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Twain 1 

Mark Twain, “The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County”  (1865)  

In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, 
garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, 
and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my 
friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that, if I asked old Wheeler about him, it 
would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me nearly to death with 
some infernal reminiscence of him as long and tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, 
it certainly succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the old, dilapidated tavern in the ancient 
mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning 
gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up and gave me good-day. I told him a 
friend of mine had commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood 
named Leonidas W. Smiley Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was 
at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that, if Mr. Wheeler could tell me any thing about this Rev. 
Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him. 

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat me down and 
reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he 
never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned the initial sentence, he never 
betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of 
impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was 
any thing ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two 
heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. To me, the spectacle of a man drifting serenely along 
through such a queer yarn without ever smiling, was exquisitely absurd. As I said before, I asked him to tell 
me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and he replied as follows. I let him go on in his own way, and 
never interrupted him once: 

There was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49 or may be it was the spring of 
'50 I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I 
remember the big flume wasn't finished when he first came to the camp; but any way, he was the curiosest 
man about always betting on any thing that turned up you ever see, if he could get any body to bet on the 
other side; and if he couldn't, he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him any way 
just so's he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out 
winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no solittry thing mentioned but that 
feller'd offer to bet on it, and -take any side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, 
you'd find him flush, or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there 
was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting 
on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there 
reg'lar, to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was, too, 
and a good man. If he even seen a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would 
take him to get wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico 
but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here 
has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference to him he would bet on 
any thing the dangdest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if 
they warn's going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley asked how she was, and he said she 
was considerable better thank the Lord for his inftnit mercy and coming on so smart that, with the blessing of 
Providence, she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, "Well, I'll risk two- and-a-half that she 
don't, any way." 

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare the boys called her the fifteen- minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, 
because, of course, she was faster than that and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so 
slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used 
to give her two or three hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the 
race she'd get excited and desperate- like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs 
around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-
r-e dust, and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose and always fetch 
up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. 

And he had a little small bull pup, that to look at him you'd think he wan's worth a cent, but to set around and 
look ornery, and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him, he was a 
different dog; his underjaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover, 
and shine savage like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him, and bully- rag him, and bite him, and throw 
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him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson which was the name of the pup Andrew 
Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else and the bets being 
doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he 
would grab that other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze on it not chew, you understand, but only 
jest grip and hang on till they thronged up the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on 
that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd been sawed off by a 
circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to 
make a snatch for his pet bolt, he saw in a minute how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had 
him in the door, so to speak, and he 'peered sur- prised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and 
didn't try no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say 
his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take bolt of, 
which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a 
good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was 
in him, and he had genius I know it, because he hadn't had no opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to 
reason that a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances, if he hadn't no talent. It 
always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out. 

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom- cats, and all of them kind of things, till 
you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched a frog one 
day, and took him home, and said he cal'klated to edercate him; and so he never done nothing for three 
months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd give 
him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut see him 
turn one summerset, or may be a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like 
a cat. He got him up so in the matter of catching flies, and kept him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly 
every time as far as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do most 
any thing and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor Dan'l Webster was 
the name of the frog and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and quicker'n you could wink, he'd spring straight up, 
and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and flop down on the floor again as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to 
scratching the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any 
more'n any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightforward as he was, for all he was so 
gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one 
straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you 
understand; and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red. Smiley 
was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres, 
all said he laid over any frog that ever they see. 

Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him down town sometimes and lay for 
a bet. One day a feller a stranger in the camp, he was come across him with his box, and says: 

"What might it be that you've got in the box?" 

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, "It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, may be, but it an't it's 
only just a frog." 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, "H'm so 'tis. 
Well, what's he good for?" 

"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "He's good enough for one thing, I should judge he can outjump any 
frog in Calaveras county." 

The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, 
very deliberate, "Well, I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog." 

"May be you don't," Smiley says. "May be you understand frogs, and may be you don't understand 'em; may 
be you've had experience, and may be you an't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got my opinion, 
and I'll risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county." 

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, "Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I an't got 
no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you." 

And then Smiley says, "That's all right that's all right if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog." 
And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down to wait. 

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his 
mouth open and took a tea- spoon and filled him full of quail shot filled him pretty near up to his chin and set 
him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally he 
ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and says: 
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"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his fore- paws just even with Dan'l, and I'll give the 
word." Then he says, "One two three jump!" and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the 
new frog hopped off, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders so like a Frenchman, but it wan's 
no use he couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as an anvil, and he couldn't no more stir than if he was 
anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what 
the matter was, of course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his 
thumb over his shoulders this way at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, "Well, I don't see no p'ints about 
that frog that's any better'n any other frog." 

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and at last he says, "I do wonder 
what in the nation that frog throw'd off for I wonder if there an't something the matter with him he 'pears to 
look mighty baggy, somehow." And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the neck, and lifted him up and says, 
"Why, blame my cats, if he don't weigh five pound!" and turned him upside down, and he belched out a 
double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man he set the frog down and 
took out after that feller, but he never ketchd him. And- 

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.] And 
turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy I an't going to be 
gone a second." 

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley 
would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started 
away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button- holed me and recommenced: 

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yeller one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only jest a short stump like a 
bannanner, and " 

"Oh! hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!" I muttered, good-naturedly, and bidding the old gentleman good-
day, I departed. 
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Kate Chopin, “Désirée's Baby” (1893) 

As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmondé drove over to L'Abri to see Désirée and the baby. 

It made her laugh to think of Désirée with a baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Désirée was little more 
than a baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of Valmondé had found her lying asleep in 
the shadow of the big stone pillar. 

The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for "Dada." That was as much as she could do or say. 
Some people thought she might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of the toddling age. The 
prevailing belief was that she had been purposely left by a party of Texans, whose canvas-covered wagon, 
late in the day, had crossed the ferry that Coton Mais kept, just below the plantation. In time Madame 
Valmondé abandoned every speculation but the one that Désirée had been sent to her by a beneficent 
Providence to be the child of her affection, seeing that she was without child of the flesh. For the girl grew to 
be beautiful and gentle, affectionate and sincere,--the idol of Valmondé. 

It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the stone pillar in whose shadow she had lain asleep, 
eighteen years before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had fallen in love with her. That 
was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as if struck by a pistol shot. The wonder was that he had not loved 
her before; for he had known her since his father brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, after his 
mother died there. The passion that awoke in him that day, when he saw her at the gate, swept along like an 
avalanche, or like a prairie fire, or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles. 

Monsieur Valmondé grew practical and wanted things well considered: that is, the girl's obscure origin. 
Armand looked into her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was nameless. What did it matter 
about a name when he could give her one of the oldest and proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille 
from Paris, and contained himself with what patience he could until it arrived; then they were married. 

Madame Valmondé had not seen Désirée and the baby for four weeks. When she reached L'Abri she 
shuddered at the first sight of it, as she always did. It was a sad looking place, which for many years had not 
known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having married and buried his wife in 
France, and she having loved her own land too well ever to leave it. The roof came down steep and black 
like a cowl, reaching out beyond the wide galleries that encircled the yellow stuccoed house. Big, solemn 
oaks grew close to it, and their thick-leaved, far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young Aubigny's 
rule was a strict one, too, and under it his negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during the 
old master's easy-going and indulgent lifetime. 

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in her soft white muslins and laces, upon a 
couch. The baby was beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her breast. The yellow nurse 
woman sat beside a window fanning herself. 

Madame Valmondé bent her portly figure over Désirée and kissed her, holding her an instant tenderly in her 
arms. Then she turned to the child. 

"This is not the baby!" she exclaimed, in startled tones. French was the language spoken at Valmondé in 
those days. 

"I knew you would be astonished," laughed Désirée, "at the way he has grown. The little cochon de lait! Look 
at his legs, mamma, and his hands and fingernails,--real finger-nails. Zandrine had to cut them this morning. 
Isn't it true, Zandrine?" 

The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, "Mais si, Madame." 

"And the way he cries," went on Désirée, "is deafening. Armand heard him the other day as far away as La 
Blanche's cabin." 

Madame Valmondé had never removed her eyes from the child. She lifted it and walked with it over to the 
window that was lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as searchingly at Zandrine, whose 
face was turned to gaze across the fields. 

"Yes, the child has grown, has changed," said Madame Valmondé, slowly, as she replaced it beside its 
mother. "What does Armand say?" 

Désirée's face became suffused with a glow that was happiness itself. 

"Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly because it is a boy, to bear his name; 
though he says not,--that he would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn't true. I know he says that to 
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please me. And mamma," she added, drawing Madame Valmondé's head down to her, and speaking in a 
whisper, "he hasn't punished one of them--not one of them--since baby is born. Even Negrillon, who 
pretended to have burnt his leg that he might rest from work--he only laughed, and said Negrillon was a great 
scamp. oh, mamma, I'm so happy; it frightens me." 

What Désirée said was true. Marriage, and later the birth of his son had softened Armand Aubigny's 
imperious and exacting nature greatly. This was what made the gentle Désirée so happy, for she loved him 
desperately. When he frowned she trembled, but loved him. When he smiled, she asked no greater blessing 
of God. But Armand's dark, handsome face had not often been disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in 
love with her. 

When the baby was about three months old, Désirée awoke one day to the conviction that there was 
something in the air menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to grasp. It had only been a disquieting 
suggestion; an air of mystery among the blacks; unexpected visits from far-off neighbors who could hardly 
account for their coming. Then a strange, an awful change in her husband's manner, which she dared not 
ask him to explain. When he spoke to her, it was with averted eyes, from which the old love-light seemed to 
have gone out. He absented himself from home; and when there, avoided her presence and that of her child, 
without excuse. And the very spirit of Satan seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the 
slaves. Désirée was miserable enough to die. 

She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly drawing through her fingers the strands of 
her long, silky brown hair that hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked, lay asleep upon her own 
great mahogany bed, that was like a sumptuous throne, with its satin-lined half-canopy. One of La Blanche's 
little quadroon boys--half naked too--stood fanning the child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Désirée's 
eyes had been fixed absently and sadly upon the baby, while she was striving to penetrate the threatening 
mist that she felt closing about her. She looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, and back 
again; over and over. "Ah!" It was a cry that she could not help; which she was not conscious of having 
uttered. The blood turned like ice in her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face. 

She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would come, at first. When he heard his name 
uttered, he looked up, and his mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the great, soft fan, and 
obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes. 

She stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the picture of fright. 

Presently her husband entered the room, and without noticing her, went to a table and began to search 
among some papers which covered it. 

"Armand," she called to him, in a voice which must have stabbed him, if he was human. But he did not 
notice. "Armand," she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. "Armand," she panted once 
more, clutching his arm, "look at our child. What does it mean? tell me." 

He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm and thrust the hand away from him. "Tell me 
what it means!" she cried despairingly. 

"It means," he answered lightly, "that the child is not white; it means that you are not white." 

A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her nerved her with unwonted courage to deny it. "It 
is a lie; it is not true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are gray, Armand, you know they 
are gray. And my skin is fair," seizing his wrist. "Look at my hand; whiter than yours, Armand," she laughed 
hysterically. 

"As white as La Blanche's," he returned cruelly; and went away leaving her alone with their child. 

When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing letter to Madame Valmondé. 

"My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God's sake tell them it is not 
true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so unhappy, and live." 

The answer that came was brief: 

"My own Désirée: Come home to Valmondé; back to your mother who loves you. Come with your child." 

When the letter reached Désirée she went with it to her husband's study, and laid it open upon the desk 
before which he sat. She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after she placed it there. 

In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words. 
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He said nothing. "Shall I go, Armand?" she asked in tones sharp with agonized suspense. 

"Yes, go." 

"Do you want me to go?" 

"Yes, I want you to go." 

He thought Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, somehow, that he was paying Him 
back in kind when he stabbed thus into his wife's soul. Moreover he no longer loved her, because of the 
unconscious injury she had brought upon his home and his name. 

She turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly towards the door, hoping he would call her 
back. 

"Good-by, Armand," she moaned. 

He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate. 

Désirée went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the sombre gallery with it. She took the little one 
from the nurse's arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps, walked away, under the live-
oak branches. 

It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the still fields the negroes were picking cotton. 

Désirée had not changed the thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her hair was uncovered 
and the sun's rays brought a golden gleam from its brown meshes. She did not take the broad, beaten road 
which led to the far-off plantation of Valmondé. She walked across a deserted field, where the stubble 
bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin gown to shreds. 

She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; 
and she did not come back again. 

 
Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L'Abri. In the centre of the smoothly swept back 
yard was a great bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that commanded a view of the spectacle; 
and it was he who dealt out to a half dozen negroes the material which kept this fire ablaze. 

A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid upon the pyre, which had already been fed 
with the richness of a priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet and satin ones added to 
these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for the corbeille had been of rare quality. 

The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little scribblings that Désirée had sent to him during 
the days of their espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer from which he took them. But it 
was not Désirée's; it was part of an old letter from his mother to his father. He read it. She was thanking God 
for the blessing of her husband's love:-- 

"But above all," she wrote, "night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our lives that our 
dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores him, belongs to the race that is cursed with the 
brand of slavery."	
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Stephen Crane, “The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky”  (1898)  

I 

THE great Pullman was whirling onward with such dignity of motion that a glance from the window seemed 
simply to prove that the plains of Texas were pouring eastward. Vast flats of green grass, dull-hued spaces 
of mesquite and cactus, little groups of frame houses, woods of light and tender trees, all were sweeping into 
the east, sweeping over the horizon, a precipice. 

A newly married pair had boarded this coach at San Antonio. The man's face was reddened from many days 
in the wind and sun, and a direct result of his new black clothes was that his brick-colored hands were 
constantly performing in a most conscious fashion. From time to time he looked down respectfully at his 
attire. He sat with a hand on each knee, like a man waiting in a barber's shop. The glances he devoted to 
other passengers were furtive and shy. 

The bride was not pretty, nor was she very young. She wore a dress of blue cashmere, with small 
reservations of velvet here and there and with steel buttons abounding. She continually twisted her head to 
regard her puff sleeves, very stiff, straight, and high. They embarrassed her. It was quite apparent that she 
had cooked, and that she expected to cook, dutifully. The blushes caused by the careless scrutiny of some 
passengers as she had entered the car were strange to see upon this plain, under-class countenance, which 
was drawn in placid, almost emotionless lines. 

They were evidently very happy. "Ever been in a parlor-car before?" he asked, smiling with delight. 

"No," she answered, "I never was. It's fine, ain't it?" 

"Great! And then after a while we'll go forward to the diner and get a big layout. Finest meal in the world. 
Charge a dollar." 

"Oh, do they?" cried the bride. "Charge a dollar? Why, that's too much -- for us -- ain't it, Jack?" 

"Not this trip, anyhow," he answered bravely. "We're going to go the whole thing." 

Later, he explained to her about the trains. "You see, it's a thousand miles from one end of Texas to the 
other, and this train runs right across it and never stops but four times." He had the pride of an owner. He 
pointed out to her the dazzling fittings of the coach, and in truth her eyes opened wider as she contemplated 
the sea-green figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and glass, the wood that gleamed as darkly brilliant as 
the surface of a pool of oil. At one end a bronze figure sturdily held a support for a separated chamber, and 
at convenient places on the ceiling were frescoes in olive and silver. 

To the minds of the pair, their surroundings reflected the glory of their marriage that morning in San Antonio. 
This was the environment of their new estate, and the man's face in particular beamed with an elation that 
made him appear ridiculous to the negro porter. This individual at times surveyed them from afar with an 
amused and superior grin. On other occasions he bullied them with skill in ways that did not make it exactly 
plain to them that they were being bullied. He subtly used all the manners of the most unconquerable kind of 
snobbery. He oppressedthem, but of this oppression they had small knowledge, and they speedily forgot that 
infrequently a number of travelers covered them with stares of derisive enjoyment. Historically there was 
supposed to be something infinitely humorous in their situation. 

"We are due in Yellow Sky at 3:42," he said, looking tenderly into her eyes. 

"Oh, are we?" she said, as if she had not been aware of it. To evince surprise at her husband's statement 
was part of her wifely amiability. She took from a pocket a little silver watch, and as she held it before her 
and stared at it with a frown of attention, the new husband's face shone. 

"I bought it in San Anton' from a friend of mine," he told her gleefully. 

"It's seventeen minutes past twelve," she said, looking up at him with a kind of shy and clumsy coquetry. A 
passenger, noting this play, grew excessively sardonic, and winked at himself in one of the numerous 
mirrors. 

At last they went to the dining-car. Two rows of negro waiters, in glowing white suits, surveyed their entrance 
with the interest and also the equanimity of men who had been forewarned. The pair fell to the lot of a waiter 
who happened to feel pleasure in steering them through their meal. He viewed them with the manner of a 
fatherly pilot, his countenance radiant with benevolence. The patronage, entwined with the ordinary 
deference, was not plain to them. And yet, as they returned to their coach, they showed in their faces a 
sense of escape. 
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To the left, miles down a long purple slope, was a little ribbon of mist where moved the keening Rio Grande. 
The train was approaching it at an angle, and the apex was Yellow Sky. Presently it was apparent that, as 
the distance from Yellow Sky grew shorter, the husband became commensurately restless. His brick-red 
hands were more insistent in their prominence. Occasionally he was even rather absent-minded and far-
away when the bride leaned forward and addressed him. 

As a matter of truth, Jack Potter was beginning to find the shadow of a deed weigh upon him like a leaden 
slab. He, the town marshal of Yellow Sky, a man known, liked, and feared in his corner, a prominent person, 
had gone to San Antonio to meet a girl he believed he loved, and there, after the usual prayers, had actually 
induced her to marry him, without consulting Yellow Sky for any part of the transaction. He was now bringing 
his bride before an innocent and unsuspecting community. 

Of course, people in Yellow Sky married as it pleased them, in accordance with a general custom; but such 
was Potter's thought of his duty to his friends, or of their idea of his duty, or of an unspoken form which does 
not control men in these matters, that he felt he was heinous. He had committed an extraordinary crime. 
Face to face with this girl in San Antonio, and spurred by his sharp impulse, he had gone headlong over all 
the social hedges. At San Antonio he was like a man hidden in the dark. A knife to sever any friendly duty, 
any form, was easy to his hand in that remote city. But the hour of Yellow Sky, the hour of daylight, was 
approaching. 

He knew full well that his marriage was an important thing to his town. It could only be exceeded by the 
burning of the new hotel. His friends could not forgive him. Frequently he had reflected on the advisability of 
telling them by telegraph, but a new cowardice had been upon him. He feared to do it. And now the train was 
hurrying him toward a scene of amazement, glee, and reproach. He glanced out of the window at the line of 
haze swinging slowly in towards the train. 

Yellow Sky had a kind of brass band, which played painfully, to the delight of the populace. He laughed 
without heart as he thought of it. If the citizens could dream of his prospective arrival with his bride, they 
would parade the band at the station and escort them, amid cheers and laughing congratulations, to his 
adobe home. 

He resolved that he would use all the devices of speed and plains-craft in making the journey from the 
station to his house. Once within that safe citadel he could issue some sort of a vocal bulletin, and then not 
go among the citizens until they had time to wear off a little of their enthusiasm. 

The bride looked anxiously at him. "What's worrying you, Jack?" 

He laughed again. "I'm not worrying, girl. I'm only thinking of Yellow Sky." 

She flushed in comprehension. 

A sense of mutual guilt invaded their minds and developed a finer tenderness. They looked at each other 
with eyes softly aglow. But Potter often laughed the same nervous laugh. The flush upon the bride's face 
seemed quite permanent. 

The traitor to the feelings of Yellow Sky narrowly watched the speeding landscape. "We're nearly there," he 
said. 

Presently the porter came and announced the proximity of Potter's home. He held a brush in his hand and, 
with all his airy superiority gone, he brushed Potter's new clothes as the latter slowly turned this way and that 
way. Potter fumbled out a coin and gave it to the porter, as he had seen others do. It was a heavy and 
muscle-bound business, as that of a man shoeing his first horse. 

The porter took their bag, and as the train began to slow they moved forward to the hooded platform of the 
car. Presently the two engines and their long string of coaches rushed into the station of Yellow Sky. 

"They have to take water here," said Potter, from a constricted throat and in mournful cadence, as one 
announcing death. Before the train stopped, his eye had swept the length of the platform, and he was glad 
and astonished to see there was none upon it but the station-agent, who, with a slightly hurried and anxious 
air, was walking toward the water-tanks. When the train had halted, the porter alighted first and placed in 
position a little temporary step. 

"Come on, girl," said Potter hoarsely. As he helped her down they each laughed on a false note. He took the 
bag from the negro, and bade his wife cling to his arm. As they slunk rapidly away, his hang-dog glance 
perceived that they were unloading the two trunks, and also that the station-agent far ahead near the 
baggage-car had turned and was running toward him, making gestures. He laughed, and groaned as he 
laughed, when he noted the first effect of his marital bliss upon Yellow Sky. He gripped his wife's arm firmly 
to his side, and they fled. Behind them the porter stood chuckling fatuously. 
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II 

THE California Express on the Southern Railway was due at Yellow Sky in twenty-one minutes. There were 
six men at the bar of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. One was a drummer who talked a great deal and 
rapidly; three were Texans who did not care to talk at that time; and two were Mexican sheep-herders who 
did not talk as a general practice in the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. The barkeeper's dog lay on the board 
walk that crossed in front of the door. His head was on his paws, and he glanced drowsily here and there 
with the constant vigilance of a dog that is kicked on occasion. Across the sandy street were some vivid 
green grass plots, so wonderful in appearance amid the sands that burned near them in a blazing sun that 
they caused a doubt in the mind. They exactly resembled the grass mats used to represent lawns on the 
stage. At the cooler end of the railway station a man without a coat sat in a tilted chair and smoked his pipe. 
The fresh-cut bank of the Rio Grande circled near the town, and there could be seen beyond it a great, plum-
colored plain of mesquite. 

Save for the busy drummer and his companions in the saloon, Yellow Sky was dozing. The new-comer 
leaned gracefully upon the bar, and recited many tales with the confidence of a bard who has come upon a 
new field. 

" -- and at the moment that the old man fell down stairs with the bureau in his arms, the old woman was 
coming up with two scuttles of coal, and, of course -- " 

The drummer's tale was interrupted by a young man who suddenly appeared in the open door. He cried: 
"Scratchy Wilson's drunk, and has turned loose with both hands." The two Mexicans at once set down their 
glasses and faded out of the rear entrance of the saloon. 

The drummer, innocent and jocular, answered: "All right, old man. S'pose he has. Come in and have a drink, 
anyhow." 

But the information had made such an obvious cleft in every skull in the room that the drummer was obliged 
to see its importance. All had become instantly solemn. "Say," said he, mystified, "what is this?" His three 
companions made the introductory gesture of eloquent speech, but the young man at the door forestalled 
them. 

"It means, my friend," he answered, as he came into the saloon, "that for the next two hours this town won't 
be a health resort." 

The barkeeper went to the door and locked and barred it. Reaching out of the window, he pulled in heavy 
wooden shutters and barred them. Immediately a solemn, chapel-like gloom was upon the place. The 
drummer was looking from one to another. 

"But, say," he cried, "what is this, anyhow? You don't mean there is going to be a gun-fight?" 

"Don't know whether there'll be a fight or not," answered one man grimly. "But there'll be some shootin' -- 
some good shootin'." 

The young man who had warned them waved his hand. "Oh, there'll be a fight fast enough if anyone wants 
it. Anybody can get a fight out there in the street. There's a fight just waiting." 

The drummer seemed to be swayed between the interest of a foreigner and a perception of personal danger. 

"What did you say his name was?" he asked. 

"Scratchy Wilson," they answered in chorus. 

"And will he kill anybody? What are you going to do? Does this happen often? Does he rampage around like 
this once a week or so? Can he break in that door?" 

"No, he can't break down that door," replied the barkeeper. "He's tried it three times. But when he comes 
you'd better lay down on the floor, stranger. He's dead sure to shoot at it, and a bullet may come through." 

Thereafter the drummer kept a strict eye upon the door. The time had not yet been called for him to hug the 
floor, but, as a minor precaution, he sidled near to the wall. "Will he kill anybody?" he said again. 

The men laughed low and scornfully at the question. 

"He's out to shoot, and he's out for trouble. Don't see any good in experimentin' with him." 

"But what do you do in a case like this? What do you do?" 

A man responded: "Why, he and Jack Potter -- " 

"But," in chorus, the other men interrupted, "Jack Potter's in San Anton'." 
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"Well, who is he? What's he got to do with it?" 

"Oh, he's the town marshal. He goes out and fights Scratchy when he gets on one of these tears." 

"Wow," said the drummer, mopping his brow. "Nice job he's got." 

The voices had toned away to mere whisperings. The drummer wished to ask further questions which were 
born of an increasing anxiety and bewilderment; but when he attempted them, the men merely looked at him 
in irritation and motioned him to remain silent. A tense waiting hush was upon them. In the deep shadows of 
the room their eyes shone as they listened for sounds from the street. One man made three gestures at the 
barkeeper, and the latter, moving like a ghost, handed him a glass and a bottle. The man poured a full glass 
of whisky, and set down the bottle noiselessly. He gulped the whisky in a swallow, and turned again toward 
the door in immovable silence. The drummer saw that the barkeeper, without a sound, had taken a 
Winchester from beneath the bar. Later he saw this individual beckoning to him, so he tiptoed across the 
room. 

"You better come with me back of the bar." 

"No, thanks," said the drummer, perspiring. "I'd rather be where I can make a break for the back door." 

Whereupon the man of bottles made a kindly but peremptory gesture. The drummer obeyed it, and finding 
himself seated on a box with his head below the level of the bar, balm was laid upon his soul at sight of 
various zinc and copper fittings that bore a resemblance to armor-plate. The barkeeper took a seat 
comfortably upon an adjacent box. 

"You see," he whispered, "this here Scratchy Wilson is a wonder with a gun -- a perfect wonder -- and when 
he goes on the war trail, we hunt our holes -- naturally. He's about the last one of the old gang that used to 
hang out along the river here. He's a terror when he's drunk. When he's sober he's all right -- kind of simple -
- wouldn't hurt a fly -- nicest fellow in town. But when he's drunk -- whoo!" 

There were periods of stillness. "I wish Jack Potter was back from San Anton'," said the barkeeper. "He shot 
Wilson up once -- in the leg -- and he would sail in and pull out the kinks in this thing." 

Presently they heard from a distance the sound of a shot, followed by three wild yowls. It instantly removed a 
bond from the men in the darkened saloon. There was a shuffling of feet. They looked at each other. "Here 
he comes," they said. 

III 

A MAN in a maroon-colored flannel shirt, which had been purchased for purposes of decoration and made, 
principally, by some Jewish women on the east side of New York, rounded a corner and walked into the 
middle of the main street of Yellow Sky. In either hand the man held a long, heavy, blue-black revolver. Often 
he yelled, and these cries rang through a semblance of a deserted village, shrilly flying over the roofs in a 
volume that seemed to have no relation to the ordinary vocal strength of a man. It was as if the surrounding 
stillness formed the arch of a tomb over him. These cries of ferocious challenge rang against walls of 
silence. And his boots had red tops with gilded imprints, of the kind beloved in winter by little sledding boys 
on the hillsides of New England. 

The man's face flamed in a rage begot of whisky. His eyes, rolling and yet keen for ambush, hunted the still 
doorways and windows. He walked with the creeping movement of the midnight cat. As it occurred to him, he 
roared menacing information. The long revolvers in his hands were as easy as straws; they were moved with 
an electric swiftness. The little fingers of each hand played sometimes in a musician's way. Plain from the 
low collar of the shirt, the cords of his neck straightened and sank, straightened and sank, as passion moved 
him. The only sounds were his terrible invitations. The calm adobes preserved their demeanor at the passing 
of this small thing in the middle of the street. 

There was no offer of fight; no offer of fight. The man called to the sky. There were no attractions. He 
bellowed and fumed and swayed his revolvers here and everywhere. 

The dog of the barkeeper of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon had not appreciated the advance of events. He 
yet lay dozing in front of his master's door. At sight of the dog, the man paused and raised his revolver 
humorously. At sight of the man, the dog sprang up and walked diagonally away, with a sullen head, and 
growling. The man yelled, and the dog broke into a gallop. As it was about to enter an alley, there was a loud 
noise, a whistling, and something spat the ground directly before it. The dog screamed, and, wheeling in 
terror, galloped headlong in a new direction. Again there was a noise, a whistling, and sand was kicked 
viciously before it. Fear-stricken, the dog turned and flurried like an animal in a pen. The man stood laughing, 
his weapons at his hips. 
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Ultimately the man was attracted by the closed door of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. He went to it, and 
hammering with a revolver, demanded drink. 

The door remaining imperturbable, he picked a bit of paper from the walk and nailed it to the framework with 
a knife. He then turned his back contemptuously upon this popular resort, and walking to the opposite side of 
the street, and spinning there on his heel quickly and lithely, fired at the bit of paper. He missed it by a half 
inch. He swore at himself, and went away. Later, he comfortably fusilladed the windows of his most intimate 
friend. The man was playing with this town. It was a toy for him. 

But still there was no offer of fight. The name of Jack Potter, his ancient antagonist, entered his mind, and he 
concluded that it would be a glad thing if he should go to Potter's house and by bombardment induce him to 
come out and fight. He moved in the direction of his desire, chanting Apache scalp-music. 

When he arrived at it, Potter's house presented the same still front as had the other adobes. Taking up a 
strategic position, the man howled a challenge. But this house regarded him as might a great stone god. It 
gave no sign. After a decent wait, the man howled further challenges, mingling with them wonderful epithets. 

Presently there came the spectacle of a man churning himself into deepest rage over the immobility of a 
house. He fumed at it as the winter wind attacks a prairie cabin in the North. To the distance there should 
have gone the sound of a tumult like the fighting of 200 Mexicans. As necessity bade him, he paused for 
breath or to reload his revolvers. 

IV 

POTTER and his bride walked sheepishly and with speed. Sometimes they laughed together shamefacedly 
and low. 

"Next corner, dear," he said finally. 

They put forth the efforts of a pair walking bowed against a strong wind. Potter was about to raise a finger to 
point the first appearance of the new home when, as they circled the corner, they came face to face with a 
man in a maroon-colored shirt who was feverishly pushing cartridges into a large revolver. Upon the instant 
the man dropped his revolver to the ground, and, like lightning, whipped another from its holster. The second 
weapon was aimed at the bridegroom's chest. 

There was silence. Potter's mouth seemed to be merely a grave for his tongue. He exhibited an instinct to at 
once loosen his arm from the woman's grip, and he dropped the bag to the sand. As for the bride, her face 
had gone as yellow as old cloth. She was a slave to hideous rites gazing at the apparitional snake. 

The two men faced each other at a distance of three paces. He of the revolver smiled with a new and quiet 
ferocity. 

"Tried to sneak up on me," he said. "Tried to sneak up on me!" His eyes grew more baleful. As Potter made 
a slight movement, the man thrust his revolver venomously forward. "No, don't you do it, Jack Potter. Don't 
you move a finger toward a gun just yet. Don't you move an eyelash. The time has come for me to settle with 
you, and I'm goin' to do it my own way and loaf along with no interferin'. So if you don't want a gun bent on 
you, just mind what I tell you." 

Potter looked at his enemy. "I ain't got a gun on me, Scratchy," he said. "Honest, I ain't." He was stiffening 
and steadying, but yet somewhere at the back of his mind a vision of the Pullman floated, the sea-green 
figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and glass, the wood that gleamed as darkly brilliant as the surface of 
a pool of oil -- all the glory of the marriage, the environment of the new estate. "You know I fight when it 
comes to fighting, Scratchy Wilson, but I ain't got a gun on me. You'll have to do all the shootin' yourself." 

His enemy's face went livid. He stepped forward and lashed his weapon to and fro before Potter's chest. 
"Don't you tell me you ain't got no gun on you, you whelp. Don't tell me no lie like that. There ain't a man in 
Texas ever seen you without no gun. Don't take me for no kid." His eyes blazed with light, and his throat 
worked like a pump. 

"I ain't takin' you for no kid," answered Potter. His heels had not moved an inch backward. "I'm takin' you for 
a -- -- -- fool. I tell you I ain't got a gun, and I ain't. If you're goin' to shoot me up, you better begin now. You'll 
never get a chance like this again." 

So much enforced reasoning had told on Wilson's rage. He was calmer. "If you ain't got a gun, why ain't you 
got a gun?" he sneered. "Been to Sunday-school?" 

"I ain't got a gun because I've just come from San Anton' with my wife. I'm married," said Potter. "And if I'd 
thought there was going to be any galoots like you prowling around when I brought my wife home, I'd had a 
gun, and don't you forget it." 
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"Married!" said Scratchy, not at all comprehending. 

"Yes, married. I'm married," said Potter distinctly. 

"Married?" said Scratchy. Seemingly for the first time he saw the drooping, drowning woman at the other 
man's side. "No!" he said. He was like a creature allowed a glimpse of another world. He moved a pace 
backward, and his arm with the revolver dropped to his side. "Is this the lady?" he asked. 

"Yes, this is the lady," answered Potter. 

There was another period of silence. 

"Well," said Wilson at last, slowly, "I s'pose it's all off now." 

"It's all off if you say so, Scratchy. You know I didn't make the trouble." Potter lifted his valise. 

"Well, I 'low it's off, Jack," said Wilson. He was looking at the ground. "Married!" He was not a student of 
chivalry; it was merely that in the presence of this foreign condition he was a simple child of the earlier 
plains. He picked up his starboard revolver, and placing both weapons in their holsters, he went away. His 
feet made funnel-shaped tracks in the heavy sand. 
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Ernest Hemingway, “The Killers” (1927) 

The door of Henry's lunchroom opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter. 

"What's yours?" George asked them. 

"I don't know," one of the men said. "What do you want to eat, Al?" 

"I don't know," said Al. "I don't know what I want to eat." 

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the window. The two men at the counter read 
the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to George 
when they came in. 

"I'll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes," the first man said. 

"It isn't ready yet." 

"What the hell do you put it on the card for?" 

"That's the dinner," George explained. "You can get that at six o'clock." 

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. 

"It's five o'clock." 

"The clock says twenty minutes past five," the second man said. 

"It's twenty minutes fast." 

"Oh, to hell with the clock," the first man said. "What have you got to eat?" 

"I can give you any kind of sandwiches," George said. "You can have ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver 
and bacon, or a steak." 

"Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed potatoes." 

"That's the dinner." 

"Everything we want's the dinner, eh? That's the way you work it." 

"I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver..." 

"I'll take ham and eggs," the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a black overcoat buttoned across 
the chest. His face was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves. 

"Give me bacon and eggs," said the other man. He was about the same size as Al. Their faces were 
different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, 
their elbows on the counter. 

"Got anything to drink?" Al asked. 

"Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale," George said. 

"I mean you got anything to drink?" 

"Just those I said." 

"This is a hot town," said the other. "What do they call it?" 

"Summit." 

"Ever hear of it?" Al asked his friend. 

"No," said the friend. 

"What do you do here nights?" Al asked. 

"They eat the dinner," his friend said. "They all come here and eat the big dinner." 

"That's right," George said. 

"So you think that's right?" Al asked George. 

"Sure." 

"You're a pretty bright boy, aren't you?" 
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"Sure," said George. 

"Well, you're not," said the other little man. "Is he, Al?" 

"He's dumb," said Al. He turned to Nick. "What's your name?" 

"Adams." 

"Another bright boy," Al said. "Ain't he a bright boy, Max?" 

"The town's full of bright boys," Max said. 

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down 
two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen. 

"Which is yours?" he asked Al. 

"Don't you remember?" 

"Ham and eggs." 

"Just a bright boy," Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs. Both men ate with their gloves 
on. George watched them eat. 

"What are you looking at?" Max looked at George. 

"Nothing." 

"The hell you were. You were looking at me." 

"Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max," Al said. 

George laughed. 

"You don't have to laugh," Max said to him. "You don't have to laugh at all, see?" 

"All right," said George. 

"So he thinks it's all right." Max turned to Al. "He thinks it's all right. That's a good one." 

"Oh, he's a thinker," Al said. They went on eating. 

"What's the bright boy's name down the counter?" Al asked Max. 

"Hey, bright boy," Max said to Nick. "You go around on the other side of the counter with your boy friend." 

"What's the idea?" Nick asked. 

"There isn't any idea." 

"You better go around, bright boy," Al said. Nick went around behind the counter. 

"What's the idea?" George asked. 

"None of your damn business," Al said. "Who's out in the kitchen?" 

"The nigger." 

"What do you mean the nigger?" 

"The nigger that cooks." 

"Tell him to come in." 

"What's the idea?" 

"Tell him to come in." 

"Where do you think you are?" 

"We know damn well where we are," the man called Max said. "Do we look silly?" 

"You talk silly," Al said to him. "What the hell do you argue with this kid for? Listen," he said to George, "tell 
the nigger to come out here." 

"What are you going to do to him?" 

"Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?" 

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. "Sam," he called. "Come in here a minute." 
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The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. "What was it?" he asked. The two men at the 
counter took a look at him. 

"All right, nigger. You stand right there," Al said. 

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the counter. "Yes, sir," he said. Al got 
down from his stool. 

"I'm going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy," he said. "Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. 
You go with him, bright boy." The little man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The 
door shut after them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn't look at George but 
looked in the mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry's had been made over from a saloon into a 
lunch counter. 

"Well, bright boy," Max said, looking into the mirror, "why don't you say something?" 

"What's it all about?" 

"Hey, Al," Max called, "bright boy wants to know what it's all about." 

"Why don't you tell him?" Al's voice came from the kitchen. 

"What do you think it's all about?" 

"I don't know." 

"What do you think?" 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 

"I wouldn't say." 

"Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn't say what he thinks it's all about." 

"I can hear you, all right," Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit that dishes passed through 
into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. "Listen, bright boy," he said from the kitchen to George. "Stand a little 
further along the bar. You move a little to the left, Max." He was like a photographer arranging for a group 
picture. 

"Talk to me, bright boy," Max said. "What do you think's going to happen?" 

George did not say anything. 

"I'll tell you," Max said. "We're going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big Swede named Ole Andreson?" 

"Yes." 

"He comes here to eat every night, don't he?" 

"Sometimes he comes here." 

"He comes here at six o'clock, don't he?" 

"If he comes." 

"We know all that, bright boy," Max said. "Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?" 

"Once in a while." 

"You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like you." 

"What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?" 

"He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us." 

"And he's only going to see us once," Al said from the kitchen. 

"What are you going to kill him for, then?" George asked. 

"We're killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy." 

"Shut up," said Al from the kitchen. "You talk too goddam much." 

"Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don't I, bright boy?" 

"You talk too damn much," Al said. "The nigger and my bright boy are amused by themselves. I got them tied 
up like a couple of girl friends in the convent." 
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"I suppose you were in a convent." 

"You never know." 

"You were in a kosher convent. That's where you were." 

George looked up at the clock. 

"If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it, you tell them you'll go back and 
cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?" 

"All right," George said. "What you going to do with us afterward?" 

"That'll depend," Max said. "That's one of those things you never know at the time." 

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street opened. A street-car 
motorman came in. 

"Hello, George," he said. "Can I get supper?" 

"Sam's gone out," George said. "He'll be back in about half an hour." 

"I'd better go up the street," the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

"That was nice, bright boy," Max said. "You're a regular little gentleman." 

"He knew I'd blow his head off," Al said from the kitchen. 

"No," said Max. "It ain't that. Bright boy is nice. He's a nice boy. I like him." 

At six-fifty-five George said: "He's not coming." 

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-
and-egg sandwich "to go" that a man wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat 
tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. 
Nick and the cook were back to back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had cooked 
the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone 
out. 

"Bright boy can do everything," Max said. "He can cook and everything. You'd make some girl a nice wife, 
bright boy." 

"Yes?" George said. "Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn't going to come." 

"We'll give him ten minutes," Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven o'clock, and then five minutes 
past seven. 

"Come on, Al," said Max. "We better go. He's not coming." 

"Better give him five minutes," Al said from the kitchen. 

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick. 

"Why the hell don't you get another cook?" the man asked. "Aren't you running a lunch-counter?" He went 
out. 

"Come on, Al," Max said. 

"What about the two bright boys and the nigger?" 

"They're all right." 

"You think so?" 

"Sure. We're through with it." 

"I don't like it," said Al. "It's sloppy. You talk too much." 

"Oh, what the hell," said Max. "We got to keep amused, haven't we?" 

"You talk too much, all the same," Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The cut-off barrels of the shotgun 
made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved 
hands. 

"So long, bright boy," he said to George. "You got a lot of luck." 

xy
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"That's the truth," Max said. "You ought to play the races, bright boy." 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window, pass under the arc-light and 
across the street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went 
back through the swinging door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook. 

"I don't want any more of that," said Sam, the cook. "I don't want any more of that." 

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. 

"Say," he said. "What the hell?" He was trying to swagger it off. 

"They were going to kill Ole Andreson," George said. "They were going to shoot him when he came in to 
eat." 

"Ole Andreson?" 

"Sure." 

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs. 

"They all gone?" he asked. 

"Yeah," said George. "They're gone now." 

"I don't like it," said the cook. "I don't like any of it at all." 

"Listen," George said to Nick. "You better go see Ole Andreson." 

"All right." 

"You better not have anything to do with it at all," Sam, the cook, said. "You better stay way out of it." 

"Don't go if you don't want to," George said. 

"Mixing up in this ain't going to get you anywhere," the cook said. "You stay out of it." 

"I'll go see him," Nick said to George. "Where does he live?" 

The cook turned away. 

"Little boys always know what they want to do," he said. 

"He lives up at Hirsch's rooming-house," George said to Nick. 

"I'll go up there." 

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up the street beside the car-
tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch's rooming-
house. Nick walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door. 

"Is Ole Andreson here?" 

"Do you want to see him?" 

"Yes, if he's in." 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor. She knocked on the door. 

"Who is it?" 

"It's somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson," the woman said. 

"It's Nick Adams." 

"Come in." 

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He 
had been a heavyweight prize-fighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. 
He did not look at Nick. 

"What was it?" he asked. 

"I was up at Henry's," Nick said, "and two fellows came in and tied up me and the cook, and they said they 
were going to kill you." 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 
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"They put us out in the kitchen," Nick went on. "They were going to shoot you when you came in to supper." 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything. 

"George thought I better come and tell you about it." 

"There isn't anything I can do about it," Ole Andreson said. 

"I'll tell you what they were like." 

"I don't want to know what they were like," Ole Andreson said. He looked at the wall. "Thanks for coming to 
tell me about it." 

"That's all right." 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed. 

"Don't you want me to go and see the police?" 

"No," Ole Andreson said. "That wouldn't do any good." 

"Isn't there something I could do?" 

"No. There ain't anything to do." 

"Maybe it was just a bluff." 

"No. It ain't just a bluff." 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

"The only thing is," he said, talking toward the wall, "I just can't make up my mind to go out. I been in here all 
day." 

"Couldn't you get out of town?" 

"No," Ole Andreson said. "I'm through with all that running around." 

He looked at the wall. 

"There ain't anything to do now." 

"Couldn't you fix it up some way?" 

"No. I got in wrong." He talked in the same flat voice. "There ain't anything to do. After a while I'll make up my 
mind to go out." 

"I better go back and see George," Nick said. 

"So long," said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. "Thanks for coming around." 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on, lying on the bed looking at 
the wall. 

"He's been in his room all day," the landlady said downstairs. "I guess he don't feel well. I said to him: 'Mr. 
Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this,' but he didn't feel like it." 

"He doesn't want to go out." 

"I'm sorry he don't feel well," the woman said. "He's an awfully nice man. He was in the ring, you know." 

"I know it." 

"You'd never know it except from the way his face is," the woman said. They stood talking just inside the 
street door. "He's just as gentle." 

"Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch," Nick said. 

"I'm not Mrs. Hirsch," the woman said. "She owns the place. I just look after it for her. I'm Mrs. Bell." 

"Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell," Nick said. 

"Good-night," the woman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along the car-tracks to Henry's 
eating-house. George was inside, back of the counter. 

"Did you see Ole?" 
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"Yes," said Nick. "He's in his room and he won't go out." 

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick's voice. 

"I don't even listen to it," he said and shut the door. 

"Did you tell him about it?" George asked. 

"Sure. I told him but he knows what it's all about." 

"What's he going to do?" 

"Nothing." 

"They'll kill him." 

"I guess they will." 

"He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago." 

"I guess so," said Nick. 

"It's a hell of a thing." 

"It's an awful thing," Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the counter. 

"I wonder what he did?" Nick said. 

"Double-crossed somebody. That's what they kill them for." 

"I'm going to get out of this town," Nick said. 

"Yes," said George. "That's a good thing to do." 

"I can't stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he's going to get it. It's too damned awful." 

"Well," said George, "you better not think about it. 
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Zora Neale Hurston, “How It Feels to Be Colored Me” (1928) 
I am colored but I offer nothing in the way of extenuating circumstances except the fact that I am the only 
Negro in the United States whose grand- father on the mother's side was wot an Indian chief.  

I remember the very day that I became colored. Up to my thirteenth year I lived in the little Negro town of 
Eatonville, Florida. It is exclusively a colored town. The only white people I knew passed through the town 
going to or coming from Orlando. The native whites rode dusty horses, the Northern tourists chugged down 
the sandy village road in automobiles. The town knew the Southerners and never stopped cane chewing 
when they passed. But the Northerners were something else again. They were peered at cautiously from 
behind the curtains by the timid. The more venturesome would come out on the porch to watch them go past 
and got just as much pleasure out of the tourists as the tourists got out of the village.  

The front porch might seem a daring place for the rest of the town, but it was a gallery seat for me. My 
favorite place was atop the gate-post. Proscenium box for a born first-nighter. Not only did I enjoy the show, 
but I didn't mind the actors knowing that I liked it. I usually spoke to them in passing. I'd wave at them and 
when they returned my salute, I would say something like this: "Howdy-do-well-I-thank-you-where-you-
goin'?" Usually automobile or the horse paused at this, and after a queer exchange of compliments, I would 
probably "go a piece of the way" with them, as we say in farthest Florida. If one of my family happened to 
come to the front in time to see me, of course negotiations would be rudely broken off. But even so, it is clear 
that I was the first "welcome-to-our-state" Floridian, and I hope the Miami Chamber of Commerce will please 
take notice.  

During this period, white people differed from colored to me only in that they rode through town and never 
lived there. They liked to hear me "speak pieces" and sing and wanted to see me dance the parse-me-la, 
and gave me generously of their small silver for doing these things, which seemed strange to me for I 
wanted to do them so much that I needed bribing to stop. Only they didn't know it. The colored people gave 
no dimes. They deplored any joyful tendencies in me, but I was their Zora nevertheless. I belonged to them, 
to the nearby hotels, to the county—everybody's Zora.  

But changes came in the family when I was thirteen, and I was sent to school in Jacksonville. I left Eatonville, 
the town of the oleanders, as Zora. When I disembarked from the river-boat at Jacksonville, she was no 
more. It seemed that I had suffered a sea change. I was not Zora of Orange County any more, I was now a 
little colored girl. I found it out in certain ways. In my heart as well as in the mirror, I became a fast brown—
warranted not to rub nor run.  

But I am not tragically colored. There is no great sorrow dammed up in my soul, nor lurking behind my eyes. 
I do not mind at all. I do not belong to the sobbing school of Negrohood who hold that nature somehow has 
given them a lowdown dirty deal and whose feelings are all hurt about it. Even in the helter-skelter skirmish 
that is my life, I have seen that the world is to the strong regardless of a little pigmentation more or less. No, I 
do not weep at the world—I am too busy sharpening my oyster knife.  

Someone is always at my elbow reminding me that I am the granddaughter of slaves. It fails to register 
depression with me. Slavery is sixty years in the past. The operation was successful and the patient is doing 
well, thank you. The terrible struggle that made me an American out of a potential slave said "On the line!" 
The Reconstruction said "Get set!"; and the generation before said "Go!" I am off to a flying start and I must 
not halt in the stretch to look behind and weep. Slavery is the price I paid for civilization, and the choice was 
not with me. It is a bully adventure and worth all that I have paid through my ancestors for it. No one on earth 
ever had a greater chance for glory. The world to be won and nothing to be lost. It is thrilling to think—to 
know that for any act of mine, I shall get twice as much praise or twice as much blame. It is quite exciting to 
hold the center of the national stage, with the spectators not knowing whether to laugh or to weep.  

The position of my white neighbor is much more difficult. No brown spec- ter pulls up a chair beside me 
when I sit down to eat. No dark ghost thrusts its leg against mine in bed. The game of keeping what one has 
is never so exciting as the game of getting.  

I do not always feel colored. Even now I often achieve the unconscious Zora of Eatonville before the Hegira. 
I feel most colored when 1 am thrown against a sharp white background.  

For instance at Barnard. "Besides the waters of the Hudson" I feel my race. Among the thousand white 
persons, I am a dark rock surged upon, and overswept, but through it all, I remain myself. When covered by 
the waters, I am; and the ebb but reveals me again.  

Sometimes it is the other way around. A white person is set down in our midst, but the contrast is just as 
sharp for me. For instance, when I sit in the drafty basement that is The New World Cabaret* with a white 
person, my color comes. We enter chatting about any little nothing that we have in common and are seated 
by the jazz waiters. In the abrupt way that jazz orchestras have, this one plunges into a number. It loses no 
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time in circumlocutions, but gets right down to business. It constricts the thorax and splits the heart with its 
tempo and narcotic harmonies. This orchestra grows rambunctious, rears on its hind legs and attacks the 
tonal veil with primitive fury, rending it, clawing it until it breaks through to the jungle beyond. I follow those 
heathen—follow them exultingly. I dance wildly inside myself; I yell within, I whoop; I shake my assegai 
above my head, I hurl it true to the mark yeeeeoowwl I am in the jungle and living in the jungle way. My face 
is painted red and yellow and my body is painted blue. My pulse is throbbing like a war drum. I want to 
slaughter something—give pain, give death to what, I do not know. But the piece ends. The men of the 
orchestra wipe their lips and rest their fingers. I creep back slowly to the veneer we call civilization with the 
last tone and find the white friend sitting motionless in his seat smoking calmly.  

"Good music they have here," he remarks, drumming the table with his fingertips.  

Music. The great blobs of purple and red emotion have not touched him. He has only heard what I felt. He is 
far away and I see him but dimly across the ocean and the continent that have fallen between us. He is so 
pale with his whiteness then and I am so colored.  

At certain times I have no race, I am me. When I set my hat at a certain angle and saunter down Seventh 
Avenue, Harlem City, feeling as snooty as the lions in front of the Forty-Second Street Library, for instance. 
So far as my feelings are concerned, Peggy Hopkins Joyce on the Boule Mich with her gorgeous raiment, 
stately carriage, knees knocking together in a most aristocratic manner, has nothing on me. The cosmic Zora 
emerges. I belong to no race nor time. I am the eternal feminine with its string of beads.  

I have no separate feeling about being an American citizen and colored. I am merely a fragment of the Great 
Soul that surges within the boundaries. My country, right or wrong.  

Sometimes, I feel discriminated against, but it does not make me angry. It merely astonishes me. How can 
any deny themselves the pleasure of my company? It's beyond me.  

But in the main, I feel like a brown bag of miscellany propped against a wall. Against a wall in company with 
other bags, white, red and yellow. Pour out the contents, and there is discovered a jumble of small things 
priceless and worthless. A first-water diamond, an empty spool, bits of broken glass, lengths of string, a key 
to a door long since crumbled away, a rusty knife- blade, old shoes saved for a road that never was and 
never will be, a nail bent under the weight of things too heavy for any nail, a dried flower or two still a little 
fragrant. In your hand is the brown bag. On the ground before you is the jumble it held—so much like the 
jumble in the bags, could they be emptied, that all might be dumped in a single heap and the bags refilled 
without altering the content of any greatly. A bit of colored glass more or less would not matter. Perhaps that 
is how the Great Stuffer of Bags filled them in the first place—who knows?  
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William Faulkner, “A Rose for Emily” (1931) 

I 

WHEN Miss Emily Grierson died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of respectful 
affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no 
one save an old man-servant--a combined gardener and cook--had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated with cupolas and spires and scrolled 
balconies in the heavily lightsome style of the seventies, set on what had once been our most select street. 
But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the august names of that neighborhood; 
only Miss Emily's house was left, lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and the 
gasoline pumps-an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily had gone to join the representatives of 
those august names where they lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous 
graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of hereditary obligation upon the town, 
dating from that day in 1894 when Colonel Sartoris, the mayor--he who fathered the edict that no Negro 
woman should appear on the streets without an apron-remitted her taxes, the dispensation dating from the 
death of her father on into perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. Colonel Sartoris 
invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily's father had loaned money to the town, which the 
town, as a matter of business, preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris' generation and 
thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have believed it. 

When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became mayors and aldermen, this arrangement 
created some little dissatisfaction. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February came, and 
there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to call at the sheriff's office at her convenience. 
A week later the mayor wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received in reply a 
note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer 
went out at all. The tax notice was also enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputation waited upon her, knocked at the door 
through which no visitor had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten years 
earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from which a stairway mounted into still more 
shadow. It smelled of dust and disuse--a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was 
furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened the blinds of one window, they could 
see that the leather was cracked; and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, 
spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray. On a tarnished gilt easel before the fireplace stood a crayon 
portrait of Miss Emily's father. 

They rose when she entered--a small, fat woman in black, with a thin gold chain descending to her waist and 
vanishing into her belt, leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was small and 
spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely plumpness in another was obesity in her. She 
looked bloated, like a body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her eyes, lost in the 
fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved 
from one face to another while the visitors stated their errand. 

She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened quietly until the spokesman came to a 
stumbling halt. Then they could hear the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. "I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one 
of you can gain access to the city records and satisfy yourselves." 

"But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn't you get a notice from the sheriff, signed by 
him?" 

"I received a paper, yes," Miss Emily said. "Perhaps he considers himself the sheriff . . . I have no taxes in 
Jefferson." 

"But there is nothing on the books to show that, you see We must go by the--" 

"See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson." 

"But, Miss Emily--" 

"See Colonel Sartoris." (Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten years.) "I have no taxes in Jefferson. 
Tobe!" The Negro appeared. "Show these gentlemen out." 

II 

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy



 26 Faulkner 

So SHE vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished their fathers thirty years before about 
the smell. 

That was two years after her father's death and a short time after her sweetheart--the one we believed would 
marry her --had deserted her. After her father's death she went out very little; after her sweetheart went 
away, people hardly saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not received, and the 
only sign of life about the place was the Negro man--a young man then--going in and out with a market 
basket. 

"Just as if a man--any man--could keep a kitchen properly, "the ladies said; so they were not surprised when 
the smell developed. It was another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty 
Griersons. 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens, eighty years old. 

"But what will you have me do about it, madam?" he said. 

"Why, send her word to stop it," the woman said. "Isn't there a law? " 

"I'm sure that won't be necessary," Judge Stevens said. "It's probably just a snake or a rat that nigger of hers 
killed in the yard. I'll speak to him about it." 

The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who came in diffident deprecation. "We 
really must do something about it, Judge. I'd be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but we've got 
to do something." That night the Board of Aldermen met--three graybeards and one younger man, a member 
of the rising generation. 

"It's simple enough," he said. "Send her word to have her place cleaned up. Give her a certain time to do it 
in, and if she don't. .." 

"Dammit, sir," Judge Stevens said, "will you accuse a lady to her face of smelling bad?" 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily's lawn and slunk about the house like 
burglars, sniffing along the base of the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed a 
regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from his shoulder. They broke open the cellar door 
and sprinkled lime there, and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that had been 
dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an 
idol. They crept quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that lined the street. After a week 
or two the smell went away. 

That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People in our town, remembering how old lady 
Wyatt, her great-aunt, had gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held themselves a little 
too high for what they really were. None of the young men were quite good enough for Miss Emily and such. 
We had long thought of them as a tableau, Miss Emily a slender figure in white in the background, her father 
a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, his back to her and clutching a horsewhip, the two of them framed 
by the back-flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still single, we were not pleased exactly, 
but vindicated; even with insanity in the family she wouldn't have turned down all of her chances if they had 
really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was left to her; and in a way, people were glad. 
At last they could pity Miss Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. Now she too 
would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and offer condolence and aid, as is our 
custom Miss Emily met them at the door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told 
them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with the ministers calling on her, and the 
doctors, trying to persuade her to let them dispose of the body. Just as they were about to resort to law and 
force, she broke down, and they buried her father quickly. 

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. We remembered all the young men her 
father had driven away, and we knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which had robbed 
her, as people will. 

III 

SHE WAS SICK for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut short, making her look like a girl, 
with a vague resemblance to those angels in colored church windows--sort of tragic and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and in the summer after her father's death they 
began the work. The construction company came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a foreman 
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named Homer Barron, a Yankee--a big, dark, ready man, with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The 
little boys would follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the niggers singing in time to the rise and 
fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about 
the square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently we began to see him and Miss 
Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because the ladies all said, "Of course a 
Grierson would not think seriously of a Northerner, a day laborer." But there were still others, older people, 
who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse oblige- - 

without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, "Poor Emily. Her kinsfolk should come to her." She had 
some kin in Alabama; but years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of old lady Wyatt, the 
crazy woman, and there was no communication between the two families. They had not even been 
represented at the funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, "Poor Emily," the whispering began. "Do you suppose it's really so?" 
they said to one another. "Of course it is. What else could . . ." This behind their hands; rustling of craned silk 
and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the 
matched team passed: "Poor Emily." 

She carried her head high enough--even when we believed that she was fallen. It was as if she demanded 
more than ever the recognition of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of earthiness 
to reaffirm her imperviousness. Like when she bought the rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after 
they had begun to say "Poor Emily," and while the two female cousins were visiting her. 

"I want some poison," she said to the druggist. She was over thirty then, still a slight woman, though thinner 
than usual, with cold, haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the temples and 
about the eyesockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper's face ought to look. "I want some poison," she 
said. 

"Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? I'd recom--" 

"I want the best you have. I don't care what kind." 

The druggist named several. "They'll kill anything up to an elephant. But what you want is--" 

"Arsenic," Miss Emily said. "Is that a good one?" 

"Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma'am. But what you want--" 

"I want arsenic." 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her face like a strained flag. "Why, of 
course," the druggist said. "If that's what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you are going to use 
it for." 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look him eye for eye, until he looked away and 
went and got the arsenic and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; the druggist 
didn't come back. When she opened the package at home there was written on the box, under the skull and 
bones: "For rats." 

IV 

So THE NEXT day we all said, "She will kill herself"; and we said it would be the best thing. When she had 
first begun to be seen with Homer Barron, we had said, "She will marry him." Then we said, "She will 
persuade him yet," because Homer himself had remarked--he liked men, and it was known that he drank 
with the younger men in the Elks' Club--that he was not a marrying man. Later we said, "Poor Emily" behind 
the jalousies as they passed on Sunday afternoon in the glittering buggy, Miss Emily with her head high and 
Homer Barron with his hat cocked and a cigar in his teeth, reins and whip in a yellow glove. 

Then some of the ladies began to say that it was a disgrace to the town and a bad example to the young 
people. The men did not want to interfere, but at last the ladies forced the Baptist minister--Miss Emily's 
people were Episcopal-- to call upon her. He would never divulge what happened during that interview, but 
he refused to go back again. The next Sunday they again drove about the streets, and the following day the 
minister's wife wrote to Miss Emily's relations in Alabama. 

So she had blood-kin under her roof again and we sat back to watch developments. At first nothing 
happened. Then we were sure that they were to be married. We learned that Miss Emily had been to the 
jeweler's and ordered a man's toilet set in silver, with the letters H. B. on each piece. Two days later we 
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learned that she had bought a complete outfit of men's clothing, including a nightshirt, and we said, "They 
are married." We were really glad. We were glad because the two female cousins were even more Grierson 
than Miss Emily had ever been. 

So we were not surprised when Homer Barron--the streets had been finished some time since--was gone. 
We were a little disappointed that there was not a public blowing-off, but we believed that he had gone on to 
prepare for Miss Emily's coming, or to give her a chance to get rid of the cousins. (By that time it was a 
cabal, and we were all Miss Emily's allies to help circumvent the cousins.) Sure enough, after another week 
they departed. And, as we had expected all along, within three days Homer Barron was back in town. A 
neighbor saw the Negro man admit him at the kitchen door at dusk one evening. 

And that was the last we saw of Homer Barron. And of Miss Emily for some time. The Negro man went in 
and out with the market basket, but the front door remained closed. Now and then we would see her at a 
window for a moment, as the men did that night when they sprinkled the lime, but for almost six months she 
did not appear on the streets. Then we knew that this was to be expected too; as if that quality of her father 
which had thwarted her woman's life so many times had been too virulent and too furious to die. 

When we next saw Miss Emily, she had grown fat and her hair was turning gray. During the next few years it 
grew grayer and grayer until it attained an even pepper-and-salt iron-gray, when it ceased turning. Up to the 
day of her death at seventy-four it was still that vigorous iron-gray, like the hair of an active man. 

From that time on her front door remained closed, save for a period of six or seven years, when she was 
about forty, during which she gave lessons in china-painting. She fitted up a studio in one of the downstairs 
rooms, where the daughters and granddaughters of Colonel Sartoris' contemporaries were sent to her with 
the same regularity and in the same spirit that they were sent to church on Sundays with a twenty-five-cent 
piece for the collection plate. Meanwhile her taxes had been remitted. 

Then the newer generation became the backbone and the spirit of the town, and the painting pupils grew up 
and fell away and did not send their children to her with boxes of color and tedious brushes and pictures cut 
from the ladies' magazines. The front door closed upon the last one and remained closed for good. When 
the town got free postal delivery, Miss Emily alone refused to let them fasten the metal numbers above her 
door and attach a mailbox to it. She would not listen to them. 

Daily, monthly, yearly we watched the Negro grow grayer and more stooped, going in and out with the 
market basket. Each December we sent her a tax notice, which would be returned by the post office a week 
later, unclaimed. Now and then we would see her in one of the downstairs windows--she had evidently shut 
up the top floor of the house--like the carven torso of an idol in a niche, looking or not looking at us, we could 
never tell which. Thus she passed from generation to generation--dear, inescapable, impervious, tranquil, 
and perverse. 

And so she died. Fell ill in the house filled with dust and shadows, with only a doddering Negro man to wait 
on her. We did not even know she was sick; we had long since given up trying to get any information from 
the Negro. 

He talked to no one, probably not even to her, for his voice had grown harsh and rusty, as if from disuse. 

She died in one of the downstairs rooms, in a heavy walnut bed with a curtain, her gray head propped on a 
pillow yellow and moldy with age and lack of sunlight. 

V 

THE NEGRO met the first of the ladies at the front door and let them in, with their hushed, sibilant voices and 
their quick, curious glances, and then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the back 
and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the second day, with the town coming to 
look at Miss Emily beneath a mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing profoundly 
above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very old men --some in their brushed 
Confederate uniforms--on the porch and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary 
of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and courted her perhaps, confusing time with its 
mathematical progression, as the old do, to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge 
meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now by the narrow bottle-neck of the most 
recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs which no one had seen in forty years, 
and which would have to be forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before they 
opened it. 
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The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of 
the tomb seemed to lie everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon the valance 
curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of 
crystal and the man's toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the monogram was 
obscured. Among them lay a collar and tie, as if they had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the 
surface a pale crescent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath it the two mute 
shoes and the discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound and fleshless grin. The body had 
apparently once lain in the attitude of an embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers 
even the grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, rotted beneath what was left of the 
nightshirt, had become inextricable from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow beside 
him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a head. One of us lifted something from it, 
and leaning forward, that faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long strand of iron-
gray hair. 
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F. Scott Fitzgerald, “Bablyon Revisited” (1931)  
 
 
I  
 
“And where’s Mr. Campbell?” Charlie asked. 
 
“Gone to Switzerland. Mr. Campbell’s a pretty sick man, Mr. Wales.” 
 
“I’m sorry to hear that. And George Hardt?” Charlie inquired. 
 
“Back in America, gone to work.” 
 
“And where is the Snow Bird?” 
 
“He was in here last week. Anyway, his friend, Mr. Schaeffer, is in Paris.” 
 
Two familiar names from the long list of a year and a half ago. Charlie scribbled an address in his notebook 
and tore out the page. 
 
“If you see Mr. Schaeffer, give him this,” he said. “It’s my brother-in-law’s address. I haven’t settled on a hotel 
yet.” 
 
He was not really disappointed to find Paris was so empty. But the stillness in the Ritz bar was strange and 
portentous. It was not an American bar any more--he felt polite in it, and not as if he owned it. It had gone 
back into France. He felt the stillness from the moment he got out of the taxi and saw the doorman, usually in 
a frenzy of activity at this hour, gossiping with a chasseur by the servants’ entrance. 
 
Passing through the corridor, he heard only a single, bored voice in the once-clamorous women’s room. 
When he turned into the bar he travelled the twenty feet of green carpet with his eyes fixed straight ahead by 
old habit; and then, with his foot firmly on the rail, he turned and surveyed the room, encountering only a 
single pair of eyes that fluttered up from a newspaper in the corner. Charlie asked for the head barman, 
Paul, who in the latter days of the bull market had come to work in his own custom-built car--disembarking, 
however, with due nicety at the nearest corner. But Paul was at his country house today and Alix giving him 
information. 
 
“No, no more,” Charlie said, “I’m going slow these days.” 
 
Alix congratulated him: “You were going pretty strong a couple of years ago.” 
 
“I’ll stick to it all right,” Charlie assured him. “I’ve stuck to it for over a year and a half now.” 
 
“How do you find conditions in America?” 
 
“I haven’t been to America for months. I’m in business in Prague, representing a couple of concerns there. 
They don’t know about me down there.” 
 
Alix smiled. 
 
“Remember the night of George Hardt’s bachelor dinner here?” said Charlie. “By the way, what’s become of 
Claude Fessenden?” 
 
Alix lowered his voice confidentially: “He’s in Paris, but he doesn’t come here any more. Paul doesn’t allow it. 
He ran up a bill of thirty thousand francs, charging all his drinks and his lunches, and usually his dinner, for 
more than a year. And when Paul finally told him he had to pay, he gave him a bad check.” 
 
Alix shook his head sadly. 
 
“I don’t understand it, such a dandy fellow. Now he’s all bloated up--” He made a plump apple of his hands. 
 
Charlie watched a group of strident queens installing themselves in a corner. 
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“Nothing affects them,” he thought. “Stocks rise and fall, people loaf or work, but they go on forever.” The 
place oppressed him. He called for the dice and shook with Alix for the drink. 
 
“Here for long, Mr. Wales?” 
 
“I’m here for four or five days to see my little girl.” 
 
“Oh-h! You have a little girl?” 
 
Outside, the fire-red, gas-blue, ghost-green signs shone smokily through the tranquil rain. It was late 
afternoon and the streets were in movement; the bistros gleamed. At the corner of the Boulevard des 
Capucines he took a taxi. The Place de la Concorde moved by in pink majesty; they crossed the logical 
Seine, and Charlie felt the sudden provincial quality of the Left Bank. 
 
Charlie directed his taxi to the Avenue de l’Opera, which was out of his way. But he wanted to see the blue 
hour spread over the magnificent façade, and imagine that the cab horns, playing endlessly the first few bars 
of La Plus que Lent, were the trumpets of the Second Empire. They were closing the iron grill in front of 
Brentano’s Book-store, and people were already at dinner behind the trim little bourgeois hedge of Duval’s. 
He had never eaten at a really cheap restaurant in Paris. Five-course dinner, four francs fifty, eighteen cents, 
wine included. For some odd reason he wished that he had. 
 
As they rolled on to the Left Bank and he felt its sudden provincialism, he thought, “I spoiled this city for 
myself. I didn’t realize it, but the days came along one after another, and then two years were gone, and 
everything was gone, and I was gone.” 
 
He was thirty-five, and good to look at. The Irish mobility of his face was sobered by a deep wrinkle between 
his eyes. As he rang his brother-in-law’s bell in the Rue Palatine, the wrinkle deepened till it pulled down his 
brows; he felt a cramping sensation in his belly. From behind the maid who opened the door darted a lovely 
little girl of nine who shrieked “Daddy!” and flew up, struggling like a fish, into his arms. She pulled his head 
around by one ear and set her cheek against his. 
 
“My old pie,” he said. 
 
“Oh, daddy, daddy, daddy, daddy, dads, dads, dads!” 
 
She drew him into the salon, where the family waited, a boy and girl his daughter’s age, his sister-in-law and 
her husband. He greeted Marion with his voice pitched carefully to avoid either feigned enthusiasm or dislike, 
but her response was more frankly tepid, though she minimized her expression of unalterable distrust by 
directing her regard toward his child. The two men clasped hands in a friendly way and Lincoln Peters rested 
his for a moment on Charlie’s shoulder. 
 
The room was warm and comfortably American. The three children moved intimately about, playing through 
the yellow oblongs that led to other rooms; the cheer of six o’clock spoke in the eager smacks of the fire and 
the sounds of French activity in the kitchen. But Charlie did not relax; his heart sat up rigidly in his body and 
he drew confidence from his daughter, who from time to time came close to him, holding in her arms the doll 
he had brought. 
 
“Really extremely well,” he declared in answer to Lincoln’s question. “There’s a lot of business there that isn’t 
moving at all, but we’re doing even better than ever. In fact, damn well. I’m bringing my sister over from 
America next month to keep house for me. My income last year was bigger than it was when I had money. 
You see, the Czechs--” 
 
His boasting was for a specific purpose; but after a moment, seeing a faint restiveness in Lincoln’s eye, he 
changed the subject: 
 
“Those are fine children of yours, well brought up, good manners.” 
 
“We think Honoria’s a great little girl too.” 
 
Marion Peters came back from the kitchen. She was a tall woman with worried eyes, who had once 
possessed a fresh American loveliness. Charlie had never been sensitive to it and was always surprised 
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when people spoke of how pretty she had been. From the first there had been an instinctive antipathy 
between them. 
 
“Well, how do you find Honoria?” she asked. 
 
“Wonderful. I was astonished how much she’s grown in ten months. All the children are looking well.” 
 
“We haven’t had a doctor for a year. How do you like being back in Paris?” 
 
“It seems very funny to see so few Americans around.” 
 
“I’m delighted,” Marion said vehemently. “Now at least you can go into a store without their assuming you’re 
a millionaire. We’ve suffered like everybody, but on the whole it’s a good deal pleasanter.” 
 
“But it was nice while it lasted,” Charlie said. “We were a sort of royalty, almost infallible, with a sort of magic 
around us. In the bar this afternoon”--he stumbled, seeing his mistake--”there wasn’t a man I knew.” 
 
She looked at him keenly. “I should think you’d have had enough of bars.” 
 
“I only stayed a minute. I take one drink every afternoon, and no more.” 
 
“Don’t you want a cocktail before dinner?” Lincoln asked. 
 
“I take only one drink every afternoon, and I’ve had that.” 
 
“I hope you keep to it,” said Marion. 
 
Her dislike was evident in the coldness with which she spoke, but Charlie only smiled; he had larger plans. 
Her very aggressiveness gave him an advantage, and he knew enough to wait. He wanted them to initiate 
the discussion of what they knew had brought him to Paris. 
 
At dinner he couldn’t decide whether Honoria was most like him or her mother. Fortunate if she didn’t 
combine the traits of both that had brought them to disaster. A great wave of protectiveness went over him. 
He thought he knew what to do for her. He believed in character; he wanted to jump back a whole generation 
and trust in character again as the eternally valuable element. Everything wore out. 
 
He left soon after dinner, but not to go home. He was curious to see Paris by night with clearer and more 
judicious eyes than those of other days. He bought a strapontin for the Casino and watched Josephine Baker 
go through her chocolate arabesques. 
 
After an hour he left and strolled toward Montmartre, up the Rue Pigalle into the Place Blanche. The rain had 
stopped and there were a few people in evening clothes disembarking from taxis in front of cabarets, and 
cocottes prowling singly or in pairs, and many Negroes. He passed a lighted door from which issued music, 
and stopped with the sense of familiarity; it was Bricktop’s, where he had parted with so many hours and so 
much money. A few doors farther on he found another ancient rendezvous and incautiously put his head 
inside. Immediately an eager orchestra burst into sound, a pair of professional dancers leaped to their feet 
and a maître d’hôtel swooped toward him, crying, “Crowd just arriving, sir!” But he withdrew quickly. 
 
“You have to be damn drunk,” he thought. 
 
Zelli’s was closed, the bleak and sinister cheap hotels surrounding it were dark; up in the Rue Blanche there 
was more light and a local, colloquial French crowd. The Poet’s Cave had disappeared, but the two great 
mouths of the Café of Heaven and the Café of Hell still yawned--even devoured, as he watched, the meager 
contents of a tourist bus--a German, a Japanese, and an American couple who glanced at him with 
frightened eyes. 
 
So much for the effort and ingenuity of Montmartre. All the catering to vice and waste was on an utterly 
childish scale, and he suddenly realized the meaning of the word “dissipate”--to dissipate into thin air; to 
make nothing out of something. In the little hours of the night every move from place to place was an 
enormous human jump, an increase of paying for the privilege of slower and slower motion. 
 

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy

xy



 34 Fitzgerald 

He remembered thousand-franc notes given to an orchestra for playing a single number, hundred-franc 
notes tossed to a doorman for calling a cab. 
 
But it hadn’t been given for nothing. 
 
It had been given, even the most wildly squandered sum, as an offering to destiny that he might not 
remember the things most worth remembering, the things that now he would always remember--his child 
taken from his control, his wife escaped to a grave in Vermont. 
 
In the glare of a brasserie a woman spoke to him. He bought her some eggs and coffee, and then, eluding 
her encouraging stare, gave her a twenty-franc note and took a taxi to his hotel. 
 
  
II 
 
He woke upon a fine fall day--football weather. The depression of yesterday was gone and he liked the 
people on the streets. At noon he sat opposite Honoria at Le Grand Vatel, the only restaurant he could think 
of not reminiscent of champagne dinners and long luncheons that began at two and ended in a blurred and 
vague twilight. 
 
“Now, how about vegetables? Oughtn’t you to have some vegetables?” 
 
“Well, yes.” 
 
“Here’s épinards and chou-fleur and carrots and haricots.” 
 
“I’d like chou-fleur.” 
 
“Wouldn’t you like to have two vegetables?” 
 
“I usually only have one at lunch.” 
 
The waiter was pretending to be inordinately fond of children. “Qu’elle est mignonne la petite? Elle parle 
exactement comme une Française.” 
 
“How about dessert? Shall we wait and see?” 
 
The waiter disappeared. Honoria looked at her father expectantly. 
 
“What are we going to do?” 
 
“First, we’re going to that toy store in the Rue Saint-Honoré and buy you anything you like. And then we’re 
going to the vaudeville at the Empire.” 
 
She hesitated. “I like it about the vaudeville, but not the toy store.” 
 
“Why not?” 
 
“Well, you brought me this doll.” She had it with her. “And I’ve got lots of things. And we’re not rich any more, 
are we?” 
 
“We never were. But today you are to have anything you want.” 
 
“All right,” she agreed resignedly. 
 
When there had been her mother and a French nurse he had been inclined to be strict; now he extended 
himself, reached out for a new tolerance; he must be both parents to her and not shut any of her out of 
communication. 
 
“I want to get to know you,” he said gravely. “First let me introduce myself. My name is Charles J. Wales, of 
Prague.” 
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“Oh, daddy!” her voice cracked with laughter. 
 
“And who are you, please?” he persisted, and she accepted a role immediately: “Honoria Wales, Rue 
Palatine, Paris.” 
 
“Married or single?” 
 
“No, not married. Single.” 
 
He indicated the doll. “But I see you have a child, madame.” 
 
Unwilling to disinherit it, she took it to her heart and thought quickly: “Yes, I’ve been married, but I’m not 
married now. My husband is dead.” 
 
He went on quickly, “And the child’s name?” 
 
“Simone. That’s after my best friend at school.” 
 
“I’m very pleased that you’re doing so well at school.” 
 
“I’m third this month,” she boasted. “Elsie”--that was her cousin--”is only about eighteenth, and Richard is 
about at the bottom.” 
 
“You like Richard and Elsie, don’t you?” 
 
“Oh, yes. I like Richard quite well and I like her all right.” 
 
Cautiously and casually he asked: “And Aunt Marion and Uncle Lincoln--which do you like best?” 
 
“Oh, Uncle Lincoln, I guess.” 
 
He was increasingly aware of her presence. As they came in, a murmur of “. . . adorable” followed them, and 
now the people at the next table bent all their silences upon her, staring as if she were something no more 
conscious than a flower. 
 
“Why don’t I live with you?” she asked suddenly. “Because mamma’s dead?” 
 
“You must stay here and learn more French. It would have been hard for daddy to take care of you so well.” 
 
“I don’t really need much taking care of any more. I do everything for myself.” 
 
Going out of the restaurant, a man and a woman unexpectedly hailed him. 
 
“Well, the old Wales!” 
 
“Hello there, Lorraine. . . . Dunc.” 
 
Sudden ghosts out of the past: Duncan Schaeffer, a friend from college. Lorraine Quarrles, a lovely, pale 
blonde of thirty; one of a crowd who had helped them make months into days in the lavish times of three 
years ago. 
 
“My husband couldn’t come this year,” she said, in answer to his question. “We’re poor as hell. So he gave 
me two hundred a month and told me I could do my worst on that. . . . This your little girl?” 
 
“What about coming back and sitting down?” Duncan asked. 
 
“Can’t do it.” He was glad for an excuse. As always, he felt Lorraine’s passionate, provocative attraction, but 
his own rhythm was different now. 
 
“Well, how about dinner?” she asked. 
 
“I’m not free. Give me your address and let me call you.” 
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“Charlie, I believe you’re sober,” she said judicially. “I honestly believe he’s sober, Dunc. Pinch him and see 
if he’s sober.” 
 
Charlie indicated Honoria with his head. They both laughed. 
 
“What’s your address?” said Duncan sceptically. 
 
He hesitated, unwilling to give the name of his hotel. 
 
“I’m not settled yet. I’d better call you. We’re going to see the vaudeville at the Empire.” 
 
“There! That’s what I want to do,” Lorraine said. “I want to see some clowns and acrobats and jugglers. 
That’s just what we’ll do, Dunc.” 
 
“We’ve got to do an errand first,” said Charlie. “Perhaps we’ll see you there.” 
 
“All right, you snob. . . . Good-by, beautiful little girl.” 
 
“Good-by.” 
 
Honoria bobbed politely. 
 
Somehow, an unwelcome encounter. They liked him because he was functioning, because he was serious; 
they wanted to see him, because he was stronger than they were now, because they wanted to draw a 
certain sustenance from his strength. 
 
At the Empire, Honoria proudly refused to sit upon her father’s folded coat. She was already an individual 
with a code of her own, and Charlie was more and more absorbed by the desire of putting a little of himself 
into her before she crystallized utterly. It was hopeless to try to know her in so short a time. 
 
Between the acts they came upon Duncan and Lorraine in the lobby where the band was playing. 
 
“Have a drink?” 
 
“All right, but not up at the bar. We’ll take a table.” 
 
“The perfect father.” 
 
Listening abstractedly to Lorraine, Charlie watched Honoria’s eyes leave their table, and he followed them 
wistfully about the room, wondering what they saw. He met her glance and she smiled. 
 
“I liked that lemonade,” she said. 
 
What had she said? What had he expected? Going home in a taxi afterward, he pulled her over until her 
head rested against his chest. 
 
“Darling, do you ever think about your mother?” 
 
“Yes, sometimes,” she answered vaguely. 
 
“I don’t want you to forget her. Have you got a picture of her?” 
 
“Yes, I think so. Anyhow, Aunt Marion has. Why don’t you want me to forget her?” 
 
“She loved you very much.” 
 
“I loved her too.” 
 
They were silent for a moment. 
 
“Daddy, I want to come and live with you,” she said suddenly. 
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His heart leaped; he had wanted it to come like this. 
 
“Aren’t you perfectly happy?” 
 
“Yes, but I love you better than anybody. And you love me better than anybody, don’t you, now that 
mummy’s dead?” 
 
“Of course I do. But you won’t always like me best, honey. You’ll grow up and meet somebody your own age 
and go marry him and forget you ever had a daddy.” 
 
“Yes, that’s true,” she agreed tranquilly. 
 
He didn’t go in. He was coming back at nine o’clock and he wanted to keep himself fresh and new for the 
thing he must say then. 
 
“When you’re safe inside, just show yourself in that window.” 
 
“All right. Good-by, dads, dads, dads, dads.” 
 
He waited in the dark street until she appeared, all warm and glowing, in the window above and kissed her 
fingers out into the night. 
  
 
III 
 
They were waiting. Marion sat behind the coffee service in a dignified black dinner dress that just faintly 
suggested mourning. Lincoln was walking up and down with the animation of one who had already been 
talking. They were as anxious as he was to get into the question. He opened it almost immediately: 
 
“I suppose you know what I want to see you about--why I really came to Paris.” 
 
Marion played with the black stars on her necklace and frowned. 
 
“I’m awfully anxious to have a home,” he continued. “And I’m awfully anxious to have Honoria in it. I 
appreciate your taking in Honoria for her mother’s sake, but things have changed now”--he hesitated and 
then continued more forcibly--”changed radically with me, and I want to ask you to reconsider the matter. It 
would be silly for me to deny that about three years ago I was acting badly--” 
 
Marion looked up at him with hard eyes. 
 
“--but all that’s over. As I told you, I haven’t had more than a drink a day for over a year, and I take that drink 
deliberately, so that the idea of alcohol won’t get too big in my imagination. You see the idea?” 
 
“No,” said Marion succinctly. 
 
“It’s a sort of stunt I set myself. It keeps the matter in proportion.” 
 
“I get you,” said Lincoln. “You don’t want to admit it’s got any attraction for you.” 
 
“Something like that. Sometimes I forget and don’t take it. But I try to take it. Anyhow, I couldn’t afford to 
drink in my position. The people I represent are more than satisfied with what I’ve done, and I’m bringing my 
sister over from Burlington to keep house for me, and I want awfully to have Honoria too. You know that 
even when her mother and I weren’t getting along well we never let anything that happened touch Honoria. I 
know she’s fond of me and I know I’m able to take care of her and--well, there you are. How do you feel 
about it?” 
 
He knew that now he would have to take a beating. It would last an hour or two hours, and it would be 
difficult, but if he modulated his inevitable resentment to the chastened attitude of the reformed sinner, he 
might win his point in the end. 
 
Keep your temper, he told himself. You don’t want to be justified. You want Honoria. 
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Lincoln spoke first: “We’ve been talking it over ever since we got your letter last month. We’re happy to have 
Honoria here. She’s a dear little thing, and we’re glad to be able to help her, but of course that isn’t the 
question--” 
 
Marion interrupted suddenly. “How long are you going to stay sober, Charlie?” she asked. 
 
“Permanently, I hope.” 
 
“How can anybody count on that?” 
 
“You know I never did drink heavily until I gave up business and came over here with nothing to do. Then 
Helen and I began to run around with--” 
 
“Please leave Helen out of it. I can’t bear to hear you talk about her like that.” 
 
He stared at her grimly; he had never been certain how fond of each other the sisters were in life. 
 
“My drinking only lasted about a year and a half--from the time we came over until I--collapsed.” 
 
“It was time enough.” 
 
“It was time enough,” he agreed. 
 
“My duty is entirely to Helen,” she said. “I try to think what she would have wanted me to do. Frankly, from 
the night you did that terrible thing you haven’t really existed for me. I can’t help that. She was my sister.” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“When she was dying she asked me to look out for Honoria. If you hadn’t been in a sanitarium then, it might 
have helped matters.” 
 
He had no answer. 
 
“I’ll never in my life be able to forget the morning when Helen knocked at my door, soaked to the skin and 
shivering, and said you’d locked her out.” 
 
Charlie gripped the sides of the chair. This was more difficult than he expected; he wanted to launch out into 
a long expostulation and explanation, but he only said: “The night I locked her out--” and she interrupted, “I 
don’t feel up to going over that again.” 
 
After a moment’s silence Lincoln said: “We’re getting off the subject. You want Marion to set aside her legal 
guardianship and give you Honoria. I think the main point for her is whether she has confidence in you or 
not.” 
 
“I don’t blame Marion,” Charlie said slowly, “but I think she can have entire confidence in me. I had a good 
record up to three years ago. Of course, it’s within human possibilities I might go wrong any time. But if we 
wait much longer I’ll lose Honoria’s childhood and my chance for a home.” He shook his head, “I’ll simply 
lose her, don’t you see?” 
 
“Yes, I see,” said Lincoln. 
 
“Why didn’t you think of all this before?” Marion asked. 
 
“I suppose I did, from time to time, but Helen and I were getting along badly. When I consented to the 
guardianship, I was flat on my back in a sanitarium and the market had cleaned me out. I knew I’d acted 
badly, and I thought if it would bring any peace to Helen, I’d agree to anything. But now it’s different. I’m 
functioning, I’m behaving damn well, so far as--” 
 
“Please don’t swear at me,” Marion said. 
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He looked at her, startled. With each remark the force of her dislike became more and more apparent. She 
had built up all her fear of life into one wall and faced it toward him. This trivial reproof was possibly the result 
of some trouble with the cook several hours before. Charlie became increasingly alarmed at leaving Honoria 
in this atmosphere of hostility against himself; sooner or later it would come out, in a word here, a shake of 
the head there, and some of that distrust would be irrevocably implanted in Honoria. But he pulled his temper 
down out of his face and shut it up inside him; he had won a point, for Lincoln realized the absurdity of 
Marion’s remark and asked her lightly since when she had objected to the word “damn.” 
 
“Another thing,” Charlie said: “I’m able to give her certain advantages now. I’m going to take a French 
governess to Prague with me. I’ve got a lease on a new apartment--” 
 
He stopped, realizing that he was blundering. They couldn’t be expected to accept with equanimity the fact 
that his income was again twice as large as their own. 
 
“I suppose you can give her more luxuries than we can,” said Marion. “When you were throwing away money 
we were living along watching every ten francs. . . . I suppose you’ll start doing it again.” 
 
“Oh, no,” he said. “I’ve learned. I worked hard for ten years, you know--until I got lucky in the market, like so 
many people. Terribly lucky. It didn’t seem any use working any more, so I quit. It won’t happen again.” 
 
There was a long silence. All of them felt their nerves straining, and for the first time in a year Charlie wanted 
a drink. He was sure now that Lincoln Peters wanted him to have his child. 
 
Marion shuddered suddenly; part of her saw that Charlie’s feet were planted on the earth now, and her own 
maternal feeling recognized the naturalness of his desire; but she had lived for a long time with a prejudice--
a prejudice founded on a curious disbelief in her sister’s happiness, and which, in the shock of one terrible 
night, had turned to hatred for him. It had all happened at a point in her life where the discouragement of ill 
health and adverse circumstances made it necessary for her to believe in tangible villainy and a tangible 
villain. 
 
“I can’t help what I think!” she cried out suddenly. “How much you were responsible for Helen’s death, I don’t 
know. It’s something you’ll have to square with your own conscience.” 
 
An electric current of agony surged through him; for a moment he was almost on his feet, an unuttered 
sound echoing in his throat. He hung on to himself for a moment, another moment. 
 
“Hold on there,” said Lincoln uncomfortably. “I never thought you were responsible for that.” 
 
“Helen died of heart trouble,” Charlie said dully. 
 
“Yes, heart trouble.” Marion spoke as if the phrase had another meaning for her. 
 
Then, in the flatness that followed her outburst, she saw him plainly and she knew he had somehow arrived 
at control over the situation. Glancing at her husband, she found no help from him, and as abruptly as if it 
were a matter of no importance, she threw up the sponge. 
 
“Do what you like!” she cried, springing up from her chair. “She’s your child. I’m not the person to stand in 
your way. I think if it were my child I’d rather see her--” She managed to check herself. “You two decide it. I 
can’t stand this. I’m sick. I’m going to bed.” 
 
She hurried from the room; after a moment Lincoln said: 
 
“This has been a hard day for her. You know how strongly she feels--” His voice was almost apologetic: 
“When a woman gets an idea in her head.” 
 
“Of course.” 
 
“It’s going to be all right. I think she sees now that you--can provide for the child, and so we can’t very well 
stand in your way or Honoria’s way.” 
 
“Thank you, Lincoln.” 
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“I’d better go along and see how she is.” 
 
“I’m going.” 
 
He was still trembling when he reached the street, but a walk down the Rue Bonaparte to the quais set him 
up, and as he crossed the Seine, fresh and new by the quai lamps, he felt exultant. But back in his room he 
couldn’t sleep. The image of Helen haunted him. Helen whom he had loved so until they had senselessly 
begun to abuse each other’s love, tear it into shreds. On that terrible February night that Marion remembered 
so vividly, a slow quarrel had gone on for hours. There was a scene at the Florida, and then he attempted to 
take her home, and then she kissed young Webb at a table; after that there was what she had hysterically 
said. When he arrived home alone he turned the key in the lock in wild anger. How could he know she would 
arrive an hour later alone, that there would be a snowstorm in which she wandered about in slippers, too 
confused to find a taxi? Then the aftermath, her escaping pneumonia by a miracle, and all the attendant 
horror. They were “reconciled,” but that was the beginning of the end, and Marion, who had seen with her 
own eyes and who imagined it to be one of many scenes from her sister’s martyrdom, never forgot. 
 
Going over it again brought Helen nearer, and in the white, soft light that steals upon half sleep near morning 
he found himself talking to her again. She said that he was perfectly right about Honoria and that she wanted 
Honoria to be with him. She said she was glad he was being good and doing better. She said a lot of other 
things--very friendly things--but she was in a swing in a white dress, and swinging faster and faster all the 
time, so that at the end he could not hear clearly all that she said. 
 
IV 
 
He woke up feeling happy. The door of the world was open again. He made plans, vistas, futures for Honoria 
and himself, but suddenly he grew sad, remembering all the plans he and Helen had made. She had not 
planned to die. The present was the thing--work to do and someone to love. But not to love too much, for he 
knew the injury that a father can do to a daughter or a mother to a son by attaching them too closely: 
afterward, out in the world, the child would seek in the marriage partner the same blind tenderness and, 
failing probably to find it, turn against love and life. 
 
It was another bright, crisp day. He called Lincoln Peters at the bank where he worked and asked if he could 
count on taking Honoria when he left for Prague. Lincoln agreed that there was no reason for delay. One 
thing--the legal guardianship. Marion wanted to retain that a while longer. She was upset by the whole 
matter, and it would oil things if she felt that the situation was still in her control for another year. Charlie 
agreed, wanting only the tangible, visible child. 
 
Then the question of a governess. Charlie sat in a gloomy agency and talked to a cross Béarnaise and to a 
buxom Breton peasant, neither of whom he could have endured. There were others whom he would see 
tomorrow. 
 
He lunched with Lincoln Peters at Griffons, trying to keep down his exultation. 
 
“There’s nothing quite like your own child,” Lincoln said. “But you understand how Marion feels too.” 
 
“She’s forgotten how hard I worked for seven years there,” Charlie said. “She just remembers one night.” 
 
“There’s another thing.” Lincoln hesitated. “While you and Helen were tearing around Europe throwing 
money away, we were just getting along. I didn’t touch any of the prosperity because I never got ahead 
enough to carry anything but my insurance. I think Marion felt there was some kind of injustice in it--you not 
even working toward the end, and getting richer and richer.” 
 
“It went just as quick as it came,” said Charlie. 
 
“Yes, a lot of it stayed in the hands of chasseurs and saxophone players and maîtres d’hôtel--well, the big 
party’s over now. I just said that to explain Marion’s feeling about those crazy years. If you drop in about six 
o’clock tonight before Marion’s too tired, we’ll settle the details on the spot.” 
 
Back at his hotel, Charlie found a pneumatique that had been redirected from the Ritz bar where Charlie had 
left his address for the purpose of finding a certain man. 
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DEAR CHARLIE: You were so strange when we saw you the other day that I wondered if I did 
something to offend you. If so, I’m not conscious of it. In fact, I have thought about you too much 
for the last year, and it’s always been in the back of my mind that I might see you if I came over 
here. We did have such good times that crazy spring, like the night you and I stole the butcher’s 
tricycle, and the time we tried to call on the president and you had the old derby rim and the wire 
cane. Everybody seems so old lately, but I don’t feel old a bit. Couldn’t we get together some 
time today for old time’s sake? I’ve got a vile hang-over for the moment, but will be feeling better 
this afternoon and will look for you about five in the sweat-shop at the Ritz. 
 

Always devotedly,             
 

LORRAINE.      
 
 
His first feeling was one of awe that he had actually, in his mature years, stolen a tricycle and pedalled 
Lorraine all over the Étoile between the small hours and dawn. In retrospect it was a nightmare. Locking out 
Helen didn’t fit in with any other act of his life, but the tricycle incident did--it was one of many. How many 
weeks or months of dissipation to arrive at that condition of utter irresponsibility? 
 
He tried to picture how Lorraine had appeared to him then--very attractive; Helen was unhappy about it, 
though she said nothing. Yesterday, in the restaurant, Lorraine had seemed trite, blurred, worn away. He 
emphatically did not want to see her, and he was glad Alix had not given away his hotel address. It was a 
relief to think, instead, of Honoria, to think of Sundays spent with her and of saying good morning to her and 
of knowing she was there in his house at night, drawing her breath in the darkness. 
 
At five he took a taxi and bought presents for all the Peters--a piquant cloth doll, a box of Roman soldiers, 
flowers for Marion, big linen handkerchiefs for Lincoln. 
 
He saw, when he arrived in the apartment, that Marion had accepted the inevitable. She greeted him now as 
though he were a recalcitrant member of the family, rather than a menacing outsider. Honoria had been told 
she was going; Charlie was glad to see that her tact made her conceal her excessive happiness. Only on his 
lap did she whisper her delight and the question “When?” before she slipped away with the other children. 
 
He and Marion were alone for a minute in the room, and on an impulse he spoke out boldly: 
 
“Family quarrels are bitter things. They don’t go according to any rules. They’re not like aches or wounds; 
they’re more like splits in the skin that won’t heal because there’s not enough material. I wish you and I could 
be on better terms.” 
 
“Some things are hard to forget,” she answered. “It’s a question of confidence.” There was no answer to this 
and presently she asked, “When do you propose to take her?” 
 
“As soon as I can get a governess. I hoped the day after tomorrow.” 
 
“That’s impossible. I’ve got to get her things in shape. Not before Saturday.” 
 
He yielded. Coming back into the room, Lincoln offered him a drink. 
 
“I’ll take my daily whisky,” he said. 
 
It was warm here, it was a home, people together by a fire. The children felt very safe and important; the 
mother and father were serious, watchful. They had things to do for the children more important than his visit 
here. A spoonful of medicine was, after all, more important than the strained relations between Marion and 
himself. They were not dull people, but they were very much in the grip of life and circumstances. He 
wondered if he couldn’t do something to get Lincoln out of his rut at the bank. 
 
A long peal at the door-bell; the bonne à tout faire passed through and went down the corridor. The door 
opened upon another long ring, and then voices, and the three in the salon looked up expectantly; Lincoln 
moved to bring the corridor within his range of vision, and Marion rose. Then the maid came back along the 
corridor, closely followed by the voices, which developed under the light into Duncan Schaeffer and Lorraine 
Quarrles. 
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They were gay, they were hilarious, they were roaring with laughter. For a moment Charlie was astounded; 
unable to understand how they ferreted out the Peters’ address. 
 
“Ah-h-h!” Duncan wagged his finger roguishly at Charlie. “Ah-h-h!” 
 
They both slid down another cascade of laughter. Anxious and at a loss, Charlie shook hands with them 
quickly and presented them to Lincoln and Marion. Marion nodded, scarcely speaking. She had drawn back 
a step toward the fire; her little girl stood beside her, and Marion put an arm about her shoulder. 
 
With growing annoyance at the intrusion, Charlie waited for them to explain themselves. After some 
concentration Duncan said: 
 
“We came to invite you out to dinner. Lorraine and I insist that all this shishi, cagy business ‘bout your 
address got to stop.” 
 
Charlie came closer to them, as if to force them backward down the corridor. 
 
“Sorry, but I can’t. Tell me where you’ll be and I’ll phone you in half an hour.” 
 
This made no impression. Lorraine sat down suddenly on the side of a chair, and focussing her eyes on 
Richard, cried, “Oh, what a nice little boy! Come here, little boy.” Richard glanced at his mother, but did not 
move. With a perceptible shrug of her shoulders, Lorraine turned back to Charlie: 
 
“Come and dine. Sure your cousins won’ mine. See you so sel’om. Or solemn.” 
 
“I can’t,” said Charlie sharply. “You two have dinner and I’ll phone you.” 
 
Her voice became suddenly unpleasant. “All right, we’ll go. But I remember once when you hammered on my 
door at four A.M. I was enough of a good sport to give you a drink. Come on, Dunc.” 
 
Still in slow motion, with blurred, angry faces, with uncertain feet, they retired along the corridor. 
 
“Good night,” Charlie said. 
 
“Good night!” responded Lorraine emphatically. 
 
When he went back into the salon Marion had not moved, only now her son was standing in the circle of her 
other arm. Lincoln was still swinging Honoria back and forth like a pendulum from side to side. 
 
“What an outrage!” Charlie broke out. “What an absolute outrage!” Neither of them answered. Charlie 
dropped into an armchair, picked up his drink, set it down again and said: 
 
“People I haven’t seen for two years having the colossal nerve--” 
 
He broke off. Marion had made the sound “Oh!” in one swift, furious breath, turned her body from him with a 
jerk and left the room. 
 
Lincoln set down Honoria carefully. 
 
“You children go in and start your soup,” he said, and when they obeyed, he said to Charlie: 
 
“Marion’s not well and she can’t stand shocks. That kind of people make her really physically sick.” 
 
“I didn’t tell them to come here. They wormed your name out of somebody. They deliberately--” 
 
“Well, it’s too bad. It doesn’t help matters. Excuse me a minute.” 
 
Left alone, Charlie sat tense in his chair. In the next room he could hear the children eating, talking in 
monosyllables, already oblivious to the scene between their elders. He heard a murmur of conversation from 
a farther room and then the ticking bell of a telephone receiver picked up, and in a panic he moved to the 
other side of the room and out of earshot. 
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In a minute Lincoln came back. “Look here, Charlie. I think we’d better call off dinner for tonight. Marion’s in 
bad shape.” 
 
“Is she angry with me?” 
 
“Sort of,” he said, almost roughly. “She’s not strong and--” 
 
“You mean she’s changed her mind about Honoria?” 
 
“She’s pretty bitter right now. I don’t know. You phone me at the bank tomorrow.” 
 
“I wish you’d explain to her I never dreamed these people would come here. I’m just as sore as you are.” 
 
“I couldn’t explain anything to her now.” 
 
Charlie got up. He took his coat and hat and started down the corridor. Then he opened the door of the 
dining room and said in a strange voice, “Good night, children.” 
 
Honoria rose and ran around the table to hug him. 
 
“Good night, sweetheart,” he said vaguely, and then trying to make his voice more tender, trying to conciliate 
something, “Good night, dear children.” 
 
 
V 
 
Charlie went directly to the Ritz bar with the furious idea of finding Lorraine and Duncan, but they were not 
there, and he realized that in any case there was nothing he could do. He had not touched his drink at the 
Peters’, and now he ordered a whisky-and-soda. Paul came over to say hello. 
 
“It’s a great change,” he said sadly. “We do about half the business we did. So many fellows I hear about 
back in the States lost everything, maybe not in the first crash, but then in the second. Your friend George 
Hardt lost every cent, I hear. Are you back in the States?” 
 
“No, I’m in business in Prague.” 
 
“I heard that you lost a lot in the crash.” 
 
“I did,” and he added grimly, “but I lost everything I wanted in the boom.” 
 
“Selling short.” 
 
“Something like that.” 
 
Again the memory of those days swept over him like a nightmare--the people they had met travelling; then 
people who couldn’t add a row of figures or speak a coherent sentence. The little man Helen had consented 
to dance with at the ship’s party, who had insulted her ten feet from the table; the women and girls carried 
screaming with drink or drugs out of public places-- 
 
--The men who locked their wives out in the snow, because the snow of twenty-nine wasn’t real snow. If you 
didn’t want it to be snow, you just paid some money. 
 
He went to the phone and called the Peters’ apartment; Lincoln answered. 
 
“I called up because this thing is on my mind. Has Marion said anything definite?” 
 
“Marion’s sick,” Lincoln answered shortly. “I know this thing isn’t altogether your fault, but I can’t have her go 
to pieces about it. I’m afraid we’ll have to let it slide for six months; I can’t take the chance of working her up 
to this state again.” 
 
“I see.” 
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“I’m sorry, Charlie.” 
 
He went back to his table. His whisky glass was empty, but he shook his head when Alix looked at it 
questioningly. There wasn’t much he could do now except send Honoria some things; he would send her a 
lot of things tomorrow. He thought rather angrily that this was just money--he had given so many people 
money. . . . 
 
“No, no more,” he said to another waiter. “What do I owe you?” 
 
He would come back some day; they couldn’t make him pay forever. But he wanted his child, and nothing 
was much good now, beside that fact. He wasn’t young any more, with a lot of nice thoughts and dreams to 
have by himself. He was absolutely sure Helen wouldn’t have wanted him to be so alone. 
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Ezra Pound, “In a Station of the Metro” (1913) 

 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd: 

Petals on a wet, black bough. 
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T. S. Eliot, “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock (1915) 

 

S’io credesse che mia risposta fosse 
A persona che mai tornasse al mondo, 

Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse. 
Ma percioché giammai di questo fondo 

Non tornò vivo alcun, s’i’odo il vero, 
Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.1 

 
Let us go then, you and I, 
When the evening is spread out against the sky 
Like a patient etherized upon a table; 
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 
The muttering retreats 
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 
Streets that follow like a tedious argument 
Of insidious intent 
To lead you to an overwhelming question ... 
Oh, do not ask, “What is it?” 
Let us go and make our visit. 
 
In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 
 
The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes, 
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes, 
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening, 
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains, 
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap, 
And seeing that it was a soft October night, 
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 
 
And indeed there will be time2 
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street, 
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes; 
There will be time, there will be time 
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 
There will be time to murder and create, 
And time for all the works and days3 of hands 
That lift and drop a question on your plate; 
Time for you and time for me, 
And time yet for a hundred indecisions, 
And for a hundred visions and revisions, 
Before the taking of a toast and tea. 
 
In the room the women come and go 
Talking of Michelangelo. 
 
And indeed there will be time 
To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?” 
Time to turn back and descend the stair, 
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair — 
(They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”) 

                                                        
1 Dante's Inferno 27.61-66. The speaker, Guido da Montefeltro, consumed in flame as punishment for giving false 
counsel, confesses his shame without fear of its being reported since he believes Dante cannot return to earth.  
2 An echo of Andrew Marvell, "To His Coy Mistress" (1681): "Had we but world enough and time."  
3 Works and Days is a didactic poem about farming by the Greek poet Hesiod (8th century B.C.E.). 
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My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin — 
(They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”) 
Do I dare 
Disturb the universe? 
In a minute there is time 
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. 
 
For I have known them all already, known them all: 
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons, 
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; 
I know the voices dying with a dying fall4 
Beneath the music from a farther room. 
               So how should I presume? 
 
And I have known the eyes already, known them all— 
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, 
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall, 
Then how should I begin 
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways? 
               And how should I presume? 
 
And I have known the arms already, known them all— 
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 
(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!) 
Is it perfume from a dress 
That makes me so digress? 
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 
               And should I then presume? 
               And how should I begin? 
 
Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets 
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? ... 
 
I should have been a pair of ragged claws 
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas. 
 
And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully! 
Smoothed by long fingers, 
Asleep ... tired ... or it malingers, 
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me. 
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, 
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis? 
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed, 
Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter,5 
I am no prophet — and here’s no great matter; 
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker, 
And in short, I was afraid. 
 
And would it have been worth it, after all, 
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me, 
Would it have been worth while, 
To have bitten off the matter with a smile, 

                                                        
4 Echo of Duke Orsino's invocation of music in Shakespeare's Twelfth Night 1.1: "If music be the food of love, play on … 
That strain again! It had a dying fall."  
5 The head of the prophet John the Baptist, who was killed at the behest of Princess Salome, was brought to her on a 
platter (see Mark 6.17-20, Matthew 14.3-11).  
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To have squeezed the universe into a ball 
To roll it towards some overwhelming question, 
To say: “I am Lazarus,6 come from the dead, 
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”— 
If one, settling a pillow by her head 
               Should say: “That is not what I meant at all; 
               That is not it, at all.” 
 
And would it have been worth it, after all, 
Would it have been worth while, 
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor— 
And this, and so much more?— 
It is impossible to say just what I mean! 
But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen: 
Would it have been worth while 
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 
And turning toward the window, should say: 
               “That is not it at all, 
               That is not what I meant, at all.” 
 
No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be; 
Am an attendant lord, one that will do 
To swell a progress,7 start a scene or two, 
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool, 
Deferential, glad to be of use, 
Politic, cautious, and meticulous; 
Full of high sentence,8 but a bit obtuse; 
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous— 
Almost, at times, the Fool. 
 
I grow old ... I grow old ... 
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 
 
Shall I part my hair behind?   Do I dare to eat a peach? 
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each. 
 
I do not think that they will sing to me. 
 
I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 
When the wind blows the water white and black. 
We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown 
Till human voices wake us, and we drown. 

 

                                                        
6 The resurrection of Lazarus is recounted in John 11.1-44.   
7 A journey or procession made by royal courts and often portrayed on Elizabethan stages.  
8 Opinions, sententiousness. 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William Carlos Williams, “The Red Wheelbarrow” (1923) 
 
so much depends 
upon 
 
a red wheel 
barrow 
 
glazed with rain 
water 
 
beside the white 
chickens.  
 
 
 
“This Is Just to Say” (1934) 
 
I have eaten 
the plums 
that were in 
the icebox 
 
and which 
you were probably 
saving 
for breakfast 
 
Forgive me 
they were delicious 
so sweet 
and so cold 
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Claude McKay, “If We Must Die” (1919) 
 
If we must die, let it not be like hogs 
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot, 
While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs, 
Making their mock at our accursèd lot. 
If we must die, O let us nobly die, 
So that our precious blood may not be shed 
In vain; then even the monsters we defy 
Shall be constrained to honor us though dead! 
O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe! 
Though far outnumbered let us show us brave, 
And for their thousand blows deal one death-blow! 
What though before us lies the open grave? 
Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly pack, 
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back! 
 
 “The Lynching” (1922) 
 
His spirit is smoke ascended to high heaven. 
His father, by the cruelest way of pain, 
Had bidden him to his bosom once again; 
The awful sin remained still unforgiven. 
All night a bright and solitary star 
(Perchance the one that ever guided him, 
Yet gave him up at last to Fate's wild whim) 
Hung pitifully o'er the swinging char. 
Day dawned, and soon the mixed crowds came to view 
The ghastly body swaying in the sun: 
The women thronged to look, but never a one 
Showed sorrow in her eyes of steely blue; 
And little lads, lynchers that were to be, 
Danced round the dreadful thing in fiendish glee. 
 
 
Abel Meeropol, “Bitter Fruit” (1937; recorded in 1939 as “Strange Fruit”) 
 
Southern trees bear a strange fruit 
Blood on the leaves and blood at the root 
Black bodies swingin' in the Southern breeze 
Strange fruit hangin' from the poplar trees 
 
Pastoral scene of the gallant South 
The bulgin' eyes and the twisted mouth 
Scent of magnolias sweet and fresh 
Then the sudden smell of burnin' flesh 
 
Here is a fruit for the crows to pluck 
For the rain to gather, for the wind to suck 
For the sun to rot, for the tree to drop 
Here is a strange and bitter crop 
 
 
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Web007rzSOI    
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HhOOMO_nad8 
 
https://youtu.be/KEA0btSNkpw  
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Langston Hughes, “The Negro Speaks of Rivers” (1921) 
I've known rivers: 
I've known rivers ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in human veins. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
 
I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 
I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep.  
I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 
I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln went down to New Orleans, and I've seen its muddy 
bosom turn all golden in the sunset 
 
I've known rivers:  
Ancient, dusky rivers. 
 
My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 
 
 
 
“The Weary Blues” (1926) 
 
Droning a drowsy syncopated tune, 
Rocking back and forth to a mellow croon, 
I heard a Negro play. 
Down on Lenox Avenue the other night 
By the pale dull pallor of an old gas light 
He did a lazy sway. … 
He did a lazy sway. … 
To the tune o’ those Weary Blues. 
With his ebony hands on each ivory key 
He made that poor piano moan with melody. 
     O Blues! 
Swaying to and fro on his rickety stool 
He played that sad raggy tune like a musical fool. 
     Sweet Blues! 
Coming from a black man’s soul. 
     O Blues! 
In a deep song voice with a melancholy tone 
I heard that Negro sing, that old piano moan— 
     “Ain’t got nobody in all this world, 
       Ain’t got nobody but ma self. 
       I’s gwine to quit ma frownin’ 
       And put ma troubles on the shelf.” 
 
Thump, thump, thump, went his foot on the floor. 
He played a few chords then he sang some more— 
     “I got the Weary Blues 
       And I can’t be satisfied. 
       Got the Weary Blues 
       And can’t be satisfied— 
       I ain’t happy no mo’ 
       And I wish that I had died.” 
And far into the night he crooned that tune. 
The stars went out and so did the moon. 
The singer stopped playing and went to bed 
While the Weary Blues echoed through his head. 
He slept like a rock or a man that’s dead. 
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William Carlos Williams, “The Red Wheelbarrow” (1923) 
 
so much depends 
upon 
 
a red wheel 
barrow 
 
glazed with rain 
water 
 
beside the white 
chickens.  
 
 
 
“This Is Just to Say” (1934) 
 
I have eaten 
the plums 
that were in 
the icebox 
 
and which 
you were probably 
saving 
for breakfast 
 
Forgive me 
they were delicious 
so sweet 
and so cold 
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