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itting in the back row of English
literature class, Jamie looked
through an open window toward
a rounded silver water tower
which poked up through the
, woods like a great metal tulip. The
tower had recently been painted and ap-
peared 1mmaculate in the spring sunlight.
Tubular' steel legs were hidden at the bot-
tom by newly greening oaks, sycamores, and
poplars that bordered the rear grounds of
- the suburban Richmond High School.
lamie had made no brag. He had not even
sken the evening he was at Jawbone’s
nouse, loafing in the basement playroom
with the others.

“Look at Jamie’s,” Jawbone said. Jawbone
was a dark, wiry boy of eighteen who had a
jutting chin. He wanted to go to West Point.”
He stuck a finger on Jamie's picture in the
new yearbook. Under the names of the oth-
ers were accomplishments—teams, organi-
zations, trophies.

“Not even the Glee Clu
on a sofa, his legs hanging over the arm rest
at one end. He was a blond boy whose father
owned a fancy restaurant downtown.

“They’ll never know you been here,” Alf
said. Alf, the top student, was a heavyset,
shaggy boy who'd won his letter in base-
ball.

More sensitive than the rest, he was imme-

," Nick said, lying
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diately sorry. He reached across a chair to
punch Jamie’s arm. Jamie dodged and
smiled, though smiling was like cracking
rock.

They meant the remarks good-naturedly.
Still, the words made him see what his rela-
tionship to them was. He had gone through
four years of high school without leaving a
mark. He had ridden with them daily,
shared their secrets, and eaten in their
homes. They considered him a friend. But

they expected nothing from him.

At first he was resentful and hurt, as if
betrayed. Next he had fantasies of heroic
derring-do’ on the basketball court or base-
ball diamond—because of his smallness he
didn’t dream of football glory any longer.
After the fantasies, he tried to think of
projects. Finally he came up with a plan.

He had spent a lot of time working out
details. He was now merely waiting for the
right day—or rather night. Recently there
had been rain and blustering weather. Even
when the sun shone, the wind gusted. This
afternoon, however, as he sat in English lit-
erature class, Jamie saw that the treetops
barely quivered.

His eyes kept returning to the silver water

1. tubular: in the shape of a tube.

2. West Point: the United States Militcry Academy in
southeastern New York State.

3. derring-do: reckless, courageous actions.

immaculete (im mak’ y35 lit) adj. perfactly clean, spotfess



tower. Other students had attempted the
climb. A few inventive ones had gone up as
far as the catwalk around the fat belly of the
tank, where they had painted skulls and
crossbones. A sophomore had lost his nerve
halfway and got stuck. The Richmond res-
cue squad had coaxed him down like a kit-
ten from a light pole. The boy had been so
ashamed he had tried to join the Army.
Nobody had ever made it to the stubby spike
on the crown.

Mr. Tharpe, the principal, understood
the tower’s temptation and had ordered the
ladder above the catwalk taken off. He had
also directed that the ladder up the leg be
cut high above the ground. Lastly, he had
made climbing the tower punishable by ex-
pulsion.

The toughest problem was getting from
the catwalk to the crown. As the tank served
only the school, it wasn't large, but without a
ladder the rounded sides appeared unscal-
able.' Jamie concluded that he needed a
light hook which could be thrown fifteen to
twenty feet. .

He found what he wanted in a Richmond
boating store—a small, three-pronged, alu-
minum anchor. Along with the anchor he
bought fifty feet of braided nylon line that
had a thousand-pound test strength. He
also purchased a hacksaw. The clerk packed
the things in a strong cardboard box, and as
soon as Jamie reached home, he hid them in
the back of his closet.

He assembied other equipment as well—
tennis shoes, a pair of light cotton gloves, a
sweat suit, which would keep him warm in
the night air yet allow him to move freely, a
billed cap, a small flashlight with a holding
ring, and a sheath krife to fasten to his
leather belt.
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Twice he scheduled attempts on th-
tower. The first night a thunderstor
washed him out. The second, the moon wa.
too bright, increasing the risk that he would
be seen.

Delay made him uneasy. He felt that if he
didn't go soon, he might lose his nerve.

Nobody had ever made it
“ ¥ to the stubby spike on the
crown. |

The bell rang. He went to his locker and
then left the building quickly. He wanted to
get away without the others seeing him, but
Alf called his name. Alf ran down the side-
walk. He adjusted his glasses.

“Want to shoot baskets?” he asked, mak-
ing an imaginary hook shot. He held up tv
fingers to indicate a score.

“No, thanks,” Jamie answered, moving
on.

“You're getting pretty exclusive lately,”
Alf said.

“I've always been exclusive,” Jamie told
him, hoping it sounded like a joke.

He spent the afternoon working around
the house. He cut the grass and spread some
of the lawn fertilizer his father had stored in
the garage. When he had a chance, he went
up to his room and again checked his equip-
ment. The check was just nervousness. He
knew his equipment was right.

After dinner, as he was sure they would,
his parents went next door to play cards. He

4. unscalable: impossible to climb.

hackssw (hak’ s&') n. a saw used to cut metal



and his brother David were left in the
house. David was a year younger, although
already heavier than Jamie. He had been
asked to come out for football and liked to
flex his muscles before a mirror.

Jamie sat at his desk and pretended to
study so he wouldn't be questioned. He lis-
tened to sounds of the night coming
through the open window. There was some
wind, but not enough to worry him. The sky
was cloudy.

When David went down to the kitchen for
a sandwich, Jamie undressed, put on the
sweat suit, and pulled pajamas over it. He
kept his socks on. He slipped his belt
through slots in the leather sheath of the
knife and bucklied it around his waist. Hear-
ing David approach, Jamie got into bed.

“You sick?” David asked, surprised.

“Just sleepy.”

“You look kind of queasy.”

“I'm okay.”

David watched TV and did his exercises
before coming to bed. Jamie hstened, as he
had for weeks, to the pattern of his brother’s
breathing. In practice, Jamie had gotten up
several times and moved around the dark
room. Once David had waked. Jamie had
explained he was after another blanket.

David breathed softly. When he was com-
pletely asleep, his mouth opened and he
wheezed slightly. Jamie heard the wheezing
now. Still he did not move, although he
wanted badly to start. He lay on his back,
eyes open, waiting for his parents.

They returned at eleven. He heard them
in the kitchen. Finally his mother came to

armallad
his and David’s room. Ja.uuc smelled her

perfume. She bent over them, lightly adjust-
ing the covers. He kept his eyes shut until
she went out.

Words

SEVENTEEN 1959 Lew Davis Courtesy of Yares Gallery,
Scoutsdale, Arizona.

to Know queasy (kwé’ zé) adj. naussated; feeling uncomfortable and unsasy

and Use




Assoon as she was gone, he swung his legs
out of bed. He stood, listening, but David’s
breathing did not change. Jamie walked to
the closet, slipped off his pajamas, and sat
on the floor to pull on his tennis shoes. He
tied the laces in double knots.

He put on his baseball cap and fastened
the large, red bandanna around his neck.
The bandanna, too, was part of his plan. He
had bought it in a Richmond ten-cent store.
For some time he had been carrying it to
school and whipping it out to be seen by
Jawbone, Nick, and Alf. Though no name
was on it, people would identify it as his—
the right people, anyway.

Lastly he worked his fingers into the cot-
ton gloves, gathered the hacksaw and alumi-
num anchor, and tiptoed to the window. It
was already half-raised. Earlier in the week
he'd rubbed soap along the metal tracks to
prevent squeaking.

The window slid up noiselessly. He un-
snapped the screen and lifted it out. David
turned in his bed but did not wake. Jamie
climbed onto the window ledge, lowered his
equipment to the ground, and stepped
down to the grass of the back yard. He stood
still and listened. David did not stir. Jamie
replaced the screen without hooking it and
picked up his equipment.

Crouching, he ran—not fast enough to
wear himself out, but with the easy lope of a
distance runner. He carried the anchor in
his right hand, the saw in his left. The damp
grass of neighboring yards brushed his feet

enfrly L!e cfannr‘ in tha ekadf\tue
DULLA,- s BAY CU 11k Like ol I VY I

On reaching the high school, he cut be-
hind the main building and headed toward
the athletic field. When he was almost to the
other side, a dog snarled close behind him.
He was afraid that if he continued running,
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the dog might jump him. He turned and
ducked behind a pile of canvas tackling
dummies.’

The dog leaped out of the dark, its hair
bristling, its teeth bared. Jamie talked softly,
holding his hands at his sides so as not to
excite the boxer. The animal circled,
sniffed, and growled.

“King!” a voice from the field house
called. It was Carver, the watchman—an
erect, dark figure outlined against a door.
“Here, boy!”

The dog sprang off toward the field
house. Jamie pressed against the ground.
Carver leaned over to pat the boxer.

“What's out there?” he asked, turning on
his long flashlight. The light brushed across
the dummies. Jamie held his breath. Carver
talked to the dog. Finally the flashlight went
out, and Carver entered the field house.
The door slammed.

The steel legs were like

those of a giant insect
poised over him.

Jamie pushed up and sprinted. He
wanted to be well away in case the boxer was
still loose. His arms pumped. By the time he
reached the woods, he was winded. There
was no use even starting up the tower unless
he was fresh. He rested against a tree.

When his breath steadied, he walked on
through the woods. He didn’t need his
flashlight. Clouds had slid away from a
sickle moon, which laid a pale sheen on his

5. tackling dummies: upright, matlike objects
connected to flexible poles and used for tackling
practice in football.

sheen (shén) n. brightness; shininess



path. He stopped once to be certain nobedy
was following.

He walked out of the woods to the tower
and under it. Though the tank wasn't large,
it was high and seemed to float like a bal-
loon. The silver skin shone eerily. The steel
legs were like those of a giant insect poised
over him. He touched the steel and kicked a
cement footing to rid himself of the sensa-
tion. The tank was simply a water tower
which could be climbed.

e didn't hurry. Hurrying might

tire him. Methodically he un-

wound the line from the anchor.

He looped the saw onto his belt.
He adjusted his cap. Standing away from a
leg of the tower, he swung the anchor
around his head like a lasso and let fly at the
ladder.

The hooks missed by inches. The light
anchor clanged against tubular steel, which
reverberated like a gong. The sound was
loud—Ioud enough, perhaps, to alert the
watchman or the family who lived in a
board-and-batten’ house nearby. Quickly
Jamie picked up the anchor, swung it, and
threw. A prong clattered over a rung.

He had practiced rope climbing. Two or
three afternoons a week he had pulled him-
self to the [-beam at the top of the gym
where ropes were attached to swivels. He
had learned to go up without using his legs.
Basketball players had stood around to
watch, impressed that anybody so slight
could climb so well.

“You're turning into a regular Atlas,”
Nick had said.

Jamie had already tied knots every five
feet along the nylon line in order to have a
better grip on it. He fingered the line and
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pulled. As he looked up, he felt doubt. The
line was thin, the tower great. He jumped
before he had time to think further.

Climbing made him feel better. He
reached the bottom of the ladder and easily
drew himself onto it. He stopped to loosen
the anchor. He wrapped the line around the
anchor’s shank and hooked it over his left
shoulder.

He stepped up slowly. He was attempting
to pace himself for the distance. He looked
neither up nor down. Doing so might cause
dizziness. He narrowed his eyes and tried to
see no more than his own gloved hands clos-
ing over rungs.

After what seemed a long while, he
glanced up to get his bearings’ on the cat-
walk. He was disappointed at how far it was
above him. He estimated that he had come
only a quarter of the way. His excitement
was giving him a false sense of time.

He kept on. When he again looked up, he
had climbed not quite halfway. His breath-
ing was noisy, and he rested. As he clung to
the ladder, he thought how easy it would be
to go back now. Nobody knew he was here.
He could go down and slip into his bed with-
out ever being missed.

He was angry at himself for considering
it. His trouble was thinking too much. To
block the thoughts, he stepped up, deter-
mined to reach the catwalk without stop-
ping again.

He climbed until his arms and legs ached.
He sucked at air. He did not raise his eyes
lest the distance to the catwalk discourage
him. Occasionally a light wind gusted

6. board-and-batten: having walls constructed with
wide vertical wood strips alternating with thin wood
strips that are recessed or protruding.

7. get his bearings: figure out his situation.

methodically (ma théd’ ik 18) adv. done in a regulsr, orderly way; systematically
reverberats (ri ver’ ba rit’! v, to re-echo, rescund




against his face and chest—not hard
enough to worry him, but sufficient to slow
his step.

His head banged steel. The blow fright-
ened and pained him, and he clutched at
the ladder. The catwalk door was right over
him, its heavy padlock swinging from his
having hit it.

He put his right leg through the ladder
and hooked the foot over a rung to keep
from falling in case he lost his balance. He
unbuckled his belt to get the hacksaw. Be-
cause of the awkwardness of his position, he

had to work slowly. His left hand held the
lock, his right the saw.

Cutting was more difficult than he'd an-
ticipated. He had to rest and wipe sweat
from his face. When the metal finally
snapped, he flung the saw from him. It was
a long time hitting the ground.

He threw the padlock down, too, glad he
had on gloves in case an investigation
checked fingerprints. He raised a hand to
the trap door and pushed. The thick iron
squeaked but gave only a little. He stepped
up another rung in order to hunch his
shoulders and the back of his head against
it. The door rose, teetered, and fell to the
catwalk with a loud clang.

He climbed the rest of the way up the lad-
der, swung off it to the catwalk, and, hold-
ing the railing, closed the trap door. As he
straightened to look out over the dark land,
he had his first real sense of how high he
was. Instinctively, he pressed against the
tank. He edged around the catwalk until he
faced the school. Lights from houses were
faint and twinkling, and he saw the skyline
milkiness of Richmond itself.

He grinned, thinking of Alf, Nick, and
Jawbone. They wouldn't believe it! They
were lying down there, warm in their bunks.
He waved a hand over them.

He turned to the tank. He was still a good

UNIT FOUR SHEER DETERMINATION

fifteen feet from the top. As he calculated
the distance, a cloud passing over gave him
a feeling that the tower was falling. Space
shifted under him. He grabbed at the
tank.

Leaning against it, he considered tying his
bandanna to the railing on the school side.
In the morning everybody would see it. Go-
ing up this far was certainly a victory, and
people would be impressed.

He took off the bandanna and hesitated,
fingering it. For tying the bandanna to the
railing he might be temporarily honored,
but if he was the first to reach the top, he
would be remembered for years.

e retied the bandanna around his

neck and unwound the nylon line

from the anchor. In order to

throw to the top of the tank from
the proper angle, he had to lean out and
flap his arm upward. He forced his thigh
hard against the railing. Holding the anchor
from him, he threw.

The anchor thumped on top of the
rounded tower but slid back when he pulled
the line. He jumped to keep from being hit.
He stumbled and almost fell. Fear surged in
him.

He rested against the tank. When he was
calmer, he again threw the anchor. He
made half a dozen tries, but each time it
came sliding back. He didn’t have quite the
angle he needed to get the anchor to the
crown where the spike was. There was sim-
ply no way to do it. He had to tie the ban-
danna to the railing and cliimb down.

Another idea nagged him. He shook his
head as if he'd been asked. He didn't want
to step up onto the railing. He’d be crazy to
do it. He could, of course, use part of his
line to tie himself. Thus if he slipped, he
wouldn't fall far.

He wrapped the nylon line twice around



WATCHTOWER 1984

: e rolla
Sigmar Polke Private colle

Sig vate collecti

tion.

o

his waist. He knotted the middle section to
one of the upright supports of the railing.

Cautiously, like a performer mounting
the high wire, he stepped up onto the pipe
railing. He rested a hand against the tank so
that any fall would be toward the catwalk.
His left foot dangled. Though his body
wished to bend, he straightened it. He was
sweating, and the anchor was wet in his grip.
He blinked te clear his eyes, being careful
not to turn his head toward where he might
look down.

He hefted the anchor and with a gentle,
looping motion arched it over himself. The
anchor slid back and struck him in the side
of the face. Standing on the railing, he was

unable to dodge. His head throbbed and
ached. He touched his cheek, and his hand
came away bloody.

He pulled the anchor up from the cat-
walk. This time he didn't throw it directly
over him. When he tugged on the line, the
anchor came down. He felt weak and sick.

He balanced the anchor, tossed it, and
jerked the line. The anchor did not come

o o ratvonll an d o110
back. He jumped to the catwalk and pulled.

The anchor held.

He couldn't be certain it was caught on the
spike. Perhaps a hook tip was in a seam or
had snagged a bolt. He hung all his weight
on the line, drawing up his feet to do so.
Next he untied the line from the railing sup-

THE WAY UP



port. He dried his hands on his sweat suit
and wiped his mouth.

With a great effort, he pulled himself up.
When he reached the rounded curve of the
roof, he worked his hands under the line
that his weight stretched tight. Nausea
pumped through him as he bruised his
knuckles on the steel. Grunting, he made a

final thrust of his body and lay flat against

the slope.

His heart beat hard. He sweated yet felt
cold in the gusting wind. He raised his head
to look at the top of the tower. Two prongs
of the anchor had caught the spike.

He crawled up. Because of the slope and
his tennis shoes, he could have done it with-
out a line. He lay on his side as he took off
the bandanna. He tied the bandanna high
on the spike. He tested to make certain the
bandanna would not blow loose.

[1' ear ballooned in him, and
he shook harder.

To go down, he merely let his body slide
against the steel. He braked himself by grip-
ping the line. His feet jarred against the cat-
walk, He hated leaving his anchor, but he
knew of no way to pull it free. With his
knife, he eut the line as high as he could
reach. He wound what was left of it around
his body and opened the trap door.

As he put a foot on the ladder, a gust of
wind caught his cap and blew it off. He
snatched for the cap but missed. It fluttered
dizzily down and down and down. He
couldn't stop looking. The cap seemed to
fall forever. He felt the pull of space. He'd
tumble the same way if he slipped. He
began to shake. He was too weak to climb
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vomit

down that great distance. He backed off.

Fear ballooned in him, and he shook
harder. He couldn't stop thinking of the boy
who'd gotten stalled halfway up and needed
the Richmond rescue squad. The terrible
disgrace of it—the sirens, the people gath-
ered around, and the spotlight swinging up.
The police would call his parents.

Yet he was unable to force himself to the
ladder. The grip was gone from his fingers,
and his body was limp. He might climb
down a few steps and not be able to hold. He
had the sensation of falling, like the cap, of
cartwheeling end over end to the ground.
He lay flat on the catwalk, his face against

" steel strips. He was shaking so badly that his

temple knocked against the metal.

He gave himself up to fear. As if his
mouth had a life of its own, yells came out.
He couldn't stop the sounds. He shouted for
help. He screamed and begged in a rush of
terror.

The wind carried his voice away. Even if
he was missed at home and searched for,
nobody would think of looking on the
tower. He'd have to lie on the ‘catwalk all
night. . . . No, he couldn’t! With his flash-
light he signaled toward the school. There
was no response from the watchman. Jamie
kept yelling until his voice became faint and
hoarse. He wept.

The fright in him was gradually replaced
by exhaustion. He lay panting. He felt the
heat of shame. He thought of Alf, Nick, and
Jawbone seeing him like this. He thought of
his parents. Like a person gone blind, he
groped for the trap door.

This time he didn’t allow himself to look
down. Instead he rolled his eyes upward.
His fingers measured the position of the
hole, and he lowered a trembling foot to a

nausee (nd’ sha) n. a feeling of sickness in the stomach accompanied by the urge to



rung. As if decrepit, he shifted his weight
onto the ladder.

He went down a step. He was holding the
rungs too tightly, and his sweating hands
made the steel slippery. He felt the pull of
space behind him. His breathing was rapid
and shallow. He moved the way a small child
would, using the same foot first on each
rung.

He closed his eyes. His body functioned
with no direction from him. He was a pas-
senger cowering inside,

He rested, hanging his armpits over the
ladder and leaning his forehead against the
steel. For an instant he was drunkenly com-
fortable. He wobbled on the ladder, almost
letting go. He caught himself and cried
out.

Again he started down. In the endlessness
of his descent, he didn't believe he would

ever get to the bottom. His hands would fail, .

and he would drop off. He imagined his
body curving to the ground.

He stopped on the ladder, not under-
standing. The fact that his foot swung un-
der him and found no support meant noth-
ing. He believed his tiredness had tricked
him. A second time he put out the foot. Like
one coming from a cave into sunlight, he
opened his eyes and squinted. He saw the
dark shapes of trees. He was at the base of
the ladder. Lying under the tower was his
cap.

Wearily, even calmly now, he untied the
line from his waist and knotted it to the bot-
tom rung. He wrapped the line around his
wrists. He slid down, but he was too weak to
brake himself effectively. The line burned
his skin. When he hit the ground, he fell
backward. He lay looking at the silver tower
shining above him.
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Using one of the tubular steel legs for sup-
port, he pulled himself up, staggered, and
stooped for his cap. He turned to get his
bearings before stumbling into a jogging
run. At the trees he wove to a stop and again
looked at the tower. He shuddered.

He breathed deeply. Straightening, he en-
tered the dark woods with the step of a man
who wouldn’t be hurried and walked back
toward the house. @&
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Thumbprint
EVE MERRIAM

In the heel of my thumb

are whorls, whirls, wheels

in 2 unique design:

mine alone. ,

What a treasure to own!

My own flesh, my own feelings.
No other, however grand or base,
can ever contain the same.

My signature,

thumbing the pages of my time.
My universe key,

my singularity.

Impress, implant,

I am myself,

of all my atom parts I am the sum.
And out of my blood and my brain
I make my own interior weather,
MYy OWR Sun and rain.

Imprint my mark upon the world,
whatever I shall become.

decrepit (48 krep’ it} adj. worn out by oid age, iliness, or iong use; weak, frail, feebls
sowering (kou' o7 in) adj. crouching and trembling out of fear; cringing cower v.
descent (dé sent’) 1. a way down, a going down; a falf




Frank R. Stockton

n the very olden time, there lived a

' semibarbaric king, whose ideas, though
somewhat polished and sharpened by
the progressiveness of distant Latin neigh-
bors, were still large, florid, and untram-
meled,' as became the half of him which
was barbaric. He was a man of exuberant
fancy, and, withal, of an authority so irre-
sistible that, at his will, he turned his var-
ied fancies into facts. He was greatly given
to self-communing; and, when he and him-
self agreed upon any thing, the thing was
done. When every member of his domestic
and political systems moved smoothly in
its appointed course, his nature was bland
and genial;? but whenever there was a little
hitch, and some of his orbs got out of their
orbits, he was blander and more genial

1. The king’s ideas are somewhat uncivilized (semibarbaric);
they are very showy (florid) and unrestrained
(untrammeled).

2. The king himself is generally agreeable and mild (bland)
and pleasantly cheerful (genial).

12 UNIT 1 THE SHORT STORY

still, for nothing pleased him so much as to
make the crooked straight, and crush down
uneven places.

Among the borrowed notions by which
his barbarism had become semified® was
that of the public arena, in which, by exhibi-
tions of manly and beastly valor, the minds
of his subjects were refined and cultured.

But even here the exuberant and barbaric
fancy asserted itself.” The arena of the king
was built, not to give the people an oppor-
tunity of hearing the rhapsodies® of dying
gladiators, nor to enable them to view the
inevitable conclusion of a conflict between
religious opinions and hungry jaws, but for
purposes far better adapted to widen and

S.N

Semified is a made-up word meaning “reduced in half or

made partial.”

4. Here, asserted itself means “exercised its influence;
insisted on being recognized.”

5. Rhapsodies are enthusiastic expressions of emotion.

Conflict ‘How does this passage suggest a future conflict?



develop the mental energies of the people.
This vast amphitheater,® with its encircling
galleries, its mysterious vaults, and its
unseen passages, was an agent of poetic
justice, in which crime was punished, or
virtue rewarded, by the decrees of an
impartial and incorruptible chance.

When a subject was accused of a crime of
sufficient importance to interest the king,
public notice was given that on an
appointed day the fate of the accused person
would be decided in the king’s arena,—a
structure which well deserved its name; for,
although its form and plan were borrowed
from afar, its purpose emanated solely from
the brain of this man, who, every barley-
corn’ a king, knew no tradition to which he
owed more allegiance than pleased his
fancy, and who ingrafted on every adopted
form of human thought and action the rich
growth of his barbaric idealism.

When all the people had assembled in
the galleries, and the king, surrounded by
his court, sat high up on his throne of royal
state on one side of the arena, he gave a
signal, a door beneath him opened, and
the accused subject stepped out into the
amphitheater. Directly opposite him, on the
other side of the enclosed space, were two
doors, exactly alike and side by side. It was
the duty and the privilege of the person on
trial, to walk directly to these doors and
open one of them. He could open either

o

An amphitheater is a circular structure with rising tiers of
seats around a central open space.

The barleycorn is an old unit of measure equal to the
width of one grain of bariey—about a third of an inch. This
phrase is similar to “every inch a king” and means that he
was kingly in every way and in every part, top to bottom.

~1

Conflict Based on this passage, what do you think the
main conflict will be?

impartial (im pér” shal) adj. not favoring one side
more than another; fair

emanate (em” 2 nat’) v. to come forth

door he pleased: he was subject to no guid-
ance or influence but that of the aforemen-
tioned impartial and incorruptible chance.
If he opened the one, there came out of it a
hungry tiger, the fiercest and most cruel
that could be procured, which immediately
sprang upon him, and tore him to pieces,
as a punishment for his guilt. The moment
that the case of the criminal was thus
decided, doleful iron bells were clanged,
great wails went up from the hired mourn-
ers posted on the outer rim of the arena,
and the vast audience, with bowed heads
and downcast hearts, wended slowly their
homeward way, mourning greatly that one
so young and fair, or so old and respected,
should have merited so dire a fate.

But, if the accused person opened the
other door, there came forth from it a lady,
the most suitable to his years and station
that his majesty could select among his fair
subjects; and to this lady he was immedi-
ately married, as a reward of his innocence.
It mattered not that he might already pos-
sess a wife and family, or that his affections
might be engaged upon an object of his
own selection: the king allowed no such
subordinate arrangements to interfere
with his great scheme of retribution and
reward.? The exercises, as in the other
instance, took place immediately, and in
the arena. Another door opened beneath
the king, and a priest, followed by a band
of choristers, and dancing maidens blow-
ing joyous airs on golden horns and tread-
ing an epithalamic measure, advanced to

8. The king's plan for giving out punishment (retribution) and
reward was of primary importance, and everything else
was less important (subordinate), including family values.

Matters of Life and Death What do these details sug-
gest about the people’s view of death and mourning?

dire (dir) adj. dreadful; terrible
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where the pair stood, side by side; and

the wedding was promptly and cheerily
solemnized.® Then the gay brass bells rang
forth their merry peals, the people shouted
glad hurrahs, and the innocent man, pre-
ceded by children strewing flowers on his
path, led his bride to his home.

This was the king’s semibarbaric method
of administering justice. Its perfect fairness
is obvious. The criminal could not know
out of which door would come the lady: he
opened either he pleased, without having
the slightest idea whether, in the next
instant, he was to be devoured or married.
On some occasions the tiger came out of
one door, and on some out of the other.
The decisions of this tribunal were not only
fair, they were positively determinate:'* the
accused person was instantly punished if
he found himself guilty; and, if innocent,
he was rewarded on the spot, whether he
liked it or not. There was 1o escape {10t
the judgments of the king’s arena.

The institution was a very popular one.
When the people gathered together on one
of the great trial days, they never knew
whether they were to witness a bloody
slaughter or a hilarious wedding. This ele-
ment of uncertainty lent an interest to the
occasion which it could not otherwise have
attained. Thus, the masses were enter-

tained and nleaced and the thinkino nar
tamed and pleased, ana the t ar

e

inking p
of the community could bring no charge of
unfairness against this plan; for did not the
accused person have the whole matter in
his own hands?

9. Epithalamic (ep” s tha la” mik) refers to a song in honor
of a bride and groom. When a wedding is solemnized, it
is celebrated with a formal ceremony.

10. Usually, fribunal refers to a group of judges or a place of
judgment. Here, it is “the king's semibarbaric method of
administering justice,” and its outcome is absolutely final
(determinate).

mmarize What is the king’s “semibarbaric method of

administering justice”?
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This semibarbaric king had a daughter
as blooming as his most florid fancies, and
with a soul as fervent and imperious'' as
his own. As is usual in such cases, she was
the apple of his eye, and was loved by him
above all humanity. Among his courtiers
was a young man of that fineness of blood
and lowness of station common to the
conventional heroes of romance who love
royal maidens. This royal maiden was well
satisfied with her lover, for he was hand-
some and brave to a degree unsurpassed in
all this kingdom; and she loved him with
an ardor'? that had enough of barbarism in
it to make it exceedingly warm and strong.
This love affair moved on happily for
many months, until one day the king hap-
pened to discover its existence. He did not
hesitate nor waver in regard to his duty in
the premises. The youth was immediately
cast into prison, and a day was appointed
for his trial in the king's arena. This, of
course, was an especially important occa-
sion; and his majesty, as well as all the peo-
ple, was greatly interested in the workings
and development of this trial. Never before
had such a case occurred; never before had
a subject dared to love the daughter of a
king. In after-years such things became
commonplace enough; but then they were,
in no slight degree, novel and startling.

The fi(‘ror-r:\(‘roc of the kinodom were
10 Ugelr-Cages O Uhe (Ingaoin were

searched for the most savage and relentless
beasts, from which the fiercest monster
might be selected for the arena; and the
ranks of maiden youth and beauty through-
out the land were carefully surveyed by

11. To be imperious is to be extremely proud and
controlling.
12. Ardor means intense passion.

- fervent (fur” vant) adj. having or showing great
intensity of feeling; passionate
- novel (nov” al) adj. new and unusual




Stalking Tiger, Rosa Bonheur. Private collection, ©Gavin Graham Gallery, London.

competent judges, in order that the young
man might have a fitting bride in case fate
did not determine for him a different des-
tiny. Of course, everybody knew that the
deed with which the accused was charged
had been done. He had loved the princess,
and neither he, she, nor any one else
thought of denying the fact; but the king
would not think of allowing any fact of this
kind to interfere with the workings of the
tribunal, in which he took such great
delight and satisfaction. No matter how the
affair turned out, the youth would be dis-
posed of; and the king would take an aes-
thetic pleasure in watching the course of
events, which would determine whether or
not the young man had done wrong in
allowing himself to love the princess.

The appointed day arrived. From far and
near the people gathered, and thronged the

16 UNIT 1 THE SHORT STORY

great galleries of the arena; and crowds,
unable to gain admittance, massed them-
selves against its outside walls. The king
and his court were in their places, opposite
the twin doors,—those fateful portals, so
terrible in their similarity.

All was ready. The signal was given. A
door beneath the royal party opened, and
the lover of the princess walked into the
arena. Tall, beautiful, fair, his appearance
was greeted with a low hum of admiration
and anxiety. Half the audience had not
known so grand a youth had lived among
them. No wonder the princess loved him!
What a terrible thing for him to be there!

As the youth advanced into the arena, he
turned, as the custom was, to bow to the
king: but he did not think at all of that royal
personage; his eyes were fixed upon the
princess, who sat to the right of her father.



Had it not been for the moiety'* of barba-
rism in her nature, it is probable that lady
would not have been there; but her intense
and fervid soul would not allow her to be
absent on an occasion in which she was so
terribly interested. From the moment that
the decree had gone forth, that her lover
should decide his fate in the king’s arena,
she had thought of nothing, night or day,
but this great event and the various subjects
connected with it. Possessed of more
power, influence, and force of character
than any one who had ever before been
interested in such a case, she had done
what no other person had done—she had
possessed herself of the secret of the doors.
She knew in which of the two rooms, that
lay behind those doors, stood the cage of
the tiger, with its open front, and in which
waited the lady. Through these thick doors,
heavily curtained with skins on the inside,
it was impossible that any noise or sugges-
tion should come from within to the person
who should approach to raise the latch of
one of them; but gold, and the power of a
woman’s will, had brought the secret to
the princess.

And not only did she know in which
room stood the lady ready to emerge, all
blushing and radiant, should her door be
opened, but she knew who the lady was. It
was one of the fairest and loveliest of the
damsels of the court who had been selected
as the reward of the accused youth, should
he be proved innocent of the crime of aspir-
ing to one so far above him; and the prin-
cess hated her. Often had she seen, or
imagined that she had seen, this fair crea-
ture throwing glances of admiration upon
the person of her lover, and sometimes she
thought these glances were perceived and

13. Moiety (moi” a té€) means “half.”

Conflict How does this passage advance the central
conflict of the story?

even returned. Now and then she had seen
them talking together; it was but for a
moment or two, but much can be said in a
brief space; it may have been on most
unimportant topics, but how could she
know that? The girl was lovely, but she had
dared to raise her eyes to the loved one of
the princess; and, with all the intensity of
the savage blood transmitted to her through
long lines of wholly barbaric ancestors, she
hated the woman who blushed and trem-
bled behind that silent door.

When her lover turned and looked at
her, and his eye met hers as she sat there
paler and whiter than any one in the vast
ocean of anxious faces about her, he saw,
by that power of quick perception which is
given to those whose souls are one, that
she knew behind which door crouched the
tiger, and behind which stood the lady. He
had expected her to know it. He under-
stood her nature, and his soul was assured
that she would never rest until she had
made plain to herself this thing, hidden to
all other lookers-on, even to the king. The
only hope for the youth in which there was
any element of certainty was based upon
the success of the princess in discovering
this mystery; and the moment he looked
upon her, he saw she had succeeded, as in
his soul he knew she would succeed.

Then it was that his quick and anxious
glance asked the question: “Which?” It was
as plain to her as if he shouted it from
where he stood. There was not an instant
to be lost. The question was asked in a
flash; it must be answered in another.

Her right arm lay on the cushioned para-
pet'* before her. She raised her hand, and
made a slight, quick movement toward the

14. Here, the parapet is a low wall or railing around the
royal “box seats.”

Summarize Based on this passage, how would you
summarize the relationship between the lovers?
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right. No one but her lover saw her. Every
eye but his was fixed on the man in the arena.

He turned, and with a firm and rapid
step he walked across the empty space.
Every heart stopped beating, every breath
was held, every eye was fixed immovably
upon that man. Without the slightest hesi-
tation, he went to the door on the right,
and opened it.

Now, the point of the story is this: Did the
tiger come out of that door, or did the lady?

The more we reflect upon this question,
the harder it is to answer. It involves a
study of the human heart which leads us
through devious mazes of passion, out of
which it is difficult to find our way. Think
of it, fair reader, not as if the decision of the
question depended upon yourself, but
upon that hot-blooded, semibarbaric prin-
cess, her soul at a white heat beneath the
combined fires of despair and iealousy. She
had lost him, but who should have him?

How often, in her waking hours and in
her dreams, had she started in wild horror,
and covered her face with her hands as she
thought of her lover opening the door on
the other side of which waited the cruel
fangs of the tiger!

But how much oftener had she seen him
at the other door! How in her grievous
reveries'” had she gnashed her teeth, and
torn her hair, when she saw his start of
rapturous delight as he opened the door of
the lady! How her soul had burned in
agony when she had seen him rush to meet

15. Something that is grievous causes great grief or worry;
reveries are daydreams.

that woman, with her flushing cheek and
sparkling eye of triumph; when she had
seen him lead her forth, his whole frame
kindled with the joy of recovered life;
when she had heard the glad shouts from
the multitude, and the wild ringing of the
happy bells; when she had seen the priest,
with his joyous followers, advance to the
couple, and make them man and wife
before her very eyes; and when she had
seen them walk away together upon their
path of flowers, followed by the tremen-
dous shouts of the hilarious multitude, in
which her one despairing shriek was lost
and drowned!

Would it not be better for him to die at
once, and go to wait for her in the blessed
regions of semibarbaric futurity?

And yet, that awful tiger, those shrieks,
that blood.

Her decision had been indicated in an
instant, but it had been made after days
and nights of anguished deliberation. She
had known she would be asked, she had
decided what she would answer, and,
without the slightest hesitation, she had
moved her hand to the right.

The question of her decision is one not to
be lightly considered, and it is not for me
to presume'® to set myself up as the one
person able to answer it. And so I leave it
with all of you: Which came out of the
opened door— the lady, or the tiger? cw

16. Presume means "to take upon oneself without
permission” or “to dare.”

Matters of Life and Death How does this passage
suggest that the trial feels like a matter of life and death
for the princess?
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A Hunter in the Cuban Jungle, Sunrise, 1869. Henri Cleenewerck.

0il on canvas, 96.8 x 82.5 cm. Private collection.

Richard Connell

ff there to the right—somewhere—
is a large island,” said Whitney.
“e= “It's rather a mystery—"

“What island is it?” Rainsford asked.

“The old charts call it Dth Trap
Island’,” Whitney replied. “A suggestive
name, isn’t it? Sailors have a curious dread
of the place. I don’t know why. Some
superstition—"

“Can'’t see it,” remarked Rainsford, try-
ing to peer through the dank tropical night
that was palpable as it pressed its thick
warm blackness in upon the yacht.

“You’ve good eyes,”
a laugh, “and I've seen you pick of:r a
moose moving in the brown fau bush at
four hundred yards, but even you can’t see
four miles or so through a moonless
Caribbean night.”

7
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“Nor four yards,” admitted Rain
“Ugh! It’s like moist black velvet.”

“It will be light enough in Rio,” promised
Whitney “We should make it in a few days.
[ hope the jaguar guns have come from
Purdey’s. We should have some good hunt-
ing up the Amazon. Great sport, hunting.”

“The best sport in the world,” agreed
Rainsford.

“For the hunter,” amended Whitney.
“Not for the jaguar.”

“Don’t talk rot, Whitney,” said
Rainsford. “You're a big—game hunter,
not a philosopher. Who cares how a
jaguar feels?”

Matters of f Life and Deaah What does |/th:’78y5 state-
ment suggest about his view of hunting?



“Perhaps the jaguar does,” observed
Whitney.

“Bah! They’ve no understanding.”

“Even so, I rather think they understand
one thing—fear. The fear of pain and the
tear of death.”

“Nonsense,” laughed Rainsford. “This
hot weather is making you soft, Whitney.
Be a realist. The world is made up of two
classes—the hunters and the huntees.
Luckily, you and I are hunters. Do you
think we’ve passed that island yet?”

“I can’t tell in the dark. I hope so.”

“Why?” asked Rainsford.

“The place has a reputation—a bad one.”

“Cannibals?” suggested Rainsford.

“Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn’t live in
such a God-forsaken place. But it’s gotten
into sailor lore,’ somehow. Didn't you
notice that the crew’s nerves seemed a bit
jumpy today?”

“They were a bit strange, now you men-
tion it. Even Captain Nielsen—"

“Yes, even that tough-minded old
Swede, who’d go up to the devil himself
and ask him for a light. Those fishy blue
eyes held a look I never saw there before.
All T could get out of him was: “This place
has an evil name among seafaring men,
sir.” Then he said to me, very gravely:
‘Don’t you feel anything?'—as if the air
about us was actually poisonous. Now, you
mustn’t laugh when I tell you this—I did
feel something like a sudden chill.

“There was no breeze. The sea was as
flat as a plate-glass window. We were
drawing near the island then. What I felt

1. Traditions and beliefs that have grown over time about a
particular subject are called /ore.

dake and Verify Predictions About Plot What do

you think will hapben, and what clues help you make this
prediction?

Suspense How does this statement generate suspense?

was a—a mental chill; a sort of sudden
dread.”

“Pure imagination,” said Rainsford.
“One superstitious sailor can taint the
whole ship’s company with his fear.”

“Maybe. But sometimes I think sailors
have an extra sense that tells them when
they are in danger. Sometimes I think evil
is a tangible thing—with wave lengths,
just as sound and light have. An evil place
can, so to speak, broadcast vibrations of
evil. Anyhow, I'm glad we're getting out
of this zone. Well, I think I'll turn in now,
Rainsford.”

“I'm not sleepy,” said Rainsford. “I'm
going to smoke another pipe up on the
afterdeck.”

“Good night, then, Rainsford. See you at
breakfast.”

“Right. Good night, Whitney.”

There was no sound in the night as
Rainsford sat there but the muffled throb
of the engine that drove the yacht swiftly
through the darkness, and the swish and
ripple of the wash of the propeller.

Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair,
indolently puffed on his favorite briar.? The
sensuous drowsiness of the night was
upon him. “It’s so dark,” he thought, “that
I could sleep without closing my eyes; the
night would be my eyelids—"

An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the
right he heard it, and his ears, expert in
such matters, could not be mistaken.
Again he heard the sound, and again.
Somewhere, off in the blackness, someone
had fired a gun three times.

2. Indolently means “lazily”; a briar is a tobacco pipe made
from the fine-grained wood of the root of a Mediterranean
shrub.

- tangible (tan” js bal) adj. capable of being touched
- or felt
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Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly
to the rail, mystified. He strained his eyes
in the direction from which the reports had
come, but it was like trying to see through
a blanket. He leaped upon the rail and bal-
anced himself there, to get greater eleva-
tion; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked
from his mouth. He lunged for it; a short,
hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized
he had reached too far and had lost his bal-
ance. The cry was pinched off short as the
blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea
closed over his head.

He struggled up to the surface and tried
to cry out, but the wash from the speeding
yacht slapped him in the face and the salt
water in his open mouth made him gag
and strangle. Desperately he struck out
with strong strokes after the receding
lights of the yacht, but he stopped before
he had swum fifty feet. A certain cool-
headedness had come to him; it was not
the first time he had been in a tight place.
There was a chance that his cries could be
heard by someone aboard the yacht, but
that chance was slender, and grew more
slender as the yacht raced on. He wrestled
himself out of his clothes, and shouted
with all his power. The lights of the yacht
became faint and ever-vanishing fireflies;
then they were blotted out entirely by
the I‘Light.

Rainsford remembered the shots. They
had come from the right, and doggedly he
swam in that direction, swimming with
slow, deliberate strokes, conserving his
strength. For a seemingly endless time he
fought the sea. He began to count his
strokes; he could do possibly a hundred
more and then—

Rainsford heard a sound. It came out of
the darkness, a high screaming sound, the

Make and Verify Predictions About Plot What do you
think will happen to Rainsford?
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sound of an animal in an extremity of
anguish and terror.

He did not recognize the animal that
made the sound; he did not try to; with
fresh vitality he swam toward the sound.
He heard it again; then it was cut short by
another noise, crisp, staccato.

“Pistol shot,” muttered Rainsford, swim-
ming on.

Ten minutes of determined effort
brought another sound to his ears—the
most welcome he had ever heard—the
muttering and growling of the sea breaking
on a rocky shore. He was almost on the
rocks before he saw them; on a night less
calm he would have been shattered against
them. With his remaining strength he
dragged himself from the swirling waters.
Jagged crags appeared to jut up into the
opaqueness;” he forced himself upward,
hand over hand. Gasping, his hands raw,
he reached a flat place at the top. Dense
jungle came down to the very edge of the
cliffs. What perils that tangle of trees and
underbrush might hold for him did not
concern Rainsford just then. All he knew
was that he was safe from his enemy, the
sea, and that utter weariness was upon
him. He flung himself down at the jungle
edge and tumbled headlong into the deep-
est sleep of his life.

When he opened his eyes he knew from
the position of the sun that it was late in
the afternoon. Sleep had given him new
vigor; a sharp hunger was picking at him.
He looked about him, almost cheerfully.

“Where there are pistol shots, there are
men. Where there are men, there is food,”
he thought. But what kind of men, he

3. Crags are steep, rugged, protruding rocks or cliffs. Here,
the crags jut up into the darkness (opaqueness) of the
night.

Matters of Life and Death Why does the pistol shot

stop the sound?




wondered, in so forbidding a place? An
unbroken front of snarled and ragged jun-
gle fringed the shore.

He saw no sign of a trail through the
closely knit web of weeds and trees; it was
easier to go along the shore, and Rainsford
floundered along by the water. Not far
from where he had landed, he stopped.

Some wounded thing, by the evidence,
a large animal, had thrashed about in the
underbrush; the jungle weeds were
crushed down and the moss was lacerated;
one patch of weeds was stained crimson. A
small, glittering object not far away caught
Rainsford’s eye and he picked it up. It was
an empty cartridge.

“A twenty-two,” he remarked. “That’s
odd. It must have been a fairly large ani-
mal, too. The hunter had his nerve with
him to tackle it with a light gun. It’s clear
that the brute put up a fight. I suppose the
first three shots I heard was when the
hunter flushed his quarry* and wounded
it. The last shot was when he trailed it here
and finished it.”

He examined the ground closely and
found what he had hoped to find—the
print of hunting boots. They pointed along
the cliff in the direction he had been going.
Eagerly he hurried along, now slipping on
a rotten log or a loose stone, but making
headway; night was beginning to settle
down on the island

YVIiiL Ull LLIC 1o1daliu.

Bleak darkness was blacking out the sea
and jungle when Rainsford sighted the
lights. He came upon them as he turned a
crook in the coast line, and his first thought
was that he had come upon a village, for
there were many lights. But as he forged
along he saw to his great astonishment that
all the lights were in one enormous build-

4. Quarry is anything that is hunted or pursued, especially an
animal.

Suspense How does the author’s word choice add sus-
pense in this passage?

ing—a lofty structure with pointed towers
plunging upward into the gloom. His eyes
made out the shadowy outlines of a palatial
chateau;® it was set on a high bluff, and on
three sides of it cliffs dived down to where
the sea licked greedy lips in the shadows.
“Mirage,” thought
Rainsford. But it was
no mirage, he found,
when he opened the
tall spiked iron gate.
The stone steps were
real enough; the mas-
sive door with a leer-
ing gargoyle for a
knocker was real
enough; yet above it all
hung an air of unreality.
He lifted the knocker, and it creaked up
stiffly, as if it had never before been used.
He let it fall, and it startled him with its
booming loudness. He thought he heard
steps within; the door remained closed.
Again Rainsford lifted the heavy knocker,
and let it fall. The door opened then,
opened as suddenly as if it were on a
spring, and Rainsford stood blinking in the
river of glaring gold light that poured out.
The first thing Rainsford’s eyes discerned
was the largest man Rainsford had ever
seen—a gigantic creature, solidly made and

black-bearded to the waist. In his hand the
man held a long-barreled revolver, and he
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Yocabulary

. Yisua
i Agargoyle is an out-
¢ landish or grotesque
: carved figure.

was pointing it straight at Rainsford’s heart.
Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes
regarded Rainsford.
“Don’t be alarmed,” said Rainsford, with
a smile which he hoped was disarming.®

5. A palatial chateau (sha t5”) is a magnificent, palace-like
mansion.

6. Disarming means “tending to remove fear or suspicion;
charming.”

discern (di surn”) v. to detect or recognize; to make
out
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Le Chdteau Noir, 1904-1906. Paul Cézanne. Oil on canvas, 29 x 363 in. Gift of Mrs. David M.
Levy. The Museum of Modern Art, NY.

E\(M%&A/ﬁ his painting depicis a real building that was owned &

’

T'm no robl
is Sanger Rainsford of New York City.”
The menacing look in the eyes did not
change. The revolver pointed as rigidly as
if the giant were a statue. He gave no sign
that he understood Rainsford’s words, or
that he had even heard them. He was
dressed in uniform, a black uniform
trimmed with gray astrakhan.’
“I'm Sanger Rainsford of New York,”
Rainsford began again. “I fell off a yacht.
I am hungry.”

T ¥
ber. I fell off a yacht. My name
)

7. Astrakhan is the woolly skin of young lambs and is named
after a region in Russia.
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an’s or .1‘,7 answer was to raise

The man’s

with his thumb the hammer of his
revolver. Then Rainsford saw the man’s
free hand go to his forehead in a military
salute, and he saw him click his heels
together and stand at attention. Another
man was coming down the broad marble
steps, an erect, slender man in evening
clothes. He advanced to Rainsford and
held out his hand.

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight
accent that gave it added precision and delib-
erateness, he said: “It is a very great pleasure
and honor to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford,
the celebrated hunter, to my home.”

< (D



Automatically Rainsford shook the
man’s hand.

“I've read your book about hunting
snow leopards in Tibet, you see,” explained
the man. “I am General Zaroff.”

Rainsford’s first impression was that
the man was singularly handsome; his
second was that there was an original,
almost bizarre quality about the general’s
face. He was a tall man past middle age,
for his hair was a vivid white; but his
thick eyebrows and pointed military mus-
tache were as black as the night from
which Rainsford had come. His eyes, too,
were black and very bright. He had high
cheek bones, a sharp-cut nose, a spare,
dark face, the face of a man used to givino
to the glant in umform, the general made
a sign. The giant put away his pistol,
saluted, withdrew.

“Tvan is an incredibly strong fellow,”
remarked the general, “but he has the mis-
fortune to be deaf and dumb. A simple fel-
low, but, I’m afraid, like all his race, a bit of
a savage.”

“Is he Russian?”

“He is a Cossack,”® said the general, and
his smile showed red lips and pointed
teeth. “So am L.”

“Come,” he said, “we shouldn’t be chat-
ting here. We can talk later. Now you want
clothes, food, rest. You shall have them.
This is a most restful spot.”

Ivan had reappeared, and the general
spoke to him with lips that moved but
gave forth no sound.

“Follow Ivan, if you please, Mr.
Rainsford,” said the general. “I was about

3. The Cossacks are a people of southern Russia (and, now,
Kazakhstan). During czarist times, Cossack men were
famous as horsemen in the Russian cavalry.

NP | nweilyy Pan

e and Verify Predictions About Plot What do you
Dred/ct will haDDen Detween Ratnsford and Generai Zaroff?

to have my dinner when you came. I'll
wait for you. You'll find that my clothes
will fit you, I think.”

It was to a huge, beam-ceilinged bedroom
with a canopied bed big enough for six men
that Rainsford followed the silent giant. Ivan
laid out an evening suit, and Rainsford, as
he put it on, noticed that it came from a
London tailor who ordinarily cut and sewed
for none below the rank of duke.

The dining room to which Ivan con-
ducted them was in many ways remark-
able. There was a medieval magnificence
about it; it suggested a baronial hall of feu-
dal times with its oaken panels, its high
ceiling, its vast retectory tables where
twoscore men could sit down to eat.®
About the hall were the mounted heads of
many animals—Ilions, tigers, elephants,
moose, bears; larger or more perfect speci-
mens Rainsford had never seen. At the
great table the general was sitting, alone.

“You’ll have a cocktail, Mr. Rainsford,”

he suggested. The cocktail was surpass-
ingly good; and, Rainsford noticed, the
table appomtments were of the finest—the
linen, the crystal, the silver, the china.
They were eating borscht, the rich, red
soup with whipped cream so dear to
Russian palates. Half apologetically
General Zaroff said: “We do our best to
preserve the amenities of civilization
here.'” Please forgive any lapses. We are
well off the beaten track, you know. Do
you think the champagne has suffered

from its long ocean trip?”

9. The words medieval, baronial, and feudal all relate to
the Middle Ages. A refectory table might be found in a
baron’s castle; it is a long, wooden table with straight,
heavy legs.

10. Borscht (borsht) is a soup made from beets. Here,
palates means “tastes” or “likings,” and amenities means
“agreeable features” or "niceties.”

Matters of Life and Death What do all the mounted
heads tell you about Zaroff?
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“Not in the least,” declared Rainsford.
He was finding the general a most
thoughtful and affable host, a true cosmop-
olite."" But there was one small trait of the
general’s that made Rainsford uncomfort-
able. Whenever he looked up from his
plate he found the general studying him,
appraising him narrowly.

“Perhaps,” said General Zaroff, “you
were surprised that I recognized your
name. You see, I read all books on hunting
published in English, French, and Russian.
[ have but one passion in my life, Mr.
Rainsford, and it is the hunt.”

“You have some
wonderful heads
here,” said Rainsford
as he ate a particularly
well cooked filet
mignon. “That Cape
buffalo is the largest
Tever saw.”

“Oh, that fellow.
Yes, he was a
monster.”

“Did he charge you?”

“Hurled me against a tree,” said the gen-
eral. “Fractured my skull. But I got the
brute.”

“I've always thought,” said Rainsford,
“that the Cape buffalo is the most danger-
ous of all big game.”

For a moment the general did not reply;
he was smiling his curious red-lipped
smile. Then he said slowly: “No. You are
wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is not the
most dangerous big game.” He sipped his
wine. “Here in my preserve on this island,”
he said in the same slow tone, “I hunt
more dangerous game.”

The African Cape
buffalo is a iarge,
often fierce buffalo
with heavy curving
horns.

................................

11. Affable means “friendly and gracious.” A cosmopolite
(koz mop” 3 lit”) is a gracious and sophisticated person.

Suspense Why do phrases about dangerous game
heighten the suspense?
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Rainsford expressed his surprise. “Is
there big game on this island?”

The general nodded. “The biggest.”

“Really?”

“Oh, it isn’t here naturally, of course.

I have to stock the island.”

“What have you imported, general?”
Rainsford asked. “Tigers?”

The general smiled. “No,” he said.
“Hunting tigers ceased to interest me some
years ago. | exhausted their possibilities,
you see. No thrill left in tigers, no real dan-
ger. I live for danger, Mr. Rainsford.”

The general took from his pocket a gold
cigarette case and offered his guest a long
black cigarette with a silver tip; it was per-
fumed and gave off a smell like incense.

“We will have some capital hunting, you
and I,” said the general. “I shall be most
glad to have your society.”

“But what game—" began Rainsford.

“1'll tell you,” said the general. “You will
be amused, I know. I think I may say, in all
modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I
have invented a new sensation. May I pour
you another glass of port?”

“Thank you, general.”

The general filled both glasses, and
said: “God makes some men poets. Some
He makes kings, some beggars. Me He
made a hunter. My hand was made for the
trigger, my father said. He was a very rich
man with a quarter of a million acres in
the Crimea, and he was an ardent sports-
man. When I was only five years old he
gave me a little gun, specially made in
Moscow for me, to shoot sparrows with.
When [ shot some of his prize turkeys
with it, he did not punish me; he compli-
mented me on my marksmanship. I killed
my first bear in the Caucasus'?> when I

12. Crimea (kii mé” o) is a region in the southern part of the
former Russian empire near the Black Sea. Caucasus
(k6” ka sas) refers to both a region and a mountain
range between the Black and Caspian Seas.



was ten. My whole life has been one pro-
longed hunt. I went into the army—it was
expected of noblemen’s sons—and for a
time commanded a division of Cossack
cavalry, but my real interest was always
the hunt. [ have hunted every kind of
game in every land. It would be impossi-
ble for me to tell you how many animals
I have killed.”

The general puffed at his cigarette.

“After the debacle in Russia I left the
country, for it was imprudent for an officer
of the Czar to stay there.'* Many noble
Russians lost everything. I, luckily, had
invested heavily in American
securities, so I shall never have

“Yes, that’s so,” said Rainsford.

The general smiled. “I had no wish to go
to pieces,” he said. “I must do something.
Now, mine is an analytical mind, Mr.
Rainsford. Doubtless that is why I enjoy
the problems of the chase.”

“No doubt, General Zaroff.”

“So,” continued the general, “I asked
myself why the hunt no longer fascinated
me. You are much younger than I am, Mr.
Rainsford, and have not hunted as much,
but you perhaps can guess the answer.”

“What was it?”

“Simply this: hunting had ceased to be

what you call “a sporting prop-
osition.” It had become too easy.

to open a tearoom in Monte “Instinct I always got my quarry.
Carlo or drive a taxi in Paris. SIS Always. There is no greater
Naturally, I continued to hunt— 3 S No bore than perfection.”
grizzlies in your Rockies, croco- . . The general lit a fresh
dile in the Ganges, rhinoceroses maich 1or cigarette.

in East Africa. It was in Africa reason K “No animal had a chance

that the Cape buffalo hit me
and laid me up for six months.
As soon as I re
for the Amazon to hunt jaguars, for I had
heard they were unusually cunning. They
weren’t.” The Cossack sighed. “They were
no match at all for a hunter with his wits
about him, and a high-powered rifle. I was
bitterly disappointed. I was lying in my
tent with a splitting headache one night
when a terrible thought pushed its way
into my mind. Hunting was beginning to
bore me! And hunting, remember, had been
my life. [ have heard that in America busi-
ness men often go to pieces when they give

up the business that has been their life.”
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A debacle (di ba” kal) is a di efeat. Zaroff refers
to the 1917 revolution that overthrew the Czar, an event
that made it unwise (imprudent) for him to stay in

Russia.

Matters of Life and Death What general statement
couid you make about General Zaroff’s life goals?

with me any more. That is no
boast; it is a mathematical cer-
tainty. Th al had nothing
but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no
match for reason. When I thought of this it
was a tragic moment for me, I can tell you.”

Rainsford leaned across the table,
absorbed in what his host was saying.

“It came to me as an inspiration what
I must do,” the general went on.

“And that was?”

The general smiled the quiet smile of
one who has faced an obstacle and sur-
mounted it with success. “I had to invent
a new animal to hunt,” he said.

“A new animal? You're joking.”

“Not at all,” said the general. “I never
joke about hunting. I needed a new animal.
I found one. So I bought this island, built
this house, and here I do my hunting. The

o anim
T Giiiiii

Suspense How does General Zaroff build suspense in the
teiling of his story?
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island is perfect for my purposes—there
are jungles with a maze of trails in them,
hills, swamps—"

“But the animal, General Zaroff?”

“Oh,” said the general, “it supplies me
with the most exciting hunting in the
world. No other hunting compares with it
for an instant. Every day I hunt, and I
never grow bored now, for I have a quarry
with which I can match my wits.”

Rainsford’s bewilderment showed in
his face.

“I wanted the ideal animal to hunt,”
explained the general. “So I said: “What are
the attributes of an ideal quarry?” And the
answer was, of course: ‘It must have cour-
age, cunning, and, above all, it must be
able to reason.””

“But no animal can reason,” objected
Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general,

i . 77
there is one that can.

“But you can’t mean—" gasped Rainsford.

“And why not?”

“I can’t believe you are serious, General
Zaroft. This is a grisly joke.”

“Why should I not be serious? I am

spea
Hunting? Good God, General Zaroff,
what you speak of is murder.”

The general laughed with entire good

nature. He regarded Rainsford quizzically. “I

king of hunting.”

14

refuse to believe that so modern and civilized
a young man as you seem to be harbors
romantic ideas about the value of human life.
Surely your experiences in the war—"

“Did not make me condone cold-
blooded murder,” finished Rainsford stiffly.

Make and Verify Pr

do you think Zaroff will name?

- condone (kan dén”) v. to excuse or overlook an
offense, usually a serious one, without criticism

30 UNIT 1

THE SHORT STORY

Laughter shook the general. “How
extraordinarily droll you are!” he said.
“One does not expect nowadays to find a
young man of the educated class, even in
America, with such a naive, and, if I may
say so, mid-Victorian'* point of view. It’s
like finding a snuff-box in a limousine. Ah,
well, doubtless you had Puritan ancestors.
So many Americans appear to have had.
I'lll wager you'll forget your notions when
you go hunting with me. You've a genuine
new thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford.”

“Thank you, I'm a hunter, not a murderer.’

“Dear me,” said the general, quite unruf-
fled, “again that unpleasant word. But I
think I can show you that your scruples'®
are quite ill founded.”

“Yes?”

“Life is for the strong, to be lived by the
strong, and, if needs be, taken by the
strong. The weak of the world were put

7

+ o IS frmn o ~laA v T oAaean
here to give the strong pleasure. I am

strong. Why should I not use my fist? If I
wish to hunt, why should T not? T hunt the
scum of the earth—sailors from tramp
ships—Ilascars, blacks, Chinese, whites,
mongrels'®*—a thoroughbred horse or
hound is worth more than a score of them.”

“But they are men,” said Rainsford hotly.

“Precisely,” said the general. “That is
why I use them. It gives me pleasure.

They can reason, after a fashion. So they
are dangerous.”

“But where do you get them?”

The general’s left eyelid fluttered down
in a wink. “This island is called Ship-Trap,”
he answered. “Sometimes an angry god of
the high seas sends them to me.
Sometimes, when Providence is not so

14. Zaroff feels that Rainsford is quaint (droll), innocent and
unsophisticated (naive), and old-fashioned (mid-Victorian).

15. Scruples are beliefs about the morality or ethics of an
act. To have scruples means you will not do something
you believe is wrong.

16. Lascars are sailors from India. Zaroff uses the word
mongrel to refer to people of mixed heritage.



kind, I help Providence a bit. Come to the
window with me.”

Rainsford went to the window and
looked out toward the sea.

“Watch! Out there!” exclaimed the gen-
eral, pointing into the night. Rainsford’s
eyes saw only blackness, and then, as the
general pressed a button, far out to sea
Rainsford saw the flash of lights.

The general chuckled. “They indicate a
channel,” he said, “where there’s none;
giant rocks with razor edges crouch like a
sea monster with wide-open jaws. They
can crush a ship as easily as I crush this
nut.” He dropped a walnut on the hard-
wood floor and brought his heel grinding
down on it. “Oh, yes,” he said, casually, as
if in answer to a question, “I have electric-
ity. We try to be civilized here.”

“Civilized? And you shoot down men?”

A trace of anger was in the general’s
black eyes, but it was there for but a sec-
ond, and he said, in his most pleasant man-
ner: “Dear me, what a righteous young
man you are! [ assure you I do not do the
thing you suggest. That would be barba-
rous. I treat these visitors with every con-
sideration. They get plenty of good food
and exercise. They get into splendid physi-
cal condition. You
shall see for yourself
tomorrow.”

“What do you
mean?”

: “We'll visit my train-

:al Yocabulary i ing school,” smiled the
A bark has from three general. “It’s in the cel-
to five masts, ail but
one of which are rigged lar. T have about a
with four-sided sails. ~ : dozen pupils down
The last mast has both there now. They’re
three- and four-sided from the Spanish bark
San Lucar that had the

sails.

ake and fy Predictions About Plot How do you
think Zaroff will respond?

bad luck to go on the rocks out there. A very
inferior lot, I regret to say. Poor specimens
and more accustomed to the deck than to
the jungle.”

He raised his hand, and Ivan, who
served as waiter, brought thick Turkish
coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, held his
tongue in check.

“It's a game, you see,” pursued the gen-
eral blandly. “I suggest to one of them that
we go hunting. I give him a supply of food
and an excellent hunting knife. I give him
three hours’ start. I am to follow, armed
only with a pistol of the smallest caliber
and range. If my quarry eludes me for
three whole days, he wins the game. If |
find him”—the general smiled—"he loses.’

“Suppose he refuses to be hunted?”

“Oh,” said the general, “I give him his
option, of course. He need not play that
game if he doesn’t wish to. If he does not
wish to hunt, I turn him over to Ivan. Ivan
once had the honor of serving as official
knouter'’ to the Great White Czar, and he
has his own ideas of sport. Invariably, Mr.
Kamnstord, invariably they choose the hunt.”

“And if they win?”

The smile on the general’s face widened.
“To date I have not lost,” he said. Then he
added, hastily: “I don’t wish you to think
me a braggart, Mr. Rainsford. Many of
them afford only the most elementary sort
of problem. Occasionally I strike a tartar.'s

7

One almost did win. I eventually had to
use the dogs.”

17. As the Czar's knouter (nou” tar), lvan was in charge of
administering whippings and torture. A knout is a whip
made of leather straps braided together with wires.

18. To strike a tartar is to take on someone who is stronger
or abler.

Matters of Life and Death What do you think happens
to someone who “loses”?

Suspense How does this statement increase the
suspense?
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“The dogs?”

“This way, please. I'll show you.”

The general steered Rainsford to a win-
dow. The lights from the windows sent a
flickering illumination that made grotesque
patterns on the courtyard below, and
Rainsford could see moving about there a
dozen or so huge black shapes; as they
turned toward him, their eyes glittered
greenly.

“A rather good lot, I think,” observed
the general. “They are let out at seven
every night. If anyone should try to get
into my house—or out of it—something
extremely regrettable would occur to him.”
He hummed a snatch of song from the
Folies Bergere."

19. The Folies Bergére (fo |6’ ber zher”) is a music hall in
Paris, famed for its variety shows.
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“And now,” said the general, “I want to
show you my new collection of heads. Will
you come with me to the library?”

“I hope,” said Rainsford, “that you will
excuse me tonight, General Zaroff. I'm

i~k £nnliaso arnll 77

rea]}y not reeiing weil.

“Ah, indeed?” the general inquired
solicitously.”® “Well, I suppose that’s only
natural, after your long swim. You need a
good, restful night’s sleep. Tomorrow
you'll feel like a new man, I'll wager. Then
we’ll hunt, eh? I've one rather promising
prospect—" Rainsford was hurrying from

the room.

20. Solicitously means “in a caring or concerned manner.”

Suspense What is particularly foreboding about General
Zaroff's statement at this point in the story?



“Sorry you can’t go with me tonight,”
called the general. “I expect rather fair
sport—a big, strong black. He looks resource-
ful—Well, good night, Mr. Rainsford; I hope
you have a good night’s rest.”

The bed was good, and the pajamas of
the softest silk and he was tired in every
fiber of his being, but nevertheless
Rainsford could not quiet his brain with
the opiate of sleep. He lay, eyes wide
open. Once he thought he heard stealthy
steps in the corridor outside his room.
He sought to throw open the door; it
would not open. He went to the window
and looked out. His room was high up in
me of the towers. The lights of the cha—

teau were out now, and it was dark and
s” t, but there was a fragment of sal-
low moon, and by its wan light he could
see, dlmly, the cgurtva_rd fhere weaving
in and out in the pattern of shadow,
were black, noiseless forms; the hounds
heard him at the window and looked up,

()

down. By many methods nc tried to put
himself to sleep. He had achieved a doze
when, just as morning oegan to come, he
heard, far off in the jungle, the faint
report of a pistol.

General Zaroff did not appear until
luncheon. He was dressed faultlessly in
the tweeds of a country squire. He was
solicitous about the state of Rainsford’s
health.

“As for me,” sighed the general,

“1 do not feel so well. I am worried,
Mr. Rainsford. Last night I detected traces
of my old complaint.”

To Rainsford’s questioning glance
the general said: “Ennui.?’ Boredom.”

Then, taking a second helping of
Crépes Suzette, the general explained:

“The hunting was
not good last night.
The fellow lost his
head. He made a
straight trail that
offered no problems
at all. That’s the trou-

i visual Vocabulary
Crépes Suzette

ble with these sailors; (kraps’ s56 zet”)
they have dull brains are thin pancakes rolled
to ‘t;eOin with. and and heated in a sweet
o ! sauce flavored with
they do not know orange or lemon juice

how to get about in
the woods. They do
excessively stupid
and obvious things. It's most annoying,.
Will you have another glass of Chablis,**
Mr. Ramsford”’

“General ” sald Ramsford firmly, “I wish

and brandy.

ey

The general ralsed hlS thickets of eye-
brows; he seemed hurt. “But, my dear fel-
low,” the general protested, “you’ve only
just come. You’'ve had no huntmg———

YT crigh bn o tadao Y anid Do rd. He
L Wisii 10 g0 toaay, said Rainstord. He

saw the dead black eyes of the general on
him, studying him. General Zaroff’s face
suddenly bri ghtemd

He filled Rainsford’s glass with venera-
ble Chablis from a dusty bottle.

“Tonight,” said the general,
hunt—you and L.”

Rainsford shook his head. “No, general,”
he said, “I will not hunt.”

The general shrugged his shoulders and
delicately ate a hothouse grape. “As you
wish, my friend,” he said. “The choice rests
entirely with you. But may I not venture to
suggest that you will find my idea of sport
more diverting?®® than Ivan’s?”

“we will

22. Chablis (sha blé”) is a white wine.
23. Diverting means “entertaining” or “amusing.”

.Qi ar ‘q Voprity Perad

Malke Jerity Predictions About Plot What effect
W/II a poor hunt have on the general?
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He nodded toward the corner to where
the giant stood, scowling, his thick arms
crossed on his hogshead of a chest.

” cried Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general,
“have I not told you I always mean what I
say about hunting? This is really an inspi-
ration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my
steel—at last.” The general raised his glass,
but Rainsford sat staring at him.

“You'll find this game worth playing,”
the general said enthusiastically. “Your
brain against mine. Your woodcraft against
mine. Your strength and stamina against
mine. Outdoor chess! And the stake is not
without value, eh?”

“And if I win—" began Rainsford huskily.

“T'll cheerfully acknowledge myself
defeated if I do not find you by midnight
of the third day,” said General Zaroff. “My
sloop will place you on the mainland near

Th A~
The general read what Rainsford

a town.”
was thinking.

“Oh, you can trust me,” said the
Cossack. “I will give you my word as a
gentleman and a sportsman. Of course
you, in turn, must agree to say nothing of
your visit here.”

“T'll agree to nothing of the kind,
Rainsford.

“Oh,” said the general, “in that case—
But why discuss that now? Three days
hence we can discuss it over a bottle of
Veuve Cliquot,** unless—"

The general sipped his wine. Then a bus-
inesslike air animated him. “Ivan,” he said
to Rainsford, “will supply you with hunt-
ing clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you

7 said

24. Veuve Cliquot (veev kl€ kd”) is a French champagne.

Make and Verify
predict Rainsford will do?

ons About Plot What do you

Matters of Life and Death Why might Rainsford’s state-
ment put him in danger?
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wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I
suggest, too, that you avoid the big swamp
in the southeast corner of the island. We
call it Death Swamp. There’s quicksand
there. One foolish fellow tried it. The
deplorable® part of it was that Lazarus fol-
lowed him. You can imagine my feelings,
Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; he was the
finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg
you to excuse me now. I always take a
siesta after lunch. You'll hardly have time
for a nap, I fear. You'll want to start, no
doubt. I shall not follow till dusk. Hunting
at night is so much more exciting than

by day, don't you think? Au revoir,*®

Mr. Rainsford, au revoir.” General Zaroff,
with a deep, courtly bow, strolled from

the room.

Rainsford had fought his way through the
bush for two hours. “I must keep my
nerve. I must keep my nerve,” he said
through tight teeth.

He had not been entirely clear-headed
when the chateau gates snapped shut
behind him. His whole idea at first was to
put distance between himself and General
Zaroff, and, to this end, he had plunged
along, spurred on by the sharp rowels”” of
something very like panic. Now he had got
a grip on himself, had stopped, and was
taking stock of himself and the situation.
He saw that straight flight was futile; inevi-
tably it would bring him face to face with
the sea. He was in a picture with a frame of
water, and his operations, clearly, must
take place within that frame.

“I'll give him a trail to follow,” muttered
Rainsford, and he struck off from the rude
path he had been following into the track-

25. Deplorable means "very bad” or “regrettable.”

26. Au revoir (6 ra vwir”) is French for “good-bye” or “until
we meet again.”

27. Rowel is a wheel with sharp radiating points, as on the
end of a rider’s spur.




bildenden Kiinste, Leipzig, Germany.

less wilderness. He executed a series of
intricate loops; he doubled on his trail
again and again, recalling all the lore of the
fox hunt, and all the dodges of the fox.
Night found him leg-weary, with hands
and face lashed by the branches, on a
thickly wooded ridge. He knew it would
be insane to blunder on through the dark,
even if he had the strength. His need for
rest was imperative and he thought: “I
have played the fox, now I must play the

imperative (im per” s tiv) adj. absolutely necessary

cat of the fable.” A big tree with a thick
trunk and outspread branches was near by,
and, taking care to leave not the slightest
mark, he climbed up into the crotch, and
stretching out on one of the broad limbs,
after a fashion, rested. Rest brought him
new confidence and almost a feeling of
security. Even so zealous a hunter as
General Zaroff could not trace him there,
he told himself; only the devil himself
could follow that complicated trail through

zealous (zel” 3s) adj. very eager; enthusiastic

DI INTDT T
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the jungle after dark. But, perhaps the gen-
eral was a devil—

An apprehensive night crawled slowly
by like a wounded snake, and sleep did
not visit Rainsford, although the silence of
a dead world was on the jungle. Toward
morning when a dingy gray was varnish-
ing the sky, the cry of some startled bird
focused Rainsford’s attention in that direc-
tion. Something was coming through the
bush, coming slowly, carefully, coming by
the same winding way Rainsford had
come. He flattened himself down on the
limb, and through a screen of leaves almost
as thick as tapestry, he watched. . . . That
which was approaching was a man.

He was General Zaroff. He made his
way along with his eyes fixed in utmost
concentration on the ground before him.
He paused, almost beneath the tree,
dropped to his knees and studied the
ground. Rainsford’s impuise was to hurl
himself down like a panther, but he saw
that the general’s right hand held some-
thing metallic—a small automatic pistol.

The hunter shook his head several times,
as if he were puzzled. Then he straight-
ened up and took from his case one of his
black cigarettes; its pungent incenselike
smoke floated up to Rainsford’s nostrils.

Rainsford held his breath. The general’s
eyes had left the ground and were travel-
ing inch by inch up the tree. Rainsford
froze there, every muscle tensed for a
spring. But the sharp eyes of the hunter
stopped before they reached the limb
where Rainsford lay; a smile spread over
his brown face. Very deliberately he blew a
smoke ring into the air; then he turned his
back on the tree and walked carelessly
away, back along the trail he had come.

The swish of the underbrush against his
hunting boots grew fainter and fainter.

The pent-up air burst hotly from
Rainsford’s lungs. His first thought made
him feel sick and numb. The general could
follow a trail through the woods at night;
he could follow an extremely difficult
trail; he must have uncanny powers; only
by the merest chance had the Cossack
failed to see his quarry.

Rainsford’s second thought was even
more terrible. It sent a shudder of cold hor-
ror through his whole being. Why had the
general smiled? Why had he turned back?

Rainsford did not want to believe what
his reason told him was true, but the truth
was as evident as the sun that had by now
pushed through the morning mists. The
general was playing with him! The general
was saving him for another day’s sport!
The Cossack was the cat; he was the
mouse. Then it was that Rainsford knew
the full meaning of terror.

“I will not lose my nerve. I will not.”

He slid down from the tree, and struck
off again into the woods. His face was set
and he forced the machinery of his mind to
function. Three hundred yards from his
hiding place he stopped where a huge
dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller,
living one. Throwing off his sack of food,
Rainsford took his knife from its sheath
and began to work with all his energy.

The job was finished at last, and he
threw himself down behind a fallen log a
hundred feet away. He did not have to
wait long. The cat was coming again to
play with the mouse.

Following the trail with the sureness
of a bloodhound came General Zaroff.

T

Nothing escaped those searching black

Suspense What words and images does the author use in
this passage to heighten the suspense?
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Matters of Life and Death How are Zaroff and
Rainsford like a cat and mouse?



eyes, no crushed blade of grass, no bent
twig, no mark, no matter how faint, in the
moss. So intent was the Cossack on his
stalking that he was upon the thing
Rainsford had made before he saw it. His
foot touched it, the general sensed his
danger and leaped back with the agility
of an ape. But he was not quick enough;
the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest
on the cut living one, crashed down and
struck the general a glancing blow on the
shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness,
he must have been smashed beneath it.
He staggered, but he did not fall; nor did
he drop his revolver. He stood there, rub-
bing his injured shoulder, and Rainsford,
with fear again gripping his heart, heard
the general’s mocking laugh ring through
the jungle.

“Rainsford,” called the general, “if you
are within sound of my voice, as I suppose
you are, let me congratulate you. Not
many men know how to make a Malay
man-catcher. Luckily, for me, I, too, have
hunted in Malacca.”® You are proving inter-
esting, Mr. Rainsford. I am going now to
have my wound dressed; it’s only a slight
one. But I shall be back.”

When the general, nursing his bruised
shoulder, had gone, Rainsford took up his
flight again. It was flight now, a desperate,
hopeless flight, that carried him on for
some hours. Dusk came, then darkness, and
still he pressed on. The ground grew softer
under his moccasins, the vegetation grew
ranker, denser; insects bit him savagely.
Then, as he stepped forward, his foot sank
into the ooze. He tried to wrench it back,
but the muck sucked viciously at his foot as
if it were a giant leech. With a violent effort,

28. The Malay are a people of southeast Asia, and Malacca
(ma lak” 3) is their home region.

erity Predictions About Plot How do you

think Zaroff will act after he returns? Why?

he tore his feet loose. He knew where he
was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand.

His hands were tight closed as if his
nerve were something tangible that some-
one in the darkness was trying to tear from
his grip. The softness of the earth had given
him an idea. He stepped back from the
quicksand a dozen feet or so and, like some
huge prehistoric beaver, he began to dig.

Rainsford had dug himself in in France
when a second’s delay meant death. That
had been a placid pastime compared to his
digging now. The pit
grew deeper; when
it was above his
shoulders, he
climbed out and
from some hard sap-
lings cut stakes and
sharpened them to a E isuat Voo
fine point. These i Asapling is a
stakes he planted in ~ { youngtree.
the bottom of the pit
with the points sticking up. With flying fin-
gers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and
branches and with it he covered the mouth
of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching
with tiredness, he crouched behind the
stump of a lightning-charred tree.

He knew that his pursuer was coming; he
heard the padding sound of feet on the soft
earth, and the night breeze brought him the
perfume of the general’s cigarette. It seemed
to Rainsford that the general was coming
with unusual swiftness; he was not feeling
his way along, foot by foot. Rainsford,
crouching there, could not see the general,
nor could he see the pit. He lived a year in a
minute. Then he felt an impulse to cry
aloud with joy, for he heard the sharp
crackle of the breaking branches as the
cover of the pit gave way; he heard the
sharp scream of pain as the pointed stakes

Suspense Why does this detail heighten the suspense?
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found their mark. He leaped
up from his place of conceal-
ment. Then he cowered back.
Three feet from the pit a man
was standing, with an electric
torch in his hand.

“You've done well,
Rainsford,” the voice of the
general called. “Your Burmese
tiger pit has claimed one of my
best dogs. Again you score.

I think, Mr. Rainsford, I'll see
what you can do against my
whole pack. I'm going home for
a rest now. Thank you for a
most amusing evening.”

At daybreak Rainsford, lying
near the swamp, was awakened
by a sound that made him
know that he had new things to

learn about fear. It was a distant
sound, faint and wavering, but

he knew it. It was the baying of
a pack of hounds.

Rainsford knew he could do
one of two things. He could
stay where he was and wait.
That was suicide. He could
flee. That was postponing the
inevitable. For a moment he

Land's End—Cornwall, 1888. William Trost Richards. Oii on canvas, 62 X 50 in.
The Butler Institute of American Art, Youngstown, OH.

View e Ant v i

stood there, thinking. An idea
11

that held a wild chance came

' A ti~rltA Te A
to him, and, tightening his belt, he

headed away from the swamp.

The baying of the hounds drew nearer,
then still nearer, nearer, ever nearer. On a
ridge Rainsford climbed a tree. Down a
watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away,
he could see the bush moving. Straining his
eyes, he saw the lean figure of General
Zaroff; just ahead of him Rainsford made
out another figure whose wide shoulders

Suspense How do the short sentences add to the feeling
of suspense?
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surged through the tall jungle weeds; it was
the giant Ivan, and he seemed pulled for-
ward by some unseen force; Rainsford
knew that Ivan must be holding the pac

in leash.

They would be on him any minute now.
His mind worked frantically. He thought of
a native trick he had learned in Uganda.
He slid down the tree. He caught hold of a
springy young sapling and to it he fastened
his hunting knife, with the blade pointing
down the trail; with a bit of wild grapevine
he tied back the sapling. Then he ran for
his life. The hounds raised their voices as




they hit the fresh scent. Rainsford knew
now how an animal at bay?’ feels.

He had to stop to get his breath. The
baying of the hounds stopped abruptly,
and Rainsford’s heart stopped, too. They
must have reached the knife.

He shinned excitedly up a tree and
looked back. His pursuers had stopped.
But the hope that was in Rainsford’s brain
when he climbed died, for he saw in the
shallow valley that General Zaroff was still
on his feet. But Ivan was not. The knife,
driven by the recoil of the springing tree,
had not wholly failed.

Rainsford had hardly
tumbled to the ground
when the pack took up the
cry again.

“Nerve, nerve, nerve!” he
panted, as he dashed along.
A blue gap showed between
the trees dead ahead. Ever
nearer drew the hounds. Rainsford forced
himself on toward that gap. He reached it. It
was the shore of the sea. Across a cove he
could see the gloomy gray stone of the cha-
teau. Twenty feet below him the sea rum-
bled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He
heard the hounds. Then he leaped far out
into the sea. . . .

When the general and his pack reached
the place by the sea, the Cossack stopped.
For some minutes he stood regarding the
blue-green expanse of water. He shrugged
his shoulders. Then he sat down, took a
drink of brandy from a silver flask, lit a
cigarette, and hummed a bit from
“Madame Butterfly.”*°

“Better |
anoiher i

29. At bay refers to the position of a cornered animal that is
forced to turn and confront its pursuers.

30. Madame Butterfly is an italian opera by Giacomo
Puccini.

orify Predictions About Plot What do you

AL anG veric

think will happen to Rainsford as a result of this jump?

General Zaroff had an exceedingly good
dinner in his great paneled dining hall that
evening. With it he had a bottle of Pol Roger
and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight
annoyances kept him from perfect enjoy-
ment. One was the thought that it would
be difficult to replace Ivan; the other was
that his quarry had escaped him; of course
the American hadn’t played the game—so
thought the general as he tasted his after-
dinner liqueur. In his library he read. At
ten he went up to his bedroom. He was
deliciously tired, he said to himself, as he
locked himself in. There was a little moon-

light, so, before turning on

his light, he went to the win-
1. dow and looked down at the
. courtyard. He could see the
great hounds, and he called:
“Better luck another time,”
to them. Then he switched
on the light.

A man, who had been hiding in the cur-
tains of the bed, was standing there.

“Rainsford!” screamed the general.
“How in God’s name did you get here?”

“Swam,” said Rainsford. “I found it
quicker than walking through the jungle.”

The general sucked in his breath and
smiled. “I congratulate you,” he said. “You
have won the game.”

Rainsford did not smile. “I am still a
beact at kay]” he said in a low hnarse

UTaosL Gl v 11T O 11t A 1UVV, 11U

voice. “Get ready, General Zaroff.”

The general made one of his deepest
bows. “I see,” he said. “Splendid! One of
us is to furnish a repast®’ for the hounds.
The other will sleep in this very excellent
bed. On guard, Rainsford. . ..”

He had never slept in a better bed,
Rainsford decided.

31. Repast means “meal” or “feast.”

Matters of Life and Death What does the phrase “a
beast at bay” suggest about Rainsford?
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revenge. You, who so well know the nature
of my soul, will not suppose, however, that
I gave utterance to a threat. At length I
would be avenged; this was a point defini-
tively settled—Dbut the very definitiveness
with which it was resolved, precluded the
idea of risk. I must not only punish, but

1. Fortunato (fér” 130 na” to)

* preclude (pri kigod”) v. to prevent; to make impossib

58 UNIT 1 THE SHORT STORY

le

Edgar Allan Poe

punish with impunity. A wrong is unre-
dressed when retribution overtakes its
redresser. It is equally unredressed when
the avenger fails to make himself felt as
such to him who has done the wrong.”

It must be understood, that neither by
word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause

2. [Awrong is . .. done the wrong.] These sentences might
be rephrased this way: “A wrong is not avenged if the
avenger either is punished for taking revenge or does not
make the wrongdoer aware that he is taking revenge.”

_ impunity (im pa” na t€) n. freedom from punish-
* ment, harm, or bad consequences




to doubt my good-will. I continued, as was
my wont, to smile in his face, and he did
not perceive that my smile now was at the
thought of his immolation.’

He had a weak point—this Fortunato—
although in other regards he was a man to
be respected and even feared. He prided
himself on his connoisseurship® in wine.
Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit.
For the most part their enthusiasm is
adopted to suit the time and opportunity—
to practice imposture upon the British and
Austrian millionnaires. In painting and
gemmary Fortunato, like his countrymen,
was a quack—but in the
matter of old wines he
was sincere. In this
respect I did not differ
irom him materially: I
was skillful in the Italian
vintages myself, and
bought largely whenever
I could.

“How remarkably SEEEIE

well you are

looking today!

[ said to him: “My dear Fortunato, you
are luckily met. How remarkably well you
are looking today! But I have received a
pipe of what passes for Amontillado and
[ have my doubts.”

“How?” said he. “Amontillado? A pipe?
Impossible! And in the middle of the
carnival!”

“I have my doubts,” I replied; “and
I was silly enough to pay the full
Amontillado price without consulting
you in the matter. You were not to be
found, and I was fearful of losing a
bargain.”

them.
i “Amontillado!”

E2ZB  “As you are engaged,
~ [am on my way to
Luchesi.” If anyone has a

It was about dusk, one
evening during the supreme madness of
the carnival season, that I encountered my
friend. He accosted me with excessive
warmth, for he had been drinking much.
The man wore motley.”> He had on a tight-
fitting parti-striped dress, and his head
was surmounted by the conical cap and
bells. I was so pleased to see him, that I
thought I should never have done wring-
ing his hand.

3. Here, immolation means “death or destruction.”

4. Connoisseurship (kon” a sur” ship) is expert knowledge
that qualifies one to pass judgment in a particular area.

5. Motley is the multicolored costume of a court jester or
clown.

Matters of Life and Death What is the narrator’s
attitude toward the destruction of Fortunato?

accost (s kost”) v. to approach and speak to,
especially in an aggressive manner

critical turn, it is he. He
will tell me——"

“Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from
Sherry.”

“And yet some fools will have it that his
taste is a match for your own.”

“Come, let us go.”

“Whither?”

“To your vaults.”

“My friend, no; I will not im
your good nature. I perceive you have a
engagement. Luchesi—"

“I have no eﬂgagenﬁenf —come.

“My friend, no. It is not the engagement,

but the severe cold with which I perceive

not impose t

3
Q
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6. A pipe is a wine barrel that holds 126 gallons. Amontillado
(3 mén té yd” do) is a kind of pale, dry sherry from Spain.
7. Luchesi (156 ka” sé)

Mood How would you characterize this opening exchange
between the two main characters?
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Carnival in Rome, 1839. Aleksandr Petrovich
Myasoedov. Oil on canvas. State Russian
Museum, St. Petersburg.

M This painting

you are afflicted. The vaults are
insufferably damp. They are
encrusted with niter.”®

“Let us go, nevertheless.

The cold is merely nothing.
Amontillado! You have been
imposed upon. And as for
Luchesi, he cannot distinguish
Sherry from Amontillado.”

Thus speaking, Fortunato
possessed himself of my arm.
Putting on a mask of black silk,
and drawing a roquelaiire
closely about my person, I suf-
fered him to hurry me to my
palazzo.’

There were no attendants at
home; they had absconded to
make merry in honor of the
time. I had told them that I should not
return until the morning, and had given
them explicit orders not to stir from the
house. These orders were sufficient, | well
knew, to insure their immediate disap-
pearance, one and all, as soon as my back
was turned.
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8. Niter is a salt-like substance found in cool, damp places.

9. A roquelaure (r6k 3 lor”) is a knee-length cloak that was
popular in the 1700s. A palazzo (pa lat”so) is a mansion
or palace.

Paraphrase Restate this sentence in your own words.

< explicit (eks plis” it) adj. definitely stated; clearly
expressed

60

UNIT 1

THE SHORT STORY

I took from their sconces two flambeaux,'®
and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him
through several suites of rooms to the arch-
way that led into the vaults. I passed down
a long and winding staircase, requesting
him to be cautious as he followed. We came
at length to the foot of the descent, and
stood together on the damp ground of the
catacombs of the Montresors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and
the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.

“The pipe?” said he.

“Tt is farther on,” said I, “but observe the
white web-work which gleams from these
cavern walls.”

10. Sconces are wall brackets that hold candles or torches,
and flambeaux (flam” b6 ”) are lighted torches.



He turned toward me, and looked into
my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled
the rheum of intoxication."

“Niter?” he asked, at length.

“Niter,” I replied. “How long have you
had that cough?”

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh!
ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh
My poor friend found it impossible to

reply for many minutes.

“It is nothing,” he said, at last.

“Come,” I said, with decision, “we will
go back; your health is precious. You are
rich, respected, admired, beloved; you are
happy, as once [ was. You are a man to be
missed. For me it is no matter. We will go
back; you will be ill, and I cannot be
responsible. Besides, there is Luchesi

“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere
nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die
of a cough.”

“True—true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I
had no intention of alarming you unneces-
sarily; but you should use ail proper caution.
A draft of this Medoc'* will defend us from
the damps.”

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle
which I drew from a long row of its fellows
that lay upon the mold.

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine.

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He
paused and nodded to me familiarly, while
his bells jingled.

“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that
repose'* around us.”

“And I to your long life.”

He again took my arm, and we proceeded.

17’

rr

11. [filmy orbs . . . intoxication] This phrase describes
Fortunato’s eyes as clouded and watery from excessive
drinking.

12. Medoc (ma dok”) is a French red wine. A draft is the
amount taken in one swig or swallow.

13. To reposeis to lie at rest, either sleeping or in death.

Mood What words in this passage suggest danger?

“These vaults,” he
said, “are extensive.”
“The Montresors,”
I replied, “were a great
and numerous family.”

“I forget your
arms.”

“A huge human foot
d’or, in a field azure;
the foot crushes a ser-
pent rampant'* whose
fangs are imbedded in
the heel.”

“And the motto?”

“Nemo me impune
lacessit.”"®

“Good!” he said.

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the
bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm
with the Medoc. We had passed through
walls of piled bones, with casks and pun-
cheons'® intermingling, into the inmost
recesses of the catacombs. I paused again,
and this time I made bold to seize
Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.

“The niter!” I said; “see, it increases.
it hangs like moss upon the vaults. We
are below the river’s bed. The drops of
moisture trickle among the bones. Come,
we will go back ere it is too late. Your
cough——"

“It is nothing,” he said; “let us go on.
But first, another draft of the Medoc.”

I broke and reached him a flagon'” of
De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His
eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed

Visual Vocabulary
Arms is short for
“coat of arms,” an
arrangement of fig-
ures and symbols on
or around a shield
that, along with a
motto, represents

one's ancestiy.

14. The Montresor family’s coat of arms includes a golden
foot on a sky-blue background and a snake rising up.

15. The motto is Latin for “Nobody provokes me with
impunity.”

16. Casks and puncheons are large containers for storing
liquids.

17. The flagon is a narrow-necked bottle with a handle.

Matters of Life and Death How do these details add to
the growing sense of entrapment in the story?

EDGAR ALLAN POE 61



and threw the bottle upward with a gestic-
ulation I did not understand.
looked at him in surprise. He repeated
the movement—a grotesque one.
“You do not comprehend?” he said.
“Not I,” I replied.
“Then you are not of the brotherhood.”
“"How?”
“You are not of the masons.”'®
“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.”
“You? Impossible! A mason?”

“Amason,” I replied.

“Asign,” he sald.

“It is this,” I answered, producing a trowel
from beneath the folds of my roquelaure.

“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few
paces. “But let us proceed to the
Amontillado.”

“Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool
beneath the cloak, and again offering him

my arm. He leaned upon it heavily.

o

18. Here, masons is short for “Freemasons,” an organization
of stonecutters and bricklayers that was formed in the
Middle Ages. By the time of this story, the masons had
become a social group with secret rituals and signs.
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We continued our route in search of the
Amontillado. We passed through a range
of low arches, descended, passed on, and
descending again, arrived at a deep crypt,'?
in which the foulness of the air caused our
flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there
appeared another less spacious. Its walls
had been lined with human remains, piled
to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the
great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this
interior crypt were still ornamented in this
manner. From the fourth the bones had been
thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon
the earth, forming at one point a mound of
some size. Within the wall thus exposed by
the displacing of the bones, we perceived a
still interior recess, in depth about four feet,
in width three, in height six or seven. It
seemed to have been constructed for no
especial use within itself, but formed merely

i

19. A cryptis a burial chamber.

Mood What emotion does the description in this
paragraph create?



the interval between two of the colossal sup-
ports of the roof of the catacombs, and was
backed by one of their circumscribing walls
of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting
his dull torch, endeavored to pry?® into the
depth of the recess. Its termination the fee-
ble light did not enable us to see.

“Proceed,” I said;
“herein is the Amonti-
llado. As for Luchesi ”

“He is an ignoramus,”
interrupted my friend, as
he stepped unsteadily
forward, while I fol-
lowed immediately at his
heels. In an instant he
had reached the extrem-
ity of the niche,”’ and finding his progress
arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewil-
dered. A moment more and I had fettered??
him to the granite. In its surface were two
iron staples, distant from each other about
two feet, horizontally. From one of these
depended a short chain, from the other a
padlock. Throwing the links about his
waist, it was but the work of a few seconds
to secure it. He was too much astounded to
resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back
from the recess.

“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall;
you cannot help feeling the niter. Indeed it
is very damp. Once more let me implore

e ARORE L e o

you to return. No? Then I must positively

“Indeed it is

very damp.”

o

Here, pry means “to look closely; peer.”

. Here, the extremity of the niche (nich) is the farthest
spot inside the recess.

2. Fettered means “bound with chains or shackles;

restrained.”

MR
P

[
.

aonrase Restate these sentences in your own words.

implore (im plor”) v. to ask earnestly; to beg

leave you. But I must first render you all
the little attentions in my power.”

“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend,
not yet recovered from his astonishment.

“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.”

As I'said these words I busied myself
among the pile of bones of which I have
before spoken. Throwing them aside, |
soon uncovered a quan-
tity of building stone
and mortar. With these
materials and with the
aid of my trowel, I
began vigorously to
wall up the entrance ot
the niche.

I had scarcely laid the
first tier of the masonry
when I discovered that the intoxication of
Fortunato had in a great measure worn off.
The earliest indication I had of this was a
low moaning cry from the depth of the
recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man.
There was then a long and obstinate
silence. I laid the second tier, and the third,
and the fourth; and then I heard the furi-
ous vibrations of the chain. The noise
lasted for several minutes, during which,
that I might hearken to it with the more
satisfaction, I ceased my labors and sat
down upon the bones. When at last the
clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel,
and finished without interruption the fifth,
the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall
was now nearly upon a level with my
breast. I again paused, and holding the
flambeaux over the mason-work, threw
a few feeble rays upon the figure within.

A succession of loud and shrill screams,
bursting suddenly from the throat of the
chained form, seemed to thrust me violently

Matters of Life and Death What does Fortunato finally

realize?

EDGAR ALLAN POE 63



back. For a brief
moment [ hesitated—
I trembled. Unsheath-
ing my rapier, I began
to grope with it about
the recess; but the
thought of an instant
reassured me. I placed
my hand upon the
solid fabric of the
catacombs, and felt
satisfied. I reap-
proached the wall.

I replied to the yells
of him who clamored.
I re-echoed—I aided—
I surpassed them in volume and in strength.
[ did this, and the clamorer grew still.

It was now midnight, and my task was
drawing to a close. I had completed the
eighth, the ninth, and
the tenth tier. I had fin-
ished a portion of the
last and the eleventh;
there remained but a
single stone to be fitted
and plastered in. [ strug-
gled with its weight; I
placed it partially in its
destined™ position. But
now there came from out the niche a low
laugh that erected the hairs upon my head.
It was succeeded by a sad voice, which 1
had difficulty in recognizing as that of the
noble Fortunato. The voice said

A rapier (ra” pé ar)
is a long, light-
weight sword with
a sharp point but
no cutting edge.

A S Al s

“For the love of

God, Montresor!”

“Ha! ha! ha!—he! hel—a very good joke
indeed—an excellent jest. We will have
many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo—
he! he! hel—over our wine—he! he! he!”

“The Amontillado!” I said.

“He! he! hel—he! he! hel—yes, the
Amontillado. But is it not getting late?

Will not they be awaiting us at the palazzo,
the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us
be gone.”

“Yes,” T said, “let us be gone.”

“For the love of God, Montresor!”

“Yes,” 1 said, “for the love of God!”

But to these words I hearkened in vain
for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud:

“Fortunato!”

No answer. I called again:

“Fortunato!”

No answer still. [ thrust a torch through
the remaining aperture and let it fall
within. There came forth
in return only a jingling
of the bells. My heart
grew sick—on account
of the dampness of the
catacombs. I hastened

to make an end of my
labor. I forced the last

stone into its position;

I plastered it up. Against
the new masonry I re-erected the old ram-
part®® of bories. For the half of a century

no mortal has disturbed them. In pace
requiescat/*> o

23. Here, destined means “intended for a particular purpose
or use.”

Paraphrase Restate these lines, and then explain why
Montresor is doing what he is doing.
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24. A rampartis a protective barrier or fortification.
25. In pace requiescat (in  péa’cha rek” weé es kdt”) is Latin
for “May he rest in peace.”



|, 100D TUTINTISDI YL 1T 210y paried oA UdYM 320[2,0 ud
A[DUND STM 1], TP2DUNOUUE Iy U2l 0l soInuiul 331y,
‘SPUOWITIP [[EWS YIIM 135 31 JO
SpI] A1 ‘YoITM dwosputy T ano paqnd uew dunem ayy,
. dn suinm 1aa1zed
pro Aw ji 11 yuom st put ‘qydiuo1 100p Syl ul puels O3
Sa[IW PUESNOYI T 2WTD | "15310) 15A0U [[,9H{ "PHOM 243 Ul deyd
PO 152ydUNELS ‘152011 DY1 SEM SABM[E 3 10} IAT[E S, JI 2124
Sw 10aw M Awuai [ mouy [ Ing Apay Anaid 11 1900 punoie
Juipsny 1doy | put ‘vonsodoxd Siq £&n121d e st asoM 2y “39s
noA 19410 Yord JO YOTL 1SO| IM OM1 IO 1834 ® 131je Ing,,
1510 a1 pies :.vucco%u:ou oM Swn e 10j ‘s3k ‘IIPM.,,
..é139] NoA 2ours puany 1ok woly preay nok
1, USAT]] DU 01 SWads 11 ‘YInoyl ‘s195ur udmaq swn duoy ®
DYITY,. ‘urwadtjod oy pres SBunsaiaut £1121d spunos 11,
..'2q 01 Jurod a19m £oy1 12A918YM SprUr
$5UN110j INO PUT 1IN0 PIHIOM AUNSIP INO JARBY O 1y3no sn jo
goea sieak Aluami ut eyl pa1ndiy o -owiod 01 aey 1Yt IM
>ourlsIp 1EYM WOl 10 3q 1YW SUONIPUOD INO JTYM ISNEW
ou ‘awn puz ANrp 1Byl woy sreak fuaml Apoexa urede 219y
190w ppnom om eyl 1ydiu aey paa1de am ‘[PM "Yues uo
aovpd Ajuo ayr sem 11 3y3noyl df HIOA MIN JO 1N Awun [
pofidrap 2Ty 1,Up[NOd NOA "IUNIOY Aw oyew 01 ISIM AP
10§ 11E1S 01 STM | dutulouwr 1Xu Y], ‘K1uom1 sem Awunf pue
ua21ydia sear | 1919301 ‘s1Y101q OM1 ] 1snf ‘104 MON
ul 219y Pasitl 219m | pue 3H ‘plIom a1 ul deyo 159Uy Y
pue ‘wnyd 155q A ‘S[IM Awwun [ yum s Apeig 20( dig, 1e
210y paurp [, ‘utur Ayl pres Ayduor oe siwad Auamy,,
195 A[ppo ‘puotuelp 31e| € STM
urdjaeds sty "mo1qaAd yBur sty Jedu JES AYM I T pue
6345 usay yum aoey pamel-arenbs ‘aored ®© pamoys 1ydy SYL,
ey Sy pue yoiTw B IS Aem100p 211 Ul uBWw Iy,
. Jusayl umop
w101 stm 1g,, ‘uewadtod a1 pres ‘ode sicak oAty quun,,
ueinesat s Apeig o[ Jig,

—SpUEIS 21015 SI[I 2I2YM JUEINEISII T 3q 01 pasn 20yl ode

SIBIA Auom | 131}V

m_:o_ umﬁ INoqy 1ydieals [[e 511 ureldd ajrw oy M1 p,nok
w.w:_a_ X2 ILT “TIPM @31 3,usd0p ‘nok 01 Auuny s m.m?h:o
0de sreadk AQiuomi opew jusunuiodde ue s 1] .ﬁ. ;

uIia
Bunrem asnf w,p,, “Ajwes pres oy 150150 g e

e sy,

ods uew a3 uny 01 dn “Apainb dn
: payjem uew d .

Sty ut 1231 pagdijun ue yum _vu:ﬁu_ pwmp___ho« w“wum< o

Paunjiep e jo Aemioop sy uj 5

uewadijod sy

S J1empiey
,_ [tm sty pamors Ajus
201q ulendd e jo Aempiwr inoqe ho:_\u%:w
"pasop
sioop
UE jo 1o
MON "sinoy
Jo ueiprend
: Wioj 1rempels
JO 31 1%ans oy umop 34> [nyysem _ME
1o o —E«. mou Junin ‘syuswasow [npre pue 2estnu
PM qnp siy Juipma uam oy se sioop Swihay

u23q 2auis 3uoy pey 1eyy sasejd ssauisnq 01 paduops

2@ jo ALwofew 3y Inq ‘131unod :“.E:_ 1ydu-ppe .

M..oum 12315 ® o saydip oya 9as 13w nok uayp v.:« _
[1e5 1doy 183 Su0 sem b_:_u_\,. dyL -aoead o

t jo oumdid suiy e spews ‘1533
S, .._uuc. p 3ddems 1y3is pue
158d 01 UdY)

.mu

wuuﬂmw—waﬁ_u ydiu :.uB PEY Woy) ul ures joypser v yum M““M

jo 5 IMY> 1nq “1y8iu 2e Yop,0 o1 Aj218q sem swn oy
IMO[s Snudae 3y1 dn panow 3eaq sy1 wo uewadijod oy Hf.

oo "S4paf
1 ut uaddvq uvs 30p v nq—ai0faq auwsy Suoy v gom

aprue 210p 41241 daay 01 puvq uo siam wif puv qog qiog

- SIedx Apuam |

Y



/- Menry Reader

“Did pretty well out West, didn’t you?” asked the
policeman,

“You bet! 1 hope Jimmy has done half as well. He was a
kind of a plodder, though, good fellow as he was. I've had
to compete with some of the sharpest wits going to get my
pile. A man gets in a groove in New York. It takes the West
to put a razor-edge on him.”

The policeman twirled his club and took a step or two.

“I'll be on my way. Hope your friend comes around all
right. Going to call time on him sharp?”

“I should say not!” said the other. “I'll give him half an
hour at least. If Jimmy is alive on earth he’ll be here by that
time. So long, officer.”

“Good-night, sir,” said the policeman, passing on along
his beat, trying doors as he went.

Theie was now a fine, cold drizzle falling, and the wind
had nsen from its uncertain puffs into a steady blow. The
few foot passengers astir in that quarter hurried dismally
and silently along with coat collars turned high and pocketed
hands. And in the door of the hardware store the man who
had come a thousand miles to fill an appointment with the
friend of his youth, smoked his cigar and waited.

About twenty minutes he waited, and then a tall man
in a long overcoat, with collar turned up to his ears, hurried
across from the opposite side of the street. He went directly
to the waiting man.

“Is that you, Bob?” he asked, doubtfully.

“Is that you, Jimmy Wells?” cricd the man in the door.

“Bless my heart!” exclaimed the new arrival, grasping both
the other’s hands with his own. “It's Bob, sure as fate. 1

~was certain I'd find you here if you were still in existence.
Well, well, well! —twenty years is a long time. The old restau-
rant’s pone, Bob; I wish it had lasted, so we could have had
another dinner there. low has the West treated you, old
man?”’

“Bully; it has given me cverything I asked it for. You've

After Twenty Years

changed lots, Jimmy. I never thought you were so tall by two
or three inches.” .

“Oh, I grew a bit after 1 was twenty.

“Doing well in New York, ,_::me: .

“Moderatcly. | have a position in one of the city depart-
ments. Come on, Bob; we'll go around to a place I know of,
and have a good long talk about old 332.: N

The two started up the street, arm in arm. The man from
the West was beginning to outline the history of his career.

The other listened with interest.
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A Dip in the Poole

bv Bill Pronzini

was situng in a large
comforuble leather armchair in the
lobbv of the Hotel Poole. leafing

through a magazine. when the
voung woman in the dark tweed

She did it very cleverly.

Swuyvesant—a silver-haired

old gendeman who carries
a walking suck and is
worth fifteen or cwenty
million dollars—had just
stepped out of one of
the elevators in front
of me.

The voung woman
appeared from the
direcuon of the marbl:

staircase. \Walking rapidly.
and pretending to be

absorbed in thought she



>umpea mnto nim. She then appearea
embarrassed and apoiogized. Stuvvesant
bowed in a gallant wav. saving. "7 vinat’s
serfecty ail right”

I could see that she got his wailet 2i:a the
llamona suckpin [rom nis ue. Stuvvesant
neither reit nor suspecied a thing.

The voung woman apologized again ana
then hurmed off across the thick carpeung
toward the main enganc. “:the end of the
room. As she moved. she sxillfully slipped
the items into a wan suede bag she camed
over one arm.

Immediately, I popped out of my chair
and moved quickly after her. She managed
to get within a few steps of the glass doors
before I caught up with her.

I let mv hand fall on her arm. “Excuse
me just 2 moment.” I said. smiling.

She surfenea. becoming compietelv suil.
Then she wmed and regarded me icilv. !
beg your pardon.” she said in a frostv voice.

“You and I had best have a litde chat”

“I am not in the habit of chauing with men
I don't know.”

“I think vou'll make an exception in mv
case,” T said.

Her brown eves flashed angrily as she said.
“I suggest vou let go of my arm. If vou don't
[ shall cail the manager.”

I shrugged lightly. "There's no need
for thar™

“I certainly hope not.”

“Simply because he would only call
for me.”

“What:™

“I'm the chief of secunv at the Hotel
Poole. you see.” I told her. “I'm what once
was referred to as the house detecuve.”

She grew paje. and the light dimmed in
her eves. “Oh.” she said sofuv.

At my direcuon. we moved toward the
hotel’s lounge. a short distance on our ieft.
She sat down in one of the ieather bootns
and | seated mvseif opposite. A waiter
approacned. but [ shook mv heaa ana
he rewreated.

[ looked at the voung woman on the other
side of the table. The soft glow from the
candle in its center gave her classic features
the impression of purnitv and innocence.

“Without a doubt,” I said. “vou're the most
beaudful dip I've ever encountered.”

“I... don't know what you're wlking
about.” she said.

“Don’t you:™

“Ceruainly not”

"A dip is undenworld slang for a pickpocket.”

She pretended to0 be insuited. " Are vou
suegesting that .. .

“Oh. come now," [ said. "There's no
purpose to be served in contnuing this act
I saw vou lift Mr. Stuyvesant's wallet and his
diamond stickpin. [ was siting direcdy across
from the elevator, not fifteen feet away.”

She didn't say anything. Her fingers
drummed over her tan suede bag. After a
moment her eyes lifted 1o mine. briefly, and
then dropped to the bag again. She sighed
in a tortured way. “You're right. of course.”
she finally said. “I stole those things.”

I reached out. genty took the bag from
her and snapped it open. Stuvvesant's wallet
and stickpin rested on top of the varicus
articles inside. I removed them. reclosed
the.bag and returned it to her.

She said softly. “I'm not a thief. I want
Jouto know that Not reaily, I mean. [ have
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this compuision—this unconurollable urge—
to steal. I'm poweriess to stop mvself.”

“Kleptomaniaz”

“Yes. ['ve been to several doctors, but
thev've been unable to cure me so far.”

[ shook mv head in sympathyv. “It must
be termble for vou.”

“Terrible.” she agreed. “When my father
learns of this. he'll have me putawavin a
hospital. He threatened to do thatif I ever
stole anything again.”

[ said. “Your father doesn't have to know
what happened here today. There was no
real harm done, actually. Mr. Stuyvesant will
get his wallet and stickpin back. And I see

no reason for causing the hotel unnecessarv

embarrassment through the publicity that
will result if I report the incident”

Her face brightened hopefully. “Then—
you're going to let me goz"

[ took a long breath. “I suppose I'm oo
soft-hearted for the type of job that I have.
Yes, I'm going to let vou go. But you must
promise me that you'll never set foot inside
of the Hotel Poole again. If I ever see you
here, I'll have to report you to the police.”

“You won't!" she assured me earnestly.
“I have an appointment with another
doctor tomorrow morning. [ feel sure I
can be helped.”

[ nodded. then turned to stare through

i

!

the lounge to where the guests were moving
back and forth in the lobbv. When I turned

back again. the soeet door to the lounge was
just closing and the voung woman was gone.

[ sat there for a short ume. thinking about
her. If she was a kleptomaniac. I decided.
then I was the King of England. What she
was. of course. was a professional pickpocket
[ could tell that bv her technique which
was very skillful. She was also an extremely
clever liar.

[ smiled to mvself and stood up and
went out into the lobby again. But instead
of resuming my positon in the armchair.

[ made a sharp left and walked casuallv out
ot the hotel and on to Powell Street.

As I made my wav through the afternoon
crowds. my right hand rested lighdy on the
fat leather wallet and the diamond stickpin
in my coat pocket. I found myself feeling
a litde sorrv for the yvoung woman. But just
a linde.

Because Andrew J. Stuyvesant had been
my mark from the moment I first saw him
entering the Hotel Poole that moming. I
had waited three hours for him to come into
the lobbyv. And I was just seconds away from
bumping into him myself. when she came
out of nowhere and grabbed his wallet and
suckpin. So I figured I reallv had a nght to
them. after all.

Thinking More About the Story

® A pun is usually defined as “a play
on words.” According to a character
in the story, the word dip is slang
for “pickpocker” Tell why the story
is called “A Dip in the Poole.”
Explain the pun in the tide.

® “Two Dips in the Poole™ might also
have been an appropriate tide. Ex-
plain why. How might this tide have
given away the ending of the story?

® The young woman promised the
man that she would never come back

to the hotel. Why do you think he
w-nted to make certain that she

would never return? Think of at least

two good reasons.



Picture Shop Window, 19G7. John Sloan. Oil on ca
of Mrs. Felix Fuid, 1925. The Newark Museum, NJ.

nvas, 32 x 25%s in, Gift

ne dollar and eighty-seven cents.
That was all. And sixty cents of it
was in pennies. Perinies saved one
and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer
and the vegetable man and the butcher
until one’s cheeks burned with the silent
imputation of parsimony that such close
dealing implied. Three times Della counted
it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And
the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop
down on the shabby little couch and howl.
So Della did it. Which instigates' the moral

i. To instigate is to stir up or cause something to happen

37 shen) n. an accusation

. imputation

{im” pys ta
: pa;sim(}ny {(pir” sa mo ‘né) n. stinginess
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reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles,
and smiles, with sniffles predominating.
While the mistress of the home is gradu-
ally subsiding from the first stage to the
second, take a look at the home. A furnished
lat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar
escription, but it certainly had that W(“*H
n the lockout for the me@dwamv squad.”
In the vestibule below was a letter-box
into which no letter would go, and an elec-
tric button from which no mortal finger
could coax a ring. Also appertaining?®

2. O. Henry is making a play on words here. To beggar is to

defy or go past the limits of something. A mendicancy
squad consists of the authorities who deal with
mendicants, or beggars.

3. Here, appertaining means “belonging” or “relating.”




thereunto was a card bearing the name
“Mr. James Dillingham Young.”

The “Dillingham” had been flung to the
breeze during a former period of prosper-
ity when its possessor was being paid $30
per week. Now, when the income was
shrunk to $20, the letters of “Dillingham”
looked blurred, as though they were think-
ing seriously of contracting to a modest
and unassuming® D. But whenever Mr.
James Dillingham Young came home and
reached his flat above he was called “Jim”
and greatly hugged by Mrs. James
Dillingham Young, already introduced to
you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her
cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by
the window and looked out dully at a gray
cat walking a gray fence in a gray back-
yard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day,
and she had only $1.87 with which to buy
Jim a present. She had been saving every
penny she could for months, with this
result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go
far. Expenses had been greater than she
had calculated. They always are. Only
$1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim.
Many a happy hour she had spent plan-
ning for something nice for him. Something
fine and rare and sterling— something just
a little bit near to being worthy of the
honor of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass® between the
windows of the room. Perhaps you have
seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin
and very agile person may, by observing
his reflection in a rapid sequence of longi-
tudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate

4. Unassuming means “not bold or boastful.”
S. A pier-glass (pér” glas) is a tall, narrow mirror designed to
be hung between two windows.

Characterization What can you tell about Della from the
narrator’s commentary?

conception of his looks. Della, being slen-
der, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window
and stood before the glass. Her eyes were
shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its
color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she
pulled down her hair and let it fall to its
full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the
James Dillingham Youngs in which they
both took a mighty pride. One was Jim's
gold watch that had been his father’s and
his grandfather’s. The other was Della’s
hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the
flat across the airshaft, Della would have
let her hair hang out the window some day
to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jew-
els and gifts. Had King Solomon® been the
janitor, with all his treasures piled up in
the basement, Jim would have pulled out
his watch every time he passed, just to see
him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about
her, rippling and shining like a cascade of
brown waters. It reached below her knee
and made itself almost a garment for her.
And then she did it up again nervously
and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute
and stood still while a tear or two splashed
on the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went
her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts
and with the brilliant sparkle still in her
eyes, she fluttered out the door and down
the stairs to the street.

6. The Bible says that the Queen of Sheba visited King
Solomon, bearing gifts that included great quantities of
gold, spices, and jewels. Solomon is famous as the wisest
and wealthiest man of his time.

lyze Deseristion What does the narrator compare

Della’s hair to?

depreciate (di’ pré”shé at) v. to lessen the price or

value of

O. HENRY 117



Woman at Her Toilet. Edgar
Degas. Oil pastel on paper.
The Hermitage, St. Petersburg,
Russia.

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mme. She found it at last. It surely had been
Sofronie.” Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One made for Jim and no one else. There was
flight up Della ran, and collected herself, no other like it in any of the stores, and she
panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, had turned all of them inside out. It was a
hardly looked the “Sofronie.” platinum fob chain simple and chaste® in

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della. design, properly pro-

“1 buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat  claiming its value by
off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.” substance alone and

Down rippled the brown cascade. not by meretricious '

“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting ornamentation—as
the mass with a practiced hand. all good things :

“Give it to me quick,” said Della. should do. It was ! Visual Vocabulary

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by even worthy of The i Afob chainis
on rosy wings. Forget the hashed® meta- Watch. As soon as ; attached to a pocket

h She w Kine the st ‘ h it she kn ¢ watch and worn
phor. She was ransacking the stores for she saw it she knew . hanging from a
Jim’s present. that it must be Jim’s. ¢ pocket.

7. Mme. Sofronie (ma dam” 56 fr6” ne) 9. Here, chaste means “modest.”

8. 0. Henry pokes fun at himself here. His metaphor is 10. Meretricious means “cheap” or “showy.”

hashed, or mixed, because it combines parts of the
familiar phrases “rose-colored glasses” and “on gossamer
wings.”

Rewards and Sacrifices How do you think Delia feels
about her sacrifice at this point?

118 UNIT 1 THE SHORT STORY



I+ was like him. Quietness and value—the
description applied to both. Twenty-one
dollars they took from her for it, and she
hurried home with the 87 cents. With that
chain on his watch Jim might be properly
anxious about the time in any company.
Grand as the watch was, he sometimes
looked at it on the sly on account of the
old leather strap that he used in place of
a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxica-
tion gave way a little to prudence and rea-
son. She got out her curling irons and
lighted the gas and went to work repairing
the ravages'' made by generosity added to
love. Which is always a tremendous task,
dear friends—a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was cov-
ered with tiny, close-lying curls that made
her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy.
She looked at her reflection in the mirror
long, carefully, and critically.

“If [im doesn’t kill me,” she said to her-
selt, “before he takes a second look at me,
he’ll say [ look like a Coney Island'? chorus
girl. But what could I do—oh! what could 1
do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?”

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the
frying pan was on the back of the stove hot
and ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the
fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner
of the table near the door that he always
entered. Then she heard his step on the
stair away down on the first flight, and she

17. Ravages means “destructive actions or their results.”
Here, it refers to the hasty cutting of Della’s hair.

12. Coney Island is a famous beach and amusement park in
Brooklyn, New York.

Characterization What does this detail reveal about Jim?

prudence (prood” ans) n. caution; good judgment

turned white for just a moment. She had a
habit of saying little silent prayers about
the simplest everyday things, and now she
whispered: “Please God, make him think I
am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and
closed it. He looked thin and very serious.
Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two—and
to be burdened with a family! He needed a
new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable
as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were
fixed upon Della, and there was an expres-
sion in them that she could not read, and it
terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise,
nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the
sentiments that she had been prepared for.
He simply stared at her fixedly with that
peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went
for him.

“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at
me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold
it because I couldn’t have lived through
Christmas without giving you a present. It'll
grow out again—you won’t mind, will you?
Ljust had to do it. My hair grows awfully
fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!” Jim, and let’s be
happy. You don’t know what a nice—what
a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you.”

“You've cut off your hair?” asked Jim,

laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that
patent]3 fact raot ovon aftar tha kardest

et even after the h
mental labor.

“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della.
“Don’t you like me just as well, anyhow?
I'm me without my hair, ain’t I?”

Jim looked about the room curiously.

“You say your hair is gone?” he said,
with an air almost of idiocy.

13. Here, Jim tries to grasp the obvious (patent) fact that
Della has cut her hair.

~» What image of Jim does the word

idiocy evoke?

O. HENRY 118
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Fifth Avenue, 1910. Everett Shinn. Pastel on light tan laid paper, 12%s x 15%a in.

Brooklyn Museum, Brooklyn, NY. Gift of Samuel A. Lewisohn.

it,” said Della
“Tt’s sold, I tell you——so Id and gone, to
It's C Hns’m y. Be good to me, f@*
e the hairs of my
she went on ‘A;iﬂﬁ
a sudden serious sweetness “but nobody
could ever count my love for you. Shall I
put the chops on, Jim?”

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to
wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten sec-
onds let us regard with discreet scrutiny
some inconsequential object in the other
direction. Eight

' Eight dollars a week or a million

14. [For ten seconds . . . other direction.] O. Henry suggests
that we give the couple privacy by examining some
object on the other side of the room, as if we were
physically in the couple’s home.
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a year—what is the difference? A mathema-

tician or a wit would give you the wron

answer. The Magi brought valuable gifts
.

utt tha t was not amono fhon‘x T']"nc dq k
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assertion will be 1,]ummated later on."”

Jim drew a package from his overcoat

ocket and threw it upon the table.

“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said,
“about me. I don’t think there’s anything in
the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo
that could make me like my girl any less.
But if Vou’ll unwrap that package you may
see why had me going a while at first.”

White fmgers and nimble tore at the
string and paper. And then an ecstatic

ja)

15. [This dark assertion . . . later on.] O. Henry promises to
explain, later, his statement in the preceding sentence.



scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick femi-
nine change to hysterical tears and wails,
necessitating the immediate employment
of all the comforting powers of the lord of
the flat.

For there lay The
Combs—the set of
combs, side and back,

that Della had wor-
shipped for long in a
/ :  Broadway window.
i i Beautiful combs, pure

visual Vocabulary
This comb is designed
both to fasten and
adorn a woman'’s hair.
Crdinary combs are
used only to smooth
and arrange it.

tortoise shell, with
jewelled rims—just
the shade to wear in
the beautiful van-
ished hair. They were
expensive combs, she
knew, and her heart
had simply craved and yearned over them
without the least hope of possession. And
now, they were hers, but the tresses that
should have adorned the coveted'® adorn-
ments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and
at length she was able to look up with dim
eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows
so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little
singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful pres-
ent. She held it out to him eagerly upon

or nnon nalm The 1111 nroce

h\,L Uptlil paitiii. 11ic duL1 y;puious metal

seemed to flash with a reflection of her
bright and ardent spirit.

16. Coveted means “strongly desired” or “wished for
longingly.”

“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? [ hunted all over

town to find it. You’ll have to look at the
time a hundred times a day now. Give me
your watch. [ want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down

on the couch and put his hands under the
back of his head and smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas

presents away and keep ‘'em a while.
They’re too nice to use just at present.

I sold the watch to get the money to buy
your combs. And now suppose you put
the chops on.”

The Magi, as you know, were wise

men—wonderfully wise men—who
brought gifts to the Babe in the manger.
They invented the art of giving Christmas
presents. Being wise, their gifts were no

doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the priv-

ilege of exchange in case of duplication.
And here [ have lamely related to you the

uneventful chronicle of two foolish chil-
dren in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed
for each other the greatest treasures of their

house. But in a last word to the wise of

these days let it be said that of all who give
gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who
give and receive gifts, such as they are
wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They
are the Magi. v

Characterization What do jim’s words reveal about his
personality?

Rewards and Sacrifices O. Henry is comparing the gifts
that Jim and Della exchanged with the Magi’s gifts. What
does this comparison suggest about jim’s and Della’s gifts?
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o) $ Appointment with Love
S & by S. I. Kishor

ix minutes to six, said the great round
clock over the information booth in Grand
Central Saation. The tall young army
lieutenant who had just come from the
direction of the tracks lifted his sunburmed
face. His eyes narrowed to note the

with a beat that shocked him because
he could not control it. In six minutes,
he would see the woman who had
filled such a special place in his life
. for the past thirteen months. He would
" meet the woman he had never seen, yet
whose letters had been with him and had
sustained him unfailingly.
‘ He placed himself as close as he could
! to the information booth. He waited there
//  just beyond the crowd of people besieging
i theclerks. . ..
12 Lieutenant Blandford remembered one
night in particular, the worst of the fighting,
when his plane had been caught in the
midst of a pack of enemy fighter planes.




He had seen the grinning face of one of
the enemy pilots.

In one of his leuers, he had confessed
to her that he often felt fear. Just a few days
before this bautle, he had received her
answer.

“Of course you feel fear,” she wrote. “All
brave men do. Didn't King David know fear?
That's why he wrote the twenty-third Psalm.
Next time you doubt yourself, [ want you
t hear my voice reciting to you: Yea,
though [ walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I shall fear no evil, for
Thou art with me. . . ."

And he had remembered. He had heard
her voice as he imagined it to be, and it had
renewed his strength and skill

-Now he was going to hear her real voice.
Four minutes to six. He grew tense.

Under the immense roof, people were
walking fast, like threads of color being
woven into a gray web. A young woman
passed close to him and Lieutenant
Blandford jumped. She was wearing a red
flower in the lapel of her suit Butit was a
aimson carnadon, not the litle red rose
they had agreed she would wear to identify
her. Besides, this woman was too young,
about eighteen years of age, whereas Hollis
Meynell had told him that she was thirty.

“Well, what of it>" he had answered. “I'm
thirty-two.” He was twenty-nine.

His mind went back to that book—the
book that had brought them together. It was
one of the hundreds of army library books
that had been contributed to the Florida
training camp. It was called Of Human

, and throughout the book were
Botes in what seemed to be 2 woman's

handwriting. He had always hated that habit
of writing things in. But these comments
were different. He had never believed that
a woman could see into a man'’s heart so
tenderly, so understandingly. Her name was
on the bookplate: Hollis Meyneil. He had
got hold of a New York City telephone book
and found her address. He had written, she
had answered. Next day he had been

“shipped out. But they had gone on writing.

For thirteen months, she had faithfully
replied—and more than replied When
his letters did not arrive, she wrote anyway.
And now he believed he loved her, and she
loved him. .

But she had refused all his pleas o send
him her photograph. That seemed rather
bad, of course. But she had explained.

“If your feeling for me is real,” she wrote,
“what I look like won’t mater. Suppose
I'm beautful. I'd always be haunted by the
feeling that you had been waking a chance
on just that, and that kind of love would be
disappoining. Suppose I'm plain (and you
must admit that this is more likely). Then
I'd always feel that you kept on writing to
me only because you were lonely and had
no one else. No, don't ask for my picture.
When you come to New York, you shall see
me. Then you shall make your decision. Re-
member, each of us is free to stop or to go
on after that—whichever we choose. . . "

One minute to six . . .

Then Lieutenant Blandford’s heart leaped
higher than his plane had ever done.

A young woman was coming toward him.
Her eyes were blue as flowers; her lips and
chin had a gende firmness. In her pale green
suit, she was like springtime come alive.



He started toward her, entirely forgetting
to notice that she was wearing no rose.
Uncontrollably, he took one step closer to
her. Then he saw Hollis Meynell.

She was standing almost directly behind
the young woman. She was a woman well
past forty. Her graying hair was tucked
under a worn hat She was more than plump,
and her thick-ankled feet were thrust into
low-heeled shoes. But she wore a red rose
in the rumpled lapel of her brown coat

Blandford glanced at the young woman
in the green suit who was walking quickly
away. His disappointment was keen. Yet
deep were his feelings for the woman whose
spirit had truly companioned and uplifted
his own. And there she stood. Her pale,
plump face was gentle and sensible. He
could see that now. Her gray eyes had a
warm, kindly twinkle.

Lieutenant Blandford did not hesitate.
His fingers gripped the small, worn, blue
leather copy of Of Human Bondage which

was to identify him to her. This would not
be love, but it would be something precious,
something perhaps even rarer than love—
a friendship for which he had been and
must ever be grateful. . . .

He squared his broad shoulders, saluted,
and held the book out toward the woman.
While he spoke, he still felt some
disappointment.

“I'm Lieutenant John Blandford, and
you—you are Miss Meynell. I'm so glad you
could meet me. May—may I take you to
dinner?”

The woman'’s face broadened in a pleasant
smile. “I don’t know what this is all about,
son,” she answered. “That young lady in the
green suit—the one who just went by—begged
me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said
that if you asked me to go out with you, I
should tell you that she's waiting for you in
that big restaurant across the street. She said
it was some kind of a test. I've got a boy in
the army myself, so I didn’t mind obliging.”

Thinking More About the Story

® [n a letter, Hollis Meynell told Lieu-
tenant Blandford why she did not wish
to send him a photograph of herself.
Think of at least one additional reason
to explain why Hollis was not willing
to provide a photograph.

® Do you think that the test that Hollis
gave Blandford was a fair one? Was
she right to have done this? Give
reasons to SUpport your answers.

® Hollis stated that, after they met, she
and Blandford would be “free to stop
or to go on after that—whichever we
choose.” Do you think that they
decided to continue seeing each
other? Explain your answer.
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e’re going through!” The
Commander’s voice was like thin
£ W ice breakmg He wore

his full-dress uniform, with the heavily
braided white cap pulled down rakishly'
over one cold gray eye. “We can’t make

it, sir. It’s spoiling for a hurricane, if you

ask me

aSiN 11T,

“T'm not asking you, Lieutenant Berg,”
said the Commander. “Throw on the power
lights! Rev her up to 8,500! We're going
through!” The pounding of the cylinders
increased: ta-pocketa-pocketa-pocketa-
pocketa-pocketa. The Commander stared at the
ice forming on the pilot window. He walked
over and twisted a row of complicated dials.
“Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” he shouted.

VVILLLL ULl LNU. U Guanad

“Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” repeated
Lieutenant Berg. “Full strength in No. 3 tur-
ret!” shouted the Commander. “Full strength
in No. 3 turret!” The crew, bending to their
various tasks in the huge, hurtling eight-
engined Navy hydroplane,” looked at each
other and grinned. “The Old Man'll get us

James Thurber

1. Rakishly means “in a dashing or jaunty manner.”
2. A hydroplane is an airplane equipped with floats that
allow it to take off from and land on water.

Diction What does the Commander’ style of speaking
tell you about him?
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Putting Out His Eyes, 1919. George Horace Davis. Imperial
War Museum, London.
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through,” they said to one another. “The
Old Man ain't afraid of Hell!” . ..

“Not so fast! You're driving too fast!”
said Mrs. Mitty. “What are you driving so
fast for?”

“Hmm?” said Walter Mitty. He looked
at his wife, in the seat beside him, with
shocked astonishment. She seemed grossly
unfamiliar, like a strange woman who had
yelled at him in a crowd. “You were up to
fifty-five,” she said. “You know I don’t like
to go more than forty. You were up to fifty-
five.” Walter Mitty drove on toward
Waterbury in silence, the roaring of the
SN202 through the worst storm in twenty
years of Navy flying fading in the remote,
intimate airways of his mind. “You're
tensed up again,” said Mrs. Mitty. “It’s one
of your days. I wish you'd let Dr. Renshaw
ook you over.”

Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of
the building where his wife went to have
her hair done. “Remember to get those

b 7 1 7
overshoes while I'm having my hair done,

she said. “I don’t need overshoes,” said

R I ae s

uLuf She pu\, fier mirror back into her i vag.

“We’ve been all through that,” she said,
getting out of the car. “You're not a young
man any longer.” He raced the engine a
little. “Why don’t you wear your gloves?
Have you lost your gloves?” Walter Mitty
reached in a pocket and brought out the
gloves. He put them on, but after she had
turned and gone into the building and he
had driven on to a red light, he took them
off again. “Pick it up, brother!” snapped a
cop as the light changed, and Mitty hastily
pulled on his gloves and lurched ahead.
He drove around the streets aimlessly for
a time, and then he drove past the hospital
on his way to the parking lot.

Diction How does Thurber’s word choice here help
convey Mitty’s character?

. “It’s the millionaire banker, Wellington
McMillan,” said the pretty nurse. “Yes?”
said Walter Mitty, removing his gloves
slowly. “Who has the case?” “Dr. Renshaw
and Dr. Benbow, but there are two specialists
here, Dr. Remington from New York and
Mr. Pritchard-Mitford from London. He flew
over.” A door opened down a long, cool
corridor and Dr. Renshaw came out. He
looked distraught and haggard. “Hello,
Mitty,” he said. “We're having the devil’s
own time with McMillan, the millionaire
banker and close personal friend of

Roosevelt. Obstreosis of the ductal tract.
Tevhqvw Aich « ou /A %“Ako a lor\]( at b;fn"’

rtiary. Wish dta ok at
“Glad to,” said Mitty.

In the operating room there were whis-
pered introductions: “Dr. Remington, Dr.
Mitty. Mr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. Mitty.”
read your book on streptothricosis,” sald
Pritchard-Mitford, shaking hands. “A bril-
liant performance, sir.” “Thank you,” said
Walter Mitty. “Didn’t know you were in the

T AnTa
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States, Mitty,”

to Newcastle,’ bringing Mitford and me - up
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Mitty. A huge, complicated machine, con-
nected to the operating table, with many
tubes and wires, began at this moment to go
pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. “The new anesthe-
tizer is giving way!” shouted an intern.
“There is no one in the East who knows how
to fix it!” “Quiet, man!” said Mitty, in a low,
cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which

was now going pocketa-pocketa-queep-

3. Carrying coals to Newcastle would be a waste of time and
energy, since Newcastle, England, is a coal-mining town.

Dreams and Reality How does Thurber tie this day-
dream to what Mitty is experiericing in real life?

distraught (dis tr6t”) adj. very upset; confused
: haggard (hag” ard) adj. having a worn and tired look
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pocketa-queep. He began fingering delicately
a row of glistening dials. “Give me a foun-
tain pen!”* he snapped. Someone handed
him a fountain pen. He pulled a faulty piston
out of the machine and inserted the pen in its
place. “That will hold for ten minutes,” he
said. “Get on with the operation.” A nurse
hurried over and whispered to Renshaw, and
Mitty saw the man turn pale. “Coreopsis®
has set in,” said Renshaw nervously. “If you
would take over, Mitty?” Mitty looked at
him and at the craven figure Qf Benbow, who
drank, and at the grave, uncertain faces of
the two great specialists. “If you wish,” he
said. They slipped a white gown on him; he
adjusted a mask and drew on thin gloves;
nurses handed him shining . ...

“Back it up, Mac! Look out for that
Buick!” Walter Mitty iammed on the brakes.

“Wrong lane, Mac,” said the pa rking-lot
attendant, ookmv at T‘vfi’{t/ osely. “G e.

N 4 < ~ Aibte, T, 3
Yeh,” m utte cd }v;itt)u He Jegan cauticucly
- of the lane marked “Fwit {
to back out of the lane marked “Exit On
“1 R S Y PR T NP,
ma‘eh sit there,” said the attendar

“I'll put her away.” Mitty got out of the car.
“Hey, better leave the ke},’ “Oh,” said
Mitty, handing the man the ignition key.
The attendant vaulted into the car, backed
it up with insolent® skill, and put it where
it belonged.

They're so damn cocky thought Walter
Mitty, walking along Main Street; they

4. Afountain pen has a reservoir or replaceable cartridge
that automatically feeds a steady supply of ink to the nib,
or pen point.

5. If coreopsis really has set in, the patient may need a
gardener. This is the name of & daisy-like flowering plant.

6. Insolent means "so rude or proud as to be offensive.”

(Y7

i What details help you visualize the attendan
How does this image contrast with the image you formed
of Mitty trying to park?

#7

- craven (kri” van) adj. extremely cowardly
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think they know everything. Once he had
tried to take his chains’ off, outside New
Milford, and he had got them wound
around the axles. A man had had to come
out in a wrecking car and unwind them

a young, grinning garageman. Since theﬂ
Mrs. Mitty always made him drive to a
garage to have the chains taken off. The
next time, he thought, I'll wear my right
arm in a sling; they won’t grin at me then.
I'll have my right arm in a sling and
they'll see I couldn’t possibly take the
chains off myself. He kicked at the slush
on the sidewaik. “Overshoes,” he said

to himself, and he began looking for a
shoe store.

When he came out into the street again,
with the overshoes in a box under his arm,
Walter Mitty began to wonder what the

other thing was hzs wife had told him to
get. She had told him, twice, before they
set nut from their house for \qurbl,xrv

In a way he hated these weekly trips to
town—he was always getting Semethmg
wrong. Kleenex, he thou_ght, Squibb’s,
razor blades? No. Toothpaste, toothbrush,
bicarbonate, carborundum, initiative and
referendum?® He gave it

would remember it. “Where's the what's-
its-name?” she would ask. “Don't tell me

1t che

Lit/ B Lol

you forg@t the what's-its-name.” A news-
boy went by shouting something about the

‘/‘Vatcrbm} trial.
“Perhaps this will refresh your mem-
ory " Thc District Attorney suddenly thrust
a heavy automatic at the quiet figure on
the witness stand. “Have you ever seen
this before?” Walter Mltty took the gun

=4

In some areas, people put chains on tires to provide
better traction on ice and snow.

8. Mitty's shopping list is partially nonsense: Carborundum is
the brand name of an industrial compound used to grind
and polish, an initigtive is a procedure enabling voters to
propose new laws, and a referendum is a direct popular
vote on a public issue.




and examined it expertly. “This is my
Webley-Vickers 50.80,” he said calmly.

An excited buzz ran around the court-
room. The Judge rapped for order. “You
are a crack shot with any sort of firearms,
[ believe?” said the District Attorney, insin-
uatingly.® “Objection!” shouted Mitty’s
attorney. “We have shown that the defen-
dant could not have fired the shot. We
have shown that he wore his right arm in
a sling on the night of the fourteenth of
July.” Walter Mitty raised his hand briefly
and the bickering attorneys were stilled.
“With any known make of gun,” he said
“I could have killed Gregory
Fitzhurst at three hundred feet with my left
hand.” Pandemonium broke loose in the
courtroom. A woman’s scream rose above
the bedlam and suddenly a lovely, dark-
haired girl was in Walter Mitty’s arms. The
District Attorney struck at her savagely.
Without rising from his chair, Mitty let the
man have it on the point of the chin. “You

1N
iJ

etvnr\“

miserable cur!”

said Walter '\/Lt‘w F e

.} %1.(~ L\l“., i

Chmam A o

stopped walking and the building
Waterbury rose of the misty court-
room and surrounded Hu“ again. A woman
who was passing laughed. * He said ‘Puppy
biscuit,” she said to her companion. “That
man said ‘Puppy biscuit” to himself.” Walter

Mitty hurried on. He went into an A. & P,

O

S
S

9. Here insinuatingly (in sin” G at” ing I€) means “in a way
to suggest guilt.”

10. A cur can be either a mean, rude person or a mixed-
breed dog.

t1. A & P, short for Atlantic & Pacific Tea Company, is a
chain of grocery stores.

Diction Why does Thurber include this reference to
something that does not reaily exist?

> What details help you visualize this scene?

pandemonium (pan’ do m” né am) n. wild uproar

Hotel Lobby, 1943. Edward Hopper. Oil on canvas,
82 x 103.5 cm. Indianapolis Museum of Art, IN.

View e Aini

t the first one he came to but a smaller
one farther up the street. “I want some bis-
cuit for small, young dogs,” he said to the
clerk. “Any special brand, sir?” The greatest
pistol shot in the world thought a moment.
“It says ‘Puppies Bark for It’ on the box,”
said Walter Mitty.

His wife would be through at the hair-

resser’s in fifteen minutes, Mitty saw in
looking at his watch, unless they had trou-
ble drying it; sometimes they had trouble
drying it. She didn’t like to get to the hotel
first; she would want him to be there wait-
ing for her as usual. He found a big leather
chair in the lobby, facing a window, and he
put the overshoes and the puppy biscuit on
the floor beside it. He picked up an old copy
of Liberty and sank down into the chair.
“Can Germany Conquer the World Through
the Air?” Walter Mitty looked at the pictures
of bombing planes and of ruined streets.

. “The cannonading has got the wind
up in young Raleigh, sir,” said the ser-

Dreams and Reality What triggers this daydream
for Mitty?
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geant. Captain Mitty looked up at him
through tousled hair. “Get him to bed,”

he said wearily. “With the others. I'll fly
alone.” “But you can't, sir,” said the ser-
geant anxiously. “It takes two men to
handle that bomber and the Archies

are pounding hell out of the air. Von
Richtman’s circus is between here and
Saulier.”" “Somebody’s got to get that
ammunition dump,” said Mitty. “I'm going
over. Spot of brandy?” He poured a drink
for the sergeant and one for himself. War
thundered and whined around the dugout
and battered at the door. There was a rend-
ing of wood and splinters flew through the
room. “A bit of a near thing,” said Captain
Mitty carelessly. “The box barrage™ is clos-
ing in,” said the sergeant. “We only live
once, Sergeant,” said Mitty, with his faint,
fleeting smile. “Or do we?” He poured
another brandy and tossed it off. “I never
see a man could hold his brandy like you,
sir,” said the sergeant. “Begging your par-
don, sir.” Captain Mitty stood up and
strapped on his huge Webley-Vickers auto-
matic. “It’s forty kilometers through hell,
sir,” said the sergeant. Mitty finished one
last brandy. “After all,” he said softly,
“what isn’t?” The pounding of the cannon
increased; there was the rat-tat-tatting of
machine guns, and from somewhere came
the menacing pocketa-pocketa-pocketa of
the new flame-throwers. Walter Mitty
walked to the door of the dugout hum-
ming “Aupres de Ma Blonde.”' He turned

12. Mitty blends fantasy with the realities of World War I.
Archies was the British name for anti-aircraft guns and
their shells. Von Richtman suggests Manfred von
Richthofen, the German flying ace known as the Red
Baron. Saulier appears to be a made-up name for a
town in France.

13. Box barrage refers to artillery fire used to hold back the
enemy or to protect one's own soldiers.

14. "Auprés de Ma Blonde” (6 pra ds méa blond) is a French
song (“Near My Blonde”) that was popular during World
War 1.
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and waved to the sergeant. “Cheerio!” he
said . . .

Something struck his shoulder. “I've been
looking all over this hotel for you,” said Mrs.
Mitty. “Why do you have to hide in this old
chair? How did you expect me to find you?”
“Things close in,” said Walter Mitty vaguely.
“What?” Mrs. Mitty said. “Did you get the
what’s-its-name? The puppy biscuit? What's
in that box?” “Overshoes,” said Mitty.
“Couldn’t you have put them on in the
store?” “I was thinking,” said Walter Mitty.
“Does it ever occur to you that I am some-
times thinking?” She looked at him. “I'm
going to take your temperature when I get
you home,” she said.

They went out through the revolving
doors that made a faintly derisive'” whistling
sound when you pushed them. It was two
blocks to the parking lot. At the drugstore
on the corner she said, “Wait here for me.

I forgot something. I won’t be a minute.”
She was more than a minute. Walter Mitty
lighted a cigarette. It began to rain, rain with
sleet in it. He stood up against the wall of
the drugstore, smoking. . . . He put his
shoulders back and his heels together. “To
hell with the handkerchief,” said Walter Mitty
scornfully. He took one last drag on his cig-
arette and snapped it away. Then, with that
faint, fleeting smile playing about his lips, he
faced the firing squad; erect and motionless,
proud and disdainful, Walter Mitty the
Undefeated, inscrutable'® to the last. @&

15. Derisive (di ri” siv) means mocking, jeering, or ridiculing.
16. Inscrutable (in skroo” ta bal) means “mysterious.”

Diction Why do you think Thurber describes the sound of
the door as “derisive”?

disdainful (dis dan” fal) adj. showing scorn for some-
: thing or someone regarded as unworthy
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Tickits

(First appeared in Quarterly West)

Here is an example—a perfect example—of the
“short short” story, in which an entire life is
revealed in a few hundred words. Although we spend
very little time with Toby, we come to understand
him, empathize with him, and learn from him.

About the Author

As a child, PAUL MILENSKI
wrote in a mix of Polish (his
first language) and English.
Since then he has published
over a hundred stories world-
wide. “Tickits” alone has been
translated into several languages
and is featured in the school
curriculum of countries as far
away as New Zealand and
China. Of Toby, the main char-
acter in “Tickits,” Paul writes:
“He is based on a real-life character, a retarded woman who,
cach day, took to railing against the injustices of society by
writing out little colored slips of paper, handing them to
passers-by.” Paul is a former English teacher and school
superintendent who quit his educational career at age forty to
fulfill his dream of becoming a writer.

oby Heckler placed the slip of yellow paper
under the windshield wiper of the black
Oldsmobile that straddled two parking spaces.
On the yellow paper Toby had printed in red ink
“PRAKING MISTEAK’ and signed his name “TOBY” in a
childish-looking hand. He snapped the cover on his Pilot
Razor Point, slipped the pen over his ear, put the pad of
yellow papers in his jacket pocket. He moved down Main
Street, his chin held high, his sneakers spanking white from
Baby’s Liquid Shoe Polish.

As Toby passed Thom McAn, he looked in the window,
caught the reflection of his sneakers, looked down at them,
moved his toes inside. He straightened the pen on his ear,
patted the pad of yellow papers in his pocket, moved along.
People stared at Toby; he kept his chin high.

Near the First National Bank two elderly ladies waited for
the bus. They stood in the middle of the sidewalk away from
the curb. Toby pulled out his pad, slipped the pen off his
ear, held the cap with his teeth. He printed slowly,
meticulously, then handed one of the ladies the slip, “TO
MUSH IN WAY” signed “TOBY.” He secured his instru-
ments, walked along as before. The two ladies examined the
slip of paper, moved closer to the curb.

At the intersection of Main and South the pedestrian
crossing light shone bright orange, “DON'T WALK.” Traffic
moved, people stood on the curb. A man with a pin-striped
suit and briefcase stepped off the curb, was about to sneak
across between cars. Toby began to reach for his pad. The
cars closed together; the man stepped back to the curb. Toby
brought his hand back. When the green light read “WALK,”
Toby and the man crossed. The man went into a shop. Toby
waited for him, handed him a slip as he came out,
“"ALLMOST WALKD.”
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