt with peculiar pleasure on the writers of novels, and
asserted that they alone described the passion of love in its true and genuine colours. While he was thus
haranguing, he would cast such languishing glances upon Dorcasina, from his fine black eyes, and heave such
amorous sighs from his apparently enraptured bosom, that she was pierced through and through.
In this pleasing delirium she continued chatting with our adventurer, till at length the setting-sun admonished
her that it was time to retire, though she was surprised when she observed that luminary sinking into the lap of
Thetis; so agreeably and imperceptibly had the moments passed. She, however, retained prudence and resolution
sufficient to make a motion to rise, saying, it was time for her to be gone.
O’Connor, upon this, sprang lightly from his seat, and offered her his hand, to aid her in rising. She did not
decline his proffered assistance, at which he appeared penetrated with joy, and stood for some time, silently and
ardently gazing at her, while he pressed her hand in both his. At length, his words, as it were finding utterance,
“Must I then lose you?” he said; “must I thus part with you, and never, perhaps, be again favoured with your
presence? Oh! forbid it Heaven, I cannot support the idea!” Then dropping her hand, and pretending a degree of
confusion for the liberty he had taken, he fell on one knee and exclaimed,
“Forgive me, Miss Sheldon! divine excellence, forgive a man so enraptured with your charms that he hardly
has the full exercise of his reason.”
“Rise, sir,” said Dorcasina, “I beg of you to rise. I cannot bear to see you in this humble posture.”
“I never will, I never can rise,” replied O’Connor, “till Miss Sheldon will promise that she will not drive me to
despair, till she give me some encouragement that she will, as usual, frequent her favourite grove, where I shall
daily and nightly wander like a restless ghost, in expectation of the supreme felicity of again beholding her.”
Dorcasina, with a gracious smile, replied, that the appearance of a real ghost would hardly deter her from
taking her agreeable and accustomed walk. O’Connor, overjoyed with his success, having poured out his thanks
for her goodness, arose from his humble posture; and they slowly took their way together out of the grove. Having
arrived at the spot where Betty was stationed, who, by this time, had begun to be alarmed for the health of her
mistress, on account of the heavy dew which was beginning to fall, they bid each other good night. Dorcasina
leaning on the arm of her faithful maid, directed her steps homeward.
Not so, our artful adventurer. He fixed himself against the body of a tree, and stood straining his eyes till
Dorcasina was out of sight; while she, pleased with this proof of his love, moved slowly onward, and every few
steps, desired Betty to look behind and see if he still kept his post. Nor could she avoid frequently turning her own
head to have a last look of her charming enamarato.
As soon as they had lost sight of him, Betty inquired who that fine spark was.
“Whoever he is,” replied Dorcasina, “he is a divine fellow, a perfect Sir Charles Grandison.”
Betty, surprised to hear her mistress speak in such terms of this stranger, as she never had before heard her
speak of any other man, inquired his name, and from whence he came.
“To tell the truth,” said Dorcasina, “he informed me of neither one nor the other; and it would have been very
rude in me to have asked him: but I am certain of his being a gentleman, and a man of character; for he informed
me that my old acquaintance, Lysander, was one of his most intimate friends.”
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At the name of Lysander, Betty fetched a sigh, always having regretted that her mistress refused so suitable a
match, and prophesying in her own mind, that she would live to repent it.
“I wish,” said she, “that he may be half as good a man as Lysander.”
“Lysander, to be sure,” replied Dorcasina, “is a very good man; but how inanimate a lover! Oh! how
differently did the charming stranger address me! How ardent and impassioned was his manner! Indeed, his whole
soul shone out at his eyes, which were more expressive, if possible, than his words.”
“What, has he then made love to you, ma’am?”
“Yes, indeed, he has, and his sentiments are so congenial to my own, that I am certain we are destined for each
other.”
“So you thought of Lysander, ma’am.”
“But it was before I saw him, Betty; the moment I beheld him, I was convinced of my mistake; I felt none of
that fascination, that enchantment, that inexpressible something, which draws the soul along in spite of all our
efforts to resist the bewitching influence.”
“Well, my mind of him,” said Betty, “is, that he is a bold, impudent fellor, to go for to talking about love the
first time he seed you; and as he has been walking in the grove for some days, I suspects that he is after no good,
and that he is no better than he should be. As to what you say of his warm manner, compared with Lysander’s, you
never heard him talk of love, he only writ you a letter; perhaps his talk about it would have been as lively as this
forward fellor’s, who nobody knows.”
Dorcasina smiled to hear Betty so earnest; and only observed, that were the stranger to address her by letter,
she doubted not it would be in a far different style from that which Lysander penned.
By this time they had reached the house. Dorcasina attended her father, in a titillation of spirits, which she had
never before experienced; and she exerted herself in an unusual manner to entertain him. She smiled as she spoke
to the servants; and her eyes, which had begun to lose something of their brilliancy, sparkled with all the pleasure
of renovated youth. When she ascended the stairs to go to bed, her steps were as light as those of a fairy; and her
ideas of the most pleasing kind, as she had now acquired a lover exactly to her taste: and after she had fallen
asleep, her dreams perfectly corresponded with her waking ideas.
As for O’Connor, he went strutting to his lodgings, felicitating himself upon his invention and address, and
laying plans for the management of the fair domain, of which he had not the least doubt of soon gaining
possession.
5
The next day appeared much longer to our impatient lovers than usual. They imagined that father Time, with
multiplied years, had loaded his wings with an additional weight of lead. At length, the clock sounded four.
O’Connor, dressed in the elegance of fashion, tripping along as light as feathered Mercury, soon arrived at the
place of destination.
Dorcasina, on her side, was uncommonly solicitous about her appearance. Her dress was changed three times,
before she thought it sufficiently becoming. When the hour of four arrived, her heart bounded, and her feet would
willingly have carried her directly to her favourite haunt; but she checked her inclination, judging it best to
heighten her lover’s impatience, by making him wait for her a while. She, therefore, tarried a full quarter of an
hour, looking incessantly at her watch, and thinking that the hands never before moved so slowly. At the
expiration of the fifteen minutes, her whole stock of patience being exhausted, she called to Betty, desiring her to
follow: and took her way towards the place of meeting.
O’Connor’s impatience was equal to her own. He had passed the time since his arrival, in walking up and
down the grove. At length, espying the snowy whiteness of her flowing robe through the green foliage, he flew
towards her, and seizing her hand, which he pressed with fervour to his lips,
“How kind is this in you, my angel,” said he, “thus to bless me with your presence. What hopes, fears, and
tumults have, by turns, agitated my breast since I parted with you last evening! Good Heavens! a state of suspense
is, of all others, the most miserable! Will you not, goddess of my soul, bless me with one kind, one encouraging
word?”
“Indeed, sir,” said Dorcasina, “I know not what encouragement you ought to expect from me, who am still a
stranger to your name and country; and, till yesterday, had not even seen your person.”
“Oh! talk not of an acquaintance of yesterday. Our souls have been long acquainted; and the time since
yesterday has appeared to me an age. But, my guide, my guardian angel, my better genius, you shall be
immediately satisfied, as to the particulars you mention.”
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Then leading her into the little arbour, which by this time they had reached, he seated her on the most elevated
part of the turf, and placing himself in an easy and graceful posture, at her feet, he begun, with the utmost
confidence, in the following manner:
“My name, my charmer, is O’Connor. I am the only son of a gentleman of large fortune in the north of Ireland.
Unfortunately, I had a female cousin, who was likewise an only child, and heiress to an immense fortune. Our
parents destined us for each other from our infancy, that the estates might not go out of the family; and that
neither of us might disgrace the uncontaminated blood of the O’Connors, by matching with families less noble
and ancient. They, however, wisely kept their project from our knowledge; nor were we even admitted to see each
other; being kept at different schools, at distant places, till my cousin was sixteen, and myself twenty years of age.
At that period we were brought together; still ignorant, however, of the intended connexion. My cousin, it might
be confessed, was a very beautiful girl; but Heaven had not (though our parents had) destined us for each other. I
beheld her with the most perfect indifference; and contemplated her as I should a fine picture, or a statue.
“After having been several times in her company, my father, one day, informed me that I must prepare myself
for matrimony; for that he and my uncle had resolved that their children, in one month from that day, should be
united. I was thunder-struck at this intelligence; and the more so, as I knew, that when my father had once formed
a resolution he was immoveable in it. I kneeled, begged and prayed; urging my total indifference to the lady, and
the little chance I had for happiness in the connexion. But all was in vain; my father was inexorable; and I left him
with a determination to quit Ireland forever, rather than wed a woman to whom I was wholly indifferent.
“I, therefore, in a few days, embarked privately for England, where I tarried till I had viewed everything
worthy of a stranger’s notice. Impelled, by a restless curiosity, to visit the rising States of America; and charmed
by the unrivalled character of the immortal Washington, I embarked for this country. After an agreeable passage, I
arrived in Virginia, bringing letters of recommendation to several gentlemen of respectability; among whom was
the father of Lysander.
“The old gentleman invited me to his house, where I passed some weeks. In this time, I contracted an intimacy
with his son, to whom I imparted my situation, and the reason for which I left my native country. He approved my
conduct, and in return for the confidence I had placed in him, related the particulars of his visit to you, and of his
attachment consequent upon it. He, as I had the honour yesterday of informing you, still lives single for your sake.
His greatest delight was in talking of you; and in those conversations, he passed such high encomiums on your
beauties, graces and virtues, that my imagination was inflamed, and I passionately loved before I saw you.
“As soon, therefore, as I could decently disengage myself, I set out for Philadelphia, fully determined to pay a
visit to the dear object who filled my thoughts by day, and my dreams by night. I, however, concealed from
Lysander my design, as well as the passion with which he had inspired me; and early one morning, bid him adieu,
telling him that I was impatient to visit the capital of America. After passing a month in that city, I came to your
village and took up my quarters at the inn.
“Solicitous to obtain a thorough knowledge of you, I addressed myself to my loquacious landlord, and from
him received every information I wished. He particularly mentioned your frequent walks in this enchanting grove.
This circumstance was highly gratifying; for it naturally suggested to my mind the idea of here throwing myself in
your way, in order to obtain a glimpse of your divine person. This plan I immediately began to execute. The two
first days were spent in vain hopes, and disappointed expectations; but the third, oh! heavens and earth, how
propitious! I beheld you! I found you a thousand times more charming than even my imagination had painted you;
and my chains are now so fast rivetted, that it is impossible for any thing but death to break them asunder. And
now (falling upon his knees, and shedding a torrent of tears) my goddess, my angel, having thus given you a true
and faithful account of myself, I implore your pardon, your pity, and, shall I presume to say, your love!”
Dorcasina kept a profound silence, and was variously agitated during this recital. Pleasure, however, bordering
on transport, was predominant; and though she wished, through modesty, to conceal her emotions, they were
plainly discovered by the artful O’Connor, who now thought himself certain of her heart.
After a silence of some minutes, Dorcasina told him she was much obliged by his relation, and the partiality he
avowed; but that she thought an acquaintance of two days would hardly justify any concessions in his favour. At
the same time, giving him an invitation to the house, she told him she was sure her father would be highly
gratified by his company. To this he replied, that none of the gentlemen to whom he had letters in Philadelphia
were acquainted with her father; and that he did not think proper to intrude himself into his house, with no other
recommendation than his own account of himself; but that if he could be blessed with any hopes from his
adorable daughter, he would write to his friends in Philadelphia to procure him letters from some person with
whom her father was acquainted.
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Thus our ingenious adventurer, for the present, artfully evaded an introduction to Mr. Sheldon, intending, if
possible, to get such a hold of his daughter’s affections as to marry her in spite of all the opposition the old
gentleman could make, even after he should discover his being an impostor. He, however, with all his rhetoric,
could get no farther encouragement from Dorcasina, than a promise to meet him in the grove, at the same hour,
the next day. They then parted for the night; he fixing himself in the same posture, to see the last of her, as he had
done the night before; and she turning her head as many times, to take a last look at him.
Dorcasina having joined Betty, they walked homeward in a profound silence; the former regaling her
imagination with the scenes of the afternoon, and the latter wondering greatly at her mistress’s imprudence, in
thus going, unaccompanied, avowedly to meet a stranger in so retired a place. Upon their arrival at the house, they
found that Mr. Sheldon had gone, much indisposed, to bed. This, at any other time, would have given great pain to
the heart of his virtuous and affectionate daughter; but so fully was her mind occupied with her new connexion,
that it occasioned her but a momentary uneasiness. She retired immediately to her chamber; Betty still following
like her shadow.
After securing the door, to prevent any interruption, she unbosomed herself to this faithful maid; giving an
account of everything which had passed between O’Connor and herself; hoping, by this frank relation, to remove
the prejudices which Betty had conceived against him. As soon as she had ended,
“I hope,” said Betty, “he will turn out what he pretends; but I thinks, ma’am, you ought to give Lysander credit
for his constancy. Time, it seems, hain’t cooled his passion; and this appears to me the true sort of love. I thinks
you hadn’t better have no more to say to this smooth-tongued Irishman; but get your father to write a letter to
Lysander’s father; tell him you have changed your mind, and will take his son, if he will come and offer himself
again.”
“Good heavens! Betty! would you have me guilty of such a piece of indelicate forwardness? Why, it would be
the right method to make the man despise me. Besides, I should rather die than marry a person who was
indifferent to me, if I felt no partiality for any other. But this is not my case. The heavenly O’Connor has taken
such full possession of my heart, that, were I now to be crossed in my inclination, I never should be able to
survive it.”
“Pho, pho,” said Betty, “all this stuff you have got from your books. I thought never any good would come
from so much poring. People don’t so easily die of love. I have known a great many crosses, but they all got it
over in time, married some other person, and lived very happy.”
“Those are the ideas, Betty, of vulgar minds; they know nothing of that pure refined passion, which, absorbing
every faculty of the soul, swallows up all concern except for the beloved object. Two lovers, in this case, are the
whole universe to each other; and are well satisfied to live in caves and deserts, and feed upon the earth’s
spontaneous productions. And such is the sublime nature of my love for O’Connor. I would traverse the whole
globe, and, for his sake, brave every danger.”
“For the sake of a fellor you have known but two days!” exclaimed Betty. “I hope you have not told him what
you would do for his sake.”
“No, Betty, I have not been in such haste to let him know my sentiments. It was fit that I should first be made
fully acquainted with his, respecting me; and since he has so candidly imparted to me every thing I wished to
know, I do not, I assure you, intend to keep him long in suspense.”
This she uttered in a serious manner; at the same time, informing Betty, that, having no farther service for her,
she wished to be left to her repose.
Betty withdrew in silent dejection, convinced that the affections of her mistress were firmly fixed on
O’Connor, and that she was offended by the liberty she had taken in speaking her sentiments of him. She was
greatly distressed, lest Dorcasina should throw herself away on a worthless profligate. She had sagacity enough to
observe, that her mistress, already past the prime of youth, and, having never been remarkable for beauty, was
now less an object of love than at the age of eighteen. She observed, likewise, that O’Connor was apparently
many years younger; that he was handsome, graceful, insinuating, and a great flatterer. She, therefore, very justly
suspected that he was some needy adventurer, less solicitous about her person than her property; but she dared not
go so far as to hint her suspicions.
She was astonished that a lady, who had hitherto conducted with so much propriety, should, at this stage of life,
be so little solicitous for her reputation, as to meet, by appointment, in the grove, a person, with whom, but three
days before, she was wholly unacquainted. Filled with these perplexing ideas, and loving her mistress with a
sincere affection, poor Betty knew not what course she ought to pursue.
She sometimes determined to impart to Mr. Sheldon the whole affair; but this she feared would offend
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Dorcasina past forgiveness. Unable to come to any resolution, she heaved a deep sigh, and hushed her inquietudes
in a profound sleep. …
1820
48.207 & 175.182 1. With Ché In New Hampshire 2. Excerpt from Affliction: A Novel\fn{by Russell Banks
(1940- )} Barnstead, Belknap County, New Hampshiire, U.S.A. (M) 15
1
So here I am,\fn{The speaker is not Ché Guevara [Aka Ernesto Guevara (1928-1967), Latin American guerrilla leaer and
revolutionary theorist], whose name appears in the title of this story .} still wandering. All over the face of the earth. Mexico,
Central America, South America. Then Africa. Working my way north to the Mediterranean, resting for a season
in the Balearic Islands. Then Iberia, all of Gaul, the British Isles. Scandinavia. Then I show up in the Near East,
disappearing as suddenly and unexpectedly as I appeared. Reappearing in Moscow. Before I can be interviewed, I
have dropped out of sight again, showing up farther east, photographed laughing with political prisoners outside
Vladivostok, getting into a taxi in Kyoto, lying on a beach near Melbourne, drinking in a nightclub in Honolulu (a
club known for its underworld clientele). Chatting amiably with Indians in Peru. And then I drop out of sight
altogether …
All this from the file they have on me in Washington. They know that somehow I am dangerous to them, but
they are unable to determine in what way I am dangerous, for everything is rumor and suspicion, and I am never
seen except when alone or in the cheerful company of harmless peasant-types. My finances are easily explained: I
have none. I never own anything that I can’t carry with me and can’t leave out in the rain, and I am a hitchhiker
wherever I go. I accept no money whatsoever from outside sources that might be considered suspicious.
Occasionally I find employment for a few weeks at some menial job—as a dockhand in Vera Cruz, a truck driver
in North Africa, a construction worker in Turkey—and occasionally I accept lavish gifts from American women
traveling to forget their wrecked lives at home.
Okay, so here I am again, wandering, and everything is different. Except that I am alone. Everything else is
different. And then one day, late in spring, I turn up in Crawford, New Hampshire. Home. Alone, as usual. I’m
about thirty-five, say. No older. A lot has happened to me in the interim: when I step down from the Boston-toMontreal bus at McAllister's General Store, I am walking with an evident limp. My left leg, say, doesn’t bend at
the knee. Everything I own is in the duffle bag I carry, and I own nothing that cannot be left out in the rain. I want
it that way.
Rerun my getting off the bus.
The cumbersome Greyhound turns slowly off Route 28 just north of Pittsfield,\fn{ In Merrimack County, on the
Suncook River.} where the small, hand-lettered sign points CRAWFORD 12 MI , and then rumbles down into the heart
of the valley, past the half dozen, century-old, decaying houses, past Conway’s Esso station to McAllister’s GULF
station and general store, where the bus driver applies the air brakes to his vehicle, which has been coasting since
it turned off Route 28, and it hisses to a stop. The door pops open in front of me, and I pitch my duffle down to the
ground and then ease my pain-wracked body down the steps and out the door to where my duffle has landed on
the ground. . .
A few old men and Bob McAllister … A few old men and Bob McAllister, like turtles, sit in the late-morning
sun on the roofless front porch that runs the width of the store building. Two of the old men, one on each side of
the screen door, are seated on straight-backed, soda-fountain chairs, which they lean back against the wall. One
old man is squatting and scratches on the board floor with a penknife. The others (for there should be more than
three) are arrayed in various postures across the porch.
Even though the sun feels warm against my skin, the air is cool, reminding me of the winter that has just
ended, the dirty remnants of snow in shady corners between buildings, snow that melted, finally, just last week,
and the mushy dirt roads that are beginning to dry out at last. The old men seated on the stagelike platform in
front of me stare down at me without embarrassment. This is because they don’t recognize me. Through the glass
behind their heads I can see the semidarkness of the store’s interior and the shape of Alma McAllister’s
perpetually counting head. She is stationed at the checkout-counter, which is actually a kitchen table. Behind her I
can pick out the shapes of three or four parallel rows of canned foods, the meat locker, and the large refrigeration
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unit that holds all of McAllister’s dairy products, frozen foods, packaged bacon and sausage, eggs, cold drinks,
and beer. And farther back in the store, I can make out the dim shapes of hoses, buckets, garden tools, work
clothes, fishing rods, and the other miscellaneous items that finish out the store’s inventory—Bob McAllister’s
wild guess at the material needs of his neighbors.
The old men staring at me. They are wondering who the hell I might be. They don’t recognize me at all, not yet
anyway, although I was able to recognize them as soon as I could see their faces. It is I who have changed, not
they, and I have thought of them many times in the last few years, whereas they probably have not once thought
of me.
Bob McAllister, of course, is there. And old Henry Davis, he would have to be there too. His sister died back
in 1967, I recall as soon as I can see his sun-browned, leathery face, remembering that I learned of the event from
a letter my mother wrote to me while I was in Florida waiting to hear from Ché.
The others, now. There is John Alden, who claims he is a direct descendant of the original John and Priscilla
Alden.\fn{John Alden (1599?-1687), one of the Pilgrims, born in Southampton, England, who went to American on board the
Mayflower, in 1620.} He is. Gaunt, white-maned, and silent, except to speak of the time, and always dressed in a
black suit, tobacco-stained white shirt, and black necktie, and continually drawing from his pocket the large gold
watch that the Boston & Maine Railroad gave him when he retired back in 1962, drawing it out and checking its
time against anybody else’s—the radio’s, the church’s, Bob McAllister’s Timex, anybody’s who happens to walk
into the store.
“What time you got, Henry?”
“I got ten-seventeen, John.”
“Check it again, Henry, ’cause I got ten twenty-one.”
“Thanks, John, thanks a lot. Hell of a watch you got there. It ain’t ever wrong, is it?”
“Not yet it ain’t. Not yet.”
There are two or three others. There is Bob McAllister, who comes over to the bus as he has done every day
for over twenty years and takes the bundle of Boston newspapers from the driver. There is Henry Davis, who
plowed the few acres that my father cultivated every year with corn and potatoes and the meadows that were
hayed when I was a child—but that was before Henry and his horses got too old and Pa had to go to Concord and
buy a Ford tractor to replace Henry. And there is John Alden, who is a direct descendant of John and Priscilla.
And there would be Dr. Cotton, too, because it’s about five years from now, and Dr. Cotton has retired, no doubt,
has left his entire practice to that young Dr. Annis from Laconia, the new fellow from Laconia my mother told me
about in her letters …
That’s four, which is enough. They don’t recognize me. Although when Bob McAllister lifts himself down
from the porch and crosses between the GULF gasoline pumps to the bus to receive the Boston papers, he stares
at me quizzically as he passes, seeming to think that he knows me from some place and time, but he can’t remember from where or when, so he merely nods, for courtesy’s sake as well as safety’s, and strolls by.
I bend down and pick up my duffle, heave it easily to my right shoulder—three years in the jungles of
Guatemala have left me with one leg crippled and with deep scars on my face and mind forever. But the years
have also toughened me, and my arms and back are as hard as rock maple.
Close-up of the scar on my face.
It starts, thin and white, like a scrap of white twine, high up on my left temple, and then runs jaggedly down to
my cheekbone, where it broadens and jigs suddenly back and down, eventually disappearing below my ear lobe.
Naturally, I am reluctant to talk about how it happened, but anyone who cares to can see that it is the result of a
machete blow, and the fact that I am alive at all—however scarred—is a clear indication of what happened to the
man with the machete.
The driver closes the door to his bus and releases the air brakes hurriedly, for he is no doubt relieved to be rid
of a passenger whose silent intensity had somehow unnerved him right from the moment he left the Park Square
Greyhound Bus Terminal in Boston until the moment when the man, without saying a word to anyone, not even to
the fat Canadian sitting next to him, finally rose from his seat, which was immediately behind the driver, and
stepped down in Crawford. The driver closes the door to his bus, releases the air brakes hurriedly, and the big,
slab-sided, silver vehicle pulls away, heads back to Route 28 for Alton Bay and Laconia, and then north
to Montreal …
The cool, dry air feels wonderful against my face. It’s been too long. I’ve been away from this comforting, lifegiving air too long this time. I had forgotten its clarity, the way it handles the light—gently, but with crispness and
efficiency. I had forgotten the way a man, if he gets himself up high enough, can see through the air that fills the
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valley between him and a single tree or chimney or gable which is actually miles away from him, making the man
feel like a hawk floating thousands of feet above the earth’s surface, looping lazily in a cloudless sky, hour after
hour, while tiny creatures huddle in warm, dark niches below and wait in terror for him to grow weary of the hunt
and drift away …
Leaving Mexico City.
As I boarded the Miami-bound jet, I promised myself that if I could make it all the way back home, this time I
would not be leaving again. I renew this promise now while walking up the road, moving away from McAllister’s
store and the silent chorus on the porch, past the three or four houses that sit ponderously on either side of the
road north of the bus stop and south of the white Congregational church and the dirt road just beyond the church
on the left, the toad that leads to the northern, narrow end of the valley. I am limping.
I am limping, but while my disabled leg slows me somewhat, it doesn’t tire me, and so I think nothing of
walking the three and one half miles from McAllister’s in the village to my father’s house at the north end of the
valley. With Ché in Guatemala I have walked from the Izabal Lake to San Agustin Acasaquastlan, crossing the
highest peaks in Guatemala, walking, machete in hand, through clotted jungle for twenty days without stopping,
walking from sunrise till sunset every day, eating only in the morning before leaving camp and at night just before
falling into an exhausted sleep. We never, in three years, set up a fixed camp, and that is why the Guatemalan
Army, with their CIA and American army advisers, never caught up with us. We kept on the move constantly, like
tiny fish in an enormous, green sea …
I know that receding behind me, shrinking smaller and smaller in the distance, there are four old men who are
trying to figure out who I am, where I’ve come from, and why I have come from there to Crawford. They hope to
stumble onto the first—who I am—and from that to infer the other two. As soon as one of them, probably Dr.
Cotton (he would be the youngest of the four, the one with the most reliable memory), figures out who I am, and
then that I have come home to Crawford again, maybe this time for good, as soon as they have discovered that
much of my identity, they will try to discover the rest—where I have been and what I have been doing all these
years.
“How long’s\fn{Long has.} it been since he last took off, Doc? Five, six years?”
“No, no, it’s five years, actually. As I recall now, it was back in sixty-seven he took off for parts unknown.
Right after he come up from Florida to see his dad, as I recall it, who was all laid up with a heart attack, y’ know.
Angina pectoris, if my memory serves me correctly, was what it was. You remember when ol’ Sam took sick,
don’t you? Paralyzed him almost completely. And the boy, he drove all the way up from Florida soon’s he heard
his dad was in trouble, even quit his fancy job with this big advertising company down there and everything. Just
to make sure his dad was okay. Now that’s a son for you. A damn sight better than most of the sons these days, let
me tell you. Seems the boy stayed around for a few weeks till his dad got back on his feet, y’ know, and then he
took off again. Nobody around here knew where he went to, though. Just dropped out of sight.”
“How ’bout Boston, Doc? Used to live down in Boston, I heard. You think he went to Boston?”
“Naw, John, we’d a known it if he’d a been in Boston all these years. Word gets out, y’ know.”
“Wal, Doc, who knows? Maybe this time the boy’s come home for good. He sure looks like he’s been through
hell, though, don’t he?”
“Smashed his patella, I’d say, Bob, though I couldn’t offer as to how, or how he picked up that scar on his face.
It sure does change his looks, though. I’d a hardly recognized him if it wasn’t for the fact that I was the one who
brought him into the world in the first place.”
“I’ll tell you, Doc, I’m hoping this time the boy’s come home for good, ’cause the family’ll be needin’ him up
there.”
“They sure as hell do, Bob. And by gawd, we need him down here, too …”
No. Erase that remark.
Wipe it out. Doc would never think such a thing, let alone say it, and Bob.McAllister hates and distrusts me,
I’m sure. Won’t even give me credit for a dollar’s worth of gasoline.
Be damned if I want to help those people out of their misery. If Doc Cotton ever saw me getting off a bus in
Crawford, limping, scarred, back in town again after a mysterious three-year absence (five?), he’d fear for my
family’s peace of mind, and, panic-stricken, he’d be on the phone, as soon as I was safely out of sight, warning
them to be careful …
But that’s okay. That’s okay now, because everything is different. I’m about thirty-five, say. Maybe thirty-six,
but no older. I’m about thirty-five, say, and I’m wearing khaki trousers, a white shirt, open at the throat, and high
brown work shoes that have steel toes. My hair is cut fairly short, and my face and the backs of my hands are
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deeply tanned. I look like a construction worker, except for the limp and the scar. And when you are a tall, coldlooking man who looks like a construction worker, except that you limp badly and bear a cruel machete scar
across your face, what do people think? They think they’re looking at a veteran of guerrilla warfare, that’s what
they think …
Okay. So here’s these four old turtles sitting in the sun on McAllister’s porch, and the Boston-to-Montreal bus
wheezes up, stopping ostensibly to let off the Boston papers as usual, but instead of just the wire-bound packet of
Boston Globes, Herald-Travelers, and Record-Americans being pitched out the door, I get off too, first chucking
my duffle bag down the steps ahead of me. The bus driver, moving quickly to give me a hand, is sent back to his
seat by my giving him a fierce, prideful glare, which silently says to him: I can make it on my own. “Okay …” he
says, almost calling me Soldier, but suddenly thinking better of it, sensing somehow that I have fought not for a
nation, but for a people, and thus have worn no uniform, have worn only what the people themselves, the
peasants, wear …
I like the idea of not having a car, of arriving by bus, carrying everything I own in a single duffle bag and
owning nothing that can’t be left out in the rain. No household goods are carried on my back, no sir. Just a duffie,
U.S. Army surplus, brought all the way home from the jungles of Guatemala. And inside it—two changes of
clothing, a copy (in a waterproof plastic bag) of Régis Debray’s Revolution dans la Revolutio?,\fn{Jules Régis
Debray is a French journalist whose book Strategy for Revolution (1970) for the overthrow of existing governments in South and Central
America, was initially followed in Vietnam by the pro-Communist Viet Cong guerrillas fighting against the puppet government of South
Vietnam kept in office and manipulated at will by the United States .} which has been as a bible to me. Also in a waterproof

plastic bag, the notes for my book. (Did I come back to Crawford for this, to write my own book, a book about my
experiences with Ché in Guatemala, a book which in actuality would be a theoretical textbook thinly disguised as
a memoir and which eventually, it is hoped, would replace the writings of Debray, Guevara, Chairman
Mao,\fn{Mao Tse-tung (1893-1976), foremost Chinese Communist leader and the principal founder of the People’s Republic of China,
which he ruled from its inception (October 1, 1949) until his death .} and even Lenin?).\fn{ Vladimir Ilich Lenin aka VladimirIlich
Ulyanov (1870-1924), Russian revolutionary leader and theorist, ruler of the Soviet Union from its inception (1922) until his death .} And
the ten essentials: maps (of Belknap County, New Hampshire, obtainable from the National Geological Survey,
Washington, D.C. 20540), a good compass, a flashlight, sunglasses, emergency rations (raisins, chickpeas, and
powdered eggs), waterproofed matches, a candle for fire starting, a US Army surplus blanket, a pocketknife, and a
small first-aid kit.
That’s it. Everything I own in the world is there. The ten essentials. No, I need to have another: I need one of
those small one-man Boy Scout cooking kits. And maybe I should have a gun, just a small handgun. A black,
snub-nosed .38, maybe. I would’ve had trouble, though, with the customs officials in Mexico City—especially
since they would’ve been alerted that I might be coming through and would be carrying something important and
dangerous, like secret instructions from Ché to supporters and sympathizers inside the U.S. Maybe I should leave
Mexico from Merida, crossing overland from Guatemala through the low jungles of the Yucatan in hundreddegree heat, walking all the way, and then suddenly appearing in the line of American tourists checking out of
Merida for Miami. It’s when you arrive inside the United States that they check your baggage. They never bother
you when you leave a place, only when you come back.
Say I picked up the gun after I arrived in Miami, picked it up in a pawn shop. Say I managed to lose the agent
assigned to follow me, quickly ducked into an obscure little pawn shop in the west end of the city, and purchased
a .38 revolver for twenty-seven fifty. Later, at the airport coffee shop, I spot the agent. He’s seated three tables
from me, pretending to read his paper while waiting, like me, for his plane to New York. He pretends to read, and
he watches my every move. I get up from my chair, leave a small tip, walk over to him and say, quietly:
“I’m leaving now.”
Then smile and leave. Probably they would arrest me at some point during my journey, but they would be
unable to muster proof that I have been working in Guatemala with Ché for these three—no five—years. They
lost me in Mexico City back in ’67, and so far as they can say for sure, that is, so far as they can legally prove,
I’ve been in Mexico all that time. At least twice or three times a year, I slip back across the border to make my
presence in Mexico known to the officials—I simply let myself be seen conspicuously drunk in a well-known
restaurant—and then, taking off at night from a field near Cuernavaca in a small Beechcraft Bonanza piloted by a
mercenary, a gun runner from New Orleans, I return to the jungles of Guatemala.
I am valuable to Ché for many reasons, one of which is my American citizenship, and so it is very important
that I do not become persona non grata, at least not officially.
“Conejo,” Ché calls to me, using my code name. “Conejo, you are valuable man to me y tambien a la
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revolucion como soldad, pero tambien como norteamericano usted es muy importante, y esa noche hay que volver
a Mexico y estar borracho en 108 restaurantes. Comprendes, amigo?”
“Si, Ché, yo comprendo.”
We embrace each other manfully, the way Latins will, and I leave with the pilot, slashing through the jungle to
his plane, which he has cleverly camouflaged at the edge of a small clearing several miles down the valley from
where we have camped …
Now, three thousand miles away.
I have just disembarked. From a Greyhound bus in Crawford, New Hampshire. I stand next to the idling bus
for a few moments, gazing passively at the scene before me, and I become immobilized upon receiving
simultaneously the blows of so much that is familiar and so much that subtly has grown strange to me. I
remember, upon seeing them, things that I didn’t know I had forgotten, and thus I experience everything that
comes into my sight as if somehow it were characterized both as brand-new, virginally so, and yet also as clearly,
reassuringly, familiar.
It would be the way my own face, my very own face, appeared to me when, after having grown a beard and
worn it for almost two years, I went into a barber shop and asked to have it shaved off. And because I had to lie
back in the chair and look up at the ceiling while the barber first snipped with scissors and then shaved with a
razor, I was unable to watch my beard gradually disappearing, with my face concurrently appearing from behind
it. And when I was swung back down into a seated position and was allowed to peer at my face for the first time
in several years, I was stunned by the familiarity of my own face, and also by the remarkable strangeness of it.
2
This is the story of my older brother’s strange criminal behavior and his disappearance. No one urged me to
reveal these things; no one asked me not to. We who loved him simply no longer speak of Wade, not among
ourselves and not with anyone else, either. It is almost as if he never existed, or as if he were a member of some
other family or from some other place and we barely knew him and never had occasion to speak of him. So that
by telling his story like this, as his brother, I am separating myself from the family and from all those who ever
loved him.
In numerous ways I am separated from them anyhow, for while each of us is ashamed of Wade and burdened
with anger—my sister, her husband and kids, Wade’s ex-wife and his daughter, his fiancée and a few friends—the
otbtrs are ashamed and burdened in ways that I am not. They are dismayed by their shame, astonished by it, as
they should be (he is one of them, after all, and they are good people, in spite of everything); and they are
confused by their anger. Which is perhaps why they have not asked me to keep silent. I myself am neither
dismayed nor confused: like Wade, I have been ashamed and angry practically since birth and am accustomed to
holding both those skewed relations to the world: it makes me, among those who loved him, uniquely qualified to
tell his story.
Even so, I know how the others think. They are secretly hoping that they have got Wade’s story wrong and that
I can somehow get it right or at least get it said in such a way that we will all be released from our shame and
anger and can speak lovingly again of our brother, husband, father, lover, old friend, around the supper table or in
the car on a long drive or in bed late at night, wondering where the poor man is now, before we fall asleep.
That will not happen. Nevertheless, I tell it for them, for the others as much as for myself. They want, through
the telling, to regain him; I want only to be rid of him. His story is my ghost life, and I want to exorcise it.
As for forgiveness: it must be spoken of, I suppose, but who among us can hope to proffer it? Even I, at this
considerable distance from the crimes and the pain, cannot forgive him. It is the nature of forgiveness that when
you forgive someone, you no longer have to protect yourself from him, and for the rest of our lives we will have
to protect ourselves from Wade. Regardless, it is too late now for forgiveness to do him any good. Wade
Whitehouse is gone. And I believe that we will never see him again.
*
Everything of importance—that is, everything that gives rise to the telling of this story—occurred during a
single deer-hunting season in a small town, a village, located in a dark forested valley in upstate New Hampshire,
where Wade was born and raised and so was I, and where most of the Whitehouse family has lived for five
generations. Think of a village in a medieval German folktale. Think of a cluster of old and new but mostly old
houses and shops and a river running through and hillside meadows and tall trees. The town is named Lawford,
and it is one hundred fifty miles north of where I live now.
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Wade was forty-one that fall and in bad shape—everyone in town knew it but was not particularly upset by it.
In a village, you see people’s crises come and go, and you learn to wait them out: most people do not change,
especially seen from up close; they just grow more elaborate. Consequently, everyone who knew Wade was
waiting out his gloom, his heavy drinking, his dumb belligerence. His crisis was his character in sharp relief. Even
I, down south in the suburbs of Boston, was waiting him out.
It was easy for me. I am ten years younger than Wade, and I abandoned the family and the town of Lawford
when I graduated high school—escaped from them, actually, though it sometimes feels like abandoned. I went to
college, the first in the family to do that, and became a high school teacher and a man of meticulous routine. For
many years, I regarded Wade as a gloomy, alcoholic and stupidly belligerent man, like our father, but now he had
gotten into his forties without killing himself or anyone else, and I expected that he would, like our father, get into
his fifties, sixties and maybe seventies the same way, so I did not worry about Wade.
Though he visited me twice that fall and called me on the telephone often and at great length, several times a
week and usually late at night, after he had been drinking for hours and had sent everyone near him scurrying for
safety, I was not moved much one way or the other. I listened passively to his rambling tirades against his ex-wife,
Lillian, and his mournful declarations of love for his daughter, Jill, and his threats to inflict serious bodily harm on
many of the people who lived and worked with him, people whom, as the town police officer, he was sworn to
protect. Preoccupied with the details of my own life, I listened to him as if he were a boring soap opera on TV and
I was too busy or distracted by the details of my own life to get up and change the channel.
It would pass, I felt, with the pain of his divorce from Lillian and of her remarriage and departure from town
with Jill in tow. Six more months, I felt, would do it. That would put him three full years beyond the divorce, two
years beyond Lillian’s move south to Concord, and well into springtime: snowmelt running off the hills, the lakes
breaking free of ice, daylight lingering into evening. Maybe he will fall in love with someone else, I thought.
There was a woman he said he slept with now and again, a local woman named Margie Fogg, and for the most
part he spoke fondly of her. If nothing else, I thought, Jill will eventually grow up. Children often force parents to
grow up by first growing up themselves. Though I am childless and unmarried, I know this.
*
Then one night something changed, and from then on my relation to Wade’s story was different from what it
had been before, since childhood. That night willed detachment got replaced by—what?—sympathy? More than
sympathy, I think, and less. Empathy. A dangerous feeling, to both parties.
I mark it by the change I heard in Wade’s tone of voice during a phone call he made to me a night or two after
Halloween. It may have been the first or second of November by then. He was in the middle of one of his
garrulous complaints, and I heard something that I had not heard there before, and for an instant I wondered if I
had misperceived my brother all along. Perhaps I had misjudged him, and he was not so predictable after all;
perhaps his character and this crisis were not one thing, were instead quite distinct from one another, or the nature
of the crisis was such that it would soon make them distinct; perhaps my brother was as real as I, a man whose
character was as I understood my own: process, flux, change. This was a new thought to me and not an altogether
welcome one. And I did not know where it came from, unless it was from the simple accumulated weight of
familiarity; for, without my being aware of it, a subtle balance had shifted, as if in my sleep, so that suddenly I
was no longer distantly monitoring my brother’s confused painful life but was instead practically living it.
And I despised Wade’s life. Let me say it again. I despised Wade’s life. I fled the family and the town of
Lawford when I was little more than a boy to avoid having to live that life. That is only one of the differences
between Wade and me, but it is a huge difference.
Wade was making the ex-husband’s complaint about the ex-wife’s infinite capacity for cruelty—the result of
some minor humiliation a night or two before. I had not quite got it but had not asked for clarification, either—
when suddenly I heard a shift in his tone of voice, a change of register and pitch, little enough to notice ordinarily,
but for some reason enough to sit me up straight in my chair to listen to him closely, to gather my wandering
attention, and instead of regarding his life as merely a minor part of mine, I saw the man in his own context for a
change. It was as if the story he was telling were enlarging and clarifying my story: the chronic toothache he had
complained of earlier in the conversation, though worse and significantly different from my periodic headaches,
suddenly became a troublesome echo, and his financial difficulties, though described practically in another
language than mine, rhymed anxiously with mine, and his ongoing troubles with women, parents, friends and
enemies, grotesquely reversed versions of my troubles, gave mine painful articulation.
He had been describing the events of Halloween Eve, and he began to speak of the weather that night, colder
even than usual, well below freezing, colder than a witch’s tit, he said, that first cold night when you know
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winter’s a-coming in and there is nothing you can do about it and once again it is too goddamned late to head
south. You just put your head down, bub, and you accept it.
The change, the shift, may well have been in me, of course, not Wade. He used the same words he always
used, the same cliches and oddly reflective expressions; he affected the same weary stoicism he has affected since
almost tricked into it or conjured. Lawford is one of those towns that people leave, not one that people come back
to. And to make matters worse, to make it even more difficult to return to, even if you wanted to go back—which
of course no one who has left the town in this half century wants to do—those who remain behind cling
stubbornly as barnacles to the bits and shards of social rites that once invested their lives with meaning: they love
bridal showers, weddings, birthdays, funerals, seasonal and national holidays, even election days. Halloween, as
well. A ridiculous holiday, and for whom, for what? It has absolutely no connection to modern life.
But Lawford has no connection to modern life, either. There is a kind of willed conservatism that helps a
remnant people cope with having been abandoned by several generations of the most talented and attractive of its
children. Left behind, the remnant feels inadequate, insufficient, foolish and inept—everyone with brains and
ambition, it seems, everyone with the ability to live in the larger world, has gone away. So that with the family,
with the community as a whole, no longer able to unify and organize a people and provide them with a worthy
identity, the half-forgotten misremembered ceremonies of ancient days become all the more crucial to observe. As
in: Halloween. The rites affirm a people’s existence, but falsely.
And it is this very falsity that most offends those of us who have left. We know better than anyone, precisely
because we have fled in such numbers, that those who refused or were unable to leave no longer exist as a family,
a tribe, a community. They are no longer a people—if they ever were one. It is why we left in the first place and
why we are so reluctant to return, even to visit, and especially on holidays. Oh, how we hate going home for the
holidays! It is why we have to be coerced into it by guilt, or tricked, if not by ourselves, then by the wider,
sentimental culture. I teach history; I think about these things.
Wade rambled on, half drunk, as usual, calling from his wind-battered trailer by the lake up there in Lawford,
and I envisioned the town he was talking about, the people he alluded to, the hills and valleys, the forests and
streams he passed in his car on his way home every night and out again in the morning to work, the diner where
he stopped for breakfast, the well-drilling company he worked for, the town hall where his part-time police chief’s
office was located: I visualized the setting for my brother’s life as it had been a night or two before, when the
events he was describing to me had taken place.
The air was dry, and the sky clear as black glass, with belts and swatches of stars all over and in the southeast a
crescent moon grinning. I remember those cold fall nights, with the smell of oncoming snow in the air. On the
side of the hill, between the spruce woods climbing the eastern ridge of the valley and the long yellow meadow
that slopes toward the river at the bottom, a bony thicket of birches clings like a brief porous interval. The river
below is narrow, rock-strewn, noisy, with a forested moraine on the farther bank and a two-lane road running
north and south along the near. This is the town I grew up in.
There is a row of large, mostly white houses that face the road from the east. Vehicles following pale wedges
of light roamed north and south along the road. Some of them pulled in and parked at the center of town, where
there are three steepled churches, a two-story wood-frame town hall and an open square and a ball field; others
stopped in front of one or another house in the settlement; while short strings of small dark figures raveled and
unraveled along the shoulders of the road and entered and departed from the same houses visited by the cars.
Imagine with me that on this Halloween Eve up along the ridge east of the settlement it was still and silent and
very dark. The wind was down, as if gathering for a storm, and from the houses below not even a watchdog’s bark
floated this far. The moon had just slipped behind the spruce-topped black ridge. Suddenly out of the thicket of
birches a small gang of boys, five or six short shadowy figures, emerged running from the woods. Their breath
trailed behind them in white streaks, and they darted like a pack of feral dogs downhill over the crumbly ground
of the meadow, then sneaked across the scoured backyard of a neat white Cape Cod house with barn and sheds
attached at the far side, where, as if at last sighting their prey, the boys dashed around the corner of the barn
toward the front.
They wore knit caps and brightly colored jackets and were ten or twelve years old. Twenty years before, I
might have been among them, or ten years before that, Wade himself. Indian file, they slipped along the side of
the house that faced Main Street, ducking under windows and around a single Scotch pine. At the edge of the
porch, they gathered into a group and ran straight to the front steps and seized two large lighted jack-o’-lanterns
that had been posted there.
The boys lifted the tops of the pumpkins with purpose, as if releasing imprisoned spirits, and for a second their
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small faces were transformed, turning them orange and wild. With a puff, they extinguished the candles and raced
with the dead jack-o’-lanterns back into darkness, grinning to one another with fear and pleasure, as if they had
stolen a giant’s beloved goose.
Silence. A moment later a yellow Ford station wagon, seams and rocker panels rotted by rust, pulled up in front
of the same house, and the driver, a thick-bodied young woman wearing a cloth coat and blue ski cap and gloves,
got out, opened the back door and helped two tiny costumed children—one a fairy godmother with a wand, the
other a vampire wearing huge blood-tipped plastic incisors—exit from the car. Lugging shopping bags, the
children followed the mother to the front door of the house, where they climbed the steps and the mother rang the
bell.
The door opened, and a woman with crisp features and short white hair stood in the doorway. A person of
indetermidate age, somewhere between fifty and seventy, she wore green twill trousers and shirt and men’s work
shoes, and her pointy face was expressionless for a second. From the bottom of the steps the children held their
bags out to be filled and shrieked, “Trick or treat!” and the white-haired woman opened her eyes wide, as if
startled. Flopping long hands in front of her chest, the woman, whose name is Alma Pittman, feigned alarm. She
is the town clerk and a certified public accountant and notary public and is not skilled at amusing children. I knew
her when I was a boy, and she has changed not at all.
“You, now,” she said to one child, “you must be an angel. And you,” she said to the other, “you’re a wolf-man
or something, I bet.” She stared down at them from her considerable height, and the children withdrew their bags
and looked at their feet.
“Shy,” Alma observed.
The mother smiled apologetically through blotches of freckles. The mother’s name is Pearl Diehler. She has
been living on welfare and food stamps since her husband left her and moved to Florida two years ago—Alma
Pittman knew this, of course, and Pearl knew she did. Everyone knew it. Small towns are like that.
Alma quickly smiled back and swung open the door and waved the children and their mother inside. As the
three passed by her into the warmly lit living room, Alma glanced down at her stoop and saw that her jack-o’lanterns were gone. Both of them.
For a few seconds she stared at where they had been, as if trying to remember placing them on the stoop
earlier, trying to recall carving them out herself that afternoon on her kitchen table, trying to remember buying
them from Anthony’s Farm Market last Friday—a solitary irritable woman more organized and better educated
than most of her neighbors, and though somewhat intolerant of them, trying nonetheless to be kind to them, to
join them somehow in their holiday.
As if waking from sleep, she blinked, turned quickly around and went inside her house, closing the door firmly
behind her.
*
A fast-flowing river, the Minuit, runs south through the town, and most of the buildings in Lawford—homes,
stores, town hall and churches, no more than fifty buildings in the center in all—are situated on the east side of the
river along a half-mile stretch of Route 29, the old Littleton-Lebanon road, replaced a generation ago by the
interstate ten miles east.
The Minuit was named and then fished for centuries by the Abenaki Indians, until in the early 1800s
woodcutters from Massachusetts came north and started using the river to float tree trunks south and west to the
Connecticut. By the time the burgeoning muddy lumber camp had evolved into a proper village and shipping
point called Lawford, there was a pair of small brick mills on the river manufacturing wood shingles and spools.
For a brief period the town prospered, which accounts for the dozen or so impressively large white houses strung
along the road at the south end of town, where the valley widens somewhat and the glacial rubble, filtered by a
long-gone primeval lake, becomes glacial till and, cleared by those early lumbermen, for a few years offered
speculators several thousand acres of good salable farmland.
In the Great Depression, the mills got taken over by the banks, were shut down and written off, the money and
machinery invested farther south in the manufacture of shoes. Since then, Lawford has existed mainly as
someplace halfway between other places, a town people sometimes admit to having come from but where almost
no one ever goes. Half the rooms in the big white colonial houses that face the river and the high dark ridge in the
west have been emptied and sealed off against the winter with polyurethane and plywood, imprisoning in the
remaining rooms elderly couples and widows and widowers abandoned by their grown children for the smarter
life in the towns and cities. There are, of course, grown children who stay on in Lawford, and others who—after
serving and being wounded in one of the wars or messing up a marriage elsewhere—eome back home to live in
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the old house and pump gas or style hair in town. Such children are regarded by their parents as failures; and they
behave accordingly.
Lots of homes in town double as businesses: insurance; real estate; guns ’n ammo; haircutting; arts & crafts.
Here and there a particularly well maintained and—discounting the greenhouse, the sauna in the barn and the
solar heat panels—lovingly restored mid-nineteenth-century farmhouse accommodates the complex social, sexual
and domestic needs of a graying long-haired man and woman with an adolescent child or two in boarding school,
svelte couples who have come north from Boston or New York City to teach at Dartmouth, twenty miles south, or
sometimes just to grow marijuana in their large organic gardens and live off inherited money in the regions dead
economy.
Most of the rest of the townspeople live outside the center, nowadays usually in mobile homes or small ranchstyle bungalows built by the owners with borrowed money on rocky three-acre lots of hilly scrub. Their children
attend the cinderblock elementary school on the outskirts north of town and the regional high school in
Barrington, where the Lawford boys even today have enviable reputations as athletes, especially in the more
violent sports, and the girls still have reputations for providing sexual favors at an early age and for going to their
senior proms pregnant.
These are not the only people who reside in Lawford. There are a small number of part-time residents, summer
people with houses built on the gravelly shores of the lakes in the area, sprawling wood-frame structures they call
”camps,” built back in the 1920s by large wealthy families from southern New England and New York forcing
themselves to spend time together. A few of these family compounds came later, in the 1940s and 50s, but by then
it was difficult to buy attractive lakeshore property from the early comers, and they often got built on marshy land
with no easy access to the road.
Beyond this, there are only the deer hunters to speak of, and one must speak of them, for they will play an
important role in Wade’s story. Almost all of the deer hunters are men from lower New Hampshire and eastern
Massachusetts, who every November come north brandishing high-powered rifles with scopes and normally
spend no longer than a weekend in the area. They drink all night in motels and roadhouses on Route 29 and tramp
from sunup to sundown through the woods, firing at anything that moves, sometimes even killing it and hauling it
back to Haverhill or Revere on the fender of a car. More often than not, they return home empty-handed, hung
over and frustrated—but nonetheless sated from having participated, even if only marginally and ineptly, in an
ancient male rite.
*
Near the center of Lawford, three houses north of the town hall and situated on a large flat lot; are a pair of
incongruous buildings—a huge slate-blue hundred-year-old renovated barn and next to it a matching blue sixtyfoot cathedral-ceiling mobile home—the pair of them surrounded by an acre of asphalt paving, as if the blue
buildings were dropped by helicopter squarely into the middle of a shopping center parking lot. This is the
business place and home of Gordon LaRiviere, well driller, who, unless you count those who went away, is
Lawford’s only success story—despite his motto, painted on every vehicle and building he owns:

LARIVIERE CO.—OUR BUSINESS IS GOING IN THE HOLE!
LaRiviere’s story, too, will get told in due time, but at this particular moment, still early on Halloween Eve, let
us picture six teenagers, four boys and two girls, out in the field behind LaRiviere’s blue barn—his combination
office, workshop, garage and warehouse—working in darkness in LaRiviere’s garden, a meticulously laid out and
maintained plot of earth half covered with black plastic and mulch for the winter, the other half, with rattling dry
cornstalks and dead tomato plants and sprawling pumpkin vines, not yet turned over. The teenagers guzzle kingsized beers and laugh through harsh whispers as they strip the few remaining vines of the few remaining
pumpkins. I know this because I myself did it, not to Gordon LaRiviere’s pumpkin patch but to someone else’s.
And I did it because my older brother Wade did it, and he, too, had merely followed the example of an older
brother, two of them.
Soon the teenagers are up and running, awkwardly, clutching beer cans and pumpkins, around the far side of
LaRiviere’s house—impossible to call it a trailer or mobile home, for it is set on a permanent foundation and has
shutters, porch, breezeway, chimney attached—racing toward the road out front, then down the road a ways to
where a boy waits in a ten-year-old Chevy with dual exhausts gurgling.
The thieves pile into the car with their pumpkins, hard goofy laughter now drifting back toward LaRiviere’s on
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the cold night air, and the kid driving pops the clutch and spins off the gravel shoulder onto the road, his tires
burning rubber as they hit the pavement, the car fishtailing down the road toward the town hall, hurtling past it,
the kids cackling out the windows and giving the finger to a large group of adults with children in costumes
gathering outside the town hall.
Most of the adults have stopped moving and talking and stare bitterly at the old Chevrolet sedan as it blasts
past. In seconds, the car has rounded the slow turn on the far side of town and is out of sight. The people
clustering outside the town hall hesitate a second, as if waiting to hear a crash, then resume what they were doing.
*
A short ways north of the town hall and the Common and the three churches facing it—First Congregational,
First Baptist and Methodist—and out along Route 29 beyond Alma Pittman’s house, from whose darkened door
Pearl Diehler and her children had long since departed, there were a few straggling houses with porch lights still
on for the last of the trick-or-treaters, kids whose parents had sat around the kitchen table drinking and arguing too
long to drive them into town in time to join the others. This late they joined only a battalion of older, greedier kids
who would not stop until no one any longer answered the door, when they would commence their more serious
work of the evening, what they had come out to accomplish in the first place: the gleeful destruction of private
property. They intended to cut clotheslines, break windows, slash tires, open outdoor spigots so the wells would
run dry and the pumps burn out.
A short ways beyond the settlement one comes to Merritt’s Shell Station—a cinder-block bunker, closed, dark,
with car parts scattered around the building like rubble after a terrorist’s attack. On this night, a dim light from a
rear window indicated that someone was still in the office—not Merritt, of course, who, as always, had gone
home promptly at six and tonight was down at the town hall, attending the annual Halloween party in his official
capacity as one of the selectmen. More likely it was Merritt’s mechanic, Chick Ward, leafing slowly, like a monk
studying scripture, through a pornographic magazine from Sweden that normally he keeps hidden under the
carpeting of the trunk of his car, a purple Trans Am that Merritt lets him work on in the garage after hours.
Tonight he furrowed his narrow brow in concentration, smoked his cigarette, took a pull on his beer and turned
the page on one type of pink contortion and began to examine another. He put his beer can on the floor and rubbed
his hand across his crotch, back and forth, as if stroking the head of a sleeping dog.
Beyond Merritt’s Shell Station, the residents of the few remaining houses in town had finally shut their porch
lights off, a signal to the trick-or-treaters that the night was nearly over. On the road there was only a scraggly
group of small children in homemade costumes, brothers and sisters and cousins from the Hoyt place, a shack
settlement on the river set in among the wreckage of an abandoned mill there. They traveled along the side of the
road, gobbling their loot as they walked, now and then grabbing an apple or a piece of candy from one another’s
sack—a hit and a kick and a cry; then a laugh—as they continued down the road toward town and the party.
A mile past the Hoyt kids on the right, where Route 29 bends sharply east, one passes Wickham’s Restaurant,
still open but in the process of being closed for the night by Nick Wickham and his waitress, Margie Fogg. Back
in the kitchen, Wickham, a lean dark man with a long wet mustache, poured three fingers of Old Mr. Boston
vodka into a juice glass and knocked it back in two swallows, then stared intently at Margie Fogg’s wide rounded
backside as she filled the napkin holders at the counter.
From Wickham’s all the way north practically as far as Littleton there are deep woods on both sides of the
road, with the Minuit River still rushing through the darkness west of the road. The sky was a narrow black velvet
band overhead, and there were no buildings visible from the road in those woods or overlooking the river, except
for Toby’s Inn, three miles from town on the river side of Route 29. Toby’s is a battered two-story farmhouse
converted into an inn when the Littleton-Concord Stage Line opened back in the 1880s, and it operated now as a
roadhouse, with rooms for rent. Tonight the parking lot outside Toby’s had fewer than the usual ten or twelve local
cars and pickups pulled up against the building with a surprisingly large number of out-of-state cars—surprising,
until you remembered that tomorrow, the first day of November, was also the first day of deer-hunting season.
*
Let us imagine that around eight o’clock on this Halloween Eve, speeding west past Toby’s and headed toward
town on Route 29 from the interstate turnoff, there comes a pale-green eight-year-old Ford Fairlane with a blue
police bubble on top. Let us imagine a dark square-faced man wearing a trooper’s cap driving the vehicle. He is a
conventionally handsome man, but nothing spectacular: if he were an actor, he would be cast as the decent but
headstrong leader of the sheepherders in range-war westerns of the ’50s. He has deep-set brown eyes with
crinkled corners, the eyes of a man who works outdoors; his nose is short and hooked, narrow at the bridge, with
large flared nostrils. He looks his age, forty-one, and though his mouth is small, his lips thin and tight and his chin
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boyishly delicate, his lower face, tinged gray by a five o’clock shadow, has the slight fleshiness of a healthy
hardworking athletic man who drinks too much beer.
Seated next to him is a child, a little girl with hair like flax and a plastic tiger mask covering her face. The man
is driving fast, clearly in a hurry, talking and gesturing intently to the child as he drives. The child appears to be
about ten years old.
For anyone who lived in Lawford, the car would be instantly recognizable—it belonged to the town police
officer, my brother, Wade Whitehouse. The child beside him was his daughter, Jill, and anyone would know that
he was bringing her up from Concord, where she lived with her mother and stepfather, for the three-day weekend
and the Halloween party.
And Wade was running late, as usual. He had not been able to start the hour-long drive south on the interstate
to Concord until finishing work for LaRiviere (besides being Lawford’s entire police force, Wade was also a well
driller, Gordon LaRiviere’s foreman). Then down in Concord, after stopping at the shopping mall north of the city
for a Halloween costume that he had promised but forgotten to purchase and bring with him, he had been
compelled—again, as usual—to negotiate certain complex custodial arrangements with his ex-wife, Lillian, after
which he had to pick up a Big Mac, strawberry shake, fries and cherry pie to go for Jill’s supper, all before even
starting the drive back to Lawford.
Now he was late, late for everything he had planned and fantasized about for a month: late for trick-or-treating
with his daughter at the homes of everyone in town he liked or wanted to impress with his fatherhood; late for
showing up at the party at the town hall, where, like all the other parents for a change, he could see his kid win a
prize in the costume contest, best this or that, scariest or funniest or some damned thing; late for the sleepy drive
back to the trailer afterwards, Jill laying her head on his shoulder and falling peacefully asleep while he drove
slowly, carefully home.
He tried to explain their lateness to her without blaming himself for it.
“I’m sorry for the screw-up,” Wade said. “But I couldn’t help it that it’s too late to go trick-or-treating now. I
couldn’t help it I had to stop at Penney’s for the costume,” he said, stirring the air with his right hand as he talked.
“And you were hungry, remember.” Jill spoke through her tiger’s mask.
“Whose fault is it, then, if it’s not yours? You’re the one in charge, Daddy.”
She wore a flimsy-looking black-and-yellow tiger suit that Wade thought looked less like a costume than a pair
of striped pajamas with paws and a scrawny black-tipped tail, which she held with one paw and slapped idly into
the palm of the other. The bulbous grinning mask looked more hysterical than fierce but was perhaps all the more
frightening for it.
“Yeah,” he said, “but not really. I’m not really in charge.”
Wade worked a cigarette free of his pack with one hand, stuck it between his lips and punched in the dashboard
lighter. They were coming into town now, and he slowed down slightly as they began to pass darkened houses.
“There’s damned little I’m in charge of, believe it or not. It is my fault I had to stop for the costume, though,
and we got slowed up some there.”
He reached for the lighter and got his cigarette going. With the lighted cigarette bobbing up and down, he said,
“I did screw that up, I admit it. Stopping for the costume. Forgetting it, I mean. I’m sorry for that, honey.”
She said nothing, turned and looked out the window and saw the Hoyt kids in a loose group on the shoulder of
the road, making their disorganized way toward the center of town.
“Look,” Jill said. “Those kids are still trick-or-treating. They’re still out.”
“Those’re the Hoyts,” he said.
“I don’t care; they’re out.”
“I care,” Wade said. “Those’re the Hoyts.”
What he wanted to say was Shut up. He wanted credit, for God’s sake, not criticism. He wanted her cheerful,
not whining.
“Can’t you see … look out there,” he said. “Can’t you see that nobody’s got their porch lights on anymore? It’s
late; it’s too late now. Those Hoyt kids, they’re just out to get in trouble. See,” he said, pointing past her mask to
the right. “They put shaving cream all over that mailbox there. And they chopped down all of Herb Crane’s new
bushes. Damn.”
He slowed the car almost to a stop, and behind him the Hoyt kids scattered into the darkness.
“Those damned kids tipped over Harrison’s toolshed. Jesus Christ.” Wade drove slowly now, peering into
yards and calling out the damage as he saw it.
“Look, they cut the Annises’ clotheslines, and I bet there’s a hell of a lot more they done out back where you
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can’t see it,” he said, rolling his hand again, a habitual gesture. “And there, see all those smashed flowerpots?
Little bastards. Jesus H. Christ.”
In front of the elementary school was a flashing yellow caution light. Wade had to steer carefully around the
fleshy remains of three or four smashed pumpkins, hurled, surely, from a speeding Chevy sedan with dual
exhausts.
“See, honey, that’s all that’s going on out there now,” he said. “You don’t want to deal with that kind of stuff,
do you? Trick-or-treating’s over, I’m sorry to say.”
“Why do they do that?”
“Do what?”
“You know.”
“Break stuff? Cause all that damage and trouble to people?”
“Yeah. It’s stupid,” she said flatly.
“I guess they’re stupid. It’s stupid.”
“Did you use to do that, when you were a kid?”
Wade inhaled deeply and flicked his cigarette out the open vent window.
“Well, yeah,” he said. “Sort of. Nothing really mean, you understand. But yeah, we did a few things like that, I
guess. Me and my pals, me and my brothers. It was kind of funny then, or anyhow we thought it was. Stealing
pumpkins and smashing them on the road, soaping windows. Stuff like that.”
“Was it funny?”
“Was it funny. Yeah. To us it was. You know.”
“But it’s not funny now.”
“No, it’s not funny now,” he said. “Now I’m a cop, so now I have to listen to all the complaints people make.
I’m a police officer,” he announced. “I’m not a kid anymore. You change, and things look different as a result.
You understand that, don’t you?”
His daughter nodded.
“You did lots of bad things,” she declared.
“What? I did what?”
“I bet you did lots of bad things.”
“Well, no, not really,” he said. He paused. “What? What’re you talking about?” She turned and looked through
the eye holes of her mask, revealing her blue irises and nothing else.
“I just think you used to be bad. That’s all.”
“No,” he said flatly. “I didn’t use to be bad. No, sir. I did not. I did not use to be bad.” They were pulling into
the parking lot behind the town hall, and Wade nodded to several people who had recognized and waved at him.
“Where do you get this stuff anyhow? From your mother?”
“No. She never talks about you anymore. I just know,” she said. “I can tell.”
“You mean bad kind of bad? You mean like a bad man, I used to be? Like that?”
He wanted to reach over and remove her mask, find out what she really meant, but he did not dare, somehow.
He was frightened of her, suddenly aware of it. He had never been frightened of her before, or at least it had not
seemed so to him. How could this be true now? Nothing had changed. She had only uttered a few ridiculous
things, a child talking mean to her father because he would not let her do what she wanted to do, that was all. No
big deal. Nothing to be scared of there. Kids do it all the time.
“Let’s go inside,” she said. “I’m cold.” She swung open the car door and got out and slammed it behind her,
hard.
*
The town hall is a large squarish two-story building on the north side of the small field called the Common,
where, even in the dark, one can make out the Civil War cannon aimed south and the block of red granite that the
townspeople, after the Spanish-American War, set up as a war memorial. Then and after each later war they
inscribed on the block the names of the town’s fallen soldiers. In the four wars in this century so far, fifty-four
young men from the valley—all but seven of them enlisted men—have been killed. No women. The names are for
the most part familiar ones, familiar at least to me—Pittman, Emerson, Hoyt, Merritt, and so on—many the same
names one sees today on Alma Pittman’s tax rolls.
Wade’s name, my name, Whitehouse, is there—twice. Our two brothers, Elbourne and Charlie, were killed
together in the same hooch by mortar fire near Hue during the Tet offensive. Charlie was on his way to Saigon
and had stopped to visit. He wasn’t supposed to be there. Wade heard about it weeks after it happened, weeks after
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we heard about it at home. I was in grade school, the youngest of the five children; Wade was in Korea, an MP
stopping fights between drunks in bars. He did not really believe that his two older brothers were dead, he told
me, until sixteen months later, when he got home and saw their names on the war memorial by the town hall.
Wade had grown up looking at the names of dead men carved into red granite, seen them every Fourth of July,
Memorial Day, Veterans Day. Even playing softball on the Common in the summer league, if you played left
field, as Wade usually did, you got to read the names carved into the stone. For him, when your name got listed
there, you were truly, undeniably, hopelessly dead. Those were men who had no faces, who were gone beyond
memory, forever, to absolute elsewhere. Even Elbourne and Charlie.
Outside the entrance to the town hall, a small group of people had gathered, mostly men smoking cigarettes
and talking in low voices that went silent as Wade and his daughter walked from his car across the lot and up the
path. The men faced him in a friendly way, and one said,
“Howdy, Wade. Got you some company tonight, eh?”
Wade nodded and, opening the door for his daughter, passed into the large, brightly lit hall. It takes up the
entire first floor of the building, with a staircase in the far left corner, a small stage at the rear and rest rooms on
the other side. The unpainted walls and ceiling are made of narrow tongue-in-groove spruce boards, and the place
smells of the forest and of the fire in the big Ranger wood stove that heats it. The wooden chairs that usually fill
the room had been folded and stacked to the right by the door. Half a hundred adults were gathered around the
room in bunches close to the walls, and the children, all in costumes and makeup, were in the middle, as if
penned.
Picture, if you will, clowns, tramps and robots of various types and sizes, at least two pirates, an angel and a
devil, half a dozen vampires and as many witches. There were astronauts and a scarecrow and the hunchback of
Notre Dame, and among the younger children, the toddlers, there were several species of animals represented,
rabbits, lions, a horse, a lamb. Most of the costumes were homemade and depended for their effect on the
viewer’s willed suspension of disbelief—willed only for the viewer, however, not for the wearer of the costume,
whose disbelief got suspended regardless of will, for all the children, clearly, were eager to be out of their child’s
body, if only temporarily, and into a more powerful one. They smiled, sometimes laughed outright, looked
through their masks and makeup straight into the eyes of adults as they never would otherwise and seemed
strangely independent and sure of themselves and a little dangerous.
Standing among them, like a nervous ringmaster surrounded by small but unpredictable and possibly hostile
animals, was Gordon LaRiviere, clipboard in hand, in a loud voice urging the throng of children to start moving
clockwise in a circle around the room. A large beefy red-faced man in his mid-fifties with a silver flat-top haircut
and tiny bright blue eyes, LaRiviere, as chairman of the Board of Selectmen this year, was the costume contest
judge, a responsibility he seemed determined to exercise with great seriousness and attention to detail, for he
repeatedly called out the various categories, alerting the audience and engaging its sympathies, as the children
began to march in a slow swirl around the room.
“We’re looking for the Funniest Costume!” LaRiviere shouted. “And the Scariest! And the Most Imaginative!
And the Best Costume of All!” Standing near the door, Wade put his hand on Jill’s shoulder and nudged his
daughter forward.
“Got here just in time for the judging,” he said. “Go ahead in. Just jump into line. Maybe you’ll win a prize.”
The girl took a single step forward and stopped. Wade nudged her a second time.
“Go on, Jill. Some of those kids you know.”
He looked down at the tiger’s tail drooping to the floor and the child’s blue sneakers peeking out from under
the cuffs of the pathetic costume. Then he looked at the back of her head, her flax-colored hair creased by the
string from the mask, and he suddenly wanted to weep.
He decided it was because he loved her so, and then the impulse passed. His stomach fell, and his chest
heaved, and he took a deep breath and said to her, “Go ahead. You’ll have fun if you just go on and join the other
kids out there. See how happy they seem,” he said, and he looked out at the children moving in a thick slow circle
around the room with Gordon LaRiviere at the hub, and they did indeed seem happy to him, a parade of monsters
and freaks delighted to find themselves admired for once.
Jill took another step away from Wade and the adults nearby, several of whom were staring at her now, aware,
of course, that she was Wade’s daughter visiting him for the weekend, an event that for the last year and a half had
occurred on a more or less monthly basis. Lately, it seemed, folks had not seen the girl much, possibly not since
the Labor Day picnic, when Wade and Jill had played together in the father-daughter softball game and Wade had
to leave in the seventh inning to get her back to Concord by dark because she had school the next day—though no
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one quite believed that, since the Lawford and Barrington schools never started the school year till the Wednesday
after Labor Day, and Concord was unlikely to be on a different schedule.
That ex-wife of his, Lillian, was a hard case. Everyone in town thought so. She had always been kind of a hard
case—uptight and fussy, one of your more demanding women. Snooty was how some people described her, even
though she was a Pittman and had been born and raised right here in Lawford and from the beginning and up to
today was clearly no damn better than anyone else in town. Worse than some, if you wanted to know the truth.
Of course, Wade was a sonofabitch. That was truth too. Pure fact: the man got really mean when he wanted to.
Still and all, he loved his daughter and she loved him, and there was no reason why the mother had to keep
coming between them like she did. Whatever it was Wade did to Lillian back when they were married, it couldn’t
have been so bad, since she married him twice. So it was hard to say why the man deserved such shabby
treatment, now that they were divorced again. He was a hard worker, a fair-minded cop who liked to drink with
the boys down at Toby’s Inn, and a slick left fielder for the local softball team who could probably still play
Legion ball if he wanted to. That’s what most people in town thought.
“I don’t want to,” Jill said. She continued to stare at the other children, ignored by them but rapidly becoming
of greater interest than they to the adults who were gathered near the entrance.
“Why? Why not?” Wade asked. “Go on, it’s fun. You know lots of those kids, you know them from when you
were in school here,” he said. “It hasn’t been that long, for God’s sake.” He threw out his arms, hands open,
feigning exasperation, and laughed. She backed up to him, as if into his arms, and in a low voice that only he
could hear, she said,
“It’s not that.”
“What, then?”
“Nothing,” she said. “I just don’t want to. It’s stupid.”
“What’s stupid? Sure it’s stupid. But it’s fun,” he said. “Jesus.”
He looked around him as if for advice. There was Pearl Diehler and three or four others he knew well and a
couple more he knew only slightly. There was probably no one in town that he did not know in some way or
another—757 year-round residents and another 300 or so in the summer. Wade carried all their faces and almost
all their names in his head, and he did it with a certain pride, making sure that whenever he saw new folks in
town, at Golden’s store, say, or Merritt’s, he got into a chat with them, asked their names, found out where they
lived and where they used to live, learned what they did for their money. He would forget some of that, naturally,
but seldom the name and rarely where they used to live and never where they lived now and what they did for
their money. Wade was smart.
Suddenly Jill was squirming next to him, trying to get between him and the door and out.
“Hey, what’s going on? Where’re you going, huh?”
He reached out and grabbed her arm, and the child looked up at him, facing him with her bulbous plastic tiger
mask, looking frightened even through the mask, her blue eyes wide and filling with tears. Wade let go of her arm,
and she pulled it to her, as if he had hurt it.
“I want to go home,” she said quietly. He leaned down to hear her better.
“What?”
“I want to go home,” she said. “I don’t like it here.”
“Oh, Jesus, come on, will you? Don’t mess this up any more than it’s already been messed up, for Christ’s
sake. Now get in there,” he said, “and join the other kids. Do that, and before you know it you’ll be happy as a
goddamned clam.”
He turned her with the flat of his hand and pushed her slowly forward into the open area, toward the circle of
children. Gordon LaRiviere had spotted her and was waving her on with his clipboard, drawing attention to her
from all over the room.
Now, Wade thought, her friends will see her and will come over to her. Then she will have to join in, and she
will have a good time and be glad that she is here again. Maybe she will even want to go to school tomorrow with
the Lawford kids, instead of hanging around with him at work all day.
He had not figured that one out yet—how he was going to amuse her during the day while he ran the rig down
in Catamount. Two weeks before, during one of his regular twice-a-week phone conversations with Jill, Wade had
learned that, because of a local teachers’ convention, the Concord children had the Friday after Halloween off.
Immediately, he had insisted that she come up to Lawford for the Halloween party and spend all three days of the
weekend with him. But when Lillian had discovered that the Lawford children would be in school all day Friday,
she quickly telephoned Wade and demanded to know just what he thought Jill would be doing by herself while he
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was at work.
“You amaze me,” she said. “You keep on amazing me, year after year, the same old ways.”
Her demand had angered him, and he had responded by saying that he had it all figured out, damn it, so leave
him alone, he was not required by law to account to her for how he spent every single hour of his weekends with
his daughter. Consequently, it was only now, with his anger abated, that he was able to admit to himself that
indeed he did not know what he was going to do with his daughter tomorrow. When she made herself happy with
her Lawford friends tonight, she would want to go to school with them in the morning, he assured himself.
Especially when she saw what the alternative was—sitting in the cab of the truck all day while he finished drilling
a well in Catamount.
Relieved, he turned away, smiled down at Pearl Diehler and stepped out the door for a quick cigarette and a
chat with the boys. From somewhere way back inside his jawbone, his toothache was giving him distant early
warnings, and it had occurred to him that a cigarette might help postpone the onslaught of pain that he knew was
coming.
There were five or six of them out there, a couple of women too, smoking and probably drinking: Jimmy
Dame and Hector Eastman, brothers-in-law whose wives and children were inside. Also Frankie LaCoy, a skinny
kid from Littleton whom Wade suspected of selling grass to the local high school kids but who otherwise seemed
to cause little harm, so Wade was content to let it ride. Standing next to him was LaCoy’s girlfriend, Didi Forque,
still in high school, but she had moved out of her parents’ house last summer, taken a job waitressing at Toby’s
Inn, and now shared an apartment in town with the other girl here, Hettie Rodgers. Wade liked looking at Hettie,
even though she was only about eighteen and was very much the girlfriend of Jack Hewitt, who worked for
LaRiviere with Wade and was a damned good kid. Hettie had her own car and after graduation last June had gone
to work as a hairstylist at Ken’s Kutters in Littleton, but she had continued to live here in Lawford because of
Jack.
Jack Hewitt himself was coming slowly up the walk from his pickup, which he had double-parked directly in
front of the building. He was a tall man in his early twenties, rangy, sharp-featured, some would say clean-cut,
and intelligent and good-humored looking, with a reddish complexion and rust-colored hair. He walked with a
slight hitch, almost a skip-step, which probably had started out as an adolescent affectation and had become a
habit and made him look as if he had just played a practical joke on someone and was dancing sneakily away
before the firecracker went off. In one hand he held what appeared to be a pint of whiskey in a brown paper bag.
In the other he carried a rifle.
“What you boys up to?” Wade said, cupping his hands to light a cigarette.
“Same old shit,” one of the men said. Hector Eastman.
“You see some of that shit them kids got into tonight?” Frankie LaCoy asked Wade. “Little sonsofbitches been
causing some wicked damage this year, I’ll tell ya. Jesus,” he said. “Little sonsofbitches.”
Wade ignored him. He did not really like LaCoy, but he enjoyed tolerating him. He believed that LaCoy’s talky
servility was practically endless, and although Wade knew that eventually it could make the man dangerous, he
enjoyed feeling as superior to another human being, especially another man, as he felt toward Frankie LaCoy, so
he usually appeared to listen to him and then refused to acknowledge that Frankie had said anything. It was a
pleasing form of dominance.
“You’re going to have to move that truck, Jack,” Wade said to Hewitt.
“I know it.” He showed the older man his sideways smile and held out the whiskey. “Take a bite?”
“Don’t mind if I do,” Wade said.
He reached for the bottle, put it to his lips and took a good-sized swallow. I need a drink, he thought. He had
not believed he would tonight, but Jesus H. Christ, did he need a drink. That kid had made him all jumpy tonight.
He did not know what the hell had gotten into Jill, but whatever it was, he had let it get into him too. It was only
more of the same old stuff her mother had been putting out for years, he thought, and no matter where it came
from, Jill or Lillian herself, it always had the same effect on Wade: it made him want to hang his head in shame
and run. He said to Jack,
“That the gun you were bragging on today?”
“No brag. Just fact.”
Jack tossed the rifle to Wade, who caught it expertly, snapped it into his shoulder and sighted down the barrel
for a few seconds. Then he examined the gun more carefully, turning it in his hands as if it were the corpse of a
small unfamiliar animal. It was a Browning BAR\fn{ Browning Automatic Rifle} .30/06 with a scope.
“What’d it set you back?” Wade asked. “Four fifty, five hundred bucks?”
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Jack just smiled, so Wade turned and handed the gun on to Hector, a towering grim man in overalls and solidred wool shirt and plaid cap with the earflaps down. Hector weighed the gun in his thick hands and aimed it at his
huge distant feet.
“Nice.”
Jack had taken up a position next to Hettie Rodgers, the girl in jeans and blue down vest who had been Jack’s
girlfriend since the spring of her sophomore year in high school, the spring Jack got cut by the Red Sox
organization and came back to Lawford and went to work drilling wells for LaRiviere with Wade. Jack slung his
arm around Hettie’s shoulders and watched proudly as the men passed his rifle back and forth and examined it.
Wade studied Hettie, who seemed distracted, lost in thought, her long dark hair half covering her heart-shaped
face. He might have been thinking that Lillian used to look like that, when she was a kid and she was fresh-faced
and happy just from being present and accounted for when Wade was around. Lillian would stand next to him
thinking God knows what, off on her own, while Wade and his friends drank and laughed the night away, and
there never seemed to be anything wrong with it, so long as he pulled away from his friends when she wanted to
go. Then they would drive home and after they got married make love in that first apartment they rented and later
they would do it in the bedroom of the house he built out on Lebanon Road. Just like Jack and Hettie—who will
head out of here in a little while in Jack’s burgundy truck for his parents’ place on Horse Pen Road, or else, if that
kid LaCoy keeps hanging around here at the town hall with Hettie’s roommate, they will pop over to Hettie’s
apartment above Golden’s store and make love there.
There was nothing wrong back then, nothing, or so it seemed then. And for Wade, looking back from a point
twenty years later and then studying this young couple in front of him, it still seemed that nothing had been
wrong. Those were wonderful times, he thought, truly wonderful times. After that, things all of a sudden started
going wrong. They were only kids, he and Lillian, and they did not know how to repair anything, so when
something in the marriage broke, they just went out and got divorced, and then came the army and his getting sent
to Korea instead of Vietnam like he wanted, and all the rest followed—their getting married again, Jill, more
troubles, getting divorced a second time: the long tangled painful sequence that had brought him, at last, aged
forty-one, to where he was now. He was a man alone, hands jammed in pockets against the cold, while his only
child, against her mother’s wishes, grumpily spent one weekend every month or two with him. The rest of the
time his thoughts were mostly locked on his work, day in and out, drilling wells for Gordon LaRiviere—which he
found boring, difficult and, because of the low pay and LaRiviere’s peculiar personality, demeaning—and being
the part-time police officer for the town as well, which seemed to him almost accidental, an automatic
consequence of his solitary condition and of his having been made an MP\fn{ Military Policeman} in the service.
Wade still believed in romance, however. That is, he had somehow managed to sustain into his forties a
romantic view of love. Thus he looked back upon those few brief years when he was in his late teens and early
twenties, when he and Lillian were happy just from being in the same room with each other, as the model against
which the rest of his life had to be measured. And held against that warmly golden glow, his present life looked
grim and cold and terribly diminished to him, and increasingly he found himself regarding men like Jack Hewitt
—handsome young men in love with handsome young women who loved them back—with something like envy
and, to avoid rage, sorrow. He had made the connections himself many times late at night lying in his bed alone—
between rage and sorrow, and between sorrow, envy and romance—and he had tried to dispel his painful feelings
by changing his view of love.
But he could not. There was the love he had known with Lillian when he was very young, and that was perfect
love, and there was the rest, which was a diminishment.
But by God none of that sadness kept him from being a good cop. Abruptly, he passed Jack’s rifle back to him.
“Don’t leave your truck there,” he said.
Then he turned and went back inside, where he saw right off that LaRiviere had already chosen the winners of
the costume contests and was parading them up onto the stage at the far end of the hall. People were clapping
their hands, some more enthusiastically than others, for some were the parents of the joyful winners and others the
parents of hard losers. Pearl Diehler’s daughter, the fairy godmother with the wand, was among the winners, but
her son, writhing in agony next to Pearl and directly in front of Wade, was a hard loser. Pearl clapped with energy
for a few seconds, then turned her attention to the vampire at her side.
Wade looked for Jill up on the stage with the winners. There was a boy dressed like a hobo up there, and next
to him a clown of undetermined gender, and scowling and clawing the air behind the clown came a larger more
theatrical version of Pearl Diehler’s vampire, and bringing up the rear, no doubt the winner of Best Costume, was
a tall kid covered with feathers and wearing a huge yellow cardboard beak, a reasonably successful attempt to
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look like a popular television-show character.
Jill was not there, Wade observed, and he began to search for her in the crowd of children who had not won a
prize. Most of them had remained in the loose circle LaRiviere had herded them into while he made his selections,
but a few had wandered toward the additional amusements, the apple-bobbing tank, the long white table where
refreshments were being set out, the ring games. But Wade could not find Jill anywhere among them.
Maybe she went to the bathroom, he decided, and he made his way through the crowd in the direction of the
rest rooms to the right of the stage, when suddenly there she was, standing alone in the corner next to the pay
phone, looking forlorn, tiny, abandoned. She had kept her mask on but had unbuttoned the top half of her
costume, exposing the green-and-white ski sweater underneath, and she looked oddly disheveled. At once Wade
realized that he should not have left her alone without first making sure that she had found a friend among the
kids, and he said to her in a hearty way,
“Hey, sweet stuff! How’s it going? What’re you doing way over here by yourself?” He put his arm around her
and drew her to his side and peered out and scanned the room as if looking for an enemy to protect her from.
“Some party, huh? Sorry 1 lost sight of you for a few minutes,” he said. “I just had to step out for a smoke. You
find anybody you know here? There must be some kids here you used to know from school. They got school here
tomorrow,” he added. “You want to go in with any of them? See your old teachers?” he said. “Want me to take
you by? Be more fun than hanging out with me all day.”
“No,” she said in a low voice.
“No what?”
“No, I didn’t see anybody I know here. And no, I don’t want to go to school here tomorrow,” she said. “I want
to go home.”
“C’mon, Jill, will you? You are home. There’s lots of kids you still know. You were playing with a whole
bunch of kids Labor Day, don’t you remember?”
“They’ve changed,” she said. “They’re different.”
“Kids don’t change that fast. Any more than you do.”
“Well, I’ve changed a lot,” she declared.
Wade looked down at her. She was staring at her feet.
“Hey, what’s the matter, honey?” he asked quietly. “Tell me.” She said,
“I don’t want to be here, Daddy. Don’t worry, I love you, Daddy, I do. But I want to go home.”
Wade sighed heavily.
“Jesus. You want to go home.” He looked at the ceiling, then at his feet, then at his daughter’s feet. “Listen,
Jill, tell you what. Tomorrow morning, you still want to go home, I’ll drive you down,” he said. “Okay? But not
tonight, not now. It’s too … it’s too late, for one thing. Tomorrow, we’ll see. What the hell,” he said, perhaps
warming to the idea. “I’ll tell LaRiviere I’m sick or something. He owes me one. Maybe we can find something to
do in Concord tomorrow afternoon, maybe we can go to the movies or something. And if you really and truly still
want to stay down there, then I’ll drop you off and come back up here alone,” he said somberly. “And we’ll just
wait till the next time or something. Though by then it’ll be Thanksgiving …”
He trailed off.
“Well, anyhow, we’ll work that one out when the time comes,” he said, chopping the air above her head with
his right hand. “Right now, okay. If tomorrow you want to stay down there in Concord, it’s okay.”
She was silent for a few seconds. Then she said,
“I called Mommy.”
“What?” Wade stared down at her in disbelief. “You called her? You called Mommy?” He glanced over at the
pay phone as if checking the evidence. “Just now you called her?”
“Yes.”
“Jesus. Why?”
“I … because I want to go home. She said she’d come and get me.”
“Come and get you! Shit! It’s a damn hour and a half drive up and another hour and a half back,” he said.
“Why’d you make her do that? Why didn’t you talk to me about it first, for God’s sake?”
“See, I knew you’d be mad,” she said. “That’s why I called her to do it, because I knew you’d be mad, and I
was right. You are mad.”
“Yeah. Yeah, right, I am mad,” he declared. “It’s … it’s spoiled,” he said. “It’s just being spoiled, this kind of
stuff. Your ma doesn’t want to come all the way up here just to get you when you’re supposed to be spending the
damn weekend with me. What’d you tell her, for Christ’s sake?” He shoved his hands into his pockets and rocked
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back and forth on his heels. “Jesus.”
“I just told her I wanted to come home. Daddy, don’t be mad at me.”
She slowly drew off her mask and turned to him. He said,
“Well, I guess I am. It’s hard not to be mad at you, for Christ’s sake. I planned this, I planned all this, you
know. I mean, I know it isn’t much,” he said. “It’s sort of pathetic, even. But I planned it.”
He paused.
“You shouldn’t have called your mother,” he announced, and he grabbed her hand and said, “C’mon, we’re
gonna call her before she leaves.”
“No way, José,” she said, and she stepped back.
Wade sealed her hand in his huge one and pulled her toward the stairs and up to the long narrow unlit hallway
on the second floor. They walked rapidly past the frosted-glass doors that led to the Office of the Selectmen,
Office of the Town Clerk and Tax Collector, to the end, where the sign on the door said simply POLICE. Wade
pulled out his keys and opened the door and snapped on the light. It was a small efficient cubicle with pegboard
walls and a large window, a file cabinet and a gray metal desk and chair, with a straight-backed chair beside it.
There was a locked glass-enclosed rifle rack with two shotguns and a rifle on one wall and on the other a
geological survey map of the forty-nine square miles of Clinton County that made up the township of Lawford,
New Hampshire.
Wade closed the door solidly behind him, flicked on the overhead neon light and sat down in his chair facing
the desk; Jill plunked herself into the chair beside the desk, crossed her legs and rested her chin on one fist, as if
lost in deep thought. Quickly he dialed the number, put the receiver tight to his face and waited while it rang. I
will just tell her, he thought, that she should forget it, stay home, Jill’s only acting up a little because she has not
kept up with any of her friends here and she is kind of shy and this is her way of dealing with shyness, that’s all.
Simple. Nothing to worry about, nothing that was Wade’s fault, nothing to be mad at, and certainly no reason to
drive all the way up here to Lawford, for Christ’s sake. She should stay home in Concord in her fancy new house
with her fancy new husband and watch TV or something and forget about him, forget about him and Jill, forget
about everything that had happened.
The phone buzzed like an insect, over and over, and no one answered, until finally he concluded that Lillian
and her husband had already left for Lawford, and at once he felt flooded by anger, overwhelmed by it.
“She’s gone already!” He slammed the receiver into the cradle and stared at it. “Fucking gone already.
Couldn’t wait.”
“Yes.”
“That’s all you got to say?”
“Yes.”
“She won’t be here for at least an hour,” he said. “Think you can stand it that long?”
“Yes.”
“Well. Where do you expect to wait for her? Obviously downstairs with the other kids isn’t good enough for
you.”
Wade was locked into an old familiar sequence: his thoughts and feelings were accelerating at a pace that
threw him into a kind of overdrive, a steady high-speed flow that he could not control and that he knew often led
to disastrous consequences. But he did not care. Not caring was only additional evidence that he was in this
particular sequence again. But there was not a damned thing he could do about it, and not a damned thing he
wanted to do about it, either, which was yet a third way that he knew he was in this particular gear again.
“You can sit right here, dammit, sit right here in the office and wait for her all by yourself,” he told his
daughter. “That’s fine with me. Dandy, just dandy. I’m going downstairs,” he said, and he stood up. Jill looked
toward the window.
“That’s fine with me too,” she said in a low voice. “I can wait up here fine. When Mommy comes, just tell her
I’m up here.” She uncrossed her legs and stood up too, and putting her mask back on, she grabbed the chair with
both hands and dragged it over to the window.
“I’ll wait here. That way I’ll see her when she comes and can come downstairs myself.” She lined the chair up
against the window and sat down again, and with the mask still covering her face, she peered out the window into
the darkness.
“Jesus, Jill, you really are tragic,” Wade said. “No kidding, tragic. Sitting there in your tower like some kind of
fairy princess or something, waiting to be saved from a fate worse than death.” Jill turned toward him and said
calmly,
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“I’m a tiger, Daddy, not a fairy princess. Remember? You bought the costume.” Then she went back to looking
out the window.
“Yep, that’s my doing, all right,” he said, and he wrenched the door open and stormed out. He slammed it
behind him, rattling the glass, and stalked down the hallway to the stairs. Passing through the crowd in the hall,
ignoring the noise and the faces, the few waves and nods tossed toward him, Wade made his way across the room
to the door. He arrived there just as Margie Fogg entered. She wore a dark-green down jacket over her white
waitress’s uniform and was probably hoping to see Wade here. Not wanting it to seem so, however, to him or
anyone else, she had come with her boss, Nick Wickham, despite his usual designs on her. The same age as Wade,
Margie had been one of his girlfriends back in high school, before Lillian—though it was not until years later,
when both he and Margie were married to other people, that they had actually ended up in bed with each other.
They were old friends by now, however, and possibly too familiar with each other ever to fall in love, but in the
absence of particular strangers, there were many cold and lonely nights when they depended on each other’s
kindness.
She touched Wade’s shoulder as he brushed by her, and when he turned, Margie surely saw at once, as we all
did with Wade, that he had gone to someplace deep inside himself, a place where he was kept from doing more
than merely recognizing her. His deep-set dark-brown eyes had a membrane laid over them, and his thin lips were
drawn tightly over his teeth, as if fighting to hold back huge and derisive laughter. Over the years, Margie Fogg,
like many of us, had seen that expression enough times to know how to respond intelligently, which was simply to
get out of the way and stay out of the way until he came looking for her again.
She pulled her hand back as if she had touched a hot stove and went directly into the hall, with Wickham
coming along behind her, toothpick slanting jauntily from under his dark drooping mustache.
*
She should have known, she later told me. Wade was out of it that night, the way he can get, but with his
daughter Jill in town with him, and with him stone sober, it was strange, and she should have known that
something important had gone sour for him, one more thing, maybe the one that finally, truly, because of what it
added up to, mattered in a way that none of the others had, not the divorce itself and all that ugly business with the
lawyers, not losing his house the way he did, and you know how he loved that little house he built, and not
Lillian’s moving down to Concord.
“I just should have known, that night at the town hall. Not that it would’ve made any difference,” she said.
She reached across the table and took my fork from my hand and cut a bite off my slice of raisin pie and
popped it into her mouth.
“Sorry. I love Nick’s raisin pie. Let me get you another fork.” She laughed. “I can’t help myself.”
She is a tall large-boned woman with a broad Irish face, down turned green eyes and pale skin. Due to her size,
perhaps, and the suddenness of her movements, she looks awkward, but she is in fact uncannily graceful and a
pleasure to watch move. Her frizzy hair is the color of cordovan, and she had it tied back in a loose thatch with a
piece of black ribbon, showing to advantage her long and handsome white neck.
“No, that’s okay, we can share,” I said, but she got up from the table anyhow and brought a clean fork from the
counter. We were at Wickham’s, and Margie had served me coffee and pie. It was a slow Thursday night, and I
was at the moment the only customer. Wickham was out back in the kitchen, watching the Bruins game on a
portable TV, ignoring my presence, by now used to my showing up alone at odd hours once or twice a week to ask
questions of him or Margie or the odd customer, questions about Wade, about Jack and all the others, asking what
happened, what was said, what was thought and imagined, asking what was true. Was it true that on Halloween
Eve down at the town hall party Wade was acting strange? Or was he the same old Wade, all knotted up, to be
sure, but no different than usual? How did he act? What did he say? What do you think he was thinking? …
*NEW JERSEY*
105.163 Excerpts from Religious Experience And Journal Of Mrs. Jarena Lee\fn{by Jarena Lee (1783-c.1849 or
later)} Cape May, Cape May County, New Jersey, U.S.A. (F) 4
1
… Between four and five years after my sanctification\fn{ Lee writes elsewhere in this book that progressing “from a state
of darkness, or of nature,” the soul must experience “first, conviction for sin. Second, justification from sin. Third, the entire sanctification
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of the soul to God.”}

on a certain time, an impressive silence fell upon me, and I stood as if someone was about to
speak to me, yet I had no such thought in my heart,— But to my utter surprise there seemed to sound a voice
which I thought I distinctly heard, and most certainly understood, which said to me, “Go preach the Gospel!” I
immediately replied aloud, “No one will believe me.” Again I listened, and again the same voice seemed top say
—“Preach the Gospel; I will put words in your mouth, and will turn your enemies to become your
friends.”\fn{Mrs. Lee had her first religious experience in 1804, shortly after she was taken sixty miles away from her parents and her
place of birth in Cape May, New Jersey, to serve another slave-owner as her maid. It took the form of an attack of acute remorse for telling
her mistress a lie.}

At first I supposed that Satan had spoken to me, for I had read that he could transform himself into an angel of
light for the purpose of deception. Immediately I went into a secret place, and called upon the Lord to know if he
had called me to preach , and whether I was deceived or not; when there appeared to my view the form and figure
of a pulpit, with a Bible lying thereon, the back of which was presented to me as plainly as if it had been a literal
fact.
In consequence of this, my mind became so exercised, that during the night following, I took a text And
preached in my sleep. I thought there stood before me a great multitude, while I expounded to them the things of
religion. So violent were my exertions and so loud were my exclamations, that I awoke from the sound of my own
voice, which also awoke the family of the house where I resided. Two days after I went to see the preacher in
charge of the African Society, who was the Rev. Richard Allen, the same before named in these pages,\fn{ Rev.
Allen was the founder of the African Methodist Episcopal Church .} to tell him that I felt it my duty to preach the gospel. But
as I drew near the street in which he house was, which was in the city of Philadelphia, my courage began to fail
me; so terrible did the cross appear, it seemed that I should not be able to bear it. Previous to my setting out to go
to see him, so agitated was my mind, that my appetite for my daily food failed me entirely. Several times on my
way there, I turned back again; but as often I felt my strength again renewed, and I soon found that the nearer I
approached to the house of the minister, the less was my fear. Accordingly, as soon as I came to the door, my fears
subsided, the cross was removed, all things appeared pleasant—I was tranquil.
I now told him, that the Lord had revealed it to me, that I must preach the gospel. He replied, by asking, in
what sphere I wished to move in? I said, among the Methodists. He then replied, that a Mrs. Cook, a Methodist
lady, had also some time before requested the same privilege; who, it was believed, had done much good in the
way of exhortation, and holding prayer meetings; and who had been permitted to do so by the verbal license of the
preacher in charge at the time. But as to women preaching, he said that our Discipline knew nothing at all about it
—that it did not call for women preachers. This I was glad to hear, because it removed the fear of the cross—but
no sooner did this feeling cross my mind, than I found that a love of souls had in a measure departed from me;
that holy energy which burned within me, as a fire, began to be smothered. This I soon perceived.
O how careful ought we to be, lest through our by-laws of church government and discipline, we bring into
disrepute even the word of life. For as unseemly as it may appear nowadays for a woman to preach, it should be
remembered that nothing is impossible with God. And why should it be thought impossible, heterodox, or
improper for a woman to preach? seeing the Savior died for the woman as well as for the man.
If the man may preach, because the Savior died for him, why not the woman? seeing he died for her also. Is he
not a whole Savior, instead of a half one? as those who hold it wrong for a woman to preach would seem to make
it appear.\fn{“Do not women have souls?” I argued publicly in my congregation when we debated the issue of a woman pastor a few
years past. “Did not Jesus come to earth for their redemption as well?” }
Did not Mary first preach the risen Savior,\fn{ In all three Received gospels, when Christ rises from the dead, He appears first
to Mary Magdalene, who then tells His disciples of what has happened .} and is not the doctrine of the resurrection the very
climax of Christianity—hangs not all our hope on this, as argued by St. Paul? Then did not Mary, a woman,
preach the gospel? For she preached the resurrection of the crucified Son of God.
But some will say that Mary did not expound the Scripture; there fore, she did not preach, in the proper sense
of the term. To this I reply, it may be that the term preach in those primitive times, did not mean exactly what it is
now made to mean; perhaps it was a great deal more simple then, than it is now—if it were not, the unlearned
fishermen could not have preached the gospel at all, as they had no learning.
To this it may be replied, by those who are determined not to believe that it is right for a woman to preach, that
the disciples, though they were fishermen and ignorant of letters too, were inspired so to do. To which I would
reply, that though they were inspired, yet that inspiration did not save them from showing their ignorance of
letters, and of man’s wisdom; this the multitude soon found out, by listening to the remarks of the envious Jewish
priests. If then, to preach the gospel, by the gift of heaven, comes by inspiration solely, is God straitened; must he
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take the man exclusively? May he not, did he not, and can he not inspire a female to preach the simple story of the
birth, life, death, and resurrection of our Lord, and accompany it too with power to the sinner’s heart? As for me, I
am fully persuaded that the Lord called me to labor according to what I have received, in his vineyard. If he has
not, how could he consistently bear testimony in favor of my poor labors, in awakening and converting sinners?
In my wanderings up and down among men, preaching according to my ability, I have frequently found
families who told me that they had not for several years been to a meeting, and yet, while listening to hear what
God would say by his poor female instrument, have believed with trembling—tears rolling down their cheeks, the
signs of contrition and repentance towards God. I firmly believe that I have sown seed, in the name of the Lord,
which shall appear with its increase at the great day of accounts, when Christ shall come to make up his jewels.
At a certain time, I was beset with the idea, that soon or late I should fall from grace and lose my soul at last. I
was frequently called to the throne of grace about this matter, but found no relief; the temptation pursued me still.
Being more and more afflicted with it, till at a certain time, when the spirit strongly impressed it on my mind to
enter into my closet\fn{Small private room.} and carry my case once more to the Lord; the Lord enabled me to draw
nigh to him, and to his mercy seat, at this time, in an extraordinary manner; for while I wrestled with him for the
victory over this disposition to doubt whether I should persevere, there appeared a form of fire, about the size of a
man’s hand, as I was on my knees; at the same moment there appeared to the eye of faith a man robed in a white
garment, from the shoulders down to the feet; from him a voice proceeded, saying: “Thou shalt never return from
the cross.” Since that time I have never doubted, but believe that God will keep me until the day of redemption.
Now I could adopt the very language of St. Paul, and say that nothing could have separated me from the love of
God, which is in Christ Jesus.\fn{An adaptation of Romans VIII:35—Who will separate us from the love of Christ? Will hardship,
or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword? } Since that time, 1807, until the present, 1833, I have
not even doubted the power and goodness of God to keep me from falling, through the sanctification of the spirit
and belief of the truth.
2
But to return to the subject of my call to preach. Soon after this, as above related, the Rev. Richard Williams
was to preach at Bethel Church, where I with others were assembled. He entered the pulpit, gave out the hymn,
which was sung, and then addressed the throne of grace; took his text, passed through the exordium, and
commenced to expound it. The text he took is in Jonah, 2d chap, 9 th verse,—“Salvation is of the Lord.”\fn{ Actually
II:9c; the whole of the verse reads:—But I with the voice of thanksgiving will sacrifice to you: what I have vowed I will pay. Deliverance
belongs to the Lord! } But as he proceeded to explain, he seemed to have lost the spirit; when in the same instant, I

sprang, as by altogether supernatural impulse, to my feet, when I was aided from above to give an exhortation on
the very text which my brother Williams had taken.
I told them I was like Jonah; for it had been then nearly eight years since the Lord had called me to preach his
gospel to the fallen sons and daughters of Adam’s race, but that I had loingered like him, and delayed to go at the
bidding of the Lord, and warn those who are as deeply guilty as were the people of Nineveh.\fn{ An allusion to
Jonah’s attempt to evade the task God set for him, to preach repentance to the wicked citizens of Nineveh .}
During the exhortation. God made manifest his power in a manner sufficient to show the world that I was
called to labor according to my ability, and the grace given unto me, in the vineyard of the good
husbandman.\fn{An allusion to Christ’s parable of the workers in the vineyard (Matthew XX:1-16).}
I now sat down, scarcely knowing what I had done, being frightened. I imagined that for this indecorum, as I
feared it might be called, I should be expelled from the church. But instead of this, the Bishop\fn{ Allen had become
the first Bishop of the African Methodist Episcopal Church when it was organized nationally (1816) .} rose up in the assembly, and
related that I had called upon him eight years before, asking to be permitted to preach and that he had put me off;
but that he now as much believed that I was called to that work, as any of the preachers present. These remarks
greatly strengthened me, so that my fears of having given an offence, and made myself liable as an offender,
subsided, giving place to a sweet serenity, a holy joy of a peculiar kind, untasted in my bosom until then.
The next Sabbath day, while sitting under the word of the gospel, I felt moved to attempt to speak to the people
in a public manner, but I could not bvring my mind to attempt it in the church. I said, Lord, anywhere but here.
Accordingly, there was a house not far off which weas pointed out to me; to this I went. It was the house of a
sister belonging to the same society with myself. Her name was Anderson. I told her I had come to hold a meeting
in her house, if she would call in her neighbors. With this request she immediately complied. My congregation
consisted of but five persons. I commenced by reading and singing a hymn; when I arose I found my hand resting
on the Bible, which I had not noticed till that moment. It now occurred to me to take a text.I opened the Scripture,
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as it happened, at the 141st Psalm, fixing my eye on the third verse, which reads: “Set a watch, O Lord, before my
mouth, keep the door of my lips.”\fn{In my translation:—Set a guard over my mouth, O Lord; keep watch over the door of my
lips.} My sermon, such as it was, applied wholly to myself, and I added an exhortation. Two of my congregation
wept much, as the fruit of my labor this time. In closing, I said to the few, that if anyone would open a door, I
would hold a meeting the next sixth-day evening: when one answered that her house was at my service.
Accordingly I went, and God made manifest his power among the people. Some wept, while others shouted for
joy. One whole seat of females, by the power of God, as the rushing of a wind, were all bowed to the floor, at
once, and screamed out. Also a sick man and woman in one house, the Lord convicted them both; one lived, and
the other died. God wrought a judgment—some were well at night, and died in the morning. At this place I
continued to hold meetings about six months. During that time I kept house with my little son, who was very
sickly. About this time I had a call to preach at a place about thirty miles distant, among the Methodists, with
whom I remained one week, and during the whole time, not a thought of my little son came into my mind; it was
hid from me, lest I should have been diverted from the work I had to do, to look after my son. Here by the
instrumentality of a poor colored woman, the Lord poured forth his spirit among the people. Though, as I was
told, there were lawyers, doctors, and magistrates present, to hear me speak, yet there was mourning and crying
among sinners, for the Lord scattered fire among them of his own kindling. The Lord gave his hand-maiden
power to speak for his great name, for he arrested the hearts of the people, and caused a shaking amongst the
multitude, for God was in the midst.
I now returned home, found all well; no harm had come to my child, although I left it very sick. Friends had
taken care of it, which was of the Lord. I know began to think seriously of breaking up housekeeping, and
forsaking all to preach the everlasting Gospel. I felt a strong desire to return to the place of my nativity, at Cape
May, after an absence of about fourteen years. To this place, where the heaviest cross was to be met with, the Lord
sent me, as Saul of Tarsus was sent to Jerusalem, to preach the same gospel which he had neglected and despised
before his conversion,\fn{Acts XXI-XXII.} I went by water, and on my passage was much distressed by seasickness,
so much so that I expected to have died, but such was not the will of the Lord respecting me. After I had
disembarked, I proceeded on as opportunities offered, toward where my mother lived. When within ten miles of
that place, I appointed an evening meeting. There were a goodly number came out to hear. The Lord was pleased
to give me light and liberty among the people. After meeting, there came an elderly lady to me and said, she
believed the Lord had sent me among them; she then appointed me another meeting there two weeks from that
night. The next day I hastened forward to the place of my mother, who was happy to see me, and the happiness
was mutual between us. With her I left my poor sickly boy, while I departed to do my Mater’s will. In this
neighborhood I had an uncle, who was a Methodist, and who gladly threw open his door for meetings to be held
there. At the first meeting which I held at my uncle’s house, there was, with others who had come from curiosity
to hear the woman preacher, an old man, who was a Deist, and who said he did not believe the colored people had
any souls—he was sure they had none. He took a seat very near where I was standing, and boldly tried to look me
out of countenance. But as I labored on in the best manner I was able, looking to God all the while, though it
seemed to me I had but little liberty, yet there went an arrow from the bent bow of the gospel, and fastened in his
till then obdurate heart. After I had done speaking, he went out, and called the people around him, said that my
preaching might seem a small thing, yet he believed I had the worth of souls at heart. This language was different
from what it was a little time before, as he now seemed to admit that colored people had souls, as it was to these I
was chiefly speaking; and unless they had souls, whose good I had in view, his remark must have been without
meaning. H e now came into the house, and in the most friendly manner shook hands with me, saying he hoped
God had spared him to some good purpose. This man was a great slave holder, and had been very cruel; thinking
nothing of knocking down a slave with a fence stake, or whatever might come to hand. From this time it was said
of him that he became greatly altered in his ways for the better. At that time he was about seventy years old, his
head as white as snow; but whether he became a converted man or not, I never heard.
The week following, I had an invitation to hold a meeting at the Court House of the County, when I spoke
from the 53d chap. of Isaiah, 3d verse.\fn{Isaiah LIII:3—He was despised and rejected by others; a man of suffering 1 and
acquainted with infirmity; and as one from whom others hide their faces 2 he was despised, and we held him of no account. 1Or: a man of
sorrows 2Or: as one who hides his face from us } It was a solemn time, and the Lord attended the word; I had life and

liberty, though there were people there of various denominations. Here again I saw the aged slaveholder, who
notwithstanding his age, walked about three miles to hear me. …
From this place I next went to Dennis Creek meeting house, where at the invitation of an elder, I spoke to a
large congregation of various and conflicting sentiments, when a wonderful shock of God’s power was felt, shown
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everywhere by groans, by sighs, and loud and happy amens. I felt as if aided from above. My tongue was cut
loose, the stammerer spoke freely;\fn{ Perhaps an allusion to Moses’ behavior at Exodus IV:10-12—But Moses said to the Lord,
“O my Lord, I have never been eloquent, neither in the past nor even now that you have spoken to your servant; but I am slow of speech
and slow of tongue.” Then the Lord said to him, “Who gives speech to mortals? Who makes them mute or deaf, seeing or blind? Is it not I,
the Lord? Now go, and I will be with your mouth and teach you what you are to speak.” } the love of God, and of his service,

burned with a vehement flame within me—his name was glorified among the people.
I had my little son with me, and was very much straitened for money—and not having means to procure my
passage home, I opened a school and taught eleven scholars, for the purpose of raising a small sum. For many
weeks I knew not what to do about returning home, when the Lord came to my assistance as I was rambling in the
fields meditating upon his goodness, and made known to me that I might go to the city of Philadelphia, for which
place I soon embarked with a very kind captain. We had a perilous passage—a dreadful storm arose, and before
leaving the Delaware Bay, we had a narrow escape from being run down by a large ship. But the good Lord held
us in the hollow of his hand, and in the afternoon of November 12, 1821, we arrived at the city.
3
I now returned to Philadelphia, where I stayed a short time, and went to Salem, West Jersey. I met with many
troubles on my journey, especially from the elder, who, like many others, was averse to a woman’s preaching. And
here let me tell that elder, if he has not gone to heaven, that I have heard that as far back as Adam Clarke’s time,
his objections to female preaching were met by the answer—“If an ass reproved Balaam, and a barn-door fowl
reproved Peter, why should not a woman reprove sin?”\fn{ Elsewhere, Jarena Lee elaborates on this: “Balaam disobeyed God
by going with the king’s emissaries to curse Israel. God sent an angel to stand in his path, who was invisible to Balaam but visible to the ass
he was riding. The ass refused to proceed, and Balaam, not understanding, beat her to make her go on. Thereupon God gave her the power
to speak and reprove Balaam, who then saw the angel and repented (Numbers XXII:20-34). Jesus told Peter that he would deny Him three
times before the cock crowed; Peter did, and realized his disloyalty only when he heard the cock (Matthew XXVI:34, 75).} I do not

introduce this for its complimentary classification of women with donkeys and fowls, but to give the reply of a
poor woman, who had once been a slave. To the first companion she said—“Maybe a speaking woman is like an
ass—but I can tell you one thing, the ass seen the angel when Balaam didn’t.”
Notwithstanding the opposition, we had a prosperous time at Salem. I had some good congregations, and
sinners were cut to the heart. After speaking in the meeting house, two women came up into the pulpit, and falling
upon my neck cried out “What shall I do to be saved?” One said she had disobeyed God, and he had taken her
children from her—he had called often after her, but she did not hearken. I pointed her to the all-atoning blood of
Christ, which is sufficient to cleanse from all sin, and left her, after prayer, to his mercy. From this place I walked
twenty-one miles, and preached with difficulty to a stiff-necked and rebellious people, who I soon left without any
animosity for their treatment. They might have respected my message, if not the poor weak servant who brought it
to them with so much labor.\fn{On a typical year, Jarena Lee traveled 2,325 miles and preached 187 sermons .}
“If they persecute you in one city, flee into anther,” was the advice I had resolved to take, and I hastened to
Greenwich, where I had a lively congregation, had unusual life and liberty in speaking, and the power of God was
there. We also had a solemn time in the meeting house on Sabbath day morning, and in a dwelling house in the
evening; a large company assembled, when the spirit was with us, and we had a mighty shaking among the dry
bones.\fn{Allusion to Ezekiel XXXVII:7—So I prophesied as I had been commanded; and as I prophesied, suddenly there was a noise,
a rattling, and the bones came together, bone to its bone.}
On second day morning, I took stage and rode seven miles to Woodstown, and there I spoke to a respectable
congregation of white and colored, in a school house. I was desired to speak in the colored meeting house, but the
minister could not reconcile his mind to a woman preacher—he could not unite in fellowship with me even to
shaking hands as Christians ought.\fn{I too found in some Literalists—those who believe in word-by-word literal interpretation of
the Biblical text—an obdurate determination never to accept a woman as minister in my Presbyterian church, on what these people believed
were Scriptural grounds. One of them, a butcher by trade, left the church over the matter and became a Baptist .} I had visited that

place before, when God made manifest his power “through the foolishness of preaching,” and owned the poor old
woman. One of the brothers appointed a meeting in his own house, and after much persuasion this minister came
also. I did not feel much like preaching, but spoke from Acts VIII, 35.\fn{Then Philip began to speak, and starting with
this scripture, he proclaimed to him the good news about Jesus. The scripture was Isaiah LIII:7-8—Like a sheep he was led to the
slaughter, and like a lamb silent before its shearer, so he does not open his mouth. In his humiliation justice was denied him. Who can
describe his generation? For his life is taken away from the earth .} I felt my inability, and was led to complain of weakness—

but God directed the arrow to the hearts of the guilty—and my friend the minister got happy, and often shouted
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“Amen,” and “As it is, sister.” We had a wonderful display of the spirit of God among us, and we found it good to
be there. There is nothing too hard for the Lord to do. I committed the meeting into the hands of the elder, who
afterwards invited me to preach in the meeting house. He had said he did not believe that ever a soul was
converted under the preaching of a woman—but while I was laboring in his place, conviction seized a woman,
who fell to the floor crying for mercy. This meeting held till 12 or 1 o’clock. O how precious is the sound of
Jesus’ name! I never felt a doubt at this time of my acceptance with God, but rested my soul on his every promise.
The elder shook hands, and we parted. …
From here I proceeded to Christine, where we worshipped in a dwelling house, and I must say was well treated
by some of my colored friends. I then returned to Wilmington, where in a few days I had a message to return
again to C. My friends said I should have the Meeting House, for which Squire Luden interested himself, and the
appointment was published. When the people met at the proper time, the doors remained locked. Amid cries of
“shame” we left the church steps—but a private house was opened a short distance up the road, and though
disappointed in obtaining ingress\fn{The text has: egress.} to a church, the Lord did not disappoint his people, for we
were fed with the bread of life, and had a happy time. Mr. and Mrs. Lewelen took me to their house, and treated
me, not as one of their hired servants, but as a companion, for which I shall ever feel grateful. Mr. Smith, a doctor,
also invited me to call upon them—he was a Presbyterian, but we prayed and conversed together about Jesus and
his love, and parted without meddling with each other’s creeds. Oh, I long to see the day when Christians will
meet on one common platform—Jesus of Nazareth—and cease their bickerings and contentions about nonessentials—when “our Church” shall be less debated, but “our Jesus” shall be all in all. …
138.58 Excerpt from The Red Rover: “The Red Rover And The Royal Caroline”\fn{by James Fenimore Cooper (17891851)} Burlington, Burlington County, New Jersey, U.S.A. (M) 12
… The night was misty rather than dark. A full and bright moon had arisen; but it pursued its path through the
heavens, behind a body of dusky clouds, that was much too dense for the borrowed rays to penetrate. Here and
there a straggling gleam appeared to find its way through a covering of vapor less dense than the rest, falling upon
the water like the dim illumination of a distant taper. As the wind was fresh and easterly, the sea seemed to throw
upward from its agitated surface more light than it received; long lines of glittering foam following each other,
and lending a distinctness to the waters, that the heavens themselves wanted. The ship was bowed low on its side;
and, as it entered each rolling swell, a wide crescent of foam was driven ahead, the element appearing to gambol
along its path. But, though the time was propitious, the wind not absolutely adverse, and the heavens rather
gloomy than threatening, an. uncertain (and to a.1andsman, it might seem an unnatural) light gave a character of
the wildest loneliness to the view.
Gertrude shuddered on reaching the deck, while she murmured an expression of strange delight. But Wilder
looked upon the scene as one fastens his gaze on a placid sky. To him the view possessed neither novelty, nor
dread, nor charm. His look was always in the direction of the wind, which, though far from a gale, frequently fell
upon the sails in heavy and sullen puffs. After a long examination, the young mariner muttered his thoughts to
himself, and commenced pacing the deck rapidly. Still he would make sudden and short pauses, riveting his gaze
on the point of the compass whence the blasts came, as if he distrusted the weather, and would fain penetrate the
gloom of might, in order to relieve some painful doubt. At length his step became arrested, in one of those quick
turns that he made at each end of his narrow walk. Mrs. Wyllys and Gertrude stood near at hand, and were
enabled to read with distinctness the anxious character of his countenance, as his eye became suddenly fastened
on a distant point of the ocean, though in a quarter exactly opposite to that in which his former looks had been
directed.
“Do you see reason to distrust the weather?” asked the governess, when she thought his examination had
endured long enough to become ominous of evil.
“One does not look to leeward for the signs of the weather, in a breeze like this."
“What is there, that you fasten your eye on so intently?”
Wilder raised his arm, and was about to speak, when the limb suddenly fell.
“It was delusion!” he muttered, turning and pacing the deck more rapidly than ever.
His companions watched the extraordinary and apparently unconscious movements of the young commander
with amazement, and not without a little secret dismay. Their own looks wandered over the expanse of troubled
water to leeward, but nowhere could they see more than the tossing element, capped with those ridges of garish
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foam which served only to make the chilly waste more dreary and imposing.
“We see nothing,” said Gertrude, when Wilder again stopped to gaze, as before, on the seeming void.
“Look!” he answered, directing their eyes with his finger, “is there nothing there?”
“Nothing.”
“You look into the sea. Here, just where the heavens and the waters meet; along that streak of misty light, into
which the waves are tossing themselves like little hillocks. There; now ’tis smooth again, and my eyes did not
deceive me. By heavens, it is a ship!”
“Sail, ho!” shouted a voice from a-top. The cry sounded, in the ears of our adventurer, like the croaking of a
sinister spirit.
“Where away?” he sternly demanded.
“Here on our lee-quarter, sir,” returned the seaman, at the top of his voice. “I make her out a ship close-hauled;
but, for an hour past, she has looked more like a mist than a vessel.”
“He is right,” muttered Wilder; “and yet ’tis a strange thing that a ship should be just there.” He soon
summoned the officer of the watch to his councils, and they consulted together apart, for many minutes.
“Is it not extraordinary that she should be just there?” demanded Wilder, after each, in turn, had made a closer
examination of the faint object, by the aid of an excellent night-glass.
“She would certainly be better off here,” returned the literal seaman, who had an eye only for the nautical
situation of the stranger; “we should be none the worse for being a dozen leagues more to the eastward, ourselves.
If the wind holds here at east-by-south-half-south, we shall have need of all that offing. I got jammed once
between Hatteras and the Gulf—”
“Do you not perceive that she is where no vessel could or ought to be, unless she has run exactly the same
course with ourselves?” interrupted Wilder. “Nothing, from any harbor south of New York, could have such
northing, as the wind has held; while nothing from the colony of York would stand on this tack if bound east; or
would be there, if going southward.”
The plain-going ideas of the honest mate were open to a reasoning which the reader may find a little obscure;
for his mind contained a sort of chart of the ocean, to which he could at any time refer, with a proper
discrimination between the various winds and all the different points of the compass. When properly directed, he
was not slow to see the probable justice of his young commander’s inferences; and then wonder, in its turn, began
to take possession of his more obtuse faculties.
“It is downright unnatural, truly, that the fellow should be just there!” he replied, shaking his head, but
meaning no more than that it was entirely out of the order of nautical propriety; “I see the reason of what you say,
Captain Wilder; and I don’t know how to explain it. It is a ship, to a moral certainty!”
“Of that there is no doubt. But a ship most strangely placed!”
“I doubled the Good Hope\fn{I.e., he rounded the Cape of Good Hope.} in the year ’46,” continued the other, and we
saw a vessel lying, as it might be, here on our weather-bow—which is just opposite to this fellow, since he is on
our lee-quarter—but there I saw a ship standing for an hour across our fore-foot, and yet, though we set the
azimuth, not a degree did he budge, starboard or larboard, during all that time, which, as it was heavy weather,
was, to say the least, something out of the common order.”
“It was remarkable!” returned Wilder, with an air so vacant, and to prove that he rather communed with
himself than attended to his companion.
“There are mariners who say that the Flying Dutchman cruises off that Cape, and that he often gets on the
weather-side of a: stranger, and bears down upon him like a ship about to lay him aboard. Many is the King’s
cruiser,\fn{Ship of the Royal Navy; called also “King’s ships,” “ships of the line” } as they say, that has turned her hands up
from a sweet sleep, when the lookouts have seen a double-decker come down in the night, with ports\fn{ Gunports.}
up, and batteries lighted; but then this can’t be any such craft as the Dutchman, since she is, at the most, no more
than a large sloop of war, if a cruiser at all.”
“No,” said Wilder, “this can never be the Dutchman.”
“Yon vessel shows no lights; and, for that matter, she has such a misty look, that one might well question its
being a ship at all. Then, again, the Dutchman is always seen to windward, and the strange sail we have here lies
broad on our lee-quarter!”
“It .is no Dutchman,” said Wilder, drawing a long breath, like a man awaking from a trance. “Main-topmast
cross-trees, there!”
The man stationed aloft answered the hail in the customary manner, the short conversation that succeeded
being necessarily maintained in shouts rather than in speeches.
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“How long have you seen the stranger?” was the first demand of Wilder.
“I have just come aloft, sir; but the man I relieved tells me more than an hour.”
“And has the man you relieved come down? Or who is that I see sitting on the lee side of the mast-head?”
“’Tis Bob Brace, sir; who says he cannot sleep, and so he stays upon the yard to keep me company.”
“Send the man down. I would speak with him.”
While the wakeful seaman was descending the rigging, the two officers continued silent, finding sufficient
occupation in musing on what had already passed.
“Why are you not in your hammock?” said Wilder, a little sternly, to the man who, in obedience to his order,
had descended to the quarter-deck. .
“I am not sleep-bound, your honor, and, to own the truth, sir, my mind has been a little misgiving about this
passage, since the moment we lifted our anchor. There is something in the ship to leeward that comes athwart my
fancy like a drag, and I confess, your honor, that I should make but little headway in a nap, though I should try the
swing of a hammock.”
“How long is it since you made out the ship to leeward?”
“I will not swear that a real living ship has been made out at all, sir. Something I did see, just before the bell
struck seven, and there it is, just as clear, and just as dim, to be seen now, by them that have good eyes..
“And how did she bear when you first saw her?”
“Two or three points more upon the beam than now.”
“Then we are passing her!” exclaimed Wilder, with a pleasure too evident to be concealed.
“No, your honor, no. You forget, sir, the ship has come closer to the wind since the middle watch was set.”
“True,” returned his young commander, in disappointment, “true, very true, too true. And her bearing has not
changed since you first made her out?”
“Not by compass, sir. It is a quick boat, that, or it would never hold such way with the Royal Caroline, and that
too upon a stiffened bowline, which everybody knows is the real play of this ship.”
“Go, get you to your hammock. In the morning we may have a better look at the fellow. Mr. Earing, we will
bring the ship upon the other tack, and get more easting while the land is so far from us. This course will be
setting us upon Hatteras. Besides …”
“Yes, sir,” the mate replied, observing his superior to hesitate, '”as you were saying, besides, no one can
foretell the length of a gale, nor the real quarter from which it may come.”
“Precisely. No one can answer for the weather. The men are scarcely in their hammocks; turn them up at once,
sir, before their eyes are heavy, and we will get the ship’s head the other way.”
The mate instantly sounded the well-known cry which summoned the watch below to the assistance of their.
shipmates on deck. Little delay occurred, and not a word was uttered, but the short, authoritative mandates which
Wilder saw fit to deliver from his own lips. No longer pressed up against the wind, the ship, obedient to her helm,
gracefully began to incline her head from the waves, and to bring the wind abeam. Then, instead of breasting and
mounting the endless hillocks, like a being that toiled heavily along its path, she fell into the trough of the sea,
from which she issued like a courser,\fn{ Spirited horse; a charger.} who having conquered an ascent, shoots along the
track with redoubled velocity. For an instant the wind appeared to lull, though the wide fidgets of foam which
rolled along on each side of the vessel’s bows, sufficiently proclaimed that she was skimming before it. In another
moment, the tall spars began to incline again to the west, and the vessel came swooping up to the wind, until her
plunges and shocks against the seas were renewed as violently as before.
When every yard and sheet were properly trimmed to meet the new position of the vessel, Wilder turned to get
a glimpse of the stranger. A minute was lost in ascertaining the precise spot where he ought to appear; for, in such
a chaos of water; and with no guide but the judgment, the eye was apt to deceive itself, by referring to the nearer
and more familiar objects by which the spectator was surrounded.
“The stranger has vanished!” said Earing, with a voice in which mental relief and distrust were oddly
manifesting themselves.
“He should indeed be on this quarter, but I see him not!”
“Aye, aye, sir; this is the way that the midnight cruiser off the Hope is said to come and go. There are men who
have seen that vessel shut in by a fog, in as fine a: starlight night as was ever met in a southern latitude. But then
this cannot be the Dutchman; since it is so many long leagues from the pitch of the Cape to the coast of North
America.”
“There he lies; and, by heaven, he has already gone about!”
The truth of what Wilder affirmed was sufficiently evident to the eye of a seaman. The same diminutive and
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misty tracery, as before, was to be seen on the light background of the horizon, looking not unlike the faintest
shadows cast upon some brighter surface by the deception of the phantasmagoria. But to the mariners, who so
well knew how to distinguish between the different lines of her masts, it was very evident that her course had
been suddenly and dexterously changed, and that she was now steering no longer to the south and west, but, like
themselves, holding her way towards the northeast, or broadly off towards the middle of the Atlantic. The fact
appeared to make a sensible impression on them all; though probably had their reasons been sifted, they would
have been found to be entirely different.
“That fellow has truly tacked!” said Earing, after a long meditative pause, and with a voice in which awe was
beginning to get the ascendancy of doubt. “Long as I have followed the sea, have I never before seen a vessel tack
against such a head-beating sea. He must have been all shaking in the wind, when we gave him the last look, or
we should have lost sight of him.”
“A lively and quick working vessel might do it,” said Wilder; “especially if strong-handed.”
“Aye, the hand of Beelzebub is always strong; and a light job would he make of even a more difficult
manœuvre!”
“Mr Earing,” interrupted Wilder, “we will pack upon the Caroline, and try our sailing with this stranger. Get
the main tack aboard, and set the top-gallant sail.”
The slow-minded mate would have remonstrated against the order, had he dared; but there was that in the calm
manner of his young commander, which admonished him of the hazard. He was not wrong, however, in
considering the duty he was now to perform as one that was not entirely free from risk. The ship was already
moving under quite as much canvas as he deemed it prudent to show at such an hour, and with so many
threatening symptoms of heavier weather hanging about the horizon. The necessary orders were, however,
repeated as promptly as they had been given. The seamen had already begun to consider the stranger, and to
converse among themselves concerning his appearance and situation; and they obeyed with an alacrity that might
perhaps have been traced to a secret but common wish to escape from his vicinity. The sails were successively and
speedily set; and then each man folded his arms, and stood gazing steadily and intently at the shadowy object to
leeward in order to witness the effect of the change.
The Royal Caroline seemed, like her crew, sensible of the necessity of increasing her speed. As she felt the
pressure of the broad sheets of canvas that had just been distended, the ship bowed lower, appearing to recline on
the bed of water which rose under her lee nearly to the scuppers.
On the other side, the dark planks and polished copper lay bare for many feet, though often washed by the
waves that came sweeping along her length, green and angrily, still capped, as usual, with crests of lucid foam.
The shocks, as the vessel tilted against the billows, were becoming every moment more severe; and, from each
encounter, a bright cloud of spray arose, which either fell glittering on the deck, or drove, in brilliant mist, across
the rolling water, far to leeward.
Wilder long watched the ship with a clouded brow, but with the steady intelligence of a seaman. Once or twice,
when she trembled, and appeared to stop in her violent encounter with a wave as suddenly as if she had struck a
rock, his lips severed, and he was about to give the order to reduce the sail; but a glance at the misty-looking
image in the western horizon caused him to change his purpose. Like a desperate adventurer, who had cast his
fortunes on some hazardous experiment, he appeared to await the issue with a resolution as haughty as it was
unconquerable.
“The top-gallant is bending like a whip,” muttered the careful Earing, at his elbow.
“Let it go, we have spare spars enough to put in its place.”
“I have always found the Caroline leaky, after she has been strained: by driving her against the sea.”
“We have our pumps.”
“True, sir, but in my poor judgment, it is idle to think of outsailing a craft that the devil commands, if he does
not altogether handle.”
“One will never know that, Mr. Earing, till he tries.”
“We gave the Dutchman a chance of that sort; and, I must say, we not only had the most canvas spread, but
much the best of the wind; and what good did it do? There he lay, under his three top-sails, driver, and jib; and we,
with studding-sails alow and aloft, couldn’t alter his bearing a foot.”
“The Dutchman is never seen in a northern latitude.”
“Well, I cannot say he is,” returned Earing, in a sort of compelled resignation; “but he who has put that flyer
off the Cape may have found the cruise so profitable, as to wish to send another ship into these seas.”
Wilder made no reply. He had either humored the superstitious apprehension of his mate enough, or his mind
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was too intent on its principal object to dwell longer on a foreign subject. Notwithstanding the seas that met her
advance, in such quick succession as greatly to retard her progress, the Bristol trader had soon toiled her way
through a league of the troubled element. At every plunge she took, the bows divided a mass of water that
appeared to be fast getting more vast and more violent, and more than once the struggling hull was nearly buried
forward, in some wave which it had equal difficulty in mounting or penetrating.
The mariners narrowly watched the smallest movement of their vessel. Not a man left her deck for hours. The
superstitious awe, which had taken such a deep hold of the untutored faculties of the chief mate, had not been
slow in extending its influence to the meanest of her crew. Even the accident which had befallen her former
commander, and the sudden and mysterious manner in which the young officer who now trod the quarter-deck, so
singularly firm and calm under circumstances deemed so imposing, had their influence in heightening the wild
impression. The impunity with which the Caroline bore such a press of canvas, under the circumstances in which
she was placed, added to their kindling admiration; and, ere Wilder had determined in his own mind on the
powers of his ship, in comparison with those of the vessel that so strangely hung on the horizon, he was himself
becoming the subject of unnatural and revolting suspicions to his own crew.
*
After the ship had been wore, and during the time that Wilder, with a view to lose sight of his unwelcome
neighbor, was endeavoring to urge her through the seas in the manner already described, the second mate
remained in the waist of the vessel, surrounded by a few of the older and more experienced seamen, holding
converse on the remarkable appearance of the phantom to leeward, and of the extraordinary manner in which their
unknown officer saw fit to attest the enduring qualities of their own vessel.
“I have heard it said, by older seafaring men than any in this ship,” he said, “that the devil has been known to
send one of his mates aboard a lawful trader, to lead her astray among shoals and quicksands, in order that he
might make a wreck, and get his share of the salvage among the souls of the people. What man can say who gets
into the cabin, when an unknown name stands first in the shipping-list of a vessel?”
“The stranger is shut in by a cloud!” exclaimed one of the mariners, who still kept an eye riveted on the
mysterious object to leeward.
“Aye, aye; it would occasion no surprise to me to see that craft steering into the moon! I have doubled the
Horn, brothers, in a King’s ship, and I have seen the bright cloud that never sets, and I have held a living
corposant\fn{St. Elmo’s fire.} in my own hand. But these are things which any man may look on, who will go upon
a yard in a gale, or ship aboard a South-seaman; still, I pronounce it uncommon for a vessel to see her shadow in
the haze, as we have ours at this moment—there it comes again—here-away, between the after-shroud and the
backstay—or for a trader to carry sail in a fashion that would make every knee in a bomb-ketch work like a tooth
brush fiddling across a passenger’s mouth, after he has had a smart bout with the seasickness.”
“And yet the lad holds the ship in hand,” said the oldest of all the seamen, who kept his gaze fastened on the
proceedings of Wilder: “he is driving her through it in a mad manner, I will allow; but yet, so far, he has not
parted a yarn.”
“Yarns!” repeated the mate, in a tone of contempt. “What signify yarns, when the whole cable is to snap, and in
such a fashion as to leave no hope for the anchor, except in a buoy-rope? Hark ye, old Bill; the devil never
finishes his jobs by halves. What is to happen will happen bodily; and no easing off. Mr. Bale no doubt thought he
was doing the clever thing for the owners, when he shipped this Mr. Wilder; but then, perhaps he did not know
that the vessel was sold to—it becomes a plain-going seaman to have a respect for all he sails under; so I will not,
unnecessarily, name the person who, I believe, has got, whether he came by it in a fair purchase or not, no small
right in this vessel.”
“I have never seen a ship got out of irons more handsomely than he handled the Caroline this very morning.”
Knighthead indulged in a low laugh.
“When a ship has a certain sort of captain, one is not to be surprised at anything,” he answered. “For my own
part, I shipped to go from Bristol to the Carolinas and Jamaica, touching at Newport out and home; and I will say,
boldly, I have no wish to go anywhere else. As to backing the Caroline from her awkward berth alongside the
slaver, why, it was well done; too well for so young a mariner. But what think you, brothers—?”
“In the waist there!” cried Wilder.
Had a warning voice arisen from the turbulent and rushing ocean itself, it would not have sounded more
alarming in the startled ears of the conscious seamen, than this sudden hail. Their young commander found it
necessary to repeat it, before even Knighthead, the proper and official spokesman, could muster resolution to
answer.
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“Get the fore-top-gallant-sail on the ship, sir,” continued Wilder when the customary reply let him know that
he had been heard.
The mate and his companions regarded each other for a moment, in dull admiration; and many a melancholy
shake of the head was exchanged, before one of the party threw himself into the weather-rigging, proceeding aloft
with a doubting mind, in order to loosen the sail in question.
There was certainly enough, in the desperate manner with which Wilder pressed the canvas on the vessel, to
excite distrust, either of his intentions or judgment, in the opinions of men less influenced by superstition than
those it was now his lot to command. It had long been apparent to Earing, and his more ignorant and consequently
more obstinate brother officer, that their young superior had the same desire to escape from the spectral looking
ship, which so strangely followed their movements, as they had themselves. They only differed in the mode; but
this difference was so very material that the two mates consulted together apart, and then Earing, something
stimulated by the hardy opinion of his coadjutor, approached his commander with the determination of delivering
the results of their united judgments, with the directness which he thought the occasion now demanded.
But there was that iri the steady eye and calm mien of Wilder, that caused him to touch on the dangerous
subject with discretion. He stood watching the effect of the sail recently spread, for several minutes, before he
even presumed to open his mouth. But a terrible encounter between the vessel and a wave that lifted its angry
crest apparently some dozen feet above the approaching bows, gave him courage to proceed.
“I do not see that we drop the stranger, though the ship is wallowing through the water so heavily,” he
commenced.
Wilder bent another of his frequent glances on the misty object in the horizon, and then turned his frowning
eye towards the point whence the wind proceeded, as if he would invite its heaviest blasts; he, however, made no
answer.
“We have ever found the crew discontented at the pumps sir,” resumed the other, after a sufficient pause for the
reply he in vain expected. “I need not tell an officer who knows his duty so well, that seamen rarely love their
pumps.”
“Whatever I may find it necessary to order, Mr. Earing, this ship’s company will find it necessary to execute.”
There was a settled air of command in the manner with which this tardy answer was given that did not fail of
its effect. Earing recoiled a step submissively, affecting to be lost in consulting the driving masses of clouds; then,
summoning his resolution, he attempted to renew the attack in a different quarter.
“Is it your deliberate opinion, Captain Wilder,” he said, “that the Royal Caroline can, by any human means, be
made to drop yonder vessel?”
“I fear not,” returned the young man, drawing a breath so long, that all his secret concern seemed struggling in
his breast for utterance.
“And, sir, with proper submission to your better education and authority in this ship, I know not. I have often
seen these matches tried in my time; and well do I know that nothing is gained by straining a vessel with the hope
of getting to windward of one of these flyers!”
“Take the glass, Earing, and tell me under what canvas the stranger is going, and what you think his distance
may be,” said Wilder, without appearing to advert at all to what the other had just observed.
The honest and really well-meaning mate deposited his hat on the quarter-deck, and did as desired. When his
look had been long, grave, and deeply absorbed, he closed the glass with the palm of his broad hand, and replied
in the manner of one whose opinion was sufficiently matured,
“If yonder sail had been built and fitted like other craft,” he said, “I should not be backward in pronouncing her
a full-rigged ship, under the three single-reefed topsails, courses, spanker, and jib.”
“And yet, Earing, with all this press of canvas, by the compass we have not left her a foot.”
“Lord, sir,” returned the mate, shaking his head like one who was well convinced of the folly of such efforts,
“if you were to split every cloth in the main-course, you will never alter the bearings of that craft an inch, till the
sun shall rise! Then, indeed, such as have eyes that are good enough might perhaps see her sailing about among
the clouds; though it has never been my fortune, be it bad, or be it good, to fall in with one of these cruisers after
the day has fairly dawned.”
“And the distance?” said Wilder; “you have not yet spoken of her distance.”
“That is much as people choose to measure. She may be here, nigh enough to toss a biscuit into our tops; or
she may be there, where she seems to be, hull down in the horizon.”
“But if where she seems to be?”
“Why, she seems to be a vessel of about six hundred tons, and, judging from appearances only, a man might be
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tempted to say she was a couple of leagues, more or less, under our lee.”
“I put her the same! Six miles to windward is not a little advantage in a hard chase. By heavens, Earing, I’ll
drive the Caroline out of the water, but I’ll leave him!”
“That might be done, if the ship had wings like a curlew, or a seagull; but as it is, I think we are more likely to
drive her under.”
“She bears her canvas well, so far. You know not what the boat can do when urged.”
“I have seen her sailed in all weathers, Captain Wilder, but—“
His mouth was suddenly closed. A vast block wave reared itself between the ship and the eastern horizon, and
came rolling onward, seeming to threaten to engulf all before it. Even Wilder watched the shock with breathless
anxiety, conscious, for the moment, that he had exceeded the bounds of sound discretion in urging his ship so
powerfully against such a mass of water. Luckily the sea broke a few fathoms from the bows of the Caroline,
sending its surge in a flood of foam upon her decks. For half a minute the forward part of the vessel disappeared
as if, unable to mount the swell, it were striving to go through it, and then she heavily emerged, gemmed with a
million of the scintillating insects of the ocean. The ship stopped, trembling in every joint of her massive and
powerful frame, like some affrighted courser; and, when she resumed her course, it was with a moderation that
appeared to warn those who governed her movements of their indiscretion.
Earing faced his commander in silence, perfectly conscious that nothing he could utter contained an argument
like this. The seamen no longer hesitated to mutter their disapprobation aloud, and many a prophetic opinion was
ventured concerning the consequences of such reckless risks.
To all this Wilder turned an insensible ear. Firm in his secret purpose, he would have braved a greater hazard to
accomplish his object
“Mr. Earing!” Wilder pointed to the dim object to leeward; and handing him the glass, desired that he would
take another view.
Each again looked, in turn, long and closely.
“He shows no more sail!” said the commander impatiently, when his own prolonged gaze was ended.
“Not a cloth, sir. But what matters it to such a craft, how much canvas is spread, or how the wind blows?”
“Earing, I think there is too much southing in this breeze; and there is more brewing in yonder streak of dusky
clouds on our beam. Let the ship falloff a couple of points or more, and take the strain off the spars by a pull upon
the weather-braces.”
The mate heard the order with an astonishment he did not care to conceal. There needed no explanation to
teach one of his experience that the effect would be to go over the same track they had just passed; and that it was,
in substance, abandoning the objects of the voyage.
“I hope there is no offence for an elderly seaman, like myself, Captain Wilder, in venturing an opinion on the
weather,” he said. “When the pocket of the owner is interested, my judgment approves of going about, for I have
no taste for land that the wind blows on, instead of off. But by easing the ship with a reef or two, she would
always be jogging seaward; and all we gain would be clear gain, because it is so much off the Hatteras. Besides,
who can say that tomorrow, or the next day we shan’t have a pullout of America, here at northwest?”
“A couple of points fall off, and a pull upon your weather-braces!” said Wilder, in a way to show that he was in
earnest.
The orders were given, and obeyed—though ill-suppressed and portentous sounds of discontent, at the
undetermined and seemingly unreasonable, changes in their officer’s mind, might have been heard issuing from
the mouths of Knighthead and the other veterans of the crew.
To all these symptoms of disaffection Wilder remained utterly indifferent. If he heard them at all, he either
disdained to yield them any notice, or, guided by a temporizing policy, he chose to appear unconscious of their
import. In the meantime the vessel, like a bird whose wing had wearied with struggling against the tempest, and
which inclines from the gale to choose an easier course, glided swiftly away, quartering the crests of the waves, or
sinking gracefully in their troughs, as she yielded to the force of a wind that was now made to be favorable. The
sea rolled on, in a direction no longer adverse to her course, and, by receding from the breeze, the quality of sail
spread was no longer trying to her powers of endurance. Still, in the opinion of all her crew, she had quite enough
canvas exposed to a night of so portentous aspect.
But not so in the judgment of the stranger who was charged with the guidance of her destinies. In a voice that
still admonished his inferiors of the danger of disobedience, he commanded several broad sheets of studding-sails
to be set in quick succession. Urged by these new impulses, the ship went careering over the waves, leaving a
train of foam in her track, that rivaled, in its volume and brightness, the tumbling summit of the largest swell.
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When sail after sail had been set, until even Wilder was obliged to confess to himself that the Royal Caroline,
staunch as she was, would bear no more, our adventurer began to pace the deck again, and to cast his eyes about
him to watch the fruits of his new experiment. The change in the course of the Bristol trader had made a
corresponding change in the apparent direction of the stranger, who yet floated in the horizon like a diminutive
and misty shadow. Still the unerring compass told the watchful mariner that she continued to maintain the same
relative position as when first seen. No effort, on the part of Wilder, could alter her bearing an inch.
Another hour soon passed away, during which, as the log told him, his own ship had rolled through three
leagues of water, and still there lay the stranger in the west, as if he were merely a lessened shadow of herself, cast
by the Caroline upon the distant and dusky clouds. An alteration in his course exposed a broader surface of his
canvas to the eyes of those who watched him, but in nothing else was there a visible change. If his sail had been
materially increased, the distance and the obscurity prevented even the understanding Earing from detecting it.
Perhaps the excited mind of the worthy mate was too much disposed to believe in the miraculous powers
possessed by his unaccountable neighbor, to admit of the full exercise of his experienced faculties on the
occasion; but even Wilder, who vexed his sight, in of ten repeated examinations, was obliged to confess to
himself, that the stranger seemed to glide across the waste of waters, more like a body floating in the air, than a
ship resorting to the known expedients of manners.
While our adventurer was engaged in the gloomy musings that such impressions were not ill adapted to excite,
the heavens and the sea began to exhibit new aspects. The bright streak which had so long hung along the eastern
horizon, as if the curtain of the firmament had been slightly opened to admit a passage for the winds, was now
suddenly closed; and heavy masses of black clouds began to gather in that quarter, until vast volumes of the vapor
were piled upon the water, blending the two elements in one. On the other hand, the gloomy canopy lifted in the
west, and a long belt of lurid light was shed athwart the view. In this flood of bright and portentous mist the
stranger still floated, though there were moments when his faint and fanciful outlines seemed to be melting into
air.
*
Our watchful adventurer was not blind to these sinister omens. No sooner did the peculiar atmosphere by
which the mysterious image that he had so often examined was suddenly surrounded catch his eye, than his voice
was raised in the clear, powerful, and exciting notes of warning.
“Stand by!” he called aloud, “to in all studding-sails! Down with them!” he added, scarcely giving his former
words time to teach the ears of his subordinates. “Down with every rag of them, fore and aft the ship! Man the
top-gallant clew-lines, Mr. Earing. Clew up, and clew down! In with everything, cheerily, men! In!”
This was a language to which the crew of the Caroline were no strangers, and it was doubly welcome, since
the meanest seaman amongst them had long thought that his unknown commander had been heedlessly trifling
with the safety of the vessel, by the hardy manner in which he disregarded the wild symptoms of the weather. But
they undervalued the keen-eyed vigilance of Wilder. He had certainly driven the Bristol trader through the water
at a rate she had never been known to go before; but thus far, the facts themselves gave evidence in his favor,
since no injury was the consequence of what they deemed temerity.
At the quick sudden order just given, however, the whole ship was in an uproar. A dozen seamen called to each
other, from different parts of the vessel, each striving to lift his voice above the roaring ocean; and there was
every appearance of a general and inextricable confusion; but the same authority which had so unexpectedly
aroused them into activity, produced order from their ill-directed though vigorous efforts.
Wilder had spoken, to awaken the drowsy and to excite the torpid. The instant he found each man on the alert,
he resumed his orders with a calmness that gave a direction to the powers of all, and yet with an energy that he
well knew was called for by the occasion. The enormous sheets of duck, which had looked like so many light
clouds in the murky and threatening heavens, were soon seen fluttering wildly, as they descended from their high
places, and, in a few minutes, the ship was reduced to the action of her more secure and heavier canvas. Then
followed a short and apprehensive pause. All eyes were turned towards the quarter where the ominous signs had
been discovered.
The dim tracery of the stranger’s form had been swallowed by the flood of misty light, which, by this time,
rolled along the sea like drifting vapor, semi-pellucid, preternatural, and seemingly tangible. The ocean itself
appeared admonished that a quick and violent change was nigh. The waves ceased to break in their former
foaming and brilliant crests, and black masses of the water lifted their surly summits against the eastern horizon,
no longer shedding their own peculiar and lucid atmosphere around them. The breeze, which had been so fresh,
and which had even blown with a force that nearly amounted to a gale, was lulling and becoming uncertain, as if
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it might be awed by the more violent power that was gathering along the borders of the sea, in the direction of the
neighboring continent. Each moment the eastern puffs of air lost their strength, becoming more and more feeble,
until, in an incredibly short period, the heavy sails were heard flapping against the masts. A frightful and ominous
calm succeeded.
At this instant, a gleam flashed from the fearful obscurity of the ocean, and a roar, like that of a sudden burst of
thunder, bellowed along the waters. The seamen turned their startled looks on each other, standing aghast, as if a
warning of what was to follow had come out of the heavens themselves. But their calm and more sagacious
commander put a different construction on the signal. His lip curled, in high professional pride, and he muttered
with scorn,
“Does he imagine that we sleep? Aye, he has got it himself, and would. open our eyes to what is coming! What
does he conjecture we have been about, since the middle watch was set?”
Wilder made a swift turn or two on the quarter-deck, turning his quick glances from one quarter of the heavens
to another; from the black and lulling water on which his vessel was rolling, to the sails; and from his silent and
profoundly expectant crew, to the dim lines of spars that were waving above his head, like so many pencils tracing
their curvilinear and wanton images over the murky volumes of the superincumbent clouds.
“Lay the after-yards square!” he said, in a voice which was heard by every man on deck, though his words
were apparently spoken but little above his breath. The creaking of the blocks, as the spars came slowly and
heavily round to the indicated position, contributed to the imposing character of the moment, sounding like notes
of fearful preparation.
“Haul up the courses!” resumed Wilder, with the same eloquent calmness of manner. Then, taking another
glance at the threatening horizon, he added slowly but with emphasis,
“Furl them—furl them both. Away aloft, and hand your courses,” he continued in a shout; “roll them up
cheerily; in with them, boys, cheerily; in!”
In a moment twenty dark forms were leaping up the rigging. In another, the vast and powerful sheets of canvas
were effectually rendered harmless, by securing them in tight rolls to their respective spars. The men descended as
swiftly as they had mounted to the yards; and then succeeded another breathing pause. At this appalling moment,
a candle would have sent its flame perpendicularly towards the heavens. The ship, missing the steadying power of
the wind, rolled heavily in the troughs of the seas, which began to lessen at each instant, as if the startled element
was recalling into the security of its own vast bosom that portion of its particles which had so lately been
permitted to gambol madly over its surface. The water washed sullenly along the side of the ship, or, as she
laboring rose from one of her frequent falls into the hollow of the waves, it shot back into the ocean from her
decks in glittering cascades. Every hue of the heavens, every sound of the element, and each dusky and anxious
countenance, helped to proclaim the intense interest of the moment; in this brief interval of expectation and
inactivity, the mates again approached their commander.
“It is an awful night, Captain Wilder!” said Earing, presuming on his rank to be the first to speak.
“I have known far less notice given of a shift of wind,” was the answer.
“We have had time to gather in our kites, ’tis true, sir; but there are signs and warnings that come with this
change which the oldest seaman must dread!”
“Yes,” continued Knighthead, in a voice that sounded hoarse and powerful, even amid the fearful accessories
of that scene; “yes, it is no trifling commission that can call people that I shall not name out upon the water in
such a night as this. It was in just such weather that I saw the Vesuvius ketch go to a place so deep, that her own
mortar would not have been able to have sent a bomb into the open air, had hands and fire been there fit to let it
off!”
“Aye; and it was in such a time that the Greenlandman was cast upon the Orkneys, in as flat a calm as ever lay
on the sea.”
“Gentlemen,” said Wilder, with a peculiar and perhaps an ironical emphasis on the word, “what would ye
have? There is not a breath of air stirring, and the ship is raked to her top-sails!”
It would have been difficult for either of the two malcontents to give a very satisfactory answer to this
question. Both were secretly goaded to mysterious and superstitious apprehensions, that were powerfully aided by
the more real and intelligible aspect of the night; but neither had so far forgotten his manhood, and his
professional pride, as to lay bare the full extent of his own weakness, at a moment when he was liable to be called
upon for the exhibition of qualities of a more positive and determined character. The feeling that was uppermost
betrayed itself in the reply of Earing though in an indirect and covert manner.
“Yes, the vessel is snug enough now,” he said, “though eyesight has shown us it is no easy matter to drive a
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freighted ship through the water as fast as one of those flying craft aboard which no man can say who stands at
the helm, by what compass she steers, or what is her draught!”
“Aye,” resumed Knighthead, “I call the Caroline fast for an honest trader. There are few square-rigged boats
who do not wear the pennants of the King, that can eat her out of the wind on a bow-line, or bring her into their
wake with studding-sails set. But this is a time and an hour to make a seaman think. Look at yon hazy light, here
in with the land, that is coming so fast down upon us, and then tell me whether it comes from the coast of
America, or whether it comes from out of the stranger who has been so long running under our lee, but who has
got, or is fast getting, the wind of us at last, while none here can say how, or why. I have just this much, and no
more, to say: give me for consort a craft whose captain I know, or give me none!”
“Such is your taste, Mr. Knighthead,” said Wilder, coldly, “mine may, by some accident, be different.”
“Yes, yes,” observed the more cautious and prudent Earing, “in time of war, and with letters of marque aboard,
a man may honestly hope the sail he sees should have a stranger for her master; or otherwise he would ever fall in
with an enemy. But though an Englishman born myself, I would rather give the ship in that mist a clear sea,
seeing that I neither know her nation nor her cruise. Ah, Captain Wilder, this is an awful sight for the morning
watch! Often and often have I seen the sun rise in the east, and no harm done; but little good can come of a day
when the light first breaks in the west. Cheerfully would I give the owners the last month’s pay, hard as it has
been earned, did 1 but know under what flag the stranger sails,”
“Frenchman, Don, or Devil, yonder he comes!” cried Wilder. Then, turning toward the attentive crew, he
shouted, in a voice that was appalling by its vehemence and warning,
“Let run the after-halyards! Round with the fore-yard; round with it, men, with a will!”
These were cries that the startled crew but too well understood. Every nerve and muscle were exerted to
execute the orders, to be in readiness for the tempest. No man spoke, but each expended the utmost of his power
and skill in direct and manly efforts. Nor was there, in verity, a moment I lose, or a particle of human strength
expended here, without a sufficient object.
The lurid and fearful-looking mist, which, for the last quarter of an hour, had been gathering in the northwest,
was driving down upon them with the speed of a race-horse. The air had already lost the damp and peculiar
feeling of an easterly breeze, and little eddies were beginning to flutter among the masts—precursors of the
coming squall. Then, a lshing, roaring sound was heard moaning along the ocean, whose surface as first dimpled,
next ruffled, and finally covered with a sheet of clear, white, and spotless foam. At the next moment, the power of
the wind fell upon the inert and laboring Bristol trader.
While the gust was approaching, Wilder had seized the slight opportunity afforded by the changeful puffs of air
to get the ship as much as possible before the wind; but the sluggish movement of the vessel met neither the
wishes of his own impatience nor the exigencies of the moment. Her bows slowly and heavily fell off from the
north, leaving her precisely in a situation to receive the first shock on her broadside. Happy was, for all who had
life at risk in that defenceless vessel, that she was not fated to receive the whole weight of the tempest at a blow.
The sails fluttered and trembled on their massive yards, bellying and collapsing alternately for a minute, and then
the rushing wind swept over them in hurricane.
The Caroline received the blast like a stout and buoyant ship as she was, yielding to its impulse until her side
lay nearly incumbent on the element; and then, as if the fearful fabric were conscious of its jeopardy, it seemed to
lift its reclining masts again, struggling to work its way through the water.
“Keep the helm a-weather! Jam it a-weather, for your life!” shouted Wilder, amid the roar of the gust.
The veteran seaman at the wheel obeyed the order with steadiness, but in vain did he keep his eyes on the
margin of his head sail, to watch the manner in which the ship would obey its power. Twice more, in as many
moments, the giddy masts fell towards the horizon, waving as often gracefully upward, and then they yielded to
the mighty pressure of the wind, until the whole machine lay prostrate on the water.
“Be cool!” said Wilder, seizing the bewildered Earing by the arm, as the latter rushed madly up the steep of the
deck; “bring hither an axe.”
Quick as the thought which gave the order, the mate complied, jumping into the mizzen-channels of the ship,
to execute with his own hands the mandate that he knew must follow.
“Shall I cut?” he demanded, with uplifted arms, and in a voice that atoned for his momentary confusion, by its
steadiness and force.
“Hold! Does the ship mind her helm at all?”
“Not an inch, sir!”
“Then cut!”
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A single blow sufficed. Extended to the utmost powers of endurance, by the vast weight it upheld, the lanyard
struck by Earing no sooner parted than each of its fellows snapped in succession, leaving the mast dependent on
its wood for the support of all the ponderous and complicated hamper it upheld. The cracking of the spar came
next; and the whole fell like a tree that had been snapped at its foundation.
“Does she fall off?” called Wilder, to the seamen at the wheel.
“She yielded a little, sir; but this new squall is bringing her up again!”
“Shall I cut?” shouted Earing from the main-rigging, whither he had leaped, like a tiger who had bounded on
his prey.
“Cut!”
A louder and more imposing crash succeeded this order, though not before several heavy blows had been
struck into the massive mast itself. As before, the sea received the tumbling maze of spars, rigging, and sails; the
vessel surging, at the same instant, from its recumbent position, and rolling far and heavily to windward.
“She rights! She rights!” exclaimed twenty voices which had been mute, in a suspense that involved life and
death.
“Keep her dead away.” added the calm but authoritative voice of the young commander. “Stand by to furl the
fore-’top-sail! Let it hang a moment to drag the ship clear of the wreck—cut, cut cheerily men—hatchets and
knives—cut with all, and cut off all!”
As the men now worked with the vigor of hope, the ropes that still confined the fallen spars to the vessel were
quickly severed; and the Caroline, by this time dead before the gale, appeared barely to touch the foam that
covered the sea. The wind came over the waste in gusts that rumbled like distant thunder, and with a power that
seemed to threaten to lift the ship from its proper element. As a prudent and sagacious seaman had let fly the
halyards of the solitary sail that remained, at the moment the squall approached, the loosened but lowered top-sail
was now distended in a manner that threatened to drag after it the only mast which still stood. Wilder saw the
necessity of getting rid of the sail, and he saw also the utter impossibility of securing it. Calling Earing to his side,
he pointed out the danger, and gave the necessary order.
“The spar cannot stand such shocks much longer,” he concluded; “should it go over the bows, some fatal blow
might be given to the ship at the rate she is moving. A man or two must be sent aloft to cut the sail from the
yards.”
“The stick is bending like a willow whip,” returned the mate, “and the lower mast itself is sprung. There would
be great danger in trusting a hand in that top, while these wild squalls are breathing around us.”
“You may be right,” returned Wilder, with a sudden conviction of the truth of what the other had said. “Stay
you then here; if anything befall me, try to get the vessel into port as far north as the Capes of Virginia, at least; on
no account attempt Hatteras, in the present condition
“What would you do, Captain Wilder?” interrupted the mate, laying his hand on the shoulder of his
commander, who had already thrown his sea-cap on the deck, and was preparing to divest himself of some of his
outer garments.
“I go aloft to ease the mast of that top-sail, without which we lose the spar, and possibly the ship.”
“I see that plain enough, sir; but, shall it be said that another did the duty of Edward Earing? It is your business
to carry the vessel into the Capes of Virginia, and mine to cut the top-sail adrift. If harm comes to me, why, put it
in the log, with a word or two about the manner in which I played my part. That is the most proper epitaph for a
sailor.”
Wilder made no resistance. He resumed his watchful and reflecting attitude, with the simplicity of one who had
been too long trained to the discharge of certain obligations himself, to manifest surprise that another should
acknowledge their imperative character. In the mean time, Earing proceeded steadily to perform what he had just
promised. Passing into the waist of the ship, he provided himself with a suitable hatchet, and then, without
speaking a syllable he sprang into the fore-rigging, every strand and rope-yarn of which was tightened by the
strain nearly to snapping. The understanding eyes of his observers comprehended his intention; and with precisely
the same pride of station as had urged him to the dangerous undertaking, four or five of the oldest mariners
jumped upon the ratlines, to mount into an air that apparently teemed with a hundred hurricanes.
“Lie down out of that fore-rigging,” shouted Wilder, through a deck trumpet; “lie down; all, but the mate, lie
down!”
His words were borne past the inattentive ears of the excited and mortified followers of Earing, but for once
they failed of their effect. Each man was too earnestly bent on his purpose to listen to the sounds of recall. In less
than a minute, the whole were scattered along the yards, prepared to obey the signal of their officer. The mate cast
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a look about him; perceiving that the time was comparatively favorable, he struck a blow upon the large rope that
confined one of the lower angles of the distended and bursting sail to the yard. The effect was much the same as
would be produced by knocking away the key-stone of an ill-cemented arch. The canvas broke from its fastenings
with a loud explosion, and, for an instant, it was seen sailing in the air ahead of the ship, as if it were sustained on
wings. The vessel rose on a sluggish wave—the lingering remains of the former breeze—and settled heavily over
the rolling surge, borne down alike by its own weight and the renewed violence of the gusts.
At this critical instant, while the seamen aloft were still gazing in the direction in which the little cloud of
canvas had disappeared, a lanyard of the lower rigging parted, with a crack that reached the ears of Wilder.
“Lie down!” he shouted wildly through his trumpet; “down by the backstays; down for your lives; every man
of you, down!”
A solitary individual profited by the warning, gliding to the deck with the velocity of the wind. But rope parted
after rope, and the fatal snapping of the wood followed. For a moment, the towering maze tottered, seeming to
wave towards every quarter of the heavens; and then, yielding to the movements of the hull, the whole fell, with a
heavy crash, into the sea. Cord, lanyard, and stay snapped like thread, as each received in succession the strain of
the ship, leaving the naked and despoiled hull of the Caroline to drive before the tempest, as if nothing had
occurred to impede its progress.
A mute and eloquent pause succeeded the disaster. It seemed as if the elements themselves were appeased by
their work, and something like a momentary lull in the awful rushing of the winds might have been fancied.
Wilder sprang to the side of the vessel, and distinctly beheld the victims, who still clung to their frail support. He
even saw Earing waving his hands, in adieu, with a seaman’s heart, like a man who not only felt how desperate
was his situation, but who knew how to meet it with resignation. Then the wreck of spars, with all who clung to it,
was swallowed up in the body of the frightful, preternatural-looking mist which extended on every side of them,
from the ocean to the clouds.
“Stand by, to clear away a boat!” shouted Wilder, without pausing to think of the impossibility of one’s
swimming, or of effecting the least good, in so violent a tornado.
But the amazed and confounded seamen who remained needed no instruction in this matter. Not a man moved,
nor was the smallest symptom of obedience given. The mariners looked wildly around them, each endeavoring to
trace in the dusky countenance of some shipmate his opinion of the extent of the evil; but not a mouth opened
among them all.
“It is too late—it is too late!” murmured Wilder, “human skill and human efforts could not save them!”
“Sail, ho!” Knighthead shouted in a voice that was teeming with superstitious awe.
“Let him come on,” returned his young commander, bitterly; “the mischief is ready done to his hands!”
“Should this be a true ship, it is our duty to the owners and the passengers to speak her, if a man can make his
voice heard in this tempest,” the second mate continued, pointing, through the haze, at the dim object that was
certainly at hand.
“Speak her passengers!” muttered Wilder, involuntarily repeating his words. “No; anything is better than
speaking her. Do you see the vessel that is driving down upon us so fast?” he sternly demanded of the watchful
seaman who still clung to the wheel of the Caroline.
“Aye, aye, sir.”
“Give her a berth—sheer away hard to port—perhaps he may pass us in the gloom, now we are no higher than
our decks. Give the ship a broad sheer, I say, sir.”
The usual laconic answer was given; and, for a few moments the Bristol trader was seen diverging a little from
the line in which the other approached; but a second glance assured Wilder that the attempt was useless. The
strange ship (every man on board felt certain that it was the same that had so long been seen hanging in the northwestern horizon) came on through the mist, with a swiftness that nearly equaled the velocity of the tempestuous
winds themselves. Not a thread of canvas was seen on board her. Each line of spars, even to the tapering and
delicate top-gallant masts, was in its place, preserving the beauty and symmetry of the whole fabric; but nowhere
was there the smallest fragment of a sail opened to the gale. Under her bows rolled a volume of foam that was
even discernible amid the universal agitation of the ocean; and, as she came within sound, the sullen roar of the
water might have been likened to the noise of a cascade.
At first, the spectators on the decks of the Caroline believed they were not seen, and some of the men called
madly for lights, in order that the disasters of the night might not terminate in an encounter.
“Too many see us there already!” said Wilder.
“No, no,” muttered Knighthead; “no fear but we are seen; and by such eyes; too, as never yet looked out of
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mortal head!”
The seamen paused.
In another instant, the long-seen and mysterious ship was within a hundred feet of them. The very power of
that wind, which was wont usually to raise the billows, now pressed the element, with the weight of mountains,
into its bed. The sea was everywhere a sheet of froth, but the water did not rise above the level of the surface. The
instant a wave lifted itself from the security of the vast depths, the fluid was borne away before the tornado in
glittering spray. Along this frothy but comparatively motionless surface, then, the stranger came booming with the
steadiness and grandeur with which a cloud is seen sailing in the hurricane. No sign of life was discovered about
her. If men looked out from their secret places, upon the straitened and discomfited wreck of the Bristol trader, it
was covertly, and as darkly as the tempest before which they drove.
Wilder held his breath for the moment the stranger was nighest, in the very excess of suspense; but, as he saw
no signal of recognition, no human form, nor any intention to arrest, if possible, the furious career of the other, a
smile gleamed across his countenance, and his lips moved rapidly, as if he found pleasure in being abandoned to
his distress. The stranger drove by, like a dark vision; and ere another minute, her foam was beginning to grow
less distinct, in the body of spray to leeward.
“She is going out of sight in the mist!” exclaimed Wilder, when he drew his breath, after the fearful suspense
of the last few moments.
“Aye, in the mist or clouds,” responded Knighthead, who now kept obstinately at his elbow, watching, with the
most jealous distrust, the smallest movement of his unknown commander.
“In the heavens, or in the sea, I care not, provided he be gone.”
“Most seamen would rejoice to see a strange sail, from the hull of a vessel shaved to the deck like this.”
“Men often court their destruction, from ignorance of their own interests. Let him drive on, say I, and pray I!
He goes four feet to our one; and I ask no better favor than that this hurricane may blow until the sun shall rise.”
Knighthead started, and cast an oblique glance, which resembled denunciation, at his companion. To his
superstitious mind, there was profanity in thus invoking the tempest, at a moment when the winds seemed already
to be pouring out their utmost wrath.
“This is a heavy squall, I will allow,” he said, “and such as many mariners pass whole lives without seeing; but
he knows little of the sea who thinks there is not more wind where this comes from.”
“Let it blow!” cried the other, striking his hands together a little wildly; “I pray for wind!”
All the doubts of Knighthead as to the character of the young stranger were now removed. He walked forward
among the silent and thoughtful crew, with the air of a man whose opinion was settled.
Wilder, however, paid no attention to the movements of his subordinate, but continued pacing the deck for
hours; now casting his eye at the heavens, and now sending frequent and anxious glances around the limited
horizon, while the Royal Caroline still continued drifting before the wind, a shorn and naked wreck …
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107.246 The Open Boat: A Tale Intended To Be After The Fact; Being The Experience Of Four Men From
The Sunk Steamer Commodore\fn{by Stephen Townley Crane (1871-1900)} Newark, Essex County, New Jersey,
U.S.A. (M) 11
None of them knew the color of the sky. Their eyes glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves that
swept toward them. These waves were of the hue of slate, save for the tops, which were of foaming white, and all
of the men knew the colors of the sea. The horizon narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, and at all times
its edge was jagged with waves that seemed thrust up in points like rocks.
Many a man ought to have a bathtub larger than the boat which here rode upon the sea. These waves were most
wrongfully and barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth-top was a problem in small-boat navigation.
The cook squatted in the bottom, and looked with both eyes at the six inches of gunwale which separated him
from the ocean. His sleeves were rolled over his fat forearms, and the two flaps of his unbuttoned vest dangled as
he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said, “Gawd! that was a narrow clip.” As he remarked it he invariably gazed
eastward over the broken sea.
The oiler,\fn{William Higgins.} steering with one of the two oars in the boat, sometimes raised himself suddenly
to keep clear of water that swirled in over the stern. It was a thin little oar, and it seemed often ready to snap.
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The correspondent,\fn{Stephen Crane himself, age 27.} pulling at the other oar, watched the waves and wondered
why he was there.
The injured captain,\fn{Edward Murphy.} lying in the bow, was at this time buried in that profound dejection and
indifference which comes, temporarily at least, to even the bravest and most enduring when, willy-nilly, the firm
fails, the army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master of a vessel is rooted deep in the timbers of her,
though he commanded for a day or a decade; and this captain had on him the stern impression of a scene in the
grays of dawn of seven turned faces, and later a stump of a topmast with a white ball on it, that slashed to and fro
at the waves, went low and lower, and down. Thereafter there was something strange in his voice. Although
steady, it was deep with mourning, and of a quality beyond oration or tears.
“Keep ’er a little more south, Billy,”\fn{ The text has: Billie; but Crane in his newspaper account of this sinking (which he
wrote on January 6) spells it conventionally.} said he.
“A little more south, sir,” said the oiler in the stern.
A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upon a bucking bronco, and, by the same token, a bronco is not much
smaller. The craft pranced and reared and plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she rose for it, she
seemed like a horse making at a fence outrageously high. The manner of her scramble over these walls of water is
a mystic thing, and, moreover, at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in white water, the foam racing
down from the summit of each wave requiring a new leap, and a leap from the air. Then, after scornfully bumping
a crest, she would slide and race and splash down a long incline, and arrive bobbing and nodding in front of the
next menace.
A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in the fact that, after successfully surmounting one wave, you discover
that there is another behind it just as important and just as nervously anxious to do something effective in the way
of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dinghy one can get an idea of the resources of the sea in the line of waves that is
not probable to the average experience, which is never at sea in a dinghy. As each slaty wall of water approached,
it shut all else from the view of the men in the boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that this particular wave
was the final outburst of the ocean, the last effort of the grim water. There was a terrible grace in the move of the
waves, and they came in silence, save for the snarling of the crests.
In the wan light the faces of the men must have been gray. Their eyes must have glinted in strange ways as
they gazed steadily astern. Viewed from a balcony, the whole thing would, doubtless, have been weirdly
picturesque. But the men in the boat had no time to see it, and if they had had leisure, there were other things to
occupy their minds. The sun swung steadily up the sky, and they knew it was broad day because the color of the
sea changed from slate to emerald-green streaked with amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling snow. The
process of the breaking day was unknown to them. They were aware only of this effect upon the color of the
waves that rolled toward them.
In disjointed sentences the cook and the correspondent argued as to the difference between a life-saving station
and a house of refuge. The cook had said: “There’s a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito Inlet Light\fn{ On
the Florida coast. Crane says in his newspaper account that the “Commodore”—a gun-runner supplying Remmington rifles and munitions
to the Cuban insurgents during the Spanish-American War—had set sail on the St. John’s River, and met her end not far from the lighthouse of Mosquito Inlet, Florida.} and as soon as they see us they’ll come off in their boat and pick us up.”

“As soon as who see us?” said the correspondent.
“The crew,” said the cook.
“Houses of refuge don’t have crews,” said the correspondent. “As I understand them, they are only places
where clothes and grub are stored for the benefit of shipwrecked people. They don’t carry crews.”
“Oh, yes, they do,” said the cook.
“No, they don’t,” said the correspondent.
“Well, we’re not there yet, anyhow,” said the oiler in the stern.
“Well,” said the cook, “perhaps it’s not a house of refuge that I’m thinking of as being near Mosquito Inlet
Light; perhaps it’s a life-saving station.”
“We’re not there yet,” said the oiler in the stern.
*
As the boat bounced from the top of each wave the wind tore through the hair of the hatless men, and as the
craft plopped her stern down again the spray slashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was a hill, from
the top of which the men surveyed for a moment a broad, tumultuous expanse, shining and wind-riven. It was
probably splendid, it was probably glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with lights of emerald and white and
amber.
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“Bully good thing it’s an on-shore wind,” said the cook. “If not, where would we be? Wouldn’t have a show.”
“That’s right,” said the correspondent.
The busy oiler nodded his assent.
Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that expressed humor, contempt, tragedy, all in one. “Do you
think we’ve got much of a show now, boys?” said he.
Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and hawing. To express any particular optimism
at this time they felt to be childish and stupid, but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the situation in their
minds. A young man thinks doggedly at such times. On the other hand, the ethics of their condition was decidedly
against any open suggestion of hopelessness. So they were silent.
“Oh, well,” said the captain, soothing his children, “we’ll get ashore all right.”
But there was that in his tone which made them think; so the oiler quoth, “Yes! if this wind holds.”
The cook was bailing. “Yes! if we don’t catch hell in the surf.”
Canton-flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometimes they sat down on the sea, near patches of brown seaweed
that rolled over the waves with a movement like carpets on a line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably in groups,
and they were envied by some in the dinghy, for the wrath of the sea was no more to them than it was to a covey
of prairie chickens a thousand miles inland. Often they came very close and stared at the men with black, beadlike eyes. At these times they were uncanny and sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the men hooted angrily
at them, telling them to be gone. One came, and evidently decided to alight on the top of the captain’s head. The
bird flew parallel to the boat and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in the air in chicken fashion. His
black eyes were wistfully fixed upon the captain’s head. “Ugly brute,” said the oiler to the bird. “You look as if
you were made with a jackknife.” The cook and the correspondent swore darkly at the creature. The captain
naturally wished to knock it away with the end of the heavy painter,\fn{ A rope with which to fasten a boat by its bow.} but
he did not dare do it, because anything resembling an emphatic gesture would have capsized this freighted
boat;\fn{In his newspaper account, Crane remarks that the weight of four men, plus a five gallon jug of fresh water, was such that the
touch of a hand on our gunwale would assuredly swamp us because our dingy was within six inches of the water’s edge and there was an
enormous sea running.} and so, with his open hand, the captain gently and carefully waved the gull away. After it had

been discouraged from the pursuit the captain breathed easier on account of his hair, and others breathed easier
because the bird struck their minds at this time as being somehow gruesome and ominous.
In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent rowed; and also they rowed. They sat together in the same
seat, and each rowed an oar. Then the oiler took both oars; then the correspondent took both oars, then the oiler;
then the correspondent. They rowed and they rowed. The very ticklish part of the business was when the time
came for the reclining one in the stern to take his turn at the oars. By the very last star of truth, it is easier to steal
eggs from under a hen than it was to change seats in the dinghy. First the man in the stern slid his hand along the
thwart\fn{A crosspiece or transverse member in a boat.} and moved with care, as if he were of Sèvres.\fn{ A type of delicate
bone-china.} Then the man in the rowing-seat slid his hand along the other thwart. It was all done with the most
extraordinary care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole party kept watchful eyes on the coming wave, and
the captain cried: “Look out, now! Steady, there!”
The brown mats of seaweed that appeared from time to time were like islands, bits of earth. They were
traveling, apparently, neither one way nor the other. They were, to all intents, stationary. They informed the men
in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward the land.
The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow after the dinghy soared on a great swell, said that he had seen the
lighthouse at Mosquito Inlet. Presently the cook remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent was at the oars
then, and for some reason he too wished to look at the lighthouse; but his back was toward the far shore, and the
waves were important, and for some time he could not seize an opportunity to turn his head. But at last there came
a wave more gentle than the others, and when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the western horizon.
“See it?” said the captain.
“No,” said the correspondent, slowly; “I didn’t see anything.”
“Look again,” said the captain. He pointed. “It’s exactly in that direction.”
At the top of another wave the correspondent did as he was bid, and this time his eyes chanced on a small, still
thing on the edge of the swaying horizon. It was precisely like the point of a pin. It took an anxious eye to find a
lighthouse so tiny.
“Think we’ll make it, Captain?”
“If this wind holds and the boat don’t swamp, we can’t do much else,” said the captain.
The little boat, lifted by each towering sea and splashed viciously by the crests, made progress that in the
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absence of seaweed was not apparent to those in her. She seemed just a wee thing wallowing, miraculously top
up, at the mercy of five oceans. Occasionally a great spread of water, like white flames, swarmed into her.
“Bale her, cook,” said the captain, serenely.
“All right, Captain,” said the cheerful cook.
*
It would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood of men that was here established on the seas. No one
said that it was so. No one mentioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each man felt it warm him. They were a
captain, an oiler, a cook, and a correspondent, and they were friends—friends in more curiously iron-bound
degree than may be common. The hurt captain, lying against the water jar in the bow, spoke always in a low voice
and calmly; but he could never command a more ready and swiftly obedient crew than the motley three of the
dinghy. It was more than a mere recognition of what was best for the common safety. There was surely in it a
quality that was personal and heartfelt. And after this devotion to the commander of the boat, there was this
comradeship, that of the correspondent, for instance, who had been taught to be cynical of men, knew even at the
time was the best experience of his life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned it.
“I wish we had a sail,” remarked the captain. “We might try my overcoat on the end of an oar, and give you
two boys a chance to rest.” So the cook and the correspondent held the mast and spread wide the overcoat; the
oiler steered; and the little boat made good way with her new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull\fn{ Propel.}
sharply to keep a sea from breaking into the boat, but otherwise sailing was a success.
Meanwhile the lighthouse had been growing slowly larger. It had now almost assumed color, and appeared like
a little gray shadow on the sky. The man at the oars could not be prevented from turning his head rather often to
try for a glimpse of this little gray shadow.
At last, from the top of each wave, the men in the tossing boat could see land. Even as the lighthouse was an
upright shadow on the sky, this land seemed but a long black shadow on the sea. It certainly was thinner than
paper. “We must be about opposite New Smyrna,”\fn{ Now New Smyrna Beach.} said the cook, who had coasted this
shore often in schooners. “Captain, by the way, I believe they abandoned that life-saving station there about a year
ago.”
“Did they?” said the captain.
The wind slowly died away. The cook and the correspondent were not now obliged to slave in order to hold
high the oar, but the waves continued their old impetuous swooping at the dinghy, and the little craft, no longer
under way, struggled woundedly\fn{The text has: woundily.} over them. The oiler or the correspondent took the oars
again.
Shipwrecks are apropos of nothing. If men could only train for them and have them occur when the men had
reached pink condition,\fn{Peak condition.} there would be less drowning at sea. Of the four in the dinghy none had
slept any time worth mentioning for two days and two nights previous to embarking in the dinghy, and in the
excitement of clambering about the deck of a foundering ship they had also forgotten to eat heartily.
For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler nor the correspondent was fond of rowing at this time. The
correspondent wondered ingenuously how in the name of all that was sane could there be people who thought it
amusing to row a boat. It was not an amusement; it was a diabolical punishment, and even a genius of mental
aberrations could never conclude that it was anything but a horror to the muscles and a crime against the back. He
mentioned to the boat in general how the amusement of rowing struck him, and the weary-faced oiler smiled in
full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, by the way, the oiler had worked double watch in the engine-room of
the ship.
“Take her easy now, boys,” said the captain. “Don’t spend yourselves. If we have to run a surf you’ll need all
your strength, because we’ll sure have to swim for it. Take your time.”
Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line it became a line of black and a line of white—trees and
sand. Finally the captain said that he could make out a house on the shore. “That’s the house of refuge, sure,” said
the cook. “They’ll see us before long, and come out after us.”
The distant lighthouse reared high. “The keeper ought to be able to make us out now, if he’s looking through a
glass,” said the captain. “He’ll notify the life-saving people.”
“None of those other boats could have got ashore to give word of the wreck,” said the oiler, in a low voice,
“else the life boat would be out hunting us.”
Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the sea. The wind came again. It had veered from the northeast
to the southeast. Finally a new sound struck the ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thunder of the surf on
the shore. “We’ll never be able to make the lighthouse now,” said the captain. “Swing her head a little more north,
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Billy.”
“A little more north, sir,” said the oiler.
Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more down the wind, and all but the oarsman watched the shore
grow. Under the influence of this expansion doubt and direful apprehension were leaving the minds of the men.
The management of the boat was still most absorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. In an hour,
perhaps, they would be ashore.
Their backbones had become thoroughly used to balancing in the boat, and they now rode this wild colt of a
dinghy like circus men. The correspondent thought that he had been drenched to the skin, but happening to feel in
the top of his coat, he found therein eight cigars. Four of them were soaked with sea water; four were perfectly
scatheless. After a search, somebody produced three dry matches; thereupon the four waifs rode in their little boat
and, with an assurance of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, puffed at the big cigars, and judged well and
ill of all men. Everybody took a drink of water.
*
“Cook,” remarked the captain, “thee don’t seem to be any signs of life about your house of refuge.”
“No,” replied the cook. “Funny they don’t see us!”
A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the eyes of the men. It was of low dunes topped with dark vegetation.
The roar of the surf was plain, and sometimes they could see the white lip of a wave as it spun up the beach. A
tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. Southward, the slim lighthouse lifted its little gray length.
Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dinghy northward. “Funny they don’t see us,” said the men.
The surf’s roar was here dulled, but its tone was nevertheless thunderous and mighty. As the boat swam over
the great rollers the men sat listening to this roar. “We’ll swamp sure,” said everybody.
It is fair to say here that there was not a life-saving station within twenty miles in either direction; but the men
did not know this fact, and in consequence they made dark and opprobrious remarks concerning the eyesight of
the nation’s life savers. Four scowling men sat in the dinghy and surpassed records in the invention of epithets.
“Funny they don’t see us.”
The light-heartedness of a former time had completely faded. To their sharpened minds it was easy to conjure
pictures of all kinds of incompetency and blindness and, indeed, cowardice. There was the shore of the populous
land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that from it came no sign.
“Well,” said the captain, ultimately, “I suppose we’ll have to make a try for ourselves. If we stay out here too
long, we’ll none of us have strength left to swim after the boat swamps.”
And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat straight for the shore. There was a sudden tightening of
muscles. There was some thinking.
“If we don’t all get ashore,” said the captain—“if we don’t all get ashore, I suppose you fellows know where to
send news of my finish?”
They then briefly exchanged some addresses and admonitions. As for the reflections of the men, there was a
great deal of rage in them.\fn{In his newspaper account, Crane describes Mr. Graines, the first mate (who jumped from the stern of
the sinking ship, but missed a raft and drowned): The first mate threw his hands over his head and plunged into the sea. He had no life belt
and for my part, even when he did this horrible thing, I somehow felt that I could see the expression of his hands, and in the very toss of his
head, as he leaped thus to death, that it was rage, rage, rage unspeakable that was in his heart at the time .} Perchance they might be

formulated thus: “If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned, why,
in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and
trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of
life? It is preposterous! If this old ninny woman, Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be deprived of the
management of men’s fortunes. She is an old hen who knows not her intention. If she has decided to drown me,
why did she not do it in the beginning and save me all this trouble? The whole affair is absurd. … But no; she
cannot mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. She cannot drown me. Not after all this work!” Afterward the
man might have had an impulse to shake his fist at the clouds. “Just you drown me, now, and then hear what I call
you!”
The billows that came at this time were more formidable. They seemed always just about to break and roll over
the little boat in a turmoil of foam. There was a preparatory and long growl in the speech of them. No mind unused to the sea would have concluded that the dinghy could ascend these sheer heights in time. The shore was still
afar. The oiler was a wily surfman. “Boys,” he said swiftly, “she won’t live three minutes more, and we’re too far
out to swim. Shall I take her to sea again, Captain?”
“Yes; go ahead!” said the captain.
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This oiler, by a series of quick miracles and fast and steady oarsmanship, turned the boat in the middle of the
surf and took her safely to sea again.
There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped over the furrowed sea to deeper water. Then somebody in
gloom spoke: “Well, anyhow, they must have seen us from the shore by now.”
The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind toward the gray, desolate east. A squall, marked by dingy clouds
and clouds brick-red, like smoke from a burning building, appeared from the southeast.
“What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain’t they peaches?”
“Funny they haven’t seen us.”
“Maybe they think we’re out here for sport! Maybe they think we’re fishin’. Maybe they think we’re damned
fools.”
It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force them southward, but wind and wave said northward. Far
ahead, where coast-line, sea, and sky formed their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed to indicate a
city on the shore.
“St. Augustine?”
The captain shook his head. “Too near Mosquito Inlet.”
And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed; then the oiler rowed. It was a weary business. The
human back can become a seat of more aches and pains than are registered in books for the composite anatomy of
a regiment. It is a limited area, but it can become the theater of innumerable muscular conflicts, tangles, wrenches,
knots, and other comforts.
“Did you ever like to row, Billy?” asked the correspondent.
“No,” said the oiler; “hang it!”
When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a place in the bottom of the boat, he suffered a bodily depression that
caused him to be careless of everything save an obligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold sea water swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it. His head, pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the swirl of a
wave crest, and sometimes a particularly obstreperous sea came inboard and drenched him once more. But these
matters did not annoy him. It is almost certain that if the boat had capsized he would have tumbled comfortably
out upon the ocean as if he felt sure that it was a great, soft mattress.
“Look! There’s a man on the shore!”
“Where?”
“There! See ’im?”
“Yes, sure! He’s walking along.”
“Now he’s stopped. Look! He’s facing us!”
“He’s waving at us!”
“So he is! By thunder!”
“Ah, now we’re all right! Now we’re all right! There’ll be a boat out here for us in half an hour.”
“He’s going on. He’s running. He’s going up to that house there.”
The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, and it required a searching glance to discern the little black
figure. The captain saw a floating stick, and they rowed to it. A bath towel was by some weird chance in the boat,
and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he was obliged to ask
questions.
“What’s he doing now?”
“He’s standing still again. He’s looking, I think. … There he goes again—toward the house. … Now he’s
stopped again.”
“Is he waving at us?”
“No, not now; he was, though.”
“Look! There comes another man!”
“He’s running.”
“Look at him go, would you!”
“Why, he’s on a bicycle. Now he’s met the other man. They’re both waving at us. Look!”
“There comes something up the beach.”
“What the devil is that thing?”
“Why, it looks like a boat.”
“Why, certainly, it’s a boat.”
“No; it’s on wheels.”
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“Yes, so it is. Well, that must be the life boat. They drag them along shore on a wagon.”
“That’s the life boat, sure.”
“No, by——, it’s—it’s an omnibus.”
“I tell you it’s a life boat.”
“It is not! It’s an omnibus. I can see it plain. See? One of these big hotel omnibuses.”
“By thunder, you’re right. It’s an omnibus, sure as fate. What do you suppose they are doing with an omnibus?
Maybe they are going around collecting the life crew, hey?”
“That’s it, likely. Look! There’s a fellow waving a little black flag. He’s standing on the steps of the omnibus.
There come those other two fellows. Now they’are all talking together. Look at the fellow with the flag. Maybe he
ain’t waving it!”
“That ain’t a flag, is it? That’s his coat. Why, certainly, that’s his coat.”
“So it is; it’s his coat. He’s taken it off and is waving it around his head. But would you look at him swing it!”
“Oh, say, there isn’t any life-saving station there. That’s just a winter-resort hotel omnibus that has brought
over some of the boarders to see us drown.”
“What’s that idiot with the coat mean? What’s he signaling, anyhow?”
“It looks as if he were trying to tell us to go north. There must be a life-saving station up there.”
“No; he thinks we’re fishing. Just giving us a merry hand. See? Ah, there, Willie!”
“Well, I wish I could make something out of those signals. What do you suppose he means?”
“He don’t mean anything; he’s just playing.”
“Well, if he’d just signal us to try the surf again, or to go to sea and wait, or go north, or south, or go to hell,
there would be some reason in it. But look at him! He just stands there and keeps his coat revolving like a wheel.
The ass!”
“There come more people.”
“Now there’s quite a mob. Look! Isn’t that a boat?”
“Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that’s no boat.”
“That fellow is still waving his coat.”
“He must think we like to see him do that. Why don’t he quit it? It don’t mean anything.”
“I don’t know. I think he is trying to make us go north. It must be that there’s a life-saving station there somewhere.”
“Say, he ain’t tired yet. Look at ’im wave!”
“Wonder how long he can keep that up. He’s been revolving his coat ever since he caught sight of us. He’s an
idiot. Why aren’t they getting men to bring a boat out? A fishing boat—one of those big yawls—could come out
here all right. Why don’t he do something?”
“Oh, it’s all right now.”
“They’ll have a boat out here for us in less than no time, now that they’ve seen us.”
A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low land. The shadows on the sea slowly deepened. The wind
bore coldness with it, and the men began to shiver.
“Holy smoke!” said one, allowing his voice to express his impious mood, “if we keep on monkeying out here!
If we’ve got to flounder out here all night!”
“Oh, we’ll never have to stay here all night! Don’t you worry. They’ve seen us now, and it won’t be long
before they’ll come chasing out after us.”
The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat blended gradually into this gloom, and it swallowed in the same
manner the omnibus and the group of people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over the side, made the voyagers shrink and swear like men who were being branded.
“I’d like to catch the chump who waved the coat. I feel like soaking him one, just for luck.”
“Why? What did he do?”
“Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheerful.”
In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed, and then the oiler rowed. Gray-faced and
bowed forward, they mechanically, turn by turn, plied the leaden oars. The form of the lighthouse had vanished
from the southern horizon, but finally a pale star appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaked saffron in the
west passed before the all-merging darkness, and the sea to the east was black. The land had vanished, and was
expressed only by the low and dreary\fn{The text has: drear.} thunder of the surf.
“If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of
the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I
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brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?”
The patient captain, drooped over the water jar, was sometimes obliged to speak to the oarsman.
“Keep her head up! Keep her head up!”
“Keep her head up, sir.” The voices were weary and low.
This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman lay heavily and listlessly in the boat’s bottom. As for
him, his eyes were just capable of noting the tall black waves that swept forward in a most sinister silence, save
for an occasional subdued growl of a crest.
The cook’s head was on a thwart, and he looked without interest at the water under his nose. He was deep in
other scenes. Finally he spoke. “Billy,” he murmured dreamfully, “what kind of pie do you like best?”
*
“Pie!” said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. “Don’t talk about those things, blast you!”
“Well,” said the cook, “I was just thinking about ham sandwiches, and—”
A night on the sea in an open boat is a long night. As darkness settled finally, the shine of the light, lifting from
the sea in the south, changed to full gold. On the northern horizon a new light appeared, a small bluish gleam on
the edge of the waters. These two lights were the furniture of the world. Otherwise there was nothing but waves.
Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so magnificent in the dinghy that the rower was enabled to
keep his feet partly warm by thrusting them under his companions. Their legs indeed extended far under the
rowing-seat until they touched the feet of the captain forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of the tired oarsman,
a wave came piling into the boat, an icy wave of the night, and the chilling water soaked them anew. They would
twist their bodies for a moment and groan, and sleep the dead sleep once more, while the water in the boat gurgled
about them as the craft rocked.
The plan of the oiler and the correspondent was for one to row until he lost the ability, and then arouse the
other from his sea-water couch in the bottom of the boat.
The oiler plied the oars until his head drooped forward and the overpowering sleep blinded him; and he rowed
yet afterward. Then he touched a man in the bottom of the boat, and called his name. “Will you spell me for a
little while?” he said meekly.
“Sure, Billy,” said the correspondent, awaking and dragging himself to a sitting position. They exchanged
places carefully, and the oiler, cuddling down in the sea water at the cook’s side, seemed to go to sleep instantly.
The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The waves came without snarling. The obligation of the man at
the oars was to keep the boat headed so that the tilt of the rollers would not capsize her, and to preserve her from
filling when the crests rushed past. The black waves were silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. Often one
was almost upon the boat before the oarsman was aware.
In a low voice the correspondent addressed the captain. He was not sure that the captain was awake, although
this iron man seemed to be always awake. “Captain, shall I keep her making for that light north, sir?”
The same steady voice answered him. “Yes. Keep it about two points off the port bow.”
The cook had tied a life belt around himself in order to get even the warmth which this clumsy cork contrivance could donate, and he seemed almost stove-like when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered wildly as
soon as he ceased his labor, dropped down to sleep.
The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the two men sleeping underfoot. The cook’s arm was around
the oiler’s shoulders, and, with their fragmentary clothing and haggard faces, they were the babes of the sea—a
grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood.
Later he must have grown stupid at his work, for suddenly there was a growling of water, and a crest came
with a roar and a swash into the boat, and it was a wonder that it did not set the cook afloat in his life belt. The
cook continued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, blinking his eyes and shaking with the new cold.
“Oh, I’m awful sorry, Billy,” said the correspondent, contritely.
“That’s all right, old boy,” said the oiler, and lay down again and was asleep.
Presently it seemed that even the captain dozed, and the correspondent thought that he was the one man afloat
on all the oceans. The wind had a voice as it came over the waves, and it was sadder than the end.
There was a long, loud swishing astern of the boat, and a gleaming trail of phosphorescence, like blue flame,
was furrowed on the black waters. It might have been made by a monstrous knife.
Then there came a stillness, while the correspondent breathed with open mouth and looked at the sea.
Suddenly there was another swish and another long flash of bluish light, and this time it was alongside the
boat, and might almost have been reached with an oar. The correspondent saw an enormous fin speed like a shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline spray and leaving the long glowing grail.
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The correspondent looked over his shoulder at the captain. His face was hidden, and he seemed to be asleep.
He looked at the babes of the sea. They certainly were asleep. So, being bereft of sympathy, he leaned a little way
to one side and swore softly into the sea.
But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the boat. Ahead or astern, on one side or the other, at intervals
long or short, fled the long sparkling streak, and there was to be heard the whiroo of the dark fin. The speed and
power of the thing was greatly to be admired. It cut the water like a gigantic and keen projectile.
The presence of this biding thing did not affect the man with the same horror that it would if he had been a
picnicker. He simply looked at the sea dully and swore in an undertone.
Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be alone with the thing. He wished one of his companions to
awake by chance and keep him company with it. But the captain hung motionless over the water jar, and the oiler
and the cook in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber.
*
“If I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned—if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of
the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees?”
During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a man would conclude that it was really the intentiion of the
seven mad gods to drown him, despite the abominable injustice of it. For it was certainly an abominable injustice
to drown a man who had worked so hard, so hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. Other people
had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed with painted sails, but still—
When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard him as important, and that she feels she would not maim
the universe by disposing of him, he at first wishes to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates deeply the fact that
there are no bricks and no temples. Any visible expression of nature would surely be pelleted with his jeers.
Then, if there be no tangible thing to hoot, he feels, perhaps, the desire to confront a personification and
indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, and with hands supplicant, saying, “Yes, but I love myself.”
A high cold star on a winter’s night is the word he feels that she says to him. Thereafter he knows the pathos of
his situation.
The men in the dinghy had not discussed these matters, but each had, no doubt, reflected upon them in silence
and according to his mind. There was seldom any expression upon their faces save the general one of complete
weariness. Speech was devoted to the business of the boat.
To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteriously entered the correspondent’s head. He had even
forgotten that he had forgotten this verse, but it suddenly was in his mind.
A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers;
There was lack of woman’s nursing, there was dearth of woman’s tears;
But a comrade stood beside him, and he took the comrade’s hand,
And he said, “I never more shall see my own, my native land.”

In his childhood the correspondent had been made acquainted with the fact that a soldier of the Legion lay
dying in Algiers, but he had never regarded it as important. Myriads of his school-fellows had informed him of the
soldier’s plight, but the dinning had naturally ended by making him perfectly indifferent. He had never considered
it his affair that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it appeared to him as a matter for sorrow. It
was less to him than breaking a pencil’s point.
Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a human, living thing. It was no longer merely a picture of a few
throes in the breast of a poet, meanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at the grate; it was an actuality—stern,
mournful, and fine.
The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on the sand with his feet out straight and still. While his pale
left hand was upon his chest in an attempt to thwart the going of his life, the blood came between his fingers. In
the far Algerian distance, a city of low square forms was set against a sky that was faint with the last sunset hues.
The correspondent, plying the oars and dreaming of the slow and slower movements of the lips of the soldier, was
moved by a profound and perfectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the soldier of the Legion who
lay dying in Algiers.
The thing which had followed the boat and waited had evidently grown bored at the delay. There was no
longer to be heard the slash of the cutwater, and there was no longer the flame of the long trail. The light in the
north still glimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang in the
correspondent’s ears, and he turned the craft seaward then and rowed harder. Southward, some one had evidently
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built a watch fire on the beach. It was too low and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, roseate reflection
upon the bluff back of it, and this could be discerned from the boat. The wind came stronger, and sometimes a
wave suddenly raged out like a mountain cat, and there was to be seen the sheen and sparkle of a broken crest.
The captain, in the bow, moved on his water jar and sat erect. “Pretty long night,” he observed to the
correspondent. He looked at the shore. “Those life-saving people take their time.”
“Did you see that shark playing around?”
“Yes, I saw him. He was a big fellow, all right.”
“Wish I had known you were awake.”
Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the boat. “Billy!” There was a slow and gradual
disentanglement. “Billy, will you spell me?”
“Sure,” said the oiler.
As soon as the correspondent touched the cold, comfortable sea water in the bottom of the boat and had
huddled close to the cook’s life belt he was deep in sleep, despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular airs.
This sleep was so good to him that it was but a moment before he heard a voice call his name in a tone that
demonstrated the last stages of exhaustion. “Will you spell me?”
“Sure, Billy.”
The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, but the correspondent took his course from the wide-awake
captain.
Later in the night they took the boat farther out to sea, and the captain directed the cook to take one oar at the
stern and keep the boat facing the seas. He was to call out if he should hear the thunder of the surf. This plan
enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get respite together. “We’ll give those boys a chance to get into shape
again,” said the captain. They curled down and, after a few preliminary chatterings and trembles, slept once more
the dead sleep. Neither knew they had bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, or perhaps the same
shark.
As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally bumped over the side and gave them a fresh soaking,
but this had no power to break their repose. The ominous slash of the wind and the water affected them as it
would have affected mummies.
“Boys,” said the cook, with the notes of every reluctance in his voice, “She’s drifted in pretty close. I guess one
of you had better take her to sea again.” The correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the toppled crests.
As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whiskey and water, and this steadied the chills out of him. “If I
ever get ashore and anybody shows me even a photograph of an oar—”
At last there was a short conversation.
“Billy! … Billy, will you spell me?”
“Sure,” said the oiler.
*
When the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea and the sky were each of the gray hue of the dawning.
Later, carmine and gold was painted upon the waters. The morning appeared finally, in its splendor, with a sky of
pure blue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips of the waves.
On the distant dunes were set many little black cottages, and a tall white windmill reared above them. No man,
nor dog, nor bicycle appeared on the beach. The cottages might have formed a deserted village.
The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was held in the boat. “Well,” said the captain, “if no help is
coming, we might better try a run through the surf right away. If we stay out here much longer we will be too
weak to do anything for ourselves at all.” The others silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was headed
for the beach. The correspondent wondered if none ever ascended the tall wind-tower, and if then they never
looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing with its back to the plight of the ants. It represented in a degree,
to the correspondent, the serenity of nature amid the struggles of the individual-—nature in the wind, and nature
in the vision of men. She did not seem cruel to him then, nor beneficent, nor treacherous, nor wise. But she was
indifferent, flatly indifferent. It is, perhaps, plausible that a man in this situation, impressed with the unconcern of
the universe, should see the innumerable flaws of his life and have them taste wickedly in his mind, and wish for
another chance. A distinction between right and wrong seems absurdly clear to him, then, in this new ignorance of
the grave-edge, and he understands that if he were given another opportunity he would mend his conduct and his
words, and be better and brighter during an introduction or at a tea.
“Now, boys,” said the captain, “she is going to swamp sure. All we can do is to work her in as far as possible,
and then when she swamps, pile out and scramble for the beach. Keep cool now, and don’t jump until she swamps
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sure.”
The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he scanned the surf. “Captain,” he said, “I think I’d better bring her
about and keep her head-on to the seas, and back her in.”
“All right, Billy,” said the captain. “Back her in.” The oiler swung the boat then, and, seated in the stern, the
cook and the correspondent were obliged to look over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely and indifferent
shore.
The monstrous inshore rollers heaved the boat high until the men were again enabled to see the white sheets of
water scudding up the slanted beach. “We won’t get in very close,” said the captain. Each time a man could wrest
his attention from the roller, he turned his glance towards the shore, and in the expression of the eyes during this
contemplation there was a singular quality. The correspondent, observing the others, knew that they were not
afraid, but the full meaning of their glances was shrouded.
As for himself, he was too tired to grapple fundamentally with the fact. He tried to coerce his mind into thinking of it, but the mind was dominated at this time by the muscles, and the muscles said they did not care. It merely
occurred to him that if he should drown it would be a shame.
There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agitation. The men simply looked at the shore. “Now,
remember to get well clear of the boat when you jump,” said the captain.
Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with a thunderous crash, and the long white comber came roaring
down upon the boat.
“Steady now,” said the captain. The men were silent. They turned their eyes from the shore to the comber and
waited. The boat slid up the incline, leaped at the furious top, bounced over it, and swung down the long back of
the wave. Some water had been shipped, and the cook bailed it out.
But the next crest crashed also. The tumbling, boiling flood of white water caught the boat and whirled it
almost perpendicular. Water swarmed in from all sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale\fn{ The
upper edge of the side of a boat.} at this time, and when the water entered at that place he swiftly withdrew his fingers,
as if he objected to wetting them.
The little boat, drunken with this weight of water, reeled and snuggled deeper into the sea.
“Bail her out, cook! Bail her out!” said the captain.
“All right, Captain,” said the cook.
“Now, boys, the next one will do for us sure,” said the oiler. “Mind to jump clear of the boat.”
The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, implacable. It fairly swallowed the dinghy, and almost
simultaneously the men tumbled into the sea. A piece of life belt had lain in the bottom of the boat, and as the
correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest with his left hand.
The January water was icy, and he reflected immediately that it was colder than he had expected to find it off
the coast of Florida. This appeared to his dazed mind as a fact important enough to be noted at the time. The
coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. This fact was somehow mixed and confused with his opinion of his
own situation so that it seemed almost a proper reason for tears. The water was cold.
When he came to the surface he was conscious of little but the noisy water. Afterward he saw his companions
in the sea. The oiler was ahead in the race. He was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the correspondent’s left,
the cook’s great white and corked back bulged out of the water; and in the rear the captain was hanging with one
good hand to the keel of the overturned dinghy.
There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and the correspondent wondered at it amid the confusion of
the sea.
It seemed also very attractive; but the correspondent knew that it was a long journey, and he paddled leisurely.
The piece of life preserver lay under him, and sometimes he whirled down the incline of a wave as if he were on a
hand-sled.
But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where the travel was beset with difficulty. He did not pause swimming to inquire what manner of current had caught him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set before
him like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked at it, and understood with his eyes each detail of it.
As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the captain was calling to him, “Turn over on your back, cook!
Turn over on your back and use the oar.”
“All right, sir.” The cook turned on his back, and, paddling with a oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe.
Presently the boat also passed on the left of the correspondent, with the captain clinging with one hand to the
keel. He would have appeared like a man raising himself to look over a board fence if it were not for the
extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspondent marveled that the captain could still hold to it.
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They passed on nearer to shore—the oiler, the cook, the captain—and following them went the water jar,
bouncing gaily over the seas.
The correspondent remained in the grip of this strange new enemy, a current. The shore, with its white slope of
sand and its green bluff, topped with little silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. It was very near to
him then, but he was impressed as one who, in a gallery, looks at a scene from Brittany or Algiers.
He thought: “I am going to drown? Can it be possible? Can it be possible? Can it be possible?” Perhaps an
individual must consider his own death to be the final phenomenon of nature.
But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this small deadly current, for he found suddenly that he could
again make progress towards the shore. Later still he was aware that the captain, clinging with one hand to the
keel of the dinghy, had his face turned away from the shore and towards him and was calling his name. “Come to
the boat! Come to the boat!”
In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he reflected that when one gets properly wearied drowning
must really be a comfortable arrangement—a cessation of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of relife; and
he was glad of it, for the main thing in his mind for some moments had been horror of the temporary agony; he
did not wish to be hurt.
Presently he saw a man\fn{ John Kitchell of Daytona.} running along the shore. He was undressing with most
remarkable speed. Coat, trousers, shirt, everything flew magically off him.
“Come to the boat!” called the captain.
“All right, Captain.” As the correspondent paddled, he saw the captain let himself down to the bottom and
leave the boat. Then the correspondent performed his one little marvel of the voyage. A large wave caught him
and flung him with ease and supreme speed completely over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him even then as
an event in gymnastics and a true miracle of the sea. An overturned boat in the surf is not a plaything to a swimming man.
The correspondent arrived in water that reached only to his waist, but his condition did not enable him to stand
for more than a moment. Each wave knocked him into a heap, and the undertow pulled at him.
Then he saw the man who had been running and undressing, and undressing and running, come bounding into
the water. He dragged ashore the cook, and then waded toward the captain; but the captain waved him away and
sent him to the correspondent. He was naked—naked as a tree in winter; but a halo was about his head, and he
shone like a saint. He gave a strong pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave at the correspondent’s hand. The
correspondent, schooled in the minor formulae, said, “Thanks, old man.” But suddenly the man cried, “What’s
that?” he pointed a swift finger. The correspondent said, “Go.”
In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His forehead touched sand that was periodically, between each
wave, clear of the sea.
The correspondent did not know all that transpired afterward. When he achieved safe ground he fell, striking
the sand with each particular part of his body. It was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud was grateful to
him.
It seems that instantly the beach was populated with men with blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with
coffee pots and all the remedies sacred to their minds. The welcome of the land to the men from the sea was warm
and generous; but a still and dripping shape was carried slowly up the beach, and the land’s welcome for it could
only be the different and sinister hospitality of the grave.
When it came night, the white waves paced to and from in the moonlight, and the wind brought the sound of
the great sea’s voice to the men on the shore, and they felt that they could then be interpreters.
137.76 Excerpt from Plum Bun\fn{by Jessie Redmon Fauset (1882-1961)} Fredericksville, Camden County, New
Jersey, U.S.A. (F) 4
… The third-story front was Angela’s bedroom. She was glad of its loneliness and security tonight—even if
her mother had not suggested her going to bed early she would have sought its shelter immediately after supper.
Study for its own sake held no attractions for her; she did not care for any of her subjects really except Drawing
and French. And when she was drawing she did not consider that she was studying, it was too naturally a means
of self-expression. As for French, she did have to study that with great care, for languages did not come to her
with any great readiness, but there was an element of fine ladyism about the beautiful, logical tongue that made
her in accordance with some secret subconscious ambition resolve to make it her own.
The other subjects, History, English, and Physical Geography, were not drudgery, for she had a fair enough
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mind; but then they were not attractive either, and she was lacking in Virginia’s dogged resignation to unwelcome
duties. Even when Jinny was a little girl she had been known to say manfully in the face of an uncongenial task:
“Well, I dotta det it done.”
Angela was not like that. But tonight she was concentrating with all her power on her work. During the day she
had been badly hurt; she had received a wound whose depth and violence she would not reveal even to her parents
—because, and this only increased the pain, young as she was she knew that there was nothing they could do
about it. There was nothing to be done but to get over it. Only she was not developed enough to state this stoicism
to herself. She was like a little pet cat that had once formed part of their household; its leg had been badly torn by
a passing dog and the poor thing had dragged itself into the house and lain on its cushion patiently, waiting
stolidly for this unfamiliar agony to subside. So Angela waited for the hurt in her mind to cease.
But across the history dates on the printed page and through the stately lines of Lycidas\fn{An elegy (1638) by the
English poet John Milton (1608-1674), composed on the death of one Edward King, who had drowned on August 10, 1637 .} she kept
seeing Mary Hastings’ accusing face, hearing Mary Hastings’ accusing voice:
“Colored! Angela, you never told me that you were colored!”
And then her own voice in tragic but proud bewilderment.
“Tell you that I was colored! Why of course I never told you that I was colored. Why should I?”
*
She had been so proud of Mary Hastings’ friendship. In the dark and tortured spaces of her difficult life it had
been a lovely, hidden refuge. It had been an experience so rarely sweet that she had hardly spoken of it even to
Virginia. The other girls in her classes had meant nothing to her. At least she had schooled herself to have them
mean nothing. Some of them she had known since early childhood; they had lived in her neighborhood and had
gone to the graded schools with her. They had known that she was colored, for they had seen her with Virginia,
and sometimes her tall, black father had come to fetch her home on a rainy day. There had been pleasant enough
contacts and intimacies; in the quiet of Jefferson Street they had played “The Farmer in the Dell” and “Here Come
Three Jolly, Jolly Sailor-boys,” dark retreats of the old market had afforded endless satisfaction for “Hide and Go
Seek.” She and those other children had gone shopping arm in arm for school supplies, threading their way in and
out of the bustle and confusion that were Columbia Avenue.
As she grew older many of these intimacies lessened, in some cases ceased altogether. But she was never
conscious of being left completely alone; there was always some one with whom to eat lunch or who was going
her way after school. It was not until she reached the high school that she began to realize how solitary her life
was becoming. There were no other colored girls in her class but there had been only two or three during her
school-life, and if there had been any she would not necessarily have confined herself to them; that this might be a
good thing to do in sheer self-defence would hardly have occurred to her.
But this problem did not confront her; what did confront her was that the very girls with whom she had grown
up were evading her; when she went to the Assembly none of them sat next to her unless no other seat were
vacant; little groups toward which she drifted during lunch, inexplicably dissolved to reform in another portion of
the room. Sometimes a girl in this new group threw her a backward glance charged either with a mean amusement
or with annoyance.
Angela was proud; she did not need such a hint more than once, but she was bewildered and hurt. She took
stories to school to read at recess, or wandered into the drawing laboratory and touched up her designs. Miss
Barrington thought her an unusually industrious student.
And then in the middle of the term Mary Hastings had come, a slender, well-bred girl of fifteen. She was rather
stupid in her work, in fact she shone in nothing but French and good manners.\fn{ It was generally thought at this time—
generally even among people considered both by themselves and by other people to be “progressively” inclined in matters of education—
that it was enough for girls to be accomplished in such things as drawing, French, manners (“deportment,” it was called), “literature” (by
which was meant English literature, French, perhaps a little Italian), playing a musical instrument, history (who was President and King of
England), geography (the location of Canada, Mexico, England, the continents and the United States were probably enough), and enough
mathematics to be able to keep household accounts. Young ladies were expected to marry; young men were expected to support young
ladies, as my father put it to me once, “in the manner to which they were accustomed,” which was to say that young men were expected to
master everything complicated about the world and make wage-slaves of themselves, if it came to that, while the women of the house
ideally led a life of gentility and idleness, and all the real labor of running a household was done by servants; who counted, of course, as
my father was also wont to say, “in the overall scheme of things,” but not really: H } Undeniably she had an air, and her accent

was remarkable. The other pupils, giggling, produced certain uncouth and unheard of sounds, but Mary said in
French, “No, I have lent my knife to the brother-in-law of the gardener but here is my cane,” quite as though the
idiotic phrase were part of an imaginary conversation which she was conducting and appreciating.
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“She really knows what she’s talking about,” little Esther Bayliss commented, and added that Mary’s family
had lost some money and they had had to send her to public school. But it was some time before this knowledge,
dispensed by Esther with mysterious yet absolute authenticity, became generally known. Meanwhile Mary was
left to her own devices while the class with complete but tacit unanimity “tried her out.” Mary, unaware of this,
looked with her near-sighted, slightly supercilious gaze about the room at recess and seeing only one girl, and that
girl Angela, who approached in dress, manner and deportment her own rather set ideas, had taken her lunch over
to the other pupil’s desk and said:
“Come on, let’s eat together while you tell me who everybody is.”
Angela took the invitation as simply as the other had offered.
“That little girl in the purplish dress is Esther Bayliss and the tall one in the thick glasses …”
Mary, sitting with her back to the feeding groups, never troubled to look around.
“I don’t mean the girls. I expect I’ll know them soon enough when I get around to it. I mean the teachers. Do
you have to dig for them?”
She liked Angela and she showed it plainly and directly. Her home was in some remote fastness of West
Philadelphia which she could reach with comparative swiftness by taking the car\fn{ Tram-car; street-car—electrified
public transportation, soon replaced by busses.} at Spring Garden Street. Instead she walked half-way home with her new
friend, up Seventeenth Street as far as Girard Avenue where, after a final exchange of school matters and
farewells, she took the car, leaving Angela to her happy, satisfied thoughts. And presently she began to know more
than happiness and satisfaction, she was knowing the extreme gratification of being the chosen companion of a
popular and important girl, for Mary, although not quick at her studies, was a power in everything else. She
dressed well, she had plenty of pocket money, she could play the latest marches in the gymnasium, she received a
certain indefinable but flattering attention from the teachers, and she could make things “go.” The school paper
was moribund and Mary knew how to resuscitate it; she brought in advertisements from her father’s business; she
made her married sisters obtain subscriptions. Without being obtrusive or over-bearing, without condescension
and without toadying she was the leader of her class. And with it all she stuck to Angela. She accepted popularity
because it was thrust upon her, but she was friendly with Angela because the latter suited her.
Angela was happy. She had a friend and the friendship brought her unexpected advantages. She was no longer left
out of groups because there could be no class plans without Mary and Mary would remain nowhere for any length
of time without Angela. So to save time and arguments, and also to avoid offending the regent, Angela was always
included. Not that she cared much about this, but she did like Mary; as is the way of a fidus Achates, she gave her
friendship wholeheartedly. And it was gratifying to be in the midst of things.
In April the school magazine announced a new departure. Henceforth the editorial staff was to be composed of
two representatives from each class; of these one was to be the chief representative chosen by vote of the class,
the other was to be assistant, selected by the chief. The chief representative, said the announcement pompously,
would sit in at executive meetings and have a voice in the policy of the paper. The assistant would solicit and
collect subscriptions, collect fees, receive and report complaints and in brief, said Esdler Bayliss, “do all the dirty
work.” But she coveted the position and title for all that.
Angela’s class held a brief meeting after school and elected Mary Hastings’ as representative without a
dissenting vote.
“No,” said Angela holding up a last rather grimy bit of paper. “Here is one for Esdler Bayliss.”
Two or three of the girls giggled; everyone knew that she must have voted for herself; indeed it had been she
who had insisted on taking a ballot rather than a vote by acclaim. Mary was already on her feet. She had been sure
of the result of the election, would have been astonished indeed had it turned out any other way.
“Well, girls,” she began in her rather high, refined voice, “I wish to thank you for the—er—confidence you
have bestowed, that is, placed in me and I’m sure you all know I’ll do my best to keep the old paper going. And
while I’m about it I might just as well announce that I’m choosing Angela Murray for my assistant.”
There was a moment’s silence. The girls who had thought about it at all had known that if Mary were elected,
as assuredly she would be, this meant also the election of Angela. And those who had taken no thought saw no
reason to object to her appointment. And anyway there was nothing to be done. But Esther Bayliss pushed
forward:
“I don’t know how it is with the rest of you, but I should have to think twice before I’d trust my subscription
money to a colored girl.” Mary said in utter astonishment:
“Colored, why what are you talking about? Who’s colored?”
“Angela, Angela Murray, that’s who’s colored. At least she used to be when we all went to school at Eighteenth
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and Oxford.” Mary said again:
“Colored!” And then,
“Angela, you never told me you were colored!”
Angela’s voice was as amazed as her own:
“Tell you that I was colored! Why of course I never told you that I was colored! Why should I?”
“There,” said Esther, “see she never told Mary that she was colored. What wouldn’t she have done with our
money!”\fn{In case the bitterness of this has not yet sunk in, the great American operatic mezzo-soprano, Marian Anderson (1897-1993)
—the first black opera singer to perform as a soloist with the Metropolitan Opera (1955)—wrote of a similar incident in her own life; and I
include it here.}

*
Angela had picked up her books and strolled out the door. But she flew down the north staircase and out the
Brandywine Street entrance and so to Sixteenth Street where she would meet no one she knew, especially at this
belated hour. At home there would be work to do, her lessons to get and the long, long hours of the night must
pass before she would have to face again the hurt and humiliation of the classroom; before she would have to steel
her heart and her nerves to drop Mary Hastings before Mary Hastings could drop her. No one, no one, Mary least
of all, should guess how completely she had been wounded. Mary and her shrinking bewilderment! Mary and her
exclamation: “Colored!”
This was a curious business, this color. It was the one god apparently to whom you could sacrifice everything.
On account of it her mother had neglected to greet her own husband on the street. Mary Hastings could let it come
between her and her friend.
In the morning she was at school early; the girls should all see her there and their individual attitude should be
her attitude. She would remember each one’s greetings, would store it away for future guidance. Some of the girls
were especially careful to speak to her, one or two gave her a meaning smile, or so she took it, and turned away.
Some did not speak at all.
When Mary Hastings came in Angela rose and sauntered unseeing and unheeding deliberately past her through
the doorway, across the hall to Miss Barrington’s laboratory. As she returned she passed Mary’s desk, and the girl
lifted troubled but not unfriendly eyes to meet her own; Angela met the glance fully but without recognition. She
thought to herself:
“Colored! If they said to me Mary Hastings is a voodoo, I’d have answered, ‘What of it? She’s my friend.’”
*
Before June Mary Hastings came up to her and asked her to wait after school. Angela who had been neither
avoiding nor seeking her gave a cool nod. They walked out of the French classroom together. When they reached
the corner Mary spoke:
“Oh, Angela, let’s be friends again. It doesn’t really make any difference. See, I don’t care any more.”
“But that’s what I don’t understand. Why should it have made any difference in the first place? I’m just the
same as I was before you knew I was colored and just the same afterwards. Why should it ever have made any
difference at all?”
“I don’t know, I’m sure. I was just surprised. It was all so unexpected.”
“What was unexpected?”
“Oh, I don’t know. I can’t explain it. But let’s be friends.”
“Well,” said Angela slowly, “I’m willing, but I don’t think it will ever be the same again.”
It wasn’t. Some element, spontaneity, trustfulness was lacking. Mary, who had never thought of speaking of
color, was suddenly conscious that here was a subject which she must not discuss. She was less frank, at times
even restrained. Angela, too young to define her thoughts, yet felt vaguely:
“She failed me once—I was her friend—yet she failed me for something with which I had nothing to do. She’s
just as likely to do it again. It’s in her.” Definitely she said to herself,
“Mary withdrew herself not because I was colored but because she didn’t know I was colored. Therefore if she
had never known I was colored she would always have been my friend. We would have kept on having our good
times together.”
And she began to wonder which was the more important, a patent insistence on the fact of color or an
acceptance of the good things of life which could come to you in America if either you were not colored or the
fact of your racial connections was not made known.
During the summer Mary Hastings’ family, it appeared, recovered their fallen fortunes. At any rate she did not
return to school in the fall and Angela never saw her again.
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109.174 Big Blonde\fn{by Dorothy Rothschild Parker (1893-1967)} Long Branch, Monmouth County, New Jersey,
U.S.A. (F) 10
1
Hazel Morse was a large, fair woman of the type that incites some men when they use the word “blonde” to
click their tongues and wag their heads roguishly. She prided herself upon her small feet and suffered for her
vanity, boxing them in snub-toed, high-heeled slippers of the shortest bearable size. The curious things about her
were her hands, strange terminations to the flabby white arms splattered with pale tan spots—long quivering
hands with deep and convex nails. She should not have disfigured them with little jewels.
She was not a woman given to recollections. At her middle thirties, her old days were a blurred and flickering
sequence, an imperfect film, dealing with the actions of strangers
In her twenties, after the deferred death of a hazy widowed mother, she had been employed as a model in a
wholesale dress establishment—it was still the day of the big woman, and she was then prettily colored and erect
and high-breasted. Her job was not onerous, and she met numbers of men and spent numbers of evenings with
them, laughing at their jokes and telling them she loved their neckties. Men liked her, and she took it for granted
that the liking of many men was a desirable thing. Popularity seemed to her to be worth all the work that had to be
put into its achievement. Men liked you because you were fun, and when they liked you they took you out, and
there you were. So, and successfully, she was fun. She was a good sport. Men liked a good sport.
No other form of diversion, simpler or more complicated, drew her attention. She never pondered if she might
not be better occupied doing something else. Her ideas, or, better, her acceptances, ran right along with those of
the other substantially built blondes in whom she found her friends.
When she had been working in the dress establishment some years she met Herbie Morse. He was thin, quick,
attractive, with shifting lines about his shiny, brown eyes and a habit of fiercely biting at the skin around his
finger nails. He drank largely; she found that entertaining. Her habitual greeting to him was an allusion to his state
of the previous night.
“Oh, what a peach you had,” she used to say, through her easy laugh. “I thought I’d die, the way you kept
asking the waiter to dance with you.”
She liked him immediately upon their meeting. She was enormously amused at his fast, slurred sentences, his
interpolations of apt phrases from vaudeville acts and comic strips; she thrilled at the fell of his lean arm tucked
firm beneath the sleeve of her coat; she wanted to touch the wet, flat surface of his hair. He was as promptly
drawn to her. They were married six weeks after they had met.
She was delighted at the idea of being a bride; coquetted with it, played upon it. Other offers of marriage she
had had, and not a few of them, but it happened that they were all from stout, serious men who had visited the
dress establishment as buyers, men from Des Moines and Houston and Chicago and, in her phrase, even funnier
places. There was always something immensely comic to her in the thought of living elsewhere than New York.
She could not regard as serious proposals that she share a Western residence.
She wanted to be married. She was nearing thirty now, and she did not take the years well. She spread and
softened, and her darkening hair turned her to inexpert dabblings with peroxide. There were times when she had
little flashes of fear about her job. And she had had a couple of thousand evenings of being a good sport among
her male acquaintances. She had come to be more conscientious than spontaneous about it.
Herbie earned enough, and they took a little apartment far uptown. There was a Mission-furnished dining room
with a hanging central light globed in liver-colored glass; in the living room were an “over-stuffed suite,” a
Boston fern and a reproduction of the Henner\fn{ Jean Jacques Henner (1829-1905), French painter, known for idealized, almost
symbolist heads of young women and girls .} “Magdalene” with the red hair and the blue draperies; the bedroom was in
gray enamel and old rose, with Herbie’s photograph on Hazels dressing table and Hazel’s likeness on Herbie’s
chest of drawers.
She cooked—and she was a good cook—and marketed and chatted with the delivery boys and the colored
laundress. She loved the flat, she loved her life, she loved Herbie. In the first months of their marriage, she gave
him all the passion she was ever to know.
She had not realized how tired she was. It was a delight, a new game, a holiday, to give up being a good sport.
If her head ached or her arches throbbed, she complained piteously, babyishly. If her mood was quiet, she did not
talk. If tears came to her eyes, she let them fall.
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She fell readily into the habit of tears during the first year of her marriage. Even in her good sport days, she
had been known to weep lavishly and disinterestedly on occasion. Her behavior at the theater was a standing joke.
She could weep at anything if a play—tiny garments, love both unrequited and mutual, seduction, purity, faithful
servitors, wedlock, the triangle.
“There goes Haze,” her friends would say, watching her. “She’s off again.”
Wedded and relaxed, she poured her tears freely. To her who had laughed so much, crying was delicious. All
sorrows became her sorrows; she was Tenderness. She could cry long and softly over newspaper accounts of
kidnapped babies, deserted wives, unemployed men, strayed cats. Heroic dogs. Even when the paper was no
longer before her, her mind revolved upon these things and the drops slipped rhythmically over her plump cheeks.
“Honestly,” she would say to Herbie, “all the sadness there is in the world when you stop to think about it!”
“Yeah,” Herbie would say.
She missed nobody. The old crowd, the people who had brought her and Herbie together, dropped from their
livers, lingeringly at first. When she thought of this at all, it was only to consider it fitting. This was marriage.
This was peace.
But the thing was that Herbie was not amused.
For a time, he had enjoyed being alone with her. He found the voluntary isolation novel and sweet. Then it
palled with a ferocious suddenness. It was as if one night, sitting with her in the steam-heated living room, he
would ask no more; and the next thing he was through and done with the whole thing.
He became annoyed by her misty melancholies. At first, when he came home to find her softly tired and
moody, he kissed her neck and patted her shoulder and begged her to tell her Herbie what was wrong. She loved
that. But time slid by, and he found that there was never anything, really, personally, the matter.
“Ah, for God’s sake,” he would say, “Crabbing again. All right, sit here and crab your head off. I’m going out.”
And he would slam out of the flat and come back late and drunk.
She was completely bewildered by what happened to their marriage. First they were lovers; and then, it
seemed without transition, they were enemies. She never understood it.
There were longer and longer intervals between his leaving his office and his arrival at the apartment. She went
through agonies of picturing him run over and bleeding, dead and covered with a sheet. Then she lost her fears for
his safety and grew sullen and wounded. When a person wanted to be with a person, he came as soon as possible.
She desperately wanted him to want to be with her; her own hours only marked the time till he would come. It
was often nearly nine o’clock before he came home to dinner. Always he had had many drinks, and their effect
would die in him, leaving him loud and querulous and bristling for affronts.
He was too nervous, he said, to sit and do nothing for an evening. He boasted, probably not in all truth, that he
had never read a book in his life.
“What am I expected to do—sit around this dump on my tail all night?” he would ask, rhetorically. And again
he would slam out.
She did not know what to do. She could not manage him. She could not meet him.
She fought him furiously. A terrific domesticity had come upon her, and she would bite and scratch to guard it.
She wanted what she called “a nice home.” She wanted a sober, tender husband, prompt at dinner, punctual at
work. She wanted sweet, comforting evenings. The idea of intimacy with other men was terrible to her; the
thought that Herbie might be seeking entertainment in other women set her frantic.
It seemed to her that almost everything she read—the novels from the drugstore lending library, magazine
stories, women’s pages in the papers—dealt with wives who lost their husbands’ love. She could bear those, at
that, better than accountings of neat, companionable marriage and living happily ever after.
She was frightened. Several times when Herbie came home in the evening, he found her determinedly dressed
—she had had to alter those of her clothes that were not new, to make them fasten—and rouged.
“Let’s go wild tonight, what do you say?” she would hail him. “A person’s got lots of time to hang around and
do nothing when they’re dead.”
So they would go out, to chop houses and the less expensive cabarets. But it turned out badly. She could no
longer find amusement in watching Herbie drink. She could not laugh at his whimsicalities, she was so tensely
counting his indulgences. And she was unable to keep back her remonstrances—“Ah, come on, Herb, you’ve had
enough, haven’t you? You’ll feel something terrible in the morning.”
He would be immediately enraged. All right, crab; crab, crab, crab, crab, that was all she ever did. What a
lousy sport she was! There would be scenes, and one or the other of them would rise and stalk out in fury.
She could not recall the definite day that she started drinking, herself. There was nothing separate about her
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days. Like drops upon a windowpane, they ran together and trickled away. She had been married six months; than
a year; then three years.
She had never needed to drink, formerly. She could sit for most of a night at a table where the others were
imbibing earnestly and never droop in looks or spirits, nor be bored by the doings of those about her. If she took a
cocktail, it was so unusual as to cause twenty minutes or so of jocular comment. But now anguish was in her.
Frequently, after a quarrel, Herbie would stay out for the night, and she could not learn from him where the time
had been spent. Her heart felt tight and sore in her breast, and her mind turned like an electric fan.
She hated the taste of liquor. Gin, plain or in mixtures, made her promptly sick. After experiment, she found
that Scotch whisky was best for her. She took it without water, because that was the quickest way to its effect.
Herbie pressed it on her. He was glad to see her drink. They both felt it might restore her high spirits, and their
good times together might again be possible.
“’Atta girl,” he would approve her. “Let’s see you get boiled, baby.”
But it brought them no nearer. When she drank with him, there would be a little while of gayety and then,
strangely without beginning, they would be in a wild quarrel. They would wake in the morning not sure what it
had been all about, foggy as to what had been said and done, but each deeply injured and bitterly resentful. There
would be days of vengeful silence.
There had been a time when they had made up their quarrels, usually in bed. There wold be kisses and little
names and assurances of fresh starts … “Oh, it ‘s going to be great now, Herb. We’ll have swell times. I was a
crab. I guess I must have been tired. But everything’s going to be swell. You’ll see.”
Now there were no gentle reconciliations. They resumed friendly relations only in the brief magnanimity
caused by liquor, before more liquor drew them into new battles. The scenes became ore violent. There were
shouted invectives and pushes, and sometimes sharp slaps. Once she had a black eye. Herbie was horrified next
day at the sight of it. He did not go to work; he followed her about, suggesting remedies and heaping dark blame
on himself. But after they had had a few drinks—“to pull themselves together”—she made so many wistful
references to her bruise that he shouted at her and rushed out and was gone for two days.
Each time he left the place in a rage, he threatened never to come back. She did not believe him, nor did she
consider separation. Somewhere in her head or her heart was the lazy, nebulous hope that things would change
and she and Herbie settle suddenly into soothing married life. Here were her home, her furniture, her husband, her
station. She summoned no alternatives.
She could no longer bustle and potter. She had no more vicarious tears; the hot drops she shed were for herself.
She walked ceaselessly about the rooms, her thoughts running mechanically round and round Herbie. In those
days began the hatred of being alone that she was never to overcome. You could be by yourself when things were
all right, but when you were blue you got the howling horrors.
She commenced drinking alone, little, short drinks all through the day. It was only with Herbie that alcohol
made her nervous and quick in offense. Alone, it blurred sharp things for her. She lived in a haze of it. Her life
took on a dream-like quality. Nothing was astonishing.
A Mrs. Martin moved into the flat across the hall. She was aq great blonde woman of forty, a promise in looks
of what Mrs. Morse was to be. They made acquaintance, quickly became inseparable. Mrs. Morse spent her days
in the opposite apartment. They drank together, to brace themselves after the drinks of the nights before.
She never confided her troubles about Herbie to Mrs. Martin. The subject was too bewildering to her to find
comfort in talk. She let it be assumed that her husband’s business kept him much away. It was not regarded as
important; husband, as such, played but shadowy parts in Mrs. Martin’s circle.
Mrs. Martin had no visible spouse; you were left to decide for yourself whether he was or was not dead. She
had an admirer, Joe, who came to see her almost nightly. Often he brought several friends with him—“The Boys,”
they were called. The Boys were big, red, good-humored men, perhaps forty-five, perhaps fifty. Mrs. Morse was
glad of invitations to join the parties—Herbie was scarcely ever at home at night now. If he did come home, she
did not visit Mrs. Martin. An evening alone with Herbie meant inevitably a quarrel, yet she would stay with him.
There was always her thin and wordless idea that, maybe, this night, things would begin to be all right.
The Boys brought plenty of liquor along with them whenever they came to Mrs. Martin’s. Drinking with them,
Mrs. Morse became lively and good-natured and audacious. She was quickly popular. When she had drunk
enough to cloud her most recent battle with Herbie, she was excited by their approbation. Crab, was she? Rotten
sport, was she? Well there were some that thought different.
Ed was one of The Boys. He lived in Utica—had “his own business” there, was the awed report—but he came
to New York almost every week. He was married. He showed Mrs. Morse the then current photographs of Junior
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and Sister, ad she praised them abundantly and sincerely. Soon it was accepted by the others that Ed was her
particular friend.
He staked her when they all played poker; sat next her and occasionally rubbed his knee against hers during
the game. She was rather lucky. Frequently she went home with a twenty-dollar bill or a ten-dollar bill or a
handful of crumpled dollars. She was glad of them. Herbie was getting, in her words, something awful about
money. To ask him for it brought an instant row.
“What the hell do you do with it?” he would say. “Shoot it all on Scotch?”
“I try to run this house half-way decent,” she would retort. “Never thought of that, did you? Oh, no, his
lordship couldn’t be bothered with that.”
Again, she could not find a definite day, to fix the beginning of Ed’s proprietorship. It became his custom to
kiss her on the mouth when he came in, as well as for farewell, and he gave her little quick kisses of approval all
through the evening. She liked this rather more than she disliked it. She never thought of his kisses when she was
not with him.
He wold rub his hand lingeringly over her back and shoulders.
“Some dizzy blonde, eh?” he would say. “Some doll.”
One afternoon she came home from Mrs. Martrin’s to find Herbie in the bedroom. He had been away for
several nights, evidently on a prolonged drinking bout. His face was gray, his hands jerked as if they were on
wires. On the bed were two old suitcases, packed high. Only her photograph remained on his bureau, and the wide
doors of his closet disclosed nothing but coat-hangers.
“I’m blowing,” he said. “I’m through with the whole works. I got a job in Detroit.”
She seat down on the edge of the bed. She had drunk much the night before, and the four Scotches she had had
with Mrs. Martin had only increased her fogginess.
“Good job?” she asked.
“Oh, yeah,” he said. “Looks all right.,”
He closed a suitcase with difficulty, swearing at it in whispers.
“There’s some dough in the bank,” he said. “The bank book’s in your top drawer. You can have the furniture
and stuff.”
He looked at her, and his forehead twitched.
“God damn it, I’m through, I’m telling you,” he cried. “I’m through.”
“All right, all right,” she said, “I heard you, didn’t I?”
She saw him as if he were at one end of a canyon and she at the other. Her head was beginning to ache
bumpingly, and her voice had a dreary, tiresome tone. She could not have raised it.
“Like a drink before you go?” she asked.
Again he looked at her, and a corner of his mouth jerked up.
“Cockeyed again for a change, aren’t you?” he said. “That’s nice. Sure, get a couple of shots, will you?”
She went to the pantry, mixed him a stiff highball, poured herself a couple of inches of whisky and drank it.
Then she gave herself another portion and brought the glasses into the bedroom. He had strapped both suitcases
and had put on his hat and overcoat.
He took his highball.
“Well,” he said, and he gave a sudden, uncertain laugh. “Here’s mud in your eye.”
They drank. He put down his glass and took up the heavy suitcases.
“Got to get a train around six,” he said.
She followed him down the hall. There was a song, a song that Mrs. Martin played doggedly on the
phonograph, running loudly through her mind. She had never liked the thing.
Night and daytime,
Always playtime,
Ain’t we got fun?

At the door he put down the bags and faced her.
“Well,” he said. “Well, take care of yourself. You’ll be all right, will you?”
“Oh, sure,” she said.
He opened the door, then came back to her, holding out his hand.
“’By, Haze,” he said. “Good luck to you.”
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She took his hand and shook it.
“Pardon my wet glove,” she said.
When the door had closed behind him, she went back to the pantry.
She was flushed and lively when she went in to Mrs. Martin’s that evening. The Boys were there, Ed among
them. He was glad to be in town, frisky and loud and full of jokes. But she spoke quietly to him for a minute.
“Herbie blew today,” she said. “Going to live out West.”
“That’s so?” he said. He looked at her and played with the fountain pen clipped to his waistcoat pocket.
“Think he’s gone for good, do you?” he asked.
“Yeah,” she said. “I know he is. I know. Yeah.”
“You going to live on across the hall just the same?” he said. “Know what you’re going to do?”
“Gee, I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t give much of a damn.”
“Oh, come on, that’s no way to talk,” he told her., “What you need—you need a little snifter. How about it?”
“Yeah,” she said. “just straight.”
She won forty-three dollars at poker. When the game broke up, Ed took her back to her apartment.
“Got a little kiss for me?” he asked.
He wrapped her I his big arms and kissed her violently. She was entirely passive. He held her away and looked
at her.
“Little tight, honey?” he asked, anxiously. “Not going to be sick, are you?”
“Me?” she said. “I’m swell.”
2
When Ed left in the morning, he took her photograph with him. He said he wanted her picture to look at, up in
Utica. “You can have that one on the bureau,” she said.
She put Herbie’s picture in a drawer, out of her sight. When she could look at it, she meant to tear it up. She
was fairly successful in keeping her mind from racing around him. Whisky slowed it for her. She was almost
peaceful, in her mist.
She accepted her relationship with Ed without question or enthusiasm. When he was away, she seldom thought
definitely of him. He was good to her; he gave her frequent presents and a regular allowance. She was even able
to save. She did not plan ahead of any day, but her wants were few, and you might as well put money in the bank
as have it lying around.
Wehen the lease of her apartment neared its end, it was Ed who suggested moving. His friendship with Mrs.
Martin and Joe had become strained over a dispute at poker; a feud was impending.
“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Ed said. “What I want you to have is a place near the Grant Central. Make it
easier for me.
So she took a little flat in the Forties. A colored maid came in every day to clean and to make coffee for her—
she was “throughout with that housekeeping stuff,” she said, and Ed, twenty years married to a passionately
domestic woman, admired this romantic uselessness and felt doubly a man of the world in abetting it.
The coffee was all she had until she went out to dinner, but alcohol kept her fat. Prohibition she regarded only
as a basis for jokes. You could always get all you wanted. She was never noticeably drunk and seldom nearly
sober. It required a larger daily allowance to keep her misty-minded. Too little, and she was achingly melancholy.
Ed brought her to Jimmy’s. He was proud, with the pride of the transient who would be mistaken for a native,
in his knowledge of small, recent restaurants occupying the lower flowers of shabby brownstone houses; places
where, upon mentioning the name of an habitué friend, might be obtained strange whisky and fresh gin in many
of their ramifications. Jimmy’s place was the favorite of his acquaintances.
There, through Ed, Mrs. Morse met many men and women, formed quick friendships. The men often took her
out when Ed was in Utica. He was proud of her popularity.
She fell into the habit of going to Jimmy’s alone when she had no engagement. She was certain to meet some
people she knew, and join them. It was a club for her friends, both men and women.
The women at Jimmy’s looked remarkably alike, and this was curious, for, through feuds, removals and
opportunities of more profitable contacts, the personnel of the group changed constantly. Yet always the
newcomers resembled those whom they replaced. They were all big women and stout, broad of shoulder and
abundantly breasted, with faces thickly clothed in soft, high-colored flesh. They laughed loud and often, showing
opaque and lusterless teeth like squares of crockery. There was about them the health of the big, yet a slight,
unwholesome suggestion of stubborn preservation. They might have been thirty-six or forty-five or anywhere
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between.
They composed their titles of their own first names with their husbands’ surnames—Mrs. Florence Miller, Mrs.
Vera Riley, Mrs. Lilian Block. This gave at the same time the solidity of marriage and the glamour of freedom.
Yet only one or two were actually divorced. Most of them never referred to their dimmed spouses; some, a shorter
time separate, described them in terms of great biological interest. Several were mothers, each of an only child—a
boy at school somewhere, or a girl being cared for by a grandmother. Often, well on towards morning, there
would be displays of kodak portraits and of tears.
They were comfortable women, cordial and friendly and irrepressibly matronly. Theirs was the quality of ease.
Become fatalistic, especially about money matters, they were unworried. Whenever their funds dropped
alarmingly, a new donor appeared; this had always happened. The aim of each was to have one man, permanently,
to pay all her bills, in return for which she would have immediately given up other admirers and probably would
have become exceedingly fond of him; for the affections of all of them were, by now, unexactingly, tranquil, and
easily arranged. This end, however, grew increasingly difficult yearly. Mrs. Morse was regarded as fortunate.
Ed had a good year, increased her allowance and gave her a sealskin coat. But she had to be careful of her
moods with him. He insisted upon gayety. He would not listen to admissions of aches or weariness.
“Hey, listen,” he would say, “I got worries of my own, and plenty. Nobody wants to hear other people’s
troubles, sweetie. What you got to do, you got to be a sport and forget it. See? Well, slip us a little smile, then.
That’s my girl.”
She never had enough interest to quarrel with him as she had with Herbie, but she wanted the privilege of
occasional admitted sadness. It was strange. The other women she saw did not have to fight their moods. There
was Mrs. Florence Miller who got regular crying jabs, and the men sought only to cheer and comfort her. The
others spent whole evenings in grieved recitals of worries and ills; their escorts paid them deep sympathy. But she
was instantly undesirable when she was low in spirits. Once, at Jimmy’s, when she could not make herself lively,
Ed had walked out and left her.
“Why the hell don’t you stay home and not go spoiling everybody’s evening?” he had roared.
Even her slightest acquaintances seemed irritated if she were not conspicuously light-hearted.
“What’s the matter with you, anyway?” they would say. “Be your age, why don’t you? Have a little drink and
snap out of it.”
When her relationship with Ed had continued nearly three years, he moved to Florida to live. He hated leaving
her; he gave her a large check and some shares of a sound stock, and his pale eyes were wet when he said goodby. She did not miss him. He came to New York infrequently, perhaps two or three times a year, and hurried
directly from the train to see her. She was always pleased to have him come and never sorry to see him go.
Charley, an acquaintance of Ed’s that she had met at Jimmy’s, had long admired her. He had always made
opportunities of touching and leaning close to talk to her. He asked repeatedly of all their friends if they had ever
heard such a fine laugh as she had. After Ed left, Charley became the main figure in her life. She classified him
and spoke of him as “not so bad.” There was nearly a year of Charley; then she divided her time between him and
Sydney, another frequenter of Jimmy’s; then Charley slipped away altogether.
Sydney was a little, brightly dressed, clever Jew. She was perhaps nearest contentment with him. He amused
her always; her laughter was not forced.
He admired her completely. Her softness and size delighted him. And he thought she was great, he often told
her, because she kept gay and lively when she was drunk.
“Once I had a gal,” he said, “used to try and throw herself out of the window every time she got a can on. Jeezuss,” he added, feelingly.
Then Sydney married a rich and watchful bride, and then there was Billy. No—after Sydney came Ferd, then
Billy. In her haze, she never recalled how many men entered her life and left it. There were no surprises. She had
no thrill at their advent, nor woe at their departure. She seemed to be always able to attract men. There was never
another as rich as Ed, but they were all generous to her, in their means.
Once she had news of Herbie. She met Mrs. Martin dining at Jimmy’s, and the old friendship was vigorously
renewed. The still admiring Joe, while on a business trip, had seen Herbie. He had settled in Chicago, he looked
fine, he was living with some woman—seemed to be crazy about her. Mrs. Morse had been drinking vastly that
day. She took the news with mild interest, as one hearing of the sex peccadilloes of somebody whose name is,
after a moment’s groping, familiar.
“Must be damn near seven years since I saw him,” she commented. “Gee. Seven years.”
More and more, her days lost their individuality. She never knew dates, nor was sure of the day of the week.
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“My God, was that a year ago!” she would exclaim, when an event was recalled in conversation.
She was tired so much of the time. Tired and blue. Almost everything could give her the blues. Those old
horses she saw on Sixth Avenue—struggling and slipping along the car-tracks, or standing at the curb, their heads
dropped level with their worn knees. The tightly stored tears would squeeze from her eyes as she teetered past on
her aching feet in the stubby, champagne-colored slippers.
The thought of death came and stayed with her and lent her a sort of drowsy cheer. It would be nice, nice and
restful, to be dead.
There was no settled, shocked moment when she first thought of killing herself; it seemed to her as if the idea
had always been with her. She pounced upon all the accounts of suicides in the newspapers. There was an
epidemic of self-killings—or maybe it was just that she searched for the stories of them so eagerly that she found
many. To read of them roused reassurance in her; she felt\fn{ The text has: left.} a cozy solidarity with the big
company of the voluntary dead.
She slept, aided by whisky, till deep into the afternoons, then lay abed, a bottle and glass at her hand, until it
was time to dress to go out for dinner. She was beginning to feel toward alcohol a little puzzled distrust, as toward
an old friend who has refused a simple favor. Whisky could still sooth her for most of the time, but there were
sudden, inexplicable moments when the cloud fell treacherously away from her, and she was sawn by the sorrow
and bewilderment and nuisance of all living. She played voluptuously with the thought of cool, sleepy retreat. She
had never been troubled by religious belief and no vision of an after-life intimidated her. She dreamed by day of
never again putting on tight shoes, of never having to laugh and listen and admire, of never more being a good
sport. Never.
But how would you do it? It made her sick to think of jumping from heights. She could not stand a gun. At the
theater, if one of the actors drew a revolver, she crammed her fingers into her ears and could not even look at the
stage until after the shot had been fired. There was no gas in her flat. She looked long at the bright blue veins in
her slim wrists—a cut with a razor blade, and there you’d be. But it would hurt, hurt like hell, and thee would be
blood to see. Poison—something tasteless and quick and painless—was the thing. But they wouldn’t sell it to you
in drugstores, because of the law.
She had few other thoughts.
There was a new man now—Art. He was short and fat and exacting and hard on her patience when he was
drunk. But there had been only occasionals for some time before him, and she was glad of a little stability. Too,
Art must be away for weeks at a stretch, selling silks, and that was restful. She was convincingly gay with him,
though the effort shook her.
“The best sport in the world,” he would murmur, deep in her neck. “The best sport in the world.”
One night, when he had taken her to Jimmy’s, she went into the dressing room with Mrs. Florence Miller.
There, while designing curly mouths on their faces with lip-rouge, they compared experiences of insomnia.
“Honestly,” Mrs. Morse said, “I wouldn’t close an eye if I didn’t go to bed full of Scotch. I lie there and toss
and turn and toss and turn. Blue! Does a person get blue lying awake that way!”
“Say, listen, Hazel,” Mrs. Miller said, impressively, “I’m telling you I’d be awake for a year if I didn’t take
Veronal. That stuff makes you sleep like a fool.”
“Isn’t it poison, or something?” Mrs. Morse asked.
“Oh, you take too much and you’re out for the count,” said Mrs. Miller. “I just take five grains—they come in
tablets. I’d be scared to fool around with it. But five grains, and you cork off pretty.”
“Can you get it anywhere?” Mrs. Morse felt superbly Machiavellian.
“Get all you want in Jersey,” said Mrs. Miller.” They won’t give it to you here without you have a doctor’s
prescription. Finished? We’d better go back and see what the boys are doing.”
That night, Art left Mrs. Morse at the door of her apartment; his mother was in town. Mrs. Morse was still
sober, and it happened that there was no whisky left in her cupboard. She lay in bed, looking up at the black
ceiling.
She rose early, for her, and went to New Jersey. She had never taken the tube, and did not understand it. So she
went to the Pennsylvania Station and bought a railroad ticket to Newark. She thought of nothing in particular on
the trip out. She looked at the uninspired hats of the women about her and gazed through the smeared window at
the flat, gritty scene.
In Newark, in the first drug-store she came to, she asked for a tin of talcum powder, a nail-brush and a box of
Veronal tablets. The powder and the brush were to make a hypnotic seem also a casual need. The clerk was
entirely unconcerned. “We only keep them in bottles,” he said, and wrapped up for her a little glass vial
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containing ten white tablets, stacked one on another.
She went to another drug-store and bought a face-cloth, an orange-wood stick and a bottle of Veronal tablets.
The clerk was also uninterested.
“Well, I guess I got enough to kill an ox,” she thought, and went back to the station.
At home, she put the little vials in the drawer of her dressing table and stood looking at them with a dreamy
tenderness.
“There they are, God bless them,” she said, and she kissed her fingertip and touched each bottle.
The colored maid was busy in the living room.
“Hey, Nettie,” Mrs. Morse called. “Be an angel, will you? Run around to Jimmy’s and get me a quart of
Scotch.
She hummed while she awaited the girl’s return.
During the next few days, whisky ministered to her as tenderly as it had done when she first turned to its aid.
Alone, she was soothed and vague, at Jimmy’s hers\fn{ The text has: she.}was the gayest of the groups. Art was
delighted with her.
Then, one night, she had an appointment to meet Art at Jimmy’s for an early dinner. He was to leave afterward
on a business excursion, to be away for a week. Mrs. Morse had been drinking all the afternoon; while she dressed
to go out, she felt herself rising pleasurably from drowsiness to high spirits. But as she came out into the street the
effects of the whisky deserted her completely, and she was filled with a slow, grinding wretchedness so horrible
that she stood swaying on the pavement, unable for a moment to move forward. It was a gray night with spurts of
mean, thin snow, and the streets shone with dark ice. As she slowly crossed Sixth Avenue, consciously dragging
one foot past the other, a big, scarred horse pulling a rickety express-wagon crashed to his knees before her. The
driver swore and screamed and lashed the beast insanely, bringing the whip back over his shoulder for every blow,
while the horse struggled to get a footing on the slippery asphalt. A group gathered and watched with interest.
Art was waiting when Mrs. Morse reached Jimmy’s
“What’s the matter with you, for God’s sake?” was his greeting to her.
“I saw a horse,” she said. “Gee, I—a person feels sorry for horses. I—it isn’t just horses. Everything’s kind of
terrible, isn’t it? I can’t help getting sunk.”
“Ah, sunk my eye,” he said. “What’s the idea of all the bellyaching? What have you got to be sunk about?”
“I can’t help it,” she said.
“Ah, help it, me eye,” he said. “Pull yourself together, will you? Come on and sit down, and take that face off
you.”
She drank industriously and she tried hard, but she could not overcome her melancholy. Others joined them
and commented on her gloom, and she could do no more for them than smile weakly. She made little dabs at her
eyes with her handkerchief, trying to time her movements so they would be unnoticed, but several times Art
caught her and scowled and shifted impatiently in his chair.
When it was time for him to go to his train, she said she would leave, too, and go home.
“And not a bad idea, either,” he said. “See if you can’t sleep yourself out of it. I’ll see you Thursday. For
God’s sake, try and cheer up by then, will you?”
“Yeah,” she said. “I will.”
In her bedroom, she undressed with a tense speed wholly unlike her usual slow uncertainty. She put on her
nightgown, took off her hairnet and passed the comb quickly through her dry, varicolored hair. Then she took the
two little vials from the drawer and carried them into the bathroom. The splintering misery had gone from her, and
she felt the quick excitement of one who is about to receive an anticipated gift.
She uncorked the vials, filled a glass with water and stood before the mirror, a tablet between her fingers.
Suddenly she bowed graciously to her reflection, and raised the glass to it.
“Well, here’s mud in your eye,” she said.
The tablets were unpleasant to take, dry and powdery and sticking obstinately halfway down her throat. It took
her a long time to swallow all twenty of them. She stood watching her reflection with deep, impersonal interest,
studying the movements of the gulping throat. Once more she spoke aloud.
“For God’s sake, try and cheer up by Thursday, will you?” she said. “Well, you know what he can do. He and
the whole lot of them.”
She had no idea how quickly to expect effect from the Veronal. When she had taken the last tablet, she stood
uncertainly, wondering, still with a courteous, vicarious interest, if death would strike her down then and there.
She felt in no way strange, save for a slight stirring of sickness from the effort of swallowing the tablets, nor did
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her reflected face look at all different. It would not be immediate, then; it might even take an hour or so.
She stretched her arms high and gave a vast yawn.
“Guess I’ll go to bed,” she said. “Gee, I’m nearly dead.”
That struck her as comic, and she turned out the bathroom light and went in and laid herself down in her bed,
chuckling softly all the time.
“Gee, I’m nearly dead,” she quoted. “That’s a hot one!”
3
Netie, the colored maid, came in late the next afternoon to clean the apartment, and found Mrs. Morse in her
bed. But then, that was not unusual. Usually, though, the sounds of cleaning waked her, and she did not like to
wake up. Nettie, an agreeable girl, had learned to move softly about her work.
But when she had done the living room and stolen in to tidy the little square bedroom, she could not avoid a
tiny clatter as she arranged the objects on the dressing table. Instinctively, she glanced over her shoulder at the
sleeper, and without warning a sickly uneasiness crept over her. She came to the bed and stared down at the
woman lying there.
Mrs. Morse lay on her back, one flabby, white arm flung up, the wrist against her forehead. Her stiff hair hung
untenderly along her face. The bed covers were pushed down, exposing a deep square of soft neck and a pink
nightgown, its fabric worn uneven by many launderings; her great breasts, freed from their tight confiner, sagged
beneath her arm-pits. Now and then she made knotted, snoring sounds, and from the corner of her open mouth to
the blurred turn of her jaw ran a lane of crusted spittle.
“Mis’ Morse,” Nettie called. “Oh, Mis’ Morse! It’s terrible late.”
Mrs. Morse made no move.
“Mis’ Morse,” said Nettie. “Look, Mis’ Morse, How’m I goin’ to get this bed made?”
Panic sprang upon the girl. She shook the woman’s hot shoulder.
“Ah, wake up, will you?” she whined. “Ah, please wake up.”
Suddenly the girl turned and ran out in the hall to the elevator door, keeping her thumb firm on the black, shiny
button until the elderly car and its Negro attendant stood before her. She poured a jumble of words over the boy,
and led him back to the apartment. He tiptoed creakingly in to the bedside; first gingerly, then so lustily that he
left marks on the soft flesh, he prodded the unconscious woman.
“Hey, there!” he cried, and listened intently, as for an echo.
“Jeez. Out like a light,” he commented.
At his interest in the spectacle, Nettie’s panic left her. Importance was big in both of them. They talked in
quick, unfinished whispers, and it was the boy’s suggestion that he fetch the young doctor who lived on the
ground floor. Nettie hurried along with him. They looked forward the limelit moment of breaking their news of
something untoward, something pleasurably unpleasant. Mrs. Morse had become the medium of dram. With no ill
wish to her, they hoped that her state was serious, that she would not let them down by being awake and normal
on their return. A little fear of this determined them to make the most, to the doctor, of her present condition.
“Matter of life and death,” returned to Nettie from her thin store of reading. She considered startling the doctor
with the phrase.
The doctor was in and none too pleased at interruption. He wore a yellow and blue striped dressing-gown, and
he was lying on his sofa, laughing with a dark girl, her face scaly with inexpensive powder, who perched on the
arm. Half-emptied highball glasses stood beside them, and her coat and hat were neatly hung up with the
comfortable implication of a long stay.
Always something, the doctor grumbled. Couldn’t let anybody alone after a hard day. But he put some bottles
and instruments into a case, changed his dressing-gown for his coat and started out with the Negroes.
“Snap it up there, big boy,” the girl called after him. “Don’t be all night.”
The doctor strode loudly into Mrs. Morse’s flat and on to the bedroom, Nettie and the boy right behind him.
Mrs. Morse had not moved; her sleep was as deep, but soundless, now. The Doctor looked sharply at her, then
plunged his thumbs into the lidded pits above her eyeballs and threw his weight upon them. A high, sickened cry
broke from Nettie.
“Look like he tryin’ to push her right on th’ough the bed,” said the boy. He chuckled.
Mrs. Morse gave no sign under the pressure. Abruptly the doctor abandoned it, and with one quick movement
swept the covers down to the foot of the bed. With another he flung her nightgown back and lifted the thick, white
838

legs, cross-hatched with blocks of tiny, iris-colored veins. He pinched them repeatedly, with long, cruel nips, back
of the knees. She did not awaken.
“What’s she been drinking?” he asked Nettie, over his shoulder.
With the certain celerity of one who knows just where to lay hands on a thing, Nettie went into the bathroom,
bound for the cupboard where Mrs. Morse kept her whisky. But she stopped at the sight of the two vials, with
their red and white labels, lying before the mirror. She brought them to the doctor.
“Oh, for the Lord Almighty’s sweet sake!” he said. He dropped Mrs. Morse’s legs, and pushed them
impatiently across the bed. “What did she want to go taking that tripe for? Rotten yellow trick, that’s what a thing
like that is. Now we’ll have to pump her out, and all that stuff. Nuisance, a thing like that is; that’s what it
amounts to. Here, George, take me down in the elevator. You wait here maid. She won’t do anything.”
“She won’t die on me, will she?” cried Nettie.
“No,” said the doctor. “God, no. You couldn’t kill her with an ax.”
4
After two days, Mrs. Morse came back to consciousness, dazed at first, then with a comprehension that
brought with it the slow, saturating wretchedness.
“Oh, Lord, oh, Lord,” she moaned, and tears for herself and for life striped her cheeks.
Nettie came in at the sound. For two days she had done the ugly, incessant tasks in the nursing of the
unconscious, for two nights she had caught broken bits of sleep on the living room couch. She looked coldly at
the big, blown woman in the bed.
“What you been trying to do, Mis’ Morse?” she said. “What kind o’work is that, takin’ all that stuff?”
“Oh, Lord,” moaned Mrs. Morse, again, and she tried to cover her eyes with her arms. But the joints felt stiff
and brittle, and she cried out at their ache.
“That’s no way to ack, takin’ them pills,” said Nettie. “You can thank you’ stars you heah at all. How you feel
now?”
“Oh, I feel great,” said Mrs. Morse. “Swell, I feel.”
Her hot, painful tears fell as if they would never stop.
“Tha’s no way to take on, cryin’ like that,” Nettie said. “After what you done. The doctor, he says he could
have you arrested, doin’ a thing like that. He was fit to be tied, here.”
“Why couldn’t he let me alone?” wailed Mrs. Morse. “Why the hell couldn’t he have?”
“Tha’s terr’ble, Mis’ Morse, swearin’ an’ talkin’ like that,” said Nettie, “after what people done for you. Here I
ain’ had no sleep at all for two nights, an’ I had to give up goin’ out to my other ladies!”
“Oh, I’m sorry, Nettie,” she said. “You’re a peach. I’m sorry I’ve given you so much trouble. I couldn’t help it.
I just got sunk. Didn’t you ever feel like doing it? When everything looks just lousy to you?”
“I wouldn’ think o’ no such thing,” declared Nettie. “You got to cheer up. Tha’s what you got to do.
Everybody’s got their troubles.”
“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “I know.”
“Come a pretty picture card for you,” Nettie said. “Maybe that will cheer you up.”
She handed Mrs. Morse a postcard. Mrs. Morse had to cover one eye with her hand, in order to read the
message; her eyes were not yet focusing correctly.
It was from Art. On the back of a view of the Detroit Athletic Club he had written:
Greeting and salutations. Hope you have lost that gloom. Cheer up and don’t take any rubber nickels. See you on
Thursday.

She dropped the card to the floor. Misery crushed her as if she were between great smooth stones. There passed
before her a slow, slow pageant of days spent lying in her flat, of evenings at Jimmy’s being a good sport, making
herself laugh and coo at Art and other Arts; she saw a long parade of weary horses and shivering beggars and all
beaten, driven, stumbling things. Her feet throbbed as if she had crammed them into the stubby champagnecolored slippers. Her heart seemed to swell and harden.
“Nettie,” she cried, “for heaven’s sake, pour me a drink, will you?”
The maid looked doubtful.
“Now you know, Mis’ Morse,” she said, “You been near daid. I don’t know if the doctor he let you drink
839

nothin’ yet.”
“Oh, never mind him,” she said. “You get me one and bring in the bottle. Take one yourself.”
“Well,” said Nettie.
She poured them each a drink, deferentially leaving hers in the bathroom to be taken in solitude, and brought
Mrs. Morse’s glass in to her.
Mrs. Morse looked into the liquor and shuddered back from its odor. Maybe it would help. Maybe, when you
had been knocked cold for a few days, your very first drink would give you a lift. Maybe whisky would be her
friend again. She prayed without addressing a God, without knowing a God. Oh, please, please, let her be able to
get drunk, please keep her always drunk.
She lifted the glass.
“Thanks, Nettie,” she said. “Here’s mud in your eye.”
The maid giggled. “Tha’s the way, Mis’ Morse,” she said. “You cheer up, now.”
“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “Sure.”
1920
136.92 Christ In Concrete\fn{by Pietro di Donato (1911-1992)} West Hoboken, Hudson County, New Jersey, U.S.A.
(M) 7
March whistled stinging snow against the brick walls and up the gaunt girders. Geremio, the foreman, swung
his arms about, and gaffed the men on. Old Nick, the “Lean,” stood up from over a dust-flying brick pile, and
tapped the side of his nose.
“Master Geremio, the devil himself could not break his tail any harder than we here.”
Burly Vincenzo of the walrus mustache, and known as the “Snoutnose,” let fall the chute door of the concrete
hopper and sang over in the Lean’s direction:
“Mari-Annina’s belly and the burning night will make of me once more a milk-mouthed stripling lad—” The
Lean loaded his wheelbarrow and spat furiously.
“Sons of two-legged dogs, despised of even the devil himself! Work! Sure! For America beautiful will eat you
and spit your bones into the earth’s hole! Work!” And with that his wiry frame pitched the barrow violently over
the rough floor. Snoutnose waved his head to and fro and with mock pathos wailed,
“Sing on, oh guitar of mine …”
Short, cheery-faced Joe Chiappa, the scafioldman, paused with hatchet in hand and tenpenny spike sticking out
from small dice-like teeth to tell the Lean as he went by, in a voice that all could hear,
“Ah, father of countless chicks, the old age is a carrion!” Geremio chuckled and called to him:
“Hey, little Joe, who are you to talk? You and big-titted Cola can’t even hatch an egg, whereas the Lean has
just to turn the doorknob of his bedroom and old Philomena becomes a balloon!”
Coarse throats tickled and mouths opened wide in laughter. Mike, the “Barrel-mouth,” pretended he was
talking to himself and yelled out in his best English—he was always speaking English while the rest carried on in
their native Italian:
“I don’t know myself, but somebody’s whose gotta bigga buncha keeds and he alIa times talka from
somebody’s elsa!” Geremio knew it was meant for him and he laughed.
“On the tomb of Saint Pimplelegs, this little boy my wife is giving me next week shall be the last! Eight
hungry little Christians to feed is enough for any man.” Joe Chiappa nodded to the rest.
“Sure, Master Geremio had a telephone call from the next bambino. Yes, it told him it had a little bell there
instead of a rose bush. It even told him its name!”
“Laugh, laugh all of you,” returned Geremio, “but I tell you that all my kids must be boys so that they some
day will be big American builders. And then I’ll help them to put the gold away in the basements for safe
keeping!”
A great din of riveting shattered the talk among the fast-moving men. Geremio added a handful of “Honest”
tobacco to his corncob, puffed strongly, and cupped his hands around the bowl for a bit of warmth. The chill day
caused him to shiver, and he thought to himself,
“Yes, the day is cold, cold … but who am I to complain when the good Christ himself was crucified? Pushing
the job is all right, (when has it been otherwise in my life?) but this job frightens me. I feel the building wants to
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tell me something; just as one Christian to another. I don’t like this. Mr. Murdin tells me, “Push it up!” That’s all
he knows. I keep telling him that the underpinning should be doubled and the old material removed from the
floors, but he keeps the inspector drunk and”—
“Hey, Ashes-ass! Get away from under that pilaster! Don’t pull the old work. Push it away from you or you’ll
have a nice present for Easter if the wall falls on you!”—
“Well, with the help of God I’ll see this job through. It’s not my first, nor the”—
“Hey, Patsy number two! Put more cement in that concrete; we’re putting up a building, not an Easter cake!”
Patsy hurled his shovel to the floor and gesticulated madly.
“The padrone Murdin-sa tells me, ‘Too much, too much! Lil’ bit is plenty!’ And you tell me I’m stingy! The
rotten building can fall after I leave!” Six floors below, the contractor called:
“Hey Geremio! Is your gang of dagos dead?” Geremio cautioned to the men:
“On your toes, boys. If he writes out slips, someone won’t have big eels on the Easter table.”
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The Lean cursed that “the padrone could take the job and shove it …!”
Curly-headed Sandino, the roguish, pigeon-toed scaffoldman, spat a clod of tobacco juice and hummed to his
own music.
“Yes, certainly yes to your face, master padrone … and behind, this to you and all your kind!”
The day, like all days, came to an end. Calloused and bruised bodies sighed, and numb legs shuffled towards
shabby railroad flats
“Ah, bella casa mio. Where my little freshets of blood, and my good woman await me. Home where my
broken back will not ache so. Home where midst the monkey chatter of my piccolinos I will float off to blessed
slumber with my feet on the chair and the head on the wife’s soft full breast.”
These great child-hearted ones leave each other without words or ceremony, and as they ride and walk home, a
great pride swells the breast …
“Blessings to Thee, oh Jesus. I have fought winds and cold. Hand to hand I have locked dumb stones in place
and the great building rises. I have earned a bit of bread for me and mine.”
The mad day’s brutal conflict is forgiven, and strained limbs prostrate themselves so that swollen veins can
send the yearning blood coursing and pulsating deliciously as though the body mountained leaping streams.
The job alone remained behind … and yet, they too, having left the bigger part of their lives with it. The cold
ghastly beast, the Job, stood stark, the eerie March wind wrapping it in sharp shadows of falling dusk.
That night was a crowning point in the life of Geremio. He bought a house! Twenty years he had helped to
mold the New World. And now he was to have a house of his own! What mattered that it was no more than a
wooden shack? It was his own! He had proudly signed his name and helped Annunziata to make her X on the
wonderful contract that proved them owners. And she was happy to think that her next child, soon to come, would
be born under their own roof-tree. She heard the church chimes, and cried to the children:
“Children, to bed! It is near midnight. And remember, shut-mouth to the paesanos! Or they will send the evil
eye to our new home even before we put foot.”
The children scampered off to the icy yellow bedroom where three slept in one bed and three in the other.
Coltishly and friskily they kicked about under the covers; their black iron-cotton stockings not removed … what!
and freeze the peanut-little toes? Said Annunziata,
“The children are so happy, Geremio; let them be, for even I would a Tarantella dance.”
And with that she turned blushing. He wanted to take her on her word. She patted his hands, kissed them, and
whispered,
“Our children will dance for us—in the American style some day.” Geremio cleared his throat and wanted to
sing.
“Yes, with joy I could sing in a richer feeling than the great Caruso.”\fn{ Enrico Caruso (1873-1921) Italian operatic
tenor.}
He babbled little old country couplets and circled the room until the tenant below tapped the ceiling.
Annunziata whispered:
“Geremio, to bed and rest. Tomorrow is a day for great things—and the day on which our Lord died for us.”
The children were now hard asleep. Heads under the cover, over moist noses whistling, and little damp legs
entwined.
In bed Geremio and Annunziata clung closely to each other. They mumbled figures and dates until fatigue
stilled their thoughts. And with chubby Johnnie clutching fast his bottle and warmed between them, life breathed
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heavily, and dreams entertained in far, far worlds, the nation-builder’s brood. But Geremio and Annunziata
remained for a while staring into darkness, silently.
“Geremio?”
“Yes?”
“This job you are now working …”
“So?”
“You used always to tell me about what happened on the jobs … who was jealous, and who praised …”
“You should know by now that all work is the same.”
“Geremio. The month you have been on this job, you have not spoken a word about the work. And I have felt
that I am walking into a dream. Is the work dangerous? Why don’t you answer …?
*
Job loomed up damp, shivery gray. Its giant members waiting.
Builders quietly donned their coarse robes, and waited.
Geremio’s whistle rolled back into his pocket and the symphony of struggle began.
Trowel rang through brick and slashed mortar rivets were machine-gunned fast with angry grind Patsy number
one check Patsy number two check the Lean three check Vincenzo four steel bellowed back at hammer donkey
engines coughed purple Ashes-ass Pietro fifteen chisel point intoned stone thin steel whirred and wailed through
wood liquid stone flowed with dull rasp through iron veins and hoist screamed through space Carmine the Fat
twenty-four and Giacomo Sangini check—the multitudinous voices of a civilization rose from the surroundings
and melded with the efforts of the Job.
To the intent ear, Nation was voicing her growing pains, but, hands that create are attached to warm hearts and
not to calculating minds. The Lean as he fought his burden on looked forward to only one goal, the end. The
barrow he pushed, he did not love. The stones that brutalized his palms, he did not love. The great God Job, he did
not love. He felt a searing bitterness and a fathom-less consternation at the queer consciousness that inflicted the
ever mounting weight of structure that he HAD TO! HAD TO! raise above his shoulders!
When, when and where would the last stone be? Never … did he bear his toil with the rhythm of song! Never
… did his gasping heart knead the heavy mortar with lilting melody! A voice within him spoke in wordless
language. The language of worn oppression and the despair of realizing that his life had been left on brick piles.
And always, there had been hunger and her bastard, the fear of hunger. Murdin bore down upon Geremio from
behind and shouted:
“Goddamnit Geremio, if you’re givin’ the men two hours off today with pay, why the hell are they draggin’
their tails? And why don’t you turn that skinny old Nick loose, and put a young wop in his place?”
“Now, listen-a to me, Mister Murdin—“
“Don’t give me that! And bear in mind that there are plenty of good barefoot men in the streets who’ll jump for
a day’s pay!”
“Padrone—padrone, the underpinning gotta be make safe and—”
“Lissenyawopbastard! If you don’t like it, you know what you can do!” And with that he swung swaggering
away.
The men had heard, and those who hadn’t knew instinctively. The new home, the coming baby, and his whole
background, kept the fire from Geremio’s mouth and bowed his head.
“Annunziata speaks of scouring the ashcans for the children’s bread in case I didn’t want to work on a job
where … But am I not a man, to feed my own with these hands? Ah, but day will end and no boss in the world
can then rob me of the joy of my home!”
Murdin paused for a moment before descending the ladder. Geremio caught his meaning and jumped to,
nervously directing the rush of work, no longer Geremio, but a machine-like entity. The men were transformed
into single, silent, beasts. Snout-nose steamed through ragged mustache whip-lashing sand into mixer Ashes-ass
dragged under four by twelve beam Lean clawed wall knots jumping in jaws masonry crumbled dust billowed
thundered choked …
At noon, Geremio drank his wine from an old-fashioned magnesia bottle and munched a great pepper
sandwich … no meat on Good Friday. Said one,
“Are some of us to be laid off? Easter is upon us and communion dresses are needed and …”
That, while Geremio was dreaming of the new house and the joys he could almost taste. Said he:
“Worry not. You should know Geremio.”
It then all came out. He regaled them with his wonderful joy of the new house. He praised his wife and
842

children one by one. They listened respectfully and returned him well wishes and blessings. He went on and on.
“Paul made a radio—all by himself mind you! One can hear Barney Google\fn{ Originally a newspaper comicstrip,
created by Billy de Bek in 1919.} and many American songs! How proud he.”
The ascent to labor was made, and as they trod the ladder, heads turned and eyes communed with the mute
flames of the brazier whose warmth they were leaving, not with willing heart, and in that fleeting moment, the
breast wanted so, so much to speak, of hungers that never reached the tongue.
About an hour later, Geremio called over to Pietro:
“Pietro, see if Mister Murdin is in the shanty and tell him I must see him! I will convince him that the work
must not go on like this … just for the sake of a little more profit!” Pietro came up soon.
“The padrone is not coming up. He was drinking from a large bottle of whiskey and cursed in American words
that if you did not carry out his orders—”
Geremio turned away disconcerted, stared dumbly at the structure and mechanically listed in his mind’s eye
the various violations of construction safety. An uneasy sensation hollowed him. The Lean brought down an old
piece of wall and the structure palsied. Geremio’s heart broke loose and out-thumped the floor’s vibrations, a
rapid wave of heat swept him and left a chill touch in its wake. He looked about to the men, a bit frightened. They
seemed usual, life-size, and moved about with the methodical deftness that made the moment then appear no
different than the task of toil had ever been.
Snoutnose’s voice boomed into him.
“Master Geremio, the concrete is ready!”
“Oh, yes, yes, Vincenz.”
And he walked gingerly towards the chute, but, not without leaving behind some part of his strength, sending
out his soul to wrestle with the limbs of Job, who threatened in stiff silence. He talked and joked with Snoutnose.
Nothing said anything, nor seemed wrong. Yet a vague uneasiness was to him as certain as the foggy murk that
floated about Job’s stone and steel.
“Shall I let the concrete down now, Master Geremio?”
“Well, let me see—no, hold it a minute. Hey, Sandino! Tighten the chute cables!”
Snoutnose straightened, looked about, and instinctively rubbed the sore small of his spine.
“Ah,” sighed he, “all the men feel as I—yes, I can tell. They are tired but happy that today is Good Friday and
we quit at three o’clock.” And he swelled in human ecstasy at the anticipation of food, drink, and the hairy fleshtingling warmth of wife, and then, extravagant rest. In truth, they all felt as Snoutnose, although perhaps with
variations on the theme.
It was the Lean only who had lived, and felt otherwise. His soul, accompanied with time, had shredded itself in
the physical war to keep the physical alive. Perhaps he no longer had a soul, and the corpse continued from
momentum. May he not be the Slave, working on from the birth of Man—He of whom it was said, “It was not for
Him to reason?” And probably He who, never asking, taking, nor vaunting, created God and the creatable?
Nevertheless, there existed in the Lean a sense of oppression suffered, so vast that the seas of time could never
wash it away.
Geremio gazed about and was conscious of seeming to understand many things. He marveled at the strange
feeling which permitted him to sense the familiarity of life. And yet—all appeared unreal, a dream pungent and
nostalgic. Life, dream, reality, unreality, spiraling ever about each other.
“Ha,” he chuckled, “how and from where do these thoughts come?”
Snoutnose had his hand on the hopper latch and was awaiting the word from Geremio.
“Did you say something, Master Geremio?”
“Why, yes, Vincenz, I was thinking—funny! A—yes, what is the time—yes, that is what I was thinking.”
“My American can of tomatoes says ten minutes from two o’clock. It won’t be long now, Master Geremio.”
Geremio smiled.
“No, about an hour … and then, home.”
“Oh, but first we stop at Mulberry Street, to buy their biggest eels, and the other finger-licking stuffs.”
Geremio was looking far off, and for a moment happiness came to his heart without words, a warm hand
stealing over. Snoutnose’s words sang to him pleasantly, and he nodded.
“And Master Geremio, we ought really to buy the sea-fruits with the shells—you know, for the much needed
steam they put into the—”
He flushed despite himself and continued.
“It is true, I know it—especially the juicy clams … uhmn, my mouth waters like a pump.”
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Geremio drew on his unlit pipe and smiled acquiescence. The men around him were moving to their tasks
silently, feeling of their fatigue, but absorbed in contemplations the very same as Snoutnose’s. The noise of labor
seemed not to be noise, and as Geremio looked about, life settled over him a gray concert—gray forms,
atmosphere, and gray notes. Yet his off-tone world felt so near, and familiar.
“Five minutes from two,” swished through Snoutnose’s mustache. Geremio automatically took out his watch,
rewound, and set it.
Sandino had done with the cables. The tone and movement of the scene seemed to Geremio strange, differently
strange, and yet, a dream familiar from a timeless date. His hand went up in motion to Vincenzo. The molten
stone gurgled low, and then with heightening rasp. His eyes followed the stone-cementy pudding, and to his ears
there was no other sound than its flow. From over the roofs somewhere, the tinny voice of Barney Google whined
its way, hooked into his consciousness and kept itself a revolving record beneath his skull-plate.
“Ah, yes, Barney Google, my son’s wonderful radio machine … wonderful Paul.”
His train of thought quickly took in his family, home and hopes. And with hope came fear. Something within
asked,
“Is it not possible to breathe God’s air without fear dominating with the pall of unemployment? And the terror
of production for Boss, Boss and Job? To rebel is to lose all of the very little. To be obedient is to choke. Oh, dear
Lord, guide my path.”
Just then, the floor lurched and swayed under his feet. The slipping of the underpinning below rumbled up
through the undetermined floors. Was he faint or dizzy? Was it part of the dreamy afternoon? He put his hands in
front of him and stepped back, and looked up wildly.
“No! No!”
The men poised stricken. Their throats wanted to cry out and scream but didn’t dare. For a moment they were a
petrified and straining pageant. Then the bottom of their world gave way. The building shuddered violently, her
supports burst with the crackling slap of wooden gunfire. The floor vomited upward. Geremio clutched at the air
and shrieked agonizingly.
“Brothers, what have we done? Ahhhh-h, children of ours!”
With the speed of light, balance went sickeningly awry and frozen men went flying explosively. Job tore down
upon them madly. Walls, floors, beams became whirling, solid, splintering waves crashing with detonations that
ground man and material in bonds of death.
The strongly shaped body that slept with Annunziata nights and was perfect in all the limitless physical
quantities, thudded as a worthless sack amongst the giant debris that crushed fragile flesh and bone with
centrifugal intensity. Darkness blotted out his terror and the resistless form twisted, catapulted insanely in its
directionless flight, and shot down neatly and deliberately between the empty wooden forms of a foundation wall
pilaster in upright position, his blue swollen face pressed against the form and his arms outstretched, caught
securely through the meat by the thin round bars of reinforcing steel.
The huge concrete hopper that was sustained by an independent structure of thick timber, wavered a breath or
so, its heavy concrete rolling uneasily until a great sixteen-inch wall caught it squarely with all the terrific verdict
of its dead weight and impelled it downward through joists, beams and masonry until it stopped short, arrested by
two girders, an arm’s length above Geremio’s head; the gray concrete gushing from the hopper mouth, and sealing
up the mute figure.
Giacomo had been thrown clear of the building and dropped six floors to the street gutter, where he lay
writhing. The Lean had evinced no emotion. When the walls descended, he did not move. He lowered his head.
One minute later he was hanging in mid-air, his chin on his chest, his eyes tearing loose from their sockets, a
green foam bubbling from his mouth and his body spasming, suspended by the shreds left of his mashed arms
pinned between a wall and a girder.
A two-by-four hooked little Joe Chiappa up under the back of his jumper and swung him around in a circle to
meet a careening I-beam. In the flash that he lifted his frozen cherubic face, its shearing edge sliced through the
top of his skull.
When Snoutnose cried beseechingly, “Saint Michael!” blackness enveloped him. He came to in a world of
horror. A steady stream, warm, thick, and sickening as hot wine bathed his face and clogged his nose, mouth, and
eyes. The nauseous syrup that pumped over his face, clotted his mustache red and drained into his mouth. He
gulped for air, and swallowed the rich liquid scarlet. As he breathed, the pain shocked him to oppressive semiconsciousness. The air was wormingly alive with cries, screams, moans and dust, and his crushed chest seared
him with a thousand fires. He couldn’t see, nor breathe enough to cry. His right hand moved to his face and wiped
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at the gelatinizing substance, but it kept coming on, and a heart-breaking moan wavered about him, not far.
He wiped his eyes in subconscious despair. Where was he? What kind of a dream was he having? Perhaps he
wouldn’t wake up in time for work, and then what? But how queer; his stomach beating him, his chest on fire, he
sees nothing but dull red, only one hand moving about, and a moaning in his face!
The sound and clamor of the rescue squads called to him from far off.
Ah, yes, he’s dreaming in bed, and far out in the streets, engines are going to a fire. Oh poor devils! Suppose
his house were on fire? With the children scattered about in the rooms he could not remember! He must do his
utmost to break out of this dream! He’s swimming under water, not able to raise his head and get to the air. He
must get back to consciousness to save his children!
He swam frantically with his one right hand, and then felt a face beneath its touch. A face! It’s Angelina
alongside of him! Thank God, he’s awake! He tapped her face. It moved. It felt cold, bristly, and wet.
“It moves so. What is this?”
His fingers slithered about grisly sharp bones and in a gluey, stringy, hollow mass, yielding as wet macaroni.
Gray light brought sight, and hysteria punctured his heart. A girder lay across his chest, his right hand clutched a
grotesque human mask, and suspended almost on top of him was the twitching, faceless body of Joe Chiappa.
Vincenzo fainted with an inarticulate sigh. His fingers loosed and the bodyless-headless face dropped and
fitted to the side of his face while the drippings above came slower and slower.
The rescue men cleaved grimly with pick and axe …
Geremio came to with a start—far from their efforts. His brain told him instantly what had happened and
where he was. He shouted wildly.
“Save me! Save me! I’m being buried alive!”
He paused exhausted. His genitals convulsed. The cold steel rod upon which they were impaled froze his
spine. He shouted louder and louder.
“Save me! I am hurt badly! I can be saved, I can—save me before it’s too late!”
But the cries went no farther than his own ears. The icy wet concrete reached his chin. His heart was appalled.
“In a few seconds I shall be entombed. If I can only breathe, they will reach me. Surely they will!”
His face was quickly covered, its flesh yielding to the solid, sharp-cut stones.
“Air! Air!” screamed his lungs as he was completely sealed. Savagely, he bit into the wooden form pressed
upon his mouth. An eighth of an inch of its surface splintered off. Oh, if he could only hold out long enough to
bite even the smallest hole through to air! He must! There can be no other way! He is responsible for his family!
He cannot leave them like this! He didn’t want to die! This could not be the answer to life! He had bitten half way
through when his teeth snapped off to the gums in the uneven conflict. The pressure of the concrete was such, and
its effectiveness so thorough, that the wooden splinters, stumps of teeth, and blood never left the choking mouth.
Why couldn't he go any farther?
Air! Quick! He dug his lower jaw into the little hollowed space and gnashed in choking agonized fury.
“Why doesn’t it go through? Mother of Christ, why doesn’t it give? Can there be a notch, or two-by-four stud
behind it? Sweet Jesu! No! No! Make it give. Air! Air!”
He pushed the bone-bare jaw maniacally; it splintered, cracked, and a jagged fleshless edge cut through the
form, opening a small hole to air. With a desperate burst the lung-prisoned air blew an opening through the
shredded mouth and whistled back greedily a gasp of fresh air. He tried to breathe, but it was impossible. The
heavy concrete was settling immutably, and its rich cement-laden grout ran into his pierced face. His lungs would
not expand, and were crushing in tighter and tighter under the settling concrete.
“Mother mine—mother of Jesu-Annunziata—children of mine—dear, dear, for mercy, Jesu Guiseppe e
Maria,” his blue-foamed tongue called.
It then distorted in a shuddering coil and mad blood vomited forth. Chills and fire played through him and his
tortured tongue stuttered,
“Mercy, blessed Father—salvation, most kind Father—Savior—Savior of His children help me—adored
Savior—I kiss Your feet eternally—you are my Lord—there is but one God—you are my God of infinite mercy—
Hail Mary divine Virgin—our Father who art in heaven hallowed be thy name—our Father—my Father”—and the
agony excruciated with never-ending mount—“our Father—Jesu, Jesu, soon Jesu, hurry dear Jesu Jesu! Je-sssu
…!”
His mangled voice trebled hideously, and hung in jerky whimperings.
The unfeeling concrete was drying fast, and shrinking into monolithic density. The pressure temporarily
desensitized sensation; leaving him petrified, numb, and substanceless. Only the brain remained miraculously
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alive.
“Can this be death? It is all too strangely clear. I see nothing nor feel nothing, my body and senses are no more,
my mind speaks as it never did before. Am I or am I not Geremio? But I am Geremio! Can I be in the other
world? I never was in any other world except the one I knew of; that of toil, hardship, prayer … of my wife who
awaits with child for me, of my children and the first home I was to own. Where do I begin in this world? Where
do I leave off? Why? I recall only a battled life of cruelty from every direction. And hope was always as painful as
fear, the fear of displeasing, displeasing the people and ideas whom I could never understand; laws, policemen,
priests, bosses, and a rag with colors waving on a stick. I never did anything to these things. But what have I done
with my life? Yes, my life! No one else’s! Mine—mine—MINE—Geremio!
“It is clear. I was born hungry, and have always been hungry for freedom—life! I married and ran away to
America so as not to kill and be killed in Tripoli for things they call “God and Country.” I’ve never known the
freedom I wanted in my heart. There was always an arm upraised to hit at me. What have I done to them? I did
not want to make them toil for me. I did not raise my arm to them. In my life I could never breathe, and now
without air, my mind breathes clearly for me.
“Wait! There has been a terrible mistake! A cruel crime! The world is not right! Murderers! Thieves! You have
hurt me and my kind, and have taken my life from me! I have long felt it—yes, yes, yes, they have cheated me
with flags, signs and fear. I say you can’t take my life! I want to live! My life! To tell the cheated to rise and fight!
Vincenz! Chiappa! Nick! Men! Do you hear me? We must follow the desires within us for the world has been
taken from us; we, who made the world! Life!”
Feeling returned to the destroyed form.
“Ahhh-h, I am not dead yet. I knew it—you have not done with me. Torture away! I cannot believe you, God
and Country, no longer!”
His body was fast breaking under the concrete’s closing wrack. Blood vessels burst like mashed flower stems.
He screamed.
“Show yourself now, Jesu! Now is the time! Save me! Why don’t you come! Are you there! I cannot stand it—
ohhh, why do you let it happen—it is bestial—where are you! Hurry, hurry, hurry! You do not come! You make
me suffer, and what have I done! Come, come—come now—now save me, save me now! Now, now, now! If you
are God, save me!”
The stricken blood surged through a weltering maze of useless pipes and exploded forth from his squelched
eyes and formless nose, ears and mouth, seeking life in the indifferent stone.
“Aie—aie, aie—devils and Saints—beasts! Where are you—quick, quick, it is death and I am cheated-cheated!
Do you hear, you whoring bastards who own the world? Ohhh-ohhhh aie—aie—hahahaha!”
His bones cracked mutely and his sanity went sailing distorted in the limbo of the subconscious.
With the throbbing tones of an organ in the hollow background, the fighting brain disintegrated and the
memories of a baffled lifetime sought outlet. He moaned the simple songs of barefoot childhood, scenes flashed
desperately on and off in disassociated reflex, and words and parts of words came pitifully high and low from his
inaudible lips, the hysterical mind sang cringingly and breathlessly, “Jesu my Lord my God my all Jesu my Lord
my God my all Jesu my Lord my God my all Jesu my Lord my God my all,” and on as the whirling tempo
screamed now far, now near, and came in soul-sickening waves as the concrete slowly contracted and squeezed
his skull out of shape.
47.130 Athens, Greece, 1942.\fn{by Vahan Krikorian Gregory (1927- )} Pompton Lakes, Passaic County, New Jersey,
U.S.A. (M) 3
A door opened a few minutes after dawn. A bicycle wheel was thrust out, followed by a thin, young Armenian
boy. His bony ten year old brother placed a cap on the bicycle seat, and Ara put it on. A four year old boy, naked
save for an undershirt, jumped from the doorway, hugged Ara’s leg, and darted back into the doorway. His mother,
who had once carried traditional fat, hotly kissed his cheek. The father leaned from the upstairs window, his face
bandaged. The young man waved.
“Goodbye, Reverend,” he said.
Ara straddled the bicycle and rode off.
The bicycle was British built. Ara had bought it from an English soldier at the beginning of the war, when
money was still used for such things. At that time he had paid 7000 drachmas for it. The bicycle was now worth
billions or trillions of that same currency. Anything of value whatsoever was now worth a billion drachmas. One
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traded in concrete goods instead, since the convenience of paper money was long ago destroyed.
Ara carried a pair of silk stockings in his pockets, for trade with the farmers in Portorefti, a farm town near the
sea 70 kilometers to the south. He wished to purchase raisins.
People were on the boulevard already, as Ara emerged from his street. The night’s dead were not yet cleared
away. Ahead he saw a girl, whose love he had bought for a raisin three nights before. Approaching he nodded. She
stopped walking and stared at him. Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped open. She fell, eyes upon him
almost until her face struck the pavement.
“I’m the last person she ever saw,” Ara thought, peddling past the lifeless body. His mind dwelt lightly upon
the distinction she had accorded him, by sharing the realization of her death. She knew she had died. Her eyes had
told him. She was one who had wanted to live.
She had been pretty. But love was not difficult to find anymore so one girl more or less could make no difference. He pitied her, but his pity was born of the hope that he would not know that he had died, as she had known.
Life would spare him that much, at least. Of course, life would spare him that much. He would die in his sleep
one of these nights. It was a thirty-sixty chance against him, but he would have that much luck. Why should he die
when awake when he could die in his sleep and not be aware of that experience?
Today was his final opportunity to obtain raisins and get them home—Pynoos otherwise would give the
agency of the silk stockings to someone else, to a Greek, who did not have the disadvantage of being a member of
a minority nationality in a prejudiced country. A Greek would be able to resist somewhat the pilferings of the
police. Were Ara to defend his raisins, the police would be amused to shoot him in the face.
It was important to bring home raisins tonight so they could live a few more days—when they soon would be
dead anyway. He could not ride one hundred and forty kilometers a day on a walnut a day, or a slice of tomato, or
three raisins. He had been doing it for too long. It could not continue. His luck soon would run out and there
would be no more food at all.
Ara had once thought he could never live without at least one balanced meal a day. And, he thought, he had
once wondered if he would ever make love to a girl. He had wondered what he would be when he grew up. He
had once thought life was glorious. He had thought of being Christian.
Pynoos had allowed Ara to handle the trading for him from respect to the Reverend, but Pynoos also had a
family to feed. Ara had been unsuccessful for two days running, and both families had not eaten.
Out of the city proper the road became yellow dirt. His eyes traversed the distance of the furthest point of the
yellow needle, and, remaining there, progressed along with his speed. He looked for a dark spot, a marring of the
surface color that would indicate something lying in the dust. The German army trucks sometimes ran over a
snake. Were he to find a snake the immediate strain would be lifted. The Caribinieros might take the raisins, but
they always laughed at a snake.
A little shadow appeared at the side of the road. He stopped, and found a walnut. Saliva flooded his mouth as
he squeezed the nut between his pahns. Then he stopped, and slipped it into his pocket. He must take it home. If
he could not purchase raisins, or could not get home with them, at least he could offer a walnut. But the walnut
perhaps was rotten, he thought. He withdrew it and studied it. It was old and dirty, and probably rotten. He could
not offer the nut as substitute at home for a quarter pound of raisin, then to find it rotten. It would be better to
learn of its contents before arriving home. He would open it now and see. But, with it lying open and ripe in his
pocket, would he be able to withstand the temptation? He was hungry! He deserved some energy! Perhaps it
would be better to leave it closed in his pocket, allowing the fear that it might be rotten to deter him from opening
its shell. If the trip proved successful he could eat it before starting home.
He rode hard away, the nut in his pocket. Tears came again. They blew through his beard. He tasted the salt in
the corners of his mouth.
America is getting beaten. England is getting beaten. Just the Germans and Italians. Conditions could not improve within several years. Today he had to get raisins. Tomorrow he would have to get raisins. And tomorrow,
and tomorrow! He gazed over the sides of the tall mountains. Someone should pick him off for amusement.
Maybe he could buy a fish. Or find one. Little brother hugged my leg. Has no bottom even when he walks
around naked. And Dad! Sermonizing to a dead church.
Ara went directly to the farmer, in Portorefti, with whom he had made a trade yesterday. The old farmhouse
with its dried arbors was within hearing of the Aegean waves. It was built all of wood, finely built, but the white
paint was weathered and worn. The dog-houses were empty. The old man was standing in the drive watching Ara
approach.
“Hello, old man,” Ara said. “They stole my raisins again yesterday. Can I have some more? I’ll hide them up
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the seat of my pants, today. Ha ha.”
“What do you have, boy?”
“The same. Silk stockings.” He could not even say “fine” silk stockings any more. It was stupid.
“But I told you yesterday, I need no more silk stockings. I must save my raisins. I can’t give a quarter pound of
raisins for silk stockings. This is no time for silk!”
“Give me less, then,” Ara said, tight-lipped. He could no longer allow the cheapness of insistence to deter him
from making every effort to obtain food. This was no time for civilized decencies, either. He’d take whatever he
could get and go straight home and never come back. They’d eat the raisins and soon die, unless he took to
murder. This was the last time, he swore.
“No, boy, I can’t really spare any more raisins. Please go. I can’t afford to help you.”
“Do you have any more fish?”
“Yes, but I must save it for shoes. Someone may bring me shoes. How is the Reverend?”
“He was beaten up last night. He had two fishes from Sparta, but they caught him in the freight yards. All that
way and they catch him in the freight yards.”
“I’ll give you two handfuls, but don’t bring me any more silk.”
“All right. Hurry; please. Thank you.”
He followed the old farmer into a low, white barn. It smelled richly of raisins inside. Ara roughly controlled an
impulse to retch. The farmer opened a bin and placed two handfuls into Ara’s pockets. Then he reached back into
the bin and handed Ara two raisins for himself. Ara threw one into his mouth, sucked on it for a moment, poised
his teeth, and crushed. He threw the other one into his mouth.
“Thank you very much, old man,” he said.
The old man nodded.
Ara went back to the bicycle. He knew he should have gone around to solicit the other farmers before accepting so low an offer. He might have gotten half a pound. But he could not have done this.
Ara rode slowly toward the shore. The sun was midway, now. He leaned the bicycle against the cable fence and
climbed over. He walked over the sand toward the water. Scanning the northern and southern stretches of sand, he
decided to walk down the southerly direction. He walked for half an hour but found no fish. He turned, and
arrived presently back to his bicycle. He walked the same distance in the northerly direction, but found nothing.
He returned. Though there were never any crabs in the sand at this time of year he took off his shoes and waded
into the waves, digging his hands into the back-wash. There were no crabs. He sat beside his shoes in the sand and
gazed at his knees. His short pants were very loose around his thighs. His thighs were almost as thin as his calves.
He recalled that when he was five and in the first grade, his thighs had been thick and had flattened against the
chair seats when he sat. There had been beauty in the legs, then.
He reached into his pocket and withdrew a raisin, placing it on his tongue. He chewed very slowly. Then he
took a handful from his pocket and ate them slowly. He cleaned out both pockets, taking the last handful in one
swallow. Minutes later he vomited.
He picked up his shoes and moved a few feet away. Then, barefooted, he walked down into the wet sand and
began building a castle. An hour before sunset he decided it was time to leave. He wondered if he should leave the
castle standing, until the night tide washed it down. He rose and stamped the castle down, put his shoes on and
went back to his bicycle. He started for the farmhouse, where he had gotten the raisins at noon.
“What’s the matter, boy?” the old farmer asked.
“Will you give me a fish for my shoes?”
The farmer stared at the shoes.
“What happened to your raisins?”
“I ate them,” Ara said.
The farmer stamped and shook his white head and looked at the ground.
Ara took one shoe off and handed it to the farmer.
“It’s worn,” the farmer said.
“Fix it. It will last.”
“I’m sorry, boy, I can’t give you a fish for these shoes.”
“What will you give me, then?” Ara asked eagerly.
“But they are no good,” the farmer said.
“Yes they are,” Ara insisted. “I can wear them for months yet.”
The farmer called one of his sons. The shoe was too small for the boy. The farmer called a younger son. The
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shoe was large, but comfortable.
“There,” Ara said. “See? You can use it! Let me have fish.”
The farmer was softhearted, Ara knew, but he could not go back to Athens with nothing.
“Boy, boy, I can’t give you a fish for these shoes. They will soon be dust.”
“Oh give me something for them.” He started to cry.
“How old are you now?” the farmer asked.
“Fifteen.”
“In six years you will be a man. The war will be over. I’ll give you two handfuls of raisins.”
They returned to the barn and the farmer again filled Ara's pockets. Ara stopped on the road to Athens just
before it became dark. He cracked open the walnut shell. It was not rotten. He ate the nut. He remained there,
massaging the soles of his feet. It was difficult to peddle without shoes. He took two raisins from his pocket and
started along the road again. Soon it was so dark he had to get off and walk with the bicycle. The moon rose
presently and he was able to see the road again. He peddled fast.
Then he was crying. Each member of his family would die slowly within the next few weeks. He withdrew
more raisins, trying to eat them slowly so he would not vomit. He cried with all his strength and yelled between
sobs. He stopped the bicycle, sat at the side of the road and ate all the raisins. He lay there, sobbing and shouting.
Then he heard the noise of motors. Looking up, he saw a line of lights moving toward him. It was a German
troop convoy. He leaped to his bicycle and rode hard toward them. The rumbling increased and became the
individual sounds of motors. Ara approached the lead vehicle as fast as he could ride aiming for a point between
the two headlights. The truck screeched to a stop before Ara reached it. Ara tried, then, to stop, but he lightly
struck the truck’s bumper and tumbled foolishly to the ground. He rose, picked the bicycle up and stared at the
truck’s radiator. The captain roared toward him. He grabbed Ara’s arm and yanked it.
“What’s the matter? Do you wish to die? What’s the matter?”
Ara remained calm.
“Don’t hold up a convoy because you want to die. You don’t want to die, do you?”
“My family,” Ara said softly, and then louder, “What will they do without food? I will never be able to get any
more food.”
“Something will turn up,” the captain said. He yanked Ara’s arm again. “You don’t want to die, do you?”
Ara sighed and gazed past the Captain’s shoulder at the line of waiting trucks. The Captain's hand loosed its
grip.
“Good boy,” the Captain said. “Now go home. The war won't last much longer.”
Ara started off on his bicycle again. He had been obvious, allowing the truck time to stop. But there were more
trucks. He could quickly cut in behind one truck and fall before another. He peddled very slowly, until the line of
trucks had again gained full speed. It was happiness now, a surging, thrilling happiness. Looking ahead, he chose
the truck before which he would fall. But he let the truck he had chosen go by. He chose another, and tensely
watched it approach.
He let it pass.
But there were more trucks.
Soon he was standing in the middle of the road, watching the last truck recede in the darkness.
134.26 Surviving Adverse Seasons\fn{by Barry Targan (1932- )}Atlantic City, Atlantic County, New Jersey, U.S.A.
(M) 20
Britannia est insula.

So it began, again, for Abel Harnack. Another beginning in a life, lengthening, of many beginnings. And now a
few endings. One at least.
Britannia est magna insula.

“And now, so that you will learn to hear as well as see the language, so that you will feel the beauty of it in the
mouth, will you please read aloud? Will you,” she glanced down at her class list, “Mr. Harnack, begin for us.”
He read clearly and accurately the two lines and then the two lines following it to the end of the paragraph.
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Britannia non est patria nostra, sed Britannia est terra pulchra.

It had taken him a year to get here, this far. Monday evening. Page one. Britannia est insula. But even that
morning he had not been certain that he would do it. He had not felt compelled into it as, in the past, he always
had been—urgent, hungry, charging into endeavor, racing after accomplishment. Now he did not feel that way at
all.
“Go on,” his daughter had said to him at breakfast. “Do it.”
He did not live with Vivian, but after her husband Charles had driven off to his work and the two children had
left for school, he would come often to eat a later breakfast with her. Unless she had something else to do that
took her away. Then he would walk on past her house and into the city and into whatever vagaries his life just
then, that day, would tilt him towards.
He might conclude upon a group of workmen breaking a street apart to fix a sewage pipe. He would drift down
the street to them like a heavy log in a slow stream and go aground upon them, caught in their activity, the
shattered air, the blasting of the pummeling jackhammer, the sputtering of the blue arc welder, the revving up and
down of the gasoline engine generator.
They would all subside at lunch time and he would drift on, free. Perhaps to spiral through department stores,
sometimes to visit factories and small machinist shops he had once known well. Through the summer past he had
watched young men play baseball in all the city’s parks. And in the evening he would walk home, past his
daughter’s house (though at least once a week to supper there) to his house and to his evening in which he would
do whatever occurred to him, unless nothing did.
At twelve or a little before, he would drink a small glass of scotch whiskey and then go to a thorough sleep,
unprovoked by fears or passions or expectations. And at six he would awake.
“Go on,” his daughter Vivian said to him at breakfast. “Do it. Go on and do it. It will do you good.”
“Good? Good for what?” he asked her.
“Oh come on, Dad,” she said, turning from the sink and their dishes. She said no more. That was as far as they
ever got upon that point any longer.
“Very good, Mr. Harnack,” Sylvia Warren said to him. “Thank you. Now Mrs.?—Miss Green, will you take it
from there?”
Miss Green took it from there, from Britannia through Europa to Sardinia, to Italia, some being insula, some
not, some being magna, some parva. At the end of the two hours, at the end of the first and second conjugations
and the first declension and warnings about the ablative case, Abel Harnack decided not to return the coming
Monday.
“Vale,” Sylvia Warren said to them as they all gathered up their books.
“Vale,” they answered back. Outside, in the parking lot behind the high school, the group of them broke off to
their own cars, except Abel Harnack, who would walk.
“Do you want a ride?” she called to him when she saw him, alone, crossing the asphalt parking lot to Wilson
Street.
“Is that your car?” he asked, walking back to her, although it clearly was her car, the small door to it already
opened, her briefcase already dropped into the catch-all area behind the seat.
“Yes. My joy.” The car was an earlier model MG, the classic squarish roadster with narrow, wire-spoked
wheels and headlights separated from the fenders, with a windshield that folded down, a walnut steering wheel,
leather upholstery, the car a gleamingly waxed deep green. It was not the car he would have imagined her to drive.
But she was thin, lithe, enough for it, her motions strong and quick. Nimble, he thought. And although she was
gray, she wore her hair modishly straight and long, out like a helmet, square across her forehead and to an inch
above her shoulders. And she smiled like the young, easily and without complication and at everything. Perhaps
her car suited her after all, even if she must be, Abel Harnack guessed, fifty-five or more.
“That’s a fine looking car.” They both waited beside it.
“OK,” he said. “But I don’t live far. Only down Wilson Street about a half a mile.” He went to the other side of
the car.
“How do I get in?”\fn{The vehicle is built absurdly low to the ground.}
“Like this. You sit in first and then swing your legs in.” She did it. He opened his door and followed her
example.
“Fine. You did that just fine.”
“I learn things quickly.”
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“I noticed that in class.”
The car burst to life. She backed up and then drove across and out of the lot, turning left on Wilson Street at his
direction. She drove gracefully, snapping the gearshift through its pattern, pushing the car a little quickly, but
well-controlled. She drove with pleasure, Abel Harnack thought. In two minutes she stopped before his house,
where he had pointed it out, the motor running. He swung himself out of the car.
“Thanks.”
“It’s nothing.” She shifted and started off slowly. “See you next Monday.” Between gears she waved her free
hand.
“Vale,” she shouted back over her exhaust.
“Vale,” he said softly.
*
Latona est irata quod agricolae sunt in aqua.

“Now here, you see,” she said, “quod agricolae sunt in aqua is the dependent clause. It depends upon irata for
its full meaning.”
He had come back. After the first class, at breakfast Tuesday, he had told Vivian that he probably would not go
to the Latin classes again, but when she asked him why he could not say except to say that he was not so
interested in Latin as he thought he might have been and that, after all, it was not something he had been strongly
decided for in the first place. He had gone and he had seen and that was that.
Vivian, sitting across from him, shrugged. After a year of trying, of anxiety and duty, she would have to go
along now with him as he was. He was sixty, voluntarily retired for a year now, ever since his wife Estelle had
died, in one week, in a wretched spasm of sudden dying for which you cannot prepare, and from which kind of
dying you cannot recover.
Abel Harnack buried his wife and then stopped. That was the only word for it, as if to permit himself to do
anything at all again would be to accept again the world—his life, the possibility of life—as it had been. And that
he would not do. He had too much decency for that, and besides, he learned things quickly. And what he had
learned—quickly, in a week—was that all the assumptions of his life had been unquestioned, had simply been
assumed the way a child assumes the universe: post hos, proctor hoc. But what he had learned was that nothing
did or did not follow from anything at all. Not the seasons, not the tides, and least of all even the smallest
aspirations of man.
So for a year now he had sat out, finally neither in anger nor in contemplation. He would not get caught by the
old—by any—assumptions again.
“And for next week I want you to review all we’ve learned about first and second declension nouns and to
study the declension of bonus in all its genders. And I want you to read and translate the first three stories in
Appendix A, which begins on page 280. Write out your translations, and remember, think of the principles
involved.”
After class, in the parking lot, he told her he would not be coming back to class.
“But why? You do so well. I’m surprised. You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”
“Bonus, bona, bonum?” he asked her. “Midas in magna regia habitabat? I already know the story of King
Midas.”
“But this is just the start, just the beginning. Surely you understand that Latin isn’t declensions. It’s Vergil and
Horace and Ovid. It's Catullus.
Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus,
rumoresque senum seueriorum
omnes uninus aestimemus assis.
Soles occidere et redire possunt:
nobis cum semel occidit breuis lux,
nox est perpetua una dormienda.

Do you know what that says?
Come, Lesbia, let us live and love,
nor give a damn what sour old men say.
The sun that sets may rise again
but when our light has sunk into the earth,
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it is gone forever.

Oh, no, Mr. Harnack. Declensions and exercises are just the beginning, the end is poetry.”
Beginnings again.
It was the first week of October but summery yet. The lights defining the parking lot flickered through the still
heavy pulsing screen of attracted insects like candles wavering in a slight breeze. The sound of Catullus lingered
as if reverberating back from the night around them. Had she spoken, declaimed, so loudly? Were neighbors
sitting now on darkened porches across Wilson Street listening to this woman cast Latin poetry at him, themselves
listening to it hovering in the evening air? But of beginnings he had had enough.
“It’s too far between King Midas and … and what you recited.”
“Too far?”
“Too long. For me. I haven’t time. I’m not so young a man.”
“Perhaps you do. Perhaps you unconsciously remember much in your past that you think you’ve forgotten. It’s
all there, you know. The past.”
He said nothing.
“Well, come on. Let me give you a ride home."
She walked away from where they were standing and to her car. He did not follow.
“It’s a nice night, thank you. I think I’ll walk,” he called over to her softly.
He did not like this openness. Catullus blatant in the wide night, the talk of endings, of pasts and possibilities
for all, for the air itself, to know.
“Oh come on, Mr. Harnack. I’ve lost students before. I don’t take it personally. Don’t you. Latin’s not for
everyone. Come on.”
She got into the car and waited. He came over quickly and got in. To be gone and done. In front of his house
she stopped and he got out.
“Thank you,” he said.
“I hope you’ll reconsider,” Sylvia Warren said and waved and drove off.
*
He continued with Latin although he did not reconsider. It was his determination now, after a year, not to
reconsider anything. He returned on the following Monday, his lessons prepared, his exercises neatly typed. He
returned as if the effort of halting the small momentum of going on, slight as it was, would require of him
energies he did not wish to ever use again. Now, after a year, he had started something about which he could not
care, something about which there could be no purpose, no meaning or accountability. Above all, he would—must
—avoid the traps of purpose. Latin was what he had come up with, an act too remote from him to count at all; an
act that could not, would never, matter to him in the years, perhaps the decades, left. He did not particularly enjoy
the Latin, but he would do it and he would not think about doing it again.
During the class the raining that had gone on all day thickened, drove down like a summer storm improbably
late even for the warm October they had been having.
“Cadens imber mari similis est:
The rain falls like the sea,”

she had stopped the class to say, gesturing at the windows. The rain came now in sheets so dense that the wind
slapped them against the building, shaking it. At the end of class she called for him to come to her desk.
“I’m glad you decided to come back. Your work is really superlative.” And then.
“You’ll certainly need a ride home on a night like this.”
“I brought my car. Thank you.”
She nodded and smiled and gathered up her books and papers into her briefcase and they walked out of the
room together as the janitor came in to turn out the lights after them. From the doorway to the parking lot the rain
made the darkness palpable.
“It’s a bad night to drive in.” Abel Harnack said.
“It can’t rain this hard for long,” she said. “It’ll taper off.” The class had gathered into a tight knot at the door
wedged between the two darknesses.
“Well, here goes,” Sylvia Warren said.
She hunched herself over, her briefcase tight to her chest, and tucked her chin and sprinted to her car. They
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watched her, students now to her daring, but in ten feet they could not see her, the light from the lamps around the
parking lot squeezed by the viscous rain back into the quavering globes. Then the others followed, four to one car,
three to another, several to another, and Abel Harnack to his.
The cars started up and eased out slowly into Wilson Street. In the instant before he drove out, through a gap in
the rain he saw her car, low and dead. He circled back into the lot and drove up next to her. Then he saw that she
was out of the car with the right side of the hood up. She was bent into the engine with a flashlight. Her rain hat
slipped back. He got out and walked around to her side.
“Damn thing,” she said to him. The rain eased off for a moment, and then a moment more.
“It’s water somewhere. I’m getting shorted out, but I can’t tell where. Inside the distributor probably.”
“Try and start it,” he told her. I’ll take a look.” After a minute or two he waved her out. “I think it’s here.” He
pointed to an element fixed into the line leading to the coil.
“This is a radio static suppressor.”
“Yes, I know. I put it in.”
“They’re a bad business, I think.” He pulled the plug apart and removed the suppressor and reconnected the
heavy wires.
“Try it now.”
The car started at once.
“Thank you,” she shouted out to him. She raced the engine, securing it, herself. “I’m sorry you got so wet.
You’ll have to explain it to me next week. Please, hurry in out of the rain.” She pulled the door closed and turned
on her driving lights. He opened the door before she could drive off.
“Wait,” he said. “That connection is still too open. You might get it wet again in this weather before you got
home. Stop at my house and I’ll fix it right for you.” He held his coat tight about his throat but he was already wet
through.
“OK.”
He drove slowly, keeping her watery headlights in his mirror. He turned into his driveway and pressed a button
on his dash that opened the door to the large garage. She drove in after him into the space on the left and got out
of the car and shook herself like a retriever.
“Well,” she said looking about. “This is certainly more than just a place to put a car.”
Abel Harnack’s garage was a workshop equipped to rebuild or mend whatever was. Or to create what was not.
A large metal lathe with various milling heads, drill presses, band saws and bench saws, sanding drums, levering
and bending devices, compression tools, testing equipment, oxyacetylene and electric arc welders, racks and
cabinets of wrenches, tap and die pieces, hammers, chisels, hydraulic jacks, lubrication guns and nozzles, a
motorized hoist that ran on an overhead metal beam. In a corner, stacked up nearly to the roof, were dozens of
small drawers like those in the oldest hardware stores where one of the objects in the drawer was tacked to the
front: springs, nuts, bolts, shims, washers, wires, rods and stock until the mind could not comprehend the variety
of pieces demanded by the mechanisms of manufactured life. From an overhead rack, belts and hoses and rubber
and plastic fittings draped down like stalactites.
And everything in perfect array, spectacular as much for that lucidity, for the enormous accomplishment of
arrangement, as for the objective demonstration that there existed so many things from which to make so many
things.
“Mr. Harnack, whatever do you do?”
He had already lifted the hood and was at work sealing the connection, remaking it, in fact. In less than five
minutes he was done.
“There,” he said, pointing to it. “Better than new. You won’t get stuck from that again. Your next trouble is
going to come from here.”
He pointed to the gaskets beneath the double carburetors. He could have told her more about her car,
everything perhaps. But he thought that he had gone too far already. He closed the hood and looked for her. She
was still turning about in the marvel of the shop.
“I’ve never seen anything like it. Not even pictures or anything.”
She was wet and shivering but did not notice, still warmed by her discovery. Her hair was shining and flattened
against her head, the ridges and notches of her bone structure clear and pronounced as the cold drew her skin tight
to her skull.
“Would you like a cup of coffee?”
“Yes,” she said turning to him now. “Thank you. That would be wonderful.”
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She walked with him across the workshop to the doorway to the house. Instead of a doorknob or handle there
was a square metal plate, brushed steel. She watched him run his finger in a design over the surface of the plate.
The door opened. They walked into the warmer house.
“What are you, Mr. Harnack?” she asked as she followed him into the kitchen. “What magic is this?” She
laughed in delight as children do at wonder, thrilled and unnerved at sorcery all at once. He had not heard her
laughter before.
“Nothing,” he said. “Retired.”
He said nothing more until he placed the coffee before her. Until then she looked about quietly at what she
could see of the house from the kitchen through its two doors and over its counter into the dining room and living
room. The house was as neat and clean as ice, like water poured into a mold and frozen and then left.
“My wife died about a year ago. A year last August.”
“I’m sorry,” Sylvia Warren said.
And then there was nothing more to say, nothing more that she could say. She understood boundaries. She bent
to her coffee.
But it was not such a boundary that Abel Harnack wanted to exist within. He wanted to erect no special
defense because there are no such defenses, and he wanted nothing to defend, only to avoid, like the bitterness
that had at first consumed him. In the staggering weeks after Estelle’s death, after drowning and drowning, he had
struck up into the thin air of life again. In a second life, only this time to be lived carefully balanced upon the
interstices between events and attitudes, cautiously in the shifting spaces between the molecules of human
concern. So he would talk to her in order not to care.
“I was an inventor of sorts. And a salesman.”
“An inventor?” She put down her coffee cup.
“Yes. More a tinkerer, you might say. I understood how things worked and I figured out ways to make them
work better. You’d be surprised. Sometimes just the slightest thickness of the metal in a gear or the gauge of a
wire in a motor can make a big difference.”
“I’ve never met an inventor before. I’m genuinely impressed. Whenever I think of an inventor I think of
Thomas Edison.”\fn{Thomas Alva Edison (1847-1931) American inventor.}
She raised her cup to him. Her eyes were very young, sharp and quick, the whites blue with vigor. He did not
want to look at them.
“I’m hardly an Edison,” he said. “More a Mr. Fix-it. That’s how I began, as a kid. By the time I started college
I had a good business going, a real one. I was making enough to pay my way and then some. And it’s what I came
back to. Fixing things. And then small manufacturing. And then I got a little larger. And then larger. The usual
story. I guess. After a while I had become a businessman instead of a mechanic, so I sold out so I could get back
to things themselves. I took a job as a special kind of salesman. I’d go into highly technical production problems
and help the engineers figure out what equipment and materials they needed and where they could get it. It was a
great job for me. A little bit of everything going on, but deep too, if you see what I mean. And it left me with
enough time for my own projects.”
He told her more about the work he had done for the industries and companies great and small and of the shape
that his advice had helped to give to our material lives. He hadn’t spoken so much to someone for a long time,
excepting Vivian. Sylvia Warren got up and went to the stove to make herself another cup of coffee. As she began
to pour the hot water into the cup, she stopped.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “How presumptuous of me. You made me feel too comfortable.”
“Oh please, help yourself. Go on, go on,” he motioned to her to help herself.
But it was true. He had spoken more than he had thought to. He had intended a cup of coffee’s worth of
civility. Now she had bound him to a cup more. A slight tremor of refusal tickled through his legs, a memory from
his more recent history of agony and rage when his body crashed about inside itself out of all control, his organs
ripping themselves apart as directed by the hormones and enzymes of grief and confusion.
But that had ended. When everything else had ended except the simplest activities of the life process itself, his
body had come back to itself. Only sometimes, such as now, an old forgotten neuron would synapse, but it would
soon subside, for there was no energy of special hope for it to subsist upon, for it to generate a potential for action:
nothing got you nothing either way. In the dark night of his soul he had learned that, and it had saved him.
“Go on,” he said to her. He was not a victim any longer. She poured her coffee and came back to her seat, drier,
softer, her color returning.
“How do you invent something? How do you do it? How do you think of what to invent? It seems so … so
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mystical.”
“Not so mystical,” he said. “All you do is think about something that somebody needs. Then you figure out
how to make it.”
“For instance?”
“Well, take a door lock, like the one you saw. People are always buying them, more now than ever. So there is
your need. Then I figured out how to make one better than the others.”
“Tell me. Tell me about the lock. How does it work?”
He took some paper from a drawer in the kitchen counter and drew diagrams to explain.
“You see, the metal plate is really quite flexible even if you can’t see it is. And here, in back of the plate, are
thousand of tubes. By putting fluid into some of the tubes you make a design. That’s the key. When you trace the
same design on the metal plate you put pressure on the harder tubes which then push down here.” He indicated
where on the diagram. “And from then on it works like a conventional lock with tumblers that shoot a bolt.”
“That’s marvelous,” she said. “I’ll bet you make a fortune with it.”
“No,” he said. “The psychology of it is wrong. People want a key they can hold in their hand, even for all the
trouble it gives them. And there are other problems, like in a large family with little children who couldn’t learn
the design. Or suppose you wanted a friend or neighbor to come in while you were away, to water the plants or
feed the fish? Instead of leaving the key under the doormat, you’d have to leave a drawing of the design.”
They laughed together.
“Oh my,” Sylvia Warren said. “How disappointing. Did you think of all that when you invented the lock?”
“Oh yes,” he said. “I’ve had a lot of experience with that sort of thing. But I wanted to do it. It interested me.
And I did get a patent out of part of it, so I might make a little money from that.”
Then he told her more about inventing. About the complicated process of a patent search and other legalities
and about the cost, which surprised her (“Between one or two thousand, depending upon the complexity of the
thing.”) and about all the ways an inventor could go about trying to make while failing to make money. Then he
told her about some of his successes, the little artifacts of his skill and imagination and knowledge of the world
that had added up to a small place in the spectrum of invention, and to an income that had made it possible for
him to stop.
“What next?” she asked at last, her own enthusiasms for such power over things taking over for him. But she
had gone too far now for a certainty and could tell, though how she could tell, she could not tell, only that for Abel
Harnack, his past did not predict his future. No longer.
“Sorry,” she said, faithful at least to her intuitions.
“What next?” He would answer her. “Pericula belli non sunt and the Future Indicative. What else?”
Again they both laughed. She rose.
“You’ve been just splendid,” she said. “About everything. The car, the coffee, everything.” She slipped
quickly, agile and firm, into her still damp coat.
“An inventor,” she said, flipping her hair over her collar. “I’ve never met one.”
“I’ve never met a Latin teacher,” he said.
“No comparison,” she said, her mouth making a pretty gesture. “No comparison at all.”
He almost said something. She stood before the locked kitchen door.
“Open Sesame,” she said to it and flung wide her arms and waited.
“I guess I didn’t say it right,” she said to him.
“No, you didn’t. Here.” He reached to the side of the door and turned a switch and stepped back about six feet.
“Open Sesame, or whatever your name is.”
The door snapped open. Sylvia Warren gave a little shriek.
“It’s a sound lock. Convenient in a kitchen when your hands are full.”
*
Sylvia Warren awoke to the day bright and scoured by the cold front that had moved quickly through in the
night. Autumn was firmly here now, and even some of earliest winter, though there would be weeks left to tramp
about in the woods and fields. She got out of bed and showered, made her small breakfast and, over her second
cup of coffee, opened her ledger to write in it and to consult the architecture of her day of her life.
Tuesday. She would spend most of that morning correcting and commenting on the papers from her Latin class
and then preparing for the following Monday. In the time left in the morning she would answer letters to friends,
pay bills, make plans and lists. Tuesday. She would go to the Books-Sandwiched-In program at the local library,
noon to one, and then on to the Triverton Nature Preserve where she and Mildred Latham would beat through the
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late fields with their nets and jars for insects to bring to the Biology Club meeting later that evening. At six
o’clock she would eat supper with Mildred Latham as on Tuesday she always had. But before Tuesday quite
began officially, she wrote about the day and the night before.
She wrote quickly and exactly, more a record than an examination of events, something like a progress report,
the way building contractors complete a day with an accumulation of data about bricks laid and tons of cement
poured and steel girders locked into place, or as ship captains make log entries about wind and tides and weather
encountered, as if reality were only where we have been and not where we might go, or want or intend to go.
When she arrived at Abel Harnack in her day, she wrote:
Abel Harnack, late 50’s (?), widower, good health, extremely knowledgeable and intelligent, fixed my car in a
driving rainstorm and then later at his house. An inventor. His workshop a cave of magic. He is restrained? Shy?
Perhaps the death of his wife only a year ago?? What does he do with himself now that he is retired? How can a man
who was an inventor retire? More to be explored here.

She shut her ledger, dressed, and settled down at her desk, the exploration of the terra incognito of Abel
Harnack put aside for now. She worked at the Latin exercises briskly. Besides pointing out what was simply
incorrect in a student’s work, she explained why in the margins and between the lines with little sharp indicators,
her comments, as much encouragement and exhortation as corrective.
Sylvia Warren had taught Latin (and some French and a little Spanish) for twenty-three years at the regional
high school with spirit and affection enough to have made the subject palatable and, finally, even attractive to
those dwindling few who worked on past the grinding first year of declensions and conjugations into Caesar’s
Commentaries in the second and, ultimately, in the third years, into the sublimity of Cicero\fn{ Aka Marcus Tullius
(106-43BC) Roman author and orator.} and the Poets\fn{Probably a reference to the so-called golden age of Roman poetry, (98?BC17AD), beginning with the birth of Lucretius, and progressing through Catullus, Virgil, Horace, Albius, Tibulus, Sulpicia, Sextus
Propertius, and Ovid.} and the difficult, silvery Tacitus.\fn{ Cornelius Tacitus (55?-after 117), Roman historian .} It was an odd,

an anachronistic, thing to do, she would herself at times consider, this teaching of smooth old Latin in a world
spiky and clattering about in the exciting newness of gleaming technology and movement in space and swiftbreeding opportunity. She did not defend the Latin itself—for what defense could beauty have or need? But she
was not about to accept uncritically the old banners under which the Association of Classical Language Teachers
marched each year in thinning ranks at the annual convention: Latin is the Language of History, or, The Study of
Latin is the Best Preparation for the Study of English.
No. She could not accept that, and never had. Latin wasn’t a tool. Had it been, it might have survived. Latin
was its own reward, but what it could promise in that way was no longer worth enough to the young. And she
could understand that. Latin was, had become, irrelevant. And Sylvia Warren along with it. Her job, not her
person.
She had taught long enough to retire if she chose, though she could have stayed on at the school teaching some
French and taking up other chores such as an extra study hall or two. She was fifty-three then. Her pension would
be smaller than if she had taught to the end of her possibilities, and she was years away from her social security
income, but she had saved enough to balance things out nicely. She could afford to leave if she wanted.
But she did not want to, not exactly. She had come to the high school when she was twenty-nine and within a
year she had clicked into place like a well-hung door closing evenly. Within a year she had found the friends and
interests and functions that had not changed even to this moment, that had grown larger and deeper instead, rich
as wine that ages well. If satisfaction was in itself one of .life’s true joys, then in her wide contentment she was
there, and shared the sentiment with Horace\fn{ Aka Quintus Horatius Flaccus (65-8BC).}in the Epistles:\fn{Published from
20BC.}
Whatever prosperous hour Providence bestows upon you,
receive it with a thankful hand:
and defer not the enjoyment of the comforts of life.

So there were no sudden pleasures expected or gained, no longed for excursions to exotic places or into acts
that would come to her once free of her daily work. In or out of the structures of the last twenty-three years, little
would change. But she did leave the job even so, as if that step, small as it was, altering her life as little as it
would, would make up the difference that she had wondered at in the smallest degrees, in the quietest of ways
from the beginning: that nothing more had come about in her life than what had.
856

It was a curiosity to her, this lost dimension, but not a sorrow, that all her life energy and intelligence, her
capacity for experience, had carried her into one experience and then another and to the fluttery and imprecise
edge of each into the penumbra where an experience bordered on the verge of becoming something else,
something more that the experience, fulfilling as it was, did at last become.
As with her painting. Throughout her large apartment watercolors in double-matted, deep, silver-colored
frames determined nearly every wall, every room: barns, seashore villages, fishermen from river banks, countrysides in all their seasons. The competency of each, of the whole, burst forth in a wave of illumination that
promised to come, which did not come, and the pictures fell from the near pinnacle of vision down to the flat
plains of skill. This was her own estimation, staunchly held through the wind of sweeping praise her friends blew
upon her at her yearly show. She did not know how to paint the explosion that she felt in herself when she would
work in the rapid light, racing the sun, the shadows surely coming. But she knew enough about what she could not
do to accept no man’s praise as though she had.
On one wall were her photographs, compositions as logical and controlled as if she had set a huge outdoor
stage with perfect sets and actors. Light and dark knew what they were doing to the people moving through their
lives before her lens. But then the pictures, dried and mounted, failed to alarm the viewer to the implicit dangers
and predicaments of the human transactions they fixed, and instead of perception they became a glance. And
Sylvia Warren would look at them and know that. And think that however firm were her trills in the Mozart piano
sonatas that she played, the music fluttered into flight but never soared. How in tennis she could never trust her
second serve, as certain as it was likely to be good. Nothing, nothing at all, ever went as far as it might have. As it
should.
And she had not married. Nor known a man at all. And that had puzzled her more than everything else in her
life. But it was not simple longing that she sat with, rarely, through a night. It was the waking urgency to truly
know about those processes of life that sometimes inexplicably fail. She had always been attractive to men and
was still. And if she had not courted them, neither had she built skittish barricades. At first, younger, she sought
for reasons in herself, for the little alienating characteristics like talking too much or being too enthusiastic that
she had read and heard and been warned about as a girl. But there were no reasons like that, nor any others. There
were no reasons at all. Sometimes people to whom something is bound by every likelihood to happen are simply
missed, like the one survivor in a massive air crash or the millionth customer who stops just before he enters the
store to tie his shoe and falls from Grace.
So there was nothing to reason about. She had begun as she was and nothing came along to change it. Or end
it. No one, she had corrected herself. Yes, she had thought, that’s right. Maybe.
She was not afraid to think about herself directly, to examine and explore the crags and crevices of herself. She
had lived alone with her good mind long enough to respect it, to not be frightened of it when it was insistent. It
was in not thinking that there was danger. That was the trouble with old maids, old maid school teachers, she
would point out to Mildred Latham. They were afraid to think and so they acted badly, especially with men, about
whom they wished to think least, tripping themselves into the safety of the dreary old flighty stereotype or
bristling with hearty self-sufficiency.
She had left her job in the school because she thought then that, allowing her energies to be completely loose,
perhaps they would meld together, concentrate into a creative juggernaut that would storm the battlements and …
But nothing like that had happened. Only the old pleasures that filled her nearly to the brim.
Tuesday morning was concluded. Before she left the apartment she packed a small knapsack with the rough
clothes and her field boots that she would change into in the afternoon.
“Do you know how long I’ve looked for this, for Vendalia tarda,” Mildred Latham said, shaking one of the
five cotton-stoppered test tubes at Sylvia Warren. “And now to find it, in October of all times. In plentitudes.
Eggs as well.”
A short, heavy but soft woman, she bounced about in her kitchen like a semi-inflated beach ball, bounding off
in unpredictable directions.
“Just listen to this,” she came back to the table. She read from a copy of The Entemological Review splayed
across the kitchen table, supper gone awry.
Vendalia tarda, although not considered a truly rare species within the Coleoptera, is yet uncommon even within its
natural range, which, in the United States, is mainly southern. V. tarda is seldom found above the thirty-second parallel
in the eastern states, the thirty-third parallel west of the Appalachians to the Rockies. It is not yet discovered in the
western coastal region.
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The uncommonness of V. tarda in its own range and its only seldom and accidental appearance north of its range are
accounted for by the insect’s highly selective necessity for light and temperature, specific conditions to occur not only
once, but twice for the insect’s passage from egg to larva to pupa to adult. This condition of quadruple diapause in V.
tarda is nearly unique among insects. Apparently the quadruple diapause condition is continuous throughout the life
cycle, and it is not unusual for four or five years to pass between the laying of the egg to the development of an adult
insect able to lay another egg. And longer periods have been recorded (Bornstein).

Mildred read to her more from the article and explained.
“You see, the creature has to pass up .through and then down through the same light/temperature ration for
each of the four stages—egg, larva, pupa, adult. It has got to be, say, thirty degrees on a twelve hours of light day
as the egg goes into winter and then the same after winter as the egg moves into spring and hatches. And listen to
this.” She read on.
It is unfortunate that this apparently disadvantageous life cycle limits the numerical size of the species, for V. tarda is
extremely destructive of not one but five prey insects, all pests. The range of V. tarda’s appetite seems clearly to be a
consequence of its necessity to develop in such specific stages, thus making certain that food will be available to the
insect at widely divergent times within the more normal and limited insect “year.”

She read on. About the difficulty of raising the insects in the laboratory because of the complex double cycles
involved in the four stages.
The length of time that would be required to work out the possible light temperature permutations would exceed the
endurance (and resources) of even the most dedicated entemologist. The very few recorded successes in the raising of
V. tarda have been accounted for more by chance than by knowledge.

Mildred slapped her hand down on the journal page.
“It’s just wonderful,” she said. “Vendalia tarda.”
“Slow to live,” Sylvia Warren translated.
"”Yes, ‘slow to live.’” Mildred Latham stood up from the table. “I’ve killed and pinned six of them for
tonight’s meeting. A special event, you might say. And I’m taking about a dozen to Dr. Alberts at the University
tomorrow. I’ll drive down in the morning. Do you want to come?” She rushed on. “I’m keeping the others to see
what I can do with them. And I’ll check what’s going on at Triverton until I can’t find them any longer.”
“What can you do with them?” Sylvia Warren asked. “What do you mean?”
“Breed them. Try to raise them. Take my shot at it. After all, I’ve never had these critters to work on. Let it be
my turn to fail. Come on now, eat up. We don’t want to be late for the meeting.”
“Eat up what?” Sylvia Warren asked. Within the scattered paraphernalia of their afternoon—killing jars, bottles
and vials, magnifiers, aspirators, nets—here and there poked up lumps of cheese, curls of torn bread, a can of
sardines, an onion started and forgotten, cups of tea gone cold.
“Yes,” Mildred Lathan said. “I see. I’ll tell you what, old Warren. I’ll buy you a hamburger later.”
In the car on the way to the meeting she explained to Sylvia Warren more about the problems of breeding
Vendalia tarda, the elaborate devices she would have to imagine and build, the special habitats she must create
and control, the exact regulators.
“I haven’t got a chance,” she gaily granted. “Even if I knew just exactly what to do, I couldn’t manage it for
sure. I was always a field person, never good with complicated lab arrangements, and such. I’ve bred plenty of
insects, but this is going to be something different, more exploring than doing. But what the hell.”
They drove on. By the first traffic light, Sylvia Warren had decided that maybe Abel Harnack could manage it
for sure.
*
Wednesday. Wednesday was the luxury of a morning uncommitted, neither to nothing nor to something, the
half day of rest in her week, the pause for breath before the rush into the heightening weekend. She was free until
one o’clock when she would go to the Y for an afternoon of yoga and swimming and the steam room and the dry
sauna; free before Wednesday evening when she would play piano in a trio of old friends. But at eight-thirty she
called Abel Harnack and explained as best she could.
“So you see,” she concluded, “what she needs is some way to make … to make time equal light and … and
both to equal temperature. Sort of. But look, I’m doing a terrible job of explaining this diapause thing, and the
experiment. Perhaps if you could meet Mildred Latham and have her explain the problem, I’m sure it would all be
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clearer than it is now.”
But he said no. Sylvia Warren recovered and apologized and said goodbye. In the basement of Abel Harnack’s
house, in nearly half of it, rested a cat’s cradle of various sized wires, knitted and woven, spliced and soldered
together into an intricacy too complicated for the eye to comprehend, only that at the moment it all might blur into
a meaningless tangle, it did not; it held, instead, taut as sculpture, which it might have been. But it was a machine.
An attempt that Abel Harnack had worked upon for years in time he tucked in between his job and his family and
his more practical devices.
What he wanted to do with this machine was to take an electrical charge and by amplifying it and modulating
it in exquisitely calculated increments, make the charge go on endlessly, inexhaustibly under its own power.
“It’s what inventors come to sooner or later;” he tried to describe to Estelle what he was doing. “But you see,”
he had told her, “energy is what we are all about. From the sun to a can opener. It’s what we are always working
with.”
Estelle would nod and go on cooking. She did not understand the details of what her husband did. All she
understood was him. Which had been enough for both. Still, he would tell her at length the history of the search
for the grail of perpetual motion: who had tried what and why it always failed. The mistake of the past was to use
materials, which would wear out, which friction would destroy, to use gears and levers that took as much energy
to move as the energy that they would try to continue to produce. But he would not use material that way. He
would use the electron’s energy itself to continue to produce itself.
A year ago he had come to where he could keep a small charge alive within his mechanism for twelve hours
before his meters read out for him the slow and then quickening dissolution. On his way home from work that day
he knew what he could do to gain two hours more. Even before supper he could make the modification that he
had figured in and out of all through that afternoon. But when he opened his door, Estelle was gone. Vivian was
there instead.
“Dad,” she said. “I tried to reach you.” And told him.
He had come home from work one day prepared to gain a centimeter against the universe. He found Estelle
gone. She had dropped into the hospital and he had never seen her, as Estelle, again. And there was nothing he
could do to help her, nor himself, not even the smallest thing: his voice beside her, the pressure of his hand. There
was nothing he could do to help her.
And if he could do nothing about that, then he would do nothing at all, ever again. He had raised his fists
against the colossal outrage of the vulgarity of her dying that stripped her of the basest dignity and crushed her,
smeared her like a swatted fly against a window pane. He shrieked against the badly designed and uncorrectable
device called life. And then held still, free now forever from the obscenity of creation.
In class Sylvia Warren said,
“But enough of the difficulties of the Imperfect Indicative. Let’s spend our remaining time with some poetry.”
For over an hour and a half she had gone over last week’s exercises, through the new lessons, and then had
prepared them for the work they would do in the week coming.
“Now just sit back and listen to this. Don’t worry if you understand it. You probably won’t understand it except
for a word or a phrase here or there. Just try it get the sound into your head. Each week we’ll do a little more of
this and you’ll be surprised how much it will help you. And what pleasure it will come to be.” She read to them
from the Aeneid and then translated.
“And now, molliter cubes. Good night,” she said to them.
“Good night. Vale.” the class said back. Then rose and, piece by piece, left.
“Mr. Harnack,” she said to him as he passed her desk. He stopped and turned to her.
“I’m sorry about the other morning. That was presumptuous of me. Mea culpa,” she smiled, open, clean. “I
certainly must appear to be a presumptuous person to you, though I am not. I really respect … boundaries.” It
wasn't the word she wanted, but it was all that came to her. “Anyway, I’m sorry.”
She held out her hand to shake on it. He took her hand.
“No need for that,” he said. “I wasn’t offended.”
They let go of each other. He walked to the door. And then he turned. He did not need to tell her more, but he
did not want to make a point of that either.
“I just don’t get involved in projects,” he said.
“Could I ask you for some information, then?” she said.
“Sure,” he said and walked back to the desk.
“Could you tell us where we could find someone to design the equipment my friend needs?”
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“Tell me again what she is doing.” When she had finished telling him, he took a piece of paper from his
notebook and made a series of sketches, precise as drafting, sharply defining the problem.
“What she wants to do is this.” He explained the drawings to Sylvia Warren pointing to diagrammatic objects
where she had given him Mildred Latham’s ideas.
“And this is a list of what she’ll need.”
He made some quick calculations and then wrote. With small numbers in circles, he coded each item in the list
to its place in the drawings. On the bottom of the page he wrote an address of a New York City firm.
“Tell your friend to say in her order that I asked she get a professional discount.”
“This is marvelous of you,” Sylvia Warren said. “You’ve made it so … so tangible. We really can’t thank you
enough. Mildred will be boundless in her thanks. Just wait till you meet—”
But she stopped.
“Sorry. Thank you. I mean thank you very much.”
“You’re welcome,” he said. “I’m glad I could help. I used to do this for a living. Well, molliter cubes.”
What he had rejected when she had telephoned him was his own old assumption that he would do something
because he could do it. But even more he had rejected her passionate investment in Mildred Latham’s scheme, the
implicit invitation for him to join, for he knew well the sound of endeavor and the enticement to contend for form,
and of such investments he would have no part. If it was an odd job that she wanted done, that was OK; she was a
decent sort; he would help her out. Fix a cat, learn Latin, rig up some thermocouples to a few clockwork gears and
timers—there was no danger in that. He drove home, the nights cold enough now for him not to want to walk in
them.
The following week she spoke to him after class about a problem in the wiring. She described what she and
Mildred Latham had done during the week. Too anxious to wait, Mildred Latham had driven down to New York
and back the same day. They had built as closely as they could to his plan, and when at last they turned on the
lamps, after about five minutes the meter reading would go up continually to dangerously high levels. Everything
else seemed to work. Only the light and heat lamps seemed out of control. They could not work out the problem.
“Are you sure you’ve got a resistor here?” He pointed to where.
“Yes. Definitely. We double checked. We figured that somewhere we must be making a circuit around that
resistor. And yet there must be some resistance somewhere. That’s why it takes five minutes before it starts to
climb. The current is building. We thought we might be shorting through this little chassis here with the switches
on it. But that’s as far as we could go.”
“I’m impressed,” he said. “You know about electrical circuits.”
“Not much. Only a little. Mildred’s worked with lab equipment somewhat. And me, oh I’ve tried practically
everything.”
“Well, I’m still impressed that you know as much as you do.” She waited.
“Will you help us out?”
“Yes,” he said. “I’m obliged to now. If what you say is right, then the fault is my design, and I can’t leave you
hanging on that kind of problem. There would be no way for you to fix it. When do you want me to look at it?”
“What’s good for you?”
“I’m a free man. The sooner the better I’d guess if you’re doing an experiment with living things. Tomorrow
morning? Eight-thirty? I know you’re up by eight-thirty.”
“Tuesday?”
“Is that not good?” He had heard her patterns speak sooner than she did herself, but she heard them too.
“Tuesday will be just fine,” she said firmly. “Eight-thirty. Here’s the address.” She bent to the desk to write it.
“We’ll throw in breakfast. How’s that?”
“I’ll have eaten by then,” he said. “But thank you.”
He came exactly at eight-thirty and started to work at once. He set up his testing meter and traced through the
entire circuit, probing delicately from connection to connection, sometimes stopping to write numbers down. The
two women watched him silently. After twenty minutes he said,
“Here’s the problem.” He touched the glass encased recording thermometer.
“The safety fuse in here is larger than I figured. It’s pushing current back across here.” He ran his finger along
the wire to where.
“I’ll have it fixed in no time.
He opened the square black case he had carried in and took from it a soldering gun, some additional tools, and
a different resistor and made the repair. In two minutes he was finished.
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“Try it now.”
Mildred Latham turned the switch, the lamps came on, the meter needle rose and held. For five and then ten
minutes he continued to test the circuitry.
“You’re in business,” he said, turning to look at them at last. The women gave a little cheer.
“May I offer you a cup of coffee, Mr. Harnack?” Mildred Latham said. “At the very least.”
“Why yes, Miss Latham. I think I would like a cup of coffee now.”
They sat in the parlor of Mildred Latham’s house drinking their coffee. She placed a dish of fine, thin cookies
near him, but he ate none.
“It’s not unlike being a doctor,” Sylvia Warren said. “You’ve even got the little black bag for it. An electronic
stethescope. A thermometer. Instruments. Medicine called resistors and capacitors and what not. It’s a good
analogy. Dr. Harnack, you just made a house call and the patient is doing fine.”
Abel Harnack looked down into his coffee, examining it so that he would not have to look up at her. The
women looked across at each other blankly.
“I think you’d be very interested in insects, Mr. Harnack,” Mildred Latham said. Whatever they had suddenly
accidentally gone into for whatever reasons, Mildred Latham knew to try to take them somewhere else.
“They’re a lot like machines, like mechanisms,” she pushed at him. “No personality. There’s nothing you can
love in an insect, only think about.”
Her voice rose a pitch. What had happened?
“Their attractiveness is abstract, if you see what I mean, not like with mammals or even birds. It’s too easy to
slip into liking mammals and birds, too easy to start caring about what happens to them. Not so with insects.”
She looked quickly at Sylvia Warren, stricken.
“Insects are fascinating not because of what they might do, they’re too perfectly predictable for that, but
because of how they work, like beautiful chess games, I suppose, or more like elegant watches.”
Abel Harnack looked down deeper into his cup. They were all sliding down. Mildred Latham, bewildered,
struggling to pull them out, knocked them further in.
“Yes,” she went on, “I’d think they would appeal to someone with your analytical skills and interests. Do you
know why some insects can move their wings so quickly?” She started to explain. “There’s what amounts to a
spring in—”
“I’m too busy,” Abel Harnack said sharply, looking up, like waking up, interrupting her. Then, quietly, “My
head is too full of Latin these days.”
He stood.
“I’ll check the circuits.” He walked quickly away from them through the house to the rear room where the
experiment had been established. Five minutes later the women followed him. He was working.
“I’m making some changes,” he said. “Nothing much. I’ll be through soon.”
In fifteen minutes more he packed up and said goodbye and left.
*
Diapause is a means for surviving adverse seasons. It is a method in which the insect enters a state of dormancy, in
which all growth changes cease and metabolism falls to a very low ebb, only just sufficient to keep the body alive, so
that any reserves of food that are available may last for an extremely long time. This dormant state, or ‘diapause,’ may
supervene at any stage in the life history of an insect: in the egg, in the young or in the full-grown larva, in the pupa,
and even in the adult—where the arrest of growth means the cessation of reproduction. It is not uncommon for diapause
to persist for more than one season, and for a pupa to lie over two or three years before it completes its development
and emerges. But the record is probably held by Stiodiplosis mosellana, one of the wheat blossom gall midges
(Cecidomidae), which passes the winter as a full-grown larva in a cocoon in the soil. In this midge dormancy has
persisted for as long as eighteen years, and yet in the end the larva has been able to pupate and emerge.

“ … and yet, in the end the larva has been able to pupate and emerge.”
He reread the line. He could hardly believe it. Halfway home from Mildred Latham’s he had turned and driven
back the other way to the library. She had spoken of the perfect predictability of insects, used those exact words.
Was it just an expression or did she mean exactly that? She was knowledgeable about these things certainly, but
could she have meant precisely what she said, the “perfect predictability” of insects?
Now he wanted to find out. He had not felt this importance to know something for a long time. For Abel
Harnack a long time had come to mean since before.
In the library he began with the Encyclopedia Britannica for general information and then had moved on to
more complete texts. He browsed about in them and then settled on The Life of Insects. He read the first two
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chapters and then turned to the index to find “diapause.” That was what she was experimenting with. Incredible.
He shut the book and rose from the table to take it and the two others to the checkout desk. And then they were
there again, the two women together as he had left them that morning.
“Why, Mr. Harnack,” Sylvia Warren said. “How soon our paths cross.”
And then she wanted to take it back, to unsay the playfulness; he was not a playful man and she forced him
and that was no good. Mildred Latham stood by and examined his books.
“Insects,” he said to them, holding the books up. “You made me curious about some things about them.”
“Wonderful,” she said. “Let me help you learn about them whenever you need help.” He nodded.
“We’re here for the Books-Sandwiched-In Program. Every Tuesday at noon,” Sylvia Warren said. Absurdly,
she wanted him to know that he wasn’t being followed. .
“Have a nice time,” he said and nodded again and walked past them to the checkout desk. He did not care why
they were in the library. He had taken a leap he could not have imagined three hours before. Now his mind was
elsewhere, closing in. Closing down.
And the winter came on. Through it Abel Harnack stayed diligently at work upon his Latin, moving
comfortably from the ablative absolute through the passive periphrastic to the declension of comparatives to such
esoteric elements as the conjugation of Eo and the constructions of place and time. His vocabulary grew. The
system of the language pleased him. And little by little, through what they studied, through what Sylvia Warren
would read to them and explain, he came to a feeling of the Latin tone and style of mind, the stoical and heroic or
vicious and yet always urban Latin of the Golden Age and beyond. And, so far as he would ever go into such
things, he came to a feeling, limited and tentative, for the vast and tumultuous whirligig of ambitions and acts that
the Latin language had shaped and was shaped by. Cicero on the nature of Friendship, Horace longing for the
simple country life on his Sabine farm, what Pliny thought of the races, Vergil creating a history.
From the greatest to the smallest concerns of the nation or of all humanity, from the most angry denunciations
to the most outrageous flattery and groveling, a profound decorum permeated it all, a sensibility to order that
resonated in the culture even when there was no order, only the persisting, fading dream of it, the pretense to it, to
order that contained the violence of the heart.
For Abel Harnack the ordering of insects was altogether different but more fascinating and better understood.
The more he read about them, the more he came to be convinced that the life of insects had achieved the
perpetuation of energy in the only way it could ever be achieved. He had been on the right track with his wire net
of a machine down in the basement after all, the idea that energy could only be endlessly preserved at its most
fundamental and therefore efficient level, but his machine, as simple as it was, was still material first and last, and
even if it took a million years, the copper and the tin and the silver would oxidize away back into primary
electrons.
Only the insects were perfect, going on in an unending transmogrification of material at whatever pace was
possible, like passionless molecules in a chemical formula, the elements of the insects unalterably attached into
larger structures as precisely fixed as ions in a bond, as atoms of oxygen in a carbon ring. And even the parts were
not necessary to watch each other, so ants could work without abdomens and mantises conspire without heads.
Blinded, limbless, the insects could go on. And insects could freeze into crystals and thaw and be insects again.
Abel Harnack saw that the insects, incapable of comprehension or choice, were uninvolved in their fate and
thereby had no fate, only function. And he thrilled to see such perfection in the universe, to see that what was
prevented to humankind was not prevented in itself, that the dream of endless motion was possible, was already
possible, though the price was everything else. And most thrilling of all to him was the diapause, where the insect
lost even its own necessity and became an extension, a bloom, of the sun itself.
He read deeply about the insects through the winter but he did not talk much about them to Mildred Latham on
the occasions when they met. He listened to her, and he asked questions. But he did not offer. There was an
important crossing point that he did not want to have to meet with her or with anyone. She had meant that the
insects were machine-like. He meant that they were machines. They did not even always need sex to reproduce.
The winter went on. He continued in his new ways but in his old ways as well. The same hours, the same
patterns. Many days he would visit Vivian in the morning unless the weather was too fierce to battle. Once a week
he would eat with her family. She was pleased that he was active again.
“You’re looking good,” Vivian said to him.
“My health is fine. I walk a lot most every day if I can. I get enough sleep. I’m fine.”
“That Latin must agree with you,” she said.
Charles was in the TV room watching the news. The children thudded about upstairs. Vivian sat with her father
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in the kitchen, the dinner dishes stacked, the counter and stove already clean and ready for tomorrow.
“It’s OK,” he said. “I’m learning it.”
“And the teacher? What’s her name?”
“Miss Warren. Sylvia Warren.”
“Yes. What about her?”
“What do you mean?”
“How are you getting on with her?” Vivian looked at him.
“What are you thinking?” her father asked.
“You know what I’m thinking.”
“Well, don’t,” he said. “We’re hardly acquainted, hardly even friendly.”
“I’ve seen her. She’s not bad looking.”
“Stop it, Vivian.”
“It’s nothing so terrible, you know,” she pushed on past him, her voice rising with old impatience and new
hope. “You’re not an old man.” She waited for him, prepared to duel, to fight him for him. The past was buried;
he had a lot of future to think about. But he said nothing.
“She’s not an old woman.”
He would not answer her. At last she stood up from the table and walked around the kitchen picking at it,
nervous and irritable at his refusal.
“You think you know so much about life,” he said to her. “But all you really know about is man and woman,
husband and wife.”
“Maybe,” she agreed. “Maybe that is all I know about life. And maybe that’s all there is.”
“Less,” he said, sudden, startlingly, and stood up quickly, stretched to his full height, as if his truth had pulled
him up. “Less!” he shouted.
Then he stooped and kissed her on the forehead. He went through the house and said goodbye to the children
and to Charles and went home, above vicissitudes.
The winter deepened. The earth froze and then the sky froze, landscapes and people hunched up, tight and
limited, compressed.
About every two weeks he would get a telephone call or a letter beckoning him back to work. Even after a year
the offers and the requests continued. His skills had been special, even rare, and so he had continued to be
remembered. Sometimes, now, he would give a day or two to the technical problems of old friends, but he knew
what limits were, and stayed within them.
In January he signed up for the second semester of the Latin course. The original class of eleven had shrunk to
eight by the end of the first semester and now, only five, including himself, had signed up to go on. Five was the
minimum. With fewer than five students, the course could not be offered in the extension college curriculum. But
he did not sign up as a favor to her. Latin had come to serve him in a way that he had wanted, and if there had
been no greater reason to begin than that, then there was now no greater reason to stop.
He won a judgment against General Electric in a patent infringement suit that he had begun five years before.
He put the sizable settlement into a common savings account and left it alone.
The storms turned February thick, the snow wet and heavy. Once when a major transmission line went down,
he battered his way to Mildred Latham’s with a small, powerful generator and hooked it into her house system so
that the light and the heat for Vendalia tarda would not go out.
He went on. His days—decorous, predictable—filled up. He had come so very far from a year ago to this
sublime calm that he could dare to test himself against memory. Cautiously he would open the door to his empty
house that day, to Estelle gone, and would wait for the wave that once had tumbled and suffocated him in the
bitter surf of chaos to burst against the clever bulwark he had devised. He would feel the power of the wave on the
other side strain and shudder and subside, die and recede. If in his life any longer there was such a thing as
pleasure, that was pleasure.
*
At the very end of February after class, before leaving the building, he stopped at the “Boys” room. The sign
was still the first one, blue lettering on white porcelain, mounted on the door when the school had been built forty
years earlier. Vivian had gone to this school. His grandchildren went here now. Outside the wind blew across the
parking lot not quickly nor strongly but with steady pressure, weakening slowly what it pushed against rather than
knocking it down. The snow had melted and frozen and melted and frozen into a moon terrain, ripped, pocked,
sharp-ridged and uneroded. Nearly to his car, he saw dimly Sylvia Warren on her knees by hers. Her arms were
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extended forward, her hands flat against the rough ice, her forehead resting against her car door.
He labored through the wind to her.
“Miss Warren!” he shouted.
She looked up.
“I must have fallen. The footing is treacherous.” She looked to him as if she were resting, her eyes quiet. He
waited for her to get up, but she stayed.
“Let me help you.” He bent to her and took her under her arms.
“Yes,” she said. “Please. I’m having trouble.”
Then she was standing. She had cut her knees.
“Are you all right?”
“A little shaken.” She opened the car door and he helped her in.
“Are you sure? Do you want me to drive you home? You could get your car tomorrow.”
“No,” she said. “It was just a fall.”
“He’s a very nice man,” Mildred Latham said. “He’s certainly intelligent. He’s quiet, but he’s got keen insight.
And he’s gentle. That’s always a good sign.”
“A good sign of what?” Sylvia Warren asked her.
They were in her apartment. Barely audible Bach floated about, the volume of the sound inappropriate for the
size of the music.
“For a proper husband? Do you mean, Mildred, that you’re still thinking about getting married?”
“Me?” Mildred Latham actually shouted. “Me? You!”
But Sylvia Warren was laughing; of course she understood that Mildred Latham had meant her then and had
meant her for nearly twenty-five years.
“You’re still trying to get me married.”
“It’s not that, really. We’ve talked about that. It’s just that I can still never understand why you never did.
You’re so attractive.” She trailed off into the Bach.
“I’m not about to change my life, Mildred. Or have it changed. It works pretty well as it is. And don’t you do
anything to make Abel Harnack nervous. He doesn’t want involvements. I told you about him. He’s a specially
nice person to be with. Just leave it at that:”
“I wasn’t going to do anything, Sylvia. I’m not a fool or a child.”
But the subject was closed. Sylvia Warren got up to make them both some .tea. Once she had tried in an act of
disciplined imagining to picture her life differently, but what would it mean to be a wife? A wife to Abel Harnack?
The idea was vacant, empty. The vision of it impossible to form, the thought itself wrong, a disvaluing of
themselves as they were. They were, all three, becoming good friends. Even if—if—life could have offered more,
it did not require more. And she would not relinquish herself into new passions, whether offered or not. She
enjoyed Abel Harnack’s interestingness; she enjoyed the civility of their union. It was enough. Another pleasure.
By the beginning of April the experiment with Vendalia tarda had failed. The eggs had not hatched; they had
not been brought out of diapause.
“But the eggs are still alive, aren’t they?” Abel Harnack said. “Maybe they are going to skip a year or even
two.”
“Then what do you propose, that we just let the experiment go on?” Mildred Latham walked slowly about the
caged eggs, still shining ticks of matter, inert but glowing, undetermined yet.
“For another year. Or another and another. Then leave the whole contraption to the university after we’re all
gone?” She flung her hand over the apparatus wiping it out, her disappointment blurring it like a damp rag.
“Yes,” Abel Harnack said. He had come to supper with them. Again. The suppers they had begun to share had
gone well, the talk always about Latin and about insects, photography and travel and about the measurable nature
of things—how an electron microscope worked, why plastic took its shape, the use that windmills could have, the
distance to stars.
“Our own Royal Society,” Sylvia Warren had called them, even just that evening, even with the failure of V.
tarda. Now, supper complete, coffee finished, they stood in the back room of Mildred Latham’s house.
“I haven’t the heart for it,” she said. "Nor the patience. And Spring is here. Nearly.”
She put her arm across Sylvia Warren’s shoulders.
“Me and Warren here have to get out in the field where we belong. 1 want to see what is hatching from the
eggs, not keep on looking at what isn’t.”
“What will we do with them?” he asked.
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“Put them back where I found them, if you like. Would you like that? Come along with us next Tuesday to
Triverton and we’ll show you.”
He agreed. The natural world of Triverton, the varying terrain of streams and bogs, upland meadows and
woods blending from pines to hardwoods, was as unknown to Abel Harnack as an automobile engine might be to
most others. One knew about meadows and bogs as one knew about engines, which was not the same as knowing
a thing in itself, the way Abel Harnack could picture actual steel-hot valves opening and closing and the oily black
rocker arms compressing and releasing; or the way Mildred Latham would vision the translucent apical cells at
the root tip of the skunk cabbage dividing and expanding down into the grainy earth. But here, where the life of
things was objectifying fact, where the network, not the element, was the reality, he had never been. Now, late, he
had come to a new boundary.
Bloodroot, hepatica, fiddleheads, the lance-sharp buds of beech, the crusted egg cases of the mantises, fungi
fruiting under the powdery bark of rotten trees, tiny mosses greening up, a kestrel darting through the trees, a rare
shrew, water-striders already dimpling the quieter waters. But it was too late for him to know this world as they
did, like an elixir, like a potion. He watched them as they ranged widely ahead of him, tracking wonder; the older,
heavy woman, the younger woman firm, lithe, and effective. From where he watched them, she looked like a
young girl, prancy and excited. Both of them did, that day, the place transfiguring them.
“Mr. Harnack,” Sylvia Warren called back to him. “Come and see this.”
Mildred Latham was bent down into the grass. As he approached she stood up with a small snake in her hand.
She grasped it behind the head and with her other hand held it by the tail and extended it.
“Thamnophis ordinatus,” she announced. “The common garter snake. Are you familiar with this?"
“No, I’m afraid not. This is out of my world.”
“It’s a beautiful thing, a snake. So you see here on the belly, where the single scales stop and the double scales
begin? That’s the start of the tail.”
She told him more about snakes, about the musk gland under the anal scale, about the Jacobson glands in the
head that sensed heat, that most snakes were born from eggs, but that Thamnophis ordinatus was born live like
man. She dropped the snake gently and it disappeared with a soft snap into the grasses. For a moment they all
three looked at one another. The sun intensified, the slight breeze rustling the still winter-dry fields. Crows called
distantly. The scent of the loosening earth rose all around them like a fume.
“I am deeply moved by all of this,” Mildred Latham said. Her eyes glistened. Sylvia Warren took her arm and
moved off with her.
The day darkened quickly as only April can, going from a bright blue glory to a dirty squall gray. The first light
mist of rain caught them far from where they had parked the car, and far from each other. The women waved him
to them. When he got to them they hurried him into the woods to an enormous green-black spruce. They lifted the
lower branches up from the ground like lifting the hem of a floor-length dress.
“Go in,” Mildred Latham said to him.
He got to his knees and crawled in and they followed. Inside the heavy smell of the spruce was dazing at first,
then liquidy, like breathing under water. Inside it was dark, but light enough came through the infinite hatchwork
of the needles. The rain increased, but they were dry. Years of soft brown spruce needles cushioned them.
“It was time to eat anyway,” Mildred Latham said. She took from her knapsack a thermos of coffee and a
package of thick ham sandwiches on dark bread.
“I’m glad for the rain. I love this, getting under this tree, eating here safe from the weather, safe from
everything. But you need the rain to make it count, so to speak.”
She passed around the sandwiches and the cupful of coffee. They ate and spoke a little about their day so far:
the extremely early wood duck they had seen, the witch hazel scrub tree that had not cast its seed before the
winter, the wild ginger already well started. The year was coming quickly.
“Well, Mr. Harnack, what do you think?” Sylvia Warren asked him.
“It’s all very pleasant, Miss Warren. And quite a new experience for me.”
“It’s always going on,” Mildred Latham said. “Winter, spring, summer, fall.” She finished the cup of coffee
and poured another and handed it to him. And then she said:
“I could stay here. On days like this. And other days. I feel like I could stay here forever. Just set up under this
spruce and go on until I died here.”
“Yes,” Sylvia Warren said. “I’ve had that feeling. Here. But other places too. And sometimes, when I’m
painting. Or playing music. Or reading Vergil.”
She laughed. He was startled. Her laughter, always so soft and easy, echoed in his head now, sharply, like a
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volley of sound shot into him. It was as if he had been told a great and shocking intimate secret, as though what
she had told him was safe with him, would not matter though told to a man whom nothing would ever matter to
again.
He did not know what to say or that he could say anything. He understood what the women meant but there
was nothing in his own life he could gauge it by—except Estelle, shook through him, and that he would not do.
He raised the thermos cup of coffee to his mouth and then, like an attack, he jerked and the coffee spilled. Time
sagged. The spilled coffee fell as slow as life itself, a languid cascading moment, time enough to think of
everything before the liquid hit his knee. Time to understand that he had built his life again upon defense after all,
but that there were gigantic subterranean waves of memory too strong for any barrier. He had betrayed himself. In
the sudden discovery that the fortifications are breeched, the enemy streaming through the jagged rent, the mind
twangs between panic or act, and the decision made in the moment is the decision, clearly understood or not, from
which all the decisions ever after must come.
So too had he once shared in the profound, harrowing, and wordless condition of love, the boundless and
shapeless, measureless condition which is not chaos though it cannot be formed. In which he too would have
chosen to stay forever and had, unlike these women, thought he would stay.
Why had he come here with them? What had they had to lose, or not to lose? He should not have come here
with them into this place of contagion in which there was no safety at all, only the dangerous belief that there was.
“Oh,” Sylvia Warren said as the coffee hit his knee. It quickly soaked through to his skin but the heat was out
of it. His spasm had passed. He handed her the cup. She drank from it. They finished eating and the weather
changed back as Mildred Latham predicted. Following the women, he crawled out of the spruce shelter into the
cleared, April blue day with all his old vulnerabilities once again intact.
*
“As you know,” she said to the class, “I do not give a final exam. Your grade will be based upon the work you
have done through the semester.” She went quickly on.
“This has been a very pleasant year for me and I hope as pleasant for you. We have gotten to know each other
rather well through this school year, and we’ve gotten to know a lot of Latin. I’m really proud of you. You’ve
done splendidly.” She went on with the small valedictory.
“I wish that you would continue. Do not stop now, here at the beginning of this great adventure. Perhaps over
the summer or next year you will find a means to go further.”
He sat forward. She was saying something more than the words.
“I conclude with this from Marcus Aurelius.” She gave them the Latin as usual, and then translated:
Then depart at peace with all men,
for he who bids thee go is at peace with thee.

“Vale,” she said and left before more than that could be said.
He had at first promised wildly that he would sever himself from the women and from Triverton. He would see
them no more and he would not come back. But he did neither.
To refuse to meet with them upon the terms they had established was pointless. He was interested in their
knowledge and in their friendship, in their companionship. They were fine people. They had taught him much. He
could not allow himself to flee from goodness. For if he started to run, he would never stop and the old terror
would return and this time there could be nothing that would stop it. He would go on about his life as he had come
to live it since Estelle’s death, only now the anger that had been reborn under the great sheltering spruce he would
accommodate. The truce he had arranged was his mistake. There could be no truce while the battle still raged and
wounded. He would continue to see Sylvia Warren and Mildred Latham as the occasions arose.
And he did go back to Triverton. They had taught him that. He returned often. Sometimes with them,
sometimes with the nature study groups that were conducted there in the summer. And sometimes alone. As now.
He could see them down in the glade of the hill he was sitting on. Mildred Latham was beating through the
weeds and grasses with the heavier net in a general sweeping for anything that would tumble her way. Sylvia
Warren worked with the lighter net flicking after butterflies or other insects she might spot in flight. They moved
slowly through the large field. Even from where he sat he could tell that they were talking to each other, laughing
and touching, giggling like animated school girls, transfiguring gaiety turning them childlike.
Her blouse was as yellow as the thick golden rod and the heavy late daisies. Her gray hair had lightened
through the summer in the sun, white and mirror-like. He watched their progress, the rhythmic beating of Mildred
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Latham’s net, the short jabbing, staccato swing of Sylvia’s. Every ten feet they would stop and deposit their catch
in the jars and vials they carried in their knapsacks. Sometimes Mildred Latham would stop longer and set her
camera with its close-up attachments and take pictures. And then they would move on. Sometimes Sylvia would
run in a small circle about Mildred Latham, raising and lowering her arms like a butterfly herself. Once, even,
Mildred Latham ran after her to try and catch her in her net.
Sylvia came to a tree stump wide enough to stand on. She jumped up on it and, flinging wide her arms, her net
still in one hand, declaimed to the multitudinous sea of wildflowers and weeds, to the far hill, to the wide sky.
Abel Harnack looked up to where she must be looking and smiled to think how she must think that she was so
alone. He guessed that it would be Horace that she would be telling the world. When he looked down she was
gone. Mildred Latham was running, trying to run, to the tree stump. He stood up quickly and hurried down the
side of the hill to them.
She was lying flat out when he got to her. Her forehead, her cheekbones, the bridge of her nose were bright
scarlet, as if she had been struck by a wide brush across the top of her face. Mildred Latham was by her side
weeping softly.
“What is it?” he said.
The women did not show if they were surprised that he should appear, as if they did not separate this day from
others that they had shared. “What is it, Miss Warren?”
“I don’t know, Mr. Harnack,” she said up to him. “I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know.”
But she did, and as he swooped down to her and lifted her up in his arms, light as a molted shell, so did he. At
the hospital the doctor said to them,
“Are you her family?”
“No,” Mildred Latham said. “There is no family. We’re her friends. We’re very close friends.”
She was trying to tell the doctor what that meant, but he understood, or perhaps he did not care to know;
family or friends it did not matter to what he would say, would have to tell them. They were sitting in a small
office down the hall from the emergency room. They had waited four hours.
“I’m sorry you had to wait so long. We didn’t want to tell you nothing, and we didn’t want to tell you anything
until we were reasonably sure. We don’t have many of the tests back yet, but it looks like a form of lupus. Lupus
erythematosus.”
“Oh,” Mildred Latham said, and could say no more.
“What is it?” Abel Harnack asked.
The doctor explained: it was a rheumatoid disease related to arthritis or rheumatic fever, but much more
serious; it was a blood disease where the body formed antibodies to its own. tissues; it was a wasting disease,
attacking mostly the connective tissues, but the vital organs as well, so that in time it crippled; so that in time it
killed.
“How much time?” Abel Harnack asked.
“It’s not predictable,” the doctor said. “The disease is characterized by sudden periods of remission and then
equally sudden attacks. There are too many variables, too many complications that can develop. We’ve already
started with injections of a corticosteroid hormone. For the inflammation and the pain there’s aspirin.”
“Aspirin?” Abel Harnack said. It seemed too trivial to be possible. The doctor nodded.
“In the morning she’ll go down state to the University Medical Center. We’ll need to run more tests and to do
more examinations. Dr. Felner will be there. He’s a rheumatoid specialist. We just can’t say, we just can’t even
guess at what the chances are yet.” Then he added,
“With lupus you never can.”
They all sat quietly for as long as a minute.
“I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “I wish there was an easier way to tell you this, but there isn’t.”
He pressed a button on the desk and a nurse came into the small room. The doctor left. The nurse told them
where they were going to take Sylvia Warren and when they could see her and what they should bring for her
while she would be in the hospital and other things that Mildred Latham did not hear. But Abel Harnack did and
wrote them down.
He did not sleep well. He awoke at four in the morning and dressed and ate a small breakfast and then drove
off down to the university three hours away. He drove through the gray morning lightening and thought of lupus
erythematosus. Lupus. The wolf. How terrible a name for a disease! To call it what it was, the disease that
devoured like a ravening animal. But why not? And who was not ill? He did not think back to Estelle or forward
to Sylvia Warren or beyond that to himself. He was through with all of that, now. At peace at last.
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At the university he went to the library, which would not open for two more hours. He walked about the quiet
campus as the sun rose higher and hot as yesterday. He walked to the woods edging the campus, but he did not
enter them just as a year. before, had he been here, at this place, he would not have entered them, although, two
days ago, he would have gone in to see what he might see. Not now. Now he knew that there was nothing to see
any more. The quickening heat burned off the slight wisps of steamy dew until, at nine, the day was at the clearest
it would be.
He had decided to be beaten no longer. He had come here to the library to do what he had once always done,
which was what he could only do—mend, fix what was broken, make better, improve.
To try.
He took his little Latin and swung it like an ax, chopping rough, splintered pieces out of a thousand years of
words, hewing for her as best he could a gift that should say in language better than his own what he would have
her know. But there was no better language.
In the great glass cube of the university library he found his material, mostly from PA 6164 to PA 6296 on the
third floor, the quiet east wing. Knowing too little to manage it, he set about piecing together a statement. Through
collections, anthologies, and book after book of the Loeb Classical Library series of Latin faced by a page of
English translation, he scrambled like a man on a canted, rock-strewn plain, no two steps certain. He would claw
through pages of the English and, finding a passage, he would transcribe the Latin across from it.
And indeed in my opinion, no man can be an orator complete in all points of merit, who has not
attained a knowledge of all important subjects and arts.

Thus Cicero mocked him but he wrote it down:
Ac, mea quidem sententia, nomo poterit esse omni laude cumulatus orator, nisi erit omnium rerum
magnarm atque artium scientiam sonsecutus.

His notes piled up. Some appeared before him that he could not account for:
Nigro multa mari dicunt portanta nature, monstra repentinis terrentia saepe figuris, cum subito
emersere furenti corpora ponto.

But what could he do with that?
Many fearsome things, they say, swim in the black sea—monsters that oft-times terrify with forms
unlooked for, when suddenly they have reared their bodies from the raging deeps.

Could her infinite Virgil offer him no better? Frequently his eye alone drew him onward, as if directed and
compelled by a spirit in him:
Just when the farmer wished to reap his yellow
Fields, and thresh his grain,
I have often seen all the winds make war,
Flattening the stout crops from the very roots;
And in the black whirlwind
Carrying off the ears and the light straw.

He plucked at the golden fruit where he could, often reaching for it and missing it and lurching on.
I am minded to sing of bodies to new forms changing;
Begin, O you gods (for you these changes have made),
Breathe on my spirit and lead my continuous song.

But it was too late for evocations.
He struggled on, Tibullus, Ovid, Propertius, Lucan, and the names of those he had no knowledge of at all,
poets who clung to Being by the fragment of a stanza. He willed himself on. Lucretius:
Like children trembling in the blinded dark
and fearing every noise, we sit and dread
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the face of light, and all our fears are vain
like things the child has fancied in the dark.

Horace:
Thaw follows frost; hard on the heels of Spring
Treads Summer sure to die, for hard on hers
Comes Autumn, with his apples scattering;
Then back to winter tide, when nothing stirs.

Catullus, her beloved Catullus:
If a wished-for thing and a thing past hoping for
should come to a man, will be welcome it not the more?
Therefore to me more welcome it is than gold
That Lesbia brings back my desire of old
My desire past hoping for, her own self, back.
O mark the day with white in the almanac!
What happier man is alive, or what can bring
To a man, whoever he be, a more wished-for thing?

From his storm of notes he hammered together a document, banging on it, adding and arranging until the pen
at last stumbled from his hand. He pushed back from the books and considered what he had made. He read it, the
Latin, which he could not understand, breaking in his teeth.
The morning had past. He picked up his pen and, winning and losing with every stroke, wrote to her for
himself in his own voice:
which is to say we are all as susceptible to death as are the insects. Death is as absolute for humans as for midges.
When metabolism ceases, autolysis\fn{ The process of self-digestion.} begins, in Homo sapiens or in Vendalia tarda. If
there is comfort anywhere, it is in truth, whatever the truth, and in this, the act of these words.

Then he got up and took his paper and walked out leaving everything there just as it was.
Mildred Latham was with her when he came into her room. She looked well enough, though still marked by
the red ensignia. It looked like a birthmark. She had been told. He handed her the paper. She read it and wept and
then dried her eyes and smiled, looked up at him beside her bed and nodded once. And together they settled down
to wait for the long night surely coming on.
136.41 The Magic Apple\fn{by Penelope Street (1944- )} Long Beach, Monmouth County, New Jersey, U.S.A. (F) 6
First thing that morning, and it was a warm morning, being June and being in Michigan and sunny, I had gone
to the delicatessen which was right around the corner from my dormitory, and bought a few salami sandwiches
and some cheese for the trip. I wasn’t particularly imaginative then. If I were to do it over again, I’d probably buy
something more exotic: halvah, bagels and cream cheese, apples. It’s not that exactly. I was just as imaginative
then, only I didn’t know you could be imaginative about food. I’d never cooked.
I was sixteen. It was the end of my freshman rear at college because I’d skipped a few grades back in grammar
school. When I started out, my mother was so proud. She had me skip the first grade; I went right from
kindergarten to second grade and did fine. Then I went from second to third like normal and then from third to
fifth. That was the bad one because I missed the multiplication tables, and as a result I was unpopular all the way
through high school.
But that was all right, because I went away to college when I was fifteen and in college when you are an
English literature major, they don’t care about multiplication tables anymore.
My first day in Ann Arbor my first menstrual period began with a flourish. Some people call it a curse, but I
called it a blessing. I was still a virgin, but I swore that wouldn’t last for very long. My breasts were starting to
grow!
A week later I went to my first class, freshman English composition and there it was that I met John.
John’s the one that I was going to marry. We were sort of informally engaged. He’d called my father up to ask
for the daughter’s hand in marriage and my Dad had said, “Sure, why not?” without ever meeting the guy. That’s
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my father for you. He never gave a shit. One way or the other.
So I was going to marry John, but not until the end of the summer because I had a job for the summer at home
working in an employment agency, and we’d be able to use the money. So he got me a ride home from Ann Arbor
to my front door with a friend of his.
There were four of us in the car and we didn’t know each other. I had my sack of sandwiches and cheese and
my luggage which was packed in the trunk. It was an old white Corvair—I watched the guy who was going to
drive, Ed, load up the trunk—the trunk was in the front.
When I got engaged, I decided that my paranoid days were over. I was simply going to learn how to relax, so
for a few months before the summer, I’d grown my quick-bitten nails to a superior length. I pruned them and
polished them and buffed them. They were lovely. But there was simply no kidding that head of mine. It was the
car and the worry of going home and the waiting for passengers and the long freeway ugly drive to and through
Chicago (where we left one guy and picked up another) that meant doom for the nails. I chewed them off.
It was June of 1965 when we started out. Four of us rolled along all during the day and into the night on the
Illinois, Indiana and Ohio turnpikes. Near the end of Ohio, Ed tired out and asked the other guy to drive. There
were two girls and two guys.
The other guy started driving. There was a slight mist in the air, making the turnpike lighting only bulbous
globs in the sky. We came to the end of the Ohio turnpike and paid the man the right amount of money. There is
another tollgate at the entrance of the Pennsylvania turnpike where you pick up a ticket. It’s a no-man’s-land in
between for about five miles. I guess the guy who was driving didn’t know about the second gate. It approached at
80 miles per hour and never slowed down. Everyone in the car was taking a nap.
Ed, the guy who loaded the trunk, and the other girl were dead on arrival. Harry, the guy who was driving,
wasn’t hurt. But it was all an accident. Two years later the jury said it was Harry’s fault, since he was sleeping.
I would think that a person would be able to tell when he was going to sleep. At least well enough to pull off
the road. Maybe he was too proud to admit it.
We had, I heard later, been approaching the far right, eastbound gate, but when we hit, the side of our car hit
the far left, westbound gate, ten gates over.
I awoke from the accident three distinct times before I came to into regular recognition of time and place. At
first the sirens shattered me into awareness where I was lying inside the moving ambulance.
“Who am I?” I shouted. My brain network struggled to fit this situation into a logical context that it could
understand.
“What’s going on?”
*
John is painting in the grotto on a short three-legged blue-enameled stool in front of his easel. The sun in his
sky has an angry face—his hunks of trees are green blotches on a mean Y. Nugget is asleep on the floor in the
room I’m in, under her blanket that I made her the winter I was in New York. The winter that I got raped by that
big black man when I took that stroll through Harlem at night. That was the winter I decided to leave John and
did.
John’s a lot of fun I mean. He’s a nice guy and we sit and cuddle in bed a lot and we read books and magazines
together and cut out pictures in the Sears, Roebuck catalogue with manicure scissors and we tickle Pickle until she
has tears streaming down her face. But John’s very withdrawn and I’m outgoing I mean except for the usual
regular fears I have like a fear of going outside. I’m afraid of even going to the store. It doesn’t bother me, you
know, if I’m going with somebody, or even when there’s somebody at the house who’ll be thinking of me and
saying good-bye when I leave and who’ll be there when I get home.
I was married when I was sixteen and it took me until I was nineteen to just leave the house alone to go to the
store.
I’ve learned now how to go to the store alone. I’ll go one of two places if necessary, either the bakery or the
variety store. I’ve never driven a car. I guess it’s because of the accident that I can’t drive myself anywhere or
even want to. Perhaps someday I’ll get over it. But now if I have to go out in the car when John drives or
particularly when someone else does, I get all nauseated and sullen and insist on open windows, and sometimes
even vomit.
I want you to get to know me soon so that I’ll have someone to talk to and someone who is close to me all the
time. Someone who could be my sister if she could’ve or would’ve done it, and be my friend who knows me. Like
if I happen to be mad, you’ll be able to take me in and not make me go into the insane asylum.
Have you ever thought much about insane asylums? When I think of them I visualize the beds mostly which
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look like jail bars: that metal tubing that they’ve painted cream colored—and just the mattress ticking and no
sheets. The window is the killer. The window is where you always have huge oak trees outside and just acres of
the softest green grass all looking like it goes on forever—and a gravel driveway where you can hear the cars
bringing patients and taking the old ones away. when they go. And maple trees that have those fliers that cover the
seeds. You can peel them apart and make them stick to your nose.
Your fingers were always sticky after playing with those. John. John’s really a very wimpy guy I suppose. But
he’s got a fine expression on his face and eyes—transparent hazy blue eyes—you can see his nose through them
when you look at a side view, through the clear part in the front of his eye. He had the deepest clear part I’d ever
seen. It horrified me so I let him go all the way when I was only fifteen. He was a freshman in college. I was so
proud to be going around with a college guy. And I wanted those eyes to belong to me. Well, it’s so easy to lie. I
think I just wanted to screw. My best friend in high school got me a blind date during summer vacation when I
was fourteen. I gave him a hand job as naturally as I’d have kissed him. He enjoyed it while it happened, but he
told his buddy. While it was happening we were lying at the foot of my parents’ driveway on a hot summer night
making a little triangle: our bodies, the driveway and the sidewalk. It was the first one I’d ever done, and I think I
made a few mistakes. I think I rubbed too hard and hurt him or something. I wanted him to like me a lot. But
fourteen-year-olds and fifteen- or sixteen-year-olds don’t like you a lot when you give them a hand job, I
discovered. They just think you are cheap. I could have acted prissy perfectly easily. I mean, I wasn't dying to give
him a hand job. I just thought it would feel good to him. Isn’t that silly? and then he goes and complains to his
buddy as though it disgusted him. I’m surprised he wasn’t proud. But maybe it was pride, of a sort. He was proud
it was done to him, but he couldn’t be proud of himself if the fellows knew he knowingly went out with a girl like
that. So it was a one shot deal. He lived in a big mansion in Orange, New Jersey, and we went there on the blind
date and sat around a swimming pool at night, and on the way home, about a couple of hours’ drive, we made out
in the back seat because I was drunk and the seat was gone and we had to ride along lying down. So when we got
to my house and got out, the hand job thing seemed like the most logical conclusion, though I’d never done one
and didn’t know how exactly. I mean it just happened. I hadn’t planned it. And then he never called me again.
But my friend, Lyn, the one who fixed me up with him, she called me the next day. She called me the next day
to give me a lecture on being whory. She said that you definitely shouldn’t give hand jobs to guys, particularly on
first dates. Maybe even more particularly on blind first dates.
Since he can’t see what you are doing. You know why you shouldn’t drink lake water? Because the fish fuck in
it. It’s full of fish sperm. And fish sweat. John never sweats. Even when we make love (though I’ve stopped
calling it that), even when we screw he doesn’t shed a drop of perspiration anywhere. Not even on his balls or his
back. There should be some perfume called “Essence of B.O.” for people like him. It turns me on. It turns me on
or else I think it does because my man never has it. And my man usually turns me off. He’s small, there’s no doubt
about that and he’s weak and has very little energy, and that’s not surprising I guess since he’s real small. And
since he doesn’t turn me on very often or very much, we don’t sleep together anymore. John has his own room,
and I’ve walled off a room for myself and Jen under the eaves at one end of the living room. It was a patch- work
I was working on for a long time. I made it into a sort of review of all the high points in our life. Little appliqued
pictures of the houses we’d stayed in and of Jenny as a baby and of our dog when he was a pup. I hung it from the
ceiling to fence off the end part of the room. Jen’s toys are in the room next to that.
So anyway, John is in the grotto working on his abstract painting of an ugly hot day that is about four feet long
and will probably hang somewhere in the house, probably in here, in the living room, when it’s done.
The grotto is like the inside of a cave. It’s concrete and damp and we use it for a kitchen, I guess, though all it
has is a refrigerator. We cook in a Roto-broil and a toaster and an electric frying pan, and wash the dishes in the
bathroom sink. It’s bad when you have company over for a late dinner and everybody gets stoned and in the
morning the bathroom is mobbed and stacked with dirty dishes, and nobody wants to wash them. So John does.
I just did a Tarot reading. I asked the cards if you would be able to understand me. You know it would be a
waste of time if I spent all this energy on telling you about myself if you wouldn’t be able to decipher it at the
end. It said no. It said yes and no. First of all the cards show me lying on my belly with ten swords stabbing a row
down my back in a pool of blood. Which means I’ll be laying it all on the line and that’s a pretty masochistic thing
to do, but I think it’s necessary. In case you don’t know how the Tarot is done, you have a card according to your
astrological sign. My card is Justice. I think that this is the first reading I’ve done in a year that I didn’t build the
reading on my own card. I decided that I wanted to ask about this message I’m beginning. So as not to ever
involve myself in the answer I left my own personal card out of the reading. The results were incredible. The
results were outstanding. My own card, the Justice card, came out as the best of possible outcomes. What could be
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a more appropriate outcome for an epistle where I’m trying to get myself to come across? I’ve really enjoyed the
Tarot. There’s something I’ve wanted to do for a very long time. I wanted to write a book with a chapter on every
card. Just what I think about the card, what the picture means and what-:not, more or less stream of
consciousness, and described in such a way that you would have to have the card in front of you at all times to
understand what 1 was talking about.
He has shaggy hair and thick, almost white eyelashes, John. You think you are looking at something you
shouldn’t.
*
I would walk the stroller with Jenny to the bakery where the nice lady always gave her a free cookie and then
we would go to the variety store and Jenny would get a small surprise. Oak Variety Store has a lot of 10¢ surprises
like bubble soap and whistles and tiny rubber dolls in bassinettes covered with pinking-sheared blankets the size
of a matchbook.
Every day I would see her. She was taller than I am and she always wore brown leather pants and a brown
leather jacket that fitted her tightly across the back. And she wore red lipstick painted right along her lip lines and
a hat. Always some outlandish hat with her high-heeled boots and a kind of satchel. I would see the Leather Lady
walking and follow. Jenny would never notice: I would speed up the stroller until I was nearly running so I
wouldn’t lose sight.
The first day I saw her I was afraid to look. But I followed her. I followed her home and found out where she
lived.
The second day I bought her a chocolate cake at the bakery and left it on her front porch.
“For the Leather Lady from a Secret Admirer.”
And I began knitting the afghan. It was covered with gothic spires and castles and cathedrals which were all
tree houses in the hugest, most ornate live oak trees ever beheld. A magnificent city in the trees, where no one
could get to without a rope ladder made of the Leather Lady’s hair, which was black and hung down gracefully
beneath her hundred hats, black and wavy, and I was in love with her. She was so mysterious. For a long time I
would just watch for her and follow her and look at her. I would never have said hello or have gotten close enough
to really see her.
I would work on the afghan day and night. I’d sit up in bed at night, Jenny asleep next to me in the light, John
breathing and turning, out there in the dark. I’d knit some parts, crochet others. It was going to be magnificent. I
worked so hard on it—knowing I couldn’t just leave it, like the cake, on the porch. I’d have to take it to her in
person. I’d have to ring that bell on that white Victorian door-frame and give her the blanket I’d made for her. I
would get to talk to her in person.
Jenny liked the long walks we took that led us past the Leather Lady’s house. She would make up songs about
fire engines and bananas and would sing them on the way and would make me stop the stroller now and then so
she could pick stolen flowers from old ladies’ near-the-sidewalk plants.
John had finished his hot-day painting and it hung muggy in the living room like an oppressive summer rain
cloud about to burst. If there had been trees inside the house, the leaves would be turned over in anticipation.
I remember when Jenny was born plain as day, watching her slimy perfect ten fingers ten toes red body slither
out. I did that breathing method of natural childbirth called Lamaze, so I wasn’t dopey, and it didn’t hurt. Or it did
hurt, but I didn’t feel it. It was as though my eyes and my brain were stationed somewhere else than in my body,
where that pain was registering, so I felt it, but I didn't feel it. I was too busy thinking about the pant-blow-pantblow, and thinking about watching. It’s not something you see every day.
They have a slanted mirror mounted at the feet end of the delivery table so you can watch, and it’s such an
unfamiliar angle that you feel as though you are watching someone else having a baby. And it’s so fascinating that
you almost forget it’s you.
I saw her, Jenny, for a moment. Those sterile hands held her out for my eyes, but that sterility required my
hands to stay under the white sheets and I couldn’t touch or hold or suckle her. I didn’t see her again until the next
day. That wasn’t natural. They shouldn’t do it that way. The baby should be yours to hold, not theirs to test and
prod, poke and scare. Next time, if there is a next time, it’s going to be different.
I don’t know what made me do it, but I ordered a huge Plexiglas aquarium the day I got home from the
hospital. Over and over again John griped,
“Does your mother have to come out right after the baby’s born?”
When we got home from the hospital, there she was. Mother cooked her same-old-traditional meals with
Campbell’s soup and ground beef, pork chops, rice and tomatoes, frozen spinach. She repaired broken doorknobs,
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replaced the washer in the kitchen sink that had been dripping for years, and had John take the flash photos of
Grandma holding Jenny in the rocking chair, Grandma holding Jenny on the front porch, Grandma holding Jenny
dangling by the earlobe in the bathtub. John was incidental to the grandchild miracle, and I nearly was. Mother
took one picture of me, breast-feeding Jenny. It was a rear view: 80% chair, 20% hair.
I began to hate the baby’s squall but she let me escape from John. I’d leap out of our bed, for it was our bed
then, and bring her back in. The udder quieted the gaping mouth and we all would sleep, John angry at the
intruder in his marriage bed. But he never said it. I often wonder if it would have made any difference if he had.
When the slurping kept him awake, the two of us, Jenny and I, would move out to the living room and I’d rock
in a chair until we’d both fall asleep again, one drinking, one drugged with sleep. The morning light would wake
us up and I would become used to waking up there in the swivel stuffed rocker with my feet on the ottoman and
the baby asleep there two-pillow-propped on my lap, with no resentful back angry against us.
I breast-fed for a long time. It was a fine excuse. It took me two months to finish the afghan for the Leather
Lady. It was time to take it to her. I arranged for a babysitter for Jenny for the whole afternoon and I folded the
afghan carefully and put it in tissue paper in a toy-store shopping bag from Christmas. It wasn’t a long walk. In a
way it wasn’t long enough. There I was ringing the bell. There she was answering the door.
“Hello,” I said. “Do you remember the chocolate cake?”
“Certainly I do,” she said, and her voice: it was much lower than I’d expected, two octaves lower and foreignsounding. “Certainly I do. Come in.”
She was nice but her voice was so gruff. I followed her into the dark enormous entryway and we stood there
feeling awkward and I said,
“My name is Phebe. I’ve come to bring you a present I’ve made you.”
“Another present? But you don’t even know me! Come on into my apartment, and you can meet my boyfriend.
By the way, my name is Andre.”
Andre’s boyfriend lounged across the day-bed in leotard bottoms. He had long thin child-hair that was
yellowy-brown.
It was hard to believe that the Leather Lady was not the Leather Lady at all. I would have to change his name.
I gave him the afghan anyway. They spread it on their double bed and we all three sat on it and watched the color
TV they had mounted on the wall. They laughed at my misunderstanding. They understood my misunderstanding.
I liked them. They invited me back to watch color TV any time I liked and even suggested I bring Jenny along.
She would like to watch color TV.
*
My father liked me well enough, you know, but I always wanted my mother to like me. I inadvertently spoiled
my chances for that when I was four, and five, and so on. I don’t think she knew it exactly then, though, because
she was at bridge club or PTA or somewhere.
I quit breast-feeding the day that John left, so I guess that Jenny felt more that she was losing her milk supply
than that she was losing her father.
In the den with the leaded glass windows, I used to sit on those rose-colored furry chairs with the Red Monkey
—that’s what I called my boyfriend but his real name was Chip. Sometimes we’d even move to the floor. The
door to the den was leaded glass too, and without curtains, and my parents sat out there in the living room and
listened and half watched while they watched TV from opposite ends of the couch. There was Mom’s end with the
straight pins in the arm for when she felt inclined to pick her teeth and the manicure scissors and the orange
Melmac cup and saucer emptied of coffee. And there was Dad’s end with the Salt Fishing magazines and the Mad
magazines and the black corduroy pillow he always leaned on and the edge of the Danish modern coffee table
worn, there where he propped his feet. He propped his feet from exactly 7:45 until exactly 10 every night except
for garbage night when it was only 9:45. Fifteen minutes to take out the garbage and to sing his song. He had a
song for garbage night that went:
Stick out your can:
Here comes the garbage man
Stick out your can:
Here comes the garbage man
He’s collecting all your garbage
Just as fast as he can.

It had become such a ritual that he usually just sang the first line and did the rest with “da-da’s” real loud so
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that you could hear it all over the house as he went from room to roam emptying all the wastepaper baskets into a
grocery bag.
Actually, I imagine he still does it. If I’d be necking in the den back then and it was garbage night, as it
frequently was, he’d sing his song especially loudly, and as he passed the den door with the grocery bag in his
hand, he’d leer in and say something like “Aha!” or “Caught in the act!”
I think it was just to show his pleasure, and relief that he hadn’t destroyed my sex life. I was making out just
fine.
I was telling you about the Red Monkey. Well, actually, his real name was Charles Cameron O'Reilly John
Anderson III, but he had red hair and I guess that’s why I once started calling him the Red Monkey and it stuck.
But 1 called him Chip a lot too.
He was the funniest person I’d ever met. He went to prep school, boarding school, somewhere in the dim wilds
of Maine where the whole staff was homosexual and where it seemed to snow year-round. Before he’d graduated
from high school he had two illegitimate children residing in the Maine wilderness. When he’d try to finger fuck
me on the den floor 1 frequently used the excuse,
“My mother wouldn’t like it!”
I don’t know where 1 got that one. Chip would say,
“Your mother isn’t going to get it,” which wasn’t at all what I meant. What I meant was that my mother
wouldn’t have liked it if I did things like that, but that wasn’t true either, because my mother would have liked it
just fine.
I think she wished she’d been able to do things like that when she was a girl. She wished she could have done
it right there behind the leaded glass doors when she was a girl.
I guess I just figured that I needed an excuse of some kind, but I couldn’t think of an appropriate one for the
life of me. Why not? After all, it feels good and a finger can’t get you pregnant. Some sort of defloweration was
happening then in the den with its leaded glass bookshelves covered with Signet paperbacks.
Chip had a kind of mystical effect on me. He always made it quite clear that hundreds of women (and mind
you, he was only sixteen) were doing it for him where he came from—women he cared not one iota for—and here
he is with you. Wonderful you the one he loves most of all and you have the gall to deny him. He begged. His
cheeks turned frustration-red and it was more than obvious that I had ample encouragement from the folks. There
they were out there on their couch loving every minute of it. It was the only lovemaking they’d ever done, real or
vicarious, that I knew of, aside from the fact that my sister Lois and I were conceived once, a long time ago.
“I go way up there to that rotten Godforsaken place,” Chip would say. “And all I do up there is think about you
and write you letters and walk out in the snow every day to see if there’s a letter from you and I come home and
you won’t prove that you love me.”
“I think about you a lot when you’re not here,” I said thinking of myself wondering all day in school if there
would be a letter from Maine on the end-table when I got home. And sometimes there was and it would be
handwritten and gross and pleading for that one thing he wanted from me when he got home. His goal was always
the next thing on the list that we hadn’t done yet. First it was French kissing. It took him a year to get his tongue
into my mouth. He finally pinned me against a wall at the beach house and stuck his tongue down my throat. I
thought that I was going to hate it, find it disgusting. But I didn’t.
Lyn and I talked about everything. She was my best friend. Around her I felt like a sex expert.
When I was fourteen Chip finger fucked me. I was wearing a bathing suit at the time. When you’re fourteen
it’s not proper to take off your clothes to do stuff. From then on Lyn and I called it sixteening. It had a name. It
wasn’t because I’d been sixteen when it happened, but because a friend of ours named Paula had already done it
with sixteen guys.
Lyn and I had a private joke for everything. Every number was funny, But 16 was the funniest of all. We’d be
watching TV With my parents and some commercial would come on that would have the number 16 in it
somewhere and we’d roll around on the floor guffawing for about ten minutes.
Lyn thought sixteening was absolutely the worst, most impure, unvirtuous thing in the world. My sixteening
with Chip knocked me down a few notches on Lyn’s purity list. She said,
“Some people really get a charge out of Cadillacs and opal tiaras, but this is no excuse for stealing. The fact
remains that some things have a value which makes them worth waiting for.
“Phebe,” she said, “I certainly don’t know all the answers, but my mother keeps saying ‘anything above the
waist.’ I just hope that you will think of things as a whole for their meaning and value and not for their appeal of
the moment. You really deserve a better life than my Aunt Adelade in her crummy apartment across from the
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Paramount Theater with my uncle bitching and throwing nail polish at the walls and stomping out to the nearest
whorehouse.”
I wasn’t sure what I had to do with her Aunt Adelade, but I guess she figured that if I’d do what I did, it was
downhill from then on unless I changed my ways drastically. And of course I didn’t.
But I had to do that cavorting around in the den because of my father. You see we both needed for me to do
that.
When I was four, which is what I’ve been trying to get at for this whole series of decoys and digressions, my
father started to molest me when Lois was asleep and when Mom was off somewhere to one of her meetings or
clubs. It happened every week or so for years, with me fearfully obliging his massive tongue in my mouth which
was disgusting to me then, or whatever else he wanted to do. He made me afraid to tell and so of course I didn’t.
Suddenly one day, the same father, through some avalanche of guilt or self-control probably, quit touching me,
and never mentioned it again. I began to wonder if it had really happened or if it was all in my mind. I was
thirteen when it was all over and it never happened again.
I just wanted Mom to like me, really. I guess I wanted her to forgive me for something that she didn’t know I’d
done and I couldn’t tell her about.
Mom was always much more faithful to me in her own way. When I had that accident it was Mom who came
to rescue me. She drove by herself three hundred miles to see how I was and Dad stayed home.
But messed up as Dad was, he was a nice guy. I wanted to prove to him that I could make it fine without him.
Hence the den. And the Red Monkey and the mother who wouldn’t like it. She would have loved it.
Poor Dad never got any sex, you see. Mom must have been frigid and that’s why he ended up molesting his
kid. It’s perfectly logical and even though we haven’t mentioned it since, it makes sense to me.
Chip was a high school romance. And when college came it had to happen that I marry my college romance,
which I did. I had to get away from home, you know.
I’ve seen a psychiatrist pretty many times. A couple of them, in fact. They really think I’m mad. I’ve decided
that it’s not a very good idea to be around people who are pretty sure you’re mad. It tends to make you start to
believe it. And if you believe you’re mad then you can start worrying about the asylums and being put away and
having no one who’s sane out there in the real world who can bail you out, who can say,
“Don’t worry folks. She’s okay. I knew her when she was a little girl and she wasn’t crazy then.”
Because everyone I knew when I was a little girl was nutty as a Mr. Goodbar. That’s the kind of candy bar I
always get when I go to the movies. But can you see my sex pervert father or my frigid mother or my nutty sister
whom I haven’t told you much about yet but I’ll get to that, can you see them trying to get me out of the nut house
once I’m in?
I’m not seeing any more shrinks, no siree. As long as nobody thinks you’re crazy, nobody can put you in. I just
try real hard every day to act sane.
I wash my dishes right after dinner and keep my papers in manila envelopes alphabetically in a drawer.
So Chip was my high school sweetheart who ended up marrying, a girl he met when he was stationed in the air
force in Ireland. And now he has a job writing news for a small-town East Coast newspaper somewhere and, since
he’s a Catholic, he’s probably got about ten kids by now.
And then John was my college sweetheart. If you sixteen when you’re fourteen, you are bound, as Lyn
predicted, to wind up in the gutter.
When John got me pregnant, through no fault of his own, I told my parents. John was about the most virtuous,
asexual person I’d ever met. He’d gone with a girl in high school for six years—for six years he went steady—and
all he ever did was feel her up: under her sweater, but over her bra.
Maybe if I’d had big worthwhile breasts I’d have been a more virtuous girl. But I came to the unconscious
conclusion that since there wasn’t much at the top, I’d have to be one of the girls that prematurely gave the bottom
up.
John’s girlfriend didn’t have much on the top either, as it turned out, but I practically raped poor John. I moved
his hands around for him and forced him to open his mouth when he kissed me.
He was really a very naïve guy. It was like me and Chip with me being the Chip and John being the me. I’d be
panting and squirming and John would be groaning, “We can’t. We can’t.” And I’d be saying, “Why not,” just like
Chip did and John should have said, “My mother wouldn’t like it,” but he didn't. I forget just what his excuse was,
but he ran back to his old high school sweetheart every time I got too fast for him. That was very frustrating.
When I got pregnant I told my parents. Nobody said anything. I guess it’s because I told them on the phone.
Dead silence. I guess they were shocked, you know, because generally Dad would say something funny and Mom
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would be concerned. Nobody said anything.
The next day Dad arrived, flown in directly from a thousand miles away. Without saying a thing except for
small talk, we left for Japan. Dad didn’t even ask if I wanted an abortion. I guess I did, but we talked about the
weather and Mom’s sculpture class and the movie we saw on the plane.
I can’t explain why, but Dad’s just not the kind of guy who’ll take you to Japan for an abortion. Maybe he felt
responsible or something.
We crossed the street in Tokyo. The traffic was amazing. Tiny cars zipping around, soot hanging oppressively
over the city like it had been permanently installed. On our way across the street I almost got hit by a sports car.
“You can get knocked down too,” my father said.
It was his first even offhand comment about the fact that I was pregnant. Until then I’d almost forgotten why
we were there.
I didn’t have to anymore, but when Dad and I got back, I married John. I think it was the stop in Hawaii that
made me decide. I just had to get married to somebody, and John, baby or no baby, felt responsible. He was a nice
guy, nearly as funny as Chip.
I got pregnant again immediately. Poor Dad. He must’ve felt the trip was a waste of money, you know.
149.111 Kavita Through Glass\fn{by Emily Ishem Raboteau (1976- )} Princeton, Mercer County, New Jersey,
U.S.A. (F) 5
Now that he had won a lifetime supply of colored glass, Hassan Hagihossein felt he could endure the vagaries
of Ramadan and Kavita Paltooram’s moods. He was no longer tempted by Pete’s Pancake House. He was no
longer kneeling at his wife’s feet offering her mango chutney and almond gelato and other mouth-watering things
he could not touch until the sun went down. He was content simply to sit in the rattan chair, turning the pieces of
glass over and over in his hands, loosely pondering his dissertation or the arc of Kavita’s distended belly or
nothing at all.
It was the ninth month of the Islamic lunar calendar as well as the ninth month of Kavita’s pregnancy. It was
also nine days since Kavita had stopped talking to him. None of the significance of this was lost on Hassan, who
was a mathematician as well as a loosely practicing Muslim.
The pieces of colored glass were smooth and flattish and oblong, shaped like teardrops roughly the size of
robins’ eggs. They fit in his palms perfectly. Each piece was punctured with a delicate hole at one end. It had
crossed Hassan’s mind that these were designed to be craft items, that he ought to make a chandelier out of them,
or bead curtains or something of that nature. But he was positive Kavita would find a colored glass chandelier or
bead curtains tacky, and he wasn’t sure he would find them beautiful himself any more if he had to look at them
all clustered together in one aggregate form.
Kavita was an architect and didn’t like “things,” which is to say that she didn’t like clutter. She preferred open
space, negative space, and the color white. She had decorated their apartment sparely. The little furniture there
was white. So were the appliances, the dishes, the bedspread, the towels, and the sheets. Hassan was made to keep
his library in a closet fitted with shelves so as not to break up the whiteness of the walls with the colored spines of
his books.
Kavita added to the sparseness of the place by lolling about in the nude. She cooked and cleaned this way as
well, brown and lithe and utterly naked. This made him blush. Hassan regarded her body as a perfect arrangement
of spheres, a planetary form, a heavenly thing, a thing that might turn his eyeballs to salt if he looked too long,
and so he tried not to.
During the first few months of their marriage, he had found the apartment antiseptic and cold. He found
himself afraid of breaking things, although there really was nothing to break. He felt like he was stuck on the set
of a movie about the future. Because of these feelings, he was childishly insistent that Kavita let him keep his
rattan chair from college. He knew that the chair was an eyesore. He knew that it pained Kavita to have it in the
living room, but for a long time it was the only thing he found comfortable about their home.
Later he began to find the apartment peaceful. He understood Kavita’s design sense more when he found
himself opting to work at home rather than in his tiny office over at the math department. It was like living in a
tabula rasa. White is a color without depth, he thought, or a thing without depth, since it is not a color at all, but a
thing that makes depth possible. Ideas like this came to him, and new ways of solving problems.
One afternoon, as he sat quadrilating aspect ratios at the kitchen table, he was struck by the slow movement of
a rectangle of soft not-yellow afternoon sunlight sliding across the white wall opposite him. It was moving
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infinitesimally. It was shifting its shape. He perceived its path, and it was telling him something about the basic
probability of time that he could not put into numbers or words. Then a cloud crossed the sun and the shape was
suddenly not there. The wall appeared to be a different shade of white than it was before. He was surprise9 to find
his eyes stung with tears.
In that moment he felt he understood Kavita Paltooram more than he ever had and more than he ever would.
And later that week when he skulked home from a disappointing multivariable calculus section in which he
realized he was not transferring his passion for gradient functions to a group of stunningly disinterested
undergraduates, he wasn’t even upset to find that the rattan chair had been painted white as a bleached bone. He
was simply glad to be home.
Once in a while he would find arabesque strands of his wife’s black hair shed on the white furniture or the
white bathroom tiles and he would read them like calligraphy. Today she wants me to pay the electric bill, he
would figure, or today she wants me to bring home a cantaloupe. Almost always he was right.
That was before Kavita became pregnant. That was before she locked herself in the bathroom to urinate on a
magic stick and refused to come out for two hours while Hassan paced the white rooms like a tiger on eggshells,
wanting to pound down the door but not daring even to knock. Not daring even to tap. That was before she finally
came out of the bathroom wielding the little magic stick with two pink lines, looking like a decidedly different
person. Like a person with pointed edges instead of round ones. That was before she became impossible to read,
left to right or right to left.
“I’m going for a walk,” she had said, “and I don’t want to be followed.”
As if he was a stalker and not her husband of three years. That night he divided the time it took for her to come
home into nanoseconds, suffered an outrageous hollow craving for pancakes, and neglected to praise Allah for his
blessings. When three hours passed without a sign of her, Hassan reached for the phone and dialed his father longdistance in Rasht to ask if this was normal behavior for women who’ve just discovered they are pregnant.
“It most certainly is not, my son, and don't say I didn't warn you. What did you expect? You married a Hindu
from New Jersey.”
“Don’t start with that. I should think you’d be happy. You’re going to be a grandfather.”
“Of what?”
“Of a baby.”
“That’s not what I meant.”
“I know what you meant.”
“You know everything, Ph.D. So why consult with your father at all?”
“I don’t want to argue.”
“Why not consult me before the marriage? Why not marry Khaled’s daughter instead as we arranged?”
“Khaled’s daughter was twelve.”
“Khaled’s daughter was more beautiful than the moon!”
“I didn’t call to argue.”
“And she knew how to respect men. Now she’s married to Zaid’s idiot son. The one who drives his motorcycle
like a maniac. It’s a shame.”
“I told you I don’t want to argue. I’m just not sure what to do.”
“You do what they all do in that godless country. You go buy a box of cigars and smoke them all.”
It was true that Gulmuhammed Hagihossein had warned his son. He had opposed Kavita Paltooram from the
moment he first laid eyes on her, which was the first time Hassan had seen her as well. Afterward it astonished
Hassan that in his four years at Columbia he had never once noticed her, and it struck him as fateful rather than
random that they should meet on graduation day before almost separating paths forever. It was fate that brought
the Paltoorams to sit for their celebration supper at the round lacquered table in Lucky Cheng’s Four Star Halal
No Pork Chinese Restaurant next to the very one where Hassan sat glumly between his father and his square black
graduation cap.
“Avert your eyes from her flesh,” Gulmuhammed insisted in Farsi, even as he stared with his son at the
indescribable midriff of Kavita, bedecked in her blood-red sari.
Hassan’s mother had worn a hijab up until the day she swelled like a cresting wave after being stung on the
tongue by a wasp in the kitchen while preparing a khaviar. After that she was wrapped in a shroud by a brood of
shrieking neighbor women and covered with two thick yards of Iranian earth. Watching Kavita at Lucky Cheng’s,
it occurred to Hassan that he could not remember his mother’s hair. Kavita’s hair reached to her waist. It was oiled
in a blue-black braid that snaked over her shoulder like a question mark. The Hagihosseins stared at her
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impossible curves.
“That woman is wicked. Completely shameless. It is clear that she will break a man’s heart one day for sport
with her wiles,” Hassan’s father intoned.
She wore the sari exclusively to please her parents. That much was clear. Hassan understood this because he
was wearing a starched galabiya for the exact same reason. He also recognized the customary apologetic look that
first-generation offspring wear in public with their mothers. As Mrs. Paltooram sat weeping like a camel over her
vegetable lo mein (not from sadness, but from joy because her daughter was going to be successful), as
Gulmuhammed sat pontificating over his kung pao chicken about performing ablutions (and chastising his son for
becoming too American), Hassan’s eyes locked with Kavita’s. They rolled their eyes and smiled.
That was the beginning. On the streets of New York, where they started their courtship, she was approached by
Mexicans and responded in halting Spanish, while he more often than not was mistaken for a light-skinned black
man on account of his woolly hair. This amused them. They pondered how confusing their children would be, if
they ever had any.
When she became pregnant, he was himself confused. When she became pregnant and started the night walks,
he became strangely bewildered by language. It wasn’t that he had lost his grip on English so much as that he
couldn’t connect signifiers and signified anymore. He would falter in the middle of a sentence even though he
knew the string of words coming out of his mouth was correct.
Is this thing really called an elbow? he thought. And if so, is my knuckle the elbow of my finger? Is my wrist
an elbow? Is Kavita’s waist an ankle? They are both slender and they both bend and they are both the color of
cinnamon. Is a joint on the body an angle or the possibility of an angle? Is Kavita’s little finger a cinnamon stick?
No, a cinnamon stick does not bend like an elbow.
He worked furiously on his dissertation, On Finsler Geometric Manifolds and Their Applications to
Teichmueller Spaces, to rid himself of his vicious thought cycles. This failed to work. He just found himself
thinking about his wife in elementary mathematical terms. For example, he imagined Kavita and himself as the
axis on a graph plotting the growth of their child. He also tried using Kavita and the baby as the set of coordinates
and tried to design an algorithm to classify the shape of their future as a family. He thought of them as a triangle,
of course, but one whose boundaries he could not begin to measure.
Kavita’s night walks became regular. He assumed she had taken a lover. He doubted his paternity. He doubted
his doubt. Every time she left she would admonish him not to follow her. Of course the night came when he
decided to do just that.
She was walking very fast. Hassan kept three quarters of a block behind her, trying to move in the shadows and
keep cover behind parked cars. He felt ridiculous. His shirt was sweat-stuck to his back like a postage stamp.
Kavita crossed a street. The wind lifted her hair so that several thick strands of it pointed backward in his
direction like accusing fingers, but she did not turn her head. He realized she was making a beeline for the
campus. At one point she leaned against a tree and brought one foot up against the trunk to adjust her sandal strap.
The gesture hurt him physically. He realized Kavita was monumentally graceful.
She began walking again. He let himself lag farther behind. From a distance he watched his wife stop in front
of the university’s Art and Architecture Building, a gray monstrosity of a structure. She pushed through the
revolving door and was gone. Hassan began to breathe again.
She is taking a class, he thought, straightening his tie. That’s all. She is continuing her education. Still, he was
nagged by the fact that this should be kept secret from him, and he was left with the troubling image of Kavita
being swallowed up by the building, like a tiny sea horse in the striated mouth of a humpback whale. Then he
thought of their child growing in her. A pearl in the belly of a sea horse in the belly of a whale. A pearl. A precious
thing.
The night was heavy and wet. “Allah Akbar,” he said to no one in particular. He kept saying it as he followed
Kavita’s trajectory backward to their white home. “Allah Akbar, Allah Akbar.” God is great.
*
In the third month of her pregnancy, Hassan drove Kavita to the Corning glass factory. He picked the factory
because he’d noticed her reading a library book on stained glass windows and thought it might be of interest. She
was growing more distant from him every day, and he hoped an excursion might draw them together.
Upstate, the leaves were blazing, almost radioactive tones of red and yellow somersaulting to the road. Kavita
was silent in the car. Veiled without a veil. She had the window rolled down on the passenger side and her hair
was whipping around like a system of angry black vectors, hiding her face and revealing it in turn. An equation
came to Hassan as he took in the simultaneous motion of the leaves falling down and her hair lifting up. He
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understood these things to be linked. The equation was this:
Distance + Longing = Desire

Hassan quickly dismissed the equation as nonsensical. Longing and desire were too close in meaning to be
considered separate variables. There wasn’t a word in the English language to describe the cause and effect of
Kavita Paltooram’s remoteness on his heart. He was very hungry.
“Would you like a tunafish sandwich?” he asked her. He’d packed them an elaborate lunch. “An eclair?”
“Where are you taking me, Hassan?” she answered. Her voice was tired.
“It’s a surprise. I can keep a secret just as well as you.”
Kavita gathered her heavy hair, tied it in a knot at the nape of her neck, and closed her eyes.
“Would you like some cashew nuts?”
“No.”
“Would you like a pickle?”
“No. I’m going to take a nap.”
Her eyelashes cast long elliptical shadows down her cheekbones. While she slept, Hassan wound up eating
everything, both her portion and his own.
Inside the factory, they watched a man blow a tiny glass sparrow from a long spinning pipe. Hassan watched
Kavita watching the beak and the wings harden out of liquid glass. On her face was the trace of a smile.
She carefully chose a set of wineglasses from the gift shop. Before they left, Hassan entered a contest. He
wrote three words on a slip of paper: Delicate, Durable, Divine. It was supposed to be a new slogan for the cover
of the Corningware catalog. He had been trying to describe his wife. On the car ride home he thought about how
none of the words was right.
*
The second time Hassan followed Kavita to the Art and Architecture Building, he waited until she came out.
He chose a bench near Stanhope Hall because it afforded him a view of the revolving door while obscuring him
slightly behind the Rockefeller statue. While he waited he ate through the large bag of jelly beans Kavita had
turned down because they hurt her teeth, and he thought about what he could say to her to make her love him. He
had a lot of things he wanted to tell her. Whenever he tried his tongue got tied.
“Kavita,” he wanted to say, “in my country, a bowl of goldfish on the table means an auspicious new year. A
sturgeon fish can live a hundred years. My grandfather was a fisherman. He couldn’t spell his own name. My
grandmother was a poet. She wove her verse into Persian rugs and traded them to an Englishman. One rug for two
lambs. Her loom was lost in the war. My grandmother’s name was Khadijah. Her mother’s name was Khadijah.
Khadijah was the first wife of the Prophet. Khadijah was also my mother’s name. My mother wore a hijab from
her head to her toes. I do not remember the color of her hair. Every woman in my family has named her daughter
Khadijah for the past two thousand years.”
Before she became pregnant, Hassan didn’t think like this. Before she became pregnant, he thought of himself
primarily as a mathematician and, as such, a citizen of the world. The roster of names in his department read like a
litany of united nations: Imran Abbaspour, Antonio Cavaricci, Saul Diamond, Ricardo González de los Santos,
Hank Hansell, N’gugi Obioha, Nicolas Paraskavopolous, Olga Rasvanovic, Hoc Sung, Almamy Suri-Tunis, Li
Wang, Toshio Yamamoto. Three quarters-of the members of the Applied Probability Research Group could barely
speak enough English to ask what time it was, yet they were understood just so long as their equations were
sound. Yet here he sat, gorged on gourmet jelly beans, not knowing how to talk to his wife.
After exactly two hours, Kavita emerged in a thin wave of students. She was noticeably pregnant. She was
talking to a very tall man. Hassan watched in horror as this man stooped over his wife and picked something from
her shoulder. Was it a hair? Were this man’s fingers touching Kavita’s hair? He watched her say goodbye. He
waited until she turned a corner to tail the man. He followed the man across the quad and underground to the allnight library, where he noticed under fluorescent lights that the man was blond and blue-eyed and had a mustache
that resembled a baby caterpillar crawling on his upper lip.
*
This was the night Hassan unraveled. He dreamed Kavita gave birth to a moth with blue eyes and wings that
extended to the roof. He called his father in Rasht. He let the phone ring twenty-seven times. Gulmuhammed was
not at home.
On another night he dreamed he asked Kavita why she had married him.
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“Out of kindness,” she replied, “so that you could get your green card.”
He had to ask Toshio to cover his multivariable calculus section two weeks in a row because he feared he
wouldn’t be able to hold a piece of chalk without dropping it. In one week he ate five Hungryman breakfasts at
Pete’s Pancake House. When he weighed himself on the white bathroom scale, he discovered to his dismay that
he’d gained nearly twenty pounds.
*
The third time Hassan followed Kavita to the Art and Architecture Building was Lailat-ut Qadr. It was raining,
and he’d been fasting. For Ramadan, for clarity. He waited a half-hour and went inside. He’d never set foot in the
building before, but as if guided by instinct, as if making a hajj of doom, he found the classroom without really
trying. It smelled of turpentine. A dozen students sat like a solar system in a semicircle with paintbrushes clutched
in their hands or held between their teeth. In front of each student was a canvas. On each canvas was a naked
Kavita. Kavita herself was sprawled out at the semicircle’s center on a filthy couch, her belly rounder than the sun
and twice as painful for him to look at.
Hassan reached for the closest thing he could grab. Later he would remember the gesture with embarrassment.
His hand found a thing. It was a coffee can full of soaking brushes. He flung it as hard as he could without aiming
at anything and not knowing why. A woman gasped. The can grazed the corner of one of the canvases, knocking it
to the floor and splashing turpentine on at least three people. One of them was the blond-haired blue-eyed man.
Hassan fixated on him.
“What is your name?” he demanded. His voice didn’t sound like his voice.
“Excuse me? What’s going on here?” asked the man, rising to his feet.
“What is your name?” repeated Hassan.
“I’m Burt. Burt Larson.” He came toward Hassan with his arms held out in a placating way that reminded
Hassan of a jellyfish. “We don’t want any trouble here, man.”
Hassan spun on his heels and fled through the rain. His socks were wet. It was Lailat-ut Qadr, the night of
power, and his socks were soaking wet.
When he got home he had to breathe into a paper bag because he was hiccupping violently. He rewrote the
scene so that he broke a canvas over the blond man’s head, threw a blanket over Kavita, and led her out of the Art
and Architecture Building by the hand.
That was the day Kavita Paltooram stopped talking to him altogether. Which at first was fine, because he
didn’t want to talk to her either. She had shared her body with a circle of strangers. She was just as far away as
before. The difference now was that she seemed far away and dirty. He busied himself in Finsler Manifolds and
stayed away from the apartment. He made astonishing progress with his dissertation. He attributed this clarity to
his fast and also to Kavita’s imperfection.
Then he dreamed again about the moth. This time it was gargantuan, with feelers as long as trees and wings as
shaggy as a llama’s fur. In the dream, Kavita was mounted on the moth and carried away into the blue sky. She
was naked, of course, but small as a dot on the back of the moth. In the dream, as the moth carried his wife toward
the sun, he was filled with longing. Hassan woke up gut-wrenchingly hungry.
On the ninth day of her silent treatment, the glass arrived.
“Congratulations, Mr. Hagihossein,” read the card. “Your slogan was chosen for our catalog! We send you
these timeless treasures with gratitude. Sincerely, Peter Simpkin, Executive President, Corning, Inc.”
There were dozens of pieces. Hassan sat in the rattan chair turning them over in his hands. He held up a blue
piece over one eye and watched Kavita through it. She had just taken a shower and was wearing her white
bathrobe. Through the glass, her body was distorted. Her edges were running. She looked like she was under
water, a drowning angel. \
It occurred to Hassan that he didn’t know how to make her happy. He didn’t know how to speak her language.
Kavita did not think in the terms of water. Kavita, who had grown up in Teaneck and taken perhaps one desultory
trip to the Jersey shore every other summer, could not understand what it had meant to grow up on the rim of the
Caspian Sea. This is why the glass pieces, which put his mind at rest, did not mean the same thing to her. She
didn’t know what it was to hunt a beach for sea glass.
Hassan fished in his toolbox for some wire. He moved to the kitchen table and began sketching a design.
“Kavita,” he called. She came.
“Do you see? I am making a mobile to hang above the baby’s crib.”
She was silent. He looked up at her and saw that her eyes were bloodshot. He steadied his voice.
“If it’s a girl, I want to name her Khadijah.” Kavita fingered an orange piece of glass.
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“It was my mother’s name,” he explained, placing his hand gingerly on her hip.
“I know,” she said. “It’s beautiful.”
“Yes. And it sounds like yours.”
She moved his hand to her navel and held it in place with her own. A riptide tore his stomach like a hunger
pang. Her body gave him gooseflesh. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it, as if reconsidering.
“Yes? You were going to say something?” he begged.
Kavita spoke slowly.
“Do you realize you never look at me?” Her voice was soft like sand under bare feet. “I can’t remember the
last time you touched me.”
Hassan stood. He swallowed. He didn’t know the name for the way his wife’s hair smelled. He gathered it in
his fists and combed his fingers through to its snarling ends. Then, with the wet tips of Kavita’s hair, he painted
concentric circles on his face. Over his eyebrows, temples, cheekbones. By which he meant to say,
“You are all I look at. You are all I see.”
*NEW MEXICO*
149.66 The Creation Of Life And The Origin Of Evil\fn{by “a group of Acomas visiting Washington” (before 1928- )}
Acoma Pueblo, Valencia County, New Mexico, U.S.A. (M) 7
In the beginning two female human beings were born. These two children were born underground at a place
called Shipapu. As they grew up, they began to be aware of each other. There was no light and they could only
feel each other. Being in the dark they grew slowly.
*
After they had grown considerably, a Spirit whom they afterward called Tsichtinako spoke to them, and they
found that it would give them nourishment. After they had grown large enough to think for themselves, they spoke
to the Spirit when it had come to them one day and asked it to make itself known to them and to say whether it
was male or female, but it replied only that it was not allowed to meet with them. They then asked why they were
living in the dark without knowing each other by name, but the Spirit answered that they were under the earth; but
they were to be patient in waiting until everything was ready for them to go up into the light. So they waited a
long time, and as they grew they learned their language from Tsichtinako.
*
When all was ready, they found a present from Tsichtinako, two baskets of seeds and little images of all the
different animals there were to be in the world. The Spirit said they were sent by their father. They asked who was
meant by their father, and Tsichtinako replied that his name was Uch’tsiti, and that he wished them to take their
baskets out into the light, when the time came. Tsichtinako instructed them,
“You will find the seeds of four kinds of pine trees, lakhok, geietsu, wanuka, and lanye in your baskets. You
are to plant these seeds and will use the trees to get up into the light.”
They could not see the things in their baskets but feeling each object in turn they asked, “Is this it?,” until the
seeds were found. They then planted the seeds as Tsichtinako instructed. All of the four seeds sprouted, but in the
darkness the trees grew very slowly, and the two sisters became very anxious to reach the light as they waited this
long time.
*
They slept for many years as they had no use for eyes. Each time they awoke they would feel the trees to see
how they were growing. The tree lan’ye grew faster than the others and after a very long time pushed a hole
through the earth for them and let in a very little light. The others stopped growing, at various heights, when this
happened.
The hole that the tree la’nye made was not large enough for them to pass through, so Tsichtinako advised them
to look again in their baskets where they would find the image of an animal called Badger, and tell it to become
alive. They told it to live, and it did so as they spoke, exclaiming,
“A’uha! Why have you given me life?” They told it not to be afraid nor to worry about coming to life.
“We have brought you to life because you are to be useful.”
Tsichtinako spoke to them again, instructing them to tell Badger to climb the pine tree, to bore a hole large
enough for them to crawl up, cautioning him not to go out into the light, but to return when the hole was finished.
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Badger climbed the tree and, after he had dug a hole large enough, returned saying that he had done his work.
They thanked him and said,
“As a reward you will come up with us to the light and thereafter you will live happily. You will always know
how to dig and your home will be in the ground where you will be neither too hot nor too cold.”
Tsichtinako now spoke again, telling them to look in the basket for Locust, giving it life and asking it to
smooth the hole by plastering. It, too, was to be cautioned to return. This they did and Locust smoothed the hole
but, having finished, went out into the light. When it returned reporting that it had done its work, they asked it if it
had gone out. Locust said no, and every time he was asked he replied no, until the fourth time when he admitted
that he had gone out. They asked Locust what it was like outside. Locust replied that it was just laid out flat. They
said, …
“You will also come up with us, but you will be punished for disobedience by being allowed out only a short
time. Your home will be in the ground and you will have to return when the weather is bad. You will soon die but
you will be reborn each season.” The hole now let light into the place where the two sisters were, and Tsichtinako
spoke to them,
"Now is the time you are to go out. You are able to take your baskets with you. In them you will find pollen
and sacred corn meal. When you reach the top, you will wait for the sun to come up and that direction will be
called east. With the pollen and the sacred corn meal you will pray to the Sun. You will thank the Sun for bringing
you to light, ask for a long life and happiness, and for success in the purpose for which you were created.”
Tsichtinako then taught them the prayers and the creation song, which they were to sing. This took a long
while, but finally the sisters, followed by Badger and Locust, went out into the light, climbing the pine tree.
Badger was very strong and skillful and helped them. On reaching the earth, they set down their baskets and saw
for the first time what they had. The earth was soft and spongy under their feet as they walked, and they said,
“This is not ripe.”
They stood waiting for the sun, not knowing where it would appear. Gradually it grew lighter and finally the
sun came up. Before they began to pray, Tsichtinako told them they were facing east and that their right side, the
side their best aim was on, would be known as south and the left north while behind at their backs was the
direction west where the sun would go down. They had already learned while underground the direction down and
later, when they asked where their father was, they were told four skies above.
And as they waited to pray to the Sun, the girl on the right moved her best hand and was named Iatiku, which
meant Bringing-to-life. Tsichtinako then told her to name her sister, but it took a long time. Finally Tsichtinako
noticed that the other had more in her basket, so Tsichtinako told Iatiku to name her thus, and Iatiku called her
Nautsiti which meant More-of-everything-in-the-basket.
They now prayed to the Sun as they had been taught by Tsichtinako, and sang the creation song. Their eyes
hurt for they were not accustomed to the strong light. For the first time they asked Tsichtinako why they were on
earth and why they were created. Tsichtinako replied,
“I did not make you. Your father, Uchtsiti, made you, and it is he who has made the world, the sun which you
have seen, the sky, and many other things which you will see. But Uchtsiti says the world is not yet completed,
not yet satisfactory, as he wants it. This is the reason he has made you. You will rule and bring to life the rest of
the things he has given you in the baskets.” The sisters then asked how they themselves had come into being.
Tsichtinako answered saying,
“Uchtsiti first made the world. He threw a clot of his own blood into space and by his power it grew and grew
until it became the earth. Then Uchtsiti planted you in this and by it you were nourished as you developed. Now
that you have emerged from within the earth, you will have to provide nourishment for yourselves. I will instruct
you in this.” They then asked where their father lived and Tsichtinako replied,
“You will never see your father, he lives four skies above, and has made you to live in this world. He has made
you in the image of himself.” So they asked why Tsichtinako did not become visible to them, but Tsichtinako
replied,
“I don’t know how to live like a human being. I have been asked by Uchtsiti to look after you and to teach you.
I will always guide you.”
And they asked again how they were to live, whether they could go down once more under the ground, for
they were afraid of the winds and rains and their eyes were hurt by the light. Tsichtinako replied that Uchtsiti
would take care of that and would furnish them means to keep warm and change the atmosphere so that they
would get used to it.
At the end of the first day, when it became dark they were much frightened, for they had not understood that
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the sun would set and thought that Tsichtinako had betrayed them.
“Tsichtinako! Tsichtinako! You told us we were to come into the light,” they cried, “Why, then, is it dark?” So
Tsichtinako explained,
“This is the way it will always be. The sun will go down and the next day come up anew in the east. When it is
dark you are to rest and sleep as you slept when all was dark.”
So they were satisfied and slept. They rose to meet the sun, praying to it as they had been told, and were happy
when it came up again, for they were warm and their faith in Tsichtinako was restored. Tsichtinako next said to
them,
“Now that you have your names, you will pray with your names and your clan names so that the Sun will
know you and recognize you.” Tsichtinako asked Nautsiti which clan she wished to belong to. Nautsiti answered,
“I wish to see the sun, that is the clan I will be.” The spirit told Nautsiti to ask Iatiku what clan she wanted.
Iatiku thought for a long time but finally she noticed that she had the seed from which sacred meal was made in
her basket and no other kind of seeds. She thought,
“With this name I shall be very proud, for it has been chosen for nourishment and it is sacred.” So she said,
“I will be Corn clan.”
They then waited for the sun to come up. When it appeared, Tsichtinako once more advised them to sing the
first song and to pray, not forgetting their name and their clan name in starting their prayer. After the prayer they
were to sing the second song.
When the sun appeared it was too bright for Iatiku and it hurt her eyes. She wondered if Nautsiti’s eyes hurt
her too, so she put her head down and sideways, letting her hair fall, and looked at Nautsiti. By doing this the light
did not strike her squarely in the face and her hair cast a shade. Tsichtinako said,
“Iatiku, the sun has not appeared for you. Look at Nautsiti, see how strongly the light is striking her. Notice
how white she looks." And although Iatiku turned to the sun, it did not make her as white as Nautsiti, and Iatiku's
mind was slowed up while Nautsiti's mind was made fast. But both of them remembered everything and did
everything as they were taught. When they had completed their prayers to the sun, Tsichtinako said,
“You have done everything well and now you are both to take up your baskets and you must look to the north,
west, south, and east, for you are now to pray to the Earth to accept the things in the basket and to give them life.
First you must pray to the north, at the same time lift up your baskets in that direction. You will then do the same
to the west, then to the south and east.” They did as they were told and did it well. And Tsichtinako said to them,
“From now on you will rule in every direction, north, west, south, and east.”
They now questioned Tsichtinako again so that they would understand more clearly why they were given the
baskets and their contents, and Tsichtinako replied,
“Everything in the baskets is to be created by your word, for you are made in the image of Uchtsiti and your
word will be as powerful as his word. He has created you to help him complete the world. You are to plant the
seeds of the different plants to be used when anything is needed. I shall always be ready to point out to you the
various plants and animals.”
The sisters did not realize that they were not taking food and did not understand when Tsichtinako told them
they were to plant seeds to give them nourishment. But they were always ready to do as Tsichtinako asked, and
she told them to plant first that which would maintain life, grains of corn.
“When this plant grows,” said Tsichtinako, “it will produce a part which I will point out to you. This will be
taken as food.”
Everything in the basket was in pairs and the sisters planted two of each kind of corn. The corn grew very
slowly so Tsichtinako told them to plant lsthe\fn{The earliest plant to come up in the spring, it is gray with a small white flower
and dies quickly.} and to transmit its power of early ripening to the corn.
They were very interested in the com and watched it every day as it grew. Tsichtinako showed them where the
pollen came out.
“That you will call ku’ach’timu,” she said, “there the pollen will appear. When the pollen is plentiful, you will
gather it, and with it and corn meal you will pray to the rising sun each morning.”
This they did always, but Nautsiti was sometimes a little lazy.
After some time the corn ripened. Tsichtinako told them to look at it and to gather some. They saw that the
corn was hard and they picked four ears. Iatiku took two ears carefully without hurting the plant; but Nautsiti
jerked hers off roughly. Iatiku noticed this and cautioned her sister not to ruin the plants. They took the ears of
corn to Tsichtinako saying,
“We have brought the corn, it is ripe.”
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Tsichtinako agreed and explained that the corn ears when cooked would be their food. They did not understand
this and asked what they would cook with. Tsichtinako then told them that Uchtsiti would give them fire.
That night as they sat around they saw a red light drop from the sky. After they had seen it, Tsichtinako told
them it was fire, and that they were to go over and get some of it. They asked with what, and she told them to get
it with a flat rock because it was very hot and they could not take it in their hands.
After getting it with a rock, they asked what they were to do with it, and were told they were to make a fire, to
go to the pine tree they had planted, to break off some of the branches and put them in the fire. They went to the
tree and broke some of the twigs from it. When they got back to the fire, they were told to throw the twigs down.
They did so and a large pile of wood appeared there. Tsichtinako told them this wood would last many years till
there was time for trees to grow, and showed them how to build a fire. She told them that with the flames from the
fire they would keep warm and would cook their food.
Tsichtinako next taught them how to roast the corn.
“When it is cooked,” she explained, “you are to eat it. This will be the first time you have eaten, for you have
been fasting for a long time and Uchtsiti has been nourishing you. You will find salt in your baskets; with this you
will season the corn.”
They began to look for this and Tsichtinako pointed it out to them. As soon as they were told this, Nautsiti
grabbed some corn and salt. She was the first to taste them and exclaimed that they were very good, but Iatiku
was slower. After Nautsiti had eaten part, she gave it to Iatiku to taste. When both had eaten, Tskhtinako told them
that this was the way they were going to live and be nourished. They were very thankful, saying,
“You have treated us well.” They asked if this would be their only food. Tsichtinako said,
“No, you have many other things in your baskets; many seeds and images of animals, all in pairs. Some will be
eaten and taken for nourishment by you.”
After they had used the salt, they were asked by Tsichtinako to give life to this salt by praying to the Earth,
first in the North direction, then in the West, then in the South, and then in the East. And when they did so, salt
appeared in each of these directions. Tsichtinako then instructed them to take always the husks from the corn
carefully and to dry them.
They were then instructed to plant tobacco. When the plant matured, they were taught how to roll the leaves in
corn husks and to smoke it.\fn{ Even now in ceremonies the corn husks must be torn with the fingers and tied in the center with a
little strip of corn husk. It may not be cut by artificial means. You smoke in order to make your prayers merge into the minds of the gods to
whom prayer is addressed. This will also compel obedience. If a man smokes when a request is made of him, he must obey that request. }

They were then told to place the tobacco with the pollen and the corn meal and to remember that these three were
always to be together, and to be used in making prayers.
Now they were told that they were to give life to an animal whose flesh they were going to use for food.
Tsichtinako named this animal as kangaroo mouse and also taught them the first song to be sung to animals. She
told them to sing this song in order to make the images alive, and pointed out the images to them in the basket.
They did everything as they were taught. They sang the song to the image and with the word, “Come to life,
Kangaroo Mouse,” it came to life. As it did so it asked,
“Why have I come to life?” Tsichtinako told it not to ask any questions because,
“It is you that is going to give life to other life.” After this was done, Nautsiti and latiku told this animal that it
was going to live on the ground and said to it,
“Go now and increase.” After the animal increased, Tsichtinako told the sisters to kill one of the animals.
“Now eat the two together, the corn and the field mouse, and also the salt to see how it tastes.”
She had already told them never to let out the fire which had been given to them. They acted according to
Tsibhtinako’s instructions. They roasted their corn and roasted the flesh of the field mouse with some salt on it.
After it was cooked, Tsichtinako told them to pray with the food, not with all of it, but with little pieces from each
—corn, flesh, and salt. Each sister did this and prayed to Uchtsiti, the creator of the world, who lives up in the
fourth sky. Tsichtinako told them they were to do this always before eating.
After this they ate the food. There was not very much of the meat, but it was good. They did not know that
there were to be bones but these were not hard and they broke them with their teeth. They liked the flesh so well
that they asked Tsichtinako if they might have something larger that would yield more flesh. Tsichtinako
answered that they would find other things in their baskets. They went back to them, and Tsichtinako said they
would find Rat and another animal, Mole, and also Prairie Dog.
“Go, make these images alive,” said Tsichtinako, pointing them out according to their names.
They were to do this in the same way as with Kangaroo Mouse. Tsichtinako also told them that these animals
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were to be used as food and that they must tell each of these animals to live in the ground because as yet there was
no shade on earth to live in.
“But before you give life to them,” said Tsichtinako, “it is necessary that you plant seeds of grass which will be
the food for them.”
Tsichtinako pointed out the seeds they were to plant, and they took the seeds of the grasses and scattered them
first to the North, next to the West, then some to the South, and then to the East. And immediately grass covered
the ground. They then took the images and prayed to the cardinal points, and, according to the instructions of
Tsichtinako, gave life to all of these animals, giving them names as they came to life. Each one as it came to life
asked why it had come to life but Tsichtinako told them not to ask questions, that they would give life to other
life. As before, the sisters told the animals to increase. After all of this was done, they proceeded to eat the new
animals after praying with them, doing just as they did before.
The two sisters were now very happy, they had plenty and some to spare.
“It is not yet time for the larger animals to be given life,” said Tsichtinako, “first the world must have sufficient
plants and small animals to feed them.”
*
After a long time, Tsichtinako spoke to them,
“What we are going to do now concerns the earth. We are going to make the mountains.”
She told them to remember the words she was going to say. They were to say,
“North Mountain,\fn{Kawashtema kot.} appear in the north, and we will always know you to be in that direction.”
Tsichtinako also pointed out an article in the basket that she named Stone and instructed them to throw the stone
to the North direction as they spoke the words. When they did so, a big mountain appeared in the North. After
they had done this, Tsichtinako instructed them to do the same thing in the West, but to name this mountain
Tsipina kot, and in the South, naming it Da’otyuma kot, and in the East, naming it G’uchana kot. After all this was
done, Tsichtinako spoke again and told them,
“Now that you have all the mountains around you with plains, mesas, and canyons, you must make the
growing things of these places.” Tsichtinako told them to go back to the trees which they had planted
underground, lakhok, geietsu, wanuka, and lanye. She told them to take the seeds from these trees, and they did
so. Following her instructions they spread some to each of the four directions, naming the mountains in each
direction, and saying,
“Grow in North Mountain, grow in West Mountain, etc.” Tsichtinako said to them,
“These are going to be tall trees; from them you will get logs. Later you will build houses and will use these.”
They asked if that was all that was going to grow on the mountains, and Tsichtinako said,
“No, there are many other seeds left in your baskets. You have seeds of trees which are going to yield food.
You will find dyaiits,\fn{Piñon tree.} seisha,\fn{A kind of cedar.} hapani\fn{Oak, acorn.} and makayawi\fn{Walnut.} She
again instructed them what to do and taught them the prayer to use, which was:
“From now on, grow in this mountain and yield fruit which will be used as food. Your places are to be in the
mountains. You will grow and be useful.”
When everything had been done well, Tsichtinako told [them] that there were many smaller seeds left in the
baskets and she gave a name to each, telling them to fill the rest of the land. These seeds were planted on every
one of the four mountains and in the rest of the world. Tsichtinako spoke to the sisters again and told them,
“You still have seeds in your baskets which you will know as scutsobewi\fn{Wild fruits.} These trees you will
grow around you and care for. “
But they mistook the instructions and instead of instructing them to grow nearby, they named the mountains,
and that is where they grew. But there were also some that grew close around.
*
It is not known how long they had to wait for these things to happen, but it was a very long time. They noticed
that the wild plants grew very fast and produced much fruit, but Tsichtinako had not told them whether or not to
eat these, so they left them alone.
They saw that there were still seeds and images in their baskets and asked Tsichtinako how many more kinds
there were. Tsichtinako said there were yet many other seeds which would also be important food. They would
grow quickly and easily and she named them squash and beans. They were instructed to act with them as with the
other seeds, and these also grew into plants. After a time, when they were ripe, Tsichtinako pointed out the parts
of the plants which they were to use for food.
Iatiku later aked Tsichtinako, “What remains in my basket?” and she was answered, “You have still many
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animals; these will be multiplied to populate the mountains.” And as the two grew larger, they required more food.
Tsichtinako saw this and told them that they were now to bring to life larger animals. She said they would find in
their baskets cottontails, jack rabbits, antelope, and water deer. They were told to give life to these animals and to
send them into the open plains. Everything was done as before, and when they killed the animals for food they
were always careful to pray to their father as before. As they again asked Tsichtinako what remained in their
baskets, Tsichtinako said,
“You have images of the still bigger game. You will find deer, elk, mountain sheep, and bison.”
Iatiku asked where these animals were to be told to live and Tsichtinako told them that the elk and deer were to
live in the lower mountains and the mountain sheep higher and in the rougher places. The bison, however, were to
live on the plains. They followed the instructions and gave life to these animals and told them to go to these places
to live and multiply. They again tried all these different animals for food. Their flesh was very good and always
they prayed to Uchtsiti before tasting them.
In Nautsiti’s basket there were many more things left than in Iatiku’s. Nautsiti was selfish and hoarded her
images, but Iatiku was ready to let her seeds and images be used. She was more interested in seeing things grow.
They again asked what remained, and Tsichtinako replied,
“You will find lion, wolf, wildcat and bear. These are strong beasts; they are going to use as food the same
game that you also use. There is now game enough for them.”
When all these had been selected they were brought to life in the same manner as before. The sisters again
asked what was in their baskets, and they were told,
“You will find birds which will fly in the air. These birds will also use small game for their food. You will find
in the basket the eagles and the hawks (shpi-ya, ga-wa, i-tsa). Tsichtinako pointed these out to them and they
brought them to life. The birds flew up into the high mountains and over the plains. The sisters told the birds to
use small game for food, and again Iatiku asked what was in the basket.
Tsichtinako pointed out smaller birds which would populate the country, each living in a different kind of
region. They were then given life, as the animals before them. The birds were of many and bright colors, some
were blue. The wild turkey was among them and they were instructed to tell it not to fly easily like the others.
They were told to tell these birds that their food was to be the different seeds on the mountains and the plains. And
all these animals were sampled for food after they had been given life.
Again Iatiku asked what remained in the baskets, because she found things there that were thorny. Tsichtinako
told them their names. They were the various cacti and were said to be very good for food. But Tsichtinako
explained that most were intended for animals to eat. All these were planted as before and tried for food, and they
found that some tasted good. . . .
After they asked again what was left, Tsichtinako pointed out to them that there were still fish, water snakes,
and turtles, of which there were many kinds of each. They gave life to them as before and told them all to live in
the water as instructed. Tsichtinako pointed out several that were to be used for food. They tried them all for food,
and they found that some were good, and others poor, but offered prayers to all and gave thanks to Uchtsiti. So it
happened that many animals came alive in the world and they all increased.
*
When Tsichtinako was instructing Iatiku and Nautsiti, Tsichtinako cautioned them to be always very careful in
handling their baskets. They were very careful for a while but they soon became too anxious to give life to what
was still in their baskets and they became careless. When Iatiku and Nautsiti were giving life to the snakes and
fishes, in their eagerness they dropped an image from a basket to the ground. They did not know this had
happened, nor did Tsichtinako.
The image came to life itself, and with power of its own. It came to life in the form of a serpent, like the rest of
the snakes. The two sisters noticed a strange snake among the ones to which they had given life, but they only
stopped long enough to ask each other, “Did we give life to that snake?,” and paid no more attention to it, as it
looked like the others.
This was the snake that was to tempt Nautsiti,
Now Nautsiti spoke to Iatiku, who had used more of the seeds and images from her basket, and said she
wanted a chance to give life to more of her images. Iatiku replied, “I am the older, you are younger than I,” but
Nautsiti said,
"We should both give equally because we were created equally. Is it true that you are the older? Let us try each
other! Tomorrow, when the sun rises, let us see who is going to have the sun rise for her first.”
But Iatiku was afraid that her sister was going to get the better of her in some way. She knew a white bird that
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was named sho-ika\fn{Magpie.} She went to it and asked it to go on ahead into the east, where the sun was to
rise, without resting or eating. There it was to shade the sun with its wings from Nautsiti.
The bird went as instructed, for it was very strong and skillful. But, while on its way, it got hungry, and it
passed a place where a puma had killed a deer. Here, although it had been instructed not to stop, it stopped and
found a hole in the side of the deer where the intestines were exposed. The bird put its head into the gash to eat,
and as it did so it got blood on its back and wings and tail, and it flew on not noticing that it was stained from the
blood.
Finally, after a long time, the bird reached the east where the sun was ready to rise, and it spread its wings on
the left of the sun, making a shade in the direction of Nautsiti. So the sun struck Iatiku first and she straightway
claimed to be the older. And Nautsiti was very angry for she had hoped to win.
Iatiku, who did not want her sister to know anything about the trick she had used, whispered to the bird when it
returned from the east, telling it not to say anything, and she also punished the bird for disobeying her. She had
told it not to stop to eat on the way to the rising sun, but she knew that the bird had stopped for it was all dirty
with blood. So she said to it,
“For stopping and eating you will not know from now on how to kill your own meat. You will not be a hunter,
you will eat what others have killed and left, and most of the time you will eat what is spoiled. Your color also
will be spotted from now on, you will not be white as you were at first.”
The two sisters were now thinking selfish thoughts. Nautsiti schemed to get the better of her sister. She often
wandered off, making plans to outdo Iatiku, but Iatiku watched her and noticed everything. She saw that Nautsiti
was falling away from her and was not happy as she used to be. Iatiku also noticed that Nautsiti was becoming
solitary and that she would wander off alone. Iatiku tried to comfort her and asked her why she had changed.
A long time before this Tsichtinako had told them that Uchtsiti forbade them to think of having children. In due
time other humans made in their likeness would be born to them. But one day Pishuni, the snake that had come to
life of itself, met Nautsiti and said to her,
“Why are you lonely and unhappy? If you want what will make you happy, I can tell you what to do. You are
the only one on earth that is lonely. You and your sister do not like each other. If you bore someone like yourself,
you would no longer be lonely. Tsichtinako wants to hold back this happiness from you. Unless you do as I tell
you, you will have to wait a long time.” Nautsiti asked Pishuni how she could do this, and the serpent replied,
“Go to the rainbow. He will meet you and show you what to do.”
Nautsiti thought it would be well to do what Pishuni said. Soon after she was sitting alone on a rock when it
rained. It was very hot and the rain steamed on the hot ground. Nautsiti lay on her back to receive the rain, and the
dripping water entered her. This was the work of Rainbow, and she conceived without knowing what had
happened.
Some time after, Iatiku noticed that Nautsiti was pregnant. After a time she bore twin sons. Iatiku helped her
sister to take care of them. Tsichtinako came back to them and asked,
“Why have you done this without my instructing you? Uchtsiti had forbidden you this.” Tsichtinako left them
angrily, saying,
“From now on, you will do as you see fit. I will not help you any more because you disobeyed your father.”
But instead of being sorry, the two sisters felt happier.
It happened that Nautsiti disliked one of the children. So Iatiku took this one and cared for it.
Because they had committed a sin, their father called Tsichtinako away from them. But they lived happily, and
the children grew up.
*
After a long time Nautsiti said to Iatiku, “We are not happy together. Let us share what we have in our baskets
and separate. I still have many things. These animals in my basket, these sheep and cattle I will share with you,
but it is understood that these animals will demand much care.”
Iatiku answered that it would be too hard a task to care for them and that she did not want her children to have
them. Nautsiti also pointed out some seeds and told Iatiku to take some of them. They were seeds of wheat and
vegetables. Nautsiti knew also that these were going to be hard to raise, but she wanted to share them with Iatiku.
But Iatiku again did not want them for her children.
In Nautsiti’s basket, too, there were many metals. She offered to share these, but Iatiku did not take any. When
Nautsiti had looked this far into her basket she found something written (ti'- thyatra'nl). Nautsiti also offered this,
but Iatiku did not want it. Nautsiti said,
“There are still many things that are very good for foods in my basket but I know that all of these things will
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require much care. Why is it, sister, that you are not thankful, why do you not take some of the things I have
offered? I am going to leave you. We both understand that we are to increase our kind, and in a long time to come
we shall meet again and then you will be wearing clothes. We shall still be sisters, for we have the same father,
but I shall have the better of you again. I am going away into the East.”
Iatiku did not say where she would go. She thought she would stay where she was. So Nautsiti left her, taking
the child she loved with her and leaving the other for Iatiku.
So Nautsiti disappeared into the East, while Iatiku stayed on and became very sad. She said to the boy child
who stayed with her,
“We shall live here with everything that our father has given us.”
*
They lived together for a long time and, when he grew up, he became her husband and she named him
Tiamuni. latiku bore many children and she named the first for the clan of her sister—the Sun clan. Now Iatiku
had her own power. She did everything in the way she had been instructed; she took the child the fourth day after
birth to pray to the sun, as she herself had been taught when she came into the light and she put soe pollen and
some sacred corn meal into the child’s hands. She taught this to every child that she bore after this. And the
brothers and the sisters all lived together and they all began to increase. Latiku was the mother and ruled.
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49.52 The Rug\fn{by Meg Mullins (1972- )} Albuquerque, Bernalillo County, New Mexico, U.S.A. (F) 8
Ushman Khan doesn’t like tourists. It is June, though, and tourist season in New York, and as he double-parks
his van outside Mrs. Roberts’s apartment building, they are everywhere. Dressed in T-shirts and sandals, fancy
cameras dangling from their necks, they run for awnings and bus stops as a hard rain begins to fall. Watching the
chaos, Ushman smiles. He holds a newspaper over his head and, nearly dry, makes his way through the crowd.
Mrs. Roberts’s maid comes to the door, letting Ushman into the cool, dark apartment. The girl is young and
squat and motions for Ushman to follow her into the den. He has been here before and walks silently through the
expansive apartment. In nearly every room there is a rug from his small showroom on Madison Avenue. They are
comforting to him, each one reminding him of his wife. She is still in Tabriz, where she selects and commissions
hand-knotted wool and embroidered kilim from the women in the bazaar and private workshops. Every month she
ships two or three rugs to Ushman with a note that reads Sell, Sell, Sell, Your Wife, Farah.
Last year, when Mrs. Roberts and her husband moved across the park, she commissioned Ushman to cover all
the floors in the new apartment. The job enabled Ushman to absorb the increase in the rent for his shop and nearly
double his inventory, but he never liked being in Mrs. Roberts’s apartment, with its high, echoing ceilings and
drafty, perfumed air. And she had not been easy to please. Ushman must have hauled two dozen rugs into and out
of the apartment after Mrs. Roberts had lived with them for a few days, only to find their colors too muted, too
bright, or just wrong. On these occasions she seemed perversely pleased, as if she enjoyed finding flaws. And
then, when Ushman rolled out the rug that was eventually to stay, Mrs. Roberts would appear in the doorway
grimacing. Ushman, sweating and impatient, would ask:
“Not this one, either?”
She’d bite her bottom lip and place both hands on her hips. Then, as she turned away, she'd say, without
looking back:
“It’s perfect. It stays.”
After he’d finished the project, Mrs. Roberts still kept in touch. Often she would come by the shop with a
friend of hers, winking at Ushman as the other woman knelt to admire an expensive silk. Or she would call asking
about a rug’s origin or care or something else that Ushman knew was on the appraisal documents he’d given her.
This persistence made him anxious, made him think that maybe she would try to say he had cheated her or been
dishonest. So when Mrs. Roberts called this morning and asked him to come to the apartment right away, Ushman
felt nothing but dread.
He waits for her in the den, watching the rain fall in a dark haze over the park. It is an unusually cold day for
late June, and Ushman shivers, even in long sleeves. From a bedroom off the den, Mrs. Roberts appears just as
Ushman is looking at his watch.
“You have somewhere to be,” she says, more of a statement than a question.
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“Yes, hello. An appointment.” Then, with a gesture he learned from his father, Ushman raises his eyebrows and
extends his arms toward her as if he were displaying a precious object.
“But what may I do for you?”
Mrs. Roberts looks past him, out the window.
“It’s a terrible day to be working, Ushman,” she says.
Ushman lowers his eyes, fiddles with the keys in his pocket.
“You’re right, a terrible day,” he says.
Mrs. Roberts looks down at her feet.
“I have grown a distaste for this rug,” she says, walking across the center of it. “I want another.”
Ushman smiles, tries hard to hide his irritation.
“It’s been over three months, Mrs. Roberts. The trial period is finished. You own the rug now.”
“Oh, for goodness sakes, I know that. I don’t want a refund, Ushman. This one will go to my niece, I think.”
She turns to look at the closed door from which she came, listens for a moment, and then turns back to
Ushman.
“But,” she says, pacing the length of the rug, “I wanted to remind you of the space so you could pick out an
appropriate few and show them to me.”
Ushman nods, but cannot contain his disapproval. The royal blue and red silk from Karaja truly belongs in the
room. As any good rug should, it makes the room appear bigger, warmer, more textured. But, most important, it
gives the room weight.
“This rug, though, in this room, I have never seen a more perfect match—” he begins.
Mrs. Roberts waves her hand at Ushman, signaling for quiet. She turns her head again toward the closed
bedroom door. Ushman hears it just as she does—a dull thud, followed by a thin, scared voice calling for help.
Mrs. Roberts places her hand on her chest, as if she is trying to keep something in place. Ushman watches her jog
awkwardly to the door, pull it open wide, and kneel next to a figure who is lying, nearly motionless, on the floor
by the bed. He must have fallen out, Ushman thinks, and is startled by this part of Mrs. Roberts’s life. Mrs.
Roberts lifts the man’s head into her lap, but he is still calling for help, his voice full of panic.
“I’m here, I’m here,” she says, and in one motion rings a small brass bell by the night-stand, turns on the
oxygen compressor, and positions the mask over the man’s nose and mouth. The young maid comes running
through the den and kneels next to Mrs. Roberts.
Ushman watches the two women as they try to negotiate the man back into bed. Not sure if he should look
away in respect for their privacy or eagerly volunteer to help, Ushman approaches quietly. Standing in the doorway, he sees that the man is white-haired, pale, wearing navy silk pajamas that are wrinkled and twisted around
his long, thin frame.
“I think we need his help,” the maid says, gesturing toward Ushman.
Mrs. Roberts looks up at Ushman, her face flushed and tense.
Ushman steps forward.
“Please, then,” she acquiesces, moving away from the man’s head. “My husband,” she says, absently watching
Ushman slide his arms beneath the man’s armpits and lift him back onto the bed, the maid holding his feet.
“Who’s this?” Mr. Roberts says, pulling the oxygen mask away for a moment.
Mrs. Roberts strokes the hair away from his temples.
“This is the rug merchant, sweetheart,” she says quietly.
Mr. Roberts looks at Ushman, his thick white eyebrows raised in comprehension.
“Ushman,” he says, closing his eyes, a brief smile crossing his lips.
“That’s right. Ushman is going to find us another beautiful rug, sweetheart,” she says, carefully pronouncing
her words.
Mrs. Roberts stands, showing Ushman out of the room. She is composed again and all business.
“Until tomorrow, then,” she says, smoothing her hair into place.
Ushman nods and closes the door.
*
The rain passes momentarily, but the afternoon remains cold and dark. Ushman drives through the park, feeling as though he’s seen something he shouldn’t have. He had been grateful for Mrs. Roberts’s formality, ushering
him out quickly, the look in her eyes assuring him that she would not want to speak of this again, that he should
not have been witness to any of it. Ushman thinks of her husband’s body, so small and weightless in his arms, and
shudders, realizing what he had been trusted with, if only for a moment.
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Witnessing the interaction between Mrs. Roberts and her husband reminds Ushman of his last days in Tabriz,
before he came to America. He would stand and watch, through the open bedroom door, hoping to catch a glimpse
of Farak’s hands as she bathed his mother. Silently stroking a washcloth up and down a limp leg, Farak would not
acknowledge Ushman, even if she saw him. She would simply squeeze the dirty water out the open window and
start on the other leg.
Ushman could not see his mother’s face, and should not have even seen her feet, bare and twisted. But as Farak worked her hands over his mother’s body, conceding gracefully to her sharp demands, Ushman kept watching,
hoping for a look of clemency from Farak as she scrubbed and wiped.
He merges into traffic on the Queensboro Bridge, not having felt so alone since his first days in America. He
was living with his cousin in Howard Beach, across the expressway from Kennedy Airport. The roar of jets startled him at first—picture frames and ashtrays buzzed against tabletops like the beginnings of an earthquake. On
the small balcony the three rugs Farak had sent him were wrapped and huddled like refugees, and Ushman had
wondered if coming to America was the right thing. He missed Farak and worried that he would not be successful.
Each day had been the same, and each day he cringed to think of Farak seeing him this way: riding the G train,
passing out business cards that read carpet merchant under his name, passengers mistaking him for a beggar and
offering him change. Then one day he sold the first kilim to an Italian man for five thousand dollars. He counted
the hundreds over and over and wished he could take Farak to the big department store on Fifth Avenue and let
her pick out a dress or some jewelry. He begged Farak to come then, to bring his invalid mother with her and
move into the small apartment he’d found in Flatbush. But she told him she would not come until it was a better
life than in Tabriz, where the money he sent them bought fresh vegetables, black-market stockings, and all his
mother’s medications. Then last year, when he’d done the job for Mrs. Roberts and could promise Farak a twobedroom apartment, she’d told him she still wasn’t sure that America was the place for her. Ushman was
beginning to understand, though, that it was not the country but Ushman himself with whom she wasn’t sure she
belonged.
*
Yesterday Ushman brought a privately owned kilim to his shop, on inspection, and decided to buy it from the
owner in Jackson Heights for twelve thousand dollars, knowing that it would bring nearly twenty in his shop. He
has the cashier’s check in his satchel and the rug in the back of his van. Ushman does not bargain. If the man will
not accept the twelve thousand, he will give him back the rug and drive away.
As he turns the corner onto the man’s block, Ushman notices a single ambulance, its lights flashing brightly
against the dullness of the day. Approaching the house, he sees a stretcher being carried out of the same front door
from which Ushman took the kilim yesterday. There is a figure on the stretcher, but it is covered by a thick white
sheet. Ushman parks the van across the street and watches the paramedics load the stretcher, turn off the flashing
lights, and drive away.
There is a young man standing in the yard next door, smoking a cigarette. Ushman gets out of his van and asks
the man what has happened.
“Heart attack. Quick and brutal,” he says, snapping his fingers loudly, “like that.”
“I’m so very sorry,” Ushman says, backing away. The young man shrugs, stamps out his cigarette.
“Didn’t know the dude,” he says, and turns to go inside.
Ushman sits in his van with both the money and the rug, his feet tingling. He cannot believe this turn of events,
his good fortune. The man lived alone, probably has children living in another state who are just now being lifted
by the gentle roar of a jet, and whose last concern will be a rug of which even their father didn’t realize the value.
Impulsively, he drives away, back across the Queensboro Bridge, remembering the makeshift stretchers that his
village had made out of the kilim, and how, that day two and a half years ago, he found Farak still crouched, afraid
to move, and bloodied when he finally rode back into Tabriz. Feeling as though it is that day again, and as though
now he might be able change that day’s events, he drives even faster.
Farak had had her fifth miscarriage early that morning, just before the earthquake. When the house began to
shudder Farak knelt in the bathroom doorway, already weeping, and watched the roof crumble on either side of
her. Ushman’s mother was in bed still, and her spine was crushed beneath the weight of the dirt roof.
Ushman had been in Karaja, a small mountain village near Tabriz that has no road access, where he ran another small workshop. He had two Karaja rugs tethered to his saddlebags and was descending the mountain when
the camel stopped and sat down.
Hours later, when Ushman found his damaged house and saw Farak so bloody, he was afraid that she had been
badly hurt. She was crying, though, and he knew that was a good sign. But as he held her to him, dragging her out
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of the rubble, he understood that beneath her whimpers she was saying:
The baby, the baby.
Kneeling in front of a loom for all of her childhood, at the demand of Ushman’s father, had misshapen Farak’s
pelvis so badly that doctors told her a baby’s skull would be crushed if she attempted vaginal childbirth. Farak had
accepted this fact, but so far she had not even been able to carry a fetus beyond the first trimester. Though the
doctors could offer no medical explanation for this, Farak insisted it must have the same origin as her misshapen
pelvis.
More than thirty-five thousand people were killed in the earthquake, and Ushman wanted to blame the
miscarriage on it as well.
“No,” Farak said as they stood over his mother’s hospital bed, “it happened before the earthquake.”
“We will try again,” Ushman said, placing his hand on Farak’s back.
“It’s no good, Ushman. I will lose the baby each time. Don’t make me lose another one to prove it to you,”
Farak said, and lowered her head.
Ushman spent the week before they brought his mother home from the hospital rebuilding his own roof and
helping other men in the village begin the cleanup. Both of Ushman’s workshops were destroyed, and four of his
weavers were dead. There was no electricity, so Ushman spent the evenings lying in bed, hoping Farak would
understand that the miscarriage was his sorrow too. But she would come in late from speaking with neighbor women in the courtyard, and take Ushman’s cigarette from between his fingers, grinding it into the dirt floor without
a word.
After the earthquake, Ushman decided to try his hand as a merchant. It would be costly for him to rebuild his
workshops, and he knew the merchants sold the rugs in Tehran and Kashan for twice what they paid Ushman.
Farak suggested America.
“They are rich there. You can sell the kilim for four times what we get here.”
They were finishing a dinner of lentil stew. Ushman looked up from his bowl.
“I cannot go to America alone. I have responsibilities here.”
“Your mother is my responsibility. You can go and I will send you the kilim each month.”
“You will get cheated,” Ushman said, and lifted the bowl to his face, pouring the remaining lentil broth down
his throat.
“I will buy from the women. They will not cheat me.”
“And when my mother dies you will come?” Ushman asked under his breath.
“Don’t talk of that,” Farak said, and cleared away their bowls. Three months later Ushman was sleeping on a
mat in his cousin’s apartment in Queens.
Last year in a letter from his mother, Ushman learned of the Turkish tailor from Tehran who had come to the
house. His mother told Ushman that the tailor had visited Tabriz three times that fall, and that each time she could
hear him and Farak talking in the dim courtyard while her own neck cramped up, long overdue for her nightly
massage. Ushman wished his mother would die.
*
His store is nothing more than a desk, a chair, and a small stack of rugs. Ushman sets the stolen rug down near
his desk, still unable to believe the afternoon’s events. He unrolls the rug, though, and is startled by its beauty. It is
a Kashan Ardabil Shrine design carpet, semi-antique, probably made in the late 1960s. Ushman notices that the
first two stanzas of Shiraz’s ghazal\fn{I.e., the Persian poet Mohammed Shams od-Din (1325?-1389?), now known as Hafiz, a
respectful title meaning “one who has memorized the Qu’ran.” } that were woven into the border of the original Ardabil
Shrine carpet in 1539 are typed in English on a sheet of stationery and stitched to the back. Ushman reads over the
verses, remembering having to learn them in grade school.
When he examined the rug last night, he knew immediately that it was authentic and had only checked the
fibers to verify its age and condition. Now, in the daylight of his shop, the rug’s golden red tones are brilliant. He
does not regret his decision. In its weave, he sees the marketplace of Tabriz, the early days of his marriage, the
easy way in which Farak would lay their dinner dishes, light a candle, steep his tea, all while holding his gaze
across the kitchen table. Anyway, he tells himself, the Ardabil rug would have been sold for a fraction of its value
at some early-morning estate sale where it could never mean as much to the buyer as it does to Ushman. The rug
had been meant for him.
Excited and lonely, he cannot help himself from placing the call to Tabriz, though he knows it will wake her.
“Farak?” he says to the sleepy distant voice that picks up. “Ushman, what has happened to you?”
He instinctively changes the story a little.
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“I got an Ardabil kilim for free today. I was going to give him twelve thousand for it, but … he left town,
Farak. A twenty-thousand-dollar kilim, he leaves it behind.” When she is silent, Ushman adds:
“With me.”
“Nothing is for free, Ushman.”
“How is my mother?” Ushman replies.
“Like a sack of bones,” Farak says. “If you sell the Shrine rug, perhaps you will then have enough money to
pay a nurse.”
He has not expected this. Ushman is afraid his mother is right, that Farak has a lover in Tehran who will never
make her touch another kilim as long as she lives. Perhaps it is only her duty that keeps her in Tabriz, caring for
Ushman’s invalid mother. But then, it is also her duty to love him, Ushman reasons, and he holds on to this
thought as he invents other ways to spend the money.
“I could use a bigger shop,” Ushman says, and Farak doesn’t reply. “Or perhaps I could come for a visit, like a
vacation.”
“Since when is Tabriz a vacation spot, Ushman? Come if you have to, not for the scenery.”
He does not know what to say, but is glad that he cannot see her eyes, which, even on the morning he left
Tabriz for his long journey to America, had been full of blame. She had allowed him to lift her veil and place one
kiss on her dry lips before she covered her face again. It was their only act of marital intimacy since the earthquake, as she was still in mourning for the lost baby.
Ushman had hoped for children, but he did not need them if he had Farak. Though he understood why she held
him and his family’s workshops responsible, he did not agree. The kilim had been good to Ushman and his family.
The kilim had brought Farak to him the first time, and he was sure that the Ardabil would bring her back again.
Farak had been a weaver in Ushman’s father’s workshop in Tabriz from the time she was seven years old. Her
small hands maneuvered the thread expertly, spinning and dying wool in the evening and weaving every day.
When Ushman was thirteen he accompanied his father into the workshop to inspect the women’s progress. Farak
was squatting over the loom, her veil hanging low over her forehead, tying the tight little knots that Ushman’s
father and the merchants from Tehran raved about.
Outside one day soon after, Ushman spotted Farak sketching a design in the dirt. He approached, and told her
she had lovely technique—the highest compliment Ushman had ever heard his father give to a woman. She was
humbled by his attention and lowered her eyes in respect. His big feet, the toes clumsily hanging over the edge of
each leather sandal, must have moved her, and she dared to let a smile spread beneath her veil before returning to
her work.
When his father died, Ushman married Farak and took over the workshops. She continued to weave for him
until the workshops were destroyed.
Unsure what to do, Ushman rolls the Ardabil rug back up and places it in a corner. If he sells the rug for what
it’s worth, he can afford to pay a nurse for the rest of his mother’s life. He can almost afford it now. But the only
reason for a nurse is to set Farak free, and Ushman, although he has not seen her for two years, cannot imagine
that.
He never should have told Farak about the rug, Ushman thinks to himself. He must be more careful of his
urges.
*
The next morning summer is back and the air is thick with humidity. The hot months are always slow, but
Ushman has not even read the headlines of his morning paper before someone rings at the door.
It is Mrs. Roberts, dressed in white linen. She waves at Ushman through the glass door, and he buzzes her in.
He did not expect her until later; she has never come before noon.
She greets him as if she has not seen him in weeks. He bows, relieved that they are back on familiar territory.
She looks around his shop, then to the window. He turns and follows her gaze across the street to a man and
woman arguing over a taxicab.
“I must confess,” she finally says, removing a compact from her handbag, “I’m a terrible voyeur. We live so
high that people on the street become nothing more than movement. But here, you’re so close to the street, it’s
really quite mesmerizing, isn’t it?”
Mrs. Roberts looks at Ushman with strangely bright eyes. It makes him suspicious, this look. He watches as
she drags the thick powder across her nose. There is something terribly ugly about her face, Ushman thinks,
something wide and shameful. He has never liked the looks of American women. He thinks of Farak: her delicate
face, strong hands, and the small feet which crossed the dirt floor of their bedroom at night in hushed strides.
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Abruptly Mrs. Roberts closes her compact, turns away from the window, and looks around her at the few rugs
hanging and the stack just behind her. Then Ushman sees her eyes rest on the Ardabil rug, rolled tightly in the
corner.
“So,” she says with her face already in a firmly established smile, “is this the one you’ve found for me?”
He is not prepared for this, has not yet decided just what he will do with the rug. But he understands there is no
way to deny her. She smiles insistently. Ushman pulls the rug into the middle of the room, then gives it a kick and
watches as it unrolls. It has one large medallion in the center surrounded by a sea of delicate flowers. The threads
are warm shades of red and gold.
Mrs. Roberts’s smile fades into some sort of astonishment. Ushman is proud of the rug’s effect.
“It is a replica of one of the Ardabil Shrine rugs, woven in the sixteenth century. The original is in the Victoria
and Albert Museum in London.”
“It’s the most wonderful-looking thing I’ve ever seen,” Mrs. Roberts says, kneeling to touch the rug.
Ushman kneels next to her, pleased that she appreciates the rug’s value. Whatever anxiety Ushman has around
Mrs. Roberts, she also makes him feel proud of his shop, his rugs. He wishes that Farak could see the way Mrs.
Roberts looks at the kilim, at him. Perhaps such an important woman’s esteem would change the way Farak feels
about Ushman and the rugs.
As Mrs. Roberts extends a hand to touch the Ardabil, Ushman notices the skin, wrinkled and spotted, her
fingers beginning to bend under the force of swollen knuckles. He looks at her face, smooth and covered in a
heavy layer of makeup, which, instead of giving her a more youthful appearance, Ushman thinks, makes her look
raw and somehow vulnerable.
“What’s this?” she asks, looking at the small yellowed paper stitched to the backside.
“It was woven into the original,” Ushman says quietly. She reads aloud:
Except for your threshold, there is no refuge in this world for me,
except for this wool; there is no shelter for my head.
When the enemy’s sword is drawn, I throw down my shield in flight
because I have no weapon except weeping and sighing.

She looks at Ushman.
“It takes your breath away, doesn’t it?”
“They are nice verses,” Ushman says, and stands. “We studied them as children, but I was never very good in
school.”
“What is the price?” Mrs. Roberts suddenly asks, standing next to him, her eyes wide with desire.
Ushman panics. She is close to him, her lipstick melting into the wrinkles around her mouth, a hint of staleness
creeping into her minty breath. Impulsively, Ushman names his price.
“Thirty thousand.” Mrs. Roberts’s face relaxes into a frown, but she doesn’t flinch. She has never questioned
Ushman’s fairness.
“Fine,” she says, disappointed. Then, with a pleading in her voice, she asks, “Why do you make it so easy for
me, Ushman?”
“What do you mean?” he says, astonished that she has agreed to such a high figure.
“You always find the perfect rug. This one, it’s like nothing I could have even imagined.”
“You are a good customer,” Ushman says, turning his gold signet ring around and around. He is elated at the
thought of so much money. He cannot believe that such wealth will not change Farak’s mind.
“I can see you love the rug,” he says, feeling as though he is finally in control of his fortune.
Mrs. Roberts’s face is quiet, though, even stern, and Ushman thinks maybe she’s changed her mind. He
tempers his own emotion, afraid of betraying himself. She looks at him hard.
“I thought that maybe it wouldn’t even be for sale,” she says quietly, turning away from Ushman and the rug.
He intuits that something has happened, and he’s sure that it must be his fault, but Ushman just stands looking at
the ridges of her shoulder blades moving beneath her tunic as she shifts in distress. Though her eyes are clear and
dry when she turns to face him again, Ushman begins to understand that wanting is its own luxury.
And suddenly Ushman is sure of what Mrs. Roberts is asking him to do. He feels generous, standing over the
rug, the sun making his shop warm and bright.
“You’re right,” Ushman begins, watching her face for a response, “it is special to my family.” She raises her
eyebrows, alert, encouraging.
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“I’ll have to check with my wife, you know,” he continues. “Give me a few days.”
Mrs. Roberts seems quite pleased with this revelation, and her eyes fix on the rug with what Ushman recognizes as longing. They stand in silence for a moment, and then, with the artificial formality that occurs between two
people aware of a lie, Ushman and Mrs. Roberts say their goodbyes.
*
The next evening Ushman sits in his bedroom with the window open, listening to his downstairs neighbor
practice the clarinet. He is drinking coffee. At midnight he will call Farak, as he does each month. It will be morning there, his mother barking out requests from her bed.
Ushman has no nostalgia for his mother. He knows that each time Farak lays her hands on the old woman’s
greasy skin, massaging a stiff neck or arm, Farak’s disdain for him hardens. If his mother hadn’t been crippled, he
might have brought Farak to America with him and let the fresh flowers and hot dogs on streetcorners lull her into
forgiveness. It would be easier to love him here, where the rumblings outside are planes and trucks and where
doctors work miracles every day. She could watch the talk shows on IV and see that there are men much worse
than he. And they could sit together in the shop on the rugs from their past and dream about the people on the
street they wished they were, but would not know how to be.
Ushman still believes in that dream. He did not come to America to lose his wife; he came to make a better life
for both of them. He knows that after he plays her game, Mrs. Roberts will give him thirty thousand for the rug,
and with that money Ushman can give Farak what she wants.
In the dark, Ushman feels close to her and sure of himself. When it is time, he places the call. He can hear the
radio in the background as Farak answers.
“Ushman,” she says, “how are you?”
“I’m well. How are you?”
“Your mother has a bit of a cold, but she is fine. She is sleeping now.”
“What are you listening to?”
“The Beatles. Semah loaned me the tape.”
“I could send you some tapes. Elvis, too.”
“That would be nice. What happened with the Ardabil rug, Ushman?”
“Oh. One of my customers is very interested, and she will even pay more than the rug is worth. She’s a little
crazy, Farak.”
“Crazier than you and me?”
“She’s very rich. She can have anything she wants.”
“To be crazy like that, Ushman. Oh, if only we were crazy like that.”
Ushman listens to Farak’s lazy voice, the tinny yeah, yeah, yeah of the Beatles in the background. He thinks of
Mrs. Roberts and how she had been able to make him understand that she wanted to lose sleep over the rug, to
worry that she might not be able to have it for her own. He wants to tell Farak that they can be crazy like that; that
they will be rich and crazy together in America.
But something stops him. Ushman longs to see Farak—her face, her hands, her eyes. If he could see her, maybe he could understand her too. Finally, in a hesitant voice, he asks what he’s never before dared, what he realizes
he’s never known.
“What is it that you want, Farak?”
The line is silent except for the music and Farak’s quiet breathing.
“It’s not that easy, Ushman. Things just happen, no matter what you want.”
“Tell me what’s happened, then,” Ushman says, his heart racing.
The music clicks off and Farak’s voice quivers.
“I’m carrying a baby again, Ushman.”
Ushman listens to the little sobs she tries to muffle.
“The Turk’s?” he finally asks.
She doesn’t say anything.
“You will lose it like the rest,” Ushman spits into the phone. He can hear a small whine of pain and then there
is quiet.
“Farak?” Ushman says, looking out his window, wondering why he ever left Tabriz.
She breathes heavily into the phone but does not respond.
“There’s your mother calling,” Farak says finally, her voice weak. “I’ve got to get her pills, Ushman.”
He calls her name again, but she hangs up. Ushman’s chest heaves in anger. He stands up, as if movement will
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calm the burning in his stomach where her words have nested. He stomps his feet and shakes his head, fighting
back tears until he is worn out and the cries of a child next door startle him into silence.
*
He gets to the shop before the morning has really gotten started. Bicycles whir through the streets unhindered,
and dogs pee on the corner of every mailbox and newsstand as their owners follow sleepily in sneakers and sweatpants. The Ardabil rug is in the center of the shop, its brilliant red and gold threads taunting Ushman.
In the quiet of night, when the breeze still blew hot through the window and Ushman’s body was limp on the
bed, he realized that the rug had tested him. How far, it had asked, would he go for Farak? He had been thinking
of nothing but her and of the earthquake as he drove back into the city, the dead man’s rug in the back of his van.
He’d thought the rug was a stroke of luck. That’s why he had played Mrs. Roberts’s game and that’s why he had
called Farak to tell her of his find, and that’s why he’d had the nerve to ask her what he never had before. And that
stupid lucky feeling made him a bigger fool now than ever.
Looking at the rug, he thinks of the dead man, whose face he cannot even remember. He thinks of the thousands of knots, the fingers that tied them, fingers like Farak’s that have stroked the skin of another man. He rolls
up the rug, heaves it onto his shoulder, and stands on the avenue, waiting.
He knows their schedule, and the truck pulls up just as he’s beginning to break a sweat. The streets are still
empty, but they’re at the end of their route and the truck is nearly full. He places the rug on top of the six trash
bags and watches as the sanitation worker stops to inspect the rug.
“It’s trash,” Ushman says, “terrible stains. Worthless, really.”
Wiping his brow, the man looks at Ushman, then at the rug again.
“Please,” Ushman says, and raises his voice to a tone of urgency, “just take it.”
The worker shrugs.
“Whatever, guy,” he says, and throws the Ardabil up and into the compactor. Ushman stands listening to the
motor, and he imagines the rug crushed between eggshells and dirty diapers, its proud design soiled by other
people’s filth.
*
As he’s sure she would, Mrs. Roberts shows up before noon, inquiring about the rug.
Ushman notices that she is bright, hopeful that the rug may continue to be out of her reach for a little longer. It
makes Ushman angry, that to want something she can’t have is an indulgence, a fancy he was willing to humor.
He no longer feels generous or kind, and so he turns to her with a somber face and says:
“It’s gone. You cannot covet it or pretend to covet it any longer.”
“Oh,” she says, shocked by his tone. “Well, I certainly didn’t mean to offend you.” She stands her ground and
makes no move to leave.
“I am not playing,” Ushman says. “It’s really gone. So go try to find something else in this city that you can’t
have.”
Mrs. Roberts smiles stiffly at Ushman. He remembers that she is older than her face looks; he remembers that
her husband is at home, dying, and yet she’s here, with him.
Having been up all night is beginning to make his head buzz. His knees feel loose. He sits down on the small
stack of rugs, stretches his arms out the way his father taught him, and pleads:
“What do you want?”
She doesn’t answer but steps out of her shoes, walks across the room, and sits next to him. Exhausted, he lies
down, turning his back to her. Without speaking, Mrs. Roberts moves her body close to Ushman, careful not to
touch him. She lies there next to him, the way a wife would, in silence. Ushman closes his eyes. He thinks of the
window on the other side of the room, and of the people who, seeing the two of them there, like lovers on the
small pile of rugs, are undoubtedly longing to trade places.
*THE EMPIRE STATE: NEW YORK’S NATIVE AUTHORS, SELECTED BY COUNTY OF BIRTH*
105.167 Excerpt from Rip Van Winkle: A Posthumous Writing Of Diedrich Knickerbocker\fn{by Washington
Irving (1783-1859)} 128 William Streeet, Manhattan Island, New York County, New York, U.S.A. (M) 7
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
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primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie so much among books as among men; for the
former are lamentably scanty on his favorite topics, whereas he found the old burghers, and still more their wives,
rich in that legendary lore so invaluable to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch
family, snugly shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a little
clasped volume of black-letter, and studied it with the zeal of a bookworm.
The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the reign of the Dutch governors, which
he published some years since. There have been various opinions as to the literary character of his work, and, to
tell the truth, it is not a white better than it should be. Its chief merit is its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was
a little questioned on its first appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is now admitted into
all historical collections as a book of unquestionable authority.
The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and now that he is dead and gone, it cannot
do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been much better employed in weightier labors. He,
however, was apt to ride his hobby his own way; and though it did not 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 jay be appreciated by critics, it is still held dear by many
folk whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to
imprint his likeness on their New Year cakes, and have thus given him a chance 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 Creepe into
My sepulchre—
—Cartwright

Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill Mountains. They are a dismembered
branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height,
and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour
of the day produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains; and they are regarded by all
the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue
and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is
cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun,
will glow and light up like a crown of glory.
At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light moke curling up from a village,
whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green
of the nearer landscape. It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists
in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant (may
he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of
small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with
weathercocks.\fn{Stuyvesant was the last Dutch colonial governor (1647-1664).}
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-hearted 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, goodnatured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor and an obedient henpecked husband. Indeed, to the latter
circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal popularity; for those men
are 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 certain lecture is
worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may,
therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing, and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.
Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as usual with the
amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles, and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in
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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 assdiduity or perseverance; for he wold sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a
Tartar’s lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He
would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill
and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbor even in the
roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone fences; the
women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less
obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody’s business but his own;
but as to doing family duty and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.
In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground in the
whole country; everything about it went wrong, and would go wrong in spite of him. His fences were continually
falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in
his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some out-door work to do;
so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until there was little
more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst-conditioned farm in the
neighborhood.
His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in
his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes, of his father. He was generally seen trooping
like a colt at his mother’s heels, equipped in a pair of his father’s cast-off galligaskins\fn{ The loose, wide breeches
worn in the 16th and 17th centuries.} 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 h e 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 henpecked husband.
Rip’s sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his master; for Dame Van
Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye as the cause of his
master’s going so often astray. True it is, 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-doing and all-besetting terrors of a
woman’s tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground, or curled
between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at
the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would fly to the door with helping 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\fn{ King of England 1760-1820.} 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 which sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands from some
passing traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Brummel, the
school-master, 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
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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 sun-dial. It is true, he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents,
however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions.
When anything that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently, and to
send forth short, frequent, and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly,
and emit it in light and placid clouds, and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth and letting the fragrant
vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.
From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who wold suddenly
break in upon the tranquility of the assemblage, and call the members all to nought; 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 the clamor of his wife, was to take a 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
wistfully in his master’s face, and if dogs can feel pity, I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his
heart.
In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest
parts of the Kaatskill Mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel-shooting, and the still solitudes had
echoed and 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
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 around, 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 someone 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 buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulders 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 each other, they clambered up
a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard
long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft between lofty
rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of
one of those transient thundershowers which often take place in the mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing
through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheater, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over
the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky, and
the bring evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence; for though the
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former marveled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was
something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired awe, and checked familiarity.
On entering the amphitheater, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the center was a
company of odd-looking personages playing at ninepins. They were dressed in 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 head, broad face, and small
piggish eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf
hat, set off with a little red cock’s tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who
seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced
doublet, broad belt and hanger,\fn{ Sword.} high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes
with roses on them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlor of
Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson,\fn{ Of the Dutch Reformed Church.} 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-luster 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. “Surely,” thought Rip, “I have not slept here all
night.” He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep. The strange man with the keg of liquor—the mountain
ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—the woebegone 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 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 amphitheater; but no traces of
such opening remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall, over which the torrent came tumbling in a
sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here,
then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the
cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in the 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
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gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He shook his head,
shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.
As he approached the village, he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat surprised
him, for he had thought himself acquainted with everyone in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a
different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and
whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture
induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown as foot long!
He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him, and
pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him
as he passed. The very village was altered: it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he
had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over
the doors—strange faces at the windows—everything was strange. His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt
whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village, which he had
left but the day before. There stood the Kaatskill Mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there was
every hill and dale precisely as it had always been—Rip was sorely perplexed—“That flagon last night,” thought
he, “has addled my poor head sadly!”
It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house, which he approached with silent awe,
expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the
roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A 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,” signed 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 wit 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 nightcap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of
stars and stripes—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of
King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe, but even this was singularly metamorphosed.
The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the head
was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, “G ENERAL WASHINGTON.”
There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very character of the
people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm
and drowsy tranquility. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair
long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco smoke, instead of idle speeches; or Van Brummel, the school-master, 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\fn{June 17, 1775, the first real stand-your-ground-and-fight battle between the patriots and a British garrison, which the
British won, at a cost of 1,054 killed and wounded out of 2200 troops engaged .}—heroes of seventy-six\fn{1776 is meant.}—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\fn{ Federalist; what those with
aristocratic pretensions called themselves before they became Republicans in 1860 (no disrespect to Abraham Lincoln intended). Alexander
Hamilton was one of these.} or Democrat.”\fn{ The Democrat Party—to give it its true name, though nearly everyone calls it the
‘Democratic’ Party—was founded in 1800 by President Thomas Jefferson, and it has continued to be the refuge of the poor and downtrodden ever since.} 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
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him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels; and whether he meant to breed a riot in the
village?”
“Alas, gentlemen!” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor, quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal
subject of the King, God bless him!”
Here a general shout burst from the bystanders—“A tory!\fn{ The party of the aristocrats and their sympathizers in the
United States prior to and during the Revolutionary War period, some 80,000 of whom fled the thirteen colonies during and after the war,
mostly to Canada, though many emigrated to England or the Caribbean islands under English control. There were tories in every colony; in
New York, New Jersey, and Georgia they were probably a majority of the population; and in Pennsylvania and the Carolinas, where British
arms were most successful, they were very strong. The fact that everyone admitted that those who emigrated were a minority of their party
gives some index of their strength. As late as 1830 there were old ladies in New York and Portsmouth, New Hampshire, who quietly
celebrated the king’s birthday, but drew curtains and closed shutters on the Fourth of July. The party still exists, of course, in England; but
in the last election there (1998) they suffered their worst defeat at the polls since 1820, returning only some 150 members out of 732 total
seats in the English Parliament.} A tory! 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 churchyard that used to tell all
about him, but that’s rotten and gone, too.”
“Where’s Brom Dutcher?”
“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony
Point\fn{July 16, 1779, by the American Gen. Anthony Wayne and about 1,350 hand-picked troops, of whom only 15 were killed and 83
wounded, as against 63 British killed and 70 wounded, and the capture of 543 men of the British garrison .}—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 Brummel, the school-master?”
“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\fn{ Although, as for Congress, nobody understands Congress even today .}—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 Winkjle!” exclaimed two or three. “Oh, to be sure! That’s Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning up
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 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?
“God knows!” exclaimed he at his wit’s end; “I’m not myself—I’m somebody else—that’s me yonder—no—
that’s somebody else, got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they’ve
changed my gun, and everything’s changed, and I’m changed, and I can’t tell what’s my name, or who I am!”
The bystanders began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against their
foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief; at
the very suggestion of which, the self-important man with 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
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carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl.”
Rip had but one more question 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-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 h is 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 all 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 selfimportant 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
Kaatskill Mountains had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick
Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country,\fn{ Henry Hudson (d.1611) was an English navigator and explorer, who
entered what was to become New York harbor on September 3, 1609, sailed up the river named for him to the vicinity around Albany,
parleyed with the Indians, surveyed the country; and, trying the stream above the tidewater, concluded that this channel did not lead to
China (the object of his visit to the area) and left on October 4, being detained by the English authorities at Dartmouth, New Hampshire
(November 7), who commanded him and the other Englishmen aboard the Half Moon henceforth to serve their own country. He was not
the first European to visit the Hudson River; but he carried his discoveries beyond the limits of his predecessors, and his voyage exploded
the myth that the river was only a narrow isthmus—like the isthmus of Panama—separating the Atlantic and Pacific oceans .} kept a kind

of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half Moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes
of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river and the great city called by his name. That his father had
once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had
heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.
To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important concerns of the
election. Rip’s daughter took him home to live with her; she had a sung, 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 chronicler 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, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at h is
deliverance.
He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle’s hotel. He was observed, at first, to vary
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on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awakened. 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 Kaatskills,
but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all
henpecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting
draught out of Rip Van Winkle’s flagon. …
175.110 Excerpt from History Of The American Colony In Liberia From December 1821 To 1823\fn{by Jehudi
Ashmun (1794-1828)} Champlain, Clinton County, New York, U.S.A. (M) 17
Nothing among men is great or small, but relatively.
Human pride seldom indeed remembers this axiom in the estimate it forms of the moral worth of virtuous
actions. And experience proves that the heart itself too easily obeys the absurd prejudice; withholding the tribute
of its sensibilities from the loveliest examples of unobtrusive, solitary merit, and lavishing it with a forced
prodigality on such instances as in some way connect with themselves the accidental, not to say doubtful,
circumstance of a mere physical magnificence. Separate the pursuits of mankind from the considerations of
morality, and their distinctions of great and small, will be seen to be as arbitrary and capricious as the fancies and
habits of individuals.
I have seen the well-repressed smile of conscious derision cautiously sporting itself on the composed features
of a Senator of one of the small republics of America, while amusing his leisure with the little intrigues of a
borough election. I saw something like a reflection of the same playful sentiment radiating from the relaxed brow
of a minister of the national council, while attending to a grave argument of the same Senator on a contested point
of county jurisdiction. The delegate who figures in an European Congress, might affect to regard as cheap and
rude the politics of the entire western world. And the most magnificent political manreuvres of modern times,
what are they, if magnitude is made the scale of greatness, in comparison with the profound and awful policy of
Rome—beginning in the darkness of a remote antiquity, and holding its even and mighty course over the ruins of
thirty generations, unchanged even by domestic revolutions, until its proud consummation was, under the Cesars,
triumphantly developed in the reduction of the world?
The truth is that the intrinsic grandeur of all human actions consists wholly in their moral character; and it is
the share which the virtuous heart takes in those actions, that, after all, is the just measure of their greatness. It is
this principle of estimation alone, which puts it in the power of the humblest part of mankind to equal in real
magnanimity of character, and absolute grandeur of exploit, the achievements, and the moral elevation, of the
proudest. It is this scale of distribution, by which the benevolent Father of mankind, divides to all the race, the
little stock of their joys and sorrows.
I will add, too, that the first secret of a virtuous mind is folded up in its wisdom to discern, and disposition to
applaud, amidst those gilded heaps of splendid trifles which continually solicit the admiration of the world, the
genuine traits of moral greatness in their least imposing forms.
It is in the beautiful light of a theory so just, and at the same time so gratifying to the benevolent heart, that
marny of the readers of the following memoir will delight to contemplate the genuine actings of heroic virtue; of
which the theatre was too remote from the observation of the world, and the actors too little practised in the arts of
ostentation, to expose their motives to the suspicion of vanity, or aumit of the agency of the ordinary stimulants of
great achievements.
*
To arrive at the remote spot on which these humble scenes were transacted, I must tax the reader’s imagination
with a flight across the Atlantic Ocean; which, by limiting the circle of his ordinary avocations, may hitherto have
bounded the range of his liveliest sensibilities. I must send it far from the polished and populous districts of
European and Asian refinement—beyond the habitations of civilized man—to the least frequented recess of a
coast almost the least frequented on the globe.
On this spot, a handful of coloured emigrants from the United States, in whose bosoms the examples of history
had never kindled the fire of emulation—whose only philosophy had been acquired from a series of dispiriting
conflicts with every form of physical and moral adversity—and whose prospects, at that moment, were as dark
and appalling as the memory of the past was embittered—ejected from the land of their birth, hostility, famine and
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destruction menacing them in that of their adopuon: such is the humble character of the individuals, and equally
humble is the scenery and the action which are to enlighten the incidents of this narrative.
The facts are wholly drawn from the authentic records of Liberia; and doubtless deserve the connected
exposition which is intended here to be presented as forming the only minute history yet published,\fn{ This history
was first published in 1826} of the first and most interesting period of that promising Colony. The compiler having
enjoyed the humble honour of directing the little phalanx of moral energies so advantageously—and through the
sustaining providebce of Heaven so triumphantly displayed in the trying scenes of 1822—hesitates not to
acknowledge that to the performance of this little task, he is equally prompted by a sentiment of grateful pride,
and the more exacting obligations of a serious duty. The circumstances, some of them not of the most pleasant
nature, which give its principal strength to this latter motive, it is entirely needless farther to advert to; and to most
of his readers, the writer owes an apology even for this slight digression.
The map which accompanies this statement,\fn{ No map accompanied the copy of this text} is wholly constructed
from surveys of which the events detailed in it furnished the compiler with the occasion; and is believed to be
quite sufficient to elucidate all the local references.
*
The territory on which the first settlement of the colonists of Liberia has been made, may be seen to present the
form of a narrow tongue of twelve leagues’ extent, detached from the mainland, except by a narrow isthmus,
formed by the approach of the head waters of the Montserado and Junk rivers. The northwestern termination of
this linear tract of country is cape Montserado, which, towards its extremity, rises to a promontory sufficiently
majestic to present a bold distinction fom the uniform level of the coast. Towards the south-east it is terminated by
the mouth of the Junk river. Centrally, this peninsula is attached to the main land by the isthmus just designated,
so as to represent the general form of a scale-beam of which the point of attachment answers to the pivot—and,
measured directly over from the banks of the Junk, or Montserado river, to the ocean, its width in no part exceeds
one league, and in many places is narrowed down to half that distance.
The present town of Monrovia is situated on the inland side of this peninsula, forms the S. W. bank of the river
Montserado, about two miles within the extremity of the cape. The original settlement approached within 150
yards of the water and occupied the highest part of the spinal ridge, which traverses a large part of the peninsula
and rises at this place to about 75 feet. A dense and lofty forest of timber-trees, entangled with vines and
brushwood, so as to be nearly impracticable by any but the feet of savages, and savage beasts, formed the majestic
covering of a large proportion of this tract, when the territory was bargained for by the agents of the American
Colonization Society, in December, 1821.
Opposite to the town and near the mouth of the Montserado river, are two small islands, containing together,
less than three acres of ground. The largest of these islands is nearly covered with houses built in the native style,
and occupied by a family of several hundred domestic slaves, formerly the property of an English factor, but now
held, in a state of qualified vassalage, very common in Africa, by a black man to whom the right of the original
owner has devolved since his return to Europe. Many of this family, including the old patriarch at their head, are
strangers on this part of the coast, have no participation in the politics of their neighbours, and are frequently the
objects of their jealousy—and till restrained by the protection of the American Colony—of their oppression.
The tribes of the neighbourhood are, first, the Deys; who inhabit the coast from 25 miles to the northward of
Montserado, to the mouth of the Junk, about 56 miles to the southeastward. Contiguous to this nation, and next
interior, are, secondly, the Queahs, a small and quiet people, whose country lies to the East of cape Montserado;
and, thirdly, the Gurrahs, a much more numerous and toilsome race of men occupying the country to the
northward of the upper parts of the St. Paul river. Still further interior is the formidable and warlike nation of the
Condoes, whose name alone is the terror of all their maritime neighbours.
It is proper, in this place, to advert to a small hamlet placed on the beach one mile to the northward of the
settlement, belonging to a people entirely distinct in origin, language and character from all their neighbours.
These are the Kroomen, well known by foreigners visiting the coast as the watermen and pilots of the country.
They originate from a populous maritime tribe, whose country is Settra-Kroo, near cape Palmas. The custom of
their tribe obliges all, except the old, the princes of the blood, and a few others, to disperse to different parts of the
coast, and form themselves in small towns near every road-stead and station frequented by uoading vessels; where
they often remain unless summoned home to assist on some grand national occasion, from two to six, and even
ten years, according to their success in accumulating a little inventory of valuables, with which their pride is
satisfied to return to their friends and country. These people are decidedly the most active, enterprising, intelligent
and laborious in this part of Africa; and in the size, strength and fine muscular proportions of their persons, have
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few superiors, as a nation, in the world. The number of families belonging to their settlement near the mouth of
the Montserado scarcely exceeds a dozen, and may comprehend fifty individuals.
*
The purchase of the Montserado territory was effected in December of 1821; of which transaction a particular
account was published by the Colonization Society a few months afterwards. The occupation of the country by as
many of the dispersed American Emigrants as could be collected, early in the following year, was also announced
by Dr. Ayres on his return to the United States the same season and noticed in the report of the Society for 1823.
Two small schooners belonging to the Colony were employed in the transportation of the settlers in January, 1822,
in which service they continued to be occasionally occupied, until the latter part of the following May.
But in this period a variety of unpleasant indications of the hostile temper of the Dey people, fully
demonstrating the insincerity of their engagements in relation to the lands, were but too distinctly afforded the
settlers. On the arrival of the first division, consisting chiefly of the single men, the natives positively, and with
menaces of violence, forbade their landing. The smallest of the two islands at the mouth of the
Montserado\fn{Later called Perseverence Island} had been obtained by special purchase of John S. Mill,\fn{ Mr. Mill, an
African by birth, and son of an English merchant who owned a large trading concern on the coast, had enjoyed a superior English
education, was employed in a respectable capacity in the colony in 1824, and died of a rapid phthisis pulmonalis July 20, 1825. The interest
he took in the foundation of the Colony, entitles his memory to the grateful recollection of its friends } at that time the occupant and

proprietor, on which the people and property were safely debarked, without any actual opposition. But the
endeavours of the agent—either by the decision of his tone, or by means of arguments drawn from the justice of
his procedure, or prospective advantages to he expected from ihe settlement—entirely failed to conciliate their
friendship, or alter their settled purpose to expel the colonists from their country.
But in that spirit of duplicity which has marked the policy of too many who claim tu be their superiors, the
Chiefs of the tribe, in a few days held out an offer of accommodation with the most imposing appearances of
sincerity and reason. The ferment seemed in a great measure allayed; and the agent was so far deluded by the
stratagem as to render it in the first instance entirely successful. Yielding to an invitation to meet the country
authorities in a friendly conference, at King Peter’s town, he imprudently put his person in their power, and found
himself a prisoner.
Having been detained several days, Dr. Ayres consented, as the condition of his freedum, to re-accept the
remnant of the goods which had been advanced the month preceding, in part payment for the lands; but connived
to evade their injunction for the immediate removal of the people from the country, by alleging the want of
vessels for the purpose.
The individuals at this time on Perseverance Island did not amount to twenty. The island itself being a mere
artificial formation and always becalmed by the high land of the Cape which towers above it in the direction of
tile ocean, soon proved itself to be a most insalubrious situation. The only shelter it afforded to the people and
stores was to be found under the decayed thatch of half a dozen diminutive huts, constructed after the native
manner of building; and the Island was entirely destitute of fresh water and firewood. All the settlers had left
Sierra Leone in a good state of health. But the badness of the air, the want of properly ventilated houses, and
sufficient shelter, with other circumstances of their new situation, soon began to prey upon their strength, and
caused several cases of intermittent fever, from a course of which most of the company had been but a very few
months recovered.
Happily, a secret, ex-parte arrangement was, at this critical period, settled with King George, who resided on
the Cape and claimed a sort of jurisdiction over the northern district of the peninsula of Montserado; in virtue of
which the settlers were permitted to pass across the river and commence the laborious task of clearing away the
heavy forest which covered the site of their intended town. (It may illustrate a trait of the African character to
observe that the consideration which moved this Chief to accord to the settlers a privilege which has manifestly
led to their permanent establishment at Montserado—and the translation of the country to new masters—was the
compliment of half a dozen gallons of rum, and about an equal amount in African trade-cloth and tobacco.)
Every motive which interest, increasing sufferings, and even the love of life, could supply at this moment,
animated the exertiong of this little band. Their Agent had left them to the temporary superintendence of one of
their own number\fn{Frederick James, who now holds in the municipal government of the Colony, a situation of the very first
respectability} under whose counsel and example the preparation of their new habitations advanced so rapidly, as in
a very few weeks, to present the rudiments of 22 dwellings ranged in an orderly manner on the principal street of
their settlement.
*
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But at this interesting period, when hope and success began to reassert in the brightened sphere of their
fortunes a decided ascendant, one of those unforeseen circumstances which so often entirely frustrate the best
concerted schemes of human pruuence—and warn mankind of the supremacy of a divine Providence—suddenly
terminated the pleasing anticipations of the settlers in bitter disappointment, and kindled around them the flame of
war.
A small vessel, prize to an English cruiser, bound to Sierra Leone with about 50 liberated Africans, put into the
roads for a supply of water and had the misfortune to part her cable and come ashore, within a short distance of
Perseverance Island. In this state she was, in a few hours, beat to fragrnents by the action of a heavy surf. The
natives pretend to a prescriptive right which interest never fails to enforce in its utmost extent, to seize and
appropriate the wrecks and cargoes of vessels stranded under whatever circumstances on their coast. The English
schooner having drifted upon the main land about one mile from the extrernity of the Cape, and a small distance
below George’s town, was immediately clamned as his property. His people rushed to the beach with their arms to
sustain this claim; and attempting to board the wreck were fired upon by the prize master and compelled to desist.
In the meantime the aid of the settlers was sent for; which, from an opinion of the extreme danger of their
English visitants, they immediately afforded. A boat was instantly manned and despatched to their relief; and a
brass field piece stationed on the Island brought to bear upon the assailants. The latter then hastily returned to
their town, which was, like must African hamlets, closely environed by an ancient growth of trees, with the loss of
two of their number killed and several disabled. The English officer, his crew and the Africans, were brought off
in safety, but suffered the total loss of their vessel, with most of the stores and other property on board of her.
But owing to some very culpable neglect on the part of the persons who served the field piece on this occasion,
the fire was communicated from the fusee to the thatch roof of the storehouse contaiinng the provisions, arms,
ammunition, merchandise, and other public property of the Colony. The powder, a few casks of provisions, and a
scanty supply of other stores were providentially rescued, through the timely exertions of tile people. But property
amounting to near three thousand dollars, assorted for the settlement, and all of the first necessity, was consumed!
*
The country people—disappointed of the valuable, tempting booty (which, in imagination, they had
appropriated by anticipation)—manifestly, in consequence of the presence and interference of the settlers,
became, as will be readily supposed, exasperated against them to the highest pitch of hostility. The sight of their
dead and wounded countrymen completed the measure of their irritation, and fiercely excited in their minds a
savage thirst of vengeance. Nothing but the dream of opposing the great guns of the Islanders could, at this
moment, have restrained them from opening upon them volleys of musketry, from the opposite bank of the river;
which, had it been continued for any length of time, could scarcely have failed to prove in a high degree
desutructive. But seldom venturing near enough to give the least precision to their fire, they were always sure, on
delivering it, to retire with the utmost precipitation to the deepest part of the forest, before they could collect
sufficient assurance to reload their pieces: and a single discharge of a four or six pounder before they had evaded
the range of its shot, seldom failed to put an end to their insolence for the remainder of the day.
But in this mockery of ordinary warfare, it is to be ubserved, that no combination of the tribes—not even a
union of the forces of the smallest single tribe of the country—had taken place. King George’s warriors, scarcely
numbering 20 men, were the only individuals who had presumed to go to the length of open hostilities. And in
this procedure they could justify themselves to the country authorities only on the ground of self-defence. A war
among the tribes of this country, to be legal, must have been resolved upon in a general assembly of their chifes—
unless deliberation and delay are precluded, as in the present case, by an apparent necessity of self protection.
Such an assembly not having been at tlus time convoked, the actual danger to which the settlers were exposed,
was wholly confined to the south, or King George’s side of the Montserado river.
But as the settlers were obliged to derive their whole supply of fresh water from this bank—particular1y as the
site of the town which they had eagerly designated for their future residence, and made some progress in
preparing, occupied the height overlooking their enemy’s town—they were subjected to various inconveniences,
and obliged entirely to discontinue their principal work. The frames of their finished dwellings were thrown
down; and several petty insults of a like nature inflicted upon them, which they had no power to prevent.
*
But the wakeful activity of their savage enemy soon caused them to deplore a more melancholy proof of his
power to injure them.
A boat, strongly manned and armed, had proceeded to the distance of nearly three miles above the Island, on
the morning of the 27th of March, for a supply of water. It was discovered, half an hour afterwards, that King
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George’s warriors had also passed up the river by land, evidently with the intention of attacking the boat’s crew. A
second boat was then despatched to overtake—and in case of necessity support—the first. Several of the English
seamen, conducted by their officer, had, with their usual promptitude on such occasions, volunteered their
attendance. The bank of the Montserado was at that time entirely covered—the whole distance which the boats
had to ascend it—with heavy trees; and in several places, is nearly overhung with precipitous rocks of very
broken appearance, and enormous size.
The boats had proceeded without any discovery of their enemy to the watering-place—filled their casks and
put off from the shore on their return—when the firing commenced. The boats had just entered the upper end of
the narrow reach formed by the south line or Bank Island and the main land. As nothing could have been effected
by a show of resistance against a concealed enemy, the boats could do little more than hold the opposite shore as
closely as possible, and make the best of their way down the river. The fire was renewed at all the different angles
and projections of the bank, which allowed the foe to approach under cover of the rocks and trees, sufficiently
near the boat channel of the river. It is to be presumed they suffered nothing in this unequal skirmish; while on
board of the boats one colonist\fn{Wiley Jones, from Petersburg, Virginia, who expired on the 18 th of April} and an English
seaman were mortally wounded, and two other persons slightly injured.
These occurrences could not fail to diffuse a spirit of fervid excitement throughout the Dey tribe. The fatal
consequences likely to follow the admission into their country of civilized strangers—strangers whom they had
learnt to be entirely adverse to the slave-trade—formed the topic of violent and exaggerated declamation, by
nearly all whose interest, fears, or prejudices were concernrd in their expulsion. Old King Peter, the venerable
patriarch of the nation, was capitally impeached and brought to trial on a charge of betraying the interests of his
subjects by selling their country. The accusation was substantiated; and it was for some time doubtful whether the
punishment annexed by the laws and usages of all nations, to high treason, would not be carried into execution
against a king to whom they had been accustomed to render obedience for more than thirty years.
The settlers were particularly embarrassed by their uncertainty as to the actual connection subsisting between
their neighbours of the larger island, and their enemy. Ba Caiä, who was at the head of the former, had constantly
held forth the most friendly professions; and at this time, by secretly supplying them with fuel and water, gave a
more substantial proof than ever, of their sincerity. But his plantations and numerous detached bodies of his
people, were entirely exposed to the power of the Deys, with whom it was of the first necessity for him to
maintain an amicable correspondence. Hence he came unavoidably to incur the suspicions of the colonists, who,
from the proximity of his town, could at any hour lay it in ashes.
Ba Caiä had, for many years, sustained himself in his unprotected and delicate situation by means of a
fortunate alliance with King Boatswain,\fn{ A native of Shebar. In his youth, he had served in some menial capacity on board of
an English merchant vessel, where he acquired thename which he still retains. His personal qualifications are of the most commanding
description; and to them he appears wholly indebted for his present notority. To a stature approaching seven feet in height, perfectly erect,
muscular,and finely proportioned—a countenance noble, intelligent,and full of animation—he unites great comprehension and activity of
mind, and, what is still more imposing, a savage loftiness and even grandeur of sentiment—forming altogether an assemblage of qualities
obviously disproportional to the actual sphere of his ambition. He is prodiugal of everything except the means of increasing the terror of his
name. “I give you a bullock,” he said to the agent of the society, “not to be considered as Boatswain’s present, but for your breakfast.” To
his friend Ba Caiä he once sent: “King Boatswain is your friend; he therefore advises yoju to lose not a moment in providing yourself
plenty of powder and ball—or, in three days (the least time possible to make the journey) let me see my fugitive woman again.” } one of

the most famous and powerful chiefs of the Condoes. Boatswain’s power had been often felt by the maritime
tribes, and the most convincing proofs of it were continually given in his bloody wars in the interiour. He had thus
been long acquiring a general influence, which gave him even in the affairs of his neighbours an authority little
short of dictatorial.
To this, powerfull ally the old man now had recourse; who, with the promptitude which distinguishes all his
movements, immediately made his appearance on the Montserado, not, as he said, to pronouncc sentence
between the coast people and the strangers, but to do justice; and he had actually brought along with him a force
suflicient to carry his decisions into immediate effect. But the Deys, however stung by this insolence, were not in
a situation to resent it.
The Agents, who had been absent from the Cape since the commencement of these trying events, now rejoined
the settlers on the island. Boatswain having by a direct exertion of authority, convoked the head-chiefs of the
neighbourhood, sent for the Agents and principal settlers to come and explain the nature of their claims on the
country, and to set fortll their grievances. They complained of the “bad faith of the Deys in withholding the
possession of lands which they had sold to the colonists; and of the injurious acts of hostility committed by King
George, apparently with the consent of his superiors.” A desultory and noisy discussion followed, in which the
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savage umpire disdained to take any part whatever. But having ascertained the prominent facts of the case, he at
length arose, and put an end to the assembly by laconically remarking to the Deys, “that having sold their country,
and accepted the payment in part., they must take the consequences. Their refusal of the balance of the purchase
money did not annul or affect the bargain. Let the Americans have their lands immediately. Whoever is not
satisfied with my decision, let him tell me so!” Then, turning to the Agents,
“I promise you protection. If these people give you further disturbance, send for me. And I swear, if they
oblige me to come again to quiet them, I will do it to purpose, by taking their heads from their shoulders, as I did
old King eorge’s, on my last visit to the coast, to settle disputes.”
Whatever might be thought of the equity of this decision, there was but one sentiment as to the necessity of
acquiescing in it. The usual interchange of friendly presents between the parties then took place; and the settlers
immediately resumed their labours on the Cape.
*
That guardianian Providence, which has so graciously made the protection of this infant setlement in every
stage the object of its tenderest care, has in few instances been more conspicuous than in thus employing the illgotten power of an ambitious stranger in the interior of Africa to deliver the colonists, at a moment when
hostilities would have defeated their object, from the machinations of their treacherous neighbours. To render this
interposition thc more remarkable, it had actually proceeded to the length of removing the principal obstacles to
the pacification of the Deys, almost without an effort on the part of the settlers, and entirely without the
knowledge, or the presence, of either of the Agents. There would be a degree of impiety in repressing in the breast
the sentiment of religious recognition, which a single dispensation of so impressive a character is fitted to excite.
But it must he perceived, in the progress of this narrative, that every instance of extraordinary Providential
deliverance and protection borrows a more affecting lustre from the reflected light of many others. .
*
On the 28th of April, the ceremony of taking possession of the Cape and country was performed, with probably
the effect of adding a fresh excitement to the zeal of the people. But, shall we most deplore or admire in human
nature that weakness which can so easily mistake the present visions of hope for the prophecies of futurity? On
the very spot which was gladdened with the felicitations of this occasion, some who were the objects of them
were seen, alas, to pour out their lives through the wounds received in a doubtful contest for that very occupation
which they had so blindly anticipated!
But shortly after this formality, a proof of a much more significant and substantial nature, as afforded by the
people of the entire sincerity of every former profession of attachment to the country of their adoption.
The houses were yet destitute of roofs, for which the material was to be sought in the almost impracticable
swamps of the country; the rainy-season-tornadoes had already commenced—the island, if much longer occupied
by all the colouists, must prove the grave of many—sickness was beginning to be prevalent; both the Agents were
among the sufferers; thc store of provisions was scanty, and all other stores nearly exhausted! The threatening
storm of native hostility had been, for a moment, averted—but the very circumstances attending the dispersion of
the cloud proved how suddenly and how easily it might recollect its fury. Under these circumstances, deliberately
surveyed, it required a very large share of operative confidence in the providence of the Must High, not to have
yielded to the discouragement they so strongly tended to create: and it is not to be admired that the Agent should
have come forward with a proposal to re-embark the settlers, and stores, and convey them back to Sierra Leone.
But from this proposal a large majority of the people entirely dissented; and it was urged no farther. And could
we estimate events according to their intrinsic importance, independently of their disguising or concealing
circumstances, that interesting moment would doubtless form the era whence the real occupation of Africa ought
to date; and which deserves its annual celebration as long as the colony shall afford an asylum to the oppressed
strangers of Africa. For the little band who embraced, under prospects so replete with the most appalling
difficulties and dangers, the resolution of remaining on the Montserado, however abandoned, gave in the very act
the best pledge in their power—to offer a pledge in which their property, their health, their families, and their lives
were included, to find for themselves and their brethren a home in Africa. And it is a pledge, I add, which an
approving Providence has since enabled them, at the expense of some blood, and many severe toils, triumphantly
to redeem.
Mr. Wiltberger, the Society’s assistAnt Agent, consented to await with the people the return of the schooner
from another trip to the windward. But the number of the settlers, small at first, was yet farther reduced by the
departure along with Dr. Ayres of a small number who had embraced his proposal. Exclusive of the women and
children and four native Africans, the little force remaining, numbered 21 persons capable of bearing arms.
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*
The settled rains of the season now set in with uncommon violence: and the struggles and hardships
encountered by this houseless but persevering band are not easily to be imagined. But before the last of May,
several families had removed and taken up their residence on the Peninsula; a storehouse sufficient to contain
their stores was built of good materials; and a small frame house fished for the Agent.
*
In the second week of July, the island was finally evacuated and all were happily reunited, each in his own
humble dwelling, on the spot where they have since remained. The Agents had in the interim both embarked on
board of the only public schooner fit for service, and sailed for the United States. The settlement was left under
the supervision of one of the emigrants,\fn{ Elijah Johnson, from New York, in 1820} who acquitted himself of the charge
with entire credit, and at the present time enjoys in the municipal government one of the most respectable
situations in the gift of the people.
It will be readily perceived that no part of the provisions necessary for the consumption of the settlers in the
present season could be drawn from the produce of the soil. Vessels seldom appear on the coast between the
months of May and November; and, as the event proved, nothing in that period could be purchased from abroad.
The most economical management of the stores on hand, could not make them last more than half the season of
the rains; and the natives treacherously waiting the departure of Boatswain into the interior, and the disappearance
of the little armed schooner, belonging to the Colony, on her voyage for the United States, replaced themselves in
an attitude of incipient hostility, and prohibited the conveyance of supplies to the Colony out of the surrounding
country. To add if possible to the dark and desperate prospects of the settlers, the stores in their possession had
been reported to the managers at home as nearly equal to a twelvemonth’s consumption.
But the eye of God was upon them. His providence was again interposed for their preservation. The
Government of the United States having a number of Africans in the custody of the Marshal of Georgia, who had
been liberated a few months previuusly from the hold of a slave-vessel by the operation of the benevolent law of
1819, determined at this time on the transportation of them to their native country. A vessel was chartered for this
service in Baltimore; on board of which 37 persons, under the patronage uf the Colonization Society, were also
embarked, with a moderate supply of stores for the settlement.
This expedition was committed to the direction of Mr. J. Ashmun, who, in the expectation of aiding a guod
work to which much of his time and labour had been already devoted in the United States, had consented to
accept from the Suciety a commission for the voyage. Under an alrrangement for returning in the same vessel, he
had yielded to the aflectionate solicitude of his lady to accompany him. This vessel, the brig Strong, of Baltimore,
sailed from Hampton Roads on the 26 th of May; but proving a most indifferent sailor, did not arrive in the offing
of Fayal, one of the western islands, betore the 26 th of June. Having at this island repaired the injury sustained in a
very severe and protracted gale, and refreshed the already exhausted passengers, she sailed again on the 3 rd of July
and anchored under Cape Montserado on the 8th of August. Of 55 passengers not an individual had suflered from
indisposition on the last half of this tedious voyage.
The following day, on communicating with the shore, Mr. Ashmun found, equally to his astonishment and
regret, that both the Agents had taken their departure from the country—that the public property, as already
related, had been chiefly consumed by fire, and that the immediate prospects of the settlers, precarious before on
account of their numerical weakness in the midst of barbarous nations, was but little improved by an accession of
numbers, without a proportional increase of tile means of subsisting them. It was now the height of the rainy
season; but not even a thatch roof was to be found not in the occupancy of the settlers—some of whom were still
very insufficiently sheltered themselves. Houses were therefore to be built for the reception of the emigrants
before they could be safely landed; and a secure storehouse completed before it was possible to discharge the
transport.
Mr. Ashmun found himself constrained by the pledge he had given the Board of Managers to render the
Colouy whatever aid might be in his power, and by every motive which humanity could supply to take charge of
the Colony and convert its slender resources, whether for the protection, or subsistence of the people, to the best
account. A large store-house was accordingly laid off, and the only practicable preparations made, during the 9 th,
for landing the passengers.
But in the morning of the same day, the brig having unfortunately parted a cable, was obliged to throw out the
only remaining anchor on boad, by which she was lying when the Agent returned on board in the evening. And, at
day light on the 10th, the watch gave the alarming intelligence that the cable had again parted, and the best bower
anchor gone! The vessel was lying two cable’s length from the beach, and a strong breeze blew directly on shore.
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But the current from the river favouring at the moment, the vessel was by the prompt exertions of an active crew,
got under sail in time to save her from immediate destruction; and by being brought close to the wind, was
enabled to make good a course parallel with that part of the coast.
The passengers, to the number of 51, were still on board. The brig’s boats could not land ten persons at a trip;
and after struggling for 48 hours to get to windward, the vessel was found to be land-locked completely within the
projecting promontories of Capes Montserado and Mount. The reader in the least acquainted with nautical affairs,
may conjecture the probable fate both of the vessel and passengers.
But Providence again interposed for the preservation of both. A small anchor was recovered by the assistance
of the boats, by which the brig was again moored in the roadstead; but.at the distance of 5 miles from the
settlement. The people were safely landed on the 13 th and 14th; but owing to the prevalence of boisterous weather,
the loss of the principal boat employed in the service, and the sickening of the boatmen, it became a work of the
most severe and difficult nature to bring her cargo to land. In the Colonial Journal of this period, several instances
are met with in which the only boat that could be employed in this business was carried twenty miles out to sea by
the force of the currents, and returned at the end of 24 hours without having been able to approach within a league
of the brig! But after four weeks of incessant exertion, the Agent enjoyed the satisfaction of seeing the passengers
and property all safe ashore; the latter secure in an extensive storehouse and most of the former in a good measure
protected from the incessant rains of that inclement season.
In the meantime the Agent had lost not a moment in ascertaining the external relations of the settlement, and
the temper of its neighbours. He immediately proceeded to visit the most considerable of the kings; whom he
thought it safe to bind to a pacific policy by encouraging them to open a trade with the Colony—by forming with
them new amicable alliances—and receiving the sons and subjects of as many as possible to instruct in the
language and arts of civilization. But it could not escape observation that under these smooth and friendly
appearances, lurked a spirit of determined malignity, which only waited for an opportunity to exert itself for the
ruin of the infant Colony.
So [as] early as the 18th of August, the present Martello tower was therefore planned; a company of labourers
employed by the Agent in clearing the ground on which it stands; and a particular survey taken of the military
strength, and means of the settlers. Of the native Americans, 27, when not sick, were able to bear arms; but they
were wholly untrained in their use; and capable in their present undisciplined state of making but a very feeble
defence indeed. There were 40 muskets in store, which, with repairing, were capable of being rendered
serviceable. Of 1 brass, and 5 iron guns attached to the settlement, the last only was fit for service, and four of the
former required carriages. Several or these were nearly buried in the mud on the opposite side of the river. Not a
yard of abatis,\fn{A means of defence in which felled trees are formed into a fence in which the butts are secured towards the place
defended and the ends of whose branches, often sharpened, are directed outwards, or against the enemy } or other fence-work had
been constructed. There was no fixed ammunition; nor, without great difficulty and delay, was it possible to load
the only gun which was provided with a sufticient carriage.
It was soon perceived that the means as well as an organized system of defence were to be originated, without
either the materials, or the altificers usually considered necessary for such purposes. In the organization of the
men, thirteen African youths attached to the United States’ Agency, most or whom had never loaded a musket,
were enrolled in the lieutenant’s corps, and daily exercised in the use of arms. The guns were, one after another,
with infinite labour transported over the river, conveyed to the height of the peninsula, and mounted on rough
truck carriages, which, in the event, proved to answer a very good purpose. A master of ordnance was appointed,
who, with his assistants, repaired the small arms—made up a quantity of fixed ammunition, and otherwise aided
in arranging the details of the service.
The little town was closely environed, except on the side of the river, with the heavy forest in the bosom of
which it was situated—thus giving to a savage enemy an important advantage of which it became absulutely
necessary to deprive him, by enlarging to the utmost the cleared space abuut the buildings. This labour was
immediately undertaken and carried on without any other intermission than that caused by sickness of the people,
and the interruption of other duties equally connected with the safety of the place. But the rains were immoderate
and nearly constant.
In addition to these fatiguing labours was that of maintaining the nightly watch; which, from the number of
sentinels necessary for the common safety, shortly became more exhausting than all the other burdens of the
people. No less than 20 individuals were every night detailed for this duty, after the 31 st of August.
*
At the commencement of the third week after his arrival, the Agent was attacked with fever, and three days
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afterwards experienced the greater calamity of perceiving the health of his wife assailed with symptoms of a still
more alarming character.
The sickness from this period made a rapid progress among the last division of emigrants. On the 1 st of
September 12 were wholly disabled. The burdens thus thrown upon their brethren accelerated the work of the
climate so rapidly, that on the 10th of this month, of the whole expedition, only two remained fit for any kind of
service. The Agent was enabled, by a merciful dispensation of Divine Providence, to maintain a difficult sutruggle
with his disorder for four weeks—in which period, after a night of delirium and suffering, it was not an unusual
circumstance for him to be able to spend an entire morning in laying off and directing the execution of the public
works.
*
King George abandoned his town on the Cape, about the 1 st of September, and conveyed all his people and
moveables towards the headwaters of the Junk river, at about 6 leagues distance. The intercourse between the
other people of the tribe and the settlement had nearly terminated; and the native youths, whose residence on the
Cape had been regarded as the best security of the good conduct of the tribe, were daily deserting—in
consequence, as it was ascertained, of secret intelligence conveyed them by their friends.
*
The plan of defence adopted was to station five heavy guns at the different angles of a triangle, which should
circumscribe the whole settlement—each of the angles resting on a point of ground suffiently commanding to
ellfilade two sides of the triangle, and sweep a considerable extent of ground beyond the lines. The guns at these
stations were to be covered by musket-proof triangular stockades, of which any two should be sufficient to
contain all the settlers in their wings. The brass piece and two swivels mounted on travelling carriages, were
stationed in the centre, ready to support the post which might be exposed to the heaviest attack.
After completing these detached works, it was in the intention of the Agent, had the enemy allowed the time, to
join all together by a paling to he carried quite around the settlement—and in the event of a yet longer respite, to
carry on, as rapidly as possible, under the protection of the nearest fortified point, the construction of the Martello
tower; which, as soon as completed, would nearly supersede all the other works; and by presenting an
impregnable barrier to the success of any native force, probably become the instrument of a general and
permanent pacification. Connected with these measures of safety was the extension to the utmost of the cleared
space about the settlement, still leaving the trees and brushwood, after being separated from their trunks, to spread
the ground with a tangled hedge through which nothing should be able to make its way, except the shot from the
batteries.
This plan was fully communicated to the most intelligent of the people; which, in the event of the disability or
death of the Agent, they might, it was hoped, so far carry into effect as to ensure the preservation of the
settlement.
*
It was an occasion of grateful acknowledgment to that Divine Power under whose heavy hand the Agent was
now obliged to bow, that he had been spared to settle these arrangements, and see them in a train of
accomplishment, previous to his being laid entirely aside. It was also a source of melancholy satisfaction that he
was permitted to watch the fatal progress of disease in an affectionate wife until the last ray of intellectual light
was extinguished by its force, two days before her death. Her life had been one of uncommon devotion and selfdenial, inspired by a vigorous and practical faith in the Divine Saviour of the world; and her end, according to his
promise, was ineffable peace. She expired on Sunday the 15 th of Septemher. Two of the emigrants belonging to the
last expedition followed in the same week; at which time there remained but a sillgle individual of the company
not on the sick list.
From this date until the first week in November, the Agent continued in an extremely low and dangerous state;
so entirely debilitated in body and mind as to be nearly incapable of motion, and insensible to everything except
the consciousness of suffering. Two of the posts had been put in complete order in this time, he afterwards learnt,
by the persevering exertions of only a part of the settlers. For as is the misfortune of all communities, so it was
discovered in this, that there were individuals on whose selfish feelings the promptings of benevolence, the
demands of equity, considerations of the most pressing necessity, and the more imperative and awful dicates of
conscience, could make no effectual impression—and to whom, the moment which delivered them from that
coercion of authority, was the signal for their desertion of every public and private duty! It is but an act of justice
that the deserving colonists, to make this discrimination; and to assure the others, wherever they happen to exist in
vagrant wretchedness, that posterity will owe them no thanks that the first settlement on Cape Montserado was
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not reduced to a heap of carnage and ruins!
The Agent, as soon as the force of his disease had so far subsided as to enable him to look abroad, discovered
with great satisfaction, that the people had plied their labours with so much diligence, as to produce a wide
opening on the whole of the southern quarter of the settlement. The branching tops of the fallen trees formed so
perfect an obstruction to the passage of human beings, as nearly to assure the safety of the settlement against an
attack from that side. But the want of system in carrying on the diversified services devolving on the people, of
whom several were nearly overpowered by an incessant routine of nightly watching and daily labour, had still left
the other preparation too little advanced to authorize an opinion of the safety of the place, for an hour. The
carpenters, who alone were ahle to direct or assist in the construction of the gun-carriages, had, for the
encouragement and direction of the labourers, given up too much of their time to the common fatigues of the
field. The western station, which in the present state of the defelice, was obviously the most exposed, not only
remained entirely uncovered, but the long revolving nine pounder, which was to constitute its chief strength, was
still unmounted.
But the Agent could not walk at this date without support, and with a mind shattered by the strokes of a malady
believed to be mortal, could neither decide upon nor enforce any arrangement which should much accelerate their
most essential preparations. But, from this period, his febrile paroxysms were daily less subduing and protracted
—and by a recurrence to the journal, it appears that he was able on the 7 th of November to recommence the daily
entries, and thereafter take a daily increasing share in the operations of the people.
*
It is here proper to return to a period already considerably passed in the foregoing narrative, in order to take a
connected view of the movements of the natives; who, without formally denouncing war, had been constantly
busied in hostile machinations; which at this date were so far matured as to want nothing but a proper opportunity
of being carried into effect.
It has been seen that out of the dread of provoking Boatswains’ resentment, they had reluctantly assumed a
show of friendship. But this disguise of the true state of their intentions, was too slight to conceal them from the
most superficial observer. Unhappily, the chiefs had attributed the abrupt departure of the Agents to a want of
spirit, and a dread of their power: and were naturally stimulated by the absence of so important and formidable a
means of defence as was afforded by the two schooners, to make the most of the circumstance, and directly attack
the settlement; hoping, if successful, to be able either to bribe, or resist the indignation of King Boatswain.
The arrival of the Strong, in August, delayed for a while the execution of their purpose. But no sooner had that
vessel sailed, about the first of October, than secret meetings for discussing the question of renewing hostilities
were again held.\fn{The text has holden, which Webster regards as “now rare or archaic except in legal use } The Agent had
arranged a plan for obtaining intelligence, which left him ignorant of none of their movements—and by the
singular fidelity and diligence of an individual who has never yet been properly compensated, and whose name it
is necessary to conceal, was perfectly informed of the temper and stand of every influential headman in the
country, and often furnished with the very arguments used by them in their debates.
*
At this time a diversity of views were entertaind by the different members of their war-council. It was
contended by kings Peter and Bristol that “the increased numbers of the Colonists gave them a superiority which
would insure their success—that they were not a settlement of foreigners and enemies, but of their countrymen
and friends, as was proved by the identity of their colour, and therefore had a right to reside in their country, and
might be expected to turn all the civilization which they had learnt abroad, to the improvement of their common
country.”
Kings George, Governor, and all the other headmen of the tribe, contended that “the Americans were strangers
who had forgot their attachment to the land of their fathers; for if not, why had they not renounced their
connection with white men altogether, and placed themselves under the protection of the kings of the country?
King George had already been under the necessity of removing from his town, and leaving the Cape in their
hands. This was but the first step of their encroachments. If left alone, they must, in a very few years, master the
whole coununtrt. And as all other places were full, their own tribe must be without a home, and cease any longer
to remain a nation. The armed schooners were gone; the two first Agents had fled also; the new people could from
sickness very little assist the old in the defence of the place, and had brought with them a valuaule cargo of stores,
which would enrich the conquerors. The White Man was sick; no doubt would die; and the rest were not much
superior to an equal number of themselves, and could he easily overcome, either by sudden surprise, or by a
wasting and harrassing blockade.”
912

King Peter, presuming still to dissent from the general voice of his chiefs, was principally through the
influence of George, obliged to shut his mouth during all the following deliberations of the assembly. King Bristol
returned home.
Messengers were then despatched in every direction, to solicit the aid of the neighbour tribes. The King of
Junk refused to take any active part in person, and sent to assure the colony of his neutrality; but did not prohibit
his people from following, individually, their own inclinations. A number came to the war.
King Tom of Little Bassa entirely declined. King Ben of Half C. Mount and his people came into the
conspiracy. Bristol was himself inactive, but many of his people joined the hostile party.
Ba Caiä, whose island is overlooked by the settlement, was too much agitated by his fears to resolve on any
decided course. He tarried at home, of course; but many of his people gave themselves to the war.
Bromley, Todo, Governor, Konko, Jimmy, Gray, Long Peter, George and Willy with their entire force, and all
King Peter’s warriors, and the auxiliaries already named, were, in the last week of October, perfectly combined,
and assembled under arms on Bashrod Island, about four miles from the settlement and on the St. Paul.
Throughout their consultation, they had refused to receive any proposals of a pacific nature from the Colony.
At length the Agent coutrived, through the mediation of Ba Caiä, to say to them, that “he was perfectly apprised
of their hostile deliberations, notwithstanding their pains to conceal them; and that, if they proceeded to bring war
upon the Americans, without even asking to settle their differenccs in a friendly manner, they would dearly learn
what it was to fight white men.”\fn{ A phrase by which civilized people of all colours and nations are distinguished in the dialect of
the coast}
To this message no reply was made.
The activity and masculine eloquence of the indefatigable George were successfully exerted in generally
engaging the fighting people near the theatre of the war. Every day produced a sensible augmentation of their
numbers on Bushrod Island.
*
On the 7th of November, intelligence was received at the Cape that the last measures had been taken
preparatory to an assault on the settlement, whjch was ordered within four days. The plan of attack being left to
the head warriors, whose trade it is to concert and conduct it, was not to be learnt.
The Agent was able, with assistance, to inspect the works, and review the little force the same evening. He
stated to the people the purport of the intelligence just received; that war was now inevitable; and the preservation
of their property, their settlement, their families, and their lives, depended under God, wholly upon their own
firmness and good conduct; that a most important point in the defence of the place, was to secure a perfect
uniformity of action, which should assure to every post and individual the firm support of every other. To this end,
they must as punctiliously obey their officers as if their whole duty were centered, as it probably was, in that one
point; and every man as faithfully exert himself, as if the whole defence depended on his single efforts. A coward,
it was hoped, did not disgrace their ranks; and as the cause was emphatically that of God and their country, they
might confidently expect his blessing and success to attend the faithful discharge of their duty.
Everything was then disposed in order of action, and the men marched to their posts. They lay on their arms,
with matches lighted, through the night.
*
On the 8th, the Agent, by an effort which entirely exhausted his strength, proceeded to examine the obstruction
thrown in the way of the avenues to the settlement; and perceived to his extreme mortification, that the west
quarter was still capahle of being approached by a narrow pathway, without difiiculty; and that the utmost
exertions of the workmen had accomplished only the mounting of the revolving nine pounder at the post; by
which the path was enfiladed; but that the platform was still left entirely exposed. The eastern quarter was about
equally open to the approach of the enemy, but the station was protected by a stockade, and a steep ledge of rocks
made the access difficult.
Picket guards of four men each were detailed, to be posted 100 yards in advance of each of the stations,
through the night. No man was allowed to sleep before the following day, at sunrise; and patrols of native
Africans were dispersed through the woods in every direction. An order was given to families occupying the most
exposed houses to sleep in such as were more centrally situated.\fn{ In the multitude of cares devolving on the Agent, who
dictated most of his instructions from his bed, the measures necessary to secure the proper observance of this order were unhappily omitted;
and the rashness of the misguided individuals who disobeyed it met with a signal punishment }

*
Throughout the 9th, the order established on the preceding day continued; and some progress made in the
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labour of falling trees, and otherwise obstructing every practicable access to the settlement.
*
Sunday, November 10th. The morning was devoted, as usual, to the refreshment of the settlers, none of whom
had slept for the 24 hours preceding. At 1 P. M. all were remanded to their fatigue and other duties, till sunset;
when the order appointed for the preceding night was resumed. The women and children attended divine service.
Intelligence had reached the Agent early in the day that the hostile forces had made a movement, and were
crossing the Montserado river a few miles above the settlement; but the patrols made no discovery through the
day.
At sunset, however, the enemy again put themselves in motion, and at an early hour of the night had
assembled, as was afterwards learnt, to the number of six to nine hundred men, on the peninsula, where, at the
distance of less than half a mile to the westward of the settlement, they encamped till near morning. Their camp,
afterwards examined, extended half a mile in length, and induces a strong probability that the number of warriors
assembled on this occasion, has been altogether underrated.\fn{ The number given above is deduced from the discordant
accounts given by the kings of the country after the termination of hostilities, some of whom rated it much higher; but all were ignorant of
the true number, and all were interested to state it as low as would obtain credit }

*
The most wakeful vigilance on the part of the settlers, was kept up through the night. But, with a fatality which
was quite of a piece with all the hindrances that had impeded the progress of the defences on the western quarter,
the picket-guard in advance of that post ventured on a violation of their orders by leaving their station at the first
dawn of day; at which it was their duty to remain till sunrise. The native force was already in motion, and
followed directly in the rear of the picket-guard. The latter had just rejoined their gun, about which ten men were
now assembled; when the enemy suddenly presenting a front of ten yards in wdth, at sixty distant, delivered their
fire, and rushed forward with their spears to seize the post.
Several men were killed and disabled by the first fire, and the remainder driven from their gun without
discharging it. Then, retiring upon the centre, (see the arrangement of the guns, p. 21) threw the reserve there
stationed into momentary confusion; and had the enemy at this instant, pressed their advantage, it is hardly
conceivable that they should have failed of entire success.
Their avidity for plunder was their defeat. Four bouses in that outskirt of the settlement, had fallen into their
bands. Every man on whose savage rapacity so resistless a temptation happened to operate rushed impetuously
upon the pillage thus thrown in his way. The movement of the main body was disordered and impeded; and an
opportunity afforded the Agent, assisted principally by the Rev. Lot Cary, to rally the broken force of the settlers.
The two central guns, with a part of their own men, and several who had been driven from the western station,
were, with a little exertion, brought back into action, and formed in the line of two slight buildings, thirty yards in
advance of the enemy.
The second discharge of a brass field-piece, double-slotted with ball and grape, brought the whole body of the
enemy to a stand. That gun was well served and appeared to do great execution. The havoc would have been
greater had not the fire, from motives of humanity, been so directed as to clear the dwellings about which the
enemy’s force was gathered in heavy masses. These houses were known at that moment to contain more than
twelve helpless women and children.
The eastern and southern posts, were, from their situation, precluded from rendering any active assistance on
the occasion; but the officers and men attached to them deserve the highest praise for doing their duty by
maintaining their stations, and thus protecting the flank and rear of the few whose lot it was to be brought to
action.
A few musketeers with E. Johnson at their head, by passing round upon the enemy’s flank, served to increase
the consternation which was beginning to pervade their unwieldy body. In about twenty minutes after the settlers
had taken their stand, the front of the enemy began to recoil. But from the numerous obstructions in their rear, the
entire absence of discipline, and the extreme difficulty of giving a reversed motion to so large a body, a small part
only of which was directly exposed to danger, and the delay occasioned by the practice of carrying off all their
dead and wounded, rendered a retreat for some minutes longer, impossible. The very violence employed by those
in the front, in their impatience to hasten it, by increasing the confusion, produced an effect opposite to that
intended.
The Americans perceiving their advantage, now regained possession of the western post, and instantly brought
the long nine to rake the whole line of the enemy. Imagination can scarcely figure to itself a throng of human
beings in a more capital state of exposure to the destructive power of the machinery of modern warfare! Eight
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hundred men were here pressed shoulder to shuulder, in so compact a form that a child might easily walk upon
their heads from one end of the mass to the other, presenting in their rear a breadth of rank equal to twenty or
thirty men, and all exposed to a gun of great power, raised on a platform, at only thirty to sixty yards distance!
Every shot literally spent its force in a solid mass of living human flesh!
Their fire suddenly terminated. A savage yell was raised, which filled the dismal forest with a momentary
horror. It gradually died away; and the whole host disappeared.
At 8 o’clock the weIl-known signal of their dispersion and return to their home was sounded, and many small
parties seen at a distance, directly afterwards, moving off in different directions. One large canoe, employed in
reconveying a party across the mouth of thc Montserado, venturing within the range of the long gun, was struck
by a shot, and several men killed.
*
On the part of the settlers, it was soon discovered that considerable injury had been sustained.
One woman,\fn{Mrs. Ann Hawkins; who after long and incredible sufferings recovered, and is yet living } who had
imprudently passed the night in the house first beset by the enemy, had receivcd 15 wounds, and been thrown
aside as dead. Another,\fn{Mrs. Minty Draper} flying from her house with her two infant children, received a wound
in the head, from a cutlass, and was robbed of both her babes; but providentally escaped. A young married
woman,\fn{Mary Tines} with the mother of five small children, finding the house in which they slept surrounded by
savage enemies, barricaded the door, in the vain hope of safety. It was forced. Each of the women then seizing an
axe, held the irresolute barbarians in check for several minutes longer. Having discharged their guns, they seemed
desirous of gaining the shelter of the house previous to reloading. At length, with the aid of their spears, and by
means of a general rush, they overcame their heroine adversaries, and instantly stabbed the youngest to the heart.
The mother, instinctively springing for her suckling babe, which recoiled through fright, and was left behind,
rushed through a small window on the opposite side of the house, and providentially escaped to the lines, unhurt,
between two heavy fires.
The Agent had caused a return to be made at 9 o’clock, which certainly exhibited a melanchuly statement of
the loss sustained by the little compauy. But it was animating to perceive that none—not even the wounded in
their severest sufferings—were dispirited, or insensible of the signal Providence to which they owed the
successful issue of their struggle.\fn{The following is an abstract of this return: (1) Joseph Benson, shot dead in the beginning of
the action. (2) Mary Tines, stabbed to death in her house. (3) Thomas Spinn, mortally injured by five wounds. (4) Billy, a native African,
mortally wounded. (5) Ann Hawkins, desperately injured by thirteen wounds. (6) Daniel Hawkins, severely wounded through the thigh. (7)
James Benson, very severely wounded throughthe shoulder. (8) Minty Draper, slightly injured in the frace and eaar. (9) Two small children
of Minty Draper, missing. (10) Five small children (oldest 13 years) of James Benson, missing. Whole number of sufferers: 15. All the
moveable effects of five families had fallen into the enemy’s hands }

*
It never has been possible to ascertain the number of the enemy killed or disabled on this occasion. The only
entry made on the subject in the Colonial Journal, is dated November 15th; and states:
The following circumstances prove the carnage to have been, for the number engaged, great. A large canoe, from
which the dead and wounded could be seen to be taken, on its arriving at the opposite side of the Montserado, and
which might easily carry twelve men, was employed upwards of two hours in ferrying them over. In this time, not less
than ten to twelve trips must have been made. It is also known, that many of the wounded were conveyed away along
the south beach, on mats: and that the dead left of necessity in the woods, where many fell, are carried off by their
friends every night. But two days ago, twenty-seven bodies were discovered by a party of friendly Condues employed
by the Agent for the purpose. On entering the wood, the offensive effluvium from putrid bodies is at this time
intolerable.

The numerical force of the settlers amounted to 55 persons, including three native youths not 16 years of age.
Of this number, about one half were engaged.
*
At 9 o’clock, the Agent, after advising with the most sensible mechanics, and others of the settlers, issued an
order for contracting the lines, by excluding about one-fourth part of the houses, and surrounding the remainder,
including the stores, with a musket-proof stockade; at the angles of which, all the guns were tu be posted. The
fence palings and building materials of individuals were taken for this palisade, of which, before night, more than
80 yards were completed.
This work was resumed early the next day, and far advanced towards a completion before it was judged safe to
devote an hour even to the melancholy duty of burying the dead; which was performed on the evening of the 10 th.
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By contracting the lines, the number of men necessary to guard them was considerably reduced; and thus a
relief for the people obtained, which their sickly and feeble state absolutely called for. As early as the 14 th onehalf of their number were released from camp duty, after 8 o’clock in the morning; but every man remanded to his
post through the night. An additional gun was mounted and posted on the same day; on the 17th the artillerists
were newly organized; and every day witnessed either some improvements in the discipline of the men, or in the
means of defence and annoyance.
*
It could not fail, in the state of utter abandonment and solituue to which this little company was reduced, to be
felt as an encouraging circumstance that Tom Bussa, a prince of some distinction, should, at this moment, have
sent a message to assure the Colony of his frieudship; and in testimony of his sincerity, to have forwarded a small
present of the productions of the country.
*
The inclosure was completed ou Sunday morning, the 17 th; when about one-half of the people had the privilege
of celebrating Divine Service—a privilege which many of them very highly appreciated.
It is not to be either concealed, or made the object of a too severe censure, that several of the people should
have yielded, as soon as leisure was afforded for reflection, to the discouraging circumstances of their situation.
There were not at this time, exclusive of rice, 15 days’ provisions in store. Every individual was subjected to an
allowance which could not sustain animal strength, under the burden of so many severe and extraordinary labours.
Nothing could be obtained from the country. Seven infant children were in the hands of an enemy infuriated by
his recent losses. The native forces were certainly not dispersed; but it was no longer in the Agent’s power either
to learn the intentions of the chiefs, or convey any message through to them. Add to these unpleasant ingredients
of their lot, thc more cruel circumstance perhaps of all: that the ammunition of the Colony was insufficient for a
single hour’s defence of the place if hotly attacked, and an apology may surely be found for the very alarming
despondency which was invading the minds of several of the settlers.
It was a happy providence that, at the critical moment, the Agent’s health was so far mended as to put it in his
power often to attend the men, at their posts and labours, by night and day—to animate them by every method
which his invention could suggest—and when these failed, to draw from their despair itself an argument for a
faithful discharge of their duty. In this difficult labour, he was ably and successrully supported by several of the
most sensible and influential of the Colonists.
*
It was the Agent’s wish, if possible, to engage the kings in treaty, for a peace. The actual state of the settlement
required it; and the common principles of humanity must be sacrificed by any degree of indifference in the matter,
as long as so large a number of children belonging to the settlement were in the hands of an enemy who, in his
treatment of them, was known to be liable to the extremes of caprie and cruelty. To avert, if possible, from these
little sufferers, the effects of their savage indignation, and at the same time open a door for friendly negotiation, a
message was on the 22nd, with some difficulty, got through to the council of native chiefs, who were engaged in
debating the question of renewing hostilities, at King Peter’s Town. The purport of this communication was that
“the Americans came with friendly intentions—have evinced those friendly attentions in all their intercourse with
the people of this country. Why have you then brought war on us, without any complaint of injury? We are willing
to settle a peace. But we are also prepared to carry on the war; and can render it immensely more bloody and
destructive than you felt it before.”
The message left the settlement at 6 o’clock, P. M. and at daylight the next morning, an answer was received,
that, “having bought the low land of Bushrod Island, the Americans had seized upon the Cape, without right—that
the country people visiting the settlement had been cheated and roughly used by the store-keeper; that the Agents
had not fulfilled their promise of instructing the people. But they would gladly make peace, if satisfaction were
offered for tllese injuries.”
From this time to the 28th, messages were daily exchanged; but as all the professions of the chiefs declaratory
of their pacific wishes were accompanied with a demand for presents, and explained in their true sense by their
incessant efforts to engage more warriors from every part of the coast and interior, within their influence and
knowledge, the preparations against a second attack went forward at the Cape, without intermission.
*
The 23rd was devoted to “humiliation, thanksgiving, and prayer, both on account of the recent success and
losses, and the actual perilous state of the settlement.”
Two days afterwards, the most pressing wants of the peouple were relieved by a small purchase from a
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transient trader touching at the Cape. But no ammunition suitable for the large guns could be obtained.
It is due to the disinterestedness of a worthy foreigner, Capt. H. Brassey of Liverpool, who also touched on the
29th, to state, that unasked, and without the prospect of remuneration, he nearly exhausted his own stores to
provide the sick and wounded with necessaries; and exerted an extensive influence acquired by a long
acquaintance with the country chiefs, to disarm their hostility.
But to no purpose. They had hired a strong reinforcement from the Gurrahs and Condoes, and re-united the
warriors of the coast by means of new encouragements and new promises; most of which it appeared afterwards
depended on their obtaining possession of the property on the Cape. Of these particulars, secret intelligence was
communicated to the Agent on the evening of the 29th of November—with the farther information that the attack
was to be renewed with double the number of warriors employed on the 11 th, at daylight on the following
morning.
The whole native furce, accordingly, in the course of the night, removed to the peninsula, in two bodies; of
which one took up its encampment at a small distance to the southeast of the settlement. The other division,
occupied the camp in which the assailants of the 11 th had passed the night preceding the first attack. But finding
on the return of daylight that Capt. Brassey’s ketch had not left her anchorage, they deferred the bloody business
until the next day.
The Agent for the first time spent the whole night at the different posts; and had the satisfaction to perceive
every man attentive to his duty, and everything connected with the defence in a state of the most perfect
preparation. The wood had been cleared for a considerable space about the town. The enemy, in order to approach
within musket shot of the works, was obliged to place himself unsheltered in the open field, and could advance
upon no point which was not exposed to the crossfire of two or more of the posts. The stockade for a distance on
each side of all the several stations was rendered impenetrable to musket shot; and in every part afforded a shelter,
behind which the defenders might indulge the confidence of being nearly secure—a point of the very first
importance to be secured to the unpractised soldier.
*
th
November 30 was spent by the people in the order of action, as it was known that the enemy in the
neighbourhood were in the actual observation of all that passed within the lines. No pickets could be safely trusted
during the ensuing night without the enclosure; but the men attached to the different stations were ranged along
the stockade at five yards distance from each other, with orders to repair to their guns on the moment the alarm
was given. The Agent, spent with the fatigue of waking two successive nights, had reclined at thirty minutes past
four upon the light arms which he carried, when the onset was made.
The works were attacked at the same moment on nearly opposite sides. The enemy’s western division had
made their way along the muddy margin of the river, under the protection of the bank, to the northwestern angle
of the palisade; when, on rising the bank so as to become visible from the western post, they had opened upon it a
sudden and brisk fire, which was promptly and very steadily returned by the iron gun, supported by the reserve
field piece from the centre.
The assailants were repulsed with considerable loss. Ten minutes afterwards they renewed the onset, and
forcing their way higher up the bank than before, contended with greater obstinacy, and suffered still more
severely. A third attempt was made to carry this post; but with the same ill success.
On the opposite quarter the assault had commenced at the same moment, with still greater vigour. A large body
had concealed themselves under a precipitous ledge of rocks forty yards distant; whence they crept nearly
concealed from view, within the same number of feet of the station; when they suddenly rose, delivered their fire,
and rushed forward with the utmost fury.
At this moment the two-gun battery was unmasked and opened upon them with immediate effect. After a very
few discharges, the body of the enemy having thrown themselves flat upon the earth, disappeared behind the
rocks. Their marksmen had taken their stations behind projecting rocks, fallen trees, and large ant-hills, and still
kept up a constant and well directed fire; under the cover of which the main body rallied and returned to the attack
not less than four times, and were as often repulsed by the well-directed fire of the large guns; which was
purposely reserved for those occasions.
The Agent, at this moment perceiving the enemy in motion towards the right, under cover of a small eminence
which favoured their design, proceeded to the southern post, which had not yet been engaged, and ordered it to
open upon them the moment their movement brought them within the range of its guns. The order was punctually
obeyed; which exposed a large number of the assailants to a galling cannonade both in front and flank, in a
situation where their own arms could prove of no eflectual service to them.
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The assault on the opposite side of the town had been already repulsed; and the signal for a general retreat
immediately followed. This order was obeyed with such promptitude that the most entire silence succeeded, and
every warrior disappeared almost instantaneously.
Not the most veteran troops could have behaved with more coolness, or shewn greater firmness than the
settlers on this occasion. Such had been their hardships and distressing suspense for the last twenty days, that the
first volley of the enemy’s fire brought sensible relief to every breast; for it gave assurance that the time had
arrived which was to put a period to their anxieties.
The final repulse of the assailants on the western quarter took place in seventy minutes from the
commencement of the contest; the attack upon the eastern post was prolonged ninety minutes, and of the two, was
much the most obstinate and bloody. Three of the men serving at the guns of that station, Gardiner, Crook, and
Tines, were very badly—the last mortally—wounded. The Agent received three bullets through his clothes, but
providentially escaped unhurt. As the natives in close action load their muskets (which are of the largest calibre)
with copper and iron slugs, often to the enormous measure of twelve inches, their fire is commonly very
destructive. In this conflict of scarcely an hour and a half, the quantity of shot lodged in the paling, and actually
thrown within the lines, is altogether incredible; and that it took effect in so few cases can only be regarded as the
effect of the special guardianship of Divine Providence.
The number of assailants has been variously estimated, but can never be correctly ascertained. It is known to
be much greater than of those engaged on the 11 th. Their loss, although from the quantities of blood with which
the field was found drenched, certainly considerable, was much less than in the former attack.
The Agent has often said that their plan of assault was the very best that they could have devised. It was
certainly sustained and renewed with a resolution that would not disgrace the best disciplined troops. But they
were not fully apprised of the power of well-served artillery. None of the kings of this part of the coast are without
cannon. But to load a great gun is with them the business of half an hour: and they were seriously disposed to
attribute to sorcery the art of charging and firing these destructive machines from 4 to 6 times in the minute.
On their final repulse it was evident that a general panic had seized upon the minds of the whole multitude. An
hour afterwards several round shot were fired through the tops of the trees, in different directions parallel with
different lines of the coast mud banks of the river. In an instant were seen hundreds of the fugitive wretches
running from their hiding-places and throwing themselves into the water. On discovering the flash of a gun from
the batteries they would instantly disappear under water till the danger from it was past.
But the general exhilaration produced by the prosperous issue of this effort on the part of the settlers, was
greatly moderated by the alarming circumstance, that on an equal distribution of the residue of the shot, among all
the guns after the action, not three rounds remaiued to each! Three more of the most effective and useful men in
the settlement had been lost from the ranks of its defenders. But a strong confidence in the superintending
providence in the Most High was a sentiment which animated the bosoms of a majority of the survivors; and in
their situation was the only rational source of hope that could be resorted to.
*
There was at this time little surgical knowledge, less skill, and absolutely no instruments—not a lancet or a
probe in the settlement! Its little dispensary had no lack of James’s powders, and stores of febrifuges\fn{ Remedies
serving to mitigate fever}—but for medicating broken bones, and extracting, fragments of pot-metal and copper shipbolts from the shattered limbs of the Colonists there had been no provision whatever. A dull penknife and
common razor were substituted in the place of the first, and a priming wire made to answer the purpose of the last.
But the sufferings of the wounded—several of whom retained in their limbs the poisonous and corroding metal
which had caused their wounds, for months—was indescribable; and such as could not fail to impress upon a
daily witness of them a conviction of tile rashness and cruelty of placing a company of men, subject to the
casualties of war, beyond the reach of surgical aid.
*
A movement discovered near his station, on the following night, had induced the officer of the western post to
open a brisk fire of musketry, accompanied with several discharges of the large guns. A circumstance apparently
so accidental brought relief to the settlement.
The English colonial schooner Prince Regent, laden with military stores, and having as passengers, Capt.
Laing of the Royal African Light Infantry, and a prize crew commanded by midshipman Gordon, belonging to H.
B. M.\fn{His Britannic Majesty’s} sloop of war Driver, six days from Sierra Leone, bound for Cape Coast, was at this
moment in the offing, and a little past the Cape. So unusual a circumstance as a midnight cannonading on them
could not fail to attract notice; and the vessel lay by till morning. A Krooman by whom she was then boarded,
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gave intelligence of the situation of the settlement; who was immediately despatched ashore, with the generous
offer of any assistance in the power of the schooner to afford.
On the following morning the officers came ashore—and in their characters as neutrals, kindly undertook, at
the instance of the Agent, to explore and ascertain the future intentions of the enemy. An interview was procured
with the chiefs without much difficulty, as their warriors had principally dispersed, their resources were entirely
exhausted, and themselves overwhelmed with vexation and shame. They were easily induced, but with affected
reluctance, to sign an instrument billding themselves to observe an unlimited truce with the colony; and make all
their differences the subject of a future reference to the arbitration of the governor of Sierra Leone.
It is unnecessary to observe that, having no complaints to allege, they never afterwards recollected this
provision for a reference. And it is equally superfluous to state, that from this time, the colony has been
considered as entirely invincible to any native force that may be brought against it. Providence wisely designed to
render the early struggle of the Colonists the means of securing a perpetual and profound tranquillity to their
colony.
The death of the amiable and lamented Gordon, and of 8 out of 11 generous seamen, who with him
volunteered their services to guarantee the truce settled by Captain Laing, has been already communicated to the
public in the 7th annual report of the Colonization Society. All these individuals fell victims to the climate within
four weeks from the sailing of the Prince Regent, on the 4th of December.
*
th
On the 8 of December came to an anchor a large privateer schooner under Colombian colours; to the
commander of which Capt. Welsey, and several of the officers, natives of the United States, the Agent in behalf of
the colony was laid under further and very important obligations. By the aid of the proper mechanics obtained
from this vessel, the settlement was put in a superior state of defence; and the sufferings of the wounded alleviated
by the kind and assiduous attentions of a skilful surgeon. These friendly offices were continued at intervals for
four weeks.
*
The Agent’s health gradually improving to this period had been injured by excessive exertion; and on the 16 th
of December entirely sunk under its weight. Medicines were productive of no beneficial effect—a fever slow in
its approaches, in a few days became constant, and reduced him to a state of hopeless debility.
By one of those accidents which in their results are obviously seen to be the express appointments of an
overruling Providence, a remedy of the most singular nature was administered, when probably no other means
could have preserved his life. A self-taught French charlatan, arriving at the cape at this moment in a transient
vessel, offered his medical services; which from despair on one hand, and a sense of duty on the other, the Agent
accepted. A potion was exhibited of which one of the ingredients was a large spoonful of calomel!\fn{ The writer
states a fact, which he leaves it to his medical readers to comment upon, and explain as they can } The Frenchman then proceeded
on his voyage; and left the Agent to digest his medicine in the best way he could. Such was the weakness of his
system as to be able neither to throw it off, nor to take it into the circulation, for five days. The crude poison was
then avoided; and a distressing salivation ensued; before which all other morbid symptoms disappeared.
It was the middle of February before he again became active in the affairs of the colony. Two of the captive
children had within this period been given up in consideration of a small gratuity. Five were still in the hands of
the natives; for whose release a very extravagant ransom was demanded, which it was steadily resolved not to pay.
If any redeeming trait had at this period appeared to soften and atone for the moral deformity of the native
character, it certainly was perceived in their treatment of these helpless and tender captives. It was the first object
of the captors to place them under the maternal care of several aged women; who in Africa, as in most countries,
are proverbially tender and indulgent. These protectresses had them clad in their usual habits; and at an early
period of the truce, sent to the colony to inquire the proper kinds of .food, and modes of preparing it, to which the
youngest had been accustomed. The affections of their little charge were so perfectly won in the four months of
their captivity, all to oblige their own parents, at the end of that time, literally to tear away from their keepers
several of the youngest, amidst the most affecting demonstrations of mutual attachment. This event did not occur
until the 12th of March; when their gratuitous restoration was voted almost unanimously, in a large council of
native chiefs.
The Agent, after partially recovering from this last and severest trial of a nearly ruined constitution, found the
utmost exertion of the Colonists necessary to ensure the preservation of their property, health, and lives, through
the approaching rains. Except the store-house, there was but one shingled roof, and frame house, in the settlement.
Some of the cabins were without floors; and through the thatch of nearly all, the rain might easily find its way and
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descend in streams. Such is the description of the hovel occupied by himself at this time. The illustrious and
provident habits of a majority of the settlers, had been as an effect, in course, of the deranged and long neglected
state of their private affairs, wholly subverted: and it required the application of a keener stimulus than could be
found in the ordinary calls of duty and the prospect of remote advantages, to engage thern in a course of diligent
exertions. The store of provisions which had been long expected to be replenished by a shipment from the United
States was now consulted; and the want of any effective financial arrangements made by the principals of the
establishment at home rendered it a matter of extreme difficulty with the Agent to make any purchases from
occasional vessels. He had already assumed from the necessity of the case, a larger pecuniary responsibility, than,
as an individual, he could, under any other circumstallces, justify to himself or others.
*
The productions of the country had been resorted to; and the few disposable goods remaining on hand were
already exhausted in their purchase, when on the 12 th of March the welcome intelligence of the arrival on the
coast of the U. S. ship Cyane, R. T. Spence, Esq., was announced by a Kroomall from Sierra Leone.
Capt. Spence arrived off Montserado on the 31st. By the most judicious and indefatigable exertions, that
gentleman had caused the hulk of the long-before condemned and dismantled schooner Augusta to be floated, and
metamorphosed into a seaworthy and useful vessel; on board of which he had placed a crew and a quantity of
stores for the settlement, under the command of Lieut. Richard Dashiell. Not satisfied with this important service,
on his arrival at the Cape he caused the foundations of the Martello tower to be immediately laid, which, seconded
by the disinterested zeal of his officers, he saw nearly completed; and the Agent’s house rendered habitable,
chiefly by the labour of his own crew, before the 20th of April.
These benevolent exertions have already been suitably acknowledged, in the United States;\fn{ See the Annual
Report of the Colonization Society} and it can never be sufficiently regretted, that the sickness which had begun a
fearful inroad upon the crew of that ship during her stay at the Cape, should have issued in the death of no less
than 40 persons soon after her arrival in America.\fn{ This was in part owing to a previous long cruise in the West Indies}
Dr. Dix, the Surgeon of the Cyane, became the earliest victim of a too generous zeal for the advancement of
the Colony. The tears of a grateful people fell into his grave, which they closed with their own hands over his
ashes.
The amiable Seton deserves a more extended memorial. The bloom of youth had just ripened into the graces of
mahhood, and gave to a person naturally prepossessing, the higher ornament of a benevolent. and highly
accomplished understanding. He perceived his services were needed by a Colony which had interested his heart;
and he gave them. Becoming the voluntary companion and assistant of the solitary Agent, he saw the Cyane sail
from the coast with composure, on the 21st of Apiril. His conciliating manners, aided by a judicious procedure,
deepened in the hearts of the Colonists, the impression first made by his disinterestedness. Seldom has the longest
friendship power to cement a more cordial union, than had begun to rivet to this generous stranger the heart of the
writer; when in the first week of May, he saw him assailed by the alarming symptoms of fever.
The fatal issue of his attack has been already anticipated by the reader. He had long maintained the doubtful
struggle, when on the of June,\fn{ There is no date printed in the text } five days after embarking on board of the
Oswego, for the United States, he resigned his spirit to the God who gave it
*
The arrival of the vessel just named, on the 24 th of May of this year; with 66 additional emigrants from the
middle states of America, with ample stores and a physician, by placing the colony at once in very altered and
improved circumstances, naturally terminates the chain of events which it has been the compiler’s object to
connect in this narrative. For the subsequent progress of the Colony, there are now extant very ample details in an
official form—details which, if they have in them less to interest the feelings, are of a character in a much higher
degree to gratify the wishes and confirm the hopes of its friends.
105.186 Meetings With Sojourner Truth\fn{by Sojourner Truth (1797?-1883)} Hurley, Ulster County, New York,
U.S.A. (F) 7
1
… The leaders of the movement trembled on seeing a tall, gaunt black woman in a gray dress and white
turban, surmounted with an uncouth sunbonnet, march deliberately into the church, walk with the air of a queen
up the aisle, and take her seat upon the pulpit steps. A buzz of disapprobation was heard all over the house, and
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there fell on the listening ear, “An abolition affair!” “Woman’s rights and niggers!” “I told you so!” “Go it,
darkey!”
I\fn{Frances D. Gage.} chanced on that occasion to wear my first laurels in public life as president of the
meeting. At my request order was restored, and the business of the Convention\fn{ The Woman’s Rights Convention of
1861, held in Akron, Ohio.} went on. Morning, afternoon, and evening exercises came and went. Through all these
sessions old Sojourner, quiet and reticent as the “Libyan Statue,”\fn{ A reference to a statue by William Wetmore Story,
which was inspired by a description of Sojourner Truth by Harriet Beecher Stowe (for whose contribution to this volume, see part 2). It was
intended to represent a specifically African type of beauty, and attracted much attention at the time .} sat crouched against the wall

on the corner of the pulpit stairs, her sunbonnet shading her eyes, her elbows on her knees, her chin resting upon
her broad, hard palms. At intermission she was busy selling the Life of Sojourner Truth,\fn{Written down for her by a
white friend, Olive Gilbert, and published in 1850 } a narrative of her own strange and adventurous life. Again and again,
timorous and trembling ones came to me and said, with earnestness, “Don’t let her speak, Mrs. Gage, it will ruin
us. Every newspaper in the land will have our cause mixed up with abolition and niggers, and we shall be utterly
denounced.” My only answer was, “We shall see when the time comes.”
The second day the work waxed warm. Methodist, Baptist, Episcopal, Presbyterian, and Universalist\fn{ The
Unitarian Universalist Church, to give the Unitarians their full name .} ministers came in to hear and discuss the resolutions
presented. One claimed superior rights and privileges for man, on the ground of “superior intellect”; another,
because of the “manhood of Christ; if God had desired the equality of woman, He would have given some token
of His will through the birth, life, and death of the Savior.” Another gave us a theological view of the “sin of our
first mother.”
There were very few women in those days who dared to “speak in meeting’: and the august teachers of the
people were seemingly getting the better of us, while the boys in the galleries, and the sneerers among the pews,
were hugely enjoying the discomfiture, as they supposed, of the “strong-minded.” Some of the tender-skinned
friends were on the point of losing dignity, and the atmosphere betokened a storm. When, slowly from her seat in
the corner rose Sojourner Truth,\fn{ A former slave, who became legally free in 1827, when the slaves in New York were
emancipated.} who, till now, had scarcely lifted her head. “Don’t let her speak!” gasped half a dozen in the ear. She
moved slowly and solemnly to the front, laid her old bonnet at her feet, and turned her great speaking eyes to me.
There was a hissing sound of disapprobation above and below. I rose and announced “Sojourner Truth,” and
begged the audience to keep silence for a few moments.
The tumult subsided at once, and every eye was fixed on this almost Amazon form, which stood nearly six feet
high, head erect, and eyes piercing the upper air like one in a dream. At her first word there was a profound hush.
She spoke in deep tones, which, though not loud, reached every ear in the house, and away through the throng at
the doors and windows.\fn{Sojourner Truth was illiterate: she could neither read nor write.}
“Wall, chilern, whar dare is so much racket dar must be somethin’ out o’ kilter. I tink dat ’twixt de niggers of
de Souf and de womin at de Norf, all talkin’ ’bout rights, de white men will be in a fix pretty soon. But what’s all
dis here talkin’ ’bout?
“Dat man ober dar say dat womin needs to be helped into carriages, and lifted ober ditches, and to hab der best
place everywhar. Nobody eber helps me into carriages, or ober mud-puddles, or gibs me any best place!” And
raising herself to her full height, and her voice to a pitch like rolling thunder, she asked, “And a’n’t I a woman?
Look at me! Look at my arm!” And she bared her right arm to the shoulder, showing her tremendous muscular
power. “I have ploughed, and planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And a’n’t I a woman?
I could work as much and eat as much as a man—when I could get it—and bear de lash as well! And a’n’t I a
woman? I have borne thirteen chilern, and seen ’em mos’ all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my
mother’s grief, none but Jesus heard me! And a’n’t I a woman?
“Den dey talks ’bout dis thing in de head; what dis dey call it?” (Intellect,” whispered someone near.) “Dat’s it,
honey. What’s dat got to do wid womin’s rights or nigger’s rights? If my cup won’t hold but a pint, and yourn
holds a quart, wouldn’t ye be mean not to let me have my little half-measure full?” And she pointed her
significant finger, and sent a keen glance at the minister who had made the argument. The cheering was long and
loud.
“Den dat little man in black dar, he say women can’t have as much rights as men, ’cause Christ wan’t a
woman! Whar did your Christ come from?” Rolling thunder couldn’t have stilled that crowd, as did those deep,
wonderful tones, as she stood there with outstretched arms and eyes of fire. Raising her voice still louder, she
repeated, “Whar did your Christ come from? From God and a woman! Man had nothin’ to do wid Him.” Oh, what
a rebuke that was to that little man.
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Turning again to another objector, she took up the defense of Mother Eve. I cannot follow her through it all. It
was pointed, and witty, and solemn; eliciting at almost every sentence deafening applause; and she ended by
asserting: “If de fust woman God ever made was strong enough to turn de world upside down all alone, dese
women togedder (and she glanced her eye over the platform) ought to be able to turn it back, and get it right side
up again! And now dey is asking to do it, de men better let ’em.” Long-continued cheering greeted this. “’Bleeged
to ye for hearin’ on me, and now ole Sojourner han’t got nothin’ more to say.”
Amid roars of applause, she returned to her corner, leaving more than one of us with streaming eyes, and hearts
beating with gratitude. She had taken us up in her strong arms and carried us safely over the slough of difficulty,
turning the whole tide in our favor. I nave never in my life seen anything like the magical influence that subdued
the mobbish spirit of the day, and turned the sneers and jeers of an excited crowd into notes of respect and
admiration. Hundreds rushed up to shake hands with her, and congratulate the glorious old mother, and bid her
God-speed on her mission of “testifyin’ agin concerning the wickedness of this ’ere people.”
2
Many years ago, the few readers of radical abolitionist papers must often have seen the singular name of
Sojourner Truth announced as a frequent speaker at anti-slavery meetings, and as traveling on a sort of selfappointed agency through the country. I had myself often remarked the name, but never met the individual. On
one occasion, when our house was filled with company, several eminent clergymen being our guests, notice was
brought up to me that Sojourner Truth was below and requested an interview.\fn{ She visited Harriet Beecher Stowe’s
home in 1853, probably because she wanted to meet the author of Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852). This account was published in The Antlantic
Monthly (April, 1863).} Knowing nothing of her but her singular name, I went down, prepared to make the interview

short, as the pressure of many other engagements demanded.
When I went into the room, a tall, spare form arose to meet me. She was evidently a full-blooded African, and,
though now aged and worn with many hardships, still gave the impression of a physical development which in
early youth must have been as fine a specimen of the torrid zone as Cumberworth’s celebrated statuette of the
Negro Woman at the Fountain. Indeed, she so strongly reminded me of that figure, that, when I recall the events
of her life, as she narrated them to me, I imagine her as a living, breathing impersonation of that work of art.
I do not recollect ever to have been conversant with anyone who had more of that silent and subtle power
which we call personal presence\fn{Personal magnetism; John Brown had also a great deal of this force .} In the modern
spiritualistic phraseology, she would be described as having a strong sphere. Her tall form, as she rose up before
me, is still vivid to my mind. She was dressed in some stout, grayish stuff, neat and clean, though dusty from
travel. On her head she wore a bright Madras handkerchief, arranged as a turban, after the manner of her race. She
seemed perfectly self-possessed and at her ease,—in fact, there was almost an unconscious superiority, not
unmixed with a solemn twinkle of humor, in the odd, composed manner in which she looked down on me. Her
whole air had at times a gloomy sort of drollery which impressed one strangely.
“So this is you?” she said.
“Yes,” I answered.
“Well, honey, de Lord bless ye! I jes’ thought I’d like to come an’ have a look at ye. You’s heerd o’ me, I
reckon?” she added.
“Yes, I think I have. You go about lecturing, do you not?”
“Yes, honey, that’s what I do. The Lord has made me a sign unto this nation, an’ I go round a-testifyin’, an’
showin’ on ’em their sins agin my people.”
So saying, she took a seat, and, stooping over and crossing her arms on her knees, she looked down on the
floor, and appeared to fall into a sort of reverie. Here great gloomy eyes and her dark face seemed to work with
some undercurrent of feeling; she sighed deeply, and occasionally broke out,—
“O Lord! O Lord! O the tears, an’ the groans, an’ the moans! O Lord!”
I should have said that she was accompanied by a little grandson of ten years,—the fattest, jolliest woollyheaded little specimen of Africa that one can imagine. He was grinning and showing his glistening white teeth in a
state of perpetual merriment, and at this moment broke out into an audible giggle, which disturbed the reverie into
which his relative was falling.\fn{ In 1863 this grandson enlisted in the Massachusetts 54 th Regiment, a black unit that distinguished
itself for heroism.}
She looked at him with an indulgent sadness, and then at me.
“Laws, ma’am, he don’t know nothin’ about it,—he don’t. Why, I’ve seen them poor critturs, beat an’ ’bused
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an’ hunted, brought in all torn,—ears hangin’ all in rags, where the dogs been a-bitin’ of ’em!”
This set off our little African Puck into another giggle, in which he seemed perfectly convulsed.
She surveyed him soberly, without the slightest irritation.
“Well, you may bless the Lord you can laugh; but I tell you, ’twa’n’t no laughin’ matter.”
By this time I thought her manner so original that it might be worthwhile to call down my friends; and she
seemed perfectly well pleased with the idea. An audience was what she wanted,—it mattered not whether high or
low, learned or ignorant. She had things to say, and was ready to say them at all times, and to anyone.
I called down Dr. Beecher,\fn{Lyman Beecher, Harriet’s father.} Professor Allen, and two or three other clergymen,
who, together with my husband and family, made a roomful. No princess could have received a drawing-room
with more composed dignity than Sojourner her audience. She stood among them, calm and erect, as one of her
own native palm-trees waving alone in the desert. I presented one after another to her, and at last said,—
“Sojourner, this is Dr. Beecher. He is a very celebrated preacher.”
“Is he?” she said, offering her hand in a condescending manner, and looking down on his white head. “Ye dear
lamb, I’m glad to see ye! De Lord bless ye! I loves preachers. I’m a kind o’ preacher myself.”
“You are?” said Dr. Beecher. “Do you preach from the Bible?”
“No, honey, can’t preach from de Bible,—can’t read a letter.”
“Why, Sojourner, what do you preach from, then?”
Her answer was given with a solemn power of voice, peculiar to herself, that hushed everyone in the room.
“When I preaches, I has just one text to preach from, an’ I always preaches from this one. My text is, ‘ WHEN I
FOUND JESUS.’”
“Well, you couldn’t have a better one,” said one of the ministers.
Se paid no attention to him, but stood and seemed swelling with her own thoughts, and then began this
narration:—
“Well, now, I’ll jest have to go back, an’ tell ye all about it. Ye see, we was all brought over from Africa, father
an’ mother an’ I, an’ a lot more of us; an’ we was sold up an’ down, an’ hither an’ yon; an’ I can ’member when I
was a little thing, not bigger than this ’ere,” pointing to her grandson, “How my ole mammy would sit out o’ doors
in the evenin’, an’ look up at the stars an’ groan. She’d groan an’ groan, an’ says I to her,—
“‘Mammy, what makes you groan so?’
“An’ she’d say,—
“‘Matter enough, chile! I’m groanin’ to think o’ my poor children: they don’t know where I be, an’ I don’t
know where they be; they looks up at the stars, an’ I looks up at the stars, but I can’t tell where they be.
“‘Now,’ she said, ‘chile, when you’re grown up, you may be sold away from your mother an’ all your ole
friends, an’ have great troubles come on ye; an’ when you has these troubles come on ye, ye jes’ go to God, an’
He’ll help ye.’
“An’ says I to her,—
“‘Who is God anyhow, mammy?’
“An’ says she,—
“‘Why, chile, you jes’ look up dar! It’s Him that made all dem!’
“Well, I didn’t mind much ’bout God in them days. I grew up pretty lively an’ strong, an’ could row a boat, or
ride a horse, or work round, an’ do ’most anything.
“At last I got sold away to a real hard massa an’ missis. Oh, I tell you, they was hard! ’Peard like I couldn’t
please ’em, nohow. An’ then I thought o’ what my old mammy told me about God; an’ I thought I’d got into
trouble, sure enough, an’ I wanted to find God, an’ I heerd someone tell a story about a man that met God on a
threshin’-floor, an’ I thought, ‘Well an’ good, I’ll have a threshin’-floor, too.’ So I went down in the lot, an’ I
threshed down a place real hard, an’ I used to go down there every day an’ pray an’ cry with all my might, aprayin’ to the Lord to make my massa an’ missis better, but it didn’t seem to do no good; an’ so says I, one day,—
“‘O God, I been a-askin’ ye, an’ askin’ ye, for all this long time, to make my massa n’ missis better, an’ you don’t
do it, an’ what can be the reason? Why, maybe you can’t. Well, I shouldn’t wonder ef you couldn’t. Well, now, I
tell you, I’ll make a bargain with you. Ef you’ll help me to git away from my massa an’ missis, I’ll agree to be
good; but ef you don’t help me, I really don’t think I can be. Now,’ says I, ‘I want to git away; but the trouble’s
jest here: ef I try to git away in the night, I can’t see; an’ ef I try to git away in the daytime, they’ll see me, an’ be
after me.’
“Then the Lord said to me, ‘Git up two or three hours afore daylight, an’ start off.’
“An’ says I, ‘Thank ’ee, Lord! that’s a good thought.’
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“So up I got, about three o’clock in the mornin’, an’ I started an’ traveled pretty fast, till, when the sun rose, I
was clear away from our place an’ our folks, an’ out o’ sight. An’ then I begun to think I didn’t know nothin’
where to go. So I kneeled down, and says I,—
“‘Well, Lord, you’ve started me out, an’ now please to show me where to go.’
“Then the Lord made a house appear to me, an’ He said to me that I was to walk on till I saw that house, an’
then go in an’ ask the people to take me. An’ I traveled all day, an’ didn’t come to the house till late at night; but
when I saw it, sure enough, I went in, an’ I told the folks that the Lord sent me; an’ they was Quakers, an’ real
kind they was to me. They jes’ took me in, an’ did for me as kind as ef I’d been one of ’em; an’ after they’d giv
me supper, they took me into a room where there was a great, tall, white bed; an’ they told me to sleep there. Well,
honey, I was kind o’ skeered when they left me alone with that great white bed; a’cause I never had been in a bed
in my life. It never came into my mind they could mean me to sleep in it. An’ so I jes’ camped down under it on
the floor, an’ then I slep’ pretty well. In the mornin’, when they came in, they asked me ef I hadn’t been asleep;
an’ I said, ‘Yes, I never slep’ better.’ An’ they said, ‘Why, you haven’t been in the bed!’ An’ says I, ‘Laws, you
didn’t think o’ sech a thing as my sleepin’ in dat ar bed, did you ? I never heered o’ sech a thing in my life.’
“Well, ye see, honey, I stayed an’ lived with ’em. An’ now jes’ look here: instead o’ keepin’ my promise an’
bein’ good, as I told the Lord I would, jest as soon as everything got a-goin’ easy, I forgot all about God.
“Pretty well don’t need no help; an’ I gin up prayin’. I lived there two or three years, an’ then the slaves in New
York were all set free,\fn{ In 1827, slavery was declared illegal throughout the Empire .} an’ ole massa came to our house to
make a visit, an’ he asked me ef I didn’t want to go back an’ see the folks on the ole place. An’ I told him I did. So
he said, ef I’d jes’ git into the wagon with him, he’d carry me over. Well, jest as I was goin’ out to git into the
wagon, I met God!\fn{As usual, I have preserved the italics as I find them .} an’ says I, ‘O God, I didn’t know as you was so
great!’ An’ I turned right round an’ come into the house, an’ set down in my room; for ’t was God all around me. I
cold feel it burnin’, burnin’, burnin’ all around me, an’ goin’ through me; an’ I saw I was so wicked, it seemed as
ef it would burn me up. An’ I said, ‘Oh, somebody, somebody, stand between God an’ me, for it burns me!’ Then,
honey, when I said so, I felt as it were somethin’ like an amberill\fn{Umbrella.} that came between me an’ the light,
an’ I felt I was somebody,—somebody that stood between me an’ God; an’ it felt cool, like a shade; an’ says I,
‘Who’s this that stands between me an’ God? Is it old Cato?’ He was a pious old preacher; but then I seemed to
see Cato in the light, an’ he was all polluted an’ vile, like me; an’ I said, ‘Is it old Sally?’ an’ then I saw her, an’ she
seemed jes’ so. An’ then says I, ‘Who is this?’ An’ then, honey, for a while it was like the sun shinin’ in a pail o’
water, when it moves up an’ down; for I begun to feel ’t was somebody that loved me; an’ I tried to know him. An’
I said, ‘I know you! I know you! I know you!’—an’ then I said, ‘I don’t know you! I don’t know you! I don’t
know you!’ An’ when I said, “I know you, I know you,’ the light came; an’ when I said, ‘I don’t know you, I don’t
know you,’ it went, jes’ like the sun in a pail o’ water. An’ finally somethin’ spoke out in me an’ said, ‘ This is
Jesus!’ an’ I spoke out with all my might, an’ says I, ‘This is Jesus! Glory be to God!’ An’ then the whole world
grew bright, an’ the trees they waved an’ waved in glory, an’ every little bit o’stone on the ground shone like glass;
an’ I shouted an’ said, ‘Praise, praise, praise to the Lord!’ An’ I begun to feel sech a love in my soul as I never felt
before,—love to all creatures. An’ then, all of a sudden, it stopped, an’ I said, ‘Dar’s de white folks, that have
abused you an’ beat you an’ abused your people,—think o’ them!’ But then there came another rush of love
through my soul, an’ I cried out loud, ‘Lord, Lord, I can love even de white folks!’
“Honey, I jes’ walked round an’ round in a dream. Jesus loved me! I knowed it,—I felt it. Jesus was my Jesus.
Jesus would love me always. I didn’t dare tell nobody; ’t was a great secret. Everything had been got away from
me that I ever had; an’ I thought that ef I let white folks know about this, maybe they’d get Him away,—so I said,
‘I’ll keep this close. I won’t let anyone know.’”
“But, Sojourner, had you never been told about Jesus Christ?”
“No, honey. I hadn’t heerd no preachin’,—been to no meetin’. Nobody hadn’t told me. I’d kind o’ heerd of
Jesus, but thought he was like Ginereal Lafayette, or some o’ them. But one night there was a Methodist meetin’
somewhere in our parts, an’ I went; an’ they got up an’ begun for to tell der ’speriences; an’ de fust one begun to
speak. I started, ’cause he told about Jesus. ‘Why,’ says I to myself, ‘dat man’s found him, too!’ An’ another got
up an’ spoke, an’ I said, ‘He’s found him, too!’ An’ finally I said, ‘Why, they all know him!’ I was so happy! An’
then they sung this hymn” (here Sojourner sang, in a strange, cracked voice, but evidently with all her soul and
might, mispronouncing the English, but seeming to derive as much elevation and comfort from bad English as
from good) …
I put in this whole hymn,\fn{ It does not appear in this edition .} because Sojourner, carried away with her own
feeling, sang it from beginning to end with a triumphant energy that held the whole circle around her intently
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listening. She sang with the strong barbaric accent of the native African, and with those indescribable upward
turns and those deep gutturals which give such a wild, peculiar power to the Negro singing,—but, above all, with
such an overwhelming energy of personal appropriation that the hymn seemed to be fused in the furnace of her
feelings and come out recrystallized as a production of her own.
It is said that Rachel\fn{A nineteenth-century French actress, perhaps the greatest of her day .} was wont to chant The
Marseillaies in a manner that made her seem, for the time, the very spirit and impersonation of the gaunt, wild,
hungry, avenging mob which rose against aristocratic oppression; and in like manner Sojourner, singing this
hymn, seemed to impersonate the fervor of Ethiopia, savage, hunted of all nations, but burning after God in her
tropic heart, and stretching her scarred hands towards the glory to be revealed.
“Well, den, ye see, after a while I though I’d go back an’ see de folks on de ole place. Well, you know, de law
had passed dat de cullud folks was all free; an’ my old missis, she had a daughter married about dis time who
went to live in Alabama,—an’ what did she do but give her my son, a boy about de age of dis yer, for her to take
down to Alabama? When I got back to de ole place, they told me about it, an’ I went right up to see old missis, an’
says I,—
“‘Missis, have you been an’ sent my son away down to Alabama?’
“‘Yes, I have,’ says she; ‘he’s gone to live with your young missis.’
“‘Oh, missis,’ says I, ‘how could you do it?’
“‘Poh!’; says she, ‘what a fuss you make about a little nigger! Got more of ’em now than you know what to do
with.’
“I tell you, I stretched up. I felt as tall as the world!
“‘Missis,’ says I, ‘I’ll have my son back again!’
“‘You will, you nigger? How you goin’ to do it? You ha’n’t got no money.’
“‘No, missis, but God has, an’ you’ll see He’ll help me!’ An’ I turned round, an’ went out.
“Oh, but I was angry to have her speak to me so haughty an’ so scornful, as ef my child wasn’t worth anything.
I said to God, ‘O Lord, render unto her double!’ It was a dreadful prayer, an’ I didn’t know how true it would
come.
“Well, I didn’t rightly know which way tot run; but I went to the Lord, an’; I said to Him, ‘O Lord, ef I was as
rich as you be, an’ you was as poor as I be, I’d help you,—you know I would; and, oh, do help me!’ An’ I felt sure
then that He would.
“Well, I talked with people, an’ they said I must git the case before a grand jury. So I went into the town, when
they was holdin’ a court, to see ef I could find any grand jury. An’ I stood round the courthouse, an’ when they
was a-comin’ out I walked right up to the grandest-lookin’ one I could see, an’ says I to him,—
“‘Sir, be you a grand jury?’
“An’ then he wanted to know why I asked, an’ I told him all about it; an’ he asked me all sorts of questions, an’
finally he says to me,—
“‘I think, ef you pay me ten dollars, that I’d agree to git y our son for you.’ An’ says he, pointin’ to a house
over the way, ‘You go long an’ tell your story to the folks in that house, an’ I guess they’ll give you the money.’
“Well, I went, an’ I told them, an’ they gave me twenty dollars; an’ then I thought to myself, ‘Ef ten dollars will
git him, twenty dollars will git him startin.’ So I carried it to the man all out, an’ said,—
“‘Take it all,—only be sure an’ git him.’
“Well, finally they got the boy brought back; an’ then they tried to frighten him, an’ to make him say that I
wasn’t his mammy, an’ that he didn’t know me; but they couldn’t make it out. They gave him to me, an’ I took
him an’ carried him home; an’ when I came to take off his clothes, there was his poor little back all covered with
scars an’ hard lumps, where they’d flogged him.
“Well, you see, honey, I told you how I prayed the Lord to render unto her double. Well, it came true; for I was
up at ole missis’ house not long after, an’ I heerd ’em readin’ a letter to her how her daughter’s husband had
murdered her,—how he’d thrown her down an’ stamped the life out of her when he was in liquor; an’ my ole
missis, she giv’ a screech an’ fell flat on the floor. Then says I, ‘O Lord, I didn’t mean all that! You took me up too
quick.’
“Well, I went in an’ tended that poor critter all night. She was out of her mind,—a-cryin,’ an’ callin’ for her
daughter; an’ I held her poor ole head on my arms, an’ watched for her as ef she’d been my babby. An’ I watched
by her, an’ took care on her all through her sickness after that, an’ she died in my arms, poor thing!”
“Well, Sojourner, did you always go by this name?”
“No, ’deed! My name was Isabella; but when I left the house of bondage, I left everything behind. I wa’n’t
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goin’ to keep nothin’ of Egypt on me,\fn{ An allusion to the bondage of the Jews in Egypt, as narrated in Exodus.} an’ so I
went to the Lord an’ asked Him to give me a new name. And the Lord gave me Sojourner, because I was to travel
up an’ down the land, showin’ the people their sins, an’ bein’ a sign unto them. Afterwards I told the Lord I
wanted another name, ’cause everybody else had two names; and the Lord gave me Truth, because I was to
declare the truth to the people.
“Ye see, some ladies have given me a white satin banner,” she said, pulling out of her pocket and unfolding a
white banner, printed with many texts, such as, “Proclaim liberty throughout all the land unto all the inhabitants
thereof,” and others of like nature. “Well,” she said, “I journeys round to camp-meetin’s, an’ wherever folks is, an’
I sets up my banner, an’ then I sings, an’ then folks always comes up round me, an’ then I preaches to ’em. I tells
’em about Jesus, an’ I tells ’em about the sins of this people. A great many always comes to hear me; an’ they’re
right good to me, too, an’ say they want to hear me agin.”
We all thought it likely; and as the company left her, they shook hands with her, and thanked her for her very
original sermon; and one of the ministers was overheard\fn{ The text has: overhead.} to say to another, “There’s more
of the gospel in that story than in most sermons.”
Sojourner stayed several days with us, a welcome guest. Her conversation was so strong, simple, shrewd, and
with such a droll flavoring of humor, that the Professor\fn{ Harriet’s husband, Calvin Stowe, a professor at Bowdoin College.}
was wont to say of an evening, “Come, I am dull, can’t you get Sojourner up here to talk a little?” She would
come up into the parlor, and sit among pictures and ornaments, in her simple stuff gown, with her heavy travelingshoes, the central object of attention both to parents and children, always ready to talk or to sing, and putting into
the common flow of conversation the keen edge of some shrewd remark.
“Sojourner, what do you think of Women’s Rights?”
“Well, honey, I’s ben to der meetings, an’ harked a good deal. Dey wanted me fur to speak. So I got up. Says I,
‘Sisters, I ain’t clear what you’d be after. Ef women want any rights more’n dey’s got, why don’t dey jes’ take
’em, an’ not be talking’ about it?’ Some on a’em came round me, an’ asked why I didn’t wear bloomers.\fn{ A form
of rational dress for women, popularized by Amelia Bloomer from 1851, that replaced the voluminous skirts of the period with a short skirt
and trousers.} An’ I told ’em I had bloomers enough when I was in bondage. You see,” she said, “dey used to weave

what dey called nigger-cloth, an’ each one of us got jes’ sech a strip, an’ had to wear it width-wise. Them that was
short got along pretty well, but as for me”—She gave an indescribably droll glance at her long limbs and then at
us, and added, “Tell you, I had enough of bloomers in them days.”
Sojourner then proceeded to give her views of the relative capacity of the sexes, in her own way.
“S’pose a man’s mind holds a quart, an’ a woman’s don’t hold but a pint; ef her pint is full, it’s as good as his
quart.”
Sojourner was fond of singing an extraordinary lyric,\fn{ After the passage of the Fugitive Slave Law (1850), which
increased the power of slaveholders to pursue and seize their “property,” many black people felt safe only if they got to Canada. The
English had passed a law that no slave should be landed in their colonies after March 1, 1808 .} commencing,—
I’m on my way to Canada,
That cold but happy land;
The dire effects of slavery
I can no longer stand.
O righteous Father,
Do look down on me,
And help me on to Canada.
Where colored folks are free!

The lyric ran on to state that, when the fugitive crosses the Canada line,
The Queen comes down unto the shore,
With arms extended wide,
To welcome the poor fugitive
Safe on to Freedom’s side.

In the truth thus set forth she seemed to have the most simple faith.
But her chief delight was to talk of “glory,” and to sing hymns whose burden was,—
O glory, glory, glory,
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Won’t you come along with me?

And when left to herself she would often hum these with great delight, nodding her head.
On one occasion I remember her sitting at a window singing, and fervently keeping time with her head, the
little black Puck of a grandson meanwhile amusing himself with ornamenting her red-and-yellow turban with
green dandelion curls, which shook and trembled with her emotions, causing him perfect convulsions of delight.
“Sojourner, “ said the Professor to her one day when he heard her singing, “you seem to be very sure about
heaven.”
“Well, I be,” she answered triumphantly.
“What makes you so sure there is any heaven?”
“Well, ’cause I got such a hankerin’ arter it in here,” she said, giving a thump on her breast with her usual
energy.
There was at the time an invalid in the house, and Sojourner, on learning it, felt a mission to go and comfort
her. It was curious to see the tall, gaunt, dusky figure stalk up to the bed, with such an air of conscious authority,
and take on herself the office of consoler with such a mixture of authority and tenderness. She talked as from
above, and at the same time if a pillow needed changing, or any office to be rendered, she did it with a strength
and handiness that inspired trust. One felt as if the dark, strange woman were quite able to take up the invalid in
her bosom and bear her as a lamb, both physically and spiritually. There was both power and sweetness in that
great warm soul and that vigorous frame.
At length Sojourner, true to her name, departed. She had her mission elsewhere. Where now she is, I know not;
but she left deep memories behind her. …
1920
159.82 Excerpt from Eighty Years And More\fn{by Elizabeth Cady Stanton (1815-1902)} Johnstown, Fulton County,
New York, U.S.A. (F) 12
… With several generations of vigorous, enterprising ancestors behind me, I commenced the struggle of life
under favorable circumstances on the 12th day of November, 1815, the same year that my father, Daniel Cady, a
distinguished lawyer and judge in the State of New York, was elected to Congress. Perhaps the excitement of a
political campaign, in which my mother took the deepest interest, may have had an influence on my prenatal life
and given me the strong desire that I have always felt to participate in the rights and duties of government. My
father was a man of firm character and unimpeachable integrity, and yet sensitive and modest to a painful degree.
There were but two places in which he felt at ease—in the courthouse and at his own fireside. Though gentle and
tender, he had such a dignified repose and reserve of manner that, as children, we regarded him with fear rather
than affection.
My mother, Margaret Livingston, a tall, queenly looking woman, was courageous, self-reliant, and at her ease
under all circumstances and in all places. She was the daughter of Colonel James Livingston, who took an active
part in the War of the Revolution.
Colonel Livingston was stationed at West Point when Arnold made the attempt to betray that stronghold into
the hands of the enemy. In the absence of General Washington and his superior officer, he took the responsibility
of firing into the Vulture, a suspicious looking British vessel that lay at anchor near the opposite bank of the
Hudson River. It was a fatal shot for Andre, the British spy, with whom Arnold was then consummating his
treason. Hit between wind and water, the vessel spread her sails and hastened down the river, leaving Andre, with
his papers, to be captured while Arnold made his escape through the lines, before his treason was suspected.
On General Washington’s return to West Point, he sent for my grandfather and reprimanded him for acting in
so important a matter without orders, thereby making himself liable to court-martial; but, after fully impressing
the young officer with the danger of such self-sufficiency on ordinary occasions, he admitted that a most fortunate
shot had been sent into the Vulture, “for,” he said, “we are in no condition just now to defend ourselves against the
British forces in New York, and the capture of this spy has saved us.”
My mother had the military idea of government, but her children, like their grandfather, were disposed to
assume the responsibility of their own actions; thus the ancestral traits in mother and children modified, in a
measure, the dangerous tendencies in each.
*
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Our parents were as kind, indulgent, and considerate as the Puritan ideas of those days permitted, but fear,
rather than love, of God and parents alike, predominated. Add to this our timidity in our intercourse with servants
and teachers, our dread of the ever present devil, and the reader will see that, under such conditions, nothing but
strong self-will and a good share of hope and mirthfulness could have saved an ordinary child from becoming a
mere nullity.
The first event engraved on my memory was the birth of a sister when I was four years old. It was a cold
morning in January when the brawny Scotch nurse carried me to see the little stranger, whose advent was a matter
of intense interest to me for many weeks after. The large, pleasant room with the white curtains and bright wood
fire on the hearth, where panada, catnip, and all kinds of little messes which we were allowed to taste were kept
warm, was the center of attraction for the older children. I heard so many friends remark, “What a pity it is she’s a
girl!” that I felt a kind of compassion for the little baby. True, our family consisted of five girls and only one boy,
but I did not understand at that time that girls were considered an inferior order of beings.
To form some idea of my surroundings at this time, imagine a two-story white frame house with a hall through
the middle, rooms on either side, and a large back building with grounds on the side and rear, which joined the
garden of our good Presbyterian minister, the Rev. Simon Hosack, of whom I shall have more to say in another
chapter. Our favorite resorts in the house were the garret and cellar. In the former were barrels of hickory nuts,
and, on a long shelf, large cakes of maple sugar and all kinds of dried herbs and sweet flag; spinning wheels, a
number of small white cotton bags filled with bundles, marked in ink, silk, cotton, flannel, calico, etc., as well as
ancient masculine and feminine costumes. Here we would crack the nuts, nibble the sharp edges of the maple
sugar, chew some favorite herb, play ball with the bags, whirl the old spinning wheels, dress up in our ancestors’
clothes, and take a bird’s-eye view of the surrounding country from an enticing scuttle hole. This was forbidden
ground; but, nevertheless, we often went there on the sly, which only made the little escapades more enjoyable.
The cellar of our house was filled, in winter, with barrels of apples, vegetables, salt meats, cider, butter,
pounding barrels, washtubs, etc., offering admirable nooks for playing hide and seek. Two tallow candles threw a
faint light over the scene on certain occasions. This cellar was on a level with a large kitchen where we played
blind man’s buff and other games when the day’s work was done. These two rooms are the center of many of the
merriest memories of my childhood days.
*
I can recall three colored men, Abraham, Peter, and Jacob, who acted as menservants in our youth. In turn they
would sometimes play on the banjo for us to dance, taking real enjoyment in our games. They are all at rest now
with “Old Uncle Ned in the place where good niggers go.” Our nurses, Lockey Danford, Polly Bell, Mary Dunn,
and Cornelia Nickeloy—peace to their ashes—were the only shadows on the gayety of these winter evenings; for
their chief delight was to hurry us off to bed, that they might receive their beaux or make short calls in the
neighborhood. My memory of them is mingled with no sentiment of gratitude or affection. In expressing their
opinion of us in after years, they said we were a very troublesome, obstinate, disobedient set of children. I have no
doubt we were in constant rebellion against their petty tyranny. Abraham, Peter, and Jacob viewed us in a different
light, and I have the most pleasant recollections of their kind services.
*
In the winter, outside the house, we had the snow with which to build statues and make forts, and huge piles of
wood covered with ice, which we called the Alps, so difficult were they of ascent and descent. There we would
climb up and down by the hour, if not interrupted, which, however, was generally the case. It always seemed to
me that, in the height of our enthusiasm, we were invariably summoned to some disagreeable duty, which would
appear to show that thus early I keenly enjoyed outdoor life. Theodore Tilton has thus described the place where I
was born:
“Birthplace is secondary parentage, and transmits character. Johnstown was more famous half a century ago
than since; for then, though small, it was a marked intellectual center; and now, though large, it is an unmarked
manufacturing town. Before the birth of Elizabeth Cady it was the vice-ducal seat of Sir William Johnson, the
famous English negotiator with the Indians. During her girlhood it was an arena for the intellectual wrestlings of
Kent, Tompkins, Spencer, Elisha Williams, and Abraham Van Vechten, who, as lawyers, were among the chiefest
of their time. It is now devoted mainly to the fabrication of steel springs and buckskin gloves. So, like
Wordsworth’s early star, it has faded into the light of common day. But Johnstown retains one of its ancient
splendors—a glory still fresh as at the foundation of the world. Standing on its hills, one looks off upon a country
of enameled meadow lands, that melt away southward toward the Mohawk, and northward to the base of those
grand mountains which are God’s monument over the grave of John Brown.”
928

Harold Frederic’s novel, In the Valley, contains many descriptions of this region that are true to nature, as I
remember the Mohawk Valley, for I first knew it not so many years after the scenes which he lays there.
*
Before I was old enough to take in the glory of this scenery and its classic associations, Johnstown was to me a
gloomy-looking town. The middle of the streets was paved with large cobblestones, over which the farmer’s
wagons rattled from morning till night, while the sidewalks were paved with very small cobblestones, over which
we carefully picked our way, so that free and graceful walking was out of the question.
The streets were lined with solemn poplar trees, from which small yellow worms were continually dangling
down. Next to the Prince of Darkness, I feared these worms. They were harmless, but the sight of one made me
tremble. So many people shared in this feeling that the poplars were all cut down and elms planted in their stead.
The Johnstown academy and churches were large square buildings, painted white, surrounded by these same
sombre poplars, each edifice having a doleful bell which seemed to be ever tolling for school, funerals, church, or
prayer meetings.
Next to the worms, those clanging bells filled me with the utmost dread; they seemed like so many warnings of
an eternal future. Visions of the Inferno were strongly impressed on my childish imagination. It was thought, in
those days, that firm faith in hell and the devil was the greatest help to virtue. It certainly made me very unhappy
whenever my mind dwelt on such teachings, and I have always had my doubts of the virtue that is based on the
fear of punishment.
*
Perhaps I may be pardoned a word devoted to my appearance in those days. I have been told that I was a
plump little girl, with very fair skin, rosy cheeks, good features, dark-brown hair, and laughing blue eyes. A
student in my father’s office, the late Henry Bayard of Delaware (an uncle of our recent Ambassador to the Court
of St. James’s, Thomas F. Bayard), told me one day, after conning my features carefully, that I had one defect
which he could remedy.
“Your eyebrows should be darker and heavier,” said he, “and if you will let me shave them once or twice, you
will be much improved.”
I consented, and, slight as my eyebrows were, they seemed to have had some expression, for the loss of them
had a most singular effect on my appearance. Everybody, including even the operator, laughed at my odd-looking
face, and I was in the depths of humiliation during the period while my eyebrows were growing out again. It is
scarcely necessary for me to add that I never allowed the young man to repeat the experiment, although strongly
urged to do so.
*
I cannot recall how or when I conquered the alphabet, words in three letters, the multiplication table, the points
of the compass, the chicken pox, whooping cough, measles, and scarlet fever. All these unhappy incidents of
childhood left but little impression on my mind.
I have, however, most pleasant memories of the good spinster, Maria Yost, who patiently taught three
generations of children the rudiments of the English language, and introduced us to the pictures in Murray’s
Spelling-book, where Old Father Time, with his scythe, and the farmer stoning the boys in his apple trees, gave
rise in my mind to many serious reflections. Miss Yost was plump and rosy, with fair hair, and had a merry
twinkle in her blue eyes, and she took us by very easy stages through the old-fashioned schoolbooks. The
interesting Readers children now have were unknown sixty years ago. We did not reach the temple of knowledge
by the flowery paths of ease in which our descendants now walk.
*
I still have a perfect vision of myself and sisters, as we stood up in the classes, with our toes at the cracks in the
floor, all dressed alike in bright red flannel, black alpaca aprons, and, around the neck, a starched ruffle that,
through a lack of skill on the part of either the laundress or the nurse who sewed them in, proved a constant source
of discomfort to us. I have since seen full-grown men, under slighter provocation than we endured, jerk off a
collar, tear it in two, and throw it to the winds, chased by the most soul-harrowing expletives. But we were sternly
rebuked for complaining, and if we ventured to introduce our little fingers between the delicate skin and the
irritating linen, our hands were slapped and the ruffle readjusted a degree closer.
Our Sunday dresses were relieved with a black sprig and white aprons. We had red cloaks, red hoods, red
mittens, and red stockings. For one’s self to be all in red six months of the year was bad enough, but to have this
costume multiplied by three was indeed monotonous. I had such an aversion to that color that I used to rebel
regularly at the beginning of each season when new dresses were purchased, until we finally passed into an
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exquisite shade of blue. No words could do justice to my dislike of those red dresses. My grandfather’s detestation
of the British redcoats must have descended to me. My childhood’s antipathy to wearing red enabled me later to
comprehend the feelings of a little niece, who hated everything pea green, because she had once heard the saying,
“neat but not gaudy, as the devil said when he painted his tail pea green.”
So when a friend brought her a cravat of that color she threw it on the floor and burst into tears, saying,
“I could not wear that, for it is the color of the devil’s tail.”
I sympathized with the child and had it changed for the hue she liked. Although we cannot always understand
the ground for children’s preferences, it is often well to heed them.
*
I am told that I was pensively looking out of the nursery window one day, when Mary Dunn, the Scotch nurse,
who was something of a philosopher, and a stern Presbyterian, said:
“Child, what are you thinking about; are you planning some new form of mischief?”
“No, Mary,” I replied, “I was wondering why it was that everything we like to do is a sin, and that everything
we dislike is commanded by God or someone on earth. I am so tired of that everlasting no! no! no! At school, at
home, everywhere it is no! Even at church all the commandments begin, ‘Thou shalt not.’ I suppose God will say
‘no’ to all we like in the next world, just as you do here.”
Mary was dreadfully shocked at my dissatisfaction with the things of time and prospective eternity, and
exhorted me to clutivate the virtues of obedience and humility.
I well remember the despair I felt in those years, as I took in the whole situation, over the constant cribbing
and crippling of a child’s life. I suppose I found fit language in which to express my thoughts, for Mary Dunn told
me, years after, how our discussion roused my sister Margaret, who was an attentive listener. I must have set forth
our wrongs in clear, unmistakable terms; for Margaret exclaimed one day,
“I tell you what to do. Hereafter let us act as we choose, without asking.”
“Then,” said I, “we shall be punished.”
“Suppose we are,” said she, “we shall have had our fun at any rate, and that is better than to mind the
everlasting ‘no’ and not have any fun at all.”
Her logic seemed unanswerable, so together we gradually acted on her suggestions. Having less imagination
than I, she took a common-sense view of life and suffered nothing from anticipation of troubles, while my
sorrows were intensified fourfold by innumerable apprehensions of possible exigencies.
Our nursery, a large room over a back building, had three barred windows reaching nearly to the floor. Two of
these opened on a gently slanting roof over a verandah. In our night robes, on warm summer evenings we could,
by dint of skillful twisting and compressing, get out between the bars, and there, snugly braced against the house,
we would sit and enjoy the moon and stars and what sounds might reach us from the streets, while the nurse,
gossiping at the back door, imagined we were safely asleep.
*
I have a confused memory of being often under punishment for what, in those days, were called “tantrums.” I
suppose they were really justifiable acts of rebellion against the tyranny of those in authority. I have often listened
since, with real satisfaction, to what some of our friends had to say of the high-handed manner in which sister
Margaret and I defied all the transient orders and strict rules laid down for our guidance. If we had observed them,
we might as well have been embalmed as mummies, for all the pleasure and freedom we should have had in our
childhood. As very little was then done for the amusement of children, happy were those who conscientiously
took the liberty of amusing themselves.
*
One charming feature of our village was a stream of water, called the Cayadutta, which ran through the north
end, in which it was our delight to walk on the broad slate stones when the water was low, in order to pick up
pretty pebbles. These joys were also forbidden, though indulged in as opportunity afforded, especially as sister
Margaret’s philosophy was found to work successfully and we had finally risen above our infantile fear of
punishment.
Much of my freedom at this time was due to this sister, who afterward became the wife of Colonel Duncan
McMartin of Iowa. I can see her now, hat in hand, her long curls flying in the wind, her nose slightly
retroussé,\fn{Turned up.} her large dark eyes flashing with glee, and her small straight mouth so expressive of
determination. Though two years my junior, she was larger and stronger than I and more fearless and self-reliant.
She was always ready to start when any pleasure offered, and, if I hesitated, she would give me a jerk and say,
emphatically, “Oh, come along!” and away we went.
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*
About this time we entered the Johnstown Academy, where we made the acquaintance of the daughters of the
hotel keeper and the county sheriff. They were a few years my senior, but, as I was ahead of them in all my
studies, the difference of age was somewhat equalized and we became fast friends. This acquaintance opened to
us two new sources of enjoyment—the freedom of the hotel during “court week” (a great event in village life) and
the exploration of the county jail. Our Scotch nurse had told us so many thrilling tales of castles, prisons, and
dungeons in the Old World that, to see the great keys and iron doors, the handcuffs and chains, and the prisoners
in their cells seemed like a veritable visit to Mary’s native land.
We made frequent visits to the jail and became deeply concerned about the fate of the prisoners, who were
greatly pleased with our expressions of sympathy and our gifts of cake and candy. In time we became interested in
the trials and sentences of prisoners, and would go to the courthouse and listen to the proceedings. Sometimes we
would slip into the hotel where the judges and lawyers dined, and help our little friend wait on table. The rushing
of servants to and fro, the calling of guests, the scolding of servants in the kitchen, the banging of doors, the
general hubbub, the noise and clatter, were all idealized by me into one of those royal festivals Mary so often
described. To be allowed to carry plates of bread and butter, pie and cheese I counted a high privilege.
But more especially I enjoyed listening to the conversations in regard to the probable fate of our friends the
prisoners in the jail. On one occasion I projected a few remarks into a conver- sation between two lawyers, when
one of them turned abruptly to me and said,
“Child, you’d better attend to your business; bring me a glass of water.” I replied indignantly,
“I am not a servant; I am here for fun.”
In all these escapades we were followed by Peter, black as coal and six feet in height. It seems to me now that
his chief business was to discover our whereabouts, get us home to dinner, and take us back to school. Fortunately
he was overflowing with curiosity and not averse to lingering a while where anything of interest was to be seen or
heard, and, as we were deemed perfectly safe under his care, no questions were asked when we got to the house, if
we had been with him. He had a long head and, through his diplomacy, we escaped much disagreeablesurveillance.
Peter was very fond of attending court. All the lawyers knew him, and wherever Peter went, the three little
girls in his charge went, too. Thus, with constant visits to the jail, courthouse, and my father’s office, I gleaned
some idea of the danger of violating the law.
*
The great events of the year were the Christmas holidays, the Fourth of July, and “general training,” as the
review of the county militia was then called. The winter gala days are associated, in my memory, with hanging up
stockings and with turkeys, mince pies, sweet cider, and sleigh.rides by moonlight. My earliest recollections of
those happy days, when schools were closed, books laid aside, and unusual liberties allowed, center in that large
cellar kitchen to which I have already referred. There we spent many winter evenings in uninterrupted enjoyment.
A large fireplace with huge logs shed warmth and cheerfulness around. In one corner sat Peter sawing his violin,
while our youthful neighbors danced with us and played blindman’s buff almost every evening during the
vacation. The most interesting character in this game was a black boy called Jacob (Peter’s lieutenant), who made
things lively for us by always .keeping one eye open—a wise precaution to guard himself from danger, and to
keep us on the jump. Hickory nuts, sweet cider, and olie-koeks (a Dutch name for a fried cake with raisins inside)
were our refreshments when there came a lull in the fun.
As St. Nicholas was supposed to come down the chimney, our stockings were pinned on a broomstick, laid
across two chairs in front of the fireplace. We retired on Christmas Eve with the most pleasing anticipations of
what would be in our stockings next morning. The thermometer in that latitude was often twenty degrees below
zero, yet, bright and early, we would run downstairs in our bare feet over the cold floors to carry stockings,
broom, etc., to the nursery.
The gorgeous presents that St. Nicholas now distributes show that he, too, has been growing up with the
country. The boys and girls of 1897 will laugh when they hear of the contents of our stockings in 1823. There was
a little paper of candy, one of raisins, another of nuts, a red apple, an olie-koek, and a bright silver quarter of a
dollar in the toe. If a child had been guilty of any erratic performances during the year, which was often my case,
a long stick would protrude from the stocking; if particularly good, an illustrated catechism or the New Testament
would appear, showing that the St. Nicholas of that time held decided views on discipline and ethics.
During the day we would take a drive over the snowclad hills and valleys in a long red lumber sleigh. All the
children it could hold made the forests echo with their songs and laughter. The sleigh bells and Peter’s fine tenor
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voice added to the chorus seemed to chant, as we passed, “Merry Christmas!” to the farmers’ children and to all
we met on the highway.
Returning home, we were allowed, as a great Christmas treat, to watch all Peter’s preparations for dinner.
Attired in a white apron and turban, holding in his hand a tin candlestick the size of a dinner plate, containing a
tallow candle, with stately step he marched into the spacious cellar, with Jacob and three little girls dressed in red
flannel at his heels. As the farmers paid the interest on their mortgages in barrels of pork, headcheese, poultry,
eggs, and cider, the cellars were well crowded for the winter, making the master of an establishment quite
indifferent to all questions of finance. We heard nothing in those days of greenbacks, silver coinage, or a gold
basis. Laden with vegetables, butter, eggs, and a magnificent turkey, Peter and his followers returned to the
kitchen. There, seated on a big ironing table, we watched the dressing and roasting of the bird in a tin oven in
front of the fire. Jacob peeled the vegetables, we all sang, and Peter told us marvelous stories. For tea he made
flapjacks, baked in a pan with a long handle, which he turned by throwing the cake up and skillfully catching it
descending.
Peter was a devout Episcopalian and took great pleasure in helping the young people decorate the church. He
would take us with him and show us how to make evergreen wreaths. Like Mary’s lamb, where’er he went we
were sure to go. His love for us was unbounded and fully returned. He was the only being, visible or invisible, of
whom we had no fear. We would go to divine service with Peter, Christmas morning and sit with him by the door,
in what was called “the negro pew.” He was the only colored member of the church and, after all the other
communicants had taken the sacrament, he went alone to the altar. Dressed in a new suit of blue with gilt buttons,
he looked like a prince, as, with head erect, he walked up the aisle, the grandest specimen of manhood in the
whole congregation; and yet so strong was prejudice against color in 1823 that no one would kneel beside him.
On leaving us, on one of these occasions, Peter told us all to sit still until he returned; but, no sooner had he
started, than the youngest of us slowly followed after him and seated herself close beside him. As he came back,
holding the child by the hand, what a lesson it must have been to that prejudiced congregation! The first time we
entered the church together the sexton opened a white man’s pew for us, telling Peter to leave the Judge’s children
there.
“Oh,” he said, “they will not stay there without me.”
But, as he could not enter, we instinctively followed him to the negro pew.
*
Our next great fete was on the anniversary of the birthday of our Republic. The festivities were numerous and
protracted, beginning then, as now, at midnight with bonfires and cannon; while the day was ushered in with the
ringing of bells, tremendous cannonading, and a continuous popping of fire-crackers and torpedoes. Then a
procession of soldiers and citizens marched through the town, an oration was delivered, the Declaration of
Independence read, and a great dinner given in the open air under the trees in the grounds of the old courthouse.
Each toast was announced with the booming of cannon.
On these occasions Peter was in his element, and showed us whatever he considered worth seeing; but I cannot
say that I enjoyed very much either “general training” or the Fourth of July, for, in addition to my fear of cannon
and torpedoes, my sympathies were deeply touched by the sadness of our cook, whose drunken father always cut
antics in the streets on gala days, the central figure in all the sports of the boys, much to the mortification of his
worthy daughter. She wept bitterly over her father’s public exhibition of himself, and told me in what a condition
he would come home to his family at night.
I would gladly have stayed in with her all day, but the fear of being called a coward compelled me to go
through those trying ordeals. As my nerves were all on the surface, no words can describe what I suffered with
those explosions, great and small, and my fears lest King George and his minions should reappear among us. I
thought that, if he had done all the dreadful things stated in the Declaration of ’76, he might come again, burn our
houses, and drive us all into the street.
Sir William Johnson’s mansion of solid masonry, gloomy and threatening, still stood in our neighborhood. I
had seen the marks of the Indian’s tomahawk on the balustrades and heard of the bloody deeds there enacted. For
all the calamities of the nation I believed King George responsible. At home and at school we were educated to
hate the English. When we remember that, every Fourth of July, the Declaration was read with emphasis, and the
orator of the day rounded all his glowing periods with denunciations of the mother country, we need not wonder
at the national hatred of everything English. Our patriotism in those early days was measured by our dislike of
Great Britain.
*
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In September occurred the great event, the review of the county militia, popularly called “Training Day.” Then
everybody went to the race course to see the troops and buy what the farmers had brought in their wagons. There
was a peculiar kind of gingerbread and molasses candy to which we were treated on those occasions, associated in
my mind to this day with military reviews and standing armies.
Other pleasures were, roaming in the forests and sail- ing on the mill pond. One day, when there were no boys
at hand and several girls were impatiently waiting for a sail on a raft, my sister and I volunteered to man the
expedition. We always acted on the assumption that what we had seen done, we could do. Accordingly we all
jumped on the raft, loosened it from its moorings, and away we went with the current.
Navigation on that mill pond was performed with long poles, but, unfortunately, we could not lift the poles,
and we soon saw we were drifting toward the dam. But we had the presence of mind to sit down and hold fast to
the raft. Fortunately, we went over right side up and gracefully glided down the stream, until rescued by the ever
watchful Peter.
I did not hear the last of that voyage for a long time. I was called the captain of the expedition, and one of the
boys wrote a composition, which he read in school, describing the adventure and emphasizing the ignorance of
the laws of navigation shown by the officers in command. I shed tears many times over that performance.
*
When I was eleven years old, two events occurred which changed considerably the current of my life.
My only brother, who had just graduated from Union College, came home to die. A young man of great talent
and promise, he was the pride of my father’s heart. We early felt that this son filled a larger place in our father’s
affections and future plans than the five daughters together. Well do I remember how tenderly he watched my
brother in his last illness, the sighs and tears he gave vent to as he slowly walked up and down the hall, and, when
the last sad moment came, and we were all assembled to say farewell in the silent chamber of death, how broken
were his utterances as he knelt and prayed for comfort and support. I still recall, too, going into the large darkened
parlor to see my brother, and finding the casket, mirrors, and pictures all draped in white, and my father seated by
his side, pale and immovable.
As he took no notice of me, after standing a long while, I climbed upon his knee, when he mechanically put his
arm about me and, with my head resting against his beating heart, we both sat in silence, he thinking of the wreck
of all his hopes in the loss of a dear son, and I wondering what could be said or done to fill the void in his breast.
At length he heaved a deep sigh and said:
“Oh, my daughter, I wish you were a boy!” Throwing my arms about his neck, I replied:
“I will try to be all my brother was.”
Then and there I resolved that I would not give so much time as heretofore to play, but would study and strive
to be at the head of all my classes and thus delight my father’s heart. All that day and far into the night I pondered
the problem of boyhood. I thought that the chief thing to be done in order to equal boys was to be learned and
courageous. So I decided to study Greek and learn to manage a horse. Having formed this conclusion I fell asleep.
My resolutions, unlike many such made at night, did not vanish with the coming light. I arose early and
hastened to put them into execution. They were resolutions never to be forgotten—destined to mold my character
anew. As soon as I was dressed I hastened to our good pastor, Rev. Simon Hosack, who was always early at work
in his garden.
“Doctor,” said I, “which do you like best, boys or girls?”
“Why, girls, to be sure; I would not give you for all the boys in Christendom.”
“My father,” I replied, “prefers boys; he wishes I was one, and I intend to be as near like one as possible. I am
going to ride on horseback and study Greek. Will you give me a Greek lesson now, doctor? I want to begin at
once.”
“Yes, child,” said he, throwing down his hoe, “come into my library and we will begin without delay.”
He entered fully into the feeling of suffering and sorrow which took possession of me when I discovered that a
girl weighed less in the scale of being than a boy, and he praised my determination to prove the contrary. The old
grammar which he had studied in the University of Glasgow was soon in my hands, and the Greek article was
learned before breakfast.
*
Then came the sad pageantry of death, the weeping of friends, the dark rooms, the ghostly stillness, the
exhortation to the living to prepare for death, the solemn prayer, the mournful chant, the funeral cortege, the
solemn, tolling bell, the burial. How I suffered during those sad days! What strange undefined fears of the
unknown took possession of me! For months afterward, at the twilight hour, I went with my father to the new933

made grave. Near it stood two tall poplar trees, against one of which I leaned, while my father threw himself on
the grave, with outstretched arms, as if to embrace his child.
At last the frosts and storms of November came and threw a chilling barrier between the living and the dead,
and we went there no more.
During all this time I kept up my lessons at the parsonage and made rapid progress. I surprised even my
teacher, who thought me capable of doing anything. I learned to drive, and to leap a fence and ditch on horseback.
I taxed every power, hoping some day to hear my father say:
“Well, a girl is as good as a boy, after all.”
But he never said it. When th.e doctor came over to spend the evening with us, I would whisper in his ear,
“Tell my father how fast I get on,” and he would tell him, and was lavish in his praises. But my father only paced
the room, sighed, and showed that he wished I were a boy; and I, not knowing why he felt thus, would hide my
tears of vexation on the doctor’s shoulder.
Soon after this I began to study Latin, Greek, and mathematics with a class of boys in the Academy, many of
whom were much older than I. For three years one boy kept his place at the head of the class, and I always stood
next. Two prizes were offered in Greek. I strove for one and took the second. How well I remember my joy in
receiving that prize. There was no sentiment of ambition, rivalry, or triumph over my companions, nor feeling of
satisfaction in receiving this honor in the presence of those assembled on the day of the exhibition. One thought
alone filled my mind.
“Now,” said I, “my father will be satisfied with me.”
So, as soon as we were dismissed, I ran down the hill, rushed breathless into his office, laid the new Greek
Testament, which was my prize, on his table and exclaimed:
“There, I got it!”
He took up the book, asked me some questions about the class, the teachers, the spectators, and, evidently
pleased, handed it back to me. Then, while I stood looking and waiting for him to say something which would
show that he recognized the equality of the daughter with the son, he kissed me on the forehead and exclaimed,
with a sigh,
“Ah, you should have been a boy!”
My joy was turned to sadness. I ran to my good doctor. He chased my bitter tears away, and soothed me with
unbounded praises and visions of future success. He was then confined to the house with his last illness. He asked
me that day if I would like to have, when he was gone, the old lexicon, Testament, and grammar that we had so
often thumbed together.
“Yes, but I would rather have you stay,” I replied, “for what can I do when you are gone?”
“Oh,” said he tenderly, “I shall not be gone; my spirit will still be with you, watching you in all life’s
struggles.”
Noble, generous friend! He had but little on earth to bequeath to anyone, but when the last scene in his life was
ended, and his will was opened, sure enough there was a clause saying:
“My Greek lexicon, Testament, and grammar, and four volumes of Scott’s commentaries, I will to Elizabeth
Cady.”
I never look at these books without a feeling of thankfulness that in childhood I was blessed with such a friend
and teacher.
*
I can truly say, after an experience of seventy years, that all the cares and anxieties, the trials and disappointments of my whole life, are light, when balanced with my sufferings in childhood and youth from the theological
dogmas which I sincerely believed, and the gloom connected with everything associated with the name of
religion, the church, the parsonage, the graveyard, and the solemn, tolling bell. Everything connected with death
was then rendered inexpressibly dolorous.
The body, covered with a black pall, was borne on the shoulders of men; the mourners were in crape and
walked with bowed heads, while the neighbors who had tears to shed, did so copiously and summoned up their
saddest facial expressions. At the grave came the sober warnings to the living and sometimes frightful prophesies
as to the state of the dead. All this pageantry of woe and visions of the unknown land beyond the tomb, often
haunted my midnight dreams and shadowed the sunshine of my days.
The parsonage, with its bare walls and floors, its shriveled mistress and her blind sister, more like ghostly
shadows than human flesh and blood; the two black servants, racked with rheumatism and odoriferous with a
pungent oil they used in the vain hope of making their weary limbs more supple; the aged parson buried in his
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library in the midst of musty books and papers—all this added to the gloom of my surroundings.
The church, which was bare, with no furnace to warm us, organ to gladden our hearts, no choir to lead our
songs of praise in harmony, was sadly lacking in all attractions for the youthful mind.
The preacher, shut up in an octagonal box high above our heads, gave us sermons over an hour long, and the
chorister, in a similar below him, intoned line after line of David’s Psalms, while, like a flock of sheep at the heels
of their shepherd, the congregation, without regard to time or tune, straggled after their leader.
Years later, the introduction of stoves, a violoncello, Wesley’s hymns, and a choir, split the church in twain.
These old Scotch Presbyterians were opposed to all innovations that would afford their people paths of flowery
ease on the road to Heaven. So, when the thermometer was twenty degrees below zero on the Johnstown Hills,
four hundred feet above the Mohawk Valley, we trudged along through the snow, foot-stoves in hand, to the cold
hospitalities of the “Lord’s House,” there to be chilled to the very core by listening to sermons on
“predestination,” “justification by faith,” and “eternal damnation.”
To be restless, or to fall asleep under such solemn circumstances was a sure evidence of total depravity, and of
the machinations of the devil striving to turn one’s heart from God and his ordinances. As I was guilty of these
shortcomings and many more, I early believed myself a veritable child of the Evil One, and suffered endless fears
lest he should come some night and claim me as his own. To me he was a personal, ever-present reality, crouching
in a dark corner of the nursery.
Ah! how many times I have stolen out of bed, and sat shivering on the stairs, where the hall lamp and the
sound of voices from the parlor would, in a measure, mitigate my terror. Thanks to a vigorous constitution and
overflowing animal spirits, I was able to endure for years the strain of these depressing influences, until my
reasoning powers and common sense triumphed at last over my imagination. The memory of my own suffering
has prevented me from ever shadowing one young soul with any of the superstitions of the Christian religion.
But there have been many changes, even in my native town, since those dark days. Our old church was turned
into a mitten factory, and the pleasant hum of machinery and the glad faces of men and women have chased the
evil spirits to their hiding places. One finds at Johnstown now, beautiful churches, ornamented cemeteries, and
cheerful men and women, quite emancipated from the nonsense and terrors of the old theologies.
*
An important event in our family circle was the marriage of my oldest sister, Tryphena, to Edward Bayard of
Wilmington, Delaware. He was a graduate of Union College, a classmate of my brother, and frequently visited at
my father’s house. At the end of his college course, he came with his brother Henry to study law in Johnstown. A
quiet, retired little village was thought to be a good place in which to sequester young men bent on completing
their education, as they were there safe from the temptations and distracting influences of large cities. In addition
to this consideration, my father’s reputation made his office a desirable resort for students, who, furthermore, not
only improved their opportunities by reading Blackstone, Kent, and Story, but also by making love to the Judge’s
daughters. We thus.had the advantage of many pleasant acquaintances from the leading families in the country,
and, in this way, it was that four of the sisters eventually selected most worthy husbands.
Though only twenty-one years of age when married, Edward Bayard was a tall, fully developed man,
remarkably fine looking, with cultivated literary taste and a profound knowledge of human nature. Warm and
affectionate, generous to a fault in giving and serving, he was soon a great favorite in the family, and gradually
filled the void made in all our hearts by the loss of the brother and son.
My father was so fully occupied with the duties of his profession, which often called him from home, and my
mother so weary with the cares of a large family, having had ten children, though only five survived at this time,
that they were quite willing to shift their burdens to younger shoulders. Our eldest sister and her husband,
therefore, soon became our counselors and advisers. They selected our clothing, books, schools, acquaintances,
and directed our reading and amusements. Thus the reins of domestic government, little by little, passed into their
hands, and the family arrangements were in a manner greatly improved in favor of greater liberty for the children.
The advent of Edward and Henry Bayard was an inestimable blessing to us. With them came an era of picnics,
birthday parties, and endless amusements; the buying of pictures, fairy books, musical instruments and ponies,
and frequent excursions with parties on horseback. Fresh from college, they made our lessons in Latin, Greek, and
mathematics so easy that we studied with real pleasure and had more leisure for play.
Henry Bayard's chief pleasures were walking, riding, and playing all manner of games, from jack-straws to
chess, with the three younger sisters, and we have often said that the three years he passed in Johnstown were the
most delightful of our girlhood.
*
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Immediately after the death of my brother, a journey was planned to visit our grandmother Cady, who lived in
Canaan, Columbia County, about twenty miles from Albany. My two younger sisters and myself had never been
outside of our own county before, and the very thought of a journey roused our enthusiasm to the highest pitch.
On a bright day in September we started, packed in two carriages. We were wild with delight as we drove
down the Mohawk Valley, with its beautiful river and its many bridges and ferryboats. When we reached
Schenectady, the first city we had ever seen, we stopped to dine at the old Given’s Hotel, where we broke loose
from all the moorings of propriety on beholding the paper on the dining-room wall, illustrating in brilliant colors
the great events in sacred history.
There were the Patriarchs, with flowing beards and in gorgeous attire; Abraham, offering up Isaac; Joseph,
with his coat of many colors, thrown into a pit by his brethren; Noah’s ark on an ocean of waters; Pharaoh and his
host in the Red Sea; Rebecca at the well, and Moses in the bulrushes. All these distinguished personages were
familiar to us, and to see them here for the first time in living colors, made silence and eating impossible. We
dashed around the room, calling to each other:
“Oh, Kate, look here!”
“Oh, Madge, look there!”
“See little Moses!”
“See the angels on Jacob's ladder!”
Our exclamations could not be kept within bounds. The guests were amused beyond description, while my
mother and elder sisters were equally mortified; but Mr. Bayard, who appreciated our childish surprise and
delight, smiled and said, “I’ll take them around and show them the pictures, then they will be able to dine,” which
we finally did.
On our way to Albany we were forced to listen to no end of dissertations on manners, and severe criticisms on
our behavior at the hotel, but we were too happy and astonished with all we saw to take a subjective view of
ourelves. Even Peter in his new livery, who had not seen much more than we had, while looking out of the corners
of his eyes, maintained a quiet dignity and conjured us “not to act as if we had just come out of the woods and had
never seen anything before.”
However, there are conditions in the child soul in which repression is impossible, when the mind takes in
nothing but its own enjoyment, and when even the sense of hearng is lost in that of sight. The whole party awoke
to that fact at last. Children are not actors. We never had experienced anything like this journey, and how could we
help being surprised and delighted?
*
When we drove into Albany, the first large city we had ever visited, we exclaimed,
“Why, it’s general training, here!”
We had acquired our ideas of crowds from our country militia reviews. Fortunately, there was no pictorial wall
paper in the old City Hotel. But the decree had gone forth that, on the remainder of the journey, our meals would
be served in a separate room, with Peter to wait on us. This seemed going back to the nursery days and was very
humiliating. But eating, even there, was difficult, as we could hear the band from the old museum, and, as our
windows opened on the street, the continual panorama of people and carriages passing by was quite as enticing as
the Bible scenes in Schenectady.
In the evening we walked around to see the city lighted, to look into the shop windows, and to visit the
museum.
The next morning we started for Canaan, our enthusiasm still unabated, though strong hopes were expressed
that we would be toned down with the fatigues of the first day’s journey.
The large farm with its cattle, sheep, hens, ducks, turkeys, and geese; its creamery, looms, and spinning wheel;
its fruits and vegetables; the drives among the grand old hills; the blessed old grandmother, and the many aunts,
uncles, and cousins to kiss, all this kept us still in a whirlpool of excitement. Our joy bubbled over of itself; it was
beyond our control.
After spending a delightful week at Canaan, we departed, with an addition to our party, much to Peter’s
disgust, of a bright, coal-black boy of fifteen summers. Peter kept grumbling that he had children enough to look
after already, but, as the boy was handsome and intelligent, could read, write, play on the jewsharp and banjo,
sing, dance, and stand on his head, we were charmed with this new-found treasure, who proved later to be a great
family blessing.
We were less vivacious on the return trip. Whether this was due to Peter’s untiring efforts to keep us within
bounds, or whether the novelty of the journey was in a measure gone, it is difficult to determine, but we evidently
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were not so buoyant and were duly complimented on our good behavior.
When we reached home and told our village companions what we had seen in our extensive travels (just
seventy miles from home) they were filled with wonder, and we became heroines in their estimation. After this we
took frequent journeys to Saratoga, the Northern Lakes, Utica, and Peterboro, but were never again so entirely
swept from our feet as with the biblical illustrations in the dining room of the old Given’s Hotel.
*
As my father’s office joined the house, I spent there much of my time, when out of school, listening to the
clients stating their cases, talking with the students, and reading the laws in regard to woman. In our neighborhood
many men still retained the old feudal ideas of women and property. Fathers, at their death, would will the bulk of
their property to the eldest son, with the proviso that the mother was to have a home with him. Hence it was not
unusual for the mother, who had brought all the property into the family, to be made an unhappy dependent on the
bounty of an uncongenial daughter-in-law and a dissipated son. The tears and complaints of the women who came
to my father for legal advice touched my heart and early drew my attention to the injustice and cruelty of the laws.
As the practice of the law was my father’s business, I not exactly understand why he could not allevate the
sufferings of these women. So, in order to enlighten me, he would take down his books and show me the
inexorable statutes. The students, observing my interest, would amuse themselves by reading to me all the worst
laws they could find, over which I would laugh and cry by turns.
One Christmas morning I went into the office to show them, among other of my presents, a new coral necklace
and bracelets. They all admired the jewelry and then began to tease me with hypothetical cases of future
ownership.
“Now,” said Henry Bayard, “if in due time you should be my wife, those ornaments would be mine; I could
take them and lock them up, and you could never wear them except with my permission. I could even exchange
them for a box of cigars, and you could watch them evaporate in smoke.”
With this constant bantering from students and the sad complaints of the women, my mind was sorely
perplexed. So when, from time to time, my attention was called to these odious laws, I would mark them with a
pencil; and becoming more and more convinced of the necessity of taking some active measures against these
unjust provisions, I resolved to seize the first opportunity, when alone in the office, to cut every one of them out of
the books; supposing my father and his library were the beginning and the end of the law. However, this
mutilation of his volumes was never accomplished, for dear old Flora Campbell, to whom I confided my plan for
the amelioration of the wrongs of my unhappy sex, warned my father of what I proposed to do.
Without letting me know that he had discovered my secret, he explained to me one evening how laws were
made, the large number of lawyers and libraries there were all over the State, and that if his library should burn up
it would make no difference in woman’s condition.
“When you are grown up, and able to prepare a speech,” said he, “you must go down to Albany and talk to the
legislators; tell them all you have seen in this office—the sufferings of these Scotchwomen, robbed of their
inheritance and left dependent on their unworthy sons, and, if you can persuade them to pass new laws, the old
ones will be a dead letter.”
Thus was the future object of my life foreshadowed and my duty plainly outlined by him who was most
opposed to my public career when, in due time, I entered upon it.
*
Until I was sixteen years old, I was a faithful student in the Johnstown Academy with a class of boys. Though I
was the only girl in the higher classes of mathematics and the languages, yet, in our plays, all the girls and boys
mingled freely together. In running races, sliding downhill, and snowballing, we made no distinction of sex. True,
the boys would carry the school books and pull the sleighs up hill for their favorite girls, but equality was the
general basis of our school relations.
I dare say the boys did not make their snowballs quite so hard when pelting the girls, nor wash their faces with
the same vehemence as they did each other’s., but there was no public evidence of partiality. However, if any boy
was too rough or took advantage of a girl smaller than himself, he was promptly thrashed by his fellows. There
was an unwritten law and public sentiment in that little Academy world that enabled us to study and play together
with the greatest freedom and harmony.
From the academy the boys of my class went to Union College at Schenectady. When those with whom I had
studied and contended for prizes for five years came to bid me good-by, and I learned of the barrier that prevented
me from following in their footsteps—“no girls admitted here”—my vexation and mortification knew no bounds.
I remember, now, how proud and handsome the boys looked in their new clothes, as they jumped into the old
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stagecoach and drove off, and how lonely I felt when they were gone and I had nothing to do, for the plans for my
future were yet undetermined.
Again I felt more keenly than ever the humiliation of the distinctions made on the ground of sex.
*
My time was now occupied with riding on horseback, studying the game of chess, and continually squabbling
with the law students over the rights of women. Something was always coming up in the experiences of everyday
life, or in the books we were reading, to give us fresh topics for argument. They would read passages from the
British classics quite as aggravating as the laws. They delighted in extracts from Shakespeare, especially from
The Taming of the Shrew, an admirable satire in itself on the old common law of England. I hated Petruchio as if
he were a real man. Young Bayard would recite with unction the famous reply of Milton’s ideal woman to Adam:
“God thy law, thou mine.” The Bible, too, was brought into requisition. In fact it seemed to me that every book
taught the “divinely ordained” headship of man; but my mind never yielded to this popular heresy. …
160.29 Excerpt from Summer Rambles In The West\fn{by Elizabeth Fries Lujmmis Ellet (1818-1877)} Sodus Point,
Wayne County, New York, U.S.A. (F) 9
… Very early in the morning we took our places—three ladies, and a young gentleman who was to be our
escort—in a large covered carriage, our luggage following in a wagon, and commenced the journey to Rochester.
The road kept the lake in sight for about three miles, and many a picturesque view was afforded as we emerged
from some shadowy dell, or a portion of the primeval forest of the limitless expanse of blue waters sparkling with
the earliest sunbeams.\fn{The travelers have begun their journey from a private home on Sodus Bay, in June, 1852, intending to
journey “as far as Detroit and Milwaukee, to be extended farther if agreeable company should be found.” }
At Sodus we took the “Ridge Road,” which runs along a continuous ridge three or four miles from the lake,
supposed to have been in former ages the boundary of the waters. Here we were joined by Mrs, R., who with her
son was to be our companion to Detroit, her husband and Mr. F. accompanying us as far as Rochester.
As the day advanced, the heat was intense, and the dust from roads that had not known showers in many days,
almost suffocating. We stopped for an hour’s rest at Williamson’s Corners, and were cordially invited by the
landlady to partake of lunch from a table loaded with the remains of Independence cheer: fragments of roast pig,
huge hams dressed with cut paper, segments of chicken pie and other delicacies, claimed our attention, but a glass
of cool lemonade was much more acceptable.
*
We resumed our journey, and after skirting the picturesque marshy bay which reaches up several milesfrom the
lake between a range of wooded hills, entered the city of Rochester a little after two, just too late for the expected
train. We did not so much regret the delay, as it afforded time for removing the dust of our drive, and a walk about
the city. A large hotel near the depot of the railroad was our stopping place for three hours, and afforded an
excellent dinner. After a suitable rest some of the party set off on a shopping excursion, but had scarcely crossed
the street when the shrill whistle of the engine and rush of the cars announced the arrival of the eastern express
train, and forgetful that three quarters of an hour were lacking of their starting time, our inexperienced travellers
made all haste to check the baggage and secure seats.
The large depot was hung with black drapery, and crowded with people wearing badges of mourning, for the
body of Henry Clay was to be brought in the “lightning train” from New York that day, on the way to Lexington,
Kentucky, and the mistake of supposing it aboard the evening express car was very general. At every station along
the road we found funeral processions, with solemn music and the booming of cannon, and other signs of
mourning, the same impression seeming to prevail, that our train bore the remains of the illustrious statesman, and
the people coming from every direction to pay the last token of their respect.
*
The crowd at Buffalo was immense, and it was with some difficulty, having an inexperienced guide, that we
threaded our way to the omnibus which was to convey us to the steamboat. Such a confusion of tongues, and
clamor of porters, and hurrying to and fro of passengers, each intent on his own business or pleasure, and jostling
regardlessly against his neighbor! The increasing darkness, and vehement altercation of the agents of rival lines
for passengers, with the thousand and one directions bawled out in every variety of tone and temper, and the
rumbling and rushing of vehicles and feet quite bewildered us, and with a confused notion of being carried in the
whirl we knew not whither, we could hardly be persuaded even to trust the representations of the honest driver
destined for the May Flower.
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The night was still and beautifully clear, and its romantic repose contrasted strangely with the wild and
thronged aspect of the shores and decks of the several boats bound up the lake. The busy tread of men passing and
repassing, the rolling of barrows, the shouting and calling, and rapid conversation, the crowds pressing on board,
and over all the streaming light of the lamps, formed a scene we were glad to escape by retiring as soon as
possible to the magnificent saloon of the steamboat.
The traveller who has a ticket on this line, the Michigan Central, need give himself no trouble about his
luggage. The elegance and luxurious comfort of these boats are unsurpassed, with their spacious and richly
furnished staterooms, sumptuous tables, and ample provision for the accommodation of large numbers, and the
most considerate attention is given to provide for every possible want.
One meets with more of this gratifying sort of attention at the West than elsewhere, and I have been struck with
the intelligence of some of the servants. A lady somewhat noted as a writer was not long since complimented by a
colored stewardess, who came to her stateroom to pay her respects to one whose works she had read. On being
asked how she knew her, she replied that she had recognized her by a portrait recently published.
A curious fancy is that of naming the choice staterooms after authoresses of distinction, and it sounds rather
comical to hear that “somebody in Mrs. Barbauld is sick,” or “a gentleman wishes to speak with a lady at the door
of Hannah More,” or “some ice is wanted in Mrs. Hemans.” Several living female writers of celebrity are thus
distinguished on board the May Flower. The apartment occupied by Jenny Lind is still adorned with its regal
decorations, and was appropriated by a newly wedded pair.
The starting of the boats from Buffalo was delayed till near midnight, their usual hour being nine in the
evening. The stars were reflected in the bosom of Erie, which was scarcely ruffled by the light breeze as we swept
onward in our floating palace. We had no rough weather or seasickness to mar enjoyment of the trip, and the
passengers appeared pleased with themselves and every thing about them. If they were not, it was no fault of the
officers or the arrangements.
We now began to feel ourselves once more within the bounds of the Great West, where the very air is bracing
with the spirit of freedom and enterprise. We entered Detroit River without much thought of the historical
associations counected with it, and saw the sunshine dancing merrily on its green waters, as we approached the
city of the straits, with a feeljng of pleasure that we had been safely brought over a perilous part of our journey,
and were soon to be greeted by smiles of welcome from loving friends.
*
We landed at Detroit about four o’clock in the afternoon, in time for passengers to take the evening train to
Chicago, where they would arrive early on the following morning. Three of our party proceeded to our friend’s
house, and were welcomed in a charming family circle. We had time to talk over the chances and changes of the
year that had rolled away since we last met. One engagement had taken place, and a lovely young girl who shared
the perils and delights of our voyage up Lakes St. Clair, Huron, and Superior, and enslaved a score of hearts,
having at last surrendered her own, was soon to wear the bridal veil. No wonder that the days passed rapidly, and
the 20th of July came, before we were actually upon tbe journey so long anticipated.
It was four o’clock in; the afternoon when, accompanied by several friends, we drove to the spacious depot of
the Mjchigan Central Railroad. The completion of this extensive and beautiful road opened.new prospeets for the
whole State, and an expeditious and easy communication between the Atlantic country and the northwest. It saves
the perilous voyage up the great Lakes, and when the communication to Galena is complete, will make it a “quick
step” to the Mississippi.
The morning train for Chicago left Detroit at nine o’clock; the evening at five. It is worthy of notice that both
in leaving and returning,, the depot is kept clear of the clamorous crowd of hackmen, porters, and “runners,” who
usually confuse the traveller at a stopping-place, so that ample room and leisure are afforded to have everything
done in order. The same propriety is observed on the entire route from Buffalo westward.
*
The country is level for many miles after leaving Detroit, only redeemed by the slightest possible undulation
from the flatness of prairie-land, yet fertle with rich fields of ripening grain, patches of meadow, and tracts of
heavily timbered land. Occasionally new “clearings” remind one of olden times, and the log houses are generally
very neat in their appearance. There is a peculiar beauty in these woods: the trees are lofty, and have more
spreading tops than is usual in the primeval forest. Extensive groves, or rather orchards, of the “weeping elm,”
with its luxuriant trailing folIage, the straight, tall trees entwined with the wild creeper, give a picturesque
loveliness to the landscape. Their drapery, though of brilliant green, brings to mind the stately southern swamp
trees, covered with the moss that waves like a shroud among their leaves. Here and there clusters of young oaks,
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looking like a nursery of fruit trees, and thickets of bushes fringing some winding stream, vary the forest scenery.
Passing two pretty villages, we find the country more varied and broken as we approach Ypsilanti, a thriving
little town, with broad streets well shaded by old forest trees, and many country seats tastefully adorned with
gardens and groves. The winding Huron, flowing gently along to mingle its clear waters with Lake Erie, is as
serpentine as the Housatonic. The track crosses it seven times within a few miles. It is the pride of Washtenaw
county, and has been called, by a resident poet, “the bright, swift river of the bark canoe,” but its day of romance
is over, now that the cars, with their freight of busy energies, rush past its waters twice every day.
Bordered by thick bushes, bending willows, or oaks, or bursting from the close embrace of the woods like a
nymph from her leafy bower, it gives us glimpses of enchanting scenery, and presently the eye is caught by one of
the peculiar features of a Michigan landscape, the oak openings. The dense forest, with its luxuriant garniture, is
varied here and there by park-like slopes, thinly sprinkled with ancient oaks, shading a greensward enamelled
with wild flowers, or partially covered with an undergrowth of dwarf bushes. Occasionally, groups stand at
intervals in .the open space, and groves of young trees, most gracefully disposed in the picture, rival the art of the
landscape gardener. The uplands swell gradually into hills, which are of imposing height around Ann Arbor, all
adorned with these beautiful openings. A winding dell, stretching a mile or two from the village, affords the most
charming of walks under the shade of oaks and elms that sturdily maintain their right of soil: it is called “Glen
Mary”—and I believe had a title to the name before the one which has been made classic by a poet’s reveries.
The village of Ann Arbor has now nearly four thousand inhabitants;\fn{ In 1990: 109,608.} several churches of
different denominations, a flourishing Female Seminary under the care of the Misses Clark, and a University
maintained by the State. The first settlers came about 1824, and lodged for some weeks under the shelter of their
sleigh-box and a rude bower of trees covered with buffalo skins. This primitive arbor, or the beauty of the oak
groves, furnished a name to the place, and the prefix “Ann” was given in honor of the name of the wives of two of
the pioneers.
The first garden was on the spot now occupied by the public square, and formerly a place of council for the
Indians. The village, with its surroundings of fine natural scenery, is often visited by travellers, and is important as
the site of the first established literary institution of Michigan. The buildings, half a mile from the town, are neat
and spacious, and advantageously situated; the ground commanding superb views on every side. The library is not
large, but is well selected. A fine building, a few rods across the green, is appropriated to the medical department,
and four handsome houses at the corners, with large gardens, are occupied by the Professors.
We spent the evening with a most agreeable family in Ann Arbor, two of the members of which were to be of
our travelling party. Several of the kind neighbors came in, with friendly counsel and good wishes, and well laden
with these, we stood on the morrow a little before eleven, at the depot, awaiting the rapidly approaching cars.
*
The day was excessively warm, and a prolonged drought rendered dust inevitable, though the large and
commodious cars, clean and luxuriously furnished, and not too crowded, offered all the comfort that could be had
under the circumstances. Nor should we forget to notice the care for the traveller’s refreshment so quietly
manifested in the provision of pails of iced water, both on the cars and at the stations, invitingly arranged with
dippers at hand, and calling forth mental expressions of gratitude in such weather.
The rapid view obtained of the interior of Michigan, while one is whirled along at the rate of twenty-five miles
an hour over the great central road which traverses the peninsula, gives one an agreeable idea of the country. Its
general features are soft and pleasing, without strikingly picturesque scenery; bespeaking fertility of soil and
careful cultivation, with the prosperity attendant on such circumstances. The villages have a clean and thriving
aspect; and the winding streams that now and then coquettishly break upon the sight, crossed by the iron track and
disappearing in the embrace of the woods, with the clear lakelets bordered by strips of marshland or clustering
foliage, are most refreshing to the eye.
The Huron thus lingers for many miles, as if unwilling to be lost to the traveller’s view. Everywhere the
beautiful wild oaklands border the road, and stretch onward for miles. Sometimes these groves are so close and
umbrageous as almost to have the character of woods; again, they are stately parks of ancient looking trees, with
broad patches of sunshine lying between their shadows on the waving, wild grass. There are many thick nurseries
of young oaks growing up to form these majestic orchards in time, if not removed by the hand of “improvement,”
which has already made devastation in the beauty of the undulating landscape.
*
Leoni is a township had in remembrance as the place where many of the conspirators involved in the late trial
for a conspiracy to injure the railroad, lived; and the mischief was said to have originated hereabouts. One of the
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accused was an early emigrant to Michigan, by the name of Filley, whose misfortunes excited sympathy and
interest in all who heard his story. The circumstances resemble those of the capture of Frances Slocum at
Wyoming, familiar to readers of our border history, and are worth relating as illustrative of the dangers to which
pioneer residents were exposed.
Ami Filley was a native of Windsor, Connecticut, and in 1831 married a daughter of Colonel William Marvin,
of Granville, in Massachusetts. Three or four years after, he removed with his family to the locality afterwards
occupied by the town of Jackson, in Michigan. It was then a wilderness. He settled here, and by industry and good
management soon found himself in possession of a productive farm, while by the rapid incoming of emigrants,
the place grew into a populous and flourishing village. Numerous tribes of Indians were in the vicinity, and whole
wandering families, often visited the homes of the white people, yet an amicable understanding always prevailed
between them, and nothing had occurred to distutb these friendly relations.
In August of the year 1837, Filley’s little son, a child five years of age, was taken by Mary Mount, the hired
girl, into a swamp a mile or so distant, to gather whortleberries. The father at that time was in the field harvesting:
the swamp was not far from the residence of the girl’s father, and one account states that Mary was joined by her
sister. The boy, it seems, became tired or sleepy, and wanted to go home; and about four o’clock Mary took him to
the road and told him to run on to Mount’s house, which was in sight, and wait for her. When she had picked her
supply of berries, she went to her father’s, but learned that little William had not been there. Supposing that the
child had gone home, she proceeded to Mr. Filley’s, but found he had not returned.
The alarmed parents instantly set out to search for him, and were assisted by the neighbors, for the news soon
spread through the village and its vicinity; watchfires were kept up all night, and though in the midst of harvest,
all labor was suspended, in the anxiety every one felt for the recovery of the child. For more than a week the
search was kept up, day and night, and every rod of ground, every nook and thicket, were thoroughly examined
for more than thirty miles around, Every pond and stream was dragged, and as an encouragement to continue the
search, Filley offered a reward for the recovery even of the body of his child, in the papers printed in different
parts of the country.
Some had suspicions of foul play, and a careful search was made, not only in the swamp, but on Mount’s
premises; even the floor of his cellar was taken up; but nothing was found to justify proceedings against the girl,
One circumstance pointed conjecture in a different direction.
Two miles from the swamp, on an Indian trail, a paper with a picture was found, which it was remembered the
little fellow had as a plaything when he was last seen. When asked if he had ever any difficulty with the Indians,
which might have caused feelings of animosity towards him, Filley called to mind that he had once struck one of
them, who had been in the habit of coming with his companions and helping himself at his house to what he liked.
Filley had remonstrated against this intrusion and robbery several times, and when he enforced his reproof with
blows; the savages departed with threats of vengeance. The little boy had always been fond of them, and it might
be that they had retaliated by stea1ing him.
Another cause of resentment is said to have been Filley’s having ploughed up an old Indian burial-ground.
Inquiries were made among the different tribes and families in the vicinity, and large offers of reward tendered
to the chiefs and leading men, but no satisfactory result followed.
Mr. Filley left his home and traversed the wilds of Michigan, Wisconsin, and Iowa, in the hope of gaining
some intelligence, but all his efforts were vain, and he returned to the heartbroken mother with the sad certainty
that their little William was lost.
For several years the stricken famiily endured this worse affliction than the bereavement of death; for had they
buried their cbild, time would have softened grief; and the certainty that his pure spirit had taken its departure to a
world of happiness would have been a deep consolation. But the awful uncertainty that hung over his fate, and the
reflection that he might have fallen into cruel hands, or be brought up amidst scenes of violence and bloodshed,
caused an abiding sorrow.
As time rolled on, hope was extinguished, but the lost one was not forgotten, and every hour of peace was
darkened by the harrowing thoughts and fears associated with their calamity. The mother became the prey of a
lingering disease, and at length sank into the grave.
Some time after Mrs. Filley’s death, letters were received from Filley’s former residence in Connecticut, in
which mention was made of a boy taken from some wandering Indians in Albany, supposed to be the same who
had been stolen in Michigan. The authorities of the city hearing that a white child was with the savages, caused
the arrest of those who claimed him, and endeavored to compel them to confess whence he had been brought. The
Indians,. however, obstinately refused to make any disclosure., though alternately coaxed and threatened, and
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were finally dismissed, the boy being placed in the Orphan Asylum.
In 1844, a Mr. Cowles, of Tolland, Massachusetts, happening to be in Albany, heard of this boy as one suitable
to have bound to him as a. servant, applied for him and took him home. His history was told as an interesting one,
and riot long after, the Rev. Dr. Cooley, of Granville, who visited the place and heard the story, came to the
conclusion that it was no other than Filley’s son. He had heard the details of the loss from the boy’s grandfather,
Col. Marvin, near whom he had lived. He immediately communicated to Marvin the information obtained, and no
time was lost by the latter in sending the tidings to Filley, who happened then to be on a visit to his old home in
Connecticut.
He went at once to Tolland, where the lad still remained, and from an account that was circulated in Jackson
the following year, it seemed that he was firmly convinced, by the appearance of the boy, that he was no other
than his own. The boy had a distinct recollection of having been sent to school among white children; he also
recollected that at his old home there were two babies, who were always kept in a box together; this was really the
case, as Mrs. Filley had twins.
After his capture, he had constantly resided in the same family, which consisted of four Indians—Paul and
Phebe Ann Prye, Martha their daughter, and a man who lived with them. They adopted the white child as their
son, and he was taught to believe that he was really so; in fact, he supposed himself an Indian boy, and was not
aware of any difference of complexion or blood till he was taken away from his companions at Albany.
The first place he remembered visiting was Green Bay, of the scenery of which he gave a tolerably correct
description. In travelling thither the Indians either went or returned by water, as he remembered being on board a
steamboat. In their wanderings he would sometimes be sent to beg clothes or food for himself and the family.
During the summers they made peregrinations through Michigan and New York, occasionally visiting
Connectieut, and at one time were encamped at Stonington for several weeks. In the winters they quartered
themselves in wigwams, in the neighborhood of some village, subsisting on rabbits and other small game, and
feasting sometimes on bullfrogs.
They manufactured baskets, with which they often sent the boy to the nearest grocery to buy whiskey. He
remembered particularly living near Detroit, Utica, Brothertown, Catskill, and Hudson, and being several months
at Hillsdale, in New York. Both in summer and winter, in all their wanderings, he travelled barefoot, suffering
often from cold, hunger, and fatigue; but the kindness of his Indian sister, who was very much attached to him,
made his life cheerful.
*
The circumstances .of the case rendered it highly probable that this was the lost boy; age and appearance
corresponded, and the father’s first conviction was that he indeed embraced his son; but doubts afterwards arose
as to his identity. Filley returned to Michigan without the boy, to the astonishment. and chagrin of his friends; and
in time eircumstances came to light which tended to show that this lad was the son of an Indian woman, by a man
of wealth and high political standing, in Columbia County, New York, who had threatened the mother with
punishment if she revealed the child’s paternity.
The mystery that enveloped this case has never been cleared up. Filley does not believe the boy his own,
though many of his neighbors and friends are inclined to think otherwise, and suppose him influenced by the
stepmother’s unwillingness to receive the young stranger. His relatives, on the otber hand, cling to the belief that
it is the lost William, and the boy is now residing with Filley’s sister, in Windsor, Connecticut.
*
Jackson, situated on a stream called Grand River, is a place of considerable business, and has the State Prison,
a large and long building, which shows to advantage about half a mile from tbe road. At Albion the Female
Seminary, a Wesleyan Institution, stands on an elevation commanding a fine view. The buildings are spacious and
neat, and surrounded by extensive grounds. .
The heat became intense as the day advanced, the dust seemed to thicken, and the stoppage at Marshall for
dinner was hailed with pleasure as affording a few moments for at least partial ablutions. By the time these were
made, the passengers who filled up the long table had nearly finished their repast; a venture among them was not
to be thought of by timid women, besides that the ominous whistle gave notice that the train was in readiness to
start; so we were forced to be content with a square bit of cheesee and a few crackers purrchased in haste from the
clerk, who reproached us for having wsted so much time in needless preparatories—needless in sooth, so far as
the preservation of neatness was concerned, for we could not “stay dusted” five minutes.
Here we had the first sight of the pretty stream called the Kalamazoo River. The oak groves all along are
enamelled with wild flowers, the loveliness of which might escape the eye of the ordinary traveller, but will
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reward attentive observation. M—— counted forty-five varieties on the way, the botanic names of which she duly
noted down; she is an enthusiast in the science, and will find enough to delight her in our northwestern trip.
Not farfrom Galesberg is the deserted institution of “Alphadelphia,” established by some disciples of Fourier a
few years since. After leaving Niles, the hills become more prominent and the country more broken, and
occasionally covered with patches of heavy timber. Some of the log cabins were rude enough to remind us of
pioneer days, and built in that primitive style—the logs projecting at the corners.
After an hour’s travel, the whistle announped that we were near New Buffalo, and the boundless expanse of
Lake Michigan, all ablaze with the beams of the westering sun, burst on the sight. The track takes a southward
turn, and shortly after crosses the line of Indiana, keeping the lake in view for some time, till its blue waters
vanish behind masses of dense foliage.
Before long. we come upon tracts of prairie land, extending from the head of the lake. Here and there a cabin
or shanty, rudely constructed, is the home of laborers who have found employment on the road; the women at
work, and the men smoking or mending fishing-tackle out of doors, afford a picture of emigrant life hardly suited
to the advancement of a railway; here it is simply homely, while it would be poetical a few degrees further north
and west. The scene of the Chicago massacre in 1812, is hereabouts.\fn{ A note reads: See Pioneer Women of the West—
Memoir of Mrs. Heald.} The sunset glow was yet lingeing in the west as the train stopped, about a mile out of the city
of Chicago. The handsome depot not being finished, the passengers arriving were at the mercy of rival hackmen,
of whom, in other stopping-places on the route, the way was kept pleasantly clear.
*
The sky darkened while Mr. C. was waiting to get our luggage together, amidst a scene of confusion and
clamor; and we were glad to find ourselves gathered into the carriage belonging to the Hamilton House. Two of
the party were first to be driven to the house of Judge W. We knew not an inch of the way, and the driver proved
as ignorant as ourselves, for he carried us in every direction about the city in search of the new residence of the
family, who had removed from their old one a few days previous.
We stopped in front of a score of houses with lawns and “a new gatepost,” but at last lighted upon the mansion,
pleasantly situated on Michigan avenue. It was past ten o’clock, however, and the lower rooms were ominously
dark, while a faint glimmer in one of the upper windows showed that the last sitter up had retired. A stout knock
or two caused the movement of the light, and presently Mr. and Miss C. were received within, while we only
awaited the removal of the luggage.
But the kind gentleman of the mansion came out the next moment, and insisted that Miss S. and myself should
share his hospitality. In vain were our reiterated refusals; in vain our representations of the sad condition to which
the day’s travel had reduced us; in vain our promises to come on the morrow, persevering kindness overruled all
objections. We were led into the house with injunctions to be careful about stepping among the boards and fresh
plaster mixed for use, and immediately supplied with the abundance of cool water required as the first thing
necessary to comfort.
I must not forget to notice that the proprietor of the Hamilton House, with Western courtesy, refused to depart
from his rule of transporting passengers without charge, though we did not become his guests.
There are many degrees of welcome, and many different ways of expressing it, more grateful to the heart than
any demonstration through the medium of customary phrases. Miss Sedgwick somewhere says her ideal is
realized, when the newcomer is received with an unclouded brow in a house so crowded that the young lady has
to sleep on a lounge in her room, where she tells her beloved guest the news of the family. Brighter still is the
token, when the friends of the guest, and her friends’ friends, are for her sake received to home and heart, though
the unfinished house be still in the hands of masons and carpenters, when the sweet lady of the mansion and her
charming daughter prepare with their own hands (the servants having retired) the late meal for the refreshment of
weary and dusty wanderers, who ate somewhat doubtful if less than “all great Neptune’s ocean” will suffice for a
thorough cleansing, when no scheme of going to a hotel will be listened to, and strangers are made to feel at home
by such heartfelt genialities of kindness as only heart-proceeding courtesy could devise. The kindness was the
more cheering, as one of he ladies in our party suffered all next day from illness which required the quiet and care
of a home for her restoration.
*
A pleasant drive on the following morning showed La Chicago in its best and busiest aspect. The streets are
broad and not too compactly built up, and the city generally is spacious and open, and has an airy appearance
albeit the plank streets in its business part are far from clean. The Chicago River winds its senrpentine course
through tbe midst, and vessels sail on its bosom, the bridges opening to let them pass through, and closing
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immediately for the passage of carriages. The most desirable and fahionable residences are on Michgan avenue,
between which and the lake is an inclosed strip of public land, set out with trees; it will form in time one of the
most magnificent drives in any city om the continent.
The prairies extend on all sides, far as the eye can reach, level as the blue expanse they border, and sending
over the thronged city the breezes sweeping across their boundless wastes. Many of the better class of houses
have pretty gardens, and a space for shrubbery in front, and in the principal avenues there is room for the planting
of trees by each proprietor between the sidewalk and the street.
One of the curiosities of the place is the Presbyterian church, semi-Gothic in architecture, and buIlt of a
variegated blue and black limestone brought from the prairies. The marine hospital is built of cream-colored
Chicago brick. The principal hotels are in the heart of the town, and built substantially, without pretension to
ornament.
The city is growing fast, and has already a population of nearly fifty thousand. It is called “the Garden City;”
probably on account of the numerous gardens in its vicinity, from which fine views may be had of the surrounding
country. One of these, belonging to Dr. Egan, our friends took us to see in the afternoon, and its. intelligent
proprietor pointed out the different localities. The city limits extend so far out as to afford room for a vast increase
of population; a few years, however, may see them filled up. Great numbers of cattle may be seen feeding on the
prairies, and we were informed that it is customary for those residents who keep cows, to give them every
morning into the charge of a herdsman, who takes them out, tends them while they feed all day, and brings them
home at night. Far as the eye can reach, a slightly elevated ridge may be seen, on which part the streams whose
waters are to flow into the St. Lawrence, or find their rest in the Gulf of Mexico; and so near are the sources of
each, that at the breaking up of winter an accident may lead either way the contribution of a chance rivulet. .
The society of Chicago must be excellent, if one can be allowed to judge from the very agreeable specimens
we saw in our day’s sojourn. Mrs. K., one of our new acquaintances, is the danghter.in-law of the earliest resident
of the place, whose trading establishment stood near the jnnction of the river with the lake, when the peninsula of
Michigan was a wilderness, peopled only with savages, and but one or two settlers, besides the men of the
garrison; lived here. Many members of Mr. K’s family were associated with the early history of this region of
country, and a sister-in-law was preserved from massacre in the famous battle with the Indians, by a friendly
chief, who dragged her out in the lake and held her in the water until she could be led off in safety. Mrs. K. herself
described several excursions on horseback through the primeval forests of Illinois, before the pioneer settlers had
yet penetrated its northern portions, and her camping out, or lodging with no roof save the canopy of heaven.
A splendid panoramic view of the city and surrounding country can be had from an observatory on the top of
the Tremont House. On this picture our eyes rested while the purple of sunaet faded from the west, and the young
moon rode through the clear ether, and the blue lake lay in shadow, while myriad lamps, lighting up as by magic,
far and wide, showed us the peopled city still alive with activity, labor, and care, which the dark and solemn night
cannot put to rest.
*
The evening passed in a charming circle of visitors, and after an early breakfast on the 22 nd, we bade farewell
to our kind friends and drove to the cars of the “Galena and Chicago Union Railroad,” which started at half past
seven. Happy may the traveller conclude himself when the completion of the road may enable him to have the
prospect, even with slow travel, of reaching Galena the same evening. A new route will then be opened to the
tourist from the Eastern States, which will bring throngs of summer travellers. It will then be fashionable to visit
the Falls of St. Anthony, and to rave about the beauty of the Upper Mississippi, from which those are now cut off
who do not care to go down the Ohio and ascend the Great River, and whose love of scenery is not strong enough
to induce them to brave eighty or ninety miles of staging over a perilous and fatiguing road. Never was a railroad
more needed, nor one which promised a surer or more continual product for the capital invested in its
construction, so essential a link will it be in the great chain stretching from the Mississippi to the Hudson.
The first prairies on which you enter are perfectly level—a treeless, shrubless expanse, with groves like islands
in the distance, and a line of woods on the verge, the space between much cut up by cultivated fields and farm
houses with flourishing gardens. Fine oak openings are seen at intervals everywhere. The grass, even on the
prairies which had not been grazed over or mown, was little more than a foot high, and profusely sprinkled with
pale yellow and flame-colored, or blue and pink flowers. Now and then the prairie squirrel or gopher leaps across
the path. The shortness of the grass, owing in some measure to the late drought, much disappointed us in the first
views of these “gardens of the desert,” especially after ascending to a somewhat higher level, when we came into
the region of the rolling prairies. Cultivation, too, has sadly marred the effect of these; one can scarcely conceive
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how much the sight of a distant corn patch, or field of wheat, or even a fence, or inclosure round a dwelling, takes
away from the aspect of romantic wildness usually associated with the idea of a prairie of the West. Its vernal
aspect, when the gold and crimson flowers contrast with the tender green, must be such as to inspire what
Margaret Fuller called a “fairy-land exultation,” and there is moreover something in the feeling she describes—
that she might continue a walk with any seven-leagued mode of conveyance, hundreds of miles without an
obstacle.
There is, too, a peculiar beauty in the sunset and moonlight, of the saine kind with their loveliness at sea, and
the clustering island groves are sheltering nooks for delicate romance) nevertheless, the ida expanded by the
poetic dream is not filled byhe reality. Who does not associate with the thought of a prairie the swaying of the
wind, so that its fleet course may be traced by the bending of the reedy grass, or the toning of the golden flowers,
or the slow-moving clouds, which
Sweep over with their shadows, and beneath
The surface rolls and:fluctuates to the eye:
Dark hollows seem to glide along; and chase
The sunny ridges—?

Yet on the upland prairies this is rarely or never seen. The motion of tall grass would give to these plains such
of the sublimity and magnificence of ocean, which now they resemble only in the grandeur of their vast extent,
and the undulating outline defined against the far-off sky like the billowy swelling of the sea. The burning of the
grass, which is done every year, presents a splendid spectacle, though less stupendous than the perilous and
poetical conflagrations described by glowing pens. Several blackened patches showed where the dry grass had
been recently burned.
At Prairie State Mills, about forty miles from Chicago, we came upon the Fox River, a low but graceful stream
flowing through a pretty valley on the left, in which herds of cattle were grazing. This river follows us to Elgin, a
flourishing business place, and disappears after many picturesque windings. Then comes the Heohwaukee and
other smaller streams, and after passing a village or two, the train stopped at Cherry Valley, where the railway
then terminated.
Our progress had been slow, but we endeavored to console ourselves by observing the scenery. Miss C.
counted eighty different species of plants in flower, which she duly noted in her journa1, besides a number of
sedges and grasses.
*
At Cherry Valley private vehicles and coaches were in readiness to convey travellers to their destination; those
bound to Galena were consigned to the latter, and we were soon jolting over roads, respecting which they were
assured every few miles that they were “just passing over the worst.” It will be a joyful era in civilization when
those heavy, lumbering, leathery horrors are banished from the traveller’s knowledge! Since our pilgrimage over
the mountains of Virginia and the dusty highways of Tennessee, I had not seen one, and the aspect of four drawn
up in file, to be filled by the victims ejected from the cars, was appalling enough, without the addition of a surly,
dirty-looking Jehu on the driver’s seat of each, whose grim visage and profane tongue checked on the instant the
half-formed wish to occupy a seat on the outside.
Into one of these purgatories we perforce climbed, and the two of us, sighing, took our places on the back seat.
It was soon crowded with rather a rough population; but who can blame petulance, under circumstances
disagreeable enough to neutralize all the genial effects of Western atmosphere and custom! One woman with a
child, who entered last, found a place on the front seat, and complained of her lot; whereat a tall; raw-boned
amazon in a white sun-bonnet, who took up the largest third of the middle seat, with a grin meant to be gracious,
desired me to change and go to the front. My declining to accommodate the newcomer on the plea that I feared
being made sick, drew down her indignation and that of the woman’s husband and a pert little girl of about
thirteen, who echoed whatever the others said, enforcing their axioms occasionaly by a poke of her needle-like
elbow into the sides of whoever she chanced to be near—the while changing her seat every three minutes.
“I’m thankful I am not disobleeging!—you can have my seat any time.” (She took care never to suit the action
to the word.)
“I am not fearful of sea-sickness.”—“It’s cur’ous how timid some folks is!” &c., keeping up a perpetual stream
of talk, and mingling the most searching inquiries into the domestic affairs of her neighbors with a voluble
autobiography and the private annals of sundry families of her acquaintance, in a manner that would have been
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ludicrous, had not the sharp and incessant din of her tongue been like daggers in our ears.
She speared several questions at me, which were answered with repulsive monosyllables, and then she
launched into remarks she meant to be applied, concerning the pride of “some folk, who thought themselves better
than some other folk.” It was a sensible mitigation of the nuisance, however, to learn that she was going no farther
than Freeport.
*
Rockford, seven miles from Cherry Valley, is beautifully situated on Rock River, a noble stream which flows
through the most picturesque part of Illinois. Miss Fuller speaks of it as flowing “sometimes through parks and
lawns, then between high bluffs whose grassy ridges are covered with pine trees or broken with crumbling stone
that easily assumes the form of buttress, arch and clustered columns. Along the face of such crumbling rocks
swallows’ nests are thick as cities, and eagles and deer do not disdain their summits. Bryant observes that the
shores of this river unite the beauties of the Hudson and the Connecticut. Its course is through upland prairie, yet
its banks are often bold, and sometimes perpendicular precipices or steep bluffs, rock-turreted, or covered with
woods on the lowlands. The prairies extend back of the bluffs, from the face of which clear springs gush out, and
send their tribute to the river.
A stoppage was made here of an hour for dinner, fifty minutes of which were consumed in the preparation of
the meal, leaving the passengers ten in which to eat it and secure their places in the crowded stages. Now came
our fit again, and truly it seemed as if all things, including the roads and weather, had conspired to make this
journey memorable in the record of the petty miseries of human life. The extreme heat was rendered more
oppressive by a slight dampness in the air, and the road exhibited the phenomena of dangerous mud-holes
combined with a stifling atmosphere of dust.
Into these plunged ever and anon the cumbrous, shackling vehicle, and came out with a violent jerk to the utter
discomfort of the tumbling and grumbling passengers. Above those muttered plaints rose a shrill trio from .the
woman, whose name the amazon proclaimed to be Mrs. Johnson—her husband, and the hopeful girl, with loud
exclamations from the strapping regulator of the movements and sessions of the coachful, who treated our hapless
mother tongue with great cruelty.
It was an omen of relief, at least from the overpowering heat, when the driver was seen to alight and encase
himself in an India-rubber overcoat; and in about an hour the long desired shower came upon us. We had groaned
at the dust, but alas, found the rain harder to endure; for it stayed with us, and without cooling the air, added both
to the discomfort and dangers of the way.
At Freeport a miserable supper was offered, with the like delay in preparing and hurry in dispatching; and then
a night’s travel was commenced, the like of which one may hope never to encounter again.
Our tormentor in the white sun-bonnet had disappeared—but her influence lingered; she had given whispered
instructions, overheard by those interested, to the woman with the infant to go without her tea for the purpose of
securing the back seat, and her husband took his place beside her, manfully resolved to do battle for the moiety of
comfort it promised. I quietly yielded to his intrusion on her rights, and edged herself into a corner on the front
seat. The only place left was a segment of the back one, which must be filled, for there were nine inside, but
which Mr. Johnson was sternly determined should not be occupied. The interference of the driver had to be
invoked, and as the only alternative was for one of us to get out of the stage, the surly passenger was compelled to
give up the point, and suffer the intrusion of the premises he claimed of one of the ladies he had dislodged.
I mention this incident as a rare exception to the prevailing custom throughout the United States; at the West
especially I have often seen men relinquish their seats to female passengers, but never before saw one turned out
of her seat by a man.
No selfish preparations, however, could procure an hour of balmy repose.. The rain, which was still falling soft
and warm, had reduced the prairie roads to their worst summer condition, and a long line of black mud, checkered
by holes at one side or another, and now and then a tumble-down bridge, could be seen by the light of the lamps.
But let no one imagine that the mere view can give the least idea of a prairie “slough,” or mudhole! You may see
one deceitfully covered with green turf, ana suspect no danger till your horses’ feet, or one of your wheels, shall
be sunk so far as to render recovery impossible without the aid of stakes and ropes brought to the rescue. The
story of the pedestrian’s cap moving just above the black ooze, while the rider, and horse were below, appears no
fable.
Then the mud—it is of a peculiar quality, coal-black, and tenacious as tar. After our coach had plunged and
slipped along an hour or two, lurching almost to an overturn first on one side, then on another, the voice of the
driver calling for a light—for he “could not see an inch, and never drove over this road before”—did not tend to
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reassure those disposed to think of accidents, particularly as the information was .added, that a night seldom
passed wi!hout some stage being overset.
The pockets of cigar-smokers were searched for matches, but vain was the attempt to light the lamp, till the last
match had been used. Presently the driver in front roared out to “take care of the bridge” which his wheels had
just demolished; a caution withheld till ours were in the act of going over it, bringing the stage down with a swing
from which it seemed impossible to recover it.
Next our driver called in great alarm for help: one of the horses had slipped, and lay sprawling in the mud. A
succession of such agreeable incidents during the whole night, kept before our minds the probability of having
limbs broken, or of spending the rest of the hours of darkness on the lone, waste prairie, miles from any human
habitation, with the wet grass for a couch.
These not very exhilarating circumstances were rendered intolerable by the most shocking profanity on the
part of the drivers. Ours kept up a soliloquy of oaths, and when an accident or a stoppage brought him into the
fellowship of his companions, the concert of blasphemies was absolutIy terrifying. Such conduct should never
have been permitted by the directors of the road.
*
The summer of 1853 will probably put an end to similar experiences by finishing the railroad. We took the
whole night to accomplish twety-eight miles, and were glad to escape without any serious accident, though a
score of times had we been forced to descend from the coach and wallow through the mud with our thin-soled
gaiters coated thickly to the instep, the rain penetrating the destructible part of bonnets, and saturating crape
shawls: On arriving at the customary breakfast-house, none of the woebegone passengers seemed disposed to
stop; and as there were no signs of preparation, none of the inmates being up, the driver consented to go on
fourteen miles to the next halting place.
The prairies passed over at this stage were the finest and wildest we had yet seen, boundless in extent save by
the bending horizon, and rolling in majestic undulations. Not a tree or shrub could be seen for miles. Within
fourteen miles of Galena that aspect of the country began to change; instead of sweeping prairies a ridge of
elevated land presented itself, the summit of which commanded an extensive view of a beautiful and varied
landscape, patches of woods, sloping fields, meadows, orchards, etc., all giving evidence of a rich soil and high
cultivation.
The broken country became bolder, and abrupt conical hills began to rise in front, to be scaled by stony and
irregular roads matched nowhere except within seven miles of the Mammoth Cave, in Kentucky. More elevated
ranges appeared in the distance. Here and there we carne upon “mineral openings,” through which descent is
made by a windlass to the lead mines for which this region has long been so famous. The workmen were busily
occupied around the openings, and wagons loaded with the smelted lead and rough ore were continually passing.
Rugged heights of limestone rock, in castellated form, their crevices and summits covered with tangled vines,
bushes and trees, rose before us, and after scaling and descending several steep hills, we entered Galena about
noon. …
106.218 Excerpt from Franklin Evans\fn{by Walt Whitman (1819-1892)} West Hills, nr. Huntington, Suffolk County,
New York, U.S.A. (M) 9
1
One bright cool morning in the autumn of 183—, a country market-wagon, which also performed the office of
stage-coach for those whose means or dispositions were humble enough to be satisfied with its rude
accommodations, was standing, with the horses harnessed before it, in front of a village inn, on the Long Island
turnpike. As the geography of the reader may be at fault to tell the exact whereabouts of this locality, I may as
well say, that Long Island is a part of the State of New York, and stretches out into the Atlantic, just southeastward of the city which is the great emporium of our western world. The most eastern county of the island has
many pretty towns and hamlets; the soil is fertile, and the people, though not refined or versed in city life, are very
intelligent and hospitable. It was in that eastern county, on the side nearest the sea, that the road ran on which the
market-wagon just mentioned was going to traverse. The driver was in the bar-room, taking a glass of liquor.
As the landlord, a sickly-looking, red-nosed man, was just counting out the change for the one dollar bill out of
which the price of the brandy was to be taken, a stranger entered upon the scene. He was a robust youth, of about
twenty years; and he carried an old black leather valise in his hand, and a coarse overcoat hanging on his arm. The
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proprietor of the vehicle standing outside, knew, with the tact of his trade, the moment this young man hove in
sight, that he probably wished to take passage with him. The stranger walked along the narrow path that bordered
the road, with a light and springy step; and as he came toward the tavern, the personages who noticed him,
thought they saw him brushing something from his eyes—the traces of tears, as it were. Upon the valise which he
carried in his hand was tacked a small card, on which was written, “Franklin Evans.”
Reader, I was that youth; and the words just quoted, are the name of the hero of the tale you have now begun to
peruse. Flattered shall I fell, if it be interesting enough to lead you on to the conclusion!
“What, Frank is it you?” said the landlord’s wife to me, coming in from an adjoining room at this moment.
“Surely you cannot be going from the village? How are all your uncle’s folks this morning? Baggage with you,
too! Then it must be that you leave us, indeed.”
“I am bound for New York,” was my brief answer to the somewhat garrulous dame, as I opened the oldfashioned half-door, and entered the house. I threw my valise upon a bench, and my overcoat upon it.
The good landlady’s further inquisitiveness was cut short, by my taking the driver out to his wagon, for the
purpose of making arrangements and settling the price of my passage. This was soon concluded, and my rather
limited stock of travelling gear was safely deposited on the top of some baskets of mutton in the rear of the
vehicle.
“Come, youngster,” said he who owned the mutton; “come in with me, and take a drop before we start. The
weather is chill, and we need somewhat to keep us warm.”
I felt no particular wish either to drink or refuse; so I walked in, and each of us drank off a portion of that fluid,
which has brought more woe\fn{The text has: wo.} into society than all the other causes of evil combined, together.
The landlord and his family were old acquaintances of mine, from the fact that we had for several years resided
in the same village. It was not, therefore, without some little feeling of displeasure with myself, that I repulsed all
the good-natured inquiries and endeavors of him and his wife, to discover the object of my journey. I had known
him as a worthy man in times past, previous to his keeping the tavern. Young as I was, I could well remember the
time, when his eyes were not bleared, and his face flushed with unnatural redness, and his whole appearance that
of a man enfeebled by disease: all of which characterized him now. Ten years before, he had been a hale and
hearty farmer; and with his children growing up around him, all promised a life of enjoyment, and a competency
for the period of his own existence, and for starting his sons respectably in life. Unfortunately, he fell into habits
of intemperance. Season after season passed away; and each one, as it came, found him a poorer man than that
just before it. Everything seemed to go wrong. He attributed it to ill luck, and to the crops being injured by
unfavorable weather. But his neighbors found no more harm from these causes than in the years previous, when
the tippler was as fortunate as any of them. The truth is, that habits of drunkenness in the head of a family, are like
an evil influence—a great dark cloud, overhanging all, and spreading its gloom around every department of the
business of that family, and poisoning their peace, at the same time that it debars them from any chance of rising
in the world.
So, as matters grew worse, my hapless friend narrowed down the operations of his farm, and opened his
dwelling as a country inn. Poor fellow! he was his own best customer. He made out to glean a scanty subsistence
from the profits of his new business; but all the old domestic enjoyment and content, seemed fled for ever. The
light laugh, and the cheerful chuckle with which he used to toss his infant child in his arms, when he returned at
evening from his labor, were heard no more. And the cozy and comfortable winter fireside—the great wide hearth,
around which they used to cluster when the hail pattered against the small windows from without—where was its
comfort now? Alas! while the hearth itself remained in its old place, the happy gatherings were passed away!
Many a time, when a young boy, I had stolen from my own home of an evening, to enjoy the vivacity and the
mirth of that cheerful fireside. But now, like an altar whose gods and emblems were cast down and forgotten, it
was no more the scene of joy, or the spot for the pleasantness of young hearts. The fumes of tobacco, and the
strong smell of brandy and gin, defiled its atmosphere; while its huge logs, as they blazed upward, lighted the
faces of pallid or bloated inebriates!
The farmer’s sons, too, had left him, and gone to seek their living in a more congenial sphere. Intemperance is
the parent of peevishness and quarrels, and all uncharitableness. Every day brought new causes of grievance and
of dissension. Sometimes, the father was unreasonable, and demanded of his children far more than was
consistent with justice. Sometimes, they forgot the respect due from son to parent; for whatever may be the faults
of those who give us birth, there is little excuse for thankless ones, whose disobedience to the parental will is
indeed sharper than the serpent’s tooth. And so the grown up children went away from the family residence, and
were thenceforward almost as strangers.
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I have been led into an episode. Let me return to the matter more immediately in point to the plot of my
narrative. Upon getting into the vehicle, I found that it already had four occupants, whom I had not seen before; as
the canvas top had concealed and sheltered them, and they had remained silent during my conversation with the
driver and the people of the tavern. Some part of what I learned about these personages, in the course of our
journey, I may as well state here.
There was a young man about four or five years older than myself. His name was John Colby. He was a
bookkeeper in a merchantile establishment in the city, and from his lively, good-tempered face, one might easily
judge that fun and frolic were the elements he delighted in. Colby sat on the same seat with myself, and not many
minutes passed away before we were on quite sociable terms with one another.
Back of us sat an elderly country woman, who was going to visit a daughter. Her daughter, she took occasion
to inform us, had married a very respectable citizen about three months previous, and they now lived in good style
in the upper part of a two-story house in Broome Street. The woman was evidently somewhat deficient in the
perception of the ridiculous—as she herself was concerned; but still, as she was a woman, and a mother, and her
conversation was quite harmless—no one though of evincing any sign of amusement or annoyance at her rather
lengthy disquisitions upon what, to us, were totally uninteresting topics.
At her side was a middle-aged gentleman, named Demaine. He was dressed with such exceeding neatness that
I could not but wonder how he came to ride in so homely a conveyance. Of his character, more will be learned in
the subsequent pages.
On the back seat of all, and crowded among a heterogeneous mass of “market truck,” sat a gentleman, the last
of my four companions. I could occasionally hear him humming a tune to himself, which was proof that he did
not feel in any other than a pleasant mood. He was dressed plainly, though I thought richly; and I understood by
my friend, the driver, at one of the stopping places, that his rear passenger had come with him from an obscure
village, whence there was no other conveyance, and where he had been for sporting purposes.
2
The journey on which we were all bound (each of us was going to New York) might have been rather
monotonous, were it not that after a few miles we most of us allowed the reserve of strangers to melt away, and
began to treat one another as familiar acquaintances. My neighbor by the side of the country woman, was the only
exception to this. He preserved a stiff pragmatical demeanor, and evidently thought it beneath him to be amused,
and quite indecorous to join in the laugh at our little witticisms. Colby and I, however, chatted away, occasionally
interchanging a remark with the gentleman on the back seat, whom we found to be quite a fine fellow, according
to our notions. Though there was a species of dignity about him which forbade too near an approach of
familiarity, there was nothing of that distant haughtiness which characterized our other male passenger.
With the disposition of cheerful hearts, we found a source of pleasure in almost everything. The very slowness
and sleepiness of the pace with which our horses jogged along was the text for many a merry gibe and humorous
observation. Entering into the spirit of our gayety, the sportsman in the further seat entertained us with numerous
little anecdotes, many of them having reference to scenes and places along the road we were passing. He had, he
told us, a fondness for prying into the olden history of this, his native island; a sort of antiquarian taste for the
stories an incidents connected with the early settlers, and with the several tribes of Indians who lived in it before
the whites came.
I could see, indeed, that the gentleman was quite an enthusiasm on the subject, from the manner in which he
spoke upon it. He dwelt with much eloquence upon the treatment the hapless red men had received from those
who, after dispossessing them of land and home, now occupied their territory, and were still crowding them from
the face of their old hunting-grounds.
“The greatest curse,” said he, growing warm with his subject—“the greatest curse ever introduced among
them, has been the curse of rum! I can conceive of no more awful and horrible, and at the same time more
effective lesson, than that which may be learned from the consequences of the burning fire-water upon the habits
and happiness of the poor Indians. A whole people—the inhabitants of a mighty continent—are crushed by it, and
debased into a condition lower than the beasts of the field. Is it not a pitiful thought? The bravest warriors—the
wise old chiefs—even the very women and children—tempted by our people to drink this fatal poison, until, as
year and year passed away, they found themselves deprived not only of their lands and what property they hitherto
owned, but of everything that made them noble and grand as a nation! Rum has done great evil in the world, but
hardly ever more by wholesale than in the case of the American savage.” We could not but feel the justice of his
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remarks. Even our driver, whose red nose spoke him no hater of a glass of brandy, evidently joined in the
sentiment.
As we crossed a small creek over which a bridge was thrown, he who had spoken so fervently in behalf of the
Indians, pointed us to look over the fields in the distance, where we could see quite a large inland sheet of water.
He told us it was a lake about two miles broad, and gave us a long and unpronounceable word, which he said was
the Indian name for it.
“There is an old tradition,” said he—and we could perceive that he was now upon a favorite hobby—“there is
a very old tradition connected with this lake, which may perhaps diversify our journey, by the relation.”
We all professed our pleasure at the idea of hearing it, and without further preliminary the antiquarian began:
Among the tribes of red men that inhabited this part of the world three hundred years ago, there was a small
brave nation, whose hunting-grounds lay adjacent to the eastern shore of that lake. The nation I speak of, like
most of its neighbors, was frequently engaged in war. It had many enemies, who sought every means to weaken it,
both by stratagem and declared hostility. But the red warriors who fought its battles were very brave; and they had
a chief, whose courage and wonderful skill in all the savage arts of warfare, made him renowned through the
island, and even on no small portion of the continent itself. He was called by a name which, in our language,
signifies “Unrelenting.” There were only two dwellers in his lodge—himself and his youthful son; for twenty
moons had filled and waned since the chieftain’s wife was placed in the burial-ground of her people.
As the Unrelenting sat alone one evening in his rude hut, one of his people came to inform him that a traveler
from a distant tribe had entered the village, and desired food and repose. Such a petition was never slighted by the
red man; and the messenger was sent back with an invitation for the stranger to abide in the lodge of the chief
himself. Among these simple people, ho duties were considered more honorable than arranging the household
comforts of a guest. Those duties were now performed by the chief’s own hand, his son having not yet returned
from the hunt on which he had started, with a few young companions, at early dawn. In a little while the wayfarer
was led into the dwelling by him who had given the first notice of his arrival.
“You are welcome, my brother,” said the Unrelenting.
The one to whom this kind salute was addressed was an athletic Indian, apparently of middle age, and habited
in the scant attire of his race. He had the war-tuft on his forehead, under which flashed a pair of brilliant eyes. His
rejoinder to his hose was friendly, yet very brief.
“The chief’s tent is lonesome. His people are away?” said the stanger, after a pause, casting a glance of inquiry
around.
“My brother says true, that it is lonesome,” answered the other. “Twelve seasons ago the Unrelenting was a
happy ruler of his people. He had brave sons, and their mother was dear to him. He was strong, like a cord of
many fibers. Then the Spirit Chief snapped the fibers, one by one, asunder. He looked with a pleasant eye on my
sons and daughters, and wished them for himself. Behold all that is left to gladden my heart!”
The Unrelenting turned as he spoke, and pointed to an object just inside the opening of the tent.
A moment or two before, the figure of a boy had glided noiselessly in, and taken his station back of the chief.
The new-comer seemed of the age of fourteen or fifteen years. He was a noble youth! His limbs never had been
distorted by the ligatures of fashion; his figure was graceful as the slender ash, and symmetrical and springy as the
bounding stag. It was the chief’s son—the last and loveliest of his offspring—the soft-lipped nimble Wind-Foot.
With the assistance of the child, the preparations for their simple supper was soon completed. After finishing it,
as the stranger appeared to be weary, a heap of skins was arranged for him in one corner of the lodge, and he laid
himself down to sleep.
It was a lovely summer evening. The moon shone, and the stars twinkled, and the million voices of the forest
night sounded in the distance. The chief and his son reclined at the opening of the tent, enjoying the cool breeze
that blew fresh upon them, and idly flapped the piece of deer-skin that served for their door—sometimes swinging
it down so as to darken the apartment, and then again floating suddenly up, and letting in the bright moonbeams.
Wind-Foot spoke of his hunt that day. He had met with poor luck, and in a boy’s impatient spirit, he peevishly
wondered why it was that other people’s arrows should hit the mark, and not his. The chief heard him with a sad
smile, and he remembered his own youthful traits: he soothed the child with gentle words, telling him that even
brave warriors sometimes when whole days with the same ill success as had befallen him.
“Many years since,” said the chief, “when my cheek was soft, and my limbs had felt the numbness of but few
winters, I myself vainly traversed our hunting-grounds. As you have done today. The Dark Influence was around
me, and not a single shaft would do my bidding.”
“And my father brought home nothing to his lodge?” asked the boy.
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“The Unrelenting came back without any game,” the other answered; “but he brought what was dearer to him
and his people than the fattest deer or the sweetest bird-meat. His hand clutched the scalp of an accursed Kansi!”
The voice of the chief was deep and sharp in its tone of hatred.
“Will my father,” said Wind-Foot, “tell—”
The child started, and paused. A sudden guttural noise came from behind them. It seemed between a prolonged
grunt and a dismal groan, and proceeded from that part of the tent where the stranger was lying. The dry skins
which formed the bed rustled as if he who lay there was changing his position, and then all continued silent. The
Unrelenting turned to his son, and proceeded in a lower tone, fearful that their talk had almost broken the sleep of
their guest.
“Listen!” said he: “you know a part, but not all of the cause of hatred there is between our nation and the
abhorred enemies whose name I mentioned. Longer back than I can remember, they did mortal wrong to your
fathers, and your fathers’ people. The scalps of two of your own brothers hang in Kansi tents; and I have sworn,
boy, to bear for them a never-sleeping hatred.
“On the morning I spoke of, I started with fresh limbs and a light heart to search for game. Hour after I roamed
the forest with no success; and at the setting of the sun I found myself weary and many iles from my father’s
lodge. I lay down at the foot of a tree and sleep came over me. In the depth of the night, a voice seemed
whispering in my ears—it called me to rise quickly—to look around. I started to my feet, and found no one there
but myself; then I knew that the Dream Spirit had been with me. As I cast my eyes about in the gloom, I saw a
distant brightness. Treading softly, I approached. The light, I found, was that of a fire, and by the fire lay two
figures. Oh, my son, I laughed the quiet laugh of a deathly mind, as I saw who they were. Two of our hated foes—
I knew them well—lay sleeping there; a Kansi warrior, and a child, like you, my son, in age. I felt of my hatchet’s
edge—it was keen as my hate. I crept over the slumbering boy—I raised my tomahawk to strike—but I thought
that, were they both slain, no one would carry to the Kansi tribe the story of my deed. My vengeance would e
tasteless to me if they knew it not, so I spared the child. Then I glided to the other. His face was of the same cast
as the first; so my soul was gladdened more, for I knew they were of kindred blood. I raised my arm—I gathered
my strength—I struck, and cleft his dastard brain in quivering halves!”
The chief’s speech trembled with agitation. He had gradually wrought himself up to a pitch of loudness and
rage; and his hoarse tones, at the last part of his narration, rang croakingly through the lodge.
At that moment the deer-skin at the door was down, and obscure darkness filled the apartment. The next, the
wind buoyed the curtain aside again; the rays of the moon flowed in, and all was a halo of light. Spirits of Fear!
what sight was that back there! The strange Indian was sitting up on his couch; his ghastly features glaring
forward to the unconscious inmates in front, with a look like that of Satan to his antagonist angel. His lips were
parted, and his teeth clenched; his neck stretched forward—every vein in his forehead and temples bulged out as
if he was suffocating—and his eyes fiery with a look of demoniac hate. His arm was raised, and his hand doubled;
each nerve and sinew of them in bold relief. It was an appalling sight, though it lasted only for a moment. The
Unrelenting and his son saw nothing of it, their faces being to the front of the tent; in another instant the Indian
had sunk back, and was reposing with the skins wrapped round him, and motionless. It was now an advanced hour
of the evening, Wind-Food felt exhausted by his day’s travel; so they arose from their seat at the door, and retired
to rest. In a few minutes the father and son were fast asleep; but from the darkness which surrounded the couch of
the stranger, there flashed two fiery orbs, rolling about incessantly, like the eyes of a wild beast in anger. The lids
of those orbs closed not in slumber during that night.
Among the primitive inhabitants who formerly occupied this continent, it was considered very rude to pester a
traveler or a guest with questions about himself, his last abode or his future destination. He was made welcome to
stay, until he sat fit to go—whether for a long period or for a short one. Thus, the next day, when the strange
Indian showed no signs of departing, the chief entertained little surprise, but made his guest quite as welcome;
and indeed felt the better pleased at the indirect compliment paid to his powers of giving satisfaction. So the
Indian passed a second night in the chieftain’s tent.
The succeeding morn, the Unrelenting called his son to him, while the stranger was standing at the tent door.
He told Wind-Foot that he was going on a short journey, to perform which and return would probably take him till
night-fall. He enjoined the boy to remit no duties of hospitality toward his guest, and bade him be ready there at
evening with a welcome for his father. As the Unrelenting passed from the door of his tent, he was surprised to
witness a wildness in the stranger’s bright black eyes. His attention, however, was given to it but for a moment; he
took his simple equipments, and started on his journey.
It was some public business for his tribe that the Unrelenting went to transact. He traveled with an elastic step,
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and soon arrived at his destined place. Finishing there what he had to do, sooner than he expected, he partook of a
slight refreshment and started for home. When he arrived in sight of his people’s settlement it was about the
middle of the afternoon. The day, though pleasant, was rather warm; and making his way to his own dwelling, the
Unrelenting threw himself on the floor. Wind-Foot was not there; and after a little while, the chief rose and
stepped to the nearest lodge to make inquiry after him. A woman appeared to answer his questions:
“The young brave,” said she, “went way with the chief’s strange guest many hours since.”
The Unrelenting turned to go back to his tent.
“I cannot tell the meaning of it,” added the woman, “but he of the fiery eye bade me, should the father of
Wind-Foot ask about him, say to the chief these words: ‘Unless your foe sees you drink his blood, that blood is
not sweet, but very bitter.’”
The Unrelenting started, as if a snake had stung him. His lip quivered, and his hand involuntarily moved to the
handle of his tomahawk. Did his ears perform their office truly? Those sounds were not new to him. Like a
floating mist, the glom of past years rolled away in his memory, and he recollected that the words the woman had
just spoken, were the very ones [he] himself uttered to the Kansi child, whom he had spared in the forest, long,
long ago—and sent back to his tribe to tell how and by whom his companion was killed. And this stranger? Ah,
now he saw it all! He remembered the dark looks, the mystery and abruptness that marked his guest; and carrying
his mind back again, he traced the same features in his face and that of the Kansi boy. Wind-Foot then was in the
hands of this man, and the chief felt too conscious for what terrible purpose. Every minute lost might be fatal! He
sallied from his lodge, gathered together a dozen of his warriors, and started in search of the child.
All the chief’s suspicions were too true. About the same hour that he returned to his village, Wind-Foot,
several miles from home, was just coming up to his companion, who had gone on a few rods ahead of him, and
was at that moment seated on the body of a fallen tree, a mighty giant of the woods that some whirlwind had
tumbled to the earth. The child had roamed about with his new acquaintance through one path after another, with
the heedlessness of his age; and now, while the Indian sat in perfect silence for many minutes, the boy idly
sported near him. It was a solemn place: in every direction around, were the towering fathers of the wilderness—
aging patriarchs, that grew up and withered in those solitudes, and shaded underneath them the leaves of untold
seasons. At length the stranger spoke:
“Wind-Foot!”
The child, who was but a few yards off, approached at the call. As he came near, he started, and stopped in
alarm; for his companion’s features were wild, and bent toward him like a panther, about to make the fatal spring.
Those dreadfully bright eyes were rolling, and burning with a horrid glitter; and he had the same fearful
appearance that has been spoken of as occurring on the first night he spent in the chief’s tent. During the moment
that passed while they were thus looking at each other, terrible forebodings arose in the child’s mind.
“Young warrior,” said the Indian, “you must die!”
“The brave stranger is in play,” said the other, “Wind-Foot is a little boy.”
“Serpents are small at first,” the savage replied, “but in a few moons they have fangs and deadly poison.
Hearken! Branch from an evil root. I am a Kansi! The boy whom your parent spared in the forest is now become a
man. Young warriors of his tribe point to him and say, ‘His father’s scalp crackles in the dwelling of the
Unrelenting, and the tent of the Kansi is bare.’ Offspring of my deadliest foe! Ere another sun has traveled over
our heads, your blood must fatten the grave of a murdered father.”
The boy’s heart beat quickly, but the courage of his race did not forsake him.
“Wind-Foot is not a girl,” he said. “The son of a chief can die without wetting his cheek by tears.”
The savage looked on him for a few seconds with a malignant scowl. Then producing from an inner part of his
dress a with\fn{A binding of tough slender shoots.} of some tough bark, he stepped to the youth, to bind his hands
behind him. It was useless to attempt anything like resistance, for besides the disparity of their strength, the boy
was unarmed; while the Indian had at his waist a hatchet, and a rude stone weapon, resembling a poniard. Having
his arms thus fastened, the savage, with a significant touch at his girdle, pointed to wind-Foot the direction he was
to travel—himself following close behind.
When the Unrelenting and his people started to seek for the child, and that fearful stranger whom they dreaded
to think about as his companion, they were lucky enough to find the trail which the absent ones had made. None
except an Indian’s eye would have traced them by so slight and roundabout a guide. But the chief’s vision seemed
sharp with paternal love, and they followed on, winding and on again—at length coming to the fallen tree on
which the Kansi had sat. Passing by this, the trail was less devious, and they traversed it with greater rapidity. Its
direction seemed to be to the shores of a long narrow lake, which lay between the grounds of their tribe and a
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neighboring one. So onward they went, swiftly but silently; and just as the sun’s red ball sank in the west, they
saw its last flitting gleams dancing in the bosom of the lake. The grounds in this place were almost clear of trees
—a few scattered ones only being interspersed here and there. As they came out from the thick woods, the
Unrelenting and his warriors swept the range with their keen eyes.
Was it so, indeed? Were those objects they beheld on the grass some twenty rods from the shore, the persons
they sought? And fastened by that shore was a canoe. They saw from his posture that the captive boy was bound;
and they saw, too, from the situation of things, that if the Kansi should once get him in the boat, and start for the
opposite side of the waters, where very possibly some of his tribe were waiting for him, the chances for a release
would be hopelessly faint. For a moment only they paused; then the Unrelenting sprang off, like a wolf deprived
of her cubs, uttering loud and clear the shrill battle-cry of his nation.
The rest joined in the terrible chorus, and followed him. As the sudden sound was swept along by the breeze to
the Kansi’s ears he jumped to his feet, and with that wonderful self-possession which distinguishes his species,
was aware at once of the position of the whole affair, and the course he had best pursue. He seized his captive by
the shoulder, and ran toward the boat, holding the person of Wind-Foot between himself and those who pursued,
ad a shield from any weapons they might attempt to launch after him. He possessed still the advantage. They, to
be sure, being unencumbered, could run more swiftly; but he had many rods the start of them. It was a fearful
race; and the Unrelenting felt his heart grow very sick as the Indian, dragging his child, approached nearer to the
water’s edge.
“Turn, whelp of a Kansi!” the chief madly cried. “Turn! Thou whose coward arm warrest with women and
children! Turn, if thou darest, and meet the eye of a full-grown brave!”
A loud taunting laugh of scorn was borne back from his flying enemy, to the ear of the furious father. The
savage did not look around, but twisted his left arm, and pointed with his finger to Wind-Foot’s throat. At that
moment he was within twice his length of the canoe. The boy whom he dragged after him heard his father’s voice,
and gathered his energies, faint and bruised as he was, for a last struggle. Ah! vainly he strove: the only result was
to loosen himself for a moment from the deathly grip of the Kansi; and his body fell to the ground—though it was
useless, for his limbs were bandaged, and he could not rescue himself from his doom. That moment, however, was
a fatal one for the Kansi. With the speed of lightning, the chief’s bow was up to his shoulder—the cord twanged
sharply—a poison-tipped arrow sped through the air—and, faithful to its mission, cleft the Indian’s side, just as he
was stopping to lift Wind-Foot in the boat. He gave a wild shriek—his life-blood spouted from the wound—and
he staggered and fell on the sand. His strength, however, was not yet gone. Hate and measureless revenge—the
stronger that they were baffled—raged within him, and appeared in his glaring countenance. Fiend-like glances
shot from his eyes, glassy as they were beginning to be with the death damps; and his hand felt to his waist-band,
and clutched the poniard handle. Twisting his body like a bruised snake, he worked himself close up to the
bandaged Wind-Foot. He raised the weapon in their air—he shouted aloud—he laughed a laugh of horrid triumph
—and as the death-rattle shook his his throat, the instrument (the shuddering eyes of the child saw it, and shut
their lids in intense agony) came down, driven too surely to the heart of the hapless Wind-Foot.
When the Unrelenting came up to his son, the last signs of life were quivering in the boy’s countenance. His
eyes opened, and turned to the chief; his beautiful lips parted in a smile, the last effort of innocent fondness. On
his features flitted a transient lovely look, like a passing ripple of the wave—a slight tremor shook him—and the
next moment, Wind-foot was dead!
3
We were so interested in the legend of the antiquary, that we did not notice how time passed away while it was
being related. For some minutes after its conclusion, there was silence among us; for the luckless death of the
poor Indian boy seemed to cast a gloom over our spirits, and indispose us for conversation.
As it was now past noon, we began to feel as though we should be none the worse for our dinner. Accordingly,
in good time, our driver drew up at a low-roofed public house, and proceeded with great deliberation to ungear his
horses, for the purpose of giving them a temporary respite from their labors.
Glad of being able to get out in the open air, and upon our legs once more, myself and Colby (for we had
become quite cronies) sprang lightly from he vehicle, and bouncing along the little door-yard, felt quite refreshed
at stretching our cramped limbs on the low porch which ran along in front of the house. Demaine got out very
leisurely, and, with a cool disdainful look, stood by the front wheels of the wagon, eyeing the house and the
people of the place, some of whom now made their appearance. The country woman also made a movement
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forward. She was a fat and somewhat clumsy dame; and we thought the least Demaine could do would be to offer
her some assistance in getting down upon the ground. He stood in such a position himself, that he effectually
precluded any one else from offering that assistance. But he continued his contemptuous stare, and paid,
apparently, not the least attention to what was going on around him.
Turing around a moment to look at Colby, who called my attention in the room, the next minute my hearing
was assailed by a quick cry; and upon looking toward the wagon, I saw that the woman had entangled her dress,
and was on the point of falling. A little longer, and she might have been down upon that part of the vehicle just
behind the horses, or even under their feet; and yet Demaine, with his arrogant look, offered her no assistance! I
sprang toward her; but before I could reach the place, the antiquary had rapidly jumped out upon the ground, and
was safely landing her beside him. The incident was a trifling one; but I don’t know that I ever, merely from one
item of conduct, took such a dislike to any man as I did to Demaine, for that occurrence.
I thought I noticed, during our dinner, that the antiquary regarded Demaine with peculiarly cool and distant
demeanor. To us, he was affable and pleasant, and polite in his attentions to the old lady; but though not rude, I am
sure the same feelings which took root in my own mind, started in his also.
Upon resuming our journey, the same vivacity and fund of anecdote, which had so agreeably entertained us,
from our companion in the back seat, was again in requisition. I don’t know how it was, but I felt confident that
the antiquary was more than he seemed. His manners were so simple, and at the same time so free from anything
like coarseness, that I said to myself, if I should aspire to be a gentleman, here would be my model. There was
nothing in his conduct from which it might be inferred that he wished to demand your respect; on the contrary, he
was quite friendly, and talked about plain things in plain language. Yet he had the stamp of superior station, and
an indescribable air of something which told us that he would have been quite as much at home, and quite as
unassuming, in the parlors of the richest people of the land. In the course of conversation, it came to be mentioned
by me, that I was gong to the city for the first time since I was a little child, and that I intended making it my
future residence. Whether the antiquary was interested in my remarks, or whether he merely spoke from his
natural good-will, I do not know; but he addressed me somewhat after this fashion:
“You are taking a dangerous step, young man. The place in which you are about to fix your abode, is very
wicked, and as deceitful as it is wicked. There will be a thousand vicious temptations besetting you on every side,
which the simple method of your country life has led you to know nothing of. Young men, in our cities, think
much more of dress than they do of decent behavior. You will find, when you go among the, that whatever
remains of integrity you have, will be laughed and ridiculed out of you. It is considered ‘green’ not to be up to all
kinds of dissipation, and familiar with debauchery and intemperance. And it is the latter which will assail you on
every side, and which, if you yield to it, will send you back from the city, a bloated and weak creature, to die
among your country friends, and be laid in a drunkard’s grave; or which will too soon end your days in some
miserable street in the city itself. It is indeed a dangerous step!”
The kindness of the motive of the speaker, prevented any displeasure I might have felt at being thus addressed
by a perfect stranger. Colby whispered to me, that the antiquary was undoubtedly a good fellow, but somewhat too
sour in his judgments; which may have been the case, in truth. The subsequent pages, however, will prove the
wisdom of his warning upon the subject of intemperance.
As the afternoon waned, and the sun sank in the west, we drew nigher\fn{ Closer.} and nigher to our destination.
The increasing number of carriages, the houses closer to one another, and the frequent sight of persons evidently
just out from the city for a ride, admonished us that we were on the point of entering the great emporium of our
western world.\fn{By 1830, the population of Manhattan Island was 202,589.}
When at last we came upon the paved streets, I was astonished at the mighty signs of life and business
everywhere around. It was yet sometime ere sunset, and as the day was fine, numbers of people were out, some of
them upon business, and many enjoying an afternoon saunter.
The place at which our conveyance stopped was in Brooklyn, near one of the ferries that led over to the
opposite side of the river. We dismounted; glad enough to be at the end of our journey, and quite tired with its
wearisomeness. Our passengers now prepared to go to their several destinations. The antiquary took a little carpet
bag I his hand, and politely bidding us adieu, made his way for the boat near by. Demaine was more lengthy in his
arrangements. He had not much more to carry than the antiquary, but he called a porter, and engaged him to take it
down to the landing. The country woman, also, hurried away; eager, no doubt, with parental fondness, to see her
child.
Before Colby left me, we spoke for several minutes together. Though we had never seen each other until the
morning of that day, a kind of friendship had grown up between us; and as I was in a strange place, with hardly an
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acquaintance in all its wide limits, it may be imagined I felt in no disposition to dissolve the bands of that
friendship. Colby gave me the street and number where I could find him. The place of his business was in Pearl
Street; his boarding-house further up town.
“I shall always be glad to see you,” said he, “and as you seem to be unused to the town, perhaps you may find
me of some advantage. Call and see me tomorrow.”
“You may expect me,” I answered, and we parted.
And now I was in the city. Here I had come to seek my fortune. What numbers had failed in the same attempt!
It may not be amiss to let the reader into the few simple incidents of my former history. My father had been a
mechanic, a carpenter; and died when I was some three or four years old only. My poor mother struggled on for a
time—what few relations we had being too poor to assist us—and at the age of eleven, she had me apprenticed to
a farmer on Long Island, my uncle. It may be imagined with what agony I heard, hardly twenty months after I
went to live with my uncle, that the remaining parent had sickened and died also. The cold indifference of the
strangers among whom she lived, allowed her to pass even the grim portals of death before they informed me of
her illness. She died without the fond pressure of her son’s hand, or the soothing of a look from one she loved.
I continued to labor hard, and fare so too; for my uncle was a poor man and his family was large. In the
winters, as is customary in that ;art of the island, I attended school, and thus picked up a scanty kind of education.
The teachers were, however, by no means overburthened with learning themselves; and my acquirements were not
such as might make any one envious.
As I approached my nineteenth year, my uncle, who was an honest and worthy man, evidently felt that he was
hardly justifiable in keeping me at work in an obscure country town, to the detriment of my future prospects in
life. With a liberality therefore, of which many a richer person might be glad to be able to boast, he gave up the
two last years of my apprenticeship—and the very two, which perhaps, would have been of more value to him
than all the others. He called me to him one day, and addressing me in the kindest terms, informed me, what he
felt he ought to do for his brother’s child—but which his poverty prevented him from doing. He gave me my
choice—whether to go to New York, and see what I could do there for a living, or to remain a while longer with
him; not to labor, but to attend school, and perfect myself in some more valuable parts of education. Probably, it
would have been far better had I chosen the latter of the two alternatives. But with the anxious and ambitious
heart of youth, I immediately determined upon the former.
The matter thus settled, arrangements were soon made—my little stock of clothes packed up in the old valise
already introduced to the reader—and receiving with thankfulness from my uncle a small sum of money, which I
felt sure he must have cramped himself to bestow on me, I made my adieus to my aunt and my sorrowful cousins,
and went my way. The first day of my leaving home, found me at evening, as the reader knows, on the borders of
that great city, where I was to take up my abode.
Yes, here I had come to seek my fortune! A mere boy, friendless, unprotected, innocent of the way sof the
world—without wealth, favor, or wisdom—here I stood at the entrance of the mighty labyrinth, and with hardly
any consciousness of the temptations, doubts, and dangers that awaited me there. Thousands had gone before me,
and thousands were coming still. Some had attained the envied honors—had reaped distinction—and won
princely estate; but how few were they, compared with the numbers of failures! How many had entered on the
race, as now I was entering, and in the course of years, faint, tired, and sick at heart, had drawn themselves out
aside from the track, seeking no further bliss than to die. To die! The word is too hard a one for the lip of youth
and hope. Let us rather think of those who, bravely stemming he tide, and bearing up nobly against all opposition,
have proudly come off victorious—waving in their hands at last, the symbol of triumph and glory.
What should be my fate? Should I be one of the fortunate few? Were not the chances much more against me
than they had been against a thousand others, who were the most laggard in the contest? What probability was
there, that amid the countless multitude, all striving for the few prizes which Fortune had to bestow, my
inexperienced arm should get the better of a million others?
Oh, how good a thing it is that the Great God who has placed us in this world—where amid so much that is
beautiful, there still exists vast bestowal among men of grief, disappointment, and agony—has planted in our
bosoms the great sheet-anchor, Hope! In the olden years, as we look back to our former life, we feel indeed how
vain would have been our strife without the support of this benignant spirit.
To be sure, thousands had gone before me, in the struggle for the envied things of existence, and failed. But
many others had met with success. A stout heart, and an active arm, were the great levers that might raise up
fortune, even for the poor and unfriended Franklin Evans. In our glorious republic, the road was open to all; and
my chance, at least, was as good as that of some of those who had began with no better prospects. …
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159.163 Excerpt from Fanny Crosby’s Life Story By Herself\fn{by Fanny Crosby (1820-1915)} Southeast, Putnam
County, New York, U.S.A. (F) 14
It seemed intended by the blessed Providence of God, that I should be blind all my life; and I thank Him for
the dispensation. I was born with a pair of as good eyes as any baby ever owned; but when I was six weeks of age,
a slight touch of inflammation came upon them: and they were put under the care of a physician.
What he did to them, or what happened in spite of him, I do not know, but it resulted in their permanent
destruction, so far as seeing is concerned; and I was doomed to blindness all the rest of my earthly existence.
I have heard that this physician never ceased expressing his regret at the occurrence; and that it was one of the
sorrows of his life. But if I could meet him now, I would say,
“Thank you, thank you—over and over again—for making me blind, if it was through your agency that it came
about!”
This sounds strangely to you, reader? But I assure you I mean it—every word of it; and if perfect earthly sight
were offered me tomorrow, I would not accept it. Did you ever know of a blind person’s talking like this before?
Why would I not have that doctor’s mistake—if mistake it was—remedied? Well, there are many reasons: and
I will tell you some of them.
One is, that I know, although it may have been a blunder on the physician’s part, it was no mistake of God’s. I
verily believe it was His intention that I should live my days in physical darkness, so as to be better prepared to
sing His praises and incite others so to do. I could not have written thousands of hymns—many of which, if you
will pardon me for repeating it, are sung all over the world—if I had been hindered by the distractions of seeing
all the interesting and beautiful objects that would have been presented to my notice.
Another reason is, that, while I am deprived of many splendid sights (which, as above mentioned, might draw
me away from the principal work of my life), I have also been spared the seeing of a great many unpleasant
things. The merciful God has put His hand over my eyes, and shut out from me the sight of many instances of
cruelty and bitter unkindness and misfortune, that I would not have been able to relieve, and must simply have
suffered in seeing. I am content with what I can know of life through the four senses I possess, practically
unimpaired, at eighty-three years of age. Hearing, tasting, smelling, and feeling, are still felt, in their fullest
degree.
Another reason for my apparently strange assertion is, that I have been able to test and make sure so many kind
and loving friends. Almost without exception, the great world has been good to me: all the kinder, perhaps, on
account of what it considered my affliction. I may say truly that I never for a moment presumed on my blindness
for any extra courtesy or advantage, yet I have often felt that it was a bond between sympathetic hearts and mine.
I was born in Putnam County, N.Y., March 24, 1820. My father’s name was John Crosby: he died when I was
very young. My grandfather fought in the War of 1812; my great-grandfather in the Revolution. My mother’s
given name was the good old-fasnioned one of Mercy.
I have always been proud at having been related, though not very nearly, to that famous hero of the Revolution,
Enoch Crosby. I have often sat when a little child, and listened to stories of his courage and heroism. Though he
never came to be an officer, yet it was universally admitted that he did the Revolutionary cause more good than
many a gallant general. One of Cooper’s most famous novels has him for its hero. He lies buried now, in a little
country cemetery near Carmel, N.Y., with scores of my race sleeping around him.
As a child, although blind, I was by no means helpless, or of a sedentary disposition: I indulged in many of the
sports enjoyed by my little playmates, and romped and clambered wherever they did. I could climb a tree or ride a
horse as well as any of them, and many good people when seeing me at play were surprised at being told of my
“misfortune.” I attended school at times, but, of course, could not study: raised letters for the blind were not
common then.
One of my principal amusements was to sit with hands clasped, or engaged in some piece of work with
needles, and listen to the many voices of Nature. The laughing and sighing of the wind—the sobbing of the storm,
the rippling of water, the “rain on the roof,”the artillery of the thunder—all impressed me more than I can tell. I
lived many lives with my imagination. Sometimes I was a sailor, standing at the masthead, and looking out into
the storm; sometimes a general, leading armies to battle; then a clergyman, addressing large audiences and
pleading with them to come to Christ; then the leader of a gigantic choir of voices, singing praises to God. My
ambition was boundless; my desires were intense to live for some great purpose in the world, and to make for
myself a name that should endure; but in what manner was it to be done?
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A poor little blind girl, without influential friends, could have as many ambitions as any one; but how was she
to achieve them? What was there for her? The great world that could see, was rushing past me day by day, and
sweeping on toward the goal of its necessities and desires; while I was left stranded by the wayside.
“Oh, you cannot do this—because—you are blind, you know; you can never go there, because it would not be
worth while: you could not see anything if you did, you know”—these and other things were often said to me, in
reply to my many and eager questionings.
Often, when such circumstances as this made me very blue and depressed, I would creep off alone, kneel
down, and ask God if, though blind, I was not one of His children; if in all His great world He had not some little
place for me; and it often seemed that I could hear Him say,
“Do not be discouraged, little girl: you shall some day be happy and useful, even in your blindness.”
And I would go back among. my associates, cheered and encouraged; and feeling that it would not be very
long before my life would be full of activity and usefulness.
And so it was, that gradually I began to lose my regret and sorrow at having been robbed of sight: little by little
God’s promises and consolations came throbbing into my mind. Not only the Scriptures, but the hymns that I
heard sung Sabbath after Sabbath, made deep impressions upon me.
With the ultra-acute hearing which generally accompanies blindness, I could distinguish every word of the
hymns, however indistinctly they might be sung; and they were in many cases a refreshment to my young soul.
Even in childhood, I began to wonder who made those hymns; and if I myself could ever make one that people
would sing.
As already indicated, a growing, healthy girl, although she may be blind, cannot live entirely in her intellectual
nature: and I did not lack means for my share of the regulation juvenile sports. I dare say I was as bothersome to
my mother as are most children to theirs; and was constantly asking for some novel way by which to amuse
myself. One day she called me to her side, and said,
“Here, Fanny, is a live toy: only be careful of it and not hurt it.”
It was a sweet, lovely pet lamb—and I seriously thought, for a day or two, of having my name changed to
“Mary”, of whom I had heard as once possessing a similar piece of property, and of smuggling the dear little pet
away to some school, to see if the teacher would turn it out, and if it would then linger near, etc. I finally gave up
the idea, but I played with my little quadrupedal toy morning, noon, and night: until at last the sturdy creature got
into the habit of playfully butting me over, as one of its pastimes.
Now came the first tragedy of my life: after maltreating me several times, and being promptly forgiven on each
occasion by its loving victim, the “lamb”, which was now fast assuming the proportions of sheephood, became
the subject of a star-chamber trial, and was condemned to death, and to punishment after death: to be cooked and
eaten. Be sure most of it was done before I knew anything about it: else probably I should have raised the roof.
The first I knew about it, I was told we were to have lamb-chop for dinner: and in the ominous silence that
followed, I divined my favorite’s fate. Tears and fasting followed, but they were of no avail: the belligerent little
friend was no more.
Daniel Drew, afterwards a celebrated railroad magnate, but then a drover, dealing in an entirely different kind
of stock, often passed our house with droves of sheep and cattle. We were always great friends: and soon after the
above-mentioned sad event, he came into our house and placed a small lamb in my arms, saying, “Here, Fanny, is
a present for you”; but I had no heart then to accept it, and declined the gift, to his great surprise.
*
One evening, when I was about five years old, my good mother called me to her from the dooryard, where I
had been playing, and I ran to her side. As I say, it was evening, but that made no difference with me: I could play
in the night as well as daytime, and had no trouble in reaching her side, whether the candles were lighted or not.
There were no kerosene lamps then, and people in the country had to depend for their light upon candles, made by
dipping a wick of cotton repeatedly in melted tallow, until enough of it clung to the wick to make a “body” for the
apparatus; and when that was lighted it did not illuminate a house to any great extent. Well, my dear mother called
me to her side, and said:
“Fanny, I am going to take you on a little journey. We shall travel first in a wagon, till we come to the bank of a
beautiful river, with mountains on each side of it; then we shall get into a sailboat and sail south for many miles;
then we shall come to a great city, larger than anything of which you have ever heard or thought, and stay there
for several days; and then home again.”
The idea of taking a journey filled me with joy, and I danced about the room with perhaps not enough attention
to the furniture that kept getting in the way; but my transports were somewhat modified, when she explained the
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object of the expedition—to have a surgical operation performed upon my eyes.
“There may be some pain with it, Fanny,” she explained, “but you are willing to bear it, are you not?”
I already knew what pain was—it is, alas, one of the first things we learn in life! and I shrank a little at the idea
of any of if being inflicted upon me.
“But, Fanny,” my motfier explained, “perhaps it will result in giving you your sight: so that you can see
everything that is around you, and play with the rest of the children exactly as they do, study pretty pictures, and
read interesting books, and enjoy yourself in a hundred ways that you do not, as your eyes are now.”
Then I was happy again.
This was in 1825; and you may readily believe that means of communication were not many and varied, in
those days. There was not even a stage from our home or from near there, to any point upon the Hudson River.
We started one morning before the early dawn was in the skies, and rode in a market-wagon to Sing Sing, on
the Hudson, where we were to take a sloop for New York; steamboats were still very few and far between. 'This
musically-named town, in which I thought everyone, probably, belonged to the choir, was then a small country
hamlet, straggling along the banks of the river—with no idea that it would ever bear such a prominent part in the
punishment of the malefactors of a great commonwealth.
So at four o’clock in the soft dawn of that summer morning, we unfurled our sails, and went rushing down the
river toward the great metropolis. It is perhaps needless to say that the novel experience was a delight to me: I was
all over the deck, and soon, I may safely say, in the good graces of everybody aboard. I could not of course view
the beautiful scenery through which we were passing; but there were plenty of friends to describe it to me, and I
enjoyed it upon the whole as much perhaps as if I could have seen, and as if I had had to depend entirely upon my
own powers of observation. I have always delighted in passing through beautiful scenery, and, indeed, enjoyed the
sensation of traveling—perhaps more than some that can see; and I find that other blind people are the same in
this respect.
My poor mother was at times seasick, or, more accurately expressing it, river-sick: but I kept well, and after
knowing that she was comfortable in her berth, and being told that nobody ever died of that kind of sickness, and
that she would be all the better for it soon, I was the gayest of the gay; and Captain Green immediately adopted
me as “first mate of the sloop.” I was, I believe, called a fairly pretty child; and my black curls and frisky manners
did not detract from the five-year-old disposition that developed in me, to be the belle of the company.
The dear old Captain pretended to discover that I was a great vocalist; and at times kept me busy singing all
the little songs I had gathered up since old enough to learn and understand them. These were not very many or
particularly deep; but they served. One of them I remember inaugurated itself with the following impressive lines,
sung to a famous patriotic air:
I wish I was a Yankee’s wife,
And then I would have somethin’:
Every fall an ear of corn,
And now and then a pumkin!”

I felt, even then, that there was something a little irregular in the rhyming of this stanza: but the Captain
pretended to hold my song particularly in very high esteem, and whenever he was a little blue, called me to him
and coaxed or hired me to sing it. With the usual thrift of the accomphshed cantatrice, I gradually increased my
prices as the article grew and more in demanad; and was very much disappointed when, after gliding through the.
beautiful Highlands and past the impressive palisades, we arrived in the Big City.
It was early in the morning when we landed, having been twenty-four hours in making the trip from Sing Sing
—a journey that I have frequently performed since, by railroad, in fifty-five minutes.
We went to the house of a friend who bore the good old name of Jacob Smith, at No. 10 Roosevelt Street, a
very fine place at that time; and soon we were in the presence of the famous Dr. Valentine Mott. I felt that Dr.
Mott bad a kind, pleasant face: singularly enough I have always been able to form a pretty accurate opinion of a
countenance, by the voice that proceeded from it.
Being but a little child, to whom one of God’s creatures was about the same as another, except as they pleased
or displeased me, I did not stand so much in awe of the great Dr. Mott; but my mother did, and listened with bated
breath to hear what he should say of my case. It was not the first time that poor mortals had hung upon his words;
for he was even then considered the foremost surgeon of his time. He occupied the chair of surgery in Columbia
College, and had performed operations that no other practitioner ever dared to undertake. He had, seven years
958

before, placed a ligature around the brachiocephalic trunk, or arteria innominata, only two inches from the heart,
for aneurism of the right subclavian artery; and that for the first time in the history of surgery. To be sure the
patient died within a month; but with the comforting assurance that he had had something done to him with a
knife, that no other patient had ever experienced. And as this was before the age of chloroform, or any other very
effective anesthetic, death must certainly have been a relief.
Dr. Mott and another celebrated surgeon at that time, named. Dr. Delafield, examined my eyes and told my
tearfully-listening mother that there was no hope for them: malpractice had spoiled them. And so we returned to
our country home—taking the same sloop and the same market-wagon as those in which we had come.
The poor doctor who had spoiled my eyes soon disappeared from the neighborhood; and we never heard any
more about him. He is probably dead, before this time; but if I could ever meet him, I would tell him that he
unwittingly did me the greatest favor in the world.
I was more thoughtful and sad on the way back up the river: the great doctor had not been above placing his
fatherly hand on my head and saying, “Poor little girl!” and that touch of sympathy went with me as I journeyed
homeward. Hour after hour, when I had crept into my little “bunk” on the sloop, I heard the dear waves of the
river singing to me, and telling me not to be discouraged.
“Fanny, be Fanny, be brave!” they seemed to say: “brighter days will come yet!”
And, indeed, they were coming: although from what direction I did not then know. But I never lost my faith in
the great Father above. I knew that the river-waves were His, and that I had heard His voice.
*
The greatest piece of good fortune that attended me when a little girl, was that I was taught the Bible—line
upon line, and precept upon precept. When nine years old we moved to Ridgefield, Connecticut, and there lived
for a time in one of the numerous and intelligent Hawley families, of which Connecticut has so many, and from
one of which Senator Hawley sprang.
Mrs. Hawley taught me the Bible, and the poetry of the day, in about equal portions. She was an old Puritan
Presbyterian, and took everything in the sacred writ as literally as the most orthodox Scotchman could do; but she
loved at the same time the green meadows ana singing brooks of imagination.
Even when ten years old, I could recite the first four books of the Old and the first four books of the New
Testament, without a mistake; and I knew secular poems almost without number. Of course, as soon as I began to
hear poetry, it made me want to write some. I believe I am not entirely unique in this respect: editors tell me that
their mail bags teem with poetical attempts made by all sorts of people in all sorts of places and on all sorts of
subjects. My first poem, composed when I was eight years old, was as follows:
Oh, what a happy child I am,
Although I cannot see!
I am resolved that in this world,
Contented I will be.
How many blessings I enjoy
That other people don’t!
So weep or sigh because I’m blind,
I cannot, nor I won’t!

I quote this poem, it is needless to say, not on account of its literary style, or as anything very remarkable,
except that it gives an indication of the spirit in which I have taken life throughout all these eighty-three years—of
optimism, and of thankfulness because I had as many blessings as I did, rather than of repining because one was
left out.
I composed other verses, and always on the subjects nearest me. The fragrance of a rose, the singing of the
wind in the trees, the death of a favorite bird—all these inspired me to juvenile effort; and, anxious to hear what
others thought of my work, it was not long before I began to free these little stanzas from the leashes of my
memory, and let them loose upon my poor dear mother.
She wrote down some of them, and was greatly pleased; she and the good Mrs. Hawley held a literary
consultation concerning them. They decided that they were very good, for a girl of that age; and copies were sent
to my grandfather.
I now found my first gallant and unqualified admirer. The dear old gentleman wrote a very enthusiastic letter
concerning the poor little “pieces,” and told my mother that we indeed had a poet in the family, and that if I lived
959

and improved as I ought to do, I would be an honor to them all.
“But,” he added, cautiously, “you must not tell her this, or it will make her proud, and spoil her.”
And it is due my mother’s prudence and good sense, to say, that she never imparted to me anything about my
grandfather’s encomiums: but he soon saw me, and could not refrain from giving them to me at first hand.
But there was one terrible hunger that afflicted me during all these years: and that was for knowledge—
knowledge, knowledge! I felt that there were a million things that I ought to know, and had no means of learning.
If I ever lamented that I was blind, it was through these opening days of girlhood—and that for only one cause:
the fact that it debarred me from reading for myself. The amount of literature printed in raised letters for the blind
was very limited in those days, and I had been so accustomed to knitting, that my fingers were not adapted to
learning how to read by such means, even if alphabets for he blind had been common.
So, night and night again, I have gone to bed drearily, weeping because I could not drink of the waters of
knowledge that I knew were surging all around me. I felt at times like a sailor on a great lake of fresh, crystal
water, heated and thirsty, but bound hand and foot, so that he could not get to the blessed relief.
“Dear God, please give me light!” was my prayer, day by day.
I did not mean physical light—but mental! I had long been contented to bear the burden of blindness: but my
education, my education—how was I to get it? The ordinary schools could do little for me; I was not able to read
and educate myself, as many home-students have done; those around had little time to read to me; and I felt as if I
were in danger of growing more and more ignorant every day. God help those who thirst for knowledge, and find
every way for obtaining it cut off!
Sooner or later, I always rose from my knees feeling that these prayers would be answered. God has always
had a way of granting my petitions to Him, some wonderful examples of which I shall give, farther along in this
book.
How much better it is to pray, hopefully and with faith, for those things we need, than to fret and complain
because we do not already possess them!
*
So matters ran on, until I was fifteen years old: and then, one day, something was told me that brought a thrill
of joy and delight never, never to be forgotten.
“Fanny, arrangements have been made for you to attend the school for the blind, in New York.”
Only a few words, but what a flood of joy they admitted to the poor sad little soul that had so long pined and
prayed for knowledge! God had responded to my prayer, at last—through His own means, and by His own
faithful helpers. Oh, if the founders and sustainers of such institutions could only know a millionth part of the joy
they cause, they would feel repaid for their money and their efforts—again and again!
Of course, I was upon the very tiptoe of expectation—my joy only tempered by the fact that I should have to
leave behind my dear mother, and the friends whom I had learned to love. But the distance was not great, and, so
to speak, was becoming less and less all the time, owing to constantly increasing facilities of travel; and I was told
that I could return during every vacation, and oftener if I or they should at any time be ill.
The preparations were few and simple: a girl then did not require so many appurtenances when starting for
school, as she does now. I was soon ready, and left home on the 3 rd of March, 1835—searching, as upon my
voyage of ten years before, for light—but this time for the mental, instead of the physical, light that should
illuminate my mind, and make me happy ever after.
This time, we did not go down the Hudson River, upon a sailboat: we first journeyed to Norwalk, and there
took a steamer for New York.
This, although vastly different from the mammoth sound-steamers of today, served the turn, and brought us
through very comfortably: and I was cordially received by Dr. John Denison Russ, who was then Superintendent
of the Institution. He was only thirty-four yrears old, but had already been through an mteresting and varied
experience. He had settled in New York as a physician after graduating at Yale College, but one year afterward, in
1826, he was so moved with pity at the sufferings of the struggling Greeks, that he went to their aid with a cargo
of supplies, from Boston, and remained there three years, during which time he established a hospital at Poros,
and conducted it personally for fifteen months.
Returning to New York in 1834, he began at his own expense the instruction of six blind boys; but the same
year, was appointed Superintendent of the Institution of which I was happily so soon to become an inmate.
While in Greece, he had been intimately associated with Lord Byron. I shall never forget the thrill of delight,
upon meeting someone that had actually known the great poet, whose verses I had already learned to admire. He
was full of reminiscences of the poet-patriot, and his recounting of them at times had a great fascination.
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Everything started off well: I was a little homesick at first, but frequent letters and new-made friends soon
softened that feeling; while fresh facts and ideas were sent thronging every day into my mind.
*
Behold me, now, Miss Fanny Crosby, full-fledged student, in a city school!
I assure you, it seemed a great step forward—and upward—to me; one that I had coveted through many years;
one whose first joy I can never forget.
Some young ladies creep off to boarding school unwillingly, and as a solemn duty, and maybe I would do so,
were I in their place; but under all these circumstances, the occurrence was a great pleasure in my life, though for
a time, as stated in the preceding chapter, I was a little homesick, and longed often to meet again my dear mother
and friends.
But the world seems built a good deal like the track of a hurdle-race: you are apparently skipping along at great
speed, and all at once you encounter something that must be immediately overcome before you can go a step
farther!
The first obstacle that I found standing in my way and looming up like a great monster, was Arithmetic. I have
never been a very good hater, even when the best material was provided for the purpose; but I found myself an
adept at the art of loathing, when it came to the Science of Numbers. The culinary poet who in a fit of dyspepsia
exuded the statement
I loathe, abhor, detest, despise
Those pastry-wrecks, dried apple pies

had a parodist in me. I could not agree with him concerning the article of food in question, for I like almost
everything that a good cook can send to the table; but I could say, at that time,
I loathe, abhor, it makes me sick
To hear the word Arithmetic!

However, this great foe to my peace of mind had to be conquered, and at it I went, with a vengeance—wishing
that every assault would give the Arithmetic a twinge of pain. But no. I was well aware of the fact that the sturdy
old creature went right on, without minding me at all, through all the affairs of life, and that we could not do much
of anything very long, without consulting him.
The great variety of resources that this terrible study possessed with which to frighten and appal the student,
was something terrible to contemplate. Addition and Subtraction went on fairly well, and did not give me so very
much trouble; but when the Multiplication Table made its appearance on the scene, that was an entirely different
matter. The only alleviation of its miseries was, that it came in a kind of poetical form—a swinging, rhymeless
sort of poetry, to be sure—blank verse, I should call it; but that fact, as with many other students, aided me to
remember it.
Our toil in Arithmetic was materially aided by metal slates, which had holes in them, with which we could
count and realize the numbers as we went on. But I never became an accomplished mathematician, although our
school upon the whole was said to be much more advanced in mathematics than students of the same age that
could see.
Grammar, Philosophy, Astronomy, and Political Economy followed, among our studies. and with all of these I
was in love. Our lessons were given us in the form of lectures and readings, and not many words that came to our
ears managed to slip away from us. Indeed, we could not afford to let them do so; for we were closely examined
each day by means of questions asked by the teachers, and our progress and standing in the school depended
largely upon our ability to remember and recount these lessons.
Noticing the respect and deference paid to our instructors, and realizing how much more personal
independence they had, feeling that I wanted to be financially as self-reliant as possible, and most of all wishing
to please, comfort, and help my dear mother, I made up my mind to be a teacher, as soon as I could.
Nor did I forget the other friends of my babyhood and youth-hood—especially the dear, gallant old grandfather
who had so enthusiastically announced that “we had a poet in the family.” I composed several little poems from
time to time, which, it is no more than fair to say, were received with great favor, by both teachers and fellowpupils. In the mind of a girl in her “teens,” this would naturally produce a little feeling of self-gratulation, and it is
possible that in my appearance or behavior, an “air” or two appeared.
Perhaps Mr. Jones, the Superintendent at that time, noticed it: for one morning he came into the school-room,
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and said,
“I would like to have Fanny Crosby come into my room for a few minutes!”
I went, readily enough; supposing that a new ode or other kind of lyric was to be ordered, to the honor of some
distinguished person or event: and, perhaps, a little proudly, stood before the Superintendent, at his desk, awaiting
his wishes, and hoping that I could find time, among my other duties, to accord to them. His very first words were
a most emphatic surprise, and fully disposed of my theory that I was to write a new poem by request.
”Fanny,” he said, “your—your attempts at poetry, have brought you into prominence here in the school, and a
great deal of flattery has been the result. Shun a flatterer, Fanny, as you would a snake. Now, I am going to give
you some clean truth, which may hurt just now, but will be of great use one of these days.
“As yet, you know very little about poetry—or, in fact, anything else—compared to what there is to be known.
You have almost all of it yet to learn. Do not think too much about rhymes, and the praises that come for them.
Store your mind with useful knowledge and think more of what you can be, than of how you can appear.
“The favor and laudation of the world, Fanny, is a very fragile thing upon which to depend. Try to merit the
approval of God, and of yourself, as well as that of your fellow-creatures. Remember that the very air you breathe
—the very food you eat—all the ability or talent that you may develop—come from God. Remember that you are
always in His presence: and who has any right to be vain for a moment, when standing before the great Owner
and Creator of all things?”
He talked to me in this way, kindly but firmly, for perhaps five minutes; and at the end of that time he had
convinced me that instead of being the great poet Fanny Crosby, I was really the ignorant young school-girl, who
as yet knew scarcely anything whatever. His words were bomb-shells in the camp of my self-congratulatory
thoughts: but they did me an immense amount of good. Something said to me,
“He tells the truth, Fanny, and it is all for your own benefit.”
Still, the hot tears came to my eyes, as perhaps they would have done to those of any ambitious girl: and I
naturally felt much pain and mortification at his words. But a reaction of feeling soon took place: and going
around behind his chair, and putting my arms around his neck, I kissed him on the forehead.
“You have talked to me as my father would have talked, were he living,” I said, “and I thank you for it, over
and over again. You have given me a lesson that I might have had to learn through bitter experience, and I shall
profit by it.”
And I believe I have done so: at least I have tried, through all these eighty-three years. I have done my best to
remember that not my poor insignificant self, but the great God above, was entitled to the credit for whatever I
could accomplish; and to keep the monster Egotism from coming up between my duty and me.
If in this autobiography, in which I am trying to give a true story of my life, the pronoun of the first person
singular number is too often used, the reader must forgive: it is because it is unavoidable, and not because it is in
my heart.
*
Among the interesting things that we were taught in our Institution, at the very outset, was the fact that scores
and hundreds of individuals had achieved fame and fortune, in spite of blindness. We were told about Homer, the
greatest poet of antiquity, who, while traveling to get material for his immortal work, contracted a disease of the
eyes, which made him blind forever: but who worked away with renewed ardor; and who, although he died poor,
achieved an immortal fame—such as many people would be willing to go blind all their lives, if they could attain.
We were told of Ossian, the Celtic king, who, it is said, was a warrior while he could see, but became a poet
after he was stricken with blindness, and sung songs that made him famous forever. Indeed, we were told that his
very existence was disputed by some critics: but, for that matter, the same experience had befallen the names of
Homer, Virgil, Julius Cresar, and William Tell. There seemed fully as much reason to believe that he existed, as
that he did not; and, as he was, in a manner, one of us, we preferred to take the affirmative of the question.
We were told of Milton, who lost his eyesight from a disease caused by incessant study while he was young:
but who, as the light of this world became gradually shut out, grew more and more luminous himself, with sacred
lore and imagination. As we heard of the daughters who read to him, and wrote down his grand lines, and who,
alas I did not seem always to appreciate the great privilege, many of us girls felt that if we could only have had
our sight and assisted such a grand man as that, we would have asked not a single additional pleasure in the
world!
Of course we were all proud of Francis Huber, who, notwithstanding the cataracts that grew over his eyes, and
blinded him at last, became the historian and biographer of those swift-winged messengers between flower and
flower, and garden and hive—the bees. Within his mind he seemed to have constructed a great hive of learning,
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wherein he sorted, arranged, and made use of the facts that others brought him. He had patience to analyze and
compare the different experiments that were made under his direction and that of others—which qualities he
might have lacked or never have developed, if he had been “favored” with the power of seeing.
Added to these illustrious names, were given us many who had not climbed to the very top round of fame, but
who, although blind, had accomplished more than the average degree of success, in their various callings.
Science, mechanics, the “learned professions,” and all the miscellaneous pursuits, we found had been ornamented,
to a greater or less extent, by the blind.
With this, we were taught that whatever we determined to do, if within the average power of man or woman,
we could, with God’s help, do the same as if we had the blessings of sight: and at it we went with a will.
*
Among pleasant school-memories, the vacations are likely to bear a prominent part. However well a student
may love the studies and the discipline of scholastic life, occasional seasons of rest are generally anticipated with
keen relish.
I say “generally,” because, alas! there are always more or less in every school, who have no pleasant homes to
which they can go. Few students are so to be pitied, as are these: others’ delight, contrasted with their own
loneliness, makes their lot peculiarly hard to bear.
It is one of the numerous blessings which our dear Lord has showered upon me, that I have the most beautiful
and winsome of vacation-recollections. Not only my dear and precious mother, but two younger sisters always
awaited me with many expressions and other manifestations of delight, and made the occasional homecomings
trebly pleasant.
At the coming of vacation, I always hastened home as soon as possible: and invariably found that a royal
reception had been reserved and kept in readiness for “Sister Fan.” It was touching to know that tile dear little tots
had been exercising their ingenuity to its fullest extent, to make their “big sister” feel the deliciousness of the
home that she could not see. Sundry bits of candy that had been resolutely saved up for many weeks were slipped
into my hand; flowers of every kind were brought me, with their fine velvety blossoms and rich delicate
fragrance. Excursions were planned, to the shadiest of nooks and the most delightful of forests; and often to the
homes of dear friends, who received us with unaffected kindness.
And the questions that I had to answer! Each little sister had a set entirely of her own, and all had to be duly
considered faithfully answered, before the little cross-examiners were satisfied. Of course it was a pleasure to tell
everything to such attentive and appreciative listeners: and I fully availed myself of the chance. .
Every pupil in the school had to be duly described; the teachers, with their various pe- culiarities,all came in
for a share of the exami- nation. Then there were the distinguished visitors that had favored our Institution with
their calls: these all had to be reviewed in due course. How often do I remember that small family group: the two
little sisters snuggling up to me and clinging to my hands, and my mother sitting close by, and listening to it all
with an indulgent smile, which I could feel though I could not see!
Of course every poem that I had composed since I saw them before, had to be duly recited, and subjected to
their criticism. This, however, I am bound to say, was generally favorable, to a degree that bordered on
enthusiasm; and it would not have been exactly comfortable for anyone rash enough to have intimated to them
that their big sister was not the greatest poet of ancient and modern times!
Of course I knew that they would know better, when they became older; but their sweet childish partiality still
lingers in my memory, like the fragrance of sweetest flowers.
It has been my blessed privilege to have these sisters spared to me: one of them, Mrs. Carrie W. Rider, is now
my daily companion, and loving protector; while the other, Mrs. Julia Athington, is a near neighbor to us.
I also have several nephews and nieces, at whose homes I am always welcome: and many sweet little vacations
are still spent with them.
While nearly all humanity, so far as I have met it, has treated me as a dear sister, there is yet a peculiar and
intense pleasure, in feeling that my own near relatives are so loving and congenial.
I am sure the reader will pardon this little digression into family matters: they are a part of me, and necessarily
form a portion of my autobiography.
*
Blind students, as well as others, have their merry and sportive moods. They can “see” a joke, just as well as if
they were not debarred from physical sight; and many are the “games” that they perpetrate upon each other.
It may readily be surmised, then, that our amusements in the Institution were many and varied; and that we
indulged in most of the pleasant little plays and other diversions that vary the monotony of “seeing” school963

people.
Our socials, musicales, and soirees, were largely frequented by friends from outside, as well as by those of our
own number.
Even the cruel process of “hazing” was not always left out of our school-life, although, of course, it was
constantly discouraged by the teachers, and the more orderly of the pupils. I suppose we considered ourselves
entitled to all the privileges of other schools!
Of course, the Institution being co-educational, more or less “tender attachments,” of greater or less duration,
were formed: and in these cases, love often laughed at oculars, as well as locksmiths. The chapel was a favorite
place for short “spooning” seasons, and several students who could manipulate the piano, had preconcerted chords
which they struck, or tunes which they played, to let each other know that they were there, and waiting for an
interview.
Now and then an innocent theft occurred. One in which I am half ashamed to confess I was interested, took
place one evening in the garden. The teachers and students had cultivated a fine lot of vegetables: and among
them we knew that there were some luscious watermelons, and our mouths naturally watered for a share.
All at once, a rumor was circulated that these melons were to be sold for the benefit of the school! Whereat, a
quiet consternation-meeting was held, and we decided that, when it came to what we considered as partly our own
melons, there were different ways of benefiting the Institution. A few of us decided to have at least one of the
largest of the juicy oblong globes, that very night.
I was only eighteen years old, then, and may be pardoned for relishing an adventure that savored somewhat of
the madcap variety. Taking with me into the garden one of the smaller girls, I concealed her as well as I could (for
it was a moonlight night), told her to hang on for dear life to a large watermelon that presented itself, and started
out to do a little reconnoitering with the senses of touch and hearing.
Ah! a step!—I knew it right well: it was that of Mr. Stevens, the gardener.
“Why, Mr. Stevens!” I exclaimed: “you here?—how do you happen to be walking up and down at this hour of
the night?”
“I’m watching out for some of them miserable boys that’s tryin’ to steal the melons,” said the kind but reliable
old gentleman. “I’ll catch ’em, yet.”
“Don’t you want me to watch awhile for you, Mr. Stevens?” I inquired, demurely. “You go in and rest: your
voice sounds tired. Go and sit down for fifteen minutes, and I’ll stay out here, and watch for you. Ana depend
upon it, if a single boy comes, I’ll let you know.”
Saying this, I led the dear old gentleman indoors, seated him in an easy chair, placed my cool hand on his brow
to soothe him a little, and told him to sit there and rest, while I would go on watch for a quarter of an hour. Then I
went back to my little stowaway in the garden.
“Take the melon, if you’re big enough, and run for our room as soon as you can!” I whispered.
She needed only one set of directions; and girl and melon were soon quite a distance away.
At the end of the fifteen minutes, I went back to Mr. Stevens, and told him that not a boy had been near; and,
having by this time enjoyed a good rest and a quiet little nap, he went back to his vigil, first thanking me for my
help.
When I returned to the room, the dissected fruit was all ready to be still further dissected: and we enjoyed it all
the better for the mild little adventure.
A few years afterward, I told the Superintendent about it, and we enjoyed a hearty laugh together over the
incident.
“To think how you blind children were all the while getting the start of us ‘seeing’ people!” he chuckled.
As for good Mr. Stevens, the gardener, he had then gone on where, it is to be hoped, wicked boys and girls do
not molest, and where watermelons would not be particularly refreshing.
*
I think it may be said truly that I toiled night and day.
“How can a blind person work intellectually?” do you ask? Better perhaps than one that can see. It is not
necessary for us to record in writing as we go along, everything we think and accomplish: we can put it upon the
tablets of memory, and copy it down or have it copied as we get opportunity. Memory, when cultivated, grows a
wonderful treasure-house of ripened grain.
I do not want to boast of my progress; but as I look back over the past, it gives me a little feeling of pride to be
able to say that at the rather early age of twenty-two, I was considered competent to teach Grammar, Rhetoric, and
Ancient and Modern History; and became one of the regular instructors of the Institution.
964

What a pleasure it then was, to feel that I was imparting to others the same blessings of knowledge for which I
had longed, through so many weary days and nights!
While preparing for this position, there was still one restless, witching little sprite that kept creeping up to me
by night and day, and inviting me to take trips with her into the unknown; and the name of that sprite was Poetry.
She was ever tugging away at my hands, or my hair, or my heartstrings, and whispering,
“Sister Fanny, come with me.”
The faithful Superintendent seemed in doubt whether to encourage me in my poetical pursuits or not. He
finally talked to me a long while on the subject, said there were a great many people who wrote rhymes because
they were poetry-lovers rather than poets, and finally gently but firmly forbade my producing any more of the
dangerous article, for three months.
I did not understand his object in doing this; but suppose now that it was to see if a certain amount of
abstinence would not cure me of the habit, or disease, whichever he considered it.
I did not like it, “a little bit”; but, feeling that the good Superintendent knew what was best for me, I
acquiesced, and religiously avoided a rhyme as I would the measles.
It was one of the trials of my life: for, whether or not I would “lisp in numbers,” they inevitably “came.”
Singularly enough I soon gained my little triumph in the matter; for about this time we had a visit from Dr.
George Combe, a distinguished phrenologist, of Scotland. Dr. Combe had found himself a convert to the science,
in Edinburgh, while Spurzheim was there; and had published several works on the subject. When he came to
America, he “took in” our school, among the other sights; and several of us had the honor of feeling the touch of
his learned hand upon our throbbing, and, I trust, not distended heads.
Just before he came to me, he examined the phrenological organs of one of our boy-pupils.
“Why, here is a splendid mathematician!” he exclaimed. “He could do anything in mathematics!”
And the Doctor was right; for this little fellow was almost anotlier Zera Colburn. He could already do a great
many wonderful things: for instance, he could listen to two persons talking to him at the same time, and then,
while singing a song, could inform both of them the number of seconds they were old—they of course first giving
him the years, weeks, and months. (I used to notice, by the way, that very few ladies availed themselves of the
offered courtesy.)
When I heard the boy praised, and reflected on those wonderful things he could do, I was almost envious, and
wondered why the good Lord could not have goiven me a few of the figures and groups of figures that seemed to
line every portion of his brain. I trembled when my turn came to have the head examined, and felt a wild impulse
to run. Dr. Combe said,
“Why! here is a poet! Give her every advantage that she can have; let her hear the best books and converse
with the best writers; and she will make her mark in the world.”
The next morning our Superintendent sent for me to come to his room.
“Fanny,” he exclaimed, “you may write all the poetry you want to.”
From that time, the advice of Dr. Combe was followed: I was prompted to write poetry, was taught how lines
should rhyme, and in every way encouraged. And I am bound to say that for a great part of this favorable decision
as regarded the wooing of my muse, I was indebted to Phrenology, and the good Dr. Combe.
*
From the time that good Dr. Combe proclaimed me a poet, I was so considered by my teachers and associates;
and they “knew then that they had known the fact from the first.” But it takes a certain amount of outside
endorsement to make even our best and nearest friends appreciate us; and this I had heretofore lacked. It was for
the famous Scotch Phrenologist to set me, if I can say it without being suspected of a pun, upon my poetical feet.
I was now, I think it may be said without vanity, considered as the poet laureate of our Institution; and the
teachers evidently determined to make a first-class writer of me, if cultivation could do it. I was taught all the
intricacies of verse, until I began to wonder that the subject which I had considered as a very sImple, easy sort of
thing, had so many complications. I was taught to analyze, to parse, to scan, to write in different measures; and
began to worry lest I should disappoint the high expectations that the phrenologist had raised.
Among the most potential aids I received at the time, was that from a gentleman named Hamilton Murray. Mr.
Murray claimed that he could not write poetry, but could teach others how to do so; and as pupils in that branch of
study were not numerous, he seemed to take especial pleasure in giving me prosodical instruction. He had a poetic
temperament, and a fine rich voice: and hour after hour he would read me some of the grandest poems he could
find in English literature.
This, as you may readily imagine, was a luxurious feast: and a benefit. Mr. Murray also encouraged me to
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imitate, as nearly as I could, the different poetical masters of that day—as Bryant, Willis, etc. He pointed out, with
much delicacy, the different defects in my literary style, and tried his best to remove them. With rare faithfulness,
and with much kindness, considering that his pupil was not a rich man’s daughter, but a poor blind girl just
starting in life, he toiled for my benefit; and though I could not pay him in money, he had my heartfelt gratitude.
He has long walked the streets of the great Tuneful City: and I hope some day to meet him there, grasp him by the
hand. and thank him once more.
Not long ago, I had the pleasure of meeting his nephew, Mr. Bronson Murray, of New York: whom I had also
known at that time. He was of about my own age, and from him I had always received the most gentle and manly
courtesies. We now met again for the first time in sixty-five years: and the reminiscences that were awakened,
may be readily imagined. Seldom have I enjoyed a visit so much.
How do these old friendships draw compound interest, as the years go on! And what a grand treat it will be, in
the next world, to meet all those whom we have known and loved here, and talk over the events of the past!
*
We had fine music in our school; for as is well known, some of the fiest musicians in the world come from
among the blind. Indeed, an augmented delicacy of hearing generally compensates for loss of sight. We often had
“musical soirees,” and invited our neighbors in the city: and one evening we were electrified by the intelligence
that the great William Cullen Bryant was coming as one of our guests!
Bryant was at that time the best-known American poet. Longfellow had not then written the books upon which
hang most of his fame; Whittier was yet known rather as an anti-slavery agitator than as a writer of verse; and
Willis, though a brilliant author and traveler, was obliged to yield to his older and more finished contemporary.
Bryant had composed at twenty-three his Thanatopsis, the sweetest apology for Death in any language. (I
wonder if that was the reason Death finally spared him so long?) He had with his other poems attracted the
attention and commanded the admiration of the world; had traveled extensively in Europe; and had now (1843)
settled down for a time in editorial work.
As was the case almost wherever he went, he was obfiged to hold a little impromptu reception at our soiree;
and among those that were introduced to him, was poor little timid I, who had very little hope that he would greet
me otherwise than conventionally, and as a stranger of whom he had never heard before.
To my surprise, however, he gave me a warm grasp of the hand, commented upon my poor little rhythmical
efforts, commended them in a tone that I felt to be sincere, and told me to go on bravely and determinedly with
my work. He never knew how much good he did, by those few words, to the young girl that had hardly hoped to
touch the hem of his proud robe of poetic genius!
At a children’s party on New Year’s, 1844, I met for the first time Horace Greeley. He was then only thirtythree years old; had come to New York a journeyman printer, and fought his way into recognition. He had already
founded the Tribune, and, of course, to meet him was an event.
But 1 must say that I at first was disappointed in him: perhaps I expected too much.
“Is that the great Horace Greeley?” I pondered, after hearing him talk.
I had never been able to read any of his editorials, but concluded, in my inexperience, that if they were no
more brilliant than his conversation, the world was making a queer mistake in honoring him. I did not understand,
at that time, as I have learned since, that great men have widely varying moods, and that they are at one time
silently gathering up that which at another they dispense so lavishly.
The following summer I happened to meet him at the house of a mutual friend; and a more charming and
intelligent conversationalist, I never heard. History, literature, social ethics, political economy—all subjects—
seemed perfectly natural and easy to him; and no one else wished to talk, so long as he could be kept talking. Of
course, being human, I did not admire him one whit the less, when he insisted on my reciting to him some of my
little poems, praised them, and invited me to write for his paper!
I hardly knew whether I walked or flew to my room that night: I was so proud at having been recognized as a
poet by such a great. genius as Horace Greeley!
On another occasion, during that same year, I remember feeling equally proud; and that was when I heard that
my gallant old grandfather, who had been so enthusiastic in praising my juvenile abilities and so anxious that I
should not be spoiled, wrote that he walked four miles to get a paper that had in it a poem written by me, and felt
well paid for his trouble!
Our little Institution of one hundred and fifty students was under State control and patronage, and the
Government naturally took much interest in it, and sent us as many interested visitors as it could. Institutions for
the benefit of the blind were not so common as they are now, and we were quite objects of curiosity. The visitors,
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having read my poems in the different papers, where they had been published and republished, sometimes asked
to be shown about the place by me. It was, in a manner, the blind leading those that were not blind; but I knew
every inch of the establishment, almost as well as if I could see.
For a time, this piloting was a pleasant novelty; but, of course, it finally grew a little irksome to answer the
same questions again and again, and I became quite willing to depute the pleasure to others. One bright boy, who
had been guiding a large party of ladies and gentlemen through the rooms and halls, reported that they had asked
him as they entered the dining-room, how blind people managed to find the way to their mouths while eating.
“What did you tell them?” we inquired.
“I informed them,” said the blind boy, gravely, “that we hitched one end of a string to the leg of our chair, and
the other to our tongue; and by that means managed to prevent the victuals losing their way.”
The teachers gently reproved him; but I had opportunity to know that they laughed over the queer little
episode, many times, afterward.
*
One of the most enjoyable trips I ever took in connection with our Institution for the Blind, was not in a
daintily upholstered palace car, not in a finely appointed and swiftly gliding ocean steamship, not in an exquisitely
poised and jauntily driven mountain coach, but—strange to say!—upon a canal-boat.
Railroads were not bewilderingly plenty in those days, as they are now; and it had not occurred to anybody that
it would be desirable to build one along the valley of the Mohawk River, and then away off still westward—
westward, to Buffalo, to Chicago, to the very Pacific Ocean itself! If anyone had told us that such a thing would
happen, “one of these days,” we would have considered him as one of the blind who was trying to lead the blind.
But, largely through the energy and perseverance of Governor DeWitt Clinton, an artificial river had been
stretched from the Hudson to Lake Erie; and few that are living now can comprehend what a convenience and
help to the country was this great highway of waves. Miniature ships, propelled by horses and mules, carrying
great boat-loads of merchandise up and down through the country, may still be seen, by passengers on the New
York Central Railroad trains, from the windows of its fast-flying coaches; and they think little of them. But in
those days they were among the principal commercial institutions of the country.
When the Erie Canal was opened, Governor Clinton, who had dug the first spadeful of earth in the construction
of the giant channel, was greeted, on his first trip, all along the line, with the ringing of bells, and the firing of
cannon, and more or less eloquent speeches wherever he would stop long enough to hear them. It would be
interesting if one could know how many people thronged the banks of the Erie Canal, during those days of
triumph, to see Governor Clinton go past! One who from curiosity or other reason visits the crafts employed
nowadays, can form little idea of the elegance with which passenger, or “packet” boats were fitted up, in those
days. Many people preferred traveling in them, even when on business, to using stagecoach or carriage; and a
long boat ride, through the finest of scenery, among pleasant people, without jolting, and surrounded with the
comforts of everyday life, was not half unenjoyable.
So we had, as it were, our “private car,” all to ourselves; and were not long in taking possession of, and
appropriating it. The crew, consisting of captain, driver, and maid, met us rather coldly, when we came on board,
and acted as if they were afraid of us; but they soon foud out, as they expressed it, that we’d “do.” They
explained, after getting acquainted, that they had supposed we would be a quiet, sad, sober, melancholy lot of
people, moping about with grief on our faces, the constant burden of whose song was,
“I’m blind, oh, I’m blind.”
Without wishing to recommend too highly the vivacity of my companions and myself, I may say, that they
revised their opinions, within about five minutes after we got on board. They found that we were inclined to enjoy
life in every way that solid instruction and innocent amusement could give. It was not long before we knew our
temporary aquatic guardians '”as well as if we’d been through ’em with a lantern,” as the captain luminously
expressed it. We were all over the boat .in a jiffy, and knew every nook and corner of it before the expedition
started.
“Well, you’re a rum lot, Miss Crosby,” the Captain confined to me, in one of our first conversations, “an’ it’s
the jolliest crew I ever shipped. To tell the truth, I dreaded you, an’ expected to strike a sort of fun’ral percession,
the hull length of the big ditch; but I guess it’s goin’ to be a circis, all the way, an’ a good one.”
It was not a “circis” all the way, for there came times when we were very sober, staid, and circumspect; but we
could not resist the exhilarating air of the hill-regions through which we passed, or the genial sunshine, or the
smell of the flowers, or the cheery hail of boatmen and passengers whom we met along the moist way. We soon
learned the construction of the locks, and how it was that our boat ran into the large basin and waited till that was
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filled or emptied, as the case might demand, in order to get us on the level required; and after the novelty of that
was over, we often ran ahead on the towpath, accompanied by one of our “seeing” teachers, and had a nice little
bit of exercise before our steady-going craft overtook us.
We stopped at all towns of any size on the way, such as Schenectady, Rome, Utica, Syracuse, Rochester, as
well as many others, and gave entertainments. I may say, without exaggeration, that these affairs were the events
of the evening, if not of the week and month, in the vicinity where we appeared.
The Mayor would generally preside; and give us as fine a speech of welcome as he had time to prepare. The
Common Council, or Board of Aldermen, and other distinguished people, were very likely also to sit upon the
platform; while hundreds if not thousands of the citizen-rank-and-file were down in front. What with our singing,
addresses, descriptions of our school, recitations, and such oratorical and musical help as we managed to borrow
from local talent, we flattered ourselves that we made a pretty good “show,” as we used playfully to call it; and we
were always overwhelmed with praises, and invitations to “come again.”
Besides this, we generally netted a snug little sum for the Institution: although the main object of the excursion
was the rousing or public interest in our educational work.
After a day or two of rest in a town, meeting kind friends, partaking of splendid hospitality, encouraging
sightless people who heard of and came to us from all directions—we would set sail again, and start for the next
“stand”—delighted to get back again to our dear old canal boat—containing, as Dr. Holmes used to say, “many of
the pleasures of navigation, with none of its perils.”
And so we went on and on—till at last Buffalo was reached, and after arriving there we were not long in
making a pilgrimage to the great Niagara Falls.
*
When our canal-party had left its boat-home and extended its pilgrimage to the great Niagara Falls, we felt as
if one of the great days of our life had come.
“But what could you see of the Falls?” some one asks.
Much more than you would suppose, dear friend! Seeing is not all done with the optical organs.
Besides, we had in our school learned all about this gigantic plunge of four great lakes one hundred and sixtyfour feet, into the rocky gulfs below; we had seen it over and over again with our imaginations; and knew well
what was going on (or, rather, off) before us.
As we stood upon Goat Island, and one of our teachers described the Horseshoe Falls and other famous
localities in his view, I could almost fancy I heard the morning stars singing together, and the sons of God
shouting for joy!
I could imagine those great rocks that had stood for ages, while the river-billows went sweeping over them
night and day, summer and winter, through century after century.
I could at that time perceive enough of light and color (although as ever unable to distinguish objects), to
appreciate somewhat the opulence of hue that leaped and flowed around us; though of late years, even that power
has departed from me, and if I should stand upon the borders of that great tossing precipice today, even in the
midst of the most brilliant sunshine, I could not get even a fragment of the wonderful chromatic feast.
But I could still hear the trumpet-voice of this king of cataracts, proclaiming the power of the Almighty hand; I
could feel the fresh breezes that spring from the bosom of the whirling waters; I could (sweetest thought of all)
enjoy the enjoyment of my friends who could see, and listen to their animated descriptions.
Indeed, I sometimes think that blind people see more than their friends who have the power of vision: for they
get descriptions from various points of view, that it is not considered necessary to give to those who can look for
themselves.
We wandered all about the different localities, and had everything described to us, until we felt as if we knew
the place by heart. We stood upon the great Table Rock—then one of the principal curiosities of the “Falls,” but
now fallen from its high estate into the gulf below; we lingered by the whirlpool, and imagined ourselves drawn
into that mighty vortex. We walked up and down through the streets of the little village, and wondered what our
sensations would be if we lived there with that continual peal of thunder in our ears.
Many and interesting incidents were related to us by “the oldest inhabitants”—all of whom, alas! are now in
the grave—with the mammoth cataract singing their requiem. Among the other things told us, was the way “Goat
Island” happened to be named.
It was after one poor old animal that belonged to a Mr. John Stedman, as long ago as 1779. He placed the poor
old fellow there in the summer of that year, and left him alone for a while when autumn came, intending to row
over and get him (there was no bridge then) “before snow flew.” But, alas, for the poor goat!—winter set in early
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that year, navigation to and from the main shore was impossible, and the animal died of starvation or exposure—
taking his pay for the sacrifice in giving his name, or the name of his species, for centuries to come, to the worldrenowned island. It has been given other titles temporarily, and was very prettily marked on one of the maps, “Iris
Island”; but people generally have always been loyal to the poor old quadruped who died there in the winter of
1779-80, and continue to call it Goat Island.
They told us so many stories of accidents, rescues, suicides, and other incidents almost as wonderful as the
Falls themselves, that we were well-nigh bewildered; and it took many weeks of our quiet and systematic schoollife in New York to straighten everything out in our minds.
It required much longer for us to satisfy all the curiosity of those of our schoolmates who had not been so
fortunate as to go with us. There was no envy expressed—only delight that we were able to enjoy so much, and
genuine pleasure that they could participate, even if indirectly, in the pleasures of the trip.
*
In January, 1844, a party of us went to Washington, in order to awaken public attention in favor of the blind.
We were asked to appear before the Senate and House of Representatives gathered in joint session: and here, in a
poetical address which I was invited to give them, I had one of the most distinguished audiences of my life.
You may well imagine that it was with some trepidation that a young woman still in her twenties, appeared
before Congress: I have been told that I was the first and last poet ever invited to speak, or to recite his or her own
productions before the great National Assembly. But I nerved myself to the task, and did as well as I could; and
had the pleasure of receiving an enthusiastic encore.
Greatest of all who were present on that day, was John Quincy Adams. He was seventy-six years old, and had
nearly all his life occupied some prominent office in the service of our country. He had been President of United
States eighteen years before; and was now in his old age winning new laurels as a most worthy Representative in
the Lower House of Congress.
During our stay in Washington I had the pleasure of hearing his speech on the subject of the Smithsonian
Institute, and had the pleasure of a friendly greeting from him, and a clasp of his hand.
There was also a man in the audience whose father had emigrated from Ireland seventy-one years before, and
whose mother was the daughter of a Pennsylvania farmer. This man had worked his way up, through various
offices, until he was now United States Senator; and sixteen years afterwards he was elected President. His name
was James Buchanan.
There was one comparatively young man, thirty-nine years of age, who had already commenced a unique
career. As a tailor’s apprentice, unable to read or write, he had sat upon his bench, sewing up seams, while
listening to books read aloud by a gentleman who used to come into the shop and read, in order to improve the
minds of the workmen: and among the selections, some public speeches were reproduced, which had fired the
young man’s natural talent. He became ambitious, learned to read, and, marrying before he was of age, was taught
to write, by his wife. He had been elected alderman of the little Tennessee town in which he settled, then mayor,
then was sent to the legislature, and finally to Congress.
This tailor’s apprentice-boy, Andrew Johnson, was yet to be a United States senator, a governor of his state, a
vice-president, and finally by the death of the great Lincoln, President of United States. After a stormy
administration, he was to retire to his home in Tennessee, to be sent to Washington once more as United States
senator, and to die before he had fully entered upon his new political career.
There was also Hannibal Hamlin, who, only thirteen years afterwards, was to be elected Vice-President on the
same ticket that gave the Presidency to Lincoln; and who, after that term expired, lived many years in public life.
Stephen A. Douglas was also present. He was then thirty-one years old, being only forty-eight when he died,
just after his defeat by Abraham Lincoln, in his canvass for the Presidency. His career was already a most
promising one, and “The Little Giant,” as he was called, was even then making his mark.
William L. Dayton, of New Jersey, was there: he was to run in 1856 for the Vice-Presidency, and be defeated,
as was the head of the Republican ticket, John C. Fremont.
John P. Hale, of New Hampshire, who in 1852 ran for the Presidency on the Free Soil ticket, was also present
on this occasion, being then a member of the Lower House of Congress.
Rufus Choate, the celebrated lawyer, was also there, serving out the unexpired term of Daniel Webster, who
died soon after its beginning. Mr. Choate, it is said, did not feel at home in Congress, and was at his best when
pleading at the bar.
Others who had at that time gained some prominence, and who afterwards achieved national and in some cases
international renown, were R.H. Bayard, a Senator from Delaware; Robert J. Walker, from Mississippi; Jolin J.
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Crittenden, of Kentucky, and Thomas H. Benton (“Old Bullion”), of Missouri.
There were in the House-portion of my audience, besides those already mentioned, Robert C. Winthrop, of
Massachusetts; Hamilton Fish and Preston King, of New York; Henry A. Wise, of Virginia; Howell Cobb, of
Georgia; .John Slidell, of Louisiana; Robert Dale Owen, of Indiana, and “Long John” Wentworth, of Illinois.
Little did I think that there also sat before me, a man who was one day to be President of a Southern
Confederacy, and one of the principal figures in a titanic war between the North and South. This was Jefferson
Davis, only three months older than Johnson, and destined to live four years longer than he—dying in 1879.
There also sat before me, and did me the honor of listening, Alexander Stephens—thirty-five years old, who
was destined to be Vice-President of the Confederacy, of which Jefferson Davis was President.
There were also in the audience that day, Joshua R. Giddings, a prominent Pennsylvania statesman; R.M.T.
Hunter, of Virginia; William L. Yancey, of Alabama; Robert Toombs, of Georgia; and others who have since
become more or less famous.
Added to these, were many others, perhaps equal to their more fortunate brothers who achieved celebrity, but
who were debarred from it, maybe by circumstances beyond their control, or that of anyone except Him who
holds the failure and success of humanity within His all-powerful hand.
In April, 1847, we went to Washington again, and I once more had the privilege of appearing before Congress.
Among the auditors on that occasion, were most of those above-mentioned, and in addition were several others
who have since achieved additional fame. While I could not see these brilliant men, I could feel their kindness,
their appreciation, and their sympathy; I was introduced to many of them, and have followed with interest their
course through life.
I naturally many times think about them, although now most if not all of them are dead and gone, and wonder
how they could have been so kind as to listen to a young woman in her twenties, and to treat her with so much
consideration. They were all intensely ambitious, although, mostly, obscure and in the midst of their strenuous
public life, they showed, by this considerate treatment of their blind visitors, that “one touch of nature makes the
whole world kin.”
While in Washington we visited a great many historical places, and felt the thrill of the great deeds that had
been performed there. If we could not see with the eye those objects of interest, we could with the imagination:
which, like other faculties, grows stronger the more it is used. …
163.1 Excerpt from Autobiography Of Edward Austin Sheldon\fn{by Edward Austin Sheldon (1823-1897)} Perry
Center, Wyoming County, New York, U.S.A. (M) 14
They say I was born October 4, 1823, and from this date I reckon my years. It seemed to me a long time from
one to twenty-one. As a boy I felt that I could never live to be twenty-one. Even now as I look back over my
existence, it sometimes seems to me that I have lived forever.
The things that I remember as a child are very trivial, and I suppose they could not be otherwise. So far as I
can recall, the first thing that left an ineffaceable trace on my memory was the act of the servant, one Alzada
Simons, who, taking me in her arms, held me over the well that I might look down and see the water below. T’he
well was in front of the door, only a few steps away; the water being drawn by an old-fashioned well-sweep.
Another act of this servant also stays in my memory. She had been baking pumpkin pies and by some accident
had upset one of them, to the serious disarrangement of it. This she gave to the boy Edward, who, taking it out of
doors and sitting down under the pantry window, eagerly devoured it, leaving no part of either crust or filling.
I remember the little frame house in which we lived at that time, and many years subsequently. It had one
common living-room which served as kitchen, dining-room, parlor, and, in time of sickness as hospital. Off from
this was a small room occupied by father and mother as a sleeping-room, with a trundle-bed for the children,
which was rolled under the parents’ bed during the day and drawn out at night. The pantry was next to the
bedroom and opened into the living-room. These three rooms occupied the first floor. The “chamber,” as the upper
floor was called, was a low half story all in one room, and was reached by a ladder. T’here stood the family loom
with a bed at each end. By means of a blanket a partition was sometimes improvised in case of strict necessity.
After a few years partitions were made and a staircase was built.
Such was the house that my father erected for the reception of my mother in 1819.
*
In 1815 my father took a farm one mile east of Perry Center. By the fall of 1818, he had succeeded in clearing
ten acres of the solid forest of beech, oak, and maple, with a sprinkling of ash, whitewood, and elm. He then
970

returned on foot to New Marlboro (Mass.), taught school during the winter, and April 15, 1819, was married and
started on his wedding tour toward the vast wilderness that had already begun to yield to the woodman’s axe.
This trip was made by the bridal pair in a canvas-covered lumber wagon, which contained all their personal
and housekeeping goods. The journey, which led in part through forests and over corduroy roads, was
accomplished in about ten days, including the Sabbath, during which they halted. The new couple were taken into
the log cabin with an uncle until the new frame house, already described, was ready for occupancy. In a few
weeks they were installed in the home that was the birthplace of their children.
The house was by no means completed at this time. It had no windows or doors, and no clapboards. As for lath
and plaster, they were quite out of the question. They never had a place in the new house. In the event of a driving
storm, which actually did occur, continuing for three days, what little the house contained was piled up in the
center of the living-room to protect it from the rain. Uncle Oren, coming in at the time, and finding them in this
sad plight, took my mother home with him until the storm was over. Before the closing in of winter, the doors and
windows were in and the house was clapboarded. They were now fairly settled and ready for further pioneer
work.
My father had desired to be a doctor; this his mother opposed, wishing him to be a shoemaker. To gratify her,
he spent some time in learning the trade, but it being against his taste, he abandoned it. He learned enough,
however, to be of service to him in repairing the shoes of the family. The harnesses, he always repaired. I well
remember the old shoemaker’s bench with its meager kit of tools which always stood in the upper chamber. He
also tried his hand at school teaching, as almost everybody did in those days; but he was, by inheritance from a
long fine of ancestors, fitted to be a pioneer and a farmer.
The new farm contained at the outset a little over one hundred acres of solid wood. By slow degrees the forest
melted before his ake, until the broad and fertile fields of waving grain gave evidence of a wonderful conquest.
The method of clearing the land was to fell the timber into piles and windrows, as far as possible, and, when a
little dry, set fire to the fallen timber and burn all that would burn. What was left was drawn and piled up in large
heaps called log heaps. The process was called logging. When in right condition for it, these log heaps were
burned, and then the land was cleared and ready for a crop, which was sowed or planted among the stumps. The
only product of the timber, aside from a certain quantity of charcoal manufactured, was the ashes left on the
ground. These were carefully gathered up and old to the “asheries,” where they were converted into potash. In the
early history of the country, these asheries were scattered all over the country.
These were hard times for the early settlers, as is the case in every new country. My Uncle Horace used to tell
the story of going five miles to exchange wheat for nails, a bushel of wheat for every pound of nails. Money was
very scarce. Barter was the usual mode of exchange.
*
As for clothing, this was largely manufactured and made up by the industrious housewifre. Nearly every house
had its wheels for spinning and looms for weaving both linen and wool. Our mothers did wonderful things with
these primitive aids of industry. With the linen wheel, which now stands in our parlor, honorably resting from its
labors, linen thread was spun. With the hand loom, which always stood in the chamber, this thread was woven into
cloth for towels, bed furnishing, and summer clothes for the children. Some of the garments thus made were a part
of my outfit for college.
We children were always interested in seeing these occupations go on. The preparation of the flax for the
wheel was quite as interesting as the spinning and weaving. The flax for this purpose was pulled up by the roots
by hand, and laid in thin layers in swaths to dry. When thoroughly dry it was bound in bundles and packed away
under the ridgepole of the barn on a scaffolding of rails, where it would keep perfectly dry. It was the business of
the boy to do the stowing away.
The time of highest delight was in the early spring, when the “brake” and hetchel were brought out, the
bundles of flax thrown down, unbound, and in small handfuls put under the heavy “brake.” This was a wooden
instrument about four to six feet long, consisting of two parts attached at the end by a pin which alloweed the
upper part to move freely on the lower. The lower part stood on legs that raised it three or four feet from the
ground, and consisted of five or six narrow strops of hard wood, probably maple, tapering to a narrow edge on the
upper side. The upper part was similarly constructed and, when brought down, the long knife-like strips just fitted
into the openings between the strips on the lower part. The upper jaw of the machine being raised, the handful of
flax was placed in the lower jaw, and then the upper was made to fall heavily on the flax, to break the woody
fibre, called “shives.” This operation was repeated until all the wood in the flax was thoroughly broken up. The
fibres were then placed over the top of a board about four feet high and ten to twelve inches wide, finished up to a
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somewhat sharp edge; this instrument was the “swinging board.” The “swingle knife,” made of wood in the shape
of a two-edged sword or blade, was three or four inches wide and as many feet in length. With the broken flax
placed over the top of the swingle board, the workman proceeded to work out the woody fibre by striking it with
the swingle knife.
The flax being thus freed of its shives, was subjected to the hatchel (commonly called “hetchel”). This
instrument consisted of a large number of sharp spikes fastened through an end of a board two or three feet long
and five to six inches wide. The flax being drawn through these teeth was freed of its coarser parts, called tow.
Being subjected to two or three of these hatchels, of different grades, it became fit for the spinning wheel. The
finer products of the hatchel were worked into a coarse tow cloth, and the dressed flax into cloth of a fine texture.
From the spindle of the wheel the yarn was reeled off onto spools ready for the loom. Little use was made of
the coarsest tow that came from the first hatcheling, except for packing and chinking. The finer portions were
converted into a coarse cloth for bags, towels, and children’s clothing. Such were the processes by which the flax
was made to serve the needs of the household.
*
The manufacture of woolen garments was a larger and more important element of household economy. There,
too, was much that interested the boys and gave occupation to the girls. First came the sheep washing, which was
to the boys one of the most important days in the whole year.
Usually two or three farmers would join flocks as a matter of greater economy in operating. Each person was
fitted out with a bundle of old clothes to be worn while handling the sheep in the water. The presence of the boy
was most essential on this occasion to drive and hurdle the sheep.
The place selected for the washing must be well provided with water, preferably where there was a flume, so
that the water could be allowed to flow freely, and so facilitate the cleansing of the wool. The flock was first
driven into an enclosure adjoining the water. The boy was allowed to join in the catching of the sheep and
bringing them to the water’s edge for the men, who were in the water to their waists, engaged in washing them.
When the last sheep had been washed and set free, all started for home.
Sheep-shearing was next in order. This, too, was one of great days for the boy on the farm. He was always sent
to help catch the sheep for the shearers. And then lambs must have the tails cut off and their ears marked; and the
handling of the lambs was the peculiar prerogative of the boy, who never failed to be on hand and was very active
on such occasions.
The fleeces taken from the sheep were rolled up and packet away for a favorable market, or sent to the mills to
be carded into rolls ready for the spinster. This carding was sometimes done at home with small hand cards. The
spinning was done on a wheel with a large rim, which the spinster turned with the right hand, as with the left, she
held the rolls, and stepping back drew out the yarn, which she returned to the spindle by retracing her steps in a
forward direction. Thus back and forth, backward and forward, she would tread day after day, filling spindle after
spindle, being repeatedly relieved by drawing off the thread onto the reel. From the reel it was wound on spools
ready for the loom.
*
The weaving of the thread into cloth was a slow process, and was done at odd moments snatched from the
household duies. So it would be a long time before a piece of cloth would be completed, and then taking it from
the loom was an act of no small importance. It was the end of a long and tedious piece of work. The spinning was
often done by young women brought into the house and paid by the day. The weaving, however, was usually done
by the mother, and it was not common for the daughter or young people to learn to do this work, so that it will
soon be a lost art if it is not already so. The sponging and cutting into garments was usually left with the tailor,
although the garments for the younger children were cut, sometimes, by the mother.
That such mothers were very capable women, goes without saying. Such a woman was my mother. Although
never a well woman, she was diligent, patient, and persevering, and accomplished a great deal in the course of the
year. She lived not for herself alone, but did many deeds of mercy and charity. She looked after the sick and needy
of the neighborhood. She might often be seen with her bundle of medicinal herbs, of which she always kept an
abundant supply, going to prescribe for some sick child or neighbor. She was an admirable nurse, and knew how
to employ many simple remedies for common diseases, and particularly those of children. To the church and
many of the religious benevolences of the day she gave much time and aid. Her Bible class of adults she held until
she was ninety years old. Her mental faculties remained unimpaired until the day of her death at about ninety-six
years of age.
*
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Among other occupations of the house in which my mother engaged, and which always interested us children,
was candle-making. Very little was bought that could be made in the house, and her candles were the principal
dependence for light in the house and barn. They were made of different sizes and lengths for the various uses to
which they were to be put. The wicks for the house were mostly made of cotton wicking, which was bought by
the pound and arranged in suitable lengths and bulk for the kinds of candles to be made. The wicks for the barn
lantern were, however, made from tow spun into thread and prepared for the purpose. The tow wicking did not
give so good a light as the cotton, but lasted longer, and was thus more economical.
We got along with less light in those days than would satisfy the households of today. No candle was allowed
to burn when not in use and several people together were accomodated with a single light. The wicks, arranged
nine on a rod, the rods with each end on a pole arranged for the purpose were placed side by side at sufficient
distance so that the candles would not touch each other as they grew under the hand of the manipulator. A vessel
of hot tallow was placed conveniently near for the purpose, and the wicks if on the rod were dipped in the tallow
successively until all were dipped. By the time the last rod of wicks was dipped, the first row would be
sufficiently cool to allow of another dipping, and so the process was repeated until the candles were of the desired
size. It was interesting to the boy to see these long rows of white candles hanging by their loops, and growing
larger at each successive dipping.
To avoid soiling the floor by any drops of tallow, boards were placed under the candles as they were being
dipped. The proper consistency of the candles was a matter of no small importance. This was regulated by more
or less beeswax being added to the tallow. The form of the candles was also thought of, and to be sure that they
would remain straight and smooth the wicks were first dipped in pure melted tallow and then run through the hand
and stretched out to their full length. This was a preparation for the regular dipping.
When the dipping was completed, they were allowed to stand until perfectly cool, when they were sorted and
packed away in boxes ready for use. The tallow used was the savings from the beef and mutton used during the
year.
*
“Butchering” was another intensely interesting occasion. An occasional beef or sheep was killed, and as the
neighbors did the same thing, excnanges were made, thus arranging a sufficient supply of fresh meat for all. In
those days, in the country, there were no meat markets or meat peddlers. Much salt meat was used, particularly
beef and pork, which was packed away in barrels and salted as the cattle or hogs were killed.
The kindling of the fire around the great potash kettle, the arranging of the temporary scaffolding with its
inclined plane, up which the carcasses were to be drawn into the position for being dipped into the boiling water
to scald the skin so that the hair could be easily pulled or scraped off; the suspending them by the heels on the
great cross-bar; the taking out of the entrails; the selecting of such portions, as were considered suitable for use,
notably the heart and those parts of the entrails adapted to making sausages; the removing of the dressed carcasses
to the cellar; the cutting up of the meat for packing—these were all operations that would naturally interest a boy,
and especially if he were made to feel that his help was important, an inference he was very likely to make even if
not stated to him in so many words. The pork was usually “cut up” and packed at night.
There were some other things that naturally grew out of “butchering day,” that also appealed to the boy—
notably the “stuffing of sausages.” This was indeed a red-letter occasion for the whole household. So important
was the occasion that it became the date from which we reckoned the time for arranging various important
matters; notably the coming of the schoolmaster to board—for these were the days when the schoolmaster
“boarded around.” He was supposed to board with each patron of the school according to the number of the
family represented in the school. We sometimes thought, however, that other conditions had something to do with
the length of his stay in some families, and it would not be strange if they did; indeed, quite human that they
should. But it was the generally expressed wish that he should not come until after the “stuffing of sausages.”
With the children, sausage stuffing was an event looked forward to and remembered with the greatest delight.
When the delectable day came, all the chores and other affairs that required attention were disposed of at an early
hour, and the whole family of little ones gathered around the central figures, father and mother, who had the work
to perform. The sausage skins had been thoroughly cleansed by turning them inside out, scraping them, and
rinsing in many waters, and were piled in a vessel by the side of the operators. The sausage meat, consisting of
lean pork chopped fine, had been previously prepared with certain spices to suit the taste of the family, and placed
in a vessel hard-by.\fn{Close to the scene of the action; within easy reach. }
The sausage filler was constructed something like a squirt gun. It would hold perhaps two or three quarts, and
when filled, the meat was forced out with the piston through the narrow stem which was inserted into one end of
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the delicate skin, the other end being securely fastened; and with marvelous quickness, a thing in the eyes of the
children wonderous to behold, a full-grown sausage, three to four feet long and an inch in diameter, lay curled up,
serpent-like, before us. The sausages were hung up on poles for a few days to season, and then were packed away
in jars and melted lard poured over them, filling all the interstices. Thus they were preserved for use as wanted.
The annual festivity that went on throughout the entire farming community at the “butchering” season deserves
recognition. It must be remembered that fresh meat was not the ordinary diet of the farmers, and especially the
fresh pork. The fresh beef and lamb, the veal, and the chicken came in occasionally, at different seasons of the
year, but there was no meat so palatable to most of us as some of the choice bits of the freshly killed pig. Such at
least, appealed to be the general judgment of the people who indulged in this feast.
Luckily the neighbors did not all butcher on the same day, but the time extended through several weeks
including the latter part of November, and the early days of December, so that, by a system of exchange, the fresh
pork feast went on continuously well nigh to the end of the year. The joyful anticipations and glad remembrances
of this prolonged feast still linger vividly in the memory after three score years and ten; and although it is long
since I ceased to eat pork in any form, yet there is no kind of meat that I even now consider more toothsome than
the tenderloin and the sausage as they came to my mother’s table. Salt meat was the staple meat of the farm then
and I suppose it may be even to this day. The men who work hard in the open air each day seem to thrive on it, but
it could hardly be recommended to persons of less active employment.
The making of soap was, in a way, the outcome of the butchering season, although not immediately resulting.
All the rinds from the pork, the bones, and every bit of grease and fat not consumed were scrupulously saved for
the making of soft soap. The wood ashes from the stove were saved and put into the “leach,” to which water was
added and the resultant lye caught in a vessel at the bottom. This leach consisted of a hollow log cut from the
forest and set on end. The lye was essential in the manufacture of the soap. The making of the soap gave a hard
day to the housekeeper, and, although it was mostly out-of-door work, but few others on the farm had much to do
with it.
A barrel of soft soap was always placed in the cellar as the product. It was used for laundry work, and a dish of
it always stood in the washroom for use by the men in washing their hands as they came from their work.
*
To the royal occasions on the farm that helped greatly to give this kind of life a charm and left behind most
pleasant memories, I must add a few others of no less importance to the boy. Among these, was the “taking up of
the bees.”
In those days the bees were allowed to swarm naturally and were shaken from their temporary resting-place
into rude hives, made fresh and clean and scented with “bee-balm” with the hope of making a welcome new home
for them. Sometimes, however, they preferred a venture to the forests, and the din and noise of horns and tin pans
was not sufficient to deter them from their purpose. I shall never forget the sweet lullabies of my mother as she sat
by the newly-hived swarm, with the bees flying thick about her. Her voice seemed to have a charm for them that
usually contented them to remain where they were. They seemed to have no thought of harming her.
When the old hives became quite full of honey the bees were destroyed, and the honey was taken from the
hive. A shallow hole eight or ten inches deep was dug in the ground, of proper size to allow the hive just to cover
it. Small sticks three or four inches long were prepared, sharpened at one end and split at the other, with a small
swab of cloth saturated with melted brimstone inserted into the split; and four or five of them were stuck into the
ground at the bottom of the hole. These being lighted, the doomed bees were set over the burning brimstone
torches, and earth was packed tight around the bottom of the hive to prevent any ingress of fresh air or egress of
live bees. All holes and cracks in the hive had been previously closed up. That the bees were soon all smothered is
apparent. For a short time they were left to their fate, and then, if on striking the hive no answer came back, the
decision followed that all were dead and the hives were taken to the house, turned bottom side up, and the process
of extracting the honey went on as comb after comb was piled away in tin pans and on platters. In this way
hundreds of pounds of honey were stored away for winter use.
My mother never hid anything from her boys, and the piles of honey were no exception. The children went to
them when they wished and helped themselves with perfect freedom. At times they would take with them a friend
to enjoy the sweet repast. I am glad my father kept bees and did it in the old-fashioned way, otherwise many a
joyful occasion and sweet remembrance would have been taken out of my life. After more modern hives were
substituted for the old hollow log, or the square box with stationary supports for the combs, and we began to draw
honey out in boxes, our bee-keeping very soon came to an end.
*
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The beginning of haying, too, had its season of anticipation. There was the repairing of the hand rakes, the
putting in of missing teeth, the replacing of broken or wornout forms, snaths and scythes, repairs to hay-racks, the
putting of bays and hay-sheds in order, ready to receive the new hay; and lastly the grinding of the scythes as the
final act of preparation.
In those days we had no mowing machines, no hay-tedders, no horse-rakes, and no patent horse-forks—
everything was done by hand. In haying-time the boy had to turn the grindstone for the sharpening of the scythes.
He was expected to follow the mowers and spread the grass that they left in the swaths, to facilitate the curing of
the hay. If water was wanted it was his task to bring it. He also brought the luncheons in the middle of the
forenoon. When required, he assisted in turning the hay to hasten the curing and in raking it into windrows for the
pitchers; if it was to be cocked up, he raked up the scattered hay; he raked after the pitchers as the hay was loaded
on the wagons; and he was indispensable in mowing it away, especially under the low roof and in narrow places
not easily accessible to the men. If nothing more important was required of him, he was set to treading down the
hay, to make it as compact as possible.
The wheat harvest hardly waited for the completion of the haying. A man who in those days could, with his
hand-cradle, cut two acres a day, was considered a smart man; and the one who could follow him with the rake
and bind what he cut, was regarded as a man of rare capability. In this way, two men would possibly cut and bind
two acres a day.\fn{The equivalent of about two football-fields in area. } It was more common for the boy to rake the grain
after the cradle, while a man followed to bind the sheaves. At the end of the day the sheaves were put in shocks of
about twelve bundles. In this part of the work the boy was usually called upon to help. At their leisure hours the
children were allowed to glean the scattering heads of grain, and after the threshing, were paid for the product in
money.
*
After the haying and harvesting came the threshing of the grain. This was, indeed, a grand occasion. The
threshers came with two teams and two men—one man to drive the horses that ran the machine, and one to tend
the machine, feeding it with grain. The work of the boy was to get the sheaves from the mow, and to hand them
unbound to the man who fed the machine. This required one boy to unbind and two or three, depending on the
distance the sheaves were from the machine, to get the sheaves to the boy that unbound. The unbinding meant the
loosening of the knots at both ends, lest they should clog or injure the machine. This was lively work and allowed
of no rest so long as the machine was running. At the tail of the machine stood a man who removed the straw. A
second man took the straw from the first and landed it outside the threshing floor. A third man pitched it upon the
stack, where were usually a man and boy to stack it. As the stack grew in height an additional pitcher was
required.
Not all the grain was threshed in this way. Odd bits were beaten with the ancient flail. This was a slow process,
but gave employment in the winter when there was not so much to do.
Another equally primitive mode was sometimes em- ployed. The threshing floor was filled with sheaves of
grain, and a span of horses or a yoke of cattle was turned in and made to tread out the kernels by passing round
and round on the sheaves; care being taken to allow them to change directions before they should become dizzy.
The straw was occasionally turned until the grain was fully extracted.
The threshing, by whatever process, did not, by any means, end all of the hard work. The grain had yet to be
winnowed and sent to the market or the mill. For this part of the work the boy was always called into requisition.
He must, at least, turn the fanning-mill that freed the kernels from the chaff and foul seed. Ordinarily it had to
pass through the mill twice before being properly cleaned for the market. This work was usually done on rainy
days and at night when out-of-door work could not be attempted.
Many a weary day and dark night have I devoted to the turning of a fanning-mill crank. I would turn with one
hand until it was tired, then change to the other hand, and for variety would employ both hands. For a few turns
this might be enjoyed by the boy, but long continued the aspect of the work changed. To swim in the wheat when
stored in the ample bins suited his idea of fun much better. Nothing afforded a more acceptable playground than a
bin of winnowed wheat.
When the wheat was put in bags and loaded into the wagon for the miller or the market, it was the boy’s
privilege to go along as companion. This often meant a ride of from fifteen or twenty miles in the round trip. The
lunch was taken along, as also the bait for the horses, and partaken of at the place of marketing the wheat. This
was usually York or Geneseo, places seven to ten miles away. All this was adapted to the capacity of the boy’s
enjoyment, and he relished it.
*
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When my father planted his apple orchard, his neighbors asked him if he ever expected to get any apples from
it. He acknowledged that he had slight hopes of ever realizing very much fruit from it, but he thought his children
might. In a short time, within two or three years, he had the pleasure of picking two apples. The next year he had a
peck, and then stopped measuring. For fifty years or more he gathered abundant crops, and then they became at
times a source of no mean revenue. The famity was always abundantly supplied, and he had usually a handsome
surplus for the market.
That orchard was one of the most delightful resorts of our childhood. Even in advanced life, after the old farm
had gone into other hands, the remembrances were so vivid that it was not a little sad to my sister and me to see
the old orchard cut down as no longer profitable to the farmer. In imagination our memories still cling to this
favored spot.
But our cup of joy was complete, filled to overflowing, when the final apple harvest came. This was the time
when the help of the boy was fully appreciated—a fact which added genuine dignity to his presence. He was
everywhere ready to pick up, to sort, to carry, to pile, anything and everything that was in his capacity to do. He
liked to handle apples, he liked to see the red and silver piles, he liked to see wagons loaded to their brims with
the apples destined for the cider mill—everything connected with this business was a source of great delight to
him. There was the unloading of the choice apples for winter use, and placing them by their sorts in the bins; the
taking of the cider apples to the mill; the sips of sweet cider through straws, as it exuded from the press on its way
to the vat below; or the more hearty draughts from the cup provided for the purpose at the vat itself; the bringing
home of the cider barrels and placing them in the cellar, destined for vinegar—all these were added phases of the
prolonged joy.
And then we are never tired of going to the cellar to view the apples in the bins, to take a sip of the sweet cider,
and fill our pockets with the most luscious fruit the ample stores afforded; a supply that rarely failed us until a
new crop appeared.
No restraint was ever put on the children. They always had all they cared for, and the boy was sure to take a
generous treat for his schoolmates, which his numerous pockets furnished him the opportunity for doing.
Then there was the drying of the apples for use when the stock of green apples in the early summer should run
low, or for exchange at the grocery for such articles as were needed in the family. My father was an expert in
paring apples with the knife, the only process known in the early childhood of the boy. Notwithstanding the
expertness of my father at this business, it was a slow process at best, and it was hardly possible to prepare large
quantities in this way. Later, when the paring machine and corer came into use, the case was different. Then it was
that the dried apples were sent to the market by the bushel.
It was the work of the boy to quarter the apples and string the quarters for drying. These strings were hung on
poles in front of the great fireplace or in the open sun, according to the weather and the season. Sometimes the
quarters were placed on boards in the sun without stringing, or were dried in the oven. This preparation of dried
fruit gave occasion for the “apple-paring bee,” which brought together boys and girls of the neighborhood for a
jolly time.
The boys usually pared the apples and cored them on machines, while the girls quartered, removing any
remaining bits of skin or cores, and attended to the stringing. Some work was accomplished at the “bees,” but
never to the exclusion of much fun and frolic. These “apple-paring bees” will remain in the memories of all the
participants until memory fails to do its work.
I am grateful for the old orchard and all that it brought to me as a boy—joy, health, and good living; and above
all, for the thoughtful father who planted it. It remained during his lifetime a monument to his wisdom and
forethought. I am glad he lived so long to enjoy it.
*
School life to me was one continuous holiday.
To study was out of the question. I did not know what it was to study. I have no remembrance of having
studied a moment in two years, unless it might be called studying to memorize lists of (to me) utterly meaningless
words. If this doubttful process may be called studying, I did study my spelling lessons one winter when a prize of
one dollar was offered to the one who should be at the head of the spelling class the most times. This prize was a
temptation that I could not resist to engage in a most unpleasant occupation.
To the mind of the boy, one dollar was a mine of wealth. He never possessed so much in all his life and he
resolved to win it, cost what effort it might. He went in to win and was partially successful. It was equally divided
between him and a girl in the school. There began and ended all his efforts at studying in the public school.
The boy literally hated study. With tears in his eyes, over and over again, he pleaded with his father to allow
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him to stay at home and work. The father’s answer always was,
“Edward, when you are older, you will always be sorry that you neglected your school.” The answer of the
heart, though not expressed in words, was,
“I know better.”
*
I am not prepared to say that I have much feeling of regret for the loss of anything that possibly could be
gotten out of those schools. I regard them as practically worthless. I really think it would have been better if my
father had granted my request and kept me at home. I am inclined to the opinion that I got out of them all that was
possible, and all that other boys did realize. The chief benefit one received came from contact. I often think that
children get more of intellectual and spiritual growth from their plays and consequent contact than from their
books and instruction. This part of my early training was abundant and efficient.
My schoolmates and associates were not, as a rule, bad or vicious. Like all boys and girls, they were fond of
play, and in this we all indulged as freely as opportunity offered both in and out of school. For both, we had rare
faculties. Not that these were purposely provided by the district or school officers but the environment was such
that we were able to appropriate them to ourselves. We had no school grounds provided for play.
I suppose that land at that time and in that locality might have been five or ten dollars an acre, and the trustees
felt that they could not afford sufficient land for such a useless purpose as a playground. To avoid any expense of
this kind, they placed the schoolhouse on the refuse of one of the asheries to which I have already referred. The
boundaries of this old ashheap determined the boundaries of the school lot provided by the district.
In the schoolroom itself we entertained ourselves in discussing such rude pictures as we found in our spellers
and readers and geographies. Thus we thumbed out the books, but never really studied them. If a picture
interested us, we would read to find what was said about it. In this way I read over and over again what the old
man said to the saucy boy in the apple tree and the boy’s treatment of the matter. In the geography, the polar bear
interested me very much, and I literally carved him up with my jack-knife.
Every child, old or young, had for his stock reading the old English reader. There was little in it that I
understood, but I had gone over it so many times, having the words pronounced for me and hearing others
pronounce them, that I had learned everything by heart; and being of the opinion that the one that read the fastest
was the best reader, I used to rattle it off as fast as I could make my tongue go. Not understanding the meaning of
anything I read, and having caught wrong pronunciation from hearing others read, I discovered, later in life, that I
had made some very ridiculous mistakes. One I remember, in a quotation from the Bible which reads, “Is thy
servant a dog that he should do this thing?”—but which I always read at school, “Is thy servant bedaubed that he
should do this thing?” This I suppose I must have read, or more properly recited, so rapidly, that the teacher never
discovered the mistake. I do not remember to have been directly taught anything or to have received criticism on
anything.
I was always interested in what was going on in the schoolroom. When any punishment was to be inflicted I
was all eyes and ears to know all about it, and there were some very unique things done in this line. Whipping
with the rod and ferule were of so common occurrence that they became rather stale and commonplace, unless
some new feature came in. This sometimes occurred. I remember the case of my cousin Jabez Ward, who was sent
by the master to get a beech whip with which to take a chastisement. He came in with a fine efficient-looking
whip, but he had taken the precaution to cut it almost through, in a number of places, so that as the master should
strike with it, it would readily fall apart. The master discovered this trick, and sent him for another and gave him a
double dose.
Another boy who got frequent whippings, managed to put on several waistcoats, one over the other, in this way
thinking to pad himself for the blows. He was obliged to remove one after another until the whip could be made to
feel on the skin.
A few teachers with more fertility of device, introduced some quite ingenious penalties. A troublesome boy
was placed between two girls, and a troublesome girl between two boys. The punishment consisted in the ridicule
brought upon the culprit’s head by the school. But for this derisive laugh, one might have thought that this would
be a very agreeable chastisement.
Another penalty was to stand and hold some heavy object, as a book, in the hand, with the arm stretched out at
full length. When the arm faltered some reminder from the master would bring it up to place. In time, this pose
became very painful.
Another method, similar in its effect, was to require the recreant to stand with legs erect and bend the body
over at the hips, stretch out the arm to its fullest extent, and place one finger on a nail in the floor, with the
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pretense of holding it in place so that it snould not come out; if he began to lop down in any way, a sharp blow
from the ruler would bring him into position. In time, too, this became exceedingly painful.
One master would place the boy on the toe of his shoes with the leg crossed over the knee and toss him up and
down a few times, and then with a vigorous toss of the foot, throw him into the air and leave him to descend by
the force of gravity, to the floor, with a heavy thud.
Another device, by the same master, was a gallows, consisting of a strong rope suspended from the ceiling and
coming down about to the heads of ordinary boys. When a serious case had to be dealt with the culprit was placed
under the rope and the master would then take from his pocket a large, strong, red silk handkerchief and begin to
twist it into the form of a rope, talking in the meantime to the boy as though his end was near, to prepare his mind
for the final event so near at hand. The handkerchief would be adjusted to the boy’s neck and when he began to
feel the pull on his throat, the effect the master desired to make on the boy was considered satisfactory and a
reprieve was granted. Of course, this scheme soon wore out and some other device had to be substituted.
Another master was reported as kicking his pupils in punishment, but I was never an eye-witness to this
proceeding.
Personally, I never suffered very seriously from the school punishments. The worst thing that happened to me
in this line was to be caught by the collar and thrown through the air backward into the middle of the floor,
landing on the back of my head in a way that stunned me.
The arrangement of the seats was on this wise: we had 10 desks proper, but around the outside of the room
against the wall ran a pine board, sixteen or eighteen inches wide, with front edge an inch or two lower than the
rear edge. This served as writing-desk or support for the books when “studying.” In front of this shelf were
arranged pine benches without backs on which to sit. All the pupils had to do when they wished to face the wall
was to throw their feet over this bench or get them over as best they could. When sitting at the writing desk in this
way, our backs were toward the master. Lower benches were arranged around the room for the younger children.
One of the rules of the school was that there should be no eating of fruit in the schoolroom. At recess I had
been eating an apple, and when the rap on the window called us in, I came promptly, with some of the apple I had
been eating still in my mouth. I took my seat, facing the wall. The next thing that happened to me I have already
stated. I went home, not to return for some days, not until the teacher had apologized to my father for his rude,
hasty treatment of a boy innocent of any serious offense.
The only other punishment at school to which I remember having taken any particular exception, was the
requirement of the teacher that I should kiss my great toe. The fact that the teacher was a cousin made the demand
none the less offensive. It is true I had just performed the act of my own accord as a bit of fun, which led the
teacher to require a repetition of the performance as a punishment. The conditions were very different. In the one
case it was a voluntary act entered into to amuse my seatmates, and in the other case it was forced upon myself for
the amusement of the teacher and the ridicule of companions.
As a rule, instruments of punishment were kept on hand ready for use. In the teacher’s desk securely locked
were whips, ferules, fool’s caps and dunce-blocks, so that no time need be lost for the application while the
temper was still hot. This particular teacher who was so ingenious in his method of punishment, was also
ingenious in other directions. He believed in keeping his school wide awake, a feature in which he succeeded very
well.
Among other tricks he resorted to when things got a little dull, was to have the school drop everything and
spell the following words in concert:
Ho, no, hono-;
ri, honori;
fi, honorifi-;
ca, honorifica-;
bi, honorificabi-;
li, honorificabili;
to, honorificabilito-;
ti, honorificabilitoti-;
bus, honorificabilitotibus-;
que, honorificabilitotibusque.

Every syllable spelled was pronounced by itself and then added to the preceding syllables, and the word so far
as completed was pronounced and the last syllable was long drawn out with a tremendous squeal. This was
always entered into with great gusto, and was sure to wake up all drowsy souls.
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The “spelling school” was a characteristic feature of these old-time country schools, and one that especially
interested me. Not the spelling, at all. I didn’t care a fig about learning to spell. I utterly despised learning of all
kinds. I regarded grammatical forms of speech as stilted, bombastic, “set up.” The dialect of the neighborhood
was good enough for me. I was interested in the evening spelling schools on account of their social element, their
jolly fellowship, and particularly because they afforded an opportunity of “going home with the girls.”
*
I have no remembrance of a cross or unkind word that ever passed between my father and mother. They were
uniformly respectful, kind, and loving toward each other. We children had a genuine affection for our parents and
never thought of disobeying them. Our father said little, but when he spoke, his words were like orders to us. My
mother was more social in her nature and talked more freely. She was intelligent, she was well educated for a
woman in her time, and she talked good sense. We had a feeling of reverence for both parents.
All our domestic habits were very simple, our diet was plain, but everything was wholesome and well-cooked.
Our meats were largely salt pork and beef, with an occasional cod or salmon. Fresh meat came in occasionally.
The meats were mostly fried for breakfast and boiled for dinner. For supper, we often had dried beef cooked in a
delicious milk gravy. Of this we never tired. Milk was abundant and we used it freely. In the season of currants
and raspberries, I enjoyed nothing better than a bowl of bread and milk with currants or other berries. We were
also fond of jellies and honey, of which we always had an abundant supply. Pies, doughnuts, and cookies were
always on hand. We never thought of closing any meal. Vithout a piece of pie.
Cold water was our only beverage, except that my mother had an occasional cup of tea, or of homemade barley
coffee. This was made by scorching barley and grinding it, and using it the same as coffee. It was a palatable and
nourishing drink. My father used no tobacco or spirituous beverages of any kind. As a family it might have been
said of us very truly and in a literal sense that we were every one of us tee-totalers. Our clothing was always of
the plainest and most subtantial kind, largely homemade. Our best suits were worn only on Sundays or rare social
occasions. We put them on Sunday morning after the chores were done and the horses harnessed and doffed them
immediately on reaching home after the church services. They were carefully put away in a dark closet, where
they were safe from dust and moths. In this way they lasted a long time, sometimes until we quite outgrew them
and the fashion was left far behind.
*
This careful economy brought thrift and the old house, in due time, gave place to a new and better one. We
were many years accumulating the materials for the new house. Logs were cut in the woods and drawn to the
sawmill in the neighborhood, already alluded to, and out of. these were drawn boards and the smaller pieces of
timber for various uses in the construction of the new house. The heavy imbers were cut and hewn in the woods.
The pine lumber we went to Portage Falls to get, nine miles away.
At last, after some years of gathering materials and other preparations, we were ready to raise the frame of the
new house. The thing now in order was a “raising bee.” All able-bodied men within the compass of a mile or two
were invited to the bee. Great preparations were made for this grand occasion—one of the most important in the
life of a farmer. All the good things the housewife could devise were prepared in its honor. Cakes in great variety,
the richest and the best that could be made, lemonade and other “soft drinks” were provided.
The bee over, the finishing of the house went on, slowly—very slowly. It was a long time before it was
completed. My father was very particular to have everything well done, and the carpenter, a slow mortal at best,
took his own time for it.
The one thing about the house for which my father had the most care, was the chimney with the accompanying
fireplace. In the old house was a liberal fireplace with its cranes and hooks and chains, and the new one must be
built on a still more liberal and better plan. At the end—what was his disappointment to find that the chimney
smoked! This was a sore trial to my father. It had to be reconstructed and made to “draw.”
This new fireplace would hold, at a low estimate, an eighth of a cord of wood prepared for the purpose. This
wood was piled up at the side of the fireplace ready for the morning fire. There was a “back log,” and the “little
back log” designed to go on the top of the big one. Then there was a fore stick, a log of no mean dimensions, and
between this and the back logs was ample space for filling in with the small wood. When once fully afire, this pile
made an astonishing blaze, with intense heat.
The crane was strong and ample for holding the kettles, large and small, that were required for cooking and
other housekeeping purposes. Generous provision was made for a brick oven in which to do the baking of the
household. A maIler fireplace was arranged in the bedroom intended for my father and mother.
*
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I remember well when all these gave way to the modern stove. With this change came much of increased
comfort and reduction of labor, but at the same time there was a loss that we all felt, and none more than my
father and the children, who always enjoyed the bright, cheerful blazing fire. It is true that in cold weather we
found it difficult to warm more than one side at a time: but what of that? We could easily change sides, and there
was a pleasant glow of warmth from the open fire that the stove never gives.
Howver, considerations of economy and labor-saving prevailed, and the old-fashioned fireplace and brick oven
had to be acrificed for the introduction of more modem methods in heating and baking.
Before the advent of the stove and range, we used as a partial substitute for the old brick oven, a tin oven, a
sort of reflector that was placed before the open fireplace, in which were set the loaves of bread or pies to be
baked. It was so constructed with flaring sides and top, as to catch the rays of heat and concentrate them on the
contents of the oven. This was a sort of connecting link between the brick oven and the stove, and as such served
a very good purpose.
Then came in, too, the open Franklin stove, which was placed in the parlor, a room only used on state
occaions. It was, indeed, a very meager substitute for the fireplace as its capacity for wood was scarcely one-tenth
that of the latter. It gave, however, an open fire, and in this way reminded one of by-gones.
*
Under the whole house was a superb cellar. That was the place where the vegetables, fruits, meats, and other
necessary supplies for the household were stored. This was always well filled, and it was a sight well calculated to
make a farmer quite contented, to go into the cellar after the apples, potatoes, and other vegetables were stored
away for winter use. There was the cider barrel, the vinegar barrel, the pork barrel, the beef barrel, the barrel of
apple sauce, the great bins filled to overflowing with such apples as are seldom seen now-a-days, in every variety,
and the great potato bin with its ample store. I have rarely seen such a sight as my father’s cellar presented in
those halcyon days. All this greatly added to our comfort and convenience, and my father and mother lived many
years to enjoy these hard-earned enlargements.
My mother was an excellent cook, made all our butter and cheese, with some to spare for the market, to be
exchanged for groceries or other household necessities. She also made soap, spun and wove the linen cloth for the
bags, towels, and much of the summer wear of the household, besides many of the woolen garments worn by the
children and other members of the household. Some of these garments, both in linen and in wool, constituted an
important item of the outfit of the boy when he went to college. She looked after the wardrobe of the family,
washing, ironing, mending the clothing, and darning the stockings.
All this our mother did with occasional outside help, added to what assistance was rendered by my sister, who
was never well or strong. Mother was always the last in the house to retire, and much of her needle-work was
done while we were in bed. To us, she seemed a remarkable woman—one in a thousand. I have yet to see a better
ordered, better kept, better fed, and, as a whole, more desirable domestic household than that over which my
mother and father presided.
*
My father and mother were Calvinists of the New England type. Next to the Bible, my father placed Dr.
Emmons’ sermons, a complete set of whose works he presented to each of his children. He usually read one of
these sermons aloud to the assembled family every Sabbath afternoon. Dr. Spring of New York, and Dr. Weeks
were also among his favorite teachers. He firmly believed and stoutly advocated their doctrines, and rejected
everything that did not agree with them. Naturally enough, the children, with their confidence and respect for their
parents, never questioned the points held by them.
The sovereignity of God, His immutable decrees, His foreknowledge, foreordination and election, the
necessity of faith in Christ, repentance, and sanctification to salvation, formed the meat on which we were fed.
Rightly interpreted and understood, I doubt whether there is any escape from the conclusions to which these
doctrines led. At any rate, such was our faith, and having been so trained, it never ceases to influence our minds
and our lives.
Believing as I did the necessity for regeneration, or change of heart, for salvation, I longed for the experience
indicative of such a change. We always went to church regularly, never omitting any church service, fair weather
or stormy. I gave such respectful attention to the sermon and other services as a boy could give. I honestly desired
to be rightly affected by them, and although I realized little impression made upon my mind or heart by all that
minister said, out of respect to him I kept my eyes fixed on him, so far as I was able to keep awake; and I
distinctly remember at least one occasion when I thought I ought to be deeply affected, even to tears, but was not.
I did what I could, to give the minister the impression that I was so affected, by wetting my fingers in my mouth,
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and with them my eyes, thinking in this way to give the appearance of tears.
It was not until many years later, when quite a well-grown youth, that I thought any real change of heart came
to me.
*
It was then that new emotions came into my soul. I felt as I had not felt before. A spiritual element entered into
my life which I had not previously realized. Even the external world, itself, put on a coloring that I had not seen
before. I saw myself in a new light. My heart was filled with joy and rejoicing. What I had so long desired had
come to me.
I now realized myself a Christian.
It was not, however, considered safe to admit a new convert into the church until sufficient time had been
given in which to test the genuineness of the conversion. In due time, after a year or so, in 1840, when I was
seventeen years of age, I was received into the Congregational Church at Perry Center.
From this time on, I read many religious books of a highly spiritual order—books that were well calculated to
search the heart and test the genuineness of the spiritual life. Measured by these tests, I felt that I had not the
proper evidence of a change of heart, and that I had no right to a membership in the church of Christ, and asked to
have my name stricken from the church roll.
I was informed by the pastor that this could not be done so long as there was no outward act that made me
liable to discipline. As I had no inclination to commit such acts, no alternative was left me but to let the whole
matter rest as it was, and I continued a member in good fellowship.
*
At home we always had family prayers in the morning immediately after breakfast, and on Sabbath afternoons
before sunset. With us, in accordance with New England custom, the Sabbath began with the going down of the
sun on Saturday night and ended with its setting on Sunday night. Before sunset on Saturday night, all the farm
work was laid aside; the milking of the cows, the care of the stock, and all chores were “done up,” and when the
sun was down we were all supposed to be quiet in the house, and religious reading of some sort was in order. No
whistling or secular songs, or light or trifling conversation were allowed between the two setting suns.
I well remember as a small boy, how I used to go out and watch the last ray of the setting sun as it disappeared
below the horizon on Sabbath night. I was then set free to play as much as I pleased. This was the night of the
week for social gatherings and the frolics of the children. This custom. Held sway for many years after I left home
and had a family of my own.
Brought up in such a home, it is not a matter of wonder that the old man thus trained as a boy, is not given to
Sunday parties, Sunday dinners, Sunday riding, or secular occupations of any kind. The old proverb, “Train up a
child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from it,” has proven true in my case at lest. At
three score years and ten and three more, I find myself inclined to the beliefs and practices in which I was trained.
*
Thus far I have endeavored to give an account of what came to me as a boy on the farm. At the turning point
between youth and young manhood, a circumstance occurred that changed the plans of my whole life, and turned
all my ambitions into an entirely new channel.
*
When I was seventeen, Mr. Charles Huntington, just out of college, came to Perry Center and opened a private
school. Into this school were gathered most of the young men and women of the town in the immediate vicinity.
Here for the first time I became interested in books, and began to study.
Mr. Huntington had the power to arouse enthusiasm in his pupils, and he it was who first waked me up and
aroused in me new aspirations. I found new acquaintances, and among them was John D. Higgins, whose mother
resided at Perry Village, two miles away. The inspiration of the teachers had given to him also, as well as to many
another boy in this school, new life and ambition. He became a frequent visitor at our house, and one day, as we
were coming down the street talking over our life plans, we mutually agreed that an education was the thing for
which we ought to strive; and we then and there resolved that we would bend our efforts in this direction, and get
such an education as a college would give us. Stopping in the middle of the road, we shook hands over this
resolution and from this purpose we never swerved.
Up to this time I had detested both books and the school, and as a consequence I had no intellectual equipment.
My father had always urged me to go to school, and I had as persistently urged to be allowed to stay at home and
work on the farm. All at once my father’s and my ideas were reversed. I had now come to an age when I could
make myself very useful on the farm, and my father desired my services, and wanted to make a farmer of me. My
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younger brother, I was told by the farm hands, was destined to be a scholar and a doctor, and I a farmer; an
arrangement, as I now look back upon it, very natural for my parents to make, for my brother had shown much
more taste and aptitude for books than I, while I had shown more skill and interest in farming. So now my father
wanted me to stay at home on the farm just when I wanted to go to school.
*
I had become so thoroughly in earnest in my desire for an education that, being naturally headstrong and
persistent, I set about it with a full determination to accomplish it. A man living two or three miles from our
house, who sometimes did work for my father, had a Latin grammar and dictionary, which he offered to lend me.
This offer I eagerly accepted, lost no time in going for them, and began the study of Latin in earnest. Seeing that
my purpose was fully set in this direction, and accepting the advice of my teacher, my father no longer objected or
put obstacles in my way, but, on the contrary, gave me every possible aid in his power. My elementary education
had been wholly neglected, and I had much to do in repairing the loss that had just come to my comprehension;
what my father had said so often, came true—I was reaping the fruits of my early neglect, to my sorrow.
“Brother John,” as I now called my new friend, and I took a room together in the upper gable end of a
shoeshop, where he had been learning his trade, and we settled down to earnest work in preparation for entering
college. We were pretty well matched in taste and natural ability, and we worked together most harmoniously. So
our academic life passed on in a very agreeable way. I slept at home, and he in the shop, except on the nights
when he went home to stay with me. On going to school, I would fill my pockets with apples, and divide with
Brother John, and when he went home with me at night, we always paid a visit to the cellar, where we feasted on
honey and apples.
Our progress as students was not rapid, but we applied ourselves earnestly and patiently, and so got on fairly
well. Brother John’s talent was rather for writing, and mine for speaking. He occasionally wrote articles for
country papers, and I attended all the debating societies, took an active part in the public exercises of the school,
and especially in all the exhibitions and dialogues, of which there were not a few. In this way, I got a little local
reputation as an actor and speaker, which greatly flattered my pride and ambition, and I formed the resolution to
prepare myself for the bar and public positions. My chum resolved to purchase a Webster’s dictionary and give
himself the task of learning the orthography and meaning of every word, from beginning to end, the better to
serve his purpose as a writer.
We have both lived long enough to be amused at our resolutions and realize their folly. Like many another
youthful ambition, they were soon left behind. Of the two, my chum’s undertaking was the more herculean, and
sooner found its end. My tenacity led me to hold on to my ambition until circumstances quite beyond my control
cut off all my plans.
*
These were not the only resolutions that were formed by one or the other, or both, that met with an untimely
end. One time Brother John resolved that he would not be bothered with a razor all his life, and providing himself
with a pair of tweezers, began to pull out every hair by the roots as fast as it appeared on his face. I cannot say
how long he persevered in his undertaking, but I imagine about as long as in his resolution to devour Webster’s
Unabridged Dictionary.
Early one summer we resolved to introduce a new style in the cut of coats. We were both to buy the same
material and have full summer suits just alike in every respect. The coats were cutaways, just such as are now
worn. I have never thought we introduced this fashion, but with us it was certainly original, for we had never seen
such a garment, and no one had suggested the idea to us. I had my suit made according to agreement, and came
sailing up the aisle of the academy one Monday morning, greatly amusing both pupils and teachers. I shall never
forget how completely I demoralized the dignity of Mr. Huntington, when his eyes first caught sight of me. But I
was not to be laughed out of what seemed to me a sensible idea, and went on wearing the cutaway until it was
worn out.
When John. Saw how our idea took, his heart failed him, and he never appeared in his suit. In other words, he
broke the contract, and I had to live down the ridicule single-handed.
It was not, however, characteristic of my chum to break his agreements, and especially in more important
matters. It is a rare individual who can breast public sentiment in matters of fashion and dress. This was more than
my chum was competent to undertake, and very likely had he been the one first to appear in this new costume, I
should have hesitated to follow, but once having committed myself, I was the last one to retreat. I had too much
pride and spunk for this. Stubborness was characteristic of me as a boy, a trait that never entirely left me.
*
982

It was about this time that we formed our resolution to go through college together, a pledge from which, as I
have said, we never wavered, although circumstances quite beyond my control prevented the full completion of
my course. From this time on, everything. Was made to bend to the accomplishment of our purpose. John helped
to carry himself through his preparatory course by work at the sboemaker’s bench. The only assistance I was able
to render him was to furnish him with all the apples he could eat, with which I always filled my pockets to
overflowing every morning, and of which he always had a liberal share. I suppose that his family friends must
have done for him more than I knew, for I can hardly conceive that his expenses were fully provided for by the
work he did at his trade, or by the proceeds of a singing school he occasionally taught. As for myself, I lived at
home and was there provided with necessary clothing and books.
During a short period of this preparatory course, I occupied the office of our town physician, Dr. Ward, as a
place of study during the day, with my cousin, Stewart Sheldon, who had also decided to prepare for college. This
physician was a man of no ordinary character. He was the only doctor in our part of the town and was known far
and near. He had the confidence and respect of everybody, and left the impress of his strong character upon the
church and people generally. I shall never forget the shock that was felt in the assembled congregation one
Sabbath morning, when his death was announced. Everybody in that congregation was a personal friend and a
mourner. Although in some ways odd and peculiar, both in manner and ideas, he had a warm heart and tender
affections.
I came very near this man, and he had an important influence on my life and character. The man, however, who
had the most to do with my life, was my teacher, C. A. Huntington. I may truthfully say that he made me what I
proved to be and to him I owe a debt of gratitude I shall never be able fully to express. But for him I should have
died on the farm, unlettered, and my influence would have been greatly circumscribed. What was true in my case
was also true of many another Perry boy, who, through his influence, went out into the broad world to make
himself felt in a large way. …
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